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This is a verse Dad taught me when I was a little girl: 

 

Hurrah for the Postman who brings us the news, 

What a lot he must have to pay for his shoes. 

Red stripes in his blue hat 

And clothing to match it, 

If he lost any letters 

Oh, wouldn't he catch it! 

    

Born Grasmere Street, 8 April 1908. Do not know number. 

Removed to Beaumanor Road, Belgrave, Leicester, when still a baby 

and lived lower down the road (do not know number) until moved to 

209 when I was approximately 2+.  

My earliest memory is being put on the platform on my third 

birthday at the Free Trade Hall when my Father was an important 

Union official as the Secretary of the Postmen's Federation. They 

did not agitate for more money or go on strike - it just looked 

after the men's duties, etc.  

The postmen walked miles in those days - long hours - but very 

proud of their uniforms. My father (see his photo in postman's 

clothes) was dressed in blue serge with a red stripe down the 

trousers and around the coat collar - and a shako with peak back 

and front, also trimmed with red. He would brush his uniform when 

he took it off and hang it in the wardrobe. The brass buttons 

were polished each day on a thing to protect the material, and 

his boots were always polished too. He had a small moustache, 

which he twisted at each end. I used to climb on his knee and 

pinch my fingers on his moustache. He was a very smart man - and 

a wonderful husband. He was a T.T. (total abstainer) and would 

never sit down to a meal until mother was ready too. He was a 

great cyclist and would think nothing of going to Firsby - 80 

miles - and back to see his sister Nellie at weekends. 

My Mother was Mary Elizabeth Spriggs, one of 13 children who 

lived in Outram Street, at the back of the Royal Infirmary (now 

demolished in 1978). It was a real slum area. Grandma was married 

twice. Her first husband was Spriggs and her second was Simms. 
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Grandma had a very hard life. I only knew her under Grandpa 

Simms, who used to drink. The house was poor, sharing a toilet in 

the yard with the house next door. Grandma took in washing. There 

was no washing machine, just a copper in the kitchen, and always 

lots of washing hanging around the house. I do not know how much 

she earned for that hard work. She was illiterate, but a cheerful 

old lady, generous to a fault.  

My mother told us how she (mother) used to have to wear her 

brothers' boots and that was the reason her feet were so bad. 

Mother had part-time schooling and left school at 13 and went to 

work in a boot factory. It was a hard life. When she was in her 

teens she used to get the only enjoyment of her life by going to 

the Temperance Hall in London Road. It later became a cinema (The 

Princes'). But this Hall had a wonderful influence on the young 

people of that time. It was there that she met Dad. They had 

evangelistic services with a choir and band. Dad signed the 

pledge there and I remember that it was framed and hung on the 

wall at home, with the words "Why do men put an enemy in their 

mouths to steal away their brains?". I think this was a quote 

from Shakespeare and had a great influence to T.T. in us. 

 

Father was born on 28 December 1881 and mother on 30 April 1883. 

They were married in 1901. Mother worked on the morning of her 

wedding and had to marry in the afternoon! Grandma sent her off 

with the words to Dad "Eh, you think you've got a white angel, 

but you'll find you've got a black'un"! Later on she (Grandma) 

was very fond of mother.  

There were no Widows' Pensions and no Old Age Pensions. 

Consequently, a widow married the first man who came along just 

to live - not for love.  

On bath nights (Friday or Saturday) they used to have a big zinc 

bath in front of the fire and mother, being the eldest but one, 

had to bath the other eleven, one after the other, from the big 

ones downward! The hot water was from the copper where the 

clothes were boiled. As a little girl, I used to visit Grandma 

alone sometimes. She would always have the teapot on the hob 
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(stewing) and would always have a tin of condensed milk on the 

table. Considering her background, Grandma was a very generous 

old lady and she thought the world of us grandchildren (see 

photo). She always wore a big apron and a big smile. She was 

rough and ready, but with a heart of gold.  

Mother learned a bit of piano - Dad bought her one. I think her 

teacher was a Mr. Tutt - but she soon forgot it when looking 

after her family. She always knew when I played a wrong note 

though, when I was practicing in another room, and her voice 

would come loud and clear "Wrong, Wrong!" She was really very 

pleased when I got on well with my piano lessons. I wish that I 

could have kept them up.  

I have mentioned that Dad was a great cyclist. He always looked 

the part, in his plus-fours and cap. Mother also started cycling 

and we went out as a family. I had a basket on the front of 

mother's bike - like a small armchair. I forget whether Will rode 

on the back of Dad's or whether he had a small bike of his own. I 

remember that once when we were coming down a steep hill mother 

lost control and she, the bike and I landed in a ditch! No harm 

done. Mother had long dresses at that time, and all ladies' 

cycles always had string threaded through the back mudguard to 

keep the skirts out of the wheel.  

I cannot remember very clearly how we children went to Firsby, 

but we went several times before the First World War, which was 

before I was six. I remember that cousins Reg, Phil, and I used 

to sleep in the same bed. Kitty was too young and Ron had not 

been born. We used to play in the dark "I can't spy with my 

little eye something beginning with . . ." as we knew all the 

contents of the bedroom! We used to have great harmless fun in 

the spinney across the road from Auntie Nellie's. We children 

just loved Uncle Phil, who worked on the railway as carpenter, 

repairing gates, signal boxes and fences. He was so kind - we 

called him the Gentle Giant. He seemed so big to us in those 

days. Later we found that he was only our height! Firsby was a 

wonderful place to us - all country and sky - and Uncle kept 

pigs!! Then came the Great War and our idyll came to an end.  
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I did not see my cousins again until I was 16 - almost 10 years 

later. The War had gone, my school days were over. Dad was killed 

- and I had grown up!  

 

 

 

But before this I must record the most important thing that 

happened in the whole of my life.  

 

When I was 14 1/2, in November 1922, the little "tin" chapel in 

Beaumanor Road was opened for services on Sunday evenings by Sam 

and Ruth Toon. Sam was the typist in the writing room at the Post 

Office. He was a Local Preacher and his wife had been a 

Deaconess, Sister Ruth. They were a fine couple. When the little 

chapel was opened, Sam Toon invited me to go. I had been a very 

keen Sunday school scholar at Claremont Street Methodist ever 

since I was 5. My neighbour, Ada Pell, had taken me along. I 

loved it. Perhaps people think that going to Sunday School 

morning and afternoon was dull. Not a bit of it! We had Star 

Cards which were marked with a star when we were early, and an L 

if we were late. They had a fine staff of teachers and a 

Superintendent - Alderman Richard Hallam - and a splendid 

organist (pipe organ). The Sunday school buildings were built as 

a memorial to Richard Hallam's wife, who was sister to Alderman 

Hilton, the organist. It is a beautiful building with a balcony 

and many separate class- rooms.  

We had a marvelous Anniversary every year in May, when the 

children practiced for weeks. A special platform was erected in 

the front of the side chapel, like huge steps, for the children 

to sit on. It was a very exciting occasion. We nearly always had 

new clothes for the Anniversary and the singing was of a very 

high standard. People flocked to bear the children. The place was 

packed three times a day and chairs had to be put in the aisles. 

I remember that mother could not afford a new dress after I had 

been "England" in the School Concert, so I had the battleship 
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taken off the front and a black ribbon instead of the red, white 

and blue (because Dad had been killed).  

We had a school treat every year when the Desford Boys Band 

marched in front of drays full of us excited children to a field 

along Gipsy Lane - and a first-class Tea. They were happy days! 

Anyway, this is in the nature of an introduction to when I 

started to go to service at Beaumont Hall in November 1922. 

Please note that I had had a wonderful grounding in the things of 

the Spirit, but I had not definitely made up my mind to be a 

Christian. I went four weeks to Beaumont Hall and each week an 

appeal was made, asking all who wanted to follow Jesus to come 

out to the front: there was no Communion Rail, just a chair. Each 

week an appeal was made by the Toons or another local preacher to 

show that one had really decided. I was very frightened to go 

out, although I felt that I ought to make this vital decision. I 

was afraid of what my mother and Auntie Harriet would say (she 

was there). And then it was as if a voice said to me "Lo, I am 

with you always", and I said to myself "If the Lord is with me, 

why should I be afraid of mother and auntie". And I felt the 

strength given to stand up and walk to the front. I cried with 

relief that I had at last made the great decision to follow 

Christ. Ruth Toon prayed with me - and I went home walking on 

air: It was the most marvelous experience and one which has 

changed my life.  

From that moment I went to Beaumont Hall, joining the Sunday 

School and gradually becoming a teacher. I made a very good 

friend in May Middleton. We had some great times together. We had 

a Class Meeting each week and paid one penny "Class" money 

towards the chapel. We were quite a close group of friends. As 

well as May and myself there was Len Wells, Betty Smith and later 

Mabel Smith, whom Len married. We had a splendid saintly Sunday 

School Superintendent, Mr. W.C. Smith. I still have a letter from 

him, written in hospital on my 21st birthday. May and I were 

inseparable on Sundays, going walks, sharing work experiences, 

taking each other home and back again. She was a tailoress at a 

men's tailors in Market Street (?), making hunting and officers' 
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clothing. She made all her own clothes beautifully. We had some 

good times at Beaumont Hall in Sunday School concerts, when we 

usually did a sketch or Missionary Play, e.g. "Nigeria's Light 

Bringers", and had lovely rambles or outings to Swithland or 

Bradgate. We took a blind girl under our wing. May and I bought 

some pretty silk and May made Blind Mabel a dress for her 21st 

birthday. We also used to befriend an old lady, Aunt Mary, in 

Linford Street and used to take fish and chips for supper each 

Saturday night. Somehow these interests seemed natural after we 

were converted.  

My mother was afraid that I was going a bit too far and said 

something like "There is such a thing as Religious Mania" - but 

there was no mania about it - just a joyousness because we had 

given our hearts to Jesus.  

 

When I was 16, mother, I and the boys went to Mablethorpe for a 

holiday. We had to change at Firsby, where Dad's sister Nellie 

lived and where I had spent so many happy holidays in my 

childhood. My cousin Phil was then 17 and a railway clerk in the 

Firsby ticket office, which was quite busy in those days. He came 

down the train on the track, below the station, and found us. We 

had a happy conversation through the compartment window. We had 

not seen each other for about 8 years and the War had come 

between, so there was a sudden leap of heart between us. May 

Middleton and I had one or two enjoyable visits to Firsby. Phil 

had been converted about this time. Vincent Knowles from Hundleby 

was his friend, and Phil and Vincent, May and I used to walk for 

miles around those Lincolnshire lanes, singing and dancing along 

in sheer joy of heart. We were all young and so happy in our new-

found joy of the Lord.  

We went together to Mablethorpe on August Monday 1926 - Ron as a 

young boy of nearly 12, Reg, May, Vincent, Phil,  
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Percy Bowles and I. It was a lovely hot day. We paddled, sat in 

the sandhills and played clock golf on the firm sands. It was a 

super day, perfect. When we decided to go home we all started to 

walk along Mablethorpe break- water steps. Phil and I got 

separated from the others and he said that if he ever had a girl 

it would be like me! And that was the beginning! He asked if he 

could come to Leicester for a few days' holiday which were due to 

him in September. So I asked my mother if Phil could come to 

Beaumanor Road for a break. She said "Yes", so 6 weeks after that 

wonderful Bank Holiday we were together again. We had a black 

evangelist at Beaumont Hall at the time. On the day that Phil was 

arriving we had a tea in the Sunday School. Then we entered the 

schoolroom, a bit late, I introduced Phil as my cousin, whereas 

the black evangelist said, with rare insight, "Not cousins but 

sweethearts"! That evening Phil and I went for one of our long 

walks, through Birstall village, along School Lane, across the 

road to Crab Lane and through to Thurcaston Road above Mowacre 

Hill. By that time it was dark - but we were wonderfully happy as 

Phil had declared how much he loved me. We paused at a field gate 

on top of Mowacre from which we could get a lovely view of the 

lights of Leicester. It had been raining a short time before and 

there was a rain puddle near where we paused, reflecting a lovely 

star. We thought about God's creation, and from that evening the 

star was something very special to us. It was 27 September 1926, 

and we kept that date sacredly for many, many years. Phil and I 

really felt that we were sweethearts from that time on. When we 

were finally engaged, in December 1930, I chose a solitaire 

diamond as a symbol of our star. In the 4 years between that 

September date and our engagement we saw each other on average 

once every 8 weeks, when Phil's turn on the railway allowed him 

off for a weekend. He moved from Firsby to Haxey and Epworth and 

then to Hyde Road, Manchester, stations. He was a Local Preacher 

from the age of 16, i.e. from 1923, and felt a call to the 

Ministry and was sent forward through Synod to Conference in 

1926, but he was turned down because he was on strike with all 

the other railwaymen in the Great Strike of 1926. Some members of 
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Conference had had great difficulty in getting to the Conference 

and they felt very bitter against the Railway Union! However, he 

made a lot of friends in  Manchester and went up again in the 

Conference of 1929  and was accepted in 1930. 

 

More details of my early life. 

 

Neighbours in Beaumanor Road 

We lived in 209. 

Len Pratt next door on right with parents. 

Mary Pell and Ada Pell on left with parents. 

Cyril Gay next but one on left with parents. 

The Slaters (?) family next to Gays. 

Then Doris Allen 

Across the road, Rose and Annie Barrett - Mrs. B. dabbled in 

Spiritualism and made bee wine. 

Next a "dirty" family. 

Then an old lady to whom mother gave a meal every Sunday. 

Rev. Newey, who was minister to a Northgate Chapel - my mother 

said (as if it was wonderful) that he washed  his feet every day! 

He was a widower in digs. 

Ivy Fisher, lower down on our side. 

The Poles. 

The Smiths - Mabel and Hilda. 

The Wells - Len and sister Hilda. 

The Middletons - May, Ruth and ? - Mrs. M. was a little  quiet 

woman, Mr. M. was a specialist in gladioli. 

 

1908-1918 

   As a child in our street we used to play wonderful games - 

using the whole road as our playground. There was no motor car 

traffic - only horses of the milk and coal carts (We did not have 

milk in bottles pasteurized, but brought out our jugs for a pint 

ladled out from oval cans, with brass pint or half-pint measures, 

at the back door - or I would go through the jitty (a narrow 

walkway) to the Sharp's in Abbey Lane,(milkman).  
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Consequently we were able to use the drainpipes of opposite 

houses as markers for our games across the road.  Quite apart 

from the traditional games, such as whip and top and battledore 

and shuttle-cock which were only played in Lent and Easter, we 

had long skipping ropes which would stretch right over the road 

and we would take it in turn to be "turners" for  

"All in together now, very fine weather now.  

I saw Esau sitting on a seesaw Shoot, bang. FIRE".  

(Another version of this skipping rhyme was  

"One, two, three, Hihlara, four, five, six, Hilhara,  

I saw Esau sitting on a seesaw, Shoot, bang, fire!!").  

There would be quite a number of children running in and 

skipping, but at FIRE everybody would run out:  

Then we would start again, time after time.  

Also, individuals would demonstrate  

"One, two (slow), PADDY (as fast as possible)".  

A favourite was "Keeping the kettle boiling", when we would line 

up behind each other on one side of the road and follow each 

other in the rope and out, not missing a skip, all arriving at 

the other side and all ready to "keep the kettle boiling" and 

come back to the original side. This game would go on for ages.  

 

Then we played "Poor Pussy" - each standing at a drain pipe and 

"meowing" to each other as a signal that we were ready to change 

places. Another child would be in the middle and, as the others 

changed places, he would dash to one of the places first. The 

displaced one would then be in the middle.  

Then we loved "Seed Work". Two teams ranged separately on each 

side of the road. The side "on" would secretly decide on a topic, 

the more difficult the better, e.g. Doing the Housework. They 

would come back over the road, to the edge of the causeway, and 

say, "Here comes three labourers out of work" Others say "what 

work?" Originals answer "Seed Work. Letters D.T.H." (or whatever 

they had decided). "Show it" others said. So the team "on" would 

begin to act the topic, without speaking. The team "off" would 

consult and when they had decided what the subject was they would 
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suddenly give warning and shout out what it was and rush over the 

road after the "on" team. If they were right, it was their turn 

to be on.  

We loved acting and I can remember being "Sleeping Beauty"  and 

lying prone in Cyril Gay's entry, waiting for the Prince coming! 

Also we used to go to the Coliseum on Saturday mornings to the 

Children's Matinee at 1d each. Crowds of children queued up for 

these performances and they coloured our games often. There was 

the "Purple Domino" - a woman dressed in tight purple in a serial 

who was always up to some "undercover" tricks and seemed to be 

constantly tied to a railway track, etc., "to be continued next 

week" Then Indians and Cowboys were all the rage and we had lots 

of lovely games round the back of the houses amongst the 

allotments. I can remember being a squaw with feathered head-

dress and blanket, being tied up by the cowboys! Happy days! I 

don't know whether boys and girls have such fun nowadays. So much 

depended on our imagination - and children have this supplied 

through TV these days. "Fly Dobs" (five stones) was another game. 

 

Childhood was a very happy time, especially before the First 

World War (August 1914). There was no traffic on Beaumanor Road, 

with the exception of Sharp's milk cart and an occasional coal 

cart - everything with horses. I cannot remember a single car 

down our street, though there might have been one.  

 

We children went to two schools. I went to Mellor Street Council 

School, off Checketts Road, Belgrave, and some of the children 

went to the Church of England National School at the corner of 

Thurcaston and Belgrave Roads. I am sure that the latter was 

quite an adequate school, but because it was old and small and 

Mellor Street was large and modern there was a tendency to 

despise those who went to "Nashi-bugs", and we who went to 

"Mellor-plums" thought that we were somehow better! I forget my 

first day in the Infants - mother must have taken me - Will was 

already in the "big" school. I know that I loved school at Mellor 

Street. I soon learned to knit and read and became a keen scholar 



- 11 -  

(not boastingly!). I remember my Infant School days with 

pleasure. I became "May Queen" one year, sitting up on a platform 

in the big school yard, with a crown of flowers and a staff with 

buttercups and daisies tied to the top and lots of beflowered 

attendants. Then came the "Big School" with Mr. West, Headmaster, 

Mr. Jones, Senior Master, Miss Brandreth, Miss Page and Miss ---

field. The -teachers in those days were very strict. Mr. Jones 

was very loud and short-tempered. He used to rap knuckles and 

throw the chalk at anybody who displeased him. Miss Brandreth 

took sewing amongst other things (senior girls), and we had to 

take out any stitches that were not level. We seemed to make blue 

pinafore-dresses of the simplest kind, with our own design of 

simple decoration around the neck and sleeves - cross stitch 

mostly in green, red and yellow. Mr. West was a widower with one 

son of my age - Ronnie West. He (Mr.) wore pince-nez and was 

quite a good headmaster. He used to walk around with a cane. If 

anyone did wrong, they used to line up by the piano in the 

passage and he would give one or more strokes on the hand along 

the line before dismissal. I only remember having to stand by the 

piano once - and that was when Taffy Jones caught me being chased 

by the boys (out of school time) round the passage at the back of 

Belgrave St. Peter's Church! That did not happen often with me 

(the chasing, I mean), as I was quite a prim little girl, though 

I says it as shouldn't! I think I got off with a warning from the 

headmaster. Naturally, I was a bit romantic as a little girl. In 

the Big School we used to have P.T. with a few simple dances. 

Dancing with the boys as partners was enough to give me happy 

dreams!  

Of course, I was only six when the Great War started and 

everybody began to get War Fever, fanned by all the propaganda, 

e.g. Kitchener pointing a finger out of his poster saying "Your 

King and country needs you", etc. Young men volunteered in 

thousands, only thinking that they were doing something noble - 

defending their country - they went off with a song on their lips 

- not knowing what lay ahead of filth, mud and suffering. My 

father was older (35) and need not have gone when he did. He was 
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not "called up", as the young ones were - but went all the way to 

London and joined up in the 8th City of London Post Office 

Rifles, early in 1915, because he was defending his home and 

family. He was a peaceful man, but this was the effect upon good 

men and true of the propaganda machine. My mother was heartbroken 

and it had its effect on our family, of course. Ron was just 

born, on 29 December 1914, so mother was left with three 

children. Thousands of wives were the same. The men only got 1/- 

a day (shilling a day) and no great pensions for the wives, as 

today, so life became very hard. Willie, at eleven plus, tried 

several jobs - one was to go caddying at the Birstall Golf Club 

every Saturday. Another was to deliver bread up Mowacre Hill on a 

hand-cart: a killing job up that steep hill, so I used to go to 

help him push sometimes. Mother could not leave home, so she got 

attached to a shoe factory and brought home a pile of shoe fronts 

(welts, I think they called them), which she machined together in 

long lines behind her machine and I cut them and took them back 

to the factory. I forget how much she got per gross, but not 

much. Food was rationed: 3 lb sugar each, which we used to keep 

labeled in separate jam jars, brought out each mealtime. Butter, 

lard, meat - we had ration books with little coupons which were 

torn off. I remember that one of our stand-bys was potato 

dripping - potatoes mashed with gravy salt and spread on bread. 

Fruit from abroad was also almost non-existent. I remember how 

the news would spread if there were dates in our greengrocer's on 

Loughborough Road and I would stand for hours to try to get some, 

only to be disappointed sometimes. You can tell how short money 

was in those days because I remember, impressed on my mind, a 

tragedy! I lost a shilling! It is the only time I remember my 

mother being really angry with me. She sent me back and said 

"Don't come home without it"! I never found it and only remember 

how I retraced steps and finally went home sorrowing.  

 

More about the War later. I was really in the midst of telling 

about School Days. Like all schools, we were very patriotic and 

got up a concert which ended with "All the Nations" taking part 
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in the war. There was "Britannia" a senior girl, a sorrowing 

Belgium overrun by the enemy, a noble Russia, France, Serbia, 

etc., and England, typified by me in a white sailor dress (see 

picture), blue sailor collar, sailor hat, a battleship on the 

front of my jumper part and red, white and blue ribbon on shoes, 

etc.! I was taught how to dance the sailor's hornpipe alone, 

which I have never forgotten, and finished up with a smart 

salute!    

 

Dad was killed on the Somme on 7 October 1916, but before then we 

had weeks of "Missing", "Missing", "Missing", which was a 

terrible time for mother, who kept hoping against hope, saying "I 

don't care how he comes back, how disabled, blinded, or anything, 

I will look after him, if only he comes back". But finally we had 

the confirmation of his death. He was such a fine man, so clean - 

I have often thought of his personal suffering in all the lice, 

rats, mud, no washing facilities of Flanders. Poor Dad! There was 

no Glory in that War - only the wonderful Glory of the men who 

fought so unnecessarily. Mother used to cry for years after on 

every anniversary of his death and on Remembrance Day. Well, I 

was still at school, only 8½ when Dad was killed. I have the last 

letters which Will wrote to Dad and which Dad replied to only a 

few days before he was killed. They were on his body, I think. He 

said that all he wanted was to come home to "your beloved 

mother". It was a sad time - each street had its own memorial to 

the men of the street (there were so many) in a glass case. I 

remember that Dad's name was in a glass case at the top of 

Beaumanor Road for a long time. I do not know where that list is 

now. 

 

Between the years of 8½  and 11 I am vague, except that I was 

"top of the class" for most of the time. I remember writing a 

composition about "What I would like to be" (a cowgirl, I think, 

coloured by the cinema - more later) and "The Autobiography of a 

Soldier's Overcoat" which was commended. Then, when I was eleven, 

Mr. West put his son and myself down to sit for the Scholarship. 
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This was a very select affair. There were only the two of us from 

our school of several hundreds - and Ronnie West and I had to go 

to Harrison Road School to sit for the exam. After a period of 

time Ronnie and I heard that we had both passed. From that day to 

this I have never heard a word about either Mr. West (except that 

he died) and his son. My mother used to send a jar or so of her 

own jam at the end of the war to Mr. West, which was much 

appreciated - no ulterior motive. I then went to the Newarke 

Secondary Girls School in Newarke Street, This would now be known 

as a Grammar School as there were no Secondary Schools like now 

in Leicester. The girls all wore hard straw hats with the school 

badge of Leicester on the band. And our uniform was a blue gym 

tunic with blue striped blouse and red tie. My mother could not 

afford to buy me a new gym tunic so she made me one - a good 

effort, but I was always conscious of having a home- made tunic 

in the midst of the rest.  

I must tell you at this point about my Uncle Ike, because he was 

such a help when I was at the Newarkes. Ike was a poor fellow 

with a bad heart who was not fit enough to go to the war. Uncle 

Ike had no home until mother took him as a lodger while Dad was 

still at home. When Dad went to the war, he said to Uncle Ike 

"Look after the children while I'm gone", which he did. He was 

wonderful. Ike was not very strong, although his job was as 

porter on the L.N.E.R. at Belgrave and Birstall station, which 

was quite a walk up from Beaumanor Road each day. He wore a grey-

blue corduroy uniform which was only renewed once a year and he 

often had to carry heavy boxes and cases on his shoulder for 

passengers. But he was always cheerful and helpful at home. He 

smoked a pipe and "shaf", which seemed to make him spit a bit. 

His nose was a bit crooked, but he did help mother to buy special 

things for my schooling, like a tennis racquet and hockey stick. 

He was a real "Uncle" to us and we grew very fond of him. I think 

he grew fond of mother, too, although there was never anything 

improper between them, even after Dad had been dead several 

years. I remember that once mother said tentatively "Would you 

like another Daddy?" and I said "No, I don't want another Daddy 
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beside my own" - and after that nothing else was said. Uncle Ike 

went away on holidays alone. One year, he went to a railwaymen's 

Convalescent Home somewhere and came back early. Mother heard 

someone fumbling; at the front door and opened it, when Uncle Ike 

almost tumbled in as his key on a chain was still in the lock - 

and he was rather ill and so glad to get home. Ike had to retire 

early because of his health but he stuck with us until his death. 

I only remember one occasion when mother hod to tell him off 

really fiercely, and that was when he set the bedroom curtains on 

fire in Chatsworth Street (where we moved when I was 21), because 

of smoking in bed. He put the fire out with the contents of the 

chamber! We did not have bathrooms and toilets in the house in 

those days. They were always in the backyard, so every bedroom 

had a chamber pot.  

When we moved to Harrison Road in summer 1936, Uncle was very 

helpful in the garden - and that was where he died in the spring 

of 1937. He was cutting the hedge and collapsed and died, and was 

buried on his birthday, 11 May, 1937 at Gilroes Cemetery. I think 

he was 53. 

 

I tried hard at the Newarkes but never seemed to get higher than 

the 11th in my form of 30 girls. They were all scholarship girls, 

and therefore the cream of the local schools. I did French, 

Latin, Chemistry, Geometry, Algebra, Advanced Geography, 

Needlework, English and P.T., during which latter I learned a lot 

of Olde English Dances - Gathering Peascods, Rufty Tufty. I also 

learned how to play tennis and hockey. I was not very good at 

either but I did play "back" in hockey and enjoyed all games. 

Unfortunately, our P.T. mistress died soon after I left which 

seemed strange to us girls because she seemed the epitome of 

health and fitness to us. Miss Adams was her name - in her little 

gym tunic she was very graceful. I remember that our tunics had 

to be 4 inches from the ground when we knelt down, which seemed 

very daring in those days. After the first winter our hard straws 

were changed to blue velour hats, which were more comfy. We had 

to have eye examinations before going to Grammar School and it 
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was then that I found that I needed glasses. I had not noticed 

any trouble before at day school, so I could not have needed them 

much. However, I had them. I remember how I used to whip them off 

when it was time to go home, as I hated to wear them outside, 

especially if we met any of the boys from the Wyggeston or Aldern 

Newton Schools! It was quite a journey each day from Beaumanor 

Road to Newarke Street and home for dinner and back again. There 

were no school meals in those days. My journeys were all by 

tramcar, We had the Belgrave Trams, which had their terminus at 

our end along the New Road just past Bath Street. I had to get 

off at the National Schools and walk down Thurcaston Road to 

Beaumanor Road for lunch, have it quickly and walk back to catch 

the tram back. It took half an hour each way and half an hour for 

dinner. It cost one penny each way to the Clock Tower,- and that 

meant 10 pence per week, which was a lot for us - no allowance 

for travel. One term, Uncle got me a season ticket for the train 

but we had to give that up as it was too inconvenient. I had to 

go right up to Belgrave and Birstall station and back, as well as 

the walk along Central Street and Highcross Street and back at 

the other end. It was only slightly cheaper, too. We were always 

looking for ways of saving money.  

Our Headmistress was Miss Caulkin, a very dedicated and lady- 

like person. I had several form mistresses but only remember one 

- Miss Neal. We had a very avant-garde English mistress, who made 

no apology about teaching  

"You may talk of Gin and Beer,  

When you're quartered safe out 'ere,  

And are sent to penny fights and Aldershot it,  

but when it comes to slaughter  

you may do your work on water  

and lick the blooming boots of 'im that's got it",  

and several other poems that did not seem quite the thing for 

young ladies. I remember that we had a period when we were 

supposed to have Musical Appreciation. We had to listen to a 

record and then say what it conveyed to us individually. I said 

once that it sounded like "War" to me. It turned out to be a 
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hunting piece. Oh well - you can't get it right every time! Girls 

that I remember particularly from those days: Millie Cooper, 

Ethel Bird, Marjorie Cawthorne (died after years of Multiple 

Sclerosis), Connie Crofts, a splendid hockey player who died in 

her early twenties, Ena Lynn - but a few.  

 

At the end of the War, when I was only 10½, the whole of England 

went mad at Armistice on 11 November! Leicester was a seething 

mass of people around the Clock Tower and in any open space of 

the town. I went down the town with a Union Jack stuck in my hat. 

It had a wooden stick and I nearly poked some- body's eye out, so 

had to remove it! It was a sad time, though, for mother and those 

who had lost friends.  

Mother had let me have music lessons, from Miss Reece (?) who 

lived in Anchor Street at the top of Beaumanor Road, from the age 

of 8 - every Saturday morning for one hour at 1/- per hour - or 

was it 10 pence per hour? I got on quite well and learned to play 

a lot of good music for three years - overtures and all sorts 

from Star Folios 1 and 3. But when I started at the Newarkes 

after my scholarship I had so much homework that I did not have 

time to continue my music lessons: something which I have always 

regretted.  

I have mentioned that my father was very well known and respected 

in the Post Office. When he was killed they issued a certificate 

saying that he had done 20 years faithful service, etc,, and I 

remember going to a very touching occasion at the counter of the 

Head Office, with mother, when a plaque was unveiled on which 

Dad's name was engraved. The Last Post was sounded by a 

trumpeter, which was almost overwhelming in that enclosed space. 

Mother cried and I think I did too.  

 

When I was nearly 14 the Post Office sent for me to come to work 

there. It was not so simple as it sounds because, when I had 

passed my scholarship, mother had to sign for me to go 4 years at 

least to the Grammar School. I had only done 3 years, but mother 

was a widow with very little to live on and 3 children to feed, 
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rent and clothes to provide - and an entry to a job in the Post 

Office at that time was the acme of opportunity. The Post Office 

was Civil Service and it seemed a wonderful chance. I did not 

apply to them, they applied to me - and I wanted to go. So mother 

had to go up to Leicester Education Department and go through a 

lot of red tape and promises - and I had to go to Headmistress 

Miss Caulkin - and finally on my 14th birthday I went for 

interview at the Post Office and testing in taking down messages 

over the phone, etc. I passed all these tests with flying 

colours, so a few weeks later, I was asked to start to work.  

I was a Girl Probationer and only worked 6 hours per day, 8 a.m. 

to 2 p.m. and 2 p.m. to 8 p.m. alternate weeks, in the Instrument 

Room with telegrams being received by telegraphists on Morse Code 

instruments and being distributed to long-distance teleprinters. 

I soon got the idea and loved it. There was a very fine 

supervisor in the telegraph division, Miss Okey, and another one, 

also very nice, Miss Bentley. Miss Okey was tall with hair built 

up and high-necked blouse and skirt. She was a Christian 

Scientist and believed in good health and healthy living. The 

other telegraphists were also very kind to me and I enjoyed my 

work. Of course, mother was not able to buy new clothes for me, 

so I went to work in my blouse and gymslip and high legged lace 

boots for a long time. Even when I was promoted as run-about-girl 

to the Writing Room, I was dressed the same. This was a new 

experience, working amongst men clerks and only one lady typist - 

and another lady on the Dead Letter branch, which was also in the 

Writing Room.  

My main job was to go around with a folder of papers collected 

from the overseer in the Writing Room and distribute them in 

certain parts of the Post Office to overseers, both upstairs and 

down, regularly during the day. The Postmaster and Assistant 

Postmaster used to ring for me to go up to the Refreshment Room 

for coffee or to do other errands. I was in the Girl Guides then 

(Skylark Patrol Leader) and sometimes had to go to work in my 

uniform as I would not have time to go home to change. Of course, 

this gave the men at the various points - especially in the 
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Sorting Office - the opportunity to whistle or begin to loudly 

hum a marching tune! This made me blush, as I was always very 

sensitive. However, I loved the job in the Writing Room. I used 

to cyclostyle (duplicate) and help in the Dead Letter Department 

when they were busy. There was a lady and gentleman clerk in this 

department. They had to be real detectives some- times to find 

out where a letter should go or to send a parcel back to senders.  

 

At Christmas time they were very busy and some contents of 

parcels like meat or poultry had to be destroyed because they had 

gone rotten. My experience in that department certainly taught me 

to fasten parcels well, to put a senders address inside and to 

address both letters and parcels clearly and correctly. 

 

This happy state of affairs only lasted for two years because, 

when I was 16, I was sent to the Manual Exchange in Rutland 

Street to be a telephonist. The typist in the writing Room was a 

man called Sam Toon, who could type at a tremendous speed. Later 

on, he was to have a tremendous influence in my life. He was a 

Methodist Local Preacher. Then Sam was put on to another job and 

a girl called Queenie Lynn became typist, She was a Methodist too 

- a member of Crown Street Chapel in Leicester - a sweet girl. I 

had quite a lot to do with one of the clerks called Mr. Houston. 

He was rather a wag and made jokes about lots of things. I would 

often have to wait for his papers when he would say "He also 

serves who only stands and waits". He also said "A flea and a fly 

in a flue were imprisoned. What should they do? Let us flee said 

the fly. Let us fly said the flea. So they flew through a hole in 

the flue. Whoo whoo." Another man was Mr. Aston, and Mr. Lay.  

So, came the time when I had to go to be a telephonist. Then I 

really knew what discipline meant because our exchange was ruled 

with a rod of iron by Miss Leake - a strict martinet. We could 

not be a minute late or we would have 2d stopped out of our 

wages. My wage had jumped from 12/- to about 30/-. I had to have 

training, of course, and had a senior telephonist listening in to 

me all the time for several days. We not only had Miss Leake in 
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complete charge, but there were about 8 other supervisors walking 

at the back of us. Most were very nice, but all felt the severe 

influence of Miss Leake. She could quietly listen in to anyone 

from her "master" switchboard on her desk and we would suddenly 

hear her voice breaking in to whatever we were doing - often with 

criticism. Unfortunately she was terribly disliked by the girls. 

Her brother was a prison warder and some said that she was like 

him. It was a pity, as we would have liked to have loved her. 

Miss Williams, who was second in command, was much better and we 

all enjoyed it when Miss Leake was not there. I remember once how 

I had to go to the desk because I had cut someone off. I started 

to say "But I thought that they had finished", and only got to "I 

thought" when she said "You are not paid to think"! Poor Miss 

Leake. She missed so much in life. We used to have 10 minutes' 

break during a 4-hour stint, to go down to our retiring room. We 

got used to swallowing boiling cups of tea, as we also had to go 

to the toilet and get up to our boards, all in the 10 minutes! A 

girl was on "relief" and had a paper on which telephonists names 

were written one after another, so we must be back in time or it 

would throw the whole list out. We had 30 minutes for dinner on a 

through duty (e.g. 8.00 - 4.30, 9.00 - 5.30, 10.00 - 6.00, etc.) 

but no canteen, so we had to bring our own lunch. My mother was 

wonderful and always saved me some dinner from the day before 

which she put into an aluminium basin with a clip-on lid. We had 

a stove in the retiring room, so I would put my basin in during 

"relief" so that it was beautifully hot at dinner time. Each girl 

had a locker and key, in which we kept our headpieces (phones) 

and a black wrap-around apron to keep our skirts from getting 

shiny. I used to cycle to work each day, going along Abbey Lane, 

turn left at Abbey Park Road to Belgrave Gate and left again to 

Wharf Street, cross Humberstone Gate to Rutland Street. We could 

see St. George's Church from our locker room window. Although 

Miss Leake could be so horrid, she trusted me enough to send me 

out to sub- exchange to relieve the operators there for holidays. 

I went to Rothley, Birstall, Market Harborough, Finedon and 

Melton Mowbray. I liked relieving because it was a pleasant 
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change from the Head Exchange and I met many nice people and had 

some good "digs". My friend Millie Cooper came to work at the 

Exchange after she left school at 16 but she left again at 18 and 

went to take part in her father's business.  

The greatest friend of all was Kathleen Craven, who was 5 years 

older than I - she was a Methodist, a sweet girl. We had much in 

common. She met her husband Claude Liddle, who was Phil's friend 

at Firsby, at my 21st birthday.  

 

We moved from Beaumanor Road to 25 Chatsworth Street at 

Highfields in 1929 - just a week or two before my 21st birthday. 

I transferred my membership to Curzon Street Chapel just before 

then, and so I was allowed to have my 21st party in the Primary 

Room there. Phil came - and his friend Claude Liddle, another 

Railway Clerk. Kathleen Craven was also present and these two 

quickly fell in love and finally married and lived at 

Loughborough, where Claude was posted to LO station. Claude was a 

Local Preacher and eventually became a Quaker, but still took 

services on the Methodist plan. He was a Pacifist - so was 

Kathleen. They are a lovely couple. Phil and I had some happy 

weekends in their home at Shelthorpe, Loughborough. And, even 

today, I am always welcome to meals or to stay. They had a little 

girl in 1936 and I was asked to be Godmother - Phyllis Kathleen - 

known as P.K.  

 

Methodism was very short of  Ministers in 1930 and so chose Some 

of their best candidates  to be Pre-collegiate Ministers for one 

year before going  to College. Phil was sent to the Saddleworth 

Circuit and  there became a most popular minister. He was young,  

handsome and very active. He would go out rambling on the 

Saddleworth Moors with the Wesley Guild most Saturdays or else 

assist in making tennis courts for the young people. He lived 

with a Mrs. Bilkey, a widow, for 12 months, and also made friends 

of Annie and Frank Watson and Frank's brother's family. We also 

had a great friend in George Launder, a mechanic who could do 

anything with motors, and who was accepted for the Ministry a 
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year after Phil, and also went to the same college later. The 

villages near Saddleworth Moor were Delph, where Phil lived, 

Wrigley Mill, Dizzle and Saddleworth. The moors were very wild, 

especially in winter. It was said that an elephant from a circus 

was lost in the drifts on the moor and was never found afterwards 

as there were many bogs. Phil was greatly loved by the old people 

because he was a good visitor. They were a grand lot when you 

understood them. It was difficult sometimes. Someone said in 

broad Yorkshire "Ee, ye can't keep bant in nick wi' 'em all". The 

band in the nick referred to a band in a groove in the woolen 

mill. Phil was never forgotten after that one year in 

Saddleworth.  

Many years after (approximately 35 years later), when Hugh was a 

student at Loughborough College, another student from Saddleworth 

brought him a lovely oil painting of a mill girl from his 

grandmother (now deceased), to take home to his father as he 

(Phil) had admired it when he was a young minister visiting her 

in her little cottage. It needed cleaning and repairing but it 

hangs in my lounge now and I love it - we have called it "Sylvia" 

as we do not know who she is: "Who is Sylvia, what is she?"  

 

From Saddleworth he went to Headingley College, Leeds, for three 

years. It should have been four years but he had already done one 

year in Saddleworth and had practical experience of everything - 

9 Harvest Festivals as soon as he arrived - and people travelling 

around to see the new young minister, so he had to have lots of 

new Harvest Festival sermons! He had some strange weddings - in 

one of which the bride cried all the time because her mother had 

turned her out and her father would not give her away, so her 

auntie had to do it! And lots of funerals where they were "buried 

with ham", i.e. with a great feast! And so College training 

started. I had been up to Saddleworth for a holiday to meet the 

folks there - and wandered over the moors with Lance Mallalieu 

and along the Goyt Valley - and later I was able to go to Leeds 

to visit Phil - look around the College and to stay with Rev. and 

Mrs. Palmer and Grace and Winifred, the Palmer girls.  
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The College Chairman was Hubert Tean. Hubert, George and Phil 

shared a Tea Club. I embroidered some curtains for the study and 

became very interested in all college life. I remember how Phil 

and I went to a Watch-night Service at Humberstone Road Chapel as 

1929 went into 1930 as we felt that this new 10 years was going 

to be very important for us. And so it was!  

 

While Phil was at College, I was the only one earning, so we had 

to have some cheap holidays. Apart from the two we had before he 

went into College, when we went first to Guernsey (on his 

privilege ticket, 1928) and then to Lynton (1929), we had some 

lovely holidays on a tandem. We hired this first machine, but 

even so it was a cheap holiday each time. I had never worn shorts 

before but, greatly daring, Phil persuaded me, so we set off. 

First we went through Stratford, then Nether Stowey and so on to 

Exeter and North Devon. We found Devon very hilly - having to put 

on the brakes going down hills and walking up the other sides. We 

pushed the bike up Porlock Hill on to Ore and the moors above 

Countisbury Hill and Lynton. Just as we were going down a small 

hill near Oare, Phil yelled "Hold on, hold on" The front tyre had 

burst and the front wheel buckled, throwing Phil off and me on 

the top of him: We put the bike in the ditch and sat down to 

contemplate what to do next. Hardly anything passed by in those 

days because it all had to come up Porlock 1 in 3. However, to 

our surprise, we saw a furniture pantechnicon looming over the 

horizon and we hailed it and they said they were going to Lynton 

and pushed our tandem in the back and allowed us to ride with 

them. Later, we found that there was no cycle shop which had 

tyres of our size, so we had to go on with them to Coombe Martin 

to get them. We were very grateful to these men. I might say here 

that we were members of the Cyclists Touring Club and had their 

band-book. We reckoned to cycle about 60 miles a day and then we 

looked up the next village to find how much we should have to pay 

for two rooms at a reasonable rate, We never paid more than 4/6 

each for bed and breakfast. Some of the breakfasts were colossal 

- and difficult to push the tandem along afterwards: We lived 
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very simply at our mid- day meal - usually buying a grapefruit, 

brown bread and butter. Altogether our holidays kept within £9 

per person for 2 weeks.  

After going through Ilfracombe and many other places, we got down 

to Redruth where Phil's friend George Launder lived. We arrived 

on Saturday and stayed over Sunday. Fortunately I had a skirt, so 

managed to be a bit respectable when I went to church on Sunday.  

 

The next year we went through the Potteries, from Leicester to 

Wales - straight through the middle to Llangollen, Gelerts Grave, 

Bala Lake to Anglesey, seeing lots of castles and beauty on the 

way. In Anglesey we stayed at Red Wharf Bay and cycled right 

round the island and back to Leicester via Llandudno and the 

north coast of Wales.  

 

The next year we went to Norfolk on the bike and stayed with Kath 

and Claude at Kathleen's aunt's at Cromer. We had some lovely 

holidays with fresh air and exercise and such wonderful 

companionship.  

 

During Phil's second year at College he had to decide whether to 

go in the Home Ministry or abroad.  This exercised his thought 

greatly and he looked to the Lord for guidance.  At first he said 

"Anywhere but China".  Then two things happened. A young Chinese 

Minister came to Headingley for a year (I think it was), named 

Siao Koh Kwe.  Phil became his friend, and also Phil found some 

books on China being thrown away - three volumes called Hue's 

Travels in China. He picked them up and started to read them.  

That decided him.  He volunteered for China.  So, having made 

that great decision, we began to look forward and plan for the 

great adventure of going abroad.  Phil finished College in July 

1934 and had a holiday, partly with me, when he went around 

saying goodbye to all his local friends -especially the Liddles 

at Loughborough and also his family at Firsby.   

Then I went up with Hubert Tean to Birkenhead to see Phil off on 

the Blue Funnel Line "Achilles" in September 1934.  This was 
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really a cargo ship with only 14 passengers - under Captain 

Turner, but very comfortable. Two other men were going too: Edgar 

Christian and Ron Pillow. Phil sent back some very interesting 

letters from every port of call.  The "Achilles" was quite a slow 

boat because it called at many places about cargo - and called 

specially at Port Swettenham, finally getting to Shanghai in 6 

weeks.  

 

He was met at Shanghai and escorted down to Ningpo, which was 

about 150 miles to the south - an old Chinese city -a Treaty 

Port, whose wall had not long been pulled down and made into a 

wide road around the city.  Then followed 3 years of interesting 

long letters, sometimes with snaps, telling me all about China.  

He had to start straight away into language study.  This 

continued daily until he found that he could speak Ningpoese 

fluently enough to preach in it.  China has dozens of dialects 

according to the part of that vast country.  The written word is 

understood by those that can read but the spoken is very 

localised.  

Phil was living with the Chairman of the District, Rev. Alan 

Conibear and his wife Florence.  They had two children, Alan and 

Barbara.  There were four houses on the compound on Bah-So-Lu - 

White Sand Road.  The Conibears lived in the first one.   

Then Mr. and Mrs. Redfern (Headmaster of the Boys' School).  

These two houses were attached.  The next two attached were 

occupied by Rev. and Mrs. Harold Tomlinson and Doris and Kathleen 

Coombes, two W.W. sisters from Plymouth.   

Phil's first 3 years there were not without trouble because he 

had diphtheria in his first year and had to have his tonsils out 

finally.  Then, another year, he had a poisoned little finger and 

had to have part of his nail taken off, which never grew fully 

again.  He still managed to do lots of travelling in Chekiang and 

Bible Schools. 

 

During these 3 years of absence, I was trying to prepare myself 

by night school for First Aid and Home Nursing and by arranging 
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my duties at work to allow me to help in a Baby Clinic at Curzon 

Street, which was very interesting.  The first year of absence 

was the worst; the second year I began to look forward and the 

third year was quite exciting as I left work at the Post Office 

at Christmas 1936.  The friends at the Exchange gave me a 

splendid leather trunk, which I still have in 1978.  

Normally, we could not get our marriage dowry unless we got 

married within 3 months but I had to write to the Postmaster 

explaining that I wanted to go to Kingsmead College, Sellyoak, 

our Methodist Missionary Training College, for the spring term, 

which was given to fiancees who could take advantage of it - and 

then I had got to get out to China after that, so the 3 months 

rule was impossible in my case.  He gladly consented, so 

eventually I got £90 as my marriage dowry and set off for 

Kingsmead.  It was a great experience there.  We were men and 

women of all kinds of nationalities - some missionary training 

and the overseas contingent studying at Birmingham University, 

etc.  They ate and slept at the College, so we saw quite a bit of 

each other.  We had great fellowship in our sing-songs and 

services.  The lectures were very advanced - and we had a lot of 

fellowship between Colleges - the Church of England and the 

Quaker College and the Sunday School Teachers Training College, 

Westhill.  Also we were sent once each week to the Medical 

Industrial Mission all amongst the factories.  We had to don 

white coats and help the Doctor there with emergencies. I also 

remember having to pull a tooth out, but that was the only time.   

There were four of us in a little friendship group: Connie Green 

(who married and went to Hong Kong), Florence Cleaver, who went 

to Burma and did a lot of work amongst lepers, and myself.  We 

had a fine tutor, Miss Mellor, who used to be in India.  We 

visited Bournville and looked round the factories.  Also we got 

permission to go around the Birmingham Sorting Office: parcels, 

letters, etc.   

 

The 3 months just flew by and soon I was having my injections and 

making final arrangements.  I was booked to go on the "Kaiser-i-
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Hud" on 4 June 1937, from Tilbury. At that time Reg and Ivy lived 

at Grays, Essex, so I arranged to spend my last night with them, 

as it was near Tilbury.  It was quite unusual for fiancées to 

travel overseas alone.  They usually went with other missionaries 

in a bigger group in September.  But my fiancé and I had been 

courting eleven years and I was already 29 and Phil was 30, so we 

applied for me to be out in China so that we could be married 

immediately Conference gave us permission, instead of having to 

wait for this permission before I could set sail.   

 

There was quite a party to see me off on this great adventure: 

Rev. T. Bullock, my minister at Curzon Street, Leicester, Phil's 

mother and father, my mother and my young brother and his wife, 

Ron and Win, and Ivy.  The "Kaiser-i-Hud" stood out in the 

Estuary first of all, then she came in and the people began to 

embark. I went aboard and I have a snap taken by Ron (I think) of 

little me all alone on the deck.  I was very happy, of course.  

It was much worse for those left behind. Gradually we got into 

life on board.  There was another young lady, a nurse, who was 

going "all the way", and the Captain and Chief Officer wanted us 

two to be their friends and visit their cabins and go ashore, 

etc., but I was not having any.  I do not know what the other 

girl did.  There were many who were going part way - to 

Gibraltar, Cyprus, Palestine (then a British Protectorate), 

India, etc. I had a cabin with two other girls, but these got off 

in the Mediterranean.  There were also some Palestinian British 

policemen who were very nice and "protective" -especially when 

some Parsee men would come from the 1st Class and sit in a deck 

chair against me.  I did not mind very much - we talked about all 

sorts of things, but I did object when they wanted me to go 

ashore with them at Bombay.  On board were a team of St. John's 

Ambulance girls from Hong Kong.  They had been to England to 

compete in a Commonwealth Ambulance Competition at the Coronation 

of George VI.  Amongst these girls was one who was to be my life-

long friend - Florence Wong.  I found that she was the only 

Christian in the team, so when my cabin was emptied after Port 
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Said I asked the Purser if Florence could transfer to my cabin.  

The team were low down in the boat and I wanted a bit of company.  

So we had no trouble to get her changed over.  We had lovely 

times of fellowship together and I had a friend for the rest of 

the voyage.  We were 5 1/2 weeks on the Kaiser-i-Hud. I loved 

this long sea voyage - and only had two days of discomfort in the 

Bay of Biscay.  Afterwards I had got my sea legs and did not mind 

how rough it was.  Actually, we had a very good voyage - just 

gentle swell.  There was a Bata traveler who tried to be a bit 

amorous - he was quite nice though, and never went too far.  I 

suppose that I was quite a presentable girl at that time - but I 

never forgot that I was on my way to be married to a missionary!  

The days flew by.   

 

I went ashore at Penang with the girls from Hong Kong and their 

leader, a very lively middle-aged Penang man who was in charge of 

them. We went to his house and had a meal.  I learned how to use 

chopsticks properly, which knowledge and skill has stood me in 

good stead ever since!  It was very interesting to be in a real 

Burmese family.  I wanted a shady hat so I was taken to a small 

emporium where I got one which suited me and which I wore on my 

honeymoon.  We were also taken to a lovely garden where I saw the 

amazing sight of a tremendous army of ants marching, about 10 

abreast, from an unknown hole to another hole many yards away.  I 

stood and watched them a long time.  They were unending.  I never 

saw the beginning or the end.  They must have numbered millions.   

 

From Penang we went to Hong Kong where Florence lived.  We were 

there from noon on one day to noon the next day.  Florence 

fetched me from the ship to show me her home, which seemed to be 

in some back street - was a bit dark with the usual ancestral 

tablets.  Florence was a Christian but I do not think her family 

were at that time.  Then she got a taxi and took me for a tour of 

the island.  I am quite vague about what Hong Kong was like all 

those years ago, but I just remember going to the St. John's 

Ambulance Headquarters.  That trip took the best part of the half 
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day and I was reconciled to staying on board the following day, 

but during the next morning the rest of the Chinese girls 

insisted that I go with them and a young officer, who was going 

to join his ship on the Yangtse River, for another look around. I 

was not too keen.  However, I went.  The Kaiser-i-Hud was at 

berth at Kowloon so we had to go across the ferry to Hong Kong 

proper.  The girls were very kind and did their best to entertain 

us but they would insist that we go into a hotel for a mid-day 

meal.  This was about 11.30 so we knew that we had not much time.  

I knew that the Chinese loved others to eat with them so we 

thought that if the meal came at once we might have a little. 

However, it was not ready, so we waited nervously.  We thought 

that, as the boat had usually been one hour late leaving the 

other ports of call, possibly it would be one hour late here.  We 

just managed to eat a mouthful and then excused ourselves, 

because we had to get back to Kowloon over the ferry.  At that 

time the pier where our boat had been tied up was empty - no 

buildings on it, as it is now - so imagine how I and this young 

man felt (I never knew his name) when we saw that our boat had 

gone on time and was already over a mile out to sea! I knew that 

Phil would be waiting for me in Shanghai and this young officer 

was going to his first commission.  We wondered what to do.  We 

raced up the railway track up the "pier" and, as it happened, my 

steward had reported to the Captain that I was missing and he had 

been scanning the Kowloon pier with his glasses and had seen us 

racing up.  We managed to get a sampan to take us out - and the 

Captain stopped "The Kaiser-i-Hud" and we were rowed out to it!   

 

As we arrived alongside a door was opened halfway down the ship 

and a rope ladder thrown out.  The young sailor fastened a rope 

around me and I climbed up thankfully into the liner.  I felt so 

happy to be safely on board.  The poor young man had to go along 

and apologise to the Captain - and I never heard the last of it 

all the way to Shanghai!  The trouble was, Phil had written to 

some missionary friends in South China who were going to Japan 

for a holiday and were joining our boat at Hong Kong to look out 
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for his fiancée.  They did - and the first sight they had of me 

was the embarrassing one of Slater's fiancée being nearly left 

behind in Hong Kong with a sailor!  When I got to my cabin I 

found that Florence had sent me a gorgeous basket of flowers.  

They transformed my cabin. The Captain invited me to his table 

for the rest of the voyage.  He pulled my leg plenty!  

 

At last we were in the mouth of the Yangtse and tied up there 

till morning.  Actually, I did not realize that we had arrived, 

as I had a good night's sleep and was taking my time getting 

dressed when my steward came to say that a young man wanted to 

see me.  It was Phil!  He had come early to the Bund and was 

there when we tied up.  It was wonderful to see him again after 3 

years.  That was Sunday, 4 July, 1937!  Phil had booked in at 

Beamans Hotel where missionaries usually stayed when in Shanghai.  

But after breakfast, and when Phil had seen to my goods, we went 

to service at the Community Church (I think it was). We only 

stayed overnight in Shanghai because we wanted to get to Ningpo 

as soon as possible.  My trunks and packing cases had to be 

passed by Customs.  They were a bit suspicious about my sewing 

machine - always suspecting arms being brought in.  However, soon 

everything was cleared and we had a passage booked on the "Hsin 

Peking" to Ningpo.  What an exciting time it was!!  Just one 

night on the boat and we were going up the river towards Ningpo. 

There was a smaller town at the entrance called Chinghai and we 

had passed a group of islands called the "Chusan Islands", which 

had quite a number of temples on them. I understand that they had 

a lot of rare flowers on them too - but I did not go there.   

 

Soon we were tied up at the wharf and I looked down with interest 

at the milling hosts of coolie clad men dressed in blue cotton.  

Soon, friends came on deck to welcome me and Phil.  Rev. Alan 

Conibear, Rev. H. Tomlinson and Kathleen and Doris Coombes and 

Mr. and Mrs. Redfern.  Then Mo-Sung - Phil's boy. He was all 

dressed in a white suit and looked very smart. After all the 

introductions and unloading of my packing cases, etc., I was put 
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into a rickshaw, taken home to Bah-So-Lu - White Sand Road - 

which was our Compound. It was lovely to see the houses and 

garden which I knew so well from snaps and Phil's descriptions.   

 

The next few days were spent in getting settled in and 

preparations for our wedding, which was to take place on the 

following Saturday, 11 July.  Mrs. Johnson (Ivy's mother) had 

made us a wedding cake which I brought with me.  My friend May 

Middleton had made my wedding dress and the bouquet had been 

ordered from a shop in Shanghai.  Mr. and Mrs. Redfern were to be 

my "parents" to arrange the wedding breakfast and Rev. Conibear 

would marry us.  Rev. Harold Tomlinson was best man and Mr. 

Redfern would give me away. Kathleen Coombs was bridesmaid and 

Doris Coombes would be at the organ.  The wedding would take 

place in the little English Church on the Horse Road in Ningpo.  

I met all kinds of people during those four days and presents 

kept coming in!  We did not get permission to marry until 

midnight of the wedding eve, when a cable came from the 

Conference in England giving permission.  I am sure that we would 

have gone ahead whether or no.  The bouquets for bride and 

bridesmaid arrived the day before by boat and were put into a 

bath to keep them fresh.  I heard that there were to be about 60 

guests for the meal - almost all Chinese.  The Redferns were very 

busy on the morning of the wedding.  I think that the ceremony 

was at noon. I had the one and only car in Ningpo to take Mr. 

Redfern and myself to church.  There was a bit of delay in the 

vestibule as Kathleen's button came off her shoe.  So we had to 

find a safety pin to enable her to walk down the aisle without 

losing her shoe.  Phil had on a white suit and it was very hot.  

This delay made him perspire and someone remarked that they 

watched the patch of sweat in the middle of his back grow bigger 

and bigger! Rev. Dzang Tsoh Fong had been to the church in the 

morning and fixed young bamboos to each end of the pews and 

joined them overhead, so I walked down the aisle on Mr. Redfern's 

arm under a lovely cool green archway.  The Rev. Conibear 

conducted the service beautifully.  I forget what other hymns we 
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had, but remember how we sang "Fill Thou my life, 0 Lord my God" 

to "Lloyd", and really meant "So shall no part of day or night 

from sacredness be free".  We had a Communion service afterwards 

- then returned to the Compound in the one and only car, which 

was decorated not with white ribbons but with petunia ones!  The 

wisteria came out in time for us to have our photos taken under 

the pergola and we had quite a lot of photos on the steps of the 

house and in the garden.  I forget what we had for a meal, but it 

was quite a simple affair ending with ice cream.  There were over 

60 guests, which was quite a feat to seat them all in the 

Redfern’s lounge.  Phil made a speech and then I was asked to say 

a few words, which I did - saying how glad I was to be meeting 

them all at last and that they and China were not strange to me, 

as I felt that I knew them through Phil's letters. We had a snap 

of all the guests taken in the garden. Then, all too soon, I had 

to change and get ready to go on the "Hsin Peking" on our 

honeymoon.   

 

The Captain and First Officer had come to the wedding and, as we 

walked down the Bund, we saw the Red Ensign hanging down over the 

gangway with an old boot tied to the corner.  As we came on board 

a string of Chinese crackers was lit and they went cracking, 

cracking from bottom to top.  Also, someone had arranged for a 

Chinese band to play while we were aboard.  The friends from the 

Compound came to see us off and as they left the boat, after 

wishing us goodbye, the band struck up a jazzy version of "God be 

with you till we meet again"!  We found our cabin full of flowers 

from the crew - and we had dinner with the Captain. But we were 

only half married - religious ceremony, yes -but no wedding 

certificate to prove it.  We knew that we should have to go to 

the British Consulate in Shanghai for the Civil Ceremony to get 

that.  So, we booked in at Beamans again - this was Monday - and 

so went to the Consulate - this time I in a pink and grey chiffon 

dress and a big white hat.  The Consul seemed rather worried -and 

well he might be, because the Japanese had already landed in 

North China and he knew that they might come down to Shanghai in 
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the near future.  But, for the time being, we were happy.  Our 

witnesses were Rev. C.W. Andrews and Irvine Scott, and we booked 

a table at the "Chocolate Shop" and had a lovely meal together.  

I remember a funny thing about that first evening of our real 

wedding day. There was a lady doctor called Andrews who lived in 

a big hotel in Shanghai.  She invited us to dine in the evening 

with her and her father - which was very nice. But afterwards she 

insisted that we played "Monopoly", which neither of us had 

played before.  It went on and on - and I won!  She was so put 

out that we had to play again!  It is the sort of game which 

lasts hours - and it was in the early hours before we got away.  

What a way to spend a wedding night!   

 

We had brought the remains of our wedding cake with us and the 

guests at Beamans were glad to share it.  But there was still 

quite a large piece left, so we put it in a tin and sealed it to 

take up the Yangtze on our honeymoon.  The Methodists owned a 

group of bungalows in a place called Kuling, which was up the 

Yangtze River and atop a range of mountains above the Pozang 

Lake.  The M.M.S. missionaries usually gathered there in the cool 

to recuperate from the heat of the plains.  We were designated to 

the "Honeymoon Bungalow", which was the highest one.   Mo-Sung 

had also come with us and was a great help.  We had a very 

pleasant trip up the river, taking about 3 days - from Tuesday 

evening to Saturday morning.  But we were not there even when the 

boat reached Kin-kiang because we had got to get up the mountain.  

Phil hired a chair for me, but he walked.   

It is a tremendous climb up steps cut in the rocks and took 

several hours to do.  Mo-Sung had got there first and made up a 

bed.  It was a very bare little house but really high up with a 

lovely view.  We realized how high and exposed we were during the 

night when a most terrible thunderstorm broke over Ruling.  We 

were in the highest spot and we certainly committed ourselves 

unto the Lord.  People down below were thinking about us, as they 

said that blue lightning was running up and down our corrugated 

iron roof!  The next day was Sunday so we all met each other down 
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in the Community Church!  I forget who was preaching but it was 

good to meet all those people who had only been names before.  

The rain during the night had been terrific and had washed away a 

bridge on the hill at Kuling.  That was a most spectacular start 

to our honeymoon!  Rev. and Mrs. Noel Richards gave us a welcome 

party at their bungalow.  We had hoped to share our wedding cake 

but on board, coming up the river, we found that, in spite of our 

careful sealing of the tin with cellotape, the tiny red ants from 

the ship had managed to get in and they were swarming everywhere.  

We had to throw the cake regretfully overboard.  Phil's collars, 

shirts, pyjamas - everything - were also covered with the little 

creatures.  So we had quite a cleaning up job to do in his 

luggage.   

We had some very enjoyable walks and social occasions with our 

colleagues for a week or so -and then we heard the news that the 

Japanese had come down and taken over Shanghai, cutting off our 

return and not only ours, but many others as they had come up the 

Yangtzes lower reaches.  After about 3 weeks Mo-Sung got restless 

about his family and wanted to go home, so I sewed some money 

into a pillow for him and let him go.  We realized that our stay 

at Kuling was going to be longer than we expected, so I bought 

some warm camel hair coat material and got a Chinese tailor to 

make me a winter coat, as we knew that it would soon get very 

cold up there.  Each day news bulletins were received and we 

would crowd around to learn the latest news about the invasion.  

Friends began to make plans about getting back to their stations 

before the Japs came.  Strange incidents happened in those 

circumstances. One was of a young missionary who had been married 

inland 5 weeks previously in one of our churches and was on his 

way to Shanghai to get a Consular wedding and a marriage 

certificate, and was cut off by the Jap invasion, so that they 

were really married but had no certificate to prove it.  One 

thinks of all sorts of awkward situations which may arise under 

those circumstances - a war casualty due to bombing or enforced 

separation which may stretch into years.  If children were born, 

it may look as if they were born out of wedlock!  The weeks went 
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by and it grew colder.  Phil had a telegram from Rev. Conibear, 

who was still in Ningpo, saying that he was to try to return 

overland, leaving his bride up the mountain in the care of our 

oldest missionary couple, Rev. and Mrs. Rowley. Mrs. Rowley was a 

doctor, and both spoke Chinese like natives, i.e. Central China 

dialect, not our Ningpo variety.  Although Phil was told to leave 

me behind, he was requested to accompany some China Inland 

Mission ladies back as far as he could.  This seemed strange to 

us. However, we parted and I tried to accept it.  After he had 

gone, it was as if the Lord spoke to me in a text: "Weeping 

endureth for a night, but Joy cometh in the morning".  And then a 

wonderful thing happened!!  Conibear had second thoughts and sent 

another wire to Phil saying that he must bring me back! The 

messenger came in the middle of the night, banging at the door.  

Phil had already gone down the mountain the day before and was 

probably well on his way.  How could we get hold of him?   Maybe 

he was still at Pozang and not started across the plain. But 

where was he staying?  Then began a feverish search by people 

known to my hosts - and Joy of Joys, he was found!  So, while he 

retraced his steps and climbed up our mountain again, I packed up 

and was ready for when he arrived.  He stayed the night and then 

we went down the mountain walking together!  We felt so happy!  

Joy had come with the morning!   

 

There was a railway which Phil found would take us part-way into 

Chekiang.  But the Japs were bombing the railways in the daytime, 

so we could only travel at night.  So we had a strange two days 

in a railway carriage, stationary by day and crawling along at 

night.  We had a flask and a little to eat but could not buy 

anything on the train.  We slept fitfully -but it was a strange 

way to end our honeymoon.  We were put out of the train about 5 

a.m. - onto a poor little station with one light and what seemed 

like a wooden hut. We put our bags under the light and sat on 

them and waited for the dawn.  The mosquitoes were milling around 

in hundreds under the light.  Gradually, as we waited, we saw 

figures coming out of the hut.  They came towards us and crowded 
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around.  They were wounded Chinese soldiers retreating from the 

front line.  They were making their own way back into the 

Interior - there did not seem to be any systematic arrangements 

for looking after wounded or retreating soldiers, though we did 

pass one train load of wounded.  The soldiers crowded around 

asking the usual questions - Who are you? What nationality? Why 

are you in this country?  One said that he was a Christian and 

asked if we had a Bible.  Normally, Phil had lots of Chinese 

Bibles, as he was the agent for the British and Foreign Bible 

Society in Ningpo, but he was just returning from his honeymoon 

and only had one precious one - the one he had used for 3 years 

for language study, that was full of notes, etc., in the margins!  

What was he to do? Give away this precious volume or say sorry, 

he had not one to spare?  Finally, Phil did the only thing he 

could do with a clear conscience.  He gave away his precious 

Bible.  I have often wondered where that volume is now. Has it 

been burnt by the Red Guards or is it still on some shelf in a 

home in Central China or even still being used quietly by a group 

of Christians?  Perhaps we shall never know.   

 

The dawn came and Phil tried to get a car for us to continue our 

journey.  We got so far and then had to go over a river and get 

another car.  I remember how distressed I felt at this place by 

this tidal river at another aspect of Buddhist belief.  There was 

a horse, very sick and obviously dying, lying on the sand at the 

side of this river.  Apparently no-one would kill it to put him 

out of his suffering, neither would they feed it or give it a 

drink.  It was just left to die.  I hoped it would be soon.   

 

The rest of our journey is very vague in detail but we arrived at 

Ningpo at last.  There was not an empty house for us at first, so 

we had to go to live in an American Baptist House in We Z Lu.  It 

was lovely to be in our own home at last.  I met Mo Sung Sao, Mo-

Sung's wife, and 4 children, O Teh, Teh Fah, Tsai Ing and the 

baby.  We also had a dog.  It was a nice square house and looks 

very grand on the snaps but it was not very big really.  
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Actually, we were only in it for 4 weeks to the day.  The 

Redferns then returned to England and we had their house.  There 

were 4 houses on the Compound in groups of two semi-detached.  

Mr. Conibear had no. 1, we no. 2, Tomlinsons no. 3 and the two 

Coombes girls no. 4.  

They look very big houses on the snaps but they were only 3 

bedrooms up and a lounge-diner, a study down, and a kitchen which 

was incorporated in Mo-Sung's house at the back downstairs.  We 

had a "bathroom" upstairs but no running water.  The bath was a 

big earthenware Soochow tub, like a big basin, and the toilet, a 

box-like affair, like a commode, which had to be emptied twice a 

day by the amah and poured into a "Kong" at the back of the 

garden.   

These "Kongs" were emptied once a week or so, early in the 

morning, by the crews of the "Violet" boats, which tied up 

outside our front gate on the river.  They were then taken down 

river into the country where they became very valuable dressing 

on the fields.  The Chinese never wasted a thing!  Consequently 

we had to wash all fruit and everything bought on the market very 

carefully. Also we had to be sure that the skins of melons, etc., 

were not punctured by syringes, adding dirty water to the inside 

to make them weigh more!  All food when cooked was perfectly 

safe, so we had a rule never to eat uncooked food when out - 

though we did eat 50 Satsuma oranges between us, when we were out 

walking a long distance on a very hot day once.  We were so 

hungry and thirsty!  

Our water at home had to be filtered through a charcoal filter 

which stood in a corner of the hall.  Our water was gathered from 

the roof into a concrete tank.  But even tooth cleaning water had 

to be boiled.  The water for a bath in the Soochow tub had to be 

carried upstairs by Mo Sung Sao.   

We had a gardener called Ah Dong - an old man who lived in a 

house at the gate.  He was a very faithful Christian and stayed 

on, we think, even up to the time the Japs took over the house.   
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However, having got down to Ningpo, Phil was told off to take the 

ladies of the Mission to safety in Shanghai.  This may sound 

contradictory when I have told you that the Japs were in 

Shanghai, but there were many concessions in Shanghai -including 

the British Concession and the French Concession, so Rev. 

Conibear, who was Chairman, felt that if the Japs came to Ningpo 

the ladies would be safer away, so he arranged for the Misses 

Coombes and myself to go to Shanghai -Mrs. Conibear was still in 

England and the Redferns had gone home to England.  So, before 

long, we found ourselves in the China Inland Mission Home at 1531 

Sinza Road, Shanghai.  There were many missionaries who had come 

out of the Interior when the troubles started - and we made 

several good friends there.   

 

Phil had to return to Ningpo after a while, but before he went we 

found ourselves involved in the Chaotung University Refugee Camp.  

Refugees had flocked into the British Concession when the Japs 

attacked the Chinese part of Shanghai and thousands of people had 

run away and occupied any empty place.  One of these was this 

empty University.  The Salvation Army had gone in to help but 

there were 25,000 people there, lying on the floors by the 

hundred:  without bedding or food.  So the Salvation Army asked 

for help, and we went. It was a mammoth job to arrange even the 

simplest of conveniences for so many because the people had got 

in first. The first job Phil had to do was to sort out the dead 

from the living.  All were lying on the floors like sardines and 

they did not want to part with their dead.  However, it had to be 

done.  Then rice kitchens were organized and a call went out to 

Shanghai for clothing.  I was in the clothing department - most 

people had only the things they stood up in.  We organized a room 

where we could make bedding quilts, in which Chinese roll 

themselves.   

As the days went by a part of the University was set aside for a 

hospital area and another one for a school.  Services were held 

on Sundays in the open air.  It was wonderful what was organized 
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within a short time with co-operation between Salvation Army, 

Catholics and Protestant missionaries.   

 

Then Phil was recalled to Ningpo and I was left 
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in Shanghai alone at the China Inland Mission.  But in 3 months 

or so Phil came back to fetch me - on my birthday, 8 April 1938 - 

as the Japs had not come to Ningpo. Conibear had decided to go on 

furlough - which he did, leaving the District in the hands of 

Rev. Tomlinson, Phil and the Misses Coombes.   

 

After returning from Shanghai I began to travel around the 

country churches with him in earnest.  This was something I had 

always longed to do.  I had a Chinese padded gown made.   

One of the first outstanding events I remember was John Wesley's 

200th Anniversary of his Conversion, when his heart was 

"strangely warmed" and afterwards began his marvelous work in 

Britain.  We had travelled out to Ho Siao Chin, where a young 

Chinese Minister and his wife lived, by boat along the canals.  

There we found a great crowd of people and the church decorated 

inside and out with bunting and large letters announcing that it 

was "Wesaley Iae" 200th celebration!  We had wonderful services 

afternoon and evening.  I sat and played at the little organ and 

a girl recited the history of Wesley's conversion in Chinese and 

Phil preached.  We had soft gooey pies filled with sweetmeats for 

tea - and photographs taken.  I am sure that we made far more of 

Wesley's Conversion in Ho Siao Chin than was made in Britain! 

That was in the country.  In the town, Ningpo had great 

processions of Christians and a big rally in the Compound garden.  

Phil and I were not there, of course, because we were in the 

country.   

 

There were 52 churches in our District - 3 in town and 49 in the 

country.   

In town there was a church in Kae-Ming-Sae in the charge of a 

fine young minister called Rev. Dzang Tsoh Fong and another 

church in charge of a Chinese Deaconess.  On the Settlement, as 

our part of Ningpo was called, there was a church at Fob Dong, in 

charge of an old man called Pastor Zi, who was just over 70.  The 

two parts of the city were joined by the Bridge-of-Boats - which 
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went up and down with the tide.  It really was a whole lot of 

planks on boats which moved when we walked over them.   

 

Phil did a lot of travelling in the country - he went every few 

weeks around Chekiang right down to the Nimrod Sound, visiting 

the little churches and encouraging the young pastors, who were a 

very fine dedicated group of men.  They had been to the Nanking 

Theological Seminary and so were trained almost like our men.  

Most of them were married with children.  Some of the little 

churches were just two rooms knocked into one - or rooms used as 

carpenters' shops in the week, etc.  Very few were exclusively 

for worship. They usually had mud floors and backless benches 

like trestles - but the people who came to worship had light in 

their faces!  Naturally, I began to go everywhere with Phil.  We 

would often start very early in the morning, having "tang-ed pu-

keo" the night before (prepared our bedding bundles and folding 

camp bed) - to go to the head of the canal in the city, where the 

boats started from. They would be lined up with their rudders 

reversed, sticking up in the air with the characters of the 

village they were going to on them.  They had bamboo matting 

shelters and planks to sit on.  They were often quite crowded.  

One had to be careful to get on the right boat or one would find 

oneself at the wrong village.  The Chekiang plain was flat for 

about 20 miles and was cris-crossed with canals - until one 

reached the mountains.  

 

At about 7 a.m. a motor boat would connect up with a string of 

small boats and tow them out of Ningpo - at least 15 of them - 

like a train!  Then, as they came to a canal junction, leading to 

a village, the back one would cast off and continue its journey 

by rowing.  There was usually a blind beggar on the boat, who 

would start to sing the old songs of China as soon as we got 

under way. He accompanied himself with a small gong - and passed 

this gong around for money periodically.  This was the only means 

of livelihood of these blind men.  We often went right to the 

mountains, as far as we could, to a place called Wang-Kyi - a 
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bamboo market.  We often saw a procession of men coming down the 

mountains, each carrying two or three large bamboo trees - 

possibly 10-12 inches in diameter and 20 feet long.  It always 

amazed me at what the coolies could carry.  On the boat, too, 

four men would always start to play mahjong.  This was a gambling 

game played very fast - and a lot of money changed hands.  We 

would not have anything to do with it in China, of course - but 

Hugh has bought one since coming home, as it can be played 

without gambling.   

When we arrived at Wang-Kyi, then we had to settle with one man 

to carry our baggage.  This was always a noisy job -there was 

great competition - but finally it would be settled and we would 

go to the little Chapel - two rooms knocked together.  It was 

always welcome to have a cup of hot Chinese tea and to rub one's 

face with a hot towel. Some people think that Chinese coolies  

are not to be trusted but we found that once we had settled with 

a man to carry our baggage on his pole, he would go off amicably 

with his sing-song "ee-ah" and we should not see him all day.  

But we never found anything missing.  He became personally 

responsible once he had got the job.  We would have a service at 

Wang-Kyi and talk with the Church members and then proceed down 

the small road between the mountains.  It was only wide enough 

for two rickshaws to pass but was such an interesting road.  

Apart from the coolies carrying large bamboos to market, we would 

pass pig herdsmen taking their charges to market.   

These men would have bunches of pig sandals hanging down their 

backs because the herds of pigs would often have to walk 20-30 

miles from the Nimrod Sound to market in the city. The rough 

roads would cut the feet of the pigs, so all of the animals wore 

small straw sandals, just like their masters.  The pigs would 

often cast their sandals and then the herdsman would catch them 

and tie on another one.  There were also pig "wallows" on the way 

-especially muddy places for the herd to walk through to ease 

their feet.  These men would often have to stay the night at an 

inn to rest themselves and the herd.  If any one of the pigs came 
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really lame, they would hang him upside down on a carrying pole, 

between two men, and thus convey them to market.   

We also met on the road a member of Gyin Tseng, who had an ass 

and carried loads from village to village.  He was always 

smiling.   

 

The mountains were very beautiful in the spring.  They were 

covered with azaleas of all colours, which were known as za-bear-

hwo - firewood flowers - because it was customary for children or 

old people to go out and cut armfuls of azaleas and stack them up 

for firewood to feed into the back of the kitchen stoves for 

cooking meals.  Often an old lady or child would sit on a stool 

at the back of the stove to keep shoving in the firewood to cook 

the meal.  We also had honey peaches in Chekiang.  The trees were 

beautiful in blossom but when the fruit began to form the owners 

would tie paper bags over every fruit to protect it from insects.  

This gave a peach orchard a very peculiar sight.   

We sometimes met a Buddhist priest along the way and got into 

converse with him.  One we met said that he had heard about Jesus 

Christ but thought that He was just a very wise prophet!  We 

sometimes called in at a Buddhist Monastery along this road, 

called Ching-Ho-Z - Golden Goose Temple - because an American 

lady lived there, named Miss Barchet.  She was a Christian, not a 

Buddhist - was very sweet and good to us.  She might have been 

considered a bit eccentric by some, because previously she had 

chosen to live higher up the mountain alone until one day she had 

been shot and wounded by bandits. The Prior (Abbot) of the 

Monastery had invited her to come and live within the shelter of 

the Monastery and had given her a room above the granary, which 

was made into two rooms and a small kitchen, in which she and her 

servant lived very comfortably.  She wore a long Chinese padded 

gown and was very fond of the young monks - boys about 14, who 

had been apprenticed to be monks in the Monastery.  She would 

give them a party at Christmas and also portions of scripture, 

although the Prior had asked her not to proselytize.  She did 

not, usually, but lived a very quiet life amongst the monks.  She 
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was always delighted when we called to see her.  The way up to 

the Monastery was by a path between large trees, which was 

wonderfully laid out with stones made into beautiful patterns.  

The trees were full of oriole birds.  The entry hall to the 

Monastery had a high piece of granite which had to be stepped 

over into a square hall containing the Gods of the Four Winds - 

fearsome images about 18 feet high with ugly faces, all going to 

do something horrid, like throwing down a thunderbolt or a spear.  

Beyond them, one came to the kindlier images of Buddha.  But I 

remember going into another room in which the "Lo-hani" - 

servants of Buddha - were being made (not that they were being 

made in front of my eyes, but they stood on shelves in various 

stages of incompletion - pieces of wood sticking out as arms, 

mud-encased parts of bodies, or awaiting painting), and I thought 

how pitiful that people came to worship idols which had to be 

made by men's hands. But come they did - old ladies would stagger 

up the mountain on their bound feet with their orange pilgrimage 

bags around their shoulders.  They would come often to pay money 

into the Bank of Heaven - paying good money in exchange for 

worthless cheques, hoping that they were laying up treasure in 

heaven.  But not only ladies - crowds would come at pilgrimage 

time and we had to step over them if we visited Miss Barchet.  

The Prior (Abbot) was very gracious and welcomed us.  He had 

already decided where he wanted to be buried and would often go 

to meditate on the spot.  Some of us Christians would do well to 

think more about the After-Life!   

 

These Monasteries were often great landowners.  The one at Chiag-

Ho-Z was quite wealthy - it was like a business house - with 

meetings of the hierarchy about letting out the land and 

receiving part of the harvests.  I am sure that much of their 

power is now curtailed under the New Regime.  But its influence 

seemed outwardly to be quite benign.  We enjoyed visiting Miss 

Barchet, anyway. 
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From Ching-Ho-Z we used to go another 5 miles to a place called 

Gyin Tseng.  The going was very hard because we had to cross a 

very steep mountain.  It was a real pull up to the top.  But 

right on the top an enterprising Chinese had set up a refreshment 

place in a "liang-ding", literally a "Cool Rest" - a shady hut 

with sitting-down places.  One could buy a drink of Chinese tea 

(without milk or sugar, of course - just hot water on leaves -or 

even just hot water) and cold rice - solid parcels of rice, 

wrapped in a cornucopia of a leaf.  The coolies were so glad of a 

rest and they nearly always patronized the tea and rice.  The 

latter could be eaten en bloc, without needing chopsticks.   

It was such a relief to go down and down to the next village of 

Gyin Tseng.  Here we had a "church" in a room which was a 

carpenter's shop during the week.  I remember that we put our 

folding camp bed up in a little room at the back, where the tools 

hung up on the wall above us.  Like most of the country preaching 

places, it had a mud floor and the seats were just trestles, like 

we put the tables on for Sunday School teas in our country.  The 

Chinese seemed to sit quite happily for hours without any back 

rests.  There was no ordinary pulpit, just a raised box-like 

platform and a few texts on scrolls hanging on the wall.  And 

yet, I remember what light shone from the faces of these Chinese 

Christians.  One old lady was a veritable "Mother in Israel", 

because she and several sons were mainstays of this Church.  

There was no regular Minister dwelling in this village, but it 

was under a young Minister from another village.   

 

I remember Gyin Tseng very vividly because it was in the market 

place here that I first tried to speak in the open air.  We used 

to find a place to stand on and then hang a Chinese picture of 

Jesus up. Then Phil and the Chinese Minister would speak and we 

would sing a Chinese chorus.  There was soon a crowd -maybe the 

sight of foreigners was the attraction.  Then I was asked to say 

a few words.  It was quite frightening but I had a go.  Maybe no-

one understood much, but I felt that it was a start for the Lord.   
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At home, in Ningpo, I had a Chinese teacher who used to come for 

an hour each morning.  In Ningpo we spoke the local dialect - not 

the same as Peking, Nanking or Canton - or any other part of 

China - so I got on quite well with conversation with Mo-Sung or 

the local people - but I cannot understand the people in the 

Chinese restaurants here - they are mostly Cantonese. There was 

always a big crowd on market days in Gyin Tseng.  It was not very 

peaceful because the crowd would often be divided by a buffalo, 

pigs or a rickshaw!  After that, we would visit the members in 

their homes.  I remember that in one home we sat and had dinner 

by the bed in which a dead member of the family was lying. The 

houses were too small to put him anywhere else.  On another 

occasion we were in the house of a lady who had a cancer of the 

breast in an advanced state.  We could do little for her just 

then, but we were able to get her into the hospital at Ningpo.  

Another time, we visited a local doctor, a church member, but 

whose methods were all right for small affairs but quite 

inadequate for big ones.  I remember going to visit a dear old 

lady who was at death's door.  Phil prayed with her as usual - 

and she passed over, raising her arms and saying "Yae-su, Yae-su" 

- she could really see Jesus coming for her. Experiences like 

this made us very humble.  Of course, as in every country, vast 

numbers of people did not believe and were skeptical, but it was 

wonderful to see what a difference Jesus made in people's lives 

when they did believe.  After two or three days we would move on 

to another village.   

One village had a Christian Church right next to a great showy 

temple.  It looked like the Broad and Narrow way!  A young 

Chinese pastor lived here with his wife and it was a very lively 

church.  Still mud floors, etc. - but a good company.  When Phil 

or the young minister preached, people hung through the open 

windows or crowded round the door.   

 

It was this young minister who was able to save a young American 

airman. This young man had come down in Jap-occupied territory. 

Our pastor, in great danger to himself, went to the spot and, 
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with broken English, made the young American understand that he 

was a friend and a Christian and would lead him to "Free China" 

where he would be safe.  This he did -but I often wonder if this 

young American realized what he owed to the Christian Church!   

 

We often went into villages which had never heard the Gospel, in 

the company of a young pastor.  We would always start by singing 

and this would fetch the people out.  Then one or the other of 

Phil or the pastor would speak first, and say why we were there, 

and we would sing again.  Usually a crowd would gather, listen 

awhile and then perhaps fade away -and we would move on.  Or 

sometimes, we would speak for an hour or more and we were begged 

to stay on for longer. This was very rewarding.  We did not ever 

have to be discouraged, though, as we were under no delusions 

about the difficulty of the Chinese understanding our message. 

They were so entrenched in superstitions of Buddhism, Taoism and 

Confucianism, with dozens of gods, etc.  The simplicity of the 

Gospel which Jesus taught must have seemed unbelievable to some.   

 

We would press on, however, being away from home for periods of 

one, two or three weeks - working our way from village to village 

towards Nimrod Sound.  We had to go in a large junk across the 

Sound.  There were bandits in the area, but we were not molested 

while I was with Phil, though tales were told of missionaries who 

were.  We had several churches round that area.   

I remember how we acquired our dog while we were on one of these 

long trips.  The dogs in the villages were pariah dogs, running 

wild.  In one place we came across a bitch with six puppies 

rolling all over her -a lovely chow.  We noticed one pup which 

was "cock-o-the-north" over the others, so we asked the pastor 

who was with us if they belonged to anyone and whether we could 

take this puppy.  So he said that it was all right to take the 

puppy if the bitch did not object.  So, greatly daring, we picked 

him up and claimed him ours!  We were only half way on our 

country trip, so I wrapped him in a small shawl and got on a junk 

to another island.  It was our custom to stay each night in one 
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of our little chapels or preaching places.  So we put up our bed 

and prepared for the night.  Well, I found that I was alive with 

fleas from our puppy.  We caught 14 straight off and laid them 

out along the window sill!  So we decided that we must bathe the 

dog every night wherever we travelled or stopped.  So we did - 

and it was quite a subject of amusement to the Chinese to see 

these funny foreigners bathing a dog everywhere they went.  Such 

a thing was unheard of in China - to make a pet of a dog!  It was 

a question of self-defense, however.  As we had picked him up in 

a village called Shih-pu, we called him Zah-kee, which means 

Zaccheus.  Actually another pronouncement of the village was Zah-

pu, hence the connection of names.  

 

We used to walk 90 li a day sometimes - 3 li to a mile, hence 30 

miles.  I remember on this trip we could not expect that puppy to 

walk all those miles, so we had a rickshaw to carry our baggage 

and little Zah-kee spent a lot of the journey in a string bag on 

it.  Shi-pu was a fishing village - quite a large one - and we 

enjoyed sea food while there.  We had a school for boys as well 

as a thriving church there.  The Minister was Wong Me-Dong, whose 

father had also been a Minister and Head of the School, but was 

now retired.  We had some fine Ministers in -our District - who 

had been to Nanking Theological College for 3 years and were the 

equal of our men.  In fact, we never felt that we were any better 

than our Chinese colleagues - we always met them as equals and 

entertained them at home as personal friends.  In the early days 

of Christian Missions, native Christians always came to the house 

via the back door but things were quite different when we were 

there.  They were always the honoured front-door guests, whom we 

welcomed at our table. To be fair, it was probably the fear of 

disease in those early days which was the cause of this 

segregation from the missionary families.  I do not know this for 

certain -but I only know that we had a "foreign" cemetery not far 

from our house - and Phil was responsible for paying the Chinese 

man who looked after it and for the upkeep of the place.  It was 

full of young women in their twenties and dozens of children's 
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graves, all of whom died like flies last century.  It was 

heartbreaking to go around and read the inscriptions.  We knew 

much more about keeping healthy in the 20th century.  (More anon 

about the cemetery.) 

 

Back to our travels.  We had some very interesting experiences 

before the Japs invaded our part of China. They had come down 

from Shanghai to Hangchow and for a while had stopped there, only 

bombing occasionally in our part of Chekiang.  But the Chinese 

were naturally nervous.   

We went down to a small town on the Nimrod Sound and there were 

witnesses of a remarkable "anti-aircraft" procession.  It was 

almost half a carnival. The military headed it, of course, with a 

show of arms and then followed the fire-throwers, an ancient 

skill of juggling with small fire baskets - most spectacular in 

the evening (as it was), and then some wonderful lanterns all 

alight.  The Chinese are so clever at making these. There were 

rabbits, vases of flowers - but sadly, bomb-lanterns.  Best of 

all, the police had made a life-sized horse lantern which they 

dragged along like a lot of schoolboys, full of glee!  There was 

the usual band and gongs. I enjoyed seeing this, although it 

spoke of some nervousness and fear of invasion.  In this town 

Phil was arrested and taken to the local police station.  I was 

left standing on a step!  He was able to prove that he was not a 

Japanese spy and came back quite unhurt.  I do not think that 

these people had ever seen a Japanese and so were suspicious of 

anyone not Chinese.  We had a similar suspicious event when we 

were on our way home.  We had to stay at a Chinese inn.  We hired 

a small room upstairs and put up our camp bed for the night.  In 

the middle of the night we heard some noise and switched on our 

flashlight.  Some soldiers had heard that some foreigners were 

staying at the inn and they came upstairs and lifted our door off 

its hinges!  We were able to assure them that we were not Japs, 

only harmless missionaries - Jesus men. Phil normally made a 

point of visiting all military headquarters when we knew where 

they were - to acquaint himself with the Officer in Charge, who 
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was usually quite friendly, due, we thought, to the fact that 

Generalissimo Chiang Kai-Shek was a Christian.  And here, I may 

observe  that it was a pity that Gen. Chiang did not have a few 

years of peace after the Japanese War to consolidate his country 

before the Communists came down, as he had many schemes for 

improvement.  His relatives - or his wife's relatives (Song Me-

ling) were corrupt, however, and were a drag on his government.  

The Island of Taiwan (Formosa) seems to be very prosperous under 

him.  One wonders what the future holds for this pocket of 

liberty.   

 

When we got home from some of these long trips into the country 

we often found our house full of guests, mainly C.I.M. (China 

Inland Mission) people.  Our boy, Mo-Sung, knew that we never 

turned anyone away and missionaries could not get out of China 

down the Yangtze because of the Japanese in Shanghai, and Ningpo 

was the only outlet at that time.  Our guest-book of that time 

will show what a lot of people passed through our hands.  The 

Rev. Conibear had gone on furlough, so his house was empty and we 

were able to use his house next door for sleeping our guests.  

They sometimes brought food with them, as we were often short of 

eatables. Mo-Sung Mould divide the married couples from the 

single ones.  He was very good.  Things were very tense at this 

time.  We had several bombings and rumours were rife as the Japs 

were only a few hundred miles away in Hangchow. We wondered 

whether they would take our city overland or from the sea.   

 

A strange thing happened about this time.  A solitary Jap plane 

came over and dropped a bag of wheat in our main street.  From 

that point the Bubonic Plague broke out.  We heard about it after 

we had returned from one of our country travels.  A Chinese 

preacher came to see us.  He sat on our settee and told us that 

he had come in to see a friend who had died very suddenly and 

mysteriously in the night.  Next day we heard that 93 people had 

died around the area where the wheat had been dropped!  The 

Bubonic Plague is carried by fleas from an infected rat and we 
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could think of no other explanation but that a rat had been in 

the wheat!  And this visitor had sat on our settee!  We hoped and 

prayed that he had no fleas in his clothing.  My husband rang up 

the American doctor in Wo Me Hospital to ask what he should do if 

he got the tell-tale swelling under the arm which presaged 

Bubonic Plague.  Dr. Thomas said "Order your coffin"!! There was 

no cure for it.  I had a bit of a scare when I went upstairs to 

our bedroom at this time and found a dead rat on the floor!  The 

fleas leave the dead rats and go on to humans.  So I came down 

and got a bucket of disinfectant and a pair of tongs and dropped 

him in. We lived to tell the tale!  In the city, however, the 

Chinese military took over and built a wall around the affected 

part.  People were isolated until the incubation period was over.  

Our Church in the city did a fine job. The young pastor there, 

Rev. Dazang Tsoh Fong, made his church, Kae Ming Saen, into an 

isolation depot, with people lying on the floor until it was 

found whether or not they had the plague.  All dead bodies were 

returned inside the wall and others were free to return into the 

city.  Then the whole area was set alight and burned.  Nothing 

was allowed out - furniture, silks - everything became a huge 

bonfire.  For the rest of the time we were in Ningpo it was an 

open space.  But we felt grateful that the authorities had acted 

so promptly.   

 

If we were at home on Saturday nights we would take it in turns 

to entertain our friends for supper.  It was very good for us to 

put on a nice dress and relax together.  Sometimes we would have 

a musical evening.  I remember that once we did a play called 

"The Dogs of Devon" in which we all did two or more parts. I 

remember that I was Good Queen Bess!  But this relaxed time did 

not last for long, as it soon became evident that the Japanese 

really were coming.  We had a large Boys' School not far away and 

Phil and I had to go down to go through the classrooms to see if 

there were any incriminating slogans, etc. on the blackboards!  

We cleaned them all, as we were afraid that the Japanese would 

think that our Christian Boys' School was a hotbed of hatred.  We 
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looked through the textbooks and threw away any anti-Japanese 

ones.  Just as we thought that we had finished, we found a whole 

lot of dummy rifles which were used for drilling purposes.  Thus 

we crept down in the dead of night and threw them into the fish 

pond!  

 

Here I must break off this narrative to tell you about the Coffin 

Repository, which was near to our Boys' School. The Chinese did 

not bury their dead immediately like we do, but consult a priest, 

who will tell them when the propitious day for burial will be.  

The very poor people will not be able to spend money to put the 

coffins in the Repository, but will leave them along the side of 

the roads, where they are sometimes left until they begin to 

disintegrate.  But, normally, they will be placed in the 

Repository.  I went through this place in Ningpo and saw the 

coffins stacked on shelves with the date of proposed burial 

written on the ends to await the day.  It could almost be likened 

to a hospital, with general wards, semi-private wards of two or 

three coffins, or private wards for one coffin if you had the 

money to pay for it! The Taoist priests had great power over life 

and death. If one wanted to build a house, the priest had to come 

to say where it should be - and the height of it - so as not to 

offend the Spirits of Earth, Air and Water!  We saw many 

interesting customs at weddings and funerals.  

At weddings, the bride would arrive in a Flowery Chair, borne by 

four men.  This Chair was entirely closed with incense burning 

inside.  The wedding was arranged by Middle Men between two 

families and the bride and groom did not fall in love, but had 

not seen each other until the day.  It was amazing how the 

couples seemed to get on, though   I remember two couples who had 

to separate. The old mother of the groom was often the cause, as 

the bride was a kind of servant until she produced a son. Amongst 

Christians things were getting much better and girls were 

accepted happily.   

I remember seeing a kind of large letter box along one path we 

had to traverse, in which girl babies used to be dropped!  We 
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attended one very happy marriage.  One of our pastors married a 

girl from the Door of Hope in Shanghai.  Girls used to be sold 

into a life of prostitution, but if a girl ran away and went to a 

policeman in the English Settlement he was empowered to take her 

to the "Door of Hope" which was never closed - run by two devoted 

ladies who taught these girls embroidery, all household chores 

and, of course, taught them how to become Christians.  This girl 

was a lovely character and she was a great blessing to this 

pastor - teaching in the Sunday School and really making him a 

good wife.  She was dressed in the usual petunia coloured (or 

red) dress covered in embroidery and had a big head-dress with 

long tassels right down to the floor.  The brother of the groom 

preceded her with a lighted candle.  The brides never have real 

flowers, but artificial ones.  They usually have dark glasses and 

do not eat or smile on their Great Day.  Of course, I broke all 

the rules on my wedding day.  I wore white (a colour of 

mourning), carried lovely flowers and laughed and smiled all day.  

I even made a speech at the reception! I am sure that my friends 

understood that we did it this way, because white weddings were 

beginning to become popular in Shanghai - the Chinese were aping 

the West.  

 

We also went to several funerals.  I remember the funeral of one 

important man who had recently been converted. The widow did a 

lot of things which were customary - the ancestral hall in the 

house was set out like a stage for the ceremony of "Putting the 

Body in the Coffin".  It (the hall) was hung with white silk.  

The ancestral hall looked a fine setting.  The coffin was there 

with the body beside it, dressed in his best long gown, with 

shoes and half-melon hat.  There were musicians in the open space 

before it and a chicken tied with one leg.  I could not 

understand the significance of that.  There were paper replicas 

of a house and several other things which would be burnt to 

signify his needs in the After-Life.  The body was put in the 

coffin on top of a pile of silken quilts. The coffins are very 

big, heavy things - wider at the head than the feet.  Usually 
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quick lime is put in the base to burn up the body.  One very 

touching incident happened.  His eldest son - a lad about 14 - 

had to stand with his arms wide open while a relative put layer 

upon layer of his father's clothes on him, to signify that he had 

taken his father's place as head of the household. All the time, 

he was crying out and weeping bitterly. Then the pile of gowns 

were peeled off him and placed in the coffin.  Then the widow, a 

Christian, came and prostrated herself across the body wailing 

loudly, but her friends came to tell us that, although she made a 

lot of noise, she was not really weeping, as she believed in 

eternal life.  When all the usual customs were gone through, it 

became the chance of the Christians present.  Phil conducted a 

service and a hymn was sung.  Then everyone had something to eat 

and we came away.   

 

I remember one "Cleaning the Grave" ceremony which we attended.  

This is a special day in the spring when everyone goes out to 

the graves and tidies them up.  Chinese are not buried 

underground but on the top.  Consequently there are grave mounds 

everywhere - and not always together in cemeteries, as the Taoist 

priest may have decreed that the person be buried in the middle 

of a field, to everyone's inconvenience. However, this was a 

Christian affair so everyone was given a cross painted red to 

hold in the hand while we processed through the village and out 

to the grave, singing as we went and returned.  It was a fine 

witness.   

 

While thinking about funerals, I must tell you about our splendid 

pastor, Rev. Dzing Sing-Ming, who became the Chairman of our 

District when Phil was interned.  He had his 3 years in Nanking 

Theological College and had a wonderful brain. While there, he 

met a fellow student, a young lady from Central China, and fell 

in love (apparently).  After training he came back to Chekiang 

and was outstanding in his contribution to the Christian Church.  

Then we heard that the Japanese had advanced into Inland China.  

One day, Rev. Dzing heard a knock at the door, opened it, and 
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there was this young lady, who said humbly "I've come to be 

married!”  Things had become too dangerous in her native place - 

and so she had walked miles and miles to come to Rev. Dzing for 

safety.  They were married and she made an ideal wife.  All went 

well until she began to go even yellower than Chinese usually are 

- she went quite dark because she had yellow jaundice - and 

finally died.  This was a shock to us all.  But I remember how 

touched I was when I went to Rev. Dzing's house with Phil on the 

day of the burial.  It was a small house with a narrow staircase.  

There was no elaborate "Putting the Body in the Coffin" ceremony 

here.  Rev. Dzing came down the small staircase carrying the 

little dead body of his wife in his arms like a child. She was 

gently placed in her coffin and then it was taken to the 

riverside to a boat and down the river to a Christian ceremony 

for interment.   

 

I have already told you that Phil was in charge of the "foreign 

cemetery", so called because it was on the Bund, not far away 

from our house, and was the place where many British were buried 

last century. Ningpo was a Treaty Port and at one time there was 

quite a large group of business and Port people.  When we were 

there, there was only a group of British and American 

missionaries and a Customs Officer.  Phil paid a Chinese man 

called Ah-Sing, who lived in a house with his family in the 

cemetery, and kept it clean and in good order.  I found it very 

interesting to go around to read the inscriptions on some of the 

graves) e.g. there was a man (businessman) who was married and 

buried with four wives.  His inscription said "Temperate in all 

things"!  He had railings around himself and his wives!  I was 

very sad to see the number of young women in their twenties and 

crowds of babies which perished last century.  Living abroad was 

full of danger of mosquitoes, etc.  There was danger from 

dysentery, T.B., cholera, typhoid and endless illnesses which are 

now conquered or else have prophylactics to contain them.  There 

were over 100 baby graves.  One young woman had a lovely stone 

with a broken flower engraved on it, which said "Cut down like a 
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flower" - some young husband must have been heartbroken.  

Interestingly, we found a paper amongst the cemetery once, 

allowing us to claim a small sum of money from a certain source 

which had not been used before, so we bought several hundreds of 

spring bulbs - and I went around the cemetery setting these bulbs 

on the graves of the children and babies. We buried one Chinese, 

lady in the cemetery.  She had been married to a British pilot 

who had died before our time but who was buried in the cemetery.  

She had demanded to be buried above ground, so we had to get 

stone masons to erect a granite walled grave with a lid for her 

burial. Our cemetery was by the river and she was afraid of water 

and thought that water might seep in below ground.  But I think 

that mostly it was because Chinese were usually buried above 

ground.   

The Japanese used to bomb Ningpo in the daytime but never came at 

night, so when a lady missionary of an American Mission died we 

had to bury her at night.  This was a worry to Phil because the 

lady lay in her coffin and Phil sent Ah-Sing along to measure the 

size of the coffin and bring us word.  Ah-Sing had taken a piece 

of string and put a knot in it.  Unfortunately, it was not 

accurate, as Chinese coffins are much wider at the top end than 

the bottom.  So we got the stone-masons on the job to prepare the 

stone lining to the grave and the night of the interment came.  A 

procession formed at the Mission with lights and a band and 

singing Christians - and a number of other missionaries were 

present and the Harbour Master and Customs man.  It was quite a 

gathering!  After the preliminaries the time when the coffin is 

lowered into the grave arrived-but she would not go in!! The 

grave was too small!  Oh, Ah-Sing, what have you done!  So 

everyone had to go home and Phil had to get the stone-masons to 

work through the night to put grooves into the stone at the head.  

Next day, without procession or band, the lady was successfully 

lowered into her last resting place!  But it was a worry to Phil 

and he never trusted Ah-Sing again to get measurements with bits 

of string!  Actually, I do not think we had any more funerals in 
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the Foreign Cemetery because things were beginning to hot up for 

us re the Japanese invasion of our city. 

 

In between travelling in the country, I used to teach English in 

the school on our Compound.  There were boys and girls of 12-14 

in my class.  They got on very well. I remember at Christmas time 

I wrote a simple play for them - rather on the lines of Tolstoy's 

"Where love is, God is".  I have often wondered what the boy who 

was Christ is doing now in the Communist regime.  I also took 

games and P.T. in the playground with the girls.  We (the 

teachers) had to take Assembly in turn.  I found this a big 

mountain in front of me, as it needed a great deal of preparation 

in my very imperfect Ningpoese.  We also had a "Christianizing 

the Home" week, which also fell on me.  In the Christian homes 

the usual wall scrolls of Buddhist quotes were replaced by 

Christian pictures and texts.  The homes of the Chinese were 

normally very austere, with chairs and small tables ranged right 

against the Malls and a shelf at one end with a green small 

orchid plant, which was very prized, and perhaps two large 

ornaments.  The Chinese beds were four-posters, but thrust 

against the wall so that only two posts were visible to the room.  

These were often decorated with a framed long painting, or 

embroidery, on these two.  They had mosquito curtains, often dyed 

blue and more "private" than our finer nets were.   

 

I remember once when we went to take part in a wedding in the 

country and Phil and I were allotted to a Chinese bed. We had 

just got into bed, with the curtains drawn, when four men guests 

came in with two doors and proceeded to go to sleep on them.  The 

house was so crowded with guests! I remember whispering to my 

husband "What would my mother say if she knew I was sharing a 

bedroom with four other men"!!  In the morning they got up first 

and removed the doors.  We could see all this through our 

curtains.  Then the way was clear for us to get up.  We did not 

get any privacy from the villagers outside, though.  The windows 

were paper, pasted over a decorative wooden design, and the 
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Chinese knew that if the paper was wet with a finger one could 

see through.  So one boy acted as "Peeping Tom" and relayed the 

account of what was going on!  The foreign lady is dressing; she 

is having a wash; etc.  But I had lost all modesty by that time 

and said that I would let everybody see how I had a good wash!  

Also, when travelling along the roads there were no toilets such 

as we know them, but huts open at the front with rough seats 

built over "kongs", on the edge of fields, suitable and 

convenient for the farmer to ladle the contents straight on to 

his crops.  In the homes the arrangements were often just a 

wooden bucket with lid in a corner, behind a low curtain, and sea 

shells in lieu of toilet paper!   

 

However,in spite of some inconvenience, I loved country 

travelling - not only because of the beauty of the mountains but 

because we could get near to the people. On the boats people 

often discussed us as if they thought we did not speak Chinese.  

They would say "who are these foreigners?"  Perhaps one would say 

"They are Russians selling soap", but someone would be sure to 

say "No, they are the Jesus People", which would rejoice our 

hearts and give us the opportunity to distribute some Christian 

pamphlets.  The printed word is reverenced in China - and even 

though only one man could read, he would read it out loud to 

everyone on the boat.  Wherever we went, we always ate with our 

Chinese friends.  They loved this - we did not need to take food 

with us, as we always ate hot food and not cold, e.g. shellfish. 

Our people were not rich - usually farmers, who lived very 

simply, but they were so kind and generous.  There was always a 

boiling hot hand-towel and a cup of Chinese tea, without milk or 

sugar, to welcome one.  The meals did not contain much meat, 

except fish when we were near the sea, when it was fresh and 

delicious as it was bought when still swimming in the bucket - 

but bean curd, peas, Chinese white cabbage, bamboo shoots, water 

chestnuts, beans, etc.  We had some lovely large prawns at one 

time.   
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One dear old half-blind man tried to make us so welcome when we 

visited Saen-o-Din.  He gave us taro -a root dug from the ground 

- which he apparently could not see to wash properly, and some 

squid - ink fish. When squid is well washed, the flesh is a fresh 

pink, cut into strips.  But our poor host served the squid in a 

pool of ink and his taro in half-mud!  We did our best to be 

polite and eat some!  One poor missionary previously could not 

stomach Chinese food and we heard about this, with real regret, 

from our Chinese friends constantly as we went around, so we felt 

grateful that it caused no trouble to us.   

 

But our days of free travelling around the countryside were 

coming to an end, because everyone realized that the Japanese 

would eventually come to Ningpo.  Several boats had been sunk at 

the mouth of our river as a "Boom", hoping to prevent an invasion 

by sea, but one boat had drifted aside in the tide, leaving a 

gap, so finally, after threats by land and air, the Japanese Came 

by sea, in May 1941.  Fortunately, we were at home.  We had a 

British flag painted on the roof -not that we wished to shelter 

under the flag, but we had property to protect.  The men had 

built a rough dugout in the garden.  The Chinese army began to 

move down through the town.  We had an anti-aircraft gun 

stationed at our gate.  We put Rev. John Jackson, our youngest 

man, at the Boys' School, where he taught, to sit on the premises 

and state that it was British property.  And then things began to 

happen.  The Japs came up the river in a fleet of landing crafts.  

Our Chinese did not stand a chance, as they were poorly equipped 

and the Japs had everything. While the firing was going on, I 

crept upstairs and, from the second floor of our house, could see 

over the wall, It was a strange feeling to see these landing 

crafts full of little yellow men, invading, and we could do 

nothing but felt like rats in a trap.   

We ran a Refugee Camp in our School next door, but could only 

take girls and ladies no men - as we knew that we would be 

accused of harbouring soldiers if we did.  We spent part-time in 

the dugout -and ran into the house and then to the school.  I 
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remember when the firing was at its height that I dived under the 

dining room table, but when I passed through the kitchen, there 

was Mo-Sung quietly stirring something for dinner with his 

chopsticks!   

For two nights the Tomlinsons and we, with two young Chinese lady 

teachers, put up camp beds and all slept together in one room - 

the back study room of Tomlinsons' house.  In a few days things 

quieted down but we kept the Refugee Camp in the School going for 

a month until it was safe for the ladies to go into the town.   

 

The Japanese established themselves in Military Headquarters and 

sentry posts all over the town.  We were issued with passes but 

had to bow to the sentries if we went out of our compound.  It 

was a very uneasy time which lasted 18 months until December 

1943.  Some of the Chinese coming in from the country had a bad 

time.  Their baskets were emptied and rifle butts were sometimes 

used.  One of our preachers arrived at our house with a bleeding 

head. But, on the whole, things settled down.  We were not 

allowed to meet at Church with our Chinese people or run schools.  

 

Our young man. Rev. John Jackson, had quite an exciting 

experience when the Japs advanced over the School playing field.  

He was sheltering in a dugout with the School headmaster.  He 

just happened to look out when a Jap was about to throw a hand 

grenade into the dugout.  John came out shouting "British, 

British".  An officer wanted to know who the Chinese was.  John 

said that he was his servant.  This was to protect the Head, as 

men of influence were wanted. The latter afterwards escaped by 

pretending to be a patient in the Hospital!  The Boys' School was 

later taken over as a Barracks and parade ground for the Jap 

Military, but Jack stayed on for some time in the Gate House.  He 

told us some amusing tales later.  The Jap Officer came and said, 

officiously, "Get out, my Nation wants it" (the school), so John 

replied just as firmly, "Ah, but my nation owns it'll Then later 

another officer visited him and asked if he were married and had 
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children.  John replied "No".  "Oh", said the Jap, "I know what 

you are - you are a Puritan"! 

 

The Japanese officers tried hard to use their smatterings of 

English.  We had some rather amusing times with our liaison 

officer, called Taneguchi.  He was not too bad, but was 

constantly dropping in on us at all times of the day -perhaps to 

catch us doing something we should not.  We used to give him tea, 

etc., and he would take off his sword belt and fling it on our 

settee.  Also he loved to play our piano with one finger.  One 

day he played the tune of "Coming Thro' the Rye" and asked us 

what the words meant! Consternation reigned!  Have you ever tried 

to explain "Gin a body met a body coming through the rye.  Gin a 

body kiss a body need a body cry" to a Japanese who knew very 

little English?! Somewhere he had learned that the expression "It 

is my dream" meant something that he hoped would happen, but it 

took us awhile to get the drift of his remarks sometimes.  

Question: "Mr. Taneguchi, what is your rank?" Answer: "I am a 

General".  (Surprised looks, as he was only obviously a sergeant, 

and he was very young.)  A long pause, then a wave of the hand in 

the air – "That is my dream"!  Another time we asked him if he 

was married. Answer: "I have a wife and three children".  More 

surprised looks.  "That is my dream"!  Once he said that he had 

brought us a cake but had lost it off the back of his bike!   

We often had ordinary Jap soldiers who would come in the front 

gate and wander round the garden out of curiosity.  I think Phil 

and I were the only residents in our Compound by then, because 

the Tomlinsons had gone to Australia and Doris Coombes was at the 

Girls' School across the river.  So I was the one who had to go 

out and meet the Japs because I had a "system".  I knew that they 

were fond of flowers, so I would meet them and show them round 

the garden, gradually edging our way back to the front gate, 

where I would give them a bunch of flowers and they would go away 

as happy as sand-boys.   

We had to have a few quiet bonfires in Phil's study in between 

visits because we used to have quite a number of magazines 



- 62 -  

(Christian ones) with Chiang-Kai-Shek's picture on the front.  

These had to be destroyed.  Also we burnt our love letters which 

we had kept for years because part of our letters were written in 

a code and we did not relish having to explain these to a 

Japanese Officer.  They might have thought we were spies! So when 

we had a fire in the study I had to go into the garden to check 

up that no partially burnt pieces were floating about 

incriminatingly!   

We were house-bound mostly just at this time, although Pearl 

Harbour had not yet occurred.  We were cut off from supplies of 

money from home and Phil had to arrange a kind of exchange with 

the Catholic Mission, with whom we were on good terms.  They had 

Irish priests and French and Belgian nuns and priests. This may 

take a bit of explaining, but in Venchow, about 200 miles down 

the coast, we (the Methodists) had a Mission and so did the 

Catholics.  But the Japanese were not there – that was Free 

China.  In Europe, France and Belgium were under the German Nazis 

(it was called the Axis) and Japan was also on their side.  So we 

could not get money from England in Ningpo, but Wenchow could 

because they were free – but their Catholic Mission could not get 

money from France because they were on the Nazis' side.   

So, quietly, we sent one of our preachers to Wenchow, 

unobtrusively, to arrange that our people there should pay the 

Catholics there, and our Catholics should pay us.'  It worked 

quite well in a limited way because we also had to pay our 

preachers.   

We grew our own vegetables and cut up curtains and made shirts 

for Phil, and sheets to make pyjamas for me.  Our summer curtains 

were blue with yellow edges, so Phil had blue shirts piped with 

yellow.  My white pyjamas were so starkly white that Phil said 

that he would try his hand at embroidery – a thing he had never 

done before.  Kitty, his sister in England, had sent me in my 

first year out a whole year's subscription to "Stitchcraft", so 

we had a whole year of those magazines by us.  Phil started by 

putting a design of a circle containing nasturtiums on the bottom 

of each leg and one on the chest.  I had a selection of silks in 
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hand.  He was so encouraged by the result that he was emboldened 

to do a different Indian design in the same way on the second 

pair.  I remember that we both wore these shirts and pyjamas all 

through camp.  After that Phil cut a piece off one of my overalls 

and cut it in two and embroidered two pictures – each more 

complicated than the other: (1) the Blushing Bride, and (2) 

Hunting, Shooting and Fishing.  He did not have transfers for 

these pictures but enlarged them from illustrations in 

"Stitchcraft" and made up his own stitches.  They are beautifully 

done, and are now framed and hanging in our hall.  It all helped 

to pass the time.  Phil's grey summer suit soon became dingy and 

discoloured, so I dyed it green!  It was quite successful – 

except that Chinese postmen also wore green suits.'  Everything 

was comparatively peaceful at this period.  Apart from being 

supervised and being limited re visiting other foreigners 

occasionally with a pass (had to bow to every sentry) we were not 

badly treated.  Our friends of the C.I.M. at Neng Hwa, Ken and 

Maybeth Gray, about 30 miles away had bicycles because they were 

in the country.  They had a little baby and each day would go out 

for a little ride with baby on the front.  They bowed to the 

sentries, who loved the baby – went out and came back again after 

a while.  They did this every day on purpose, because they had a 

plan.  They thought that things might "blow up" after a while.  

They had a radio by the side of the bed and had it on at 6 a.m. 

on the morning when Japan attacked Pearl Harbour and heard the 

news.  Ken said "This is it – get up and we will go for an early 

ride".  They did everything as usual.  The local garrison had not 

heard the news when the Grays rode out with their baby as usual - 

out into Free China.’  They hid in the mountains until they could 

get to one of their other C.I.M. Stations in another part of 

Chekiang in Free China.  This escapade had a sad sequel, however.  

The baby, Esther, caught a chill through exposure and died.  But 

Ken and Maybeth were not interned.  Another result of this escape 

was that their boy and Amah were beaten up and the Japs came to 

us and closely questioned us as to where they were.  It was a bit 
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grueling – but although Phil had a vague idea he was not going to 

give anything away to the Japs.   

We could not escape into Free China, though, because the Neo 

River divided us from there. No-one could cross this mile wide 

river without being caught – and Phil felt that he had a big 

responsibility for Doris, myself and three ladies belonging to 

the Church Missionary Society in another part of the city.   

This brings my account to the day of Pearl Harbour, when, 

overnight, we became the enemies of the Japs.  Down came the 

British flag at our gate and I put it away.  I still have it.  We 

were called that day to the General's Headquarters in the city! 

We wondered what the day had in store for us.  Would we be 

interned immediately?  We put on our warmest clothing – it was 

13th December – said Goodbye to our boy Mo-Sung and his wife, and 

Ah Dong at the gate, and walked over to Headquarters.  We were 

issued with lots of papers in Japanese, which had to be 

translated.  The gist was that no letters had to be sent through 

the post and nothing written in Chinese – all in plain English.  

Our radios and cameras had to be given in.  Our houses were to be 

prepared for handing over to the authorities.  We must leave them 

furnished as they were, and plans made in triplicate showing the 

position of everything left in the house.  When we had got all 

our instructions, to our surprise, we were told to go home!  We 

had come over the Bridge of Boats to get to the General's 

Headquarters.  Some Jap officers had a hut with table, etc., 

where we had to have a cholera jab at the end of the Bridge, 

(which I have probably mentioned before.  It really was a lot of 

wooden planks laid across boats which rose and fell with the 

tide.  It was about 18 feet wide, but felt rather unstable to 

walk over.)  On this day, we had just bowed to the Officers and 

were going on over the Bridge when a familiar figure on a bike 

came wobbling over in front of us.  It was our friend Mr, Kying-

Tu-Eng, who was headmaster of a Junior School attached to our 

city church, and also Mission Secretary.  We should not have held 

it against him if he had pretended not to know us on that day of 

Pearl Harbour.  Imagine how courageous he was when he got off his 
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bike and came over, in front of the Japs, and shook us by the 

hand.  His name means Gold – Mr. Gold.  He proved his name 

several times after that.  Those few months from December 1942 to 

May 1943 were strange.   

 

We were told that we were to be interned in Shanghai and that we 

could take a bed and two cases, a tin plate and cutlery, etc., 

and we began to make preparation.  Until now we had deliberately 

not wanted to have a family, because we had seen that children 

always meant separation of husband and wife.  The wife usually 

went home to be with the children and we did not want to be 

separated thus – but when we were under the Japs and were going 

to be interned we said "If we are going to have children, now is 

the time – we cannot be separated now", so we planned our first 

child!  No sooner had I missed my first period and had got to six 

weeks on than we were given a day to leave our house and present 

ourselves at the Bund for embarkation!  Before then, we had 

gathered what things we ought to take, and a bed each, and a few 

books, which had to be vetted by the Japs.  Also, I had no baby 

clothes and could not buy any – so I went into the Tomlinsons' 

house, who were on furlough in Australia, and found a box of baby 

clothes from Clarice‘s children. I did not feel it wrong to help 

myself to a few things!  On the morning that we were due to leave 

home, very early, a knock came at the door – and there were three 

old ladies who had come up from Loh Do Gyrao (Camel Bridge) to 

pray with us before we left home.  It was very touching when we 

all knelt together on the bare floor!  Then Mr. Kying (Gold) came 

and some carriers to help with our beds and baggage, and we set 

off from the house, which had been our happy home for nearly six 

years.  When we got to the Bund, we were lined up with the other 

Missionaries while the soldiers kept the Chinese crowd back.  

Then we went on board.  But I remember that, faithful to the 

last, Mr. Kying waved to us from the back of the crowd.  We often 

wondered what this friendship for us cost our brother during the 

following years.   
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The boat we went on was very poor – overcrowded and dirty.  We 

were allocated a so-called small cabin but it was just a bare 

shelf big enough for one person, on which we both managed to 

squeeze and snuggle together.  I remember distinctly how we 

commended ourselves to God, as we thought it quite possible that 

this would be our last night together.  We had no idea what the 

future would bring. The toilet accommodation was really 

appalling, but one had to "go" and try not to touch anything.  I 

do not remember eating anything on the boat.  There was certainly 

nothing provided, but we must have brought some of our own food, 

thought I do not remember anything.  Finally Shanghai was reached 

and we wondered where we should be interned. Before, when we came 

to Shanghai, we rode on a rickshaw, but now we were put on a 

lorry on our boxes and taken off to – where?   

Our destination proved to be the Columbia Country Club – 

afterwards known to us as the C.C.C.  In its heyday it had been 

an American Club where patrons went for the evening to bathe, 

play tennis and drink – not to stay the night.  Anyway, we 

entered the main door and wondered when we should come through 

that door again.  It proved to be two years before we came out of 

it, on the occasion of being moved to another camp.  However, 

here we were, wondering what was going to happen to us.  Many men 

were separated from their wives (John Jackson was sent away 

immediately to a men's camp and we did not see him again until we 

visited him in England) and we wondered whether we should be 

separated.  We told the interpreter that I was going to have a 

baby, and they wanted a few active men to help around the camp, 

so, praise the Lord, Phil was allowed to stay with me.  It was a 

camp of over 400 people – not large as some camps went – but with 

many children and elderly people.  Many internees were there 

already, because they were Missionaries who had come down from 

North China and hoped to get the last boat home to England out of 

Shanghai, but it had gone and they were caught.  Fortunately for 

us all, one was Dr. Still and two middle-aged nurses. They were a 

very fine group.  One was Rev. Campbell, a stocky little Scot, 

with Morag, his wife – he was in charge of measuring out the 
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space which each of us could have.  The early arrived 

Missionaries had all camped down in "The Bar" which, of course, 

had no drink in it except a counter containing a tap!  Then some 

had been put into the erstwhile Dining Room - not missionaries.  

Some others had found a spot in "The Showers" - a changing room 

which had been used for changing for swimming.  We were put into 
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"The Bowling Alley" – 98 of us altogether in this one room.' It 

was sometimes called "The Bawling Alley" because of the noise and 

sometimes "The Boiling Alley", when it was too hot in the summer 

time.  We were all allocated 5 feet by 6 feet – enough room to 

put up our bed and room for a case, etc.  We fixed up a wire or 

rope between ourselves and our neighbours and hung spare bed 

sheets or blankets between us for a bit of privacy.  We had all 

brought our mosquito nets in with us – and it looked quite a 

sight when we were all settled in our little partitions.  Dr. 

Thomas from Ningpo made a sketch of the Bowling Alley which we 

have preserved and which is very interesting.  There was an L-

shaped balcony over the Bowling Alley which we were grateful to 

occupy – just a corner of it, but it had a small, narrow window 

which I was very glad about when I had the baby. The camp was a 

long, thin group of rooms with The Bar at one end of a long 

corridor, the Dining Room a bit further along the corridor, then 

the Kitchen opposite the Bathing Pool and then the Bowling Alley, 

and outside what must have been four tennis courts originally.  

This might sound very grand, but when we were there the Bathing 

Pool was just a green Static Tank and the four tennis courts just 

a small exercising field – not big enough for the men to play 

football, except perhaps 5-a-side (I do not remember them playing 

this, though), but big enough for me to walk round and round for 

my daily dozen to keep fit for the baby coming.  We had barbed 

wire around it and then an open space of about 20 yards between 

it and another barbed wire fence.  The guards used to patrol 

between these two fences. The Bathing Pool was a real menace to 

the children as it was quite unprotected at the edge.  I remember 

one little child falling in, but no-one saw him and he was missed 

and only rescued in the nick of time by someone seeing the colour 

of his clothes at the bottom of the pool.  It might have been a 

terrible tragedy.  Fortunately, we had almost unlimited cold 

water from the showers to keep ourselves clean or to wash our 

clothes.  It was more difficult to keep our cubicles clean as we 

were so overcrowded and it was easy for people to lose their 

tempers if a bed was pushed against the next door's sheet.’  
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Everybody had camp duties.  We elected the Rev. Craig to be our 

Camp Representative, as a "go-between" between us and the 

Japanese. Phil was on duty every evening from 6 to 10 p.m. as 

Supervisor in the kitchen.  His job was to see that the evening 

meal was on time and then he boiled up the bones for the next 

day's soup and also boiled up the cracked wheat for breakfast.  I 

can see him now, standing on a platform over a huge pot of 

"porridge”, stirring it with a thing like a small boat paddle.  

Then he would wrap the pot up in a Chinese quilt and it would be 

like a hay-box continuing to gently boil all night long.  I made 

him some aprons out of flour bags and he continued to do this job 

for two years.  We were also allowed to queue up about 9 p.m. for 

hot water in our vacuum flasks for the night, and Phil was 

responsible for this – getting boiling water for everyone.  We 

were all mixed nationalities (more anon), and I remember when one 

white Russian lady came too late and, in a fit of temper, she 

threw her precious flask straight at the wall – broke it, of 

course!  When I first arrived I volunteered to work in the small 

vegetable garden but shortly afterwards I started a small Primary 

School under a tree.  In our camp we had over 60 children of all 

ages, and here I must give great credit to Miss Doris Coombs. She 

was a professional teacher and she began to organise school for 

the older children.  Naturally, there was very little space, but 

there was a room separate from the main building, up some steps, 

which was not considered suitable for anything else by the 

authorities, (I think it originally was used by the servants of 

the Club for living in)and this room was used as a school in the 

week and as a Church on Sunday.  Doris organized the few teachers 

and improvised blackboards out of trestle tables propped up 

against the walls, collected writing paper and pencils from round 

the camp and became Headmistress of the Camp School.  She 
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divided the scholars into various ages and had separate little 

classes in various corners of the room.  These children were able 

to continue some sort of education for the two and a half years 

we were interned.  (She even got a "house" system going.)  Camp 

was a great leveler.  Everybody had a job.  There were Camp 

Cleaners, amongst whom was a millionaire!  They would sweep the 

corridors, wash walls – do any cleaning jobs except in private 

cubicles.  Then there were the butchers – hefty ex-policeman 

types; a lady librarian, to whom we contributed our books, to be 

lent to anyone; the cooks, who were on duty various shifts of the 

day – but Phil was on every night; and the vegetable ladies, who 

had the job of sorting out the weevils from the cracked wheat and 

of cleaning whatever vegetables were sent in.  Mothers with 

children under 12 months were exempted from jobs.  Doris Coombes 

was a brick.  Not only did she teach but she appointed herself as 

ladies' lavatory cleaner – not the choicest of jobs.' The doctors 

and nurses were available when needed, but drugs and medicine 

were very scarce indeed.  We all had to keep our own little 

corners clean, of course, and wash our own clothes – most of us 

had brought in some soap.   

About Meals.  They were very poor without variety.  The meat was 

usually buffalo – although we did have greyhound one day, when 

the Stadium was closed down.  The vegetables were often so poor 

that they looked as if they had been swept off the market floor.  

But they were washed and put all together in the big pots – 

lettuce and all.  Our daily diet was cracked wheat for breakfast, 

S.O.S. (same old stew) for dinner, and soup for supper, with half 

a loaf of bean bread, which had to be eaten the same day or it 

went mouldy the next day.  We had no fruit or vitamins, so 

consequently people began to have tummy trouble, boils, etc., and 

not to heal if they had cuts, etc.  Dr. Still had quite a job to 

keep us all going.  But, as far as I know, only two of us died 

during that two years.  A few people had parcels from people 

outside in Shanghai but we only had two, I think, from some 

unknown people in a church in Australia.  We did not get P.O.W. 

Red Cross parcels as Shanghai must have seemed very far away.  
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This life continued uninterrupted for a few months until 

suddenly, in September or October, we heard that the Americans 

were going to be repatriated!  Apparently it was in exchange for 

some Japanese who had been interned in, America.  Of course, 

there was great excitement and the Americans began to pack up.  I 

remember the day they left Camp.  We British assembled outside to 

say goodbye.  But it was a slow farewell, because everybody had 

to tip out their belongings before the Japanese would give them 

the 0.K. to leave.  I remember how embarrassed a lady friend, 

Lily Ganz, was when her case was opened and revealed a number of 

tubelike tampons!  The guard was very suspicious.  "What were 

these?", etc.  Poor Lily had an awful job to try to explain! Phil 

bought some soap from one American and I had a small potty and a 

flannellette blanket passed on for the baby. Then we settled down 

for the winter.   

We had Roll Call each morning at 9 a.m.  We had to line up four 

deep in the place where we were served food.  It was a wide 

corridor at the back of the pool.  Here might be a good place to 

talk about our Guards.   

We were exceedingly fortunate in having a good man in charge of 

our guards.  He was Inspector Hirose – a middle-aged man, stocky, 

bespectacled, gold teeth, uniformed, top boots, big sword, etc., 

but he seemed to be some sort of hero amongst his men.  He was 

regarded something like we think of our football or boxing 

celebrities.  Each morning he would give a demonstration to them, 

when the sun rose. Something like shadow boxing – but with a 

definite religious significance.  The guards were half changed 

every three months, so that no-one stayed longer than six months.  

Some came to us looking very wild – but Hirose kept his men in 

check and would not allow any cruel or bad behaviour among them 

to us, so long as we obeyed the rules and behaved ourselves.  He 

felt so secure that he was able to have his wife and family over 

to stay after a while.  He was not the Camp Commandant. We seemed 

to have a procession of these young "upstarts" acting as 

Commandants, who often misbehaved themselves, but one word from 

Hirose and they would be removed!  Hirose would stand no nonsense 



- 72 -  

– he was always very correct, supervising his men when they were 

counting us on Roll Call.  He never unbent towards us as regards 

conversation - but we knew that he was all right.  There were 

many things that he could not help - bad food, overcrowding, 

etc., but the control of his men was a great contribution to our 

well-being.  Many people have the feeling that we were treated 

like the soldiers on the Burma Railway, which was exceedingly 

cruel – but they were military prisoners and we were civilian 

internees, which made the difference, for which we were most 

grateful. Nominally, we were under the surveillance of the Swiss 

Consul in Shanghai, but we only saw him when he visited our Camp 

once.   

 

I mentioned earlier that I just knew that I was going to have a 

baby when we were put into Camp.  I had not had pills or anything 

artificial to prevent pregnancy but we had practised coitus 

interruptus until that time when we really wanted our children.  

I was already over 35 and Phil was 36.  However, the time in Camp 

between the May when we were interned and the December was very 

fruitfully employed in preparation.  Phil was absolutely 

marvellous. He had taken a small saw into camp and he went around 

"scrounging” bits of wood.   

He made a little cupboard with a tiny drawer - quite small – just 

to take, in a pile, our enamel plates and mugs, with the cutlery 

in the drawer.  

Then he made a frame to hang from the ceiling, on which I 

fastened a spare blanket to make a tent in which I could bath the 

baby, as it was quite cold in the winter with no fire.   

Finally, he made a super cot out of a folding canvas bath that 

someone had brought in and did not want.  It would all take to 

pieces and put into a canvas bag but, when erected, was firm and 

solid as possible.  It had a cross-piece for a mosquito net and 

another firm slat piece to support the mattress.  I was thrilled.  

So the months went by and I kept very well.  We had taken a Baby 

Book in with us, but we read it as light reading, laughing at the 

impossible things that I was supposed to eat: "On rising, drink 
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your orange juice.  Eat lettuce and fruit every day". I honestly 

believe that we normally fuss too much about childbirth.  We used 

to get together in our cubicles for prayer meetings or play 

readings.  One of us had got a Shakespeare and the night before 

the baby came several were in our cubicle and we were reading 

"The Tempest".  We took various parts and passed the book around.  

I was "Cordelia" – but had to sit on a backless stool for a long 

time.  Whether that made any difference or not I do not know – 

but about 7 a.m. my pains started – not severely at first, but 

more often later.  Phil alerted Dr. Still and he got the Cleaning 

Squad on duty in an empty room and table put in, so that about 

1.30 p.m. I was got up there and on to the table and everything 

began.  Phil was there, helping Doctor.  I remember that he had 

to go out during the night following to bury the afterbirth.  But 

it was good to have him there at the birth, because the little 

boy which was born was Our Baby.  I had to have two stitches, 

without anaesthetic, which was a bit painful.  Apparently, Phil 

went a bit green, so Dr. Still slapped him on the back and said 

”Now, come on, Phil, I've never lost a father yet"!!  And so it 

was over. 16th December 1943.  A beautiful boy, Philip Denis 

Slater! As I lay on the table, I could see the wavy lines of 

cleaning which the Cleaning Squad had reached up to on the walls. 

Later in life a teacher from a Junior School stopped me and said: 

"Do you know what your boy Denis is saying?  He says he was born 

on the dining room table".  Which he was, bless him!  I could not 

go down to Roll Call that day, so a Japanese guard came up to 

where I was.  Even he smiled when he counted one extra little 

Internee.  It was getting near to Christmas so gradually all 

sorts of people came up to my bed with most precious gifts of 

bits of towels and blankets for the baby.  You see, I had not 

been able to go out and buy nappies, etc. – and these gifts were 

as welcome as the Wise Men's.  I experienced what one might call 

a prophetic voice about this time.  Naturally, I wondered, as I 

looked down into the little home-made cot, what this dear little 

baby would become.  And it seemed that a Voice said "For the 

healing of the nations".  I was startled, but thought how 
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wonderful it would be if he became a doctor.  Of course, I knew 

that this word is spoken in the Bible about the Lord Jesus 

Himself.  I did not say anything to anyone about this "dream" - 

especially not to Denis, but "kept all these things in my heart". 

He went through Grammar School seemingly with the intention of 

going on the Mathematics side of life, until one day he came home 

for tea and suddenly said "Mum, I want to be a doctor".  I felt a 

great joy welling up within me, but still did not tell him until 

his wedding day, on 24 October, 1970, after he had qualified.  

And so he became a doctor after all!  But I am digressing.   

 

I was talking about Camp. After a while I went with the new baby 

back to our cubicle in the Bowling Alley.  Then trouble began!  A 

baby cannot be expected to be always quiet.  They all have their 

moments. Denis was a good baby normally.  He was breast fed – for 

which I was exceedingly grateful, as we had no cows’ milk. So if 

he woke in the night I had to nip out of bed, go under the 

blanket tent, breast feed him and put him down again.  I also 

bathed him under the tent.  Fortunately, I had plenty of milk.  I 

would drink a glass of water before each feed and Nature kindly 

turned it into milk!  Also, because Phil worked in the kitchen, 

he used to bring myself and Mrs. Campbell, who was also feeding 

her baby, an extra bowl of bone soup at night.  It was not very 

appetizing, greasy and tasteless, but full of calcium and all 

good things for building bonny babies.  Some people were very 

impatient when baby cried and would shout "Keep that child 

quiet”, so I could not let him cry in the night to disturb the 

eighty-odd other people in the Bowling Alley, so I continued to 

night feed him by breast for twelve months. Phil built a little 

lean-to outside our little window, out of which we could climb 

onto the flat roof of the kitchen.  But the lean-to only had a 

sort of grass mat for a roof so, if the baby was put out there 

during a hot night, perhaps we would awake to hear thunder rain 

dashing down and would have to scramble out to rescue him!  There 

was also the problem of airing nappies in the cold weather. Phil 

found an empty petrol tin and he would fill it with hot water and 
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then we would fold the nappies and wrap them round the tin, 

holding them on with string.  Also, I had a little hot water from 

the kitchen for bathing the baby.  I made him a mim-bi, which is 

a padded quilt which could be used on his bed, but was very 

useful for laying a child into cornerwise, wrapping two corners 

around him over his head, so that the baby looked like a parcel 

tied with tape, but was as snug as a bug in a rug!  Various 

clothes were passed down as other children grew too big for them.  

I once had quite a big child's coat passed down but one of the 

lady internees cut it down for him – though it had a scalloped 

bonnet to match, which looked effeminate! We also had a "pram" 

passed down, but it was just a box on wheels with the name 

"Dunkerley" painted across it. We had to have everything named.  

I pushed him around in this pram each day until he learned to 

walk, when he loved to walk around the barbed wire fence, holding 

a stick like a staff and looking like St. Francis!  One day I 

came face to face with a Japanese guard.  I was alone with Denis 

and wondered what his greeting would be.  To my surprise he 

stopped and said, in broken English, that he had a little boy 

like Denis.  Later another one said, very sadly, that his wife 

was on her way over with her child when the boat was torpedoed 

and they were lost.  Such is war: sorrow everywhere!  I can only 

remember two toys, which were passed down: an old dog without 

eyes and a small teddy bear.  I still have them and have kept 

them in the camphorwood chest.  When Denis was weaned in the 

daytime he gradually went on to the soup and stew which we had, 

but I could not wean him off night feeds until we were able to 

change cubicles to another part of the camp, where a lady had 

died, reducing their family from three to two - and we had grown 

from two to three.  So we were put into a part where five 

families with children lived together.  I told these mothers how 

I had to keep on feeding Denis at nights and could not break him 

without his crying.  So the mothers said ”Carry on, Mrs. S."  So 

for three nights Denis yelled his head off and we just let him.  

After that we had no trouble at all.  He was then one year old 

and a fine boy.  Of course, we had no cameras so we were not able 
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to take any baby photos. Phil made a fine teething ring, which I 

still have – a slice of a buffalo leg bone, which he spent three 

days smoothing on a brick wall.  It is rather pear-shaped, but I 

hung it round Denis's neck with a piece of string and it served 

its purpose splendidly.   

How did we spend our time?  Before Denis was born, I joined in 

the folk dancing which we organized every Friday evening, just to 

keep warm.  One of the Scots had a record player with Scottish 

Dances on, so we all learned "Dashing White Sergeant" and the 

"Eightsome Reel" and others.  I quite enjoyed it, in spite of 

carrying the baby.  Then alternate weeks we did English country 

dancing – Rufty Tufty, Roger De Coverley, Gathering Peascods, 

etc.  The guards used to stand on top of the ramp leading to the 

corridor where our meals were usually served and watch the 

strange goings-on of we internees!  Near to Christmas we got up a 

concert, and one Easter we got together as a Choir and did the 

Easter portion of the "Messiah".  A piano had been found in a 

cellar and it was dragged up and put to good use.  We only had 

one copy of the "Messiah" but Doris Coombes hand-copied words and 

music for our choir and Dr. Still was the conductor.  We arranged 

the chairs for the audience in narrow rows of 6 chairs and kept 

the front row empty in case any guards wanted to come.  We were 

very pleased that Inspector Hirose turned up and he was seated in 

state on the front row alone.  I think he was a little startled 

when the whole room stood up for the "Hallelujah" Chorus.  He 

turned round and looked as if he would draw his sword against a 

riot - but he quickly recovered himself and stood quietly with 

the rest.  We also arranged various interesting talks amongst 

ourselves. I remember an American doctor telling us of how he 

joined Grenfell of Labrador’s Mission.  He went home with the 

repatriates in September-October, of course.  Then we had little 

fellowship meetings in our cubicles and took it in turns to lead 

on a topic.  I remember giving a talk on the "Proverbs".  Then, 

on Sundays, we had two services, morning and evening – 

alternating between Church of England and Free Churches.  One 

Sunday it would be C of E morning, prayers led by a vicar, and 
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evening Free Church, led by our men in turn.  Then, the next 

week, it would be us in the morning and C of E Evensong.  We all 

attended each other's services and became quite familiar with the 

form of each other's services.  We had a young Catholic Priest in 

our midst, who met his people separately, but we got to know him 

quite well and he would come to our cubicle for talks and to 

borrow books.  I remember that he borrowed and enjoyed Leslie 

Weatherhead's.  He fixed up some parallel bars and was quite 

agile on them.  One way the internees used to spend their time 

was to talk – the topic of conversation was "When are we going to 

get out?" or "What do you long to eat when we get out?"!  But we 

found that having a baby in camp gave us plenty of interest.  He 

was our salvation, as we always had a topic of interest and 

someone to plan for.  I used to take him out walking or to visit 

in others' cubicles.  We were a very mixed crowd.  Anyone who had 

a British or American passport was interned.  In Shanghai there 

were many White Russians who had fled after the Russian 

Revolution and who had made their home in Shanghai.  They were 

really stateless, therefore.  In Shanghai we had a large body of 

British policemen in our British Concession, so the young Russian 

girls, who were very pretty, often married the policemen in order 

to get a British passport. So we had quite a number of these 

young women.  Some were very nice.  Others very temperamental.  

Some made the joke that these women were 90% temper and 10% 

mental – perhaps unkindly.'  Anyway, they were very attractive 

and quite a temptation to some of the menfolk.  We had one 

marriage ruined in the Bowling Alley by the unfaithfulness of one 

husband.  His new lady friend had a baby boy by him while in camp 

and he went around wanting everybody to congratulate him!  We 

only had one coloured man amongst us.  He was a Pakistani named 

Alarakia – again with a British passport.  Someone must have 

upset him one day because he was involved in a fight.  Another 

time two women fought – pulling each other's hair and noses!  But 

on the whole people behaved very well considering how we were all 

on top of each other – it was enough to get on each other's 

nerves!  We also had a German woman married to a Scot.  She was a 
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bit loud and raucous.  And a Belgian woman married to a 

Britisher.  Businessmen, policemen, missionaries, teachers, 

doctors, nurses and 60 children! Like true Britishers we 

organised ourselves and had elections - to elect our Camp 

Representative and a small committee of three others (I think).  

This was good, as we could tell our Camp Representative about 

various things we thought might improve our lot.   

 

Phil and I and baby Denis moved to our new cubicle after his 

first birthday. Then we discussed together about planning another 

child because we were great believers in not having an only 

child.  So, shortly afterwards, we planned for Hugh to come 

along.  That was in January 1945.  Of course, we had no inkling 

of how the European War was progressing, but a Japanese newspaper 

was pinned up on the notice-board which was roughly translated 

for us – all with a Japanese bias.  Apparently the U.S. Task 

Force fleet was sunk several times – and the Jap guards 

celebrated!  

 

In mid April, we were told that we must pack up our belongings 

and be moved to join ourselves with a very large camp in another 

part of Shanghai.  Our beds had to be left behind for the men to 

load on lorries and follow us later.  On the day of the removal 

we all had to be at a certain point and were marched in file, 

approximately four abreast, to a place where we were to embark on 

trams to go to another part of Shanghai.  Our guards accompanied 

us on motor bikes with machine guns. Denis could walk well then, 

being about 15 months old. We were told to carry food for two 

days, which I did for the two of us in a shoulder bag.  I believe 

that I had a small mim-bi as well, because we did not know when 

our beds would arrive.  Phil stayed behind to help the other men 

take down beds and put them on lorries.  It was very hot - and I 

remember how trying it was when we were held up for some time – 

lined up after we got out of the trams to be counted in case 

anyone had escaped.  The guards apparently could not get the 

numbers right.  Finally, we set off walking again with our guards 
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each side of the poor little procession.  We did not know where 

we were going except that we should join up with another camp.  

 

Finally, we knew!  We were put into an old Catholic Hospital and 

made a total of 1300 internees all told.  The buildings were in a 

dreadful condition.  They had been occupied by the Jap military, 

who had dug trenches by the side of the narrow roads and broken 

many toilets.  There was only one good tap.  The trenches were 

full of water and were very dangerous for the children.   

We spent our first night without Phil and without a bed.  

Fortunately, we had a little room to ourselves.  It must have 

been the isolation part of the hospital because our room was 

covered in thick whitewash all over – floors, ceiling, walls.  I 

managed to put Denis to sleep on his mim-bi and I lay down on the 

floor, too.  During the night American planes came over but they 

did not drop bombs then.  Later they did, as there was a building 

which was an ammunition factory but with a Red Cross painted on 

the roof quite near – and just over the wall of the hospital were 

hundreds of military tents.  We seemed to be in a very dangerous 

place.  When the Americans did drop bombs we went into an inner 

passage and prayed for protection.  As it happened we did not get 

a direct hit, although some fragments fell into the grounds.  

There was the statue of the Lord Jesus Christ in the middle of 

the grounds surrounded by a few tired bushes.  Unfortunately, the 

authorities of the camp had chosen to make this spot a collection 

area for rubbish, which made His outstretched arms and "Come unto 

me" a pity.  No-one laughed, though it was incongruous.  

It was quite an adventure getting to our stairs, because we were 

on the second floor of E Block.  A number of the floor boards 

were missing in the "hall" and we had to teeter across a plank to 

get to the bottom stair.  There was several feet of dirty water 

standing under that building, so we did not want the children to 

fall in. This consideration also prompted the men to fill in the 

trenches which they did, first of all putting in tons of 

vegetable matter which had been left to rot behind the kitchens, 

and then filling with soil.  There was no field or playing place 
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in the new camp – only narrow roads between the buildings and 

occasional bare patches.   

I remember taking Denis out to play on a bit of a mound, with his 

spoon and tin.  We sat down and the lad started to dig.  One of 

the kitchen internees came by and said "I should not allow your 

child to dig there as we buried a carcass of a pig there which 

had been condemned by our doctors, only yesterday".  We hastily 

came away.   

Our Inspector Hirose was still in charge of the guards.  I 

remember how we met in the open air in our new camp for Roll 

Call.  Inspector Hirose stood in the middle of the large square 

of people while his men went around counting section by section.  

Denis was then about 1½ years. Imagine how I felt when he broke 

rank one day and walked out towards Hirose!  I could not go after 

him.  I had to stay put.  Denis picked up a stone and continued 

on his way towards Hirose.  I trembled to think Denis might throw 

it at the officer but to my great surprise Inspector Hirose bent 

right down to the little lad in a ceremonial bow, cupped his 

hands, and Denis put the stone in them. Inspector Hirose stood 

upright again, still holding the stone, bent down again and 

returned it to Denis, who then happily turned and came back to 

me.  I was greatly relieved but felt how very exceptional and 

polite the Inspector was.  He might easily have been cross but he 

certainly enhanced his dignity by being so polite to the child!   

 

We did not get to know many people in the new camp. They had come 

from another part of Shanghai, but Doris continued with helping 

with the School, which was very much bigger now in this new camp.  

Our total of internees was now 1300 and I think that about 300 

were children. The Sunday services continued as usual in a very 

narrow corridor.  That spring was very strange because we were 

cut off from all news.  It is astonishing to realize that while 

we were in that second camp the European War was already over and 

we did not know!  Mind you, as the summer advanced we began to 

get rumours which were said to come "over the wall" - and I 

simply thought that someone was throwing bits of paper over the 
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wall! But later I heard that even in our E Block an engineer was 

doing a very brave thing.  He had been called in by the Japs to 

mend their radio which had gone wrong and he had replaced some 

parts which were all right, and gradually had built up a small 

radio in a child's lorry.  The Japs had got wind of this and had 

searched our Block and found nothing.  Dad had told his little 

boy to take his toy and go out to play!! And so we kept getting 

rumours that the War was coming to an end.  Then, in August, some 

of us pregnant women were suddenly sent out to the French 

Hospital in Shanghai! It-was marvelous to see the outside world 

again!   

 

In the camp things began to stack up – I was not there at the 

end, of course, but Phil tells me how, on the day of 14th August 

1945, the Camp Commandant fetched everybody out and delivered a 

fiery speech about how they had probably heard that the War was 

over, but there were one million Japs in China who would fight to 

the last man, etc., etc. - but next day they had capitulated and 

the guards had gone in the night and the gates were open! Not 

Inspector Hirose, however – he was still around – I am sure he 

knew that he had nothing to fear from us internees.  We wrote him 

a letter afterwards, in case of a War Crimes Commission, saying 

that, as far as he had been able, he had made things tolerable 

for us internees. Out from all kinds of places of confinement 

came flags of all nations – we supplied our British flag from the 

Compound at Ningpo – and they were put on the top of the 

Administration Block where the guards had lived!  It was found 

that there was a great pile of our P.O.V. letters still in the 

offices and not posted to our loved ones. My mother had not heard 

from me for two years.  And we used to take such painstaking 

times in preparing them.  

 

All this time I was at the Hospital in the French Concession. The 

expectant mothers were glad of the extra food to build up for 

when the baby would come.  I remember how distressed I was when I 

found that I was being bitten by bed bugs in my hospital bed!  I 
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did not know what to do about it, but I got a candle lit and lay 

under the bed and went around all the springs of the mattress 

with the light and let them fall into the hot wax.  There were 

nuns as sisters in this hospital and they lost no time in 

changing the mattress when they knew.  It was at this time that 

the battleship "Belfast" came into the Yangtze for the first 

time.  This was very exciting for us British girls.  Just to look 

out and see the fresh faces of British sailors was a thrill.  We 

"ooh-ooh-ed" them, but only a couple of them managed to get to 

the maternity ward.  It was so good to see pink faces after all 

the yellow ones.   

 

Then the 8th of September came – and I had been in hospital 

nearly 5 weeks. At night there came a severe rainstorm and a 

window near my bed was open - so I got out of bed and reached up 

to the sash to shut it up - and the "waters" broke!  I knew that 

the time had come for Hugh to be born.  I told the nurse and she 

said that it would be all right for me to walk around the 

hospital for a while for a bit of exercise. I remember walking 

around the corridors at 5 a.m. and looking out of the windows to 

look at the Japanese families getting up nearby.  Perhaps they 

were to do with the hospital.  I do not know – but I know that I 

had a Japanese midwife to look after me!  About 8 a.m. I went 

into the delivery room and was examined by the doctor at 8.30 

a.m. He was an Austrian (?)  He said that he would just go around 

the hospital to see a few patients and be back for the delivery.  

He left me on a very narrow bed with a table at the side with a 

little brass bell on it.  No sooner had he gone than Hugh started 

to come with a rush: I could feel his head nearly here, so I got 

the bell and started to ring it furiously.  The lying-in room was 

at the end of a long corridor going to another ward.  I heard an 

amah coming along, so I shouted "Doctor, doctor (I-sang, I-sang)" 

as loud as I could - and I heard the amah drop the tray and all 

the lot and rush off for the doctor!! Fortunately, the Japanese 

midwife was quickly there first just in time to catch Hugh!  But 

it was touch and go! I had asked about 5 a.m., when I knew Hugh 
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was coming, if Phil could be sent for, as I wanted him to be at 

the birth. So Phil came post-haste from the internment - right 

over Shanghai by rickshaw - and just arrived too late to be at 

the birth, but in time to be able to say to the Japanese midwife 

"Is that my baby?" – which she said it was! That was then 9th 

September 1945.  Hugh was no trouble at the hospital and we were 

soon allowed to go home to the camp.   

 

By this time we had spread out a bit, as some people went back to 

their homes in Shanghai as soon as the gates were open.  But many 

of us were not so fortunate. Ningpo was a long way and we had 

been due for a furlough for a long time, so we were to be taken 

on a hospital ship. While we waited to be taken home many happy 

things took place.  I had a visit from some girls from Ningpo 

while in hospital.  Then we had a band from the "Belfast" visit 

us in camp.  It was really touching to stand outside the 

Administration Block where the Jap officers had been and to watch 

and listen to the Navy Band playing.  At the end of the concert, 

when they played "Abide with me" and ”God save the King", we felt 

as if  we  were free indeed – and there were no dry eyes in the 

place!   

Before all this happened the Americans had tried to find our 

camp.  They had a wonderful idea of dropping food parcels by 

coloured balloons – but they could not find our camp.  We had the 

frustration of knowing that they had dropped parcels into the 

City Prison!  We did not really mind, as they must have done 

somebody some good, but we had to wait until the Americans really 

came in – and then they did us some good!  They came in with 

medical teams, jeeps (which the children loved) and with food 

galore! Everybody was given a double ration of soldiers' food, so 

we had Menu 1-5 (the Americans believed in giving their boys 

plenty of variety in foodstuffs).  We had chocolate, rashers of 

bacon in tins, wrapped around in cellophane, tinned fruit, 

coffee, milk, etc.  I cannot remember all the different kinds of 

food, but nothing was forgotten – not even a minute tin opener in 

each parcel!  The lads on the "Belfast" also did their best – 
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they had a children's party and had the kids sprawling everywhere 

on their lovely ship.  Dad took Denis.  Somebody had given him a 

green silk suit (they had gone home to Shanghai) and he came back 

with it covered with red lead paint from one of the guns!  Who 

minded things like that when we knew that we were due to go home 

soon!  There was such hope and happiness in the air!  The gates 

were open and we were free to come and go as we wished.   

 

Tsiang Kai Shek - the Chinese Generalissimo gave us a million 

dollars, which Phil spent on doctors' and nurses’ fees when Hugh 

was born.  He hereafter called Hugh his Million Dollar Baby!  But 

I also had a million dollars (the bottom had fallen out of 

Chinese currency) and so we went down to Shanghai and bought a 

camera – because we had had no pictures of Denis up to then – and 

some Chinese Cloisonne brooches and a bracelet and some Chinese 

Dolls - a whole family of them.  Our cameras had been taken away 

previously by the Japs in Ningpo.  Phil enjoyed taking pictures 

of Shanghai street life – the pedicabs, the barbers, the sellers 

of baskets, etc.  Denis also enjoyed eggs, which he had never had 

before.  When Phil was looking after him and I was in hospital 

with Hugh, I remember asking what Denis was wanting for breakfast 

and the little lad said "One eggies, two eggies, daddy"!  And he 

would indeed eat two eggs!  As soon as the gates were open and we 

were free, we had a visit from our dear friend Nr. Kying (the Mr. 

Gold of Ningpo days – always faithful to us).  He had found us - 

I do not know how - from all the Internment Camps around the city 

of Shanghai.  But there he was.  He had brought us bread and cake 

- such a wonderful gift after all we had been deprived of.  We 

began to hear that we should be on the first Hospital Ship 

leaving for home about 27th October.  Nr. Kying hung around until 

then and we were really glad of his help for packing up.  We have 

a lovely picture of him on a lorry holding one of the children on 

the day that we were embarking.  We have often thought of him 

since, in Communist China.   

When the Japanese threatened our city in 1941, we sent a box full 

of valuable things to a Swiss Go-down in Shanghai, but thought no 
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more about it until we were coming home and then Phil went to 

claim it back - and there it was, after four years of war! There 

may not be anything of great value, but the scrolls may be worth 

something.   

 

Anyway, we embarked on the ”Empire Clyde" Hospital Ship, with 

great thankfulness. We were told that we should only be on the 

"Clyde" until we reached Hong Kong, where another ship would 

rendezvous from Australia.  I was very glad, as the boat rolled 

terribly.  I was feeding Hugh by breast at the time - and could 

hardly start feeding him before I was running for the bathroom.  

It was terrible.  However, it only lasted about three days and we 

were soon at Hong Kong.   

 

We were transferred to the "Oxfordshire".  I went ashore for a 

few minutes to see if I could buy some bananas for Denis, as he 

had never had a banana and I thought he would enjoy it.  

Unfortunately, I did not have any Hong Kong money, but a British 

lad gave me enough to buy some.  I said, in thanking him, that he 

must be Australian, wearing hats turned up one side, but he said 

no, they were all British. It made me realize how cut off from 

war news we had been.  I did see Japs in Hong Kong while there, 

but they were being supervised by the British cleaning up the 

mess of the place. I could not go to see my friend Florence Wong, 

as we were only in Hong Kong a short time.  We had lifeboat drill 

on the first night out – and I was in a ward low down the ship.  

I had to put on my own ”Mae West" and Denis's, which was just as 

big as mine, and manage the baby - as Phil was in the Men's Ward 

on top of the ship.  I do not know how I got up the companionway 

with those tiny children. When I eventually found Phil, I told 

him that in an emergency we would be drowned, because I could not 

get up the ladders so encumbered.  So it was decided that Denis 

should have a camp bed next to Dad in the Men's Ward.   

The Nursing Sister up there was very sweet.  She loved Denis and 

ever afterwards he called her "Thister".  She married "Sparks" on 

the "Oxfordshire" - and actually came to see us when we had our 
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home in St. Helens Gardens.  So, when Denis was with Dad, things 

were better for me.  We had Hugh's cot (the one that Phil had 

made in Camp for Denis) fastened to a railing on deck, and the 

little old boy slept happily up there in the daytime and in my 

ward at night.  I must say that we had to commit ourselves to the 

Lord and to the skill of the navigators on the ship when we went 

to bed at night, because even in the daytime, when we had the 

vanes out, we would suddenly zigzag out of the way of mines laid 

through the channels around Singapore indeed, in any of the seas 

in wartime.  The boat was very crowded and we got used to 

stepping over people.   

Denis was so good on the boat.  It seemed as if, at that early 

age, anything to do with boats fascinated him.  He was never 

tired of being taken around the ship - and if the hooter blew, it 

was heaven to him!  Every passing ship was of interest, every bit 

of equipment and every sailor in uniform!  It was uncanny in a 

child who had been born in an internment camp and had not seen a 

lake or the river or sea until he went on the "Empire Clyde"!  

However, it helped to pass the time.   

One very vivid memory I have of the journey home is the amount of 

food which was put on our big tables.  The "Oxfordshire" had been 

to Australia and she had stocked up with rabbits, butter and 

everything that we had not seen for a long time.  Imagine how we 

felt when the order came to all of us who wanted to help clear 

the tables that any butter over must be swept through the port 

holes!  The rabbits were delicious, but they all went the same 

way.  Perhaps it was something to do with hygiene as it was a 

hospital ship.  I do not remember that we touched land again 

after Hong Kong, but we might have done in the night.   

But we do remember what a touching time we had in North Africa, 

at the entrance to the Red Sea.  I am not very sure of the name, 

but I think it is Tarfic or Atika.  Anyway, as we arrived we were 

greeted with a band of the regiment and invited to the Naafi, 

where a splendid display of fruits was on the counter, with a 

"Help yourself" notice standing by.  Then the troops had been 

busy making a swimming pool and slide and swings for the 
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children.  It was a marvelous welcome.  Denis stood in the 

paddling pool in his nothings and had a great time.  We also had 

cooling drinks supplied.  There was every comfort for us: "Gift 

of the North African Troops".  We were thrilled.  Then we were 

taken to huge aeroplane hangars which had been fitted out with 

clothes for men, women and children.  Phil went to one hangar 

while I went with the children to the other. Denis was given a 

bag, and I a larger officer's size for Hugh and myself.  Well, it 

was marvelous - new warm coat, nightdress, towels, underwear, 

baby clothes, etc. - some of it very old-fashioned, but all most 

welcomed, especially as it had been out of the goodness of 

people's hearts from all parts of the Commonwealth.  I had 

nighties with "Gift of the Women of Canada" and towels with "Gift 

from New Zealand".  And so we were fed and clothed and protected 

all the way to Britain.  It was a wonderful journey.   

 

It took us from 27th October to 4th December to arrive at 

Liverpool but who minded?  We were coming home!  And we were 

coming home to a Britain which was free of the threat of war.  It 

was a wonderful feeling to think that I should soon see my mother 

again, after being away over eight years – and with two lovely 

boys to show her, too.  The services laid on for us were 

wonderful.  We had to go to an office and say where we wanted to 

go.  Dad very kindly said that we must first go to Leicester - 

and we were allowed to send telegrams to our families and say 

what time we should be arriving.  Then our baggage was dispatched 

to whatever address we wanted it sent to - and we ourselves were 

allotted a taxi to get to the station.  It was all so smooth and 

wonderful.  And soon we were in the train for Leicester!  How 

good the English countryside looked, even though it was December! 

So neat and tidy!  Even after six years of war, I did not notice 

lack of paint on the buildings.  Perhaps I was looking at dear 

old Britain through rose-coloured spectacles. I only remember a 

thought which would keep persisting in my pacifist mind – of 

thankfulness to the lads who had fought to keep it this way for 
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our homecoming.  I still have not resolved that question.  I 

still want to be a pacifist, but I love my country as she is.  

 

Well, it was lovely to come home to Leicester and to see my 

mother again. There was quite a reception for us at the station.  

Millie Cooper was there (she insisted on getting a taxi to take 

us home), Harriet and Dolly, Mother and the Leicester Mercury 

photographer!  Mother said that she had not put on her best 

clothes because she thought that we should be all in rags – and 

there we were, all fitted out by the Naafi!  The photo by the 

Mercury was very good and we were able to get one for the 

photograph album.  Soon I was at 275 Harrison Road – the address 

I had left eight and a half years ago - but what years they had 

been for all of us!   

I found it very difficult to remember the names of people I met 

in the street or who I had worked with.  My mind seemed as if a 

hand had swept over it and made it clean.  I had to start 

learning friends' names all over again.  It was a very strange 

experience.  Phil's mother and father came on the next day or so.   

 

We made all arrangements to stay turn and turn about with our 

parents, as we had no home of our own - a month at a time.  So we 

duplicated our high chairs and managed to get two second-hand 

prams in each place.  This must have been very trying for our 

parents but they were very good.  Phil bought a second-hand 

Morris Minor(8) in Leicester and learned to drive at this time, 

because it was such a job travelling backwards and forwards. He 

only had two lessons - starting in Charles Street, Leicester, and 

turning round and round the Clock Tower (the teacher said any 

fool could drive in the country!) – and there was no driving test 

in 1946 – so, one day, he went by train to Leicester and drove 

his car all the 90 miles back to Firsby!  We have a snap taken of 

Denis in the driving seat!  Phil was a first-class driver - very 

fast, but careful.  He was known as "Jehu" to his ministerial 

brethren.  We always had Morris cars – and two-door saloons for 

the safety of the children.  We had some happy journeys, starting 
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early, and getting to know the country like the back of our 

hands.  I remember the first journey by train before we had the 

car.  The carriages were full of servicemen - airmen – going back 

to their airfields.  The war had been over since the previous May 

and this was January 1946. I was trying to be friendly and asked 

where one was going – he turned and looked at me as if I was a 

German spy! Apparently everyone had got out of the habit of 

asking questions about where you were going in wartime!   

When we got back to Britain we had double rations for six weeks. 

This was most welcome to those who entertained us.  I remember 

how Phil's brother, Reg, had made three ships of three sizes for 

Denis, and how he sat on the floor apparently lost to the world 

while he pushed them around the floor.  Reg also made a little 

train out of bits of broom handles, etc., for wheels.  Our Denis 

had had very few toys in camp, so these were very precious to 

him.   

I remember that when we were in Leicester one month there was a 

Victory Fete on the Rushey Fields.  Hugh was about eight months 

old, so I entered him in the Baby Show.  For a baby who had been 

"carried” for the first eight months of his life in an 

internment, he was lovely.  He won the second prize - a big 

rabbit, stuffed.  The M.M.S. gave us a year's leave before asking 

us to go back.   

 

Before the year's end Phil had to go up to London for medical 

examinations.  Dr. Bolton was the Medical Secretary then 

(remembered for his famous riddle of "Why is a missionary like a 

prune? Answer:  Because he goes into the interior and does 

good!")! We waited in the winter of 1946-47 before knowing our 

fate. We had passport photos for the children and were all set to 

go, but we were to be disappointed.  It was an appalling winter.  

In Lincolnshire cars were buried under great drifts and in places 

it was reported that people had tripped over wires and found they 

were telephone wires!  I remember offering to go to the library 

in the village school at Gt. Steeping for Grandma and to take the 

children for a bit of a blow.  There was a huge snow drift about 
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100 yards long and I was just in the middle of this when a racing 

car entered at the other end - and was slithering about on the 

packed ice.  I was quite terrified because I had Denis as a 

toddler of 3 years and Hugh in the pram, aged 1 1/2 years and I 

do not know how the motorist managed to miss us except by the 

power of prayer.   

The airfields were still in operation while we were in 

Lincolnshire and I remember how terrified I was when the first 

Lancaster flew over Grandma's house at about two yards up when I 

was feeding the baby!  I hugged him to me!  Her house seemed to 

be the very end of the runway and she said that they never crept 

into their wire shelter to sleep until all the planes had gone on 

their bombing missions.  They then had a little peace until the 

lads came back.  The airfields became part of Lincolnshire life.  

Several farms were taken over.  It was such lovely flat land.  

The airmen came to the Chapels – some were local preachers.  But 

gradually in that year of 1946-47 the lads were demobbed and some 

of the land given back to the farmers.   

 

It was in early 1947 that we realized that Phil was not medically 

fit to go back abroad, so he became what was, in effect, a 

pensioner of the Mission House.  We were asked to take over a 

Manse in 81 St. Helens Gardens, W.10, which was the last house 

standing in our road after bombing.  There were six houses - 

prefabs – on the ground next door to us.  We were quite willing 

to go wherever the Lord needed us.  There was certainly a job to 

be done there.  The house had been blasted from back to front and 

only repaired roughly.  We were told to take possession at once, 

or it would be commandeered.  So Phil and I left the children 

with Grandma in Lincolnshire and took some blankets and sheer 

necessities, prepared to camp out in our new home.  The place was 

covered with whitewash all over the floors.  So we had to get 

some old files bent at the ends and spend hours scraping the 

floors.  They were very rough when we had done but we put some 

varnish on them and bought some grey army blankets for floor 

coverings.  Our boys were still very young and spent most of 
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their time on the floor.  As it was still the post-war area, 

furniture was rationed and could only be got on coupons. So the 

Mission House got us some second-hand furniture and we set up 

home.  Well, it was very sparse and, by today's standards, very 

poor, but it was our first home in England and we tried to make a 

go of it., We were in the Lancaster Road Circuit, with several 

big down-churches, two of which had been bombed, but we had a 

smaller church at East Acton called "Old Oak", which was our 

especial care.   

But Phil was not very well and he had to spend quite a long time 

on his back in the London Hospital in White Chapel Road. He had a 

big sympathectomy operation, in two parts with six weeks between 

them.  He had 54 stitches down one side of his spine and 48 on 

the other.  The doctor who did the operations said that he was 

doubtful whether he would get over it, but a small group of 

Christian nurses had been meeting together for prayer on Phil's 

behalf and their prayer had prevailed.  The surgeon next morning 

said "I never expected to see you alive this morning, Mr. 

Slater". Phil was sent out to Brentwood to convalesce for a few 

weeks.  Then we got back to normal again.   

We used to go up to Firsby for our annual holiday while the boys 

were still young.  Soon after the end of the War, I remember how, 

on one of our journeys, we passed through Sleaford and saw a 

German Officer out walking with his stick quite happily and 

unaccompanied on the road.  A little further on we saw several 

German prisoners of war outside the local cinema, looking at what 

was on that night.  There were many German prisoners in 

Lincolnshire seconded to the farms for labour.  The local farmers 

liked these boys and said that they worked well.  Some even 

married the farmers’ daughters! They were not too keen on Italian 

prisoners of war, as they said that they did not work like the 

Germans.  I think it says a lot for the good treatment of 

prisoners that many friendships were made.  My young brother, 

Ron, was a Conscientious Objector in the 1945 war and had to 

leave his job in the Telephones and lose his seniority, and drive 

a lorry for Italian prisoners in a Forestry Camp. We used to 
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enjoy our journeys up country from St. Helens Gardens.  We used 

to say that it was 30 miles before we saw the first cow!  How 

excited the boys were when we saw our cow in Wiltshire!  The boys 

had a great time at Firsby. Grandpa was a hero to them.  He made 

an Indian tent and a covered wagon out of an old cart.  Grandpa 

also had a drawer in the top of his bureau which was full of 

electric gadgets, screws, wire, etc., which was always a source 

of wonder and pleasure to the lads, especially Hugh.  Our house 

was almost on the bus route to Kew Gardens (no. 9) so we tried to 

go to Kew once a month to see the beauty there each month.  It 

became a source of loveliness to us and we got to know each part 

so well.  Phil did not always go with us as he was a Minister, 

although he did have a short rest in the afternoon – but he made 

it a full-time job of preaching and visiting.  He put more into 

that job than many ordinary ministers did and everyone loved him.  

I tried to do the job of a Minister's wife and presided at the 

Women’s Meeting and went to Sunday School each Sunday.  I took 

the boys with me then, of course.  They were both in the Primary 

with Daisy Ayley as Superintendent.   

A small incident happened just before they started at Sunday 

School.  I left them both in bed on Sunday afternoon while I went 

to Sunday School.  Dad was at home in the front bedroom.  They 

were at the back.  I left a lot of children’s books for them to 

look at.  When I got home their bedroom was like a snow storm, as 

they had had a wonderful time tearing up books. That was the only 

time I remember really spanking them. After that time they never 

tore up books again, but always treated them with respect – and 

always have done.   

Then they went to Sunday School – I remember how Hugh always fell 

down when he came out of Sunday School while racing down the 

Fairway at Acton – where Old Oak was.  Later I found that he had 

sinus trouble, which no doubt was the cause of his trouble.  I 

used to take the senior girls in Old Oak but it was not easy.  

Often when I had to go out speaking or to take the Chair at W.W. 

Meetings, Mr. and Mrs. Wileman of 149 Highlever Road, W. 10, 

would help me because they had two delightful children, Keith and 
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Margaret, who loved to play with the boys.  Mrs. Watson and Mr. 

Watson were great leaders of the Sunday School – she on the piano 

and he a Superintendent.  They had a boy, John, who was a bit 

mental, but who was pleasantly harmless and was able to earn his 

own living.  When Phil was at Old Oak he also became the Chaplain 

of the Girls Life Brigade for Hammersmith. We had a very fine 

company at Old Oak with Iris and Daisy Ayley as Officers.  He had 

to attend all the displays of the local Companies.  I remember 

that he wore a badge on his lapel with "Girls Life Brigade 

Chaplain" on it, and some folks smiled at it!  At one display he 

was kissed by the Duchess of Devonshire (I think it was – it was 

a real live Duchess, anyway).  We used to visit the local 

displays and actually visited our girls in camp.   

About this time, I noticed that Denis had one little "bag" bigger 

than the other and so I took him to the Princess Louise Hospital.  

They sent us to St. Marys to take part in training for young 

doctors on "Swellings on the Body" - and Denis's scrotum was 

shown.  He has not had any trouble since – he had to go to have a 

small operation at Princess Louise Children's Hospital.   

When we went to London, people said that the Londoners were not 

very friendly, but we found them especially so.  I met many of 

the mothers in the prefabs by taking the children over the road 

to Oxford Gardens School.  Denis started in the Infants there 

when he was five and was soon perfectly at home.  I remember how 

lovely it was when the teacher said to Den: "Fancy, this is your 

first day at school – it's mine too".  She always liked Den 

because he was so good at "Nature".  He started to play the 

recorder while there and I heard him play when I went up to 

school when he was late home one day.  As well as enjoying Kew 

Gardens, our boys (and Mother) enjoyed the museums in Kensington.  

We had a great time in the Science Museum, where the boys could 

twiddle the knobs and make things work. We spent many happy days 

in the Natural History Museum and the Science Museum, and in 

Kensington Gardens.  The Round Pond was a delight - both for 

tiddler fishing and little yacht sailing.  Another happy outing 

was when we went on the last tram car ride to the home of the 
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Berrys (Mark's) at Plumstead.  This was a great thrill for the 

lads.  

 

While we were in London we were a kind of annexe for the 

Methodist International House in charge of Miss Porter. If she 

was full up at Inverness Terrace, she would ring us up and ask if 

we had any room to spare.  Thus we found that we were 

entertaining overseas visitors from all over the world and we 

made many happy contacts in this way.  I remember one was Mr. and 

Mrs. Senaratna – another, Dr. and Mrs. Moe from Hong Kong.  Also 

Jim and Rachel Phillips, who came to us one Easter, and I had to 

lend Rachel my warm coat!  Jim was the Labour Officer in the 

Kruma Government of the Gold Coast.  One night I went to the 

front door and could not see the face of the man who was there – 

he was so black.  One day a brown Hindu had come, just when the 

boys were ready for bed.  Such was the international aspect of 

our house that, when I said to Denis "Say goodnight to our 

friend”, Denis came in with a rush, threw his arms around the 

Indian who had just come, and gave him a smacking kiss!  The 

Hindu was a high-caste man and he was very taken aback at the 

wonderful welcome from a little English boy.  

 

We had no garage so Dad used to very skillfully bring his car 

into the front garden and put a waterproof on it.  We had a Rev. 

and Mrs. Henry Hogarth in the top flat of the house.  He was very 

learned, tall, and both he and his wife belonged to the old 

school of Methodist Ministers. He threw a clock away in the 

dustbin and Grandpa Slater rescued it and repaired it.  It is 

still doing duty on our shelf!   

 

The boys had some little friends, whose friendship lasted for 

years.  There was a bombed Church of England on St. Quintin’s 

Avenue - St. Helens Church.  There was not a stone standing but 

the vicar was Rev. Harris, with whom we were very friendly. They 

had a boy called Michael. Then there was Geoffrey Allen.  These 

two boys kept up a friendship even when we went to St. Ives.  
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Hugh was a dabster at finding items on bomb sites.  He made an 

armoured car out of his tricycle, and tin hat, etc.  We also had 

May Middleton staying with us a while – until she got a job on 

the "Queen Elizabeth" – which was quite a "fluke", apparently.  

She made two splendid tailor-made coats for the boys, one in blue 

tweed and Hugh's in reddy-brown.  Also we had our cousin, Alan 

Fisher, staying for about two years while he was studying at the 

London School of Music.  He used to delight us with tunes on the 

piano.  I remember one, called "The Tombre au Conmarane".  The 

boys loved to go into Alan's room to hear "Fingal’s Cave”.  

Somehow those little chaps loved that.  Alan married Ann while he 

was in London and went to live with Rev. and Mrs. Harris.  Our 

visitor Mr. Senaratna was very popular in our street because he 

could play cricket so well.  All the little boys loved him. We 

also had Dr. Chu, who went to Canada, and Frank Las, who returned 

to China.  Our guest book is full of overseas names – so, 

although our home was not a "smart" home, as far as furniture 

went, we had some very interesting times with visitors.  Of 

course, our own families liked to come up to see us - Grandma and 

Grandpa from Lincolnshire and lots of friends.  One regular 

visitor was our erstwhile Chairman from the Ningpo District, Rev. 

Alan Conibear.  He came home from China before internment.  

Unfortunately, he died not long after.  We had the pleasure of 

entertaining Dr. Kenneth Leese and Joan before they sailed for 

China (1949?).  This was the beginning of a friendship which has 

lasted for years.  They had two twins, Philip and Pauline, while 

there, and finally had to come away under the Communist advance.   

 

We used to have such fun in "playtime", which I always kept for 

the boys from 6 p.m. to 7 p.m. We always had games of imagination 

based around their toys - Airfields, where we used to ring up on 

a toy telephone for the "weather report" and flew all over the 

world. We did not have fighting planes. We had a cardboard castle 

which also provided fun - taking Americans round, and suits of 

armour and the moat - and a cardboard village with hotel, Church 

and bridge, etc. All these buildings were erected by the boys and 
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were perfectly satisfactory for imagination. Sometimes we played 

at Jungles, with an old paper basket as a great tree (upside 

down) - and at the end of "playtime" we always went up to the 

bathroom and it was "bath and bed" at 7 p.m. Then I always read a 

library book until 7.30 p.m. - we worked through the Children's 

Section and had lots of fun with the "Fives" series of books - 

the children who sailed their boat on Pill Creek.  

 

We had five and a half years in the Lancaster Road Circuit.  Phil 

had been a Supernumerary under the Mission House up to then.  

With returning health, he felt as if he could manage a circuit 

again.  So he asked the Mission House if they could find him a 

job to suit his medical dossier.  They circulated the Chairmen of 

the Districts and there was only one man who could offer him a 

suitable job – the Chairman of Cornwall offered a Church in St. 

Ives! This was marvelous news!  What anticipation we had of 

living at the seaside after the Ladbroke Area of London!! It 

seemed too good to be true!  We were due for a holiday, so we 

asked our friends, the Le Prevosts, in Guernsey if we could go 

there while our house was being packed up.  Phil came with us for 

part of the time, but returned to St. Helens Gardens to see that 

everything was sent.  We agreed to meet at Weymouth while the 

transfer was being made, and go on to Cornwall from there.  We 

had a cat in London called "Lao-fu", but she was not a very 

satisfactory cat – just ignored us most of the time.  But she had 

four lovely kittens about eight weeks before we were due to 

leave.  We wanted another cat, and decided on a beautiful ginger 

and white one with lovely markings on her face.  But she was a 

lady – and we wanted a male.  However, we passed all the others 

on to good homes and kept our second ”Lao-fu" – a "tiger" it 

means in Chinese.  We were able to have her spayed at 16 weeks 

old, so she was a delight to us for 13 years!  Phil brought her 

in the car from London when he met us at Weymouth.  She was 

clean, even at that age, and did not once make us a mess in the 

car.  When we got to Tregenna Terrace I shut her in the bathroom 

because I did not want to lose her in our new house.  After that, 
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Lao-fu went into the outside lavatory, where she had her box and 

had shelter and warmth whatever the weather.  After we had had 

her 13 years I did not want another cat.  She was perfect – 

beautiful to look at and delightful to know!  

 

And so we began to get to know St. Ives.  I had thought of it as 

a little Cornish fishing village and was somewhat surprised to 

pass a lot of hotels, etc., as we approached. But we could see 

down to the harbour in various places and were thrilled with the 

beauty of it.  Our Church was to be the "Fishermen's" Church, 

known as Fore Street.  It had the back of it on to the harbour 

and its door in Fore Street. We did not really know what we were 

coming to, but trusted in the Lord.  We found that the Manse was 

in a narrow road above the town – with a wonderful view of the 

harbour.  A number of ladies were in the house trying to sort out 

the Manse furniture and crockery.  Fore Street had had a very sad 

time over recent years – one Minister had died, another was taken 

seriously ill, and a Deaconess had been there. Someone had had a 

dog which had ripped the furniture somewhat.  This was the time 

in Methodism when we had to accept whatever furniture we found in 

the Manses - and like it!  One old steward threw out one awful 

armchair.  But our furniture had arrived in the "nick" of time at 

Tregenna Terrace and the men started to unload.  We soon began to 

make the place homelike, although we found that there were wet 

patches on the inside of the hall and the back dining room was 

very damp. The property was very old.  It used to be called 

”Hangman's Row" as a gibbet used to be at the end of where Park 

Avenue is now – a stile used to go into the fields.  Also the 

house had been altered - the old door step was in the hall where 

one stepped out into the yard and there used to be a window on 

the stairs looking into the back yard.  The scullery and bathroom 

had been built on to the yard.  What we called the "dining room” 

had a fireplace and red floor bricks all uneven - up and down.  

There were cupboards which could not open or be used.  The back 

coal house roof was broken down, so that rain ran into the wall 

of the dining room.  There were 13 steps up from the back yard on 
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to the small back garden, and then a 12 foot wall which held a 

piece of garden belonging to our next door neighbour! Across the 

road, down 5 steps, was our front garden – all overgrown and a 

real mess of bushes, etc.  We might have been daunted by this 

awful Manse, but we were so glad to be sent to a place like St. 

Ives after London that we set to, to make it like home.  I 

painted the worn floor tiles in the back room a brick red – they 

had worn to a pink! I put a mat over them and hoped for the best.  

The old cupboards were ignored and locked up.  We had an electric 

fire put in.  We got some workmen to repair the coal house roof 

so that the inside wall would dry out.  Then Phil painted it a 

nice cream.  The stairs and all woodwork were painted brown, so 

Phil got his paints again and painted everything cream and white.  

We did all our own paper hanging except the front room, when John 

Woolcock helped us. I had a new gas stove in the kitchen and a 

second-hand sink, which was still better than the old rough brown 

one originally. There was an old Cornish range in the kitchen 

which I covered with a curtain to hide it for some time, before 

we had it out. A year or so afterwards we had the dining room 

leveled and put Marley tiles - the same in the kitchen. I 

remember Denis putting his head round the dining room door when I 

was laying the Marley tiles and saying "Phew Mum - a Wimpy Bar!" 

I had chosen about five colours! Most of these improvements and 

paint we paid for ourselves; not the basics like the coal-place 

renovations, etc., but all paints and paper. Grandpa and Grandma 

came to see us early on and Grandpa was marvellous in uprooting 

bushes or cutting down hedges and digging the garden. It soon 

began to look as if someone cared for it. I really tried hard 

with that garden at the front. I made a path from the little 

steps and lined it with stones. I used to keep the hedges down 

and clear up all the mess. I used to grow flowers on one side and 

vegetables on the other: spring flowers, brimstone, carnations, 

onions, cabbage, beetroot, carrots, etc. I used to feel that it 

was a duty to keep the garden nice, as many people stopped for a 

breather when they were coming up the steps and it was something 

to look out upon. No-one has cared for it since we left and so it 
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is a neglected wilderness again. At the back I sowed nasturtiums 

and had them growing all over the garden! I used to cut down the 

bushes of fuchsia each year but they were full of life. My 

neighbour, Mr. Smith, gave me two little plant pots of pitisporum 

before I left and one has now grown into a great tree!  

To continue about the house, we thought it was marvellous to get 

a new stair carpet. Unfortunately, we were there 17 years and 

wore it out partially. We used to change it around and I remember 

stitching up on one of its worn places. I also remember Phil 

right on the top of a plank and ladder painting the wall on the 

top of the stairs - terrifically high! Still, it was our happy 

home for 17 years.  

 

Everyone loved my husband, He was a marvellous preacher and 

visitor. The Chapel never seemed to be shut - or the Sunday 

School. There were business meetings usually on Mondays, Women's 

Bright Hour Tuesday, Young Wives Wednesday afternoon, Men's 

Association Wednesday night, Christian Endeavour Thursday night, 

Teenagers Guild on Friday nights and Prayer Meeting Saturday, 

This last was discontinued and made a P.M. after Sunday night 

service: Phil or I were expected to be at all those meetings. I 

remember that I went to Sunday School and was co-opted as Leader 

of the Primary Department from the first Sunday there - and 

became Leader for the whole of the 17 years! It was very 

worthwhile!  

Of course, the boys were also involved in all these activities 

too - excepting those in the weekdays, They were both in the 

outside Sunday School, not in the Primary, but they faithfully 

came along with me every Sunday afternoon at 2 p.m. I think the 

"outside" Sunday School was run on rather old fashioned lines and 

not a bit like our modern Sunday Schools. Consequently, now that 

the boys are men, they have strange ideas of what Youth Work is 

like these days (in 1978), and yet the men who were teachers in 

those days were fishermen "saints" - but perhaps given to long 

prayers and rather fundamental ideas of the Bible. I must say, 

though, that both boys were absolutely loyal, though it must have 
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been a strain sometimes. Both boys were J.M.A. Missionary 

collectors and got their medals with a bar year after year.  

Of course, they both went with me up into the Gallery at Fore 

Street twice on Sunday. Hugh, being the youngest, often went to 

sleep!  

 

I remember one Sunday, when I said "Time for Chapel" (at 6 p.m.) 

and Denis said he did not want to go. Well, I have always said 

that I would not force them when they did not want to go - but I 

always hoped they would enjoy praising God in the church 

services, We set off for Chapel, Hugh and I, leaving Den at home. 

Imagine my surprise when I got to Fore Street Chapel to see Den 

sitting in our seat! He had had second thoughts and run round 

another way.  

 

Both the lads went to the local Junior School and did well there. 

Hugh was in the Infants when we first went to St. Ives. But it 

was not long before Denis won his "scholarship" to Humphry Davy 

Grammar School. And Hugh was two years later. Hugh was always a 

"dark horse" about his class attainments. But there came a day 

when he rushed home to tell us that he was also going to Humphry 

Davy. We were delighted. I met the headmaster, Mr. Adams, in the 

street just after and said "It was a pleasant surprise that Hugh 

passed his 11 plus" and he said, without hesitation, "There was 

never any doubt"!  

So they both used to go off on the Penzance bus at 8.05 a.m. and 

get home at 4.50 every night. 

 

Hugh went to camp one year, near St. Just in Roseland. There was 

a terrible storm the first night - tents flat. I went on Sunday 

afternoon and found all were in the local day school. Poor Hugh 

had to come home - all did, in fact.  

 

I just remember, in passing, that I met one of the teachers in 

the Junior School quite early in Denis's classes there, who 

stopped me and said "Do you know what your boy is saying? He says 
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he was born on the dining table"! I said, "He really was - in the 

Internment Camp"!  

 

When the lads were at school I always made a point of getting 

home to cook their tea. It was quite an easy tea because they 

always wanted the same thing - bacon, tomatoes and egg! Perhaps 

it was just bacon or just egg - but always with tomatoes. I 

bottled jars of them!  

 

I must record that Phil had a near nervous breakdown at the time 

of the Suez Crisis, about December 1955, Phil would not stay to 

see the doctor, so I went with him and told Dr. Barwell that he 

almost felt as if he was responsible for Suez. Dr. Barwell 

immediately picked up his telephone and phoned Edward Hain 

Hospital to ask for a bed. Phil had about two weeks in hospital 

and then went away with me to Sidholme (Sidmouth) for 12 days. It 

was very quiet there and did him good. The girls on the staff at 

Treloyhan Manor took both the boys and looked after them while we 

were away. Hugh would go downhill to the Junior School and Phil 

(Denis) would catch the bus for Penzance outside the gate.  

 

During the first Spring Term that Den was at Humphry Davy, Mr. 

Ferris arranged for a party of boys to go to the Isles of Scilly, 

camping, canoeing and sailing. Although Den was only twelve, he 

wanted to go, so we got him some plimsolls from Woolworths and 

threw them into the Scillonian just before they set off. The 

school had a small sailing dinghy which they took on the boat. 

Apparently a good time was had by all - especially Den, who found 

that he was a natural "sailor". Mr. Ferris said that, after the 

first time, he allowed Den to take other boys. I count Denis's 

enthusiasm for sailing from this time.  

 

Then Dad decided that we must have a holiday on the Broads - so 

we hired a caravan (for us two) and a sort of summer house for 

the boys and a sailing boat called the "Orchis" - and we had a 

lovely week. Denis was in his element and could handle the boat 
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marvellously. Hugh was also good, although much younger. One day 

we ran for the shore on one of the Broads and the sail came down 

on top of us! That year Denis won the "Watermanship Cup" for 

sailing, canoeing, swimming a mile, life-saving and swimming 

fully clothed from land to St. Michael's Mount - and won it every 

year afterwards, except for one year, when he decided that he 

ought to let Richard Matthews have it.  

We had exploratory walks on Saturday mornings with Roger Luke, 

Ian white and other boys, and Denis was the "Pathfinder".  

Then Dad thought we ought to have a boat of our own and we found 

an old hulk which had been left on the beach at Lelant Ferry 

sands and had the tide wash in and out for a long time. But it 

was a boat originally made for St. Ives Bay - clinker-built. So 

Dad found the owner - David Greenhalgh, I think it was - and got 

it and some rather old sails for £30.  

Then Captain Stevens helped the boys to row it down to the beach 

at Lelant Station.  

Mr. John R. Cothey was a Church Member at Fore Street and a boat 

builder. He had his shed on "Mount Zion" (an old Chapel Building) 

and he got the boat in and put six new planks in it. It was 

painted and named "Phyl-o-Mine". after me and the other Phils who 

would be sailing in her. That boat gave us endless pleasure. She 

was a real beauty. The boys could go out alone and we could feel 

they were perfectly safe in her.  

Phil also did a lot of sailing in her, although it got to be much 

too much later.  

The boys and Dad would often catch mackerel by "whiffing". One 

day they brought home 86 - and it was a Saturday night, so we got 

in the car and went around the various Ministers in Cornwall and 

asked if they would like some fish! We got rid of them!  

We also loved mackerel soused - done with fish spice and half 

vinegar and water, and left in the oven for a few hours until 

they were dry and black! They would then keep, and we could eat 

them like salmon with bread and butter.  
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Then, after this phase, Phil and the boys decided they would like 

to make their own "Enterprise" dinghy and do some racing. So Dad 

sent away for a kit and a hull and we got permission from Mrs. 

Polly of Carbis Bay, who had a double garage, to build "Ting Kwa" 

in there! Dad and the boys had a terrific time building that 

boat. They were most particular. Dad would only do it on Saturday 

mornings, as he had his own work to do. But I was amazed at the 

time that was spent on getting the finish on that boat. They 

would ask one week for 2/6 to buy sandpaper and the next week - 

paint! One week they would take off the paint and the next 

another coat of paint would be put on! I think that this went on 

for about ten weeks - until the finish on that boat was like 

silk! Both Dad and Denis were such perfectionists! Also I must 

not forget Hugh, who also put hours into that boat. We called it 

"Ting Kwa" because in Ningpoese it means "Very Happy" or "Very 

Fast", according to the accent. We thought it a very suitable 

name because it was a happy boat and proved very fast. From the 

time Ting Kwa was finished, Denis and Hugh joined the Penzance 

Sailing Club - Denis was helmsman and Hugh a devoted crew. They 

used to go for all sailing events and our front room table was 

soon full of cups and mementos! They were so keen that one year 

when we had changed Manses with Rev. Granville at Helston, the 

boys sailed in Falmouth Week and on the Tuesday we towed the boat 

from the Fal back to Penzance for club racing. Phil was very keen 

and spent a lot of time on the Penzance pier watching their 

progress with the binoculars. Sometimes Den did some usual 

sailing - not keeping with the fleet but shooting off on his own 

angle and leaving everybody else. Dad would say "What on earth is 

the boy doing?" But afterwards Den would say "If you hope to win, 

it is no good following the others"! This method seemed to stand 

him in good stead in all his events. We spent our summer holidays 

for several years on or near boats. We had two enjoyable holidays 

at Hullbridge "Estuary Holidays", which were just four huts on 

stilts with a place for the car beneath - and a wooden staircase 

up to the living quarters so that one could see over the high 

bank of the river. There was a little trapdoor in the bank which 
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would open and close at high and low tide to serve a little 

stream through the neighbouring field. This was all right - a 

boat was attached to each hut, and Dad and the boys enjoyed 

sailing down to the estuary - but one night we had a terrific 

thunderstorm. We kept the boys happy playing games on the table 

until bedtime, then we went to bed and commended ourselves to God 

- because the lightning was really most dangerous as we were very 

exposed in our huts on this open ground.  

In the middle of the night Phil looked out and saw that we were 

in the middle of a great flood. Phil called to the boys to go 

down to the car and help to jack it up on to breeze blocks, but 

all to no avail and the car was flooded. We had Richard Vincent 

on holiday with us at the time. He had to return home on the 

Friday, but we stayed over the weekend.  

In the early morning Mr. Foyster. who owned the huts, came in a 

rowing boat, which he had to tie up on our steps. All sorts of 

things went floating by. One was half a dozen eggs in a case, and 

we were glad of them because we could not get out to shops and we 

did not know when we should be able to get to Hullbridge again. 

Also we saw masses of timber floating by, from a bungalow that 

was being built nearby. We heard a lady screaming from a nearby 

house. She was sitting on a window sill and had to be rescued!  

In the early morning light we could see mysterious shapes 

floating by on the river. They turned out to be bales of corn 

from a field up river. Some farmer must have sustained a big 

loss. The next day the flood receded a bit, but we had to wait 

until Sunday before a farmer could rescue our car and tow it to a 

garage.  

I cannot describe the state it was in - mud everywhere. The 

engine was full of it - the upholstery was covered and we even 

saw a little tree growing in one of the lamps! We were supposed 

to be back by the Wednesday night because it was Quarterly 

Meeting but we could not call for the car until Tuesday. When we 

opened the car it STANK!! There was no other name for it. We put 

brown paper on the seats and hoped for the best. It was a new car 

in time for our holidays! We set off back to Cornwall and got on 
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all right until we neared Wylie in Wiltshire, when a terrible din 

broke out. Phil stopped the car and coasted downhill to this 

village of Wylie to the one and only garage. We left the car 

there and looked for somewhere to stay the night. There was a 

Temperance Hotel but we did not like the look of it so we went to 

the only other place - the Bull Inn! It was a very old place - 

and we were shown to a room where the floor was not straight and 

the door would not fit - and they did not serve meals!! It was 

Hugh's birthday - 9th September. He was 1O years old. He was very 

fond of Cream Crackers, so we found a small shop where they sold 

crackers and we had them for an evening meal - as his birthday 

cake! I forget what else we had - but the nearest place was 

Salisbury and we could not get fish and chips. The car was 

supposed to be done next day. They had found that the top of the 

distributor was missing and petrol was sprayed all over the base 

of the car. We heard the mechanic ringing up the garage in 

Hullbridge about this fact. The Hullbridge man apparently said 

that it was there when he repaired it, but the Wylie man was 

adamant that it could not have been! So all we heard was a re- 

iteration of the remark over and over again: "Well, it ain't 

there now. it ain't there now", in a very strong Wiltshire 

accent. The distributor had to be sent for to some place and 

would be returned on a carrier the next day. So we very anxiously 

looked for the carrier's lorry, as it was not very sure whether 

one could be supplied. He was late coming, having been around 

several villages, but at last he came! And it was there. We got 

home eventually, but too late for the meeting.    

 

After that it seemed that we built our holidays around the 

Enterprise Championships every year. Our boat was so perfect - it 

had to be weighed and measured every time and it always passed 

the test. In 1962, we went to Whitstable and changed houses with 

an organist. Then we went up to Helensburgh - a long journey to 

tow "Ting Kwa" all the way from Cornwall. We used to start at 

midnight and get through Exeter at 3 a.m. and Bath at 5 a.m. to 

get well on the way before heavy traffic came. We stayed one  
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night with Dr. and  Mrs. Ken Leese at Bury when we were on our 

way to Helensburgh. Then we had a caravan. The Races were only 

for one week. The boys were now known as "The Slater Boys" as 

they were still quite young. The second week we had some 

enjoyable trips through the Trossacks and up to Oban. We also had 

trips on the boat around the Kyles of Bute.  

I think that Harwich (1966) was our next championship. Then we 

also did it at Weymouth one year (1965). Hugh was very sorry that 

year, because he was now in Loughborough College and had a 

holiday project to do at Slapton Sands, to do with his Biology 

course, and we had to get another boy, Terry Marks, to take his 

place. Then one year we had to go to Kings Steignton to a caravan 

site with Rev. and Mrs. Cullington and Anne, to take part in the 

Races at Torquay (1963). Perhaps I have not got all these events 

in the correct order, but I know that we did Whitstable, 

Helensburgih, Harwich and Torquay. Perhaps I shall need to amend 

the order later. We did very well and finished up with a large 

number of plaques. Denis and Hugh really were good.  

 

Denis applied to be a Local Preacher on 31st May. 1964.    

 

But now both lads were at college - Denis had been accepted at 

London University to train at St. Mary's Hospital, Paddington, as 

a doctor-to-be, and Hugh was at Loughborough College for Woodwork 

(Craft) and Biology, hoping for Teacher Training.  

Dad and I had been invited to the Isles of Scilly to take 

Missionary Meetings when Denis had received his notice to go up 

to St. Mary's Hospital for interview. He just took himself off 

without our advice and help, and was accepted straight away! We 

felt very pleased with him. He started at Mary's in October 1964. 

He became the local Secretary for Meth. Soc. during his first 

year, connected with Lancaster Road and Geof Ainger, and this 

gave us great joy, but somehow he became disenchanted with 

Methodism through Hinde Street Chapel services.  
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He then became a member of London Universities Sailing Team, and 

later of British Universities Sailing Team. This meant sailing on 

the West Harp and all over the British Isles and events took 

place on a Sunday, so his loyalties became divided.  

One could understand that it was a clean, outdoor activity for a 

young man in University but, to his father, who had been pleased 

that even in the Championships of the "Enterprise" Class they had 

not sailed on Sundays, it was a disappointment. We were so 

pleased with other aspects of his life in St. Mary's Hospital, 

though. He lived a good clean life, without alcohol or other 

excesses usually connected with Medical and other University 

students. He helped with an adventure playground at Lancaster 

Road. 

All medical students had a three month Sabbatical, in which 

students could use their time getting experience wherever they 

wanted. Denis decided to go to Denmark, Norway and Sweden on a 

Medical Summer School and then on to Turku in Finland. He had 

several weeks there and then travelled north by bus to the Arctic 

Circle. He said that it was strange to go through dense forests 

and find a little girl, miles away from human habitation, waiting 

for the bus! He finally arrived at Hammerfest, the most northerly 

town in the Arctic Circle. The Germans had occupied it during the 

1939-45 war. He became attached to the hospital, but spent much 

time in the hospital boat fetching patients from the out-islands. 

This just suited Denis! Then he took the mail boat down the coast 

of Norway to Trondheim, then train to Gothenberg and walked out 

to the islands to stay with Alf and Brit Marie Lundgren and 

worked on the lifeboat, and so home.  

 

Before his final year he went on V.S.O. to Papua-New Guinea. 

This was a wonderful opportunity - he flew to Australia (Perth), 

then across to Sydney and up the east coast of Australia to 

Cairns, and across from there to Port Moresby, then by a Dakota 

to the Western Highlands main town, Mount Hagen. Here was the 

Central Highlands Hospital but it was not big - only one storey 

wards - but it gave him a good idea of the country and people and 
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the chance to learn Pidgin English. There were intelligent 

"Doctor-Boys" who, with their knowledge of First Aid and simple 

diseases, were often placed around in jungle villages and could 

treat the native people or bring them in to the main hospital. I 

have kept a copy of all of his letters and they make thrilling 

reading. He had six months in his first hospital and was then 

moved to a smaller hospital of 60 beds at Laiagam, in a jungle 

area, and he had many interesting accounts of life in the remoter 

parts of New Guinea. The roads were almost non-existent and 

almost all journeys were done by Cessna planes. The Australian 

Government were responsible for New Guinea and had District 

Commissioners to oversee various areas. These native people were 

only one step away from Stone Age Man in many respects, with wild 

painted faces and great feather head-dresses, whose wealth was 

shown by the number of pig "tokens" hanging round their necks. 

They loved to get together in dances and bang their long drums 

for interminable periods. But Denis had much valuable experience 

there - treating arrow wounds, stitching up "chopping" wounds, 

taking blood from the prisoners in gaol, removing teeth and  

delivering babies. He travelled in the forests on foot and over 

incredibly beautiful lakes on dug-out canoes. His six months at 

Laiagam soon went. We had a letter from a V.S.O. official saying 

that they were very pleased with the work which he had done.  

 

It was time then for him to return home to complete his training 

at St. Mary's. It was so like Den that he did not come home in 

the most straightforward way, but got off the plane at Cairns and 

continued by hitch-hiking across the north of Australia. It was a 

dry and arid land and very sparsely populated. He would get 

picked up by a lorry or car driver and go a hundred miles or 

more, and then pick up another. He slept in some - and even had 

to drive the car on one occasion when the driver was drunk. He 

did not go to Darwin but turned south and went through the sheep 

country, where he saw aboriginals and many large farms remote 

from others. I have a snap of him on a 100 mile beach! He 

eventually reached Perth and so home to London.  
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At St. Mary’s he made the friend of a fine young man from 

Mauritius while he was at St. Mary's, called Iqbal Ghanti. He 

lived for his medical career. He came to stay with us at Carbis 

Bay twice. He has since married and gone back home.  

 

Denis, also, met a young nurse in St. Mary's who had all his 

interests of sailing, etc., and we were soon to get to know her 

very well. She came to stay at St. Ives. Of course, Den had had 

other girl friends on and off, but Jillian proved to be the one!     

 

But what about Hugh all this time!? The time came for him to go 

to be interviewed at Loughborough College. He took with him a 

splendid bedside cupboard with a sliding front (going upwards). 

He had made several good pieces of household furniture which I 

still have at home (1978) - a piano stool, stamp cabinet, etc., 

record cabinet, a beautiful occasional table with drawer, which 

holds the T.V. He did very well at College but did not enjoy 

Biology as much as Craft. However, he had some interesting 

projects to do in holiday times. One year he had to go to a 

course on Biology at Slapton Sands.  

Then, another time, he had to write a thesis on Hayle Estuary, 

which he had to map out with the various-rivulets, the sand dunes 

and the effects of the tides on the Saltings.  

He spent a lot of time on the Dunes with a 2 foot square wire, 

which he had to throw anywhere and then dig and record what 

creatures of the sands he found.  

The project he enjoyed the most, though, was going around the 

whole of Penwith photographing and measuring the numerous Cornish 

Crosses around here. He entered them in a book which made a 

splendid record. He found Cornish Crosses in churchyards, on 

walls and in hedges. Some farmers would point out a cross which 

was in a hedge which could not be seen normally, but which Hugh 

knew must be there by the name of Crows, Crowlas or other forms 

of "cross" name in a village area. He was like a detective going-

around the countryside with his camera and measuring tape.  
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When Hugh was in Humphry Davy he had a good friend named Peter 

Penneck, who was nearly as good as Hugh in Woodwork but just 

failed to get the Woodwork Cup. But, when they decided to go to 

Loughborough College, they hoped to keep together, which they did 

- and managed to share rooms all through their time at College. 

The first year they were in College itself, but the second year 

they were in Mountsonel and had to cycle to Loughborough each 

day. However, they had some good times together. They were both 

total abstainers and sometimes had to put the beer after a party 

locked up in their room - and even put some students to bed! 

While they were at Mountsonel they got very friendly with the 

Baptist Pastor there and often went out with him to conduct 

Sunday evening services. They also had some "fun" times when they 

had Raft Races on the Soar! Many were the duckings they had!  

They also visited Uncle Reg and family at Candlesby and had happy 

times there. 

Hugh was a great one for buying old cars (I think one was £25) 

and doing them up. They had some fun with these old bangers! At 

one period Hugh used Grandpa's old bike to cycle to College. 

There were only men at Loughborough on Hugh's first term but 

another high rise block was going up fast and it was to 

accommodate the first girls in his second year. There was a 

minister's daughter called Jane Crawford, whose parents were at 

Bodmin at the time. There was some competition between Pete 

Penneck and Hugh at one time. I remember how Hugh went all the 

way to Bodmin to fetch Jane to take her to the Minack Theatre, 

the open air theatre near to Lands End - and then it was 

cancelled because of rain. What a disappointment!  

 

Then Hugh left Loughborough he managed to get a job at Portsmouth 

Grammar School.  

He was not too happy there, so transferred to Ryde, Isle of 

Wight, and stayed there very happily for two years. But he always 

longed to be back in Cornwall, so when a job transpired at 

Redruth Grammar he was only too glad to have it, though it was 

only for a year, while the other man was on a course. Hugh was 
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most happy at Redruth. The boys did "Trial by Jury" while he was 

there. He was thrilled. As Chairman of the Jury he did 

splendidly. I went to the performance. It was such an enjoyable 

evening! It was a pity he had to leave Redruth Grammar at the end 

of that period but perhaps God was leading him, because he 

applied for a post at Falmouth Secondary Modern and got it. He 

was not too happy there but he fell in love with the art mistress 

- Tricia Bailey. He used to spend many evenings in the little 

Coach House which was shared by Tricia and a colleague at Mylor. 

I got used to him coming home after 1 a.m. because it was quite a 

journey - both there and back.  

 

Finally, he got a job in a boat building firm and left teaching. 

He was discouraged because the discipline in the new school 

seemed non-existent. He and Tricia decided to get married, which 

they did, on 21st April 1973 in our Fore Street Church, and went 

on their honeymoon to the Isles of Scilly.     

 

But I must go back to Denis, because I must record that he 

married the little girl called Jillian Birch who was a nurse at 

St. Mary's and also crewed for him in the Sailing Club. This took 

place at our Fore Street Church, St. Ives, on 24th October 1970. 

My husband, Phil, took the service and we had the reception at 

the Bay Hotel, St. Ives. It was a very happy occasion - and I 

told him for the first time of the "Voice" which I heard just 

after he was born - "For the Healing of the Nations". I had not 

even whispered it to him before, but kept it in my heart as a 

great hope. He was now qualified and could take jobs. He went for 

a period to Welwyn Garden City Hospital, where they had a flat. 

Then for a period in Treliske, Truro, where they had a doctor's 

flat. Then Phil (Den) joined a group practice in Falmouth. After 

a period in digs, he and Jillian found a house which suited them, 

In 5 Frobisher Terrace, Falmouth. This was a most roomy house 

with wonderful rooms overlooking the Fal over to Flushing. They 

decided to make two rooms into one upstairs as a large lounge and 
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sleep downstairs. This worked admirably. First of all Den worked 

with Dr. Wright and and Dr Deighton.  

 

Phil and I were so happy in our bungalow, "Roselyn", Hendra Vean, 

Carbis Bay. We had put ourselves and our savings into the hands 

of the Methodist Ministers Housing Society in 1969 when Phil 

retired. We could not scrape up enough money to buy even an old 

ruin of a house in Cornwall, yet we did not want to leave 

Cornwall, So we had this house for £1OO a year plus Water Rate 

and House Rates, because we had given £1,600 to the Methodist 

Housing Society. Phil had it written into the deeds that I should 

not be turned out if he passed away, so I stayed on.  

 

It was a very sad day, on Easter Monday (12
th
 April) 1971, when 

Hugh and I decided to go to see "Ben Hur" at the cinema. It was 

such a wonderful film, we felt really uplifted by it. As we came 

home, the light was on in the lounge. We brought the car into the 

drive and I entered the house and called out in my usual way to 

Phil. Then I opened the lounge door - and found my loved one dead 

on the floor!!  

 

Naturally, I felt sorry that I had gone out and left him, but Dr. 

Barwell (our G.P.) assured me that this sudden death would have 

happened if I had only been in the kitchen! So I ceased to worry. 

We fetched in our neighbour, Mr. Andrew, and his son-in-law, and 

with Doctor and Hugh they managed together to get Phil on to our 

bed. At 11.30 p.m. Mrs. Freeman was sent for to lay him out. 

Doctor asked me if I wanted some sleeping pills but I said that I 

did not. I felt that the Lord was near. I suppose it was a lovely 

way to go, without great pain - but Phil had been under the 

doctor for many years - even when he did that marvellous job of 

work at Fore Street for 17 years. He continually had heart 

trouble - and had 7 weeks in hospital in Penzance in 1967 (or 

thereabouts). He was a very brave man and often visited sick 

people when he was much worse himself. I have seen him come up 
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into the pulpit and brace himself against the desk before being 

able to give out the first hymn!  

Hugh and I had to share the only other bed that night. I put a 

pillow down the middle and we managed for that night. After that 

Mr. Stevenson, who was in charge of funeral arrangements, had 

Phil put into the Carbis Bay Chapel, where he lay until the 

funeral on the following Thursday. Reg and Ivy and several 

others, Ron, Win, Will and Gladys and Kitty Slater came down for 

the funeral. The Chapel was packed with Ministers from all over 

Cornwall. Rev. Hubert Luke gave a most moving address and the 

Catholic Priest, Father Delayney, who was always a friend of 

Phil's, read the lesson. It was a most moving service. Phil was 

buried in Longstone Cemetery. His grave is 648.   

 

In 1978, Dr. Wright retired and Den became the senior man of the 

practice, and then it was Dr. Philip Slater, Dr. Rotheray and 

later a young lady doctor, Jill Vines. She came to live at 

Frobisher Terrace until her own house was ready and until her 

husband could join her. She and Simon Vines had bought an old 

farm called "Pack Saddle Farm" at Penryn. The old practice in 

Kimberley Road under Dr. Wright had now closed, and now a fine 

new Health Centre was opened near the Hospital and Phil had his 

own surgery and receptionist. By now Phil (he had been called 

Phil at college, in hospitals and in Practice) had two lovely 

children, Philip Matthew, born 18th May 1975, and Verity, born 

19th April 1977. Hugh had a lovely girl called Abigail Lucy, born 

25th August 1976.    

 

I kept in very good health over the years. I had been the leader 

of a keep Fit class for three years at Carbis Bay Chapel when I 

was 60 plus, but I found that I had a bit of blood pressure so 

had to give it up. I was sorry about this as I had enjoyed the 

weekly classes. I had always enjoyed Chapel affairs - the Women's 

Meeting and various business meetings, Coffee Mornings and an 

occasional preaching.  
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I had the large garden to cultivate or keep tidy. We always 

welcomed people to stay with us - our visitors' book will show 

what an open house we had always kept over the years. However, 

life catches up with us - and so it was with great surprise that 

I had a small stroke on 15th August 1978. I was looking after 

Den's little boy, Matthew, and was hoping to take him to the 

Steam Locomotive Exhibition at Crowlas on Tuesday, 15th August, 

when I suddenly had this peculiar stroke. I could not speak 

properly and my right hand felt strange.  

I managed to get out of the front gate but no-one was about - no 

milkman, postman or anyone. Then, wonderfully, my neighbour in 

"Pippins" - Mr. Allen - came on his bicycle. He took me into his 

house and put me in a chair and sent for the doctor. I could not 

say anything I wanted to say. I could not say where my boys were 

- Phil had gone on a sailing holiday to Fowey and Hugh was not on 

the phone. I could not write anything - though I could understand 

what people said.  

Dr. Pardoe was very kind, but it was quite distressing not to 

make folks understand. Matthew was as good as gold. Finally the 

police force of both Fowey and Falmouth were sent out to find my 

sons. 


