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FAMILY ‘SANTON’

THOMAS LONG SANTON
(03.02.1869-27.02.1942)

Born 1869 in Wingate Durham, England. Son of Samuel Hobson Santon, grocer, and Mary
Long. Mary remarried after his death and became Mrs Robinson. She died aged 70 and is
buried in Wingate Cemetery. Thomas had one brother, Hobson who had one son who made
the army his career. He had a daughter but no sons to carry on the family name. Thomas
also had a sister, Mary.
Thomas Long Santon came to New Zealand in 1901, Queen Victoria’s Jubilee year. He
worked in Tomoana freezing works in Hawkes Bay and Wellington. He then joined the gold
rush in Coolgardie, Australia. He did not discover gold, but was not out of pocket, for the
boat fare was only about 30 shillings. In his late 30s he decided it was time to settle down
and secure some land. He travelled through the Waikato and Hauraki Plains, often in a
canoe, searching for suitable land. He arrived in Taneatua, found a farm in the Opouriao
Valley was up for sale, looked it over and bought it even though he had very little
knowledge about farming. Land in the valley had been confiscated from Tuhoe as
punishment for their participation in the Maori Wars. Originally it had been settled by
ballot. The previous owner had taken possession in 1898 but had to give up farming after
his son was killed in a farm accident.
This is the official description from the Government Ballot:
“Section 10, Block Xlll – Section 16: 306 acres 1 road 43 acres drained, flat; 67 acres bush;
1196 acres 1 road fern hills broken at back and hilly throughout; watered by sundry small
streams; 25 chains drain; hills of poor quality, but flat good; grassed; frontage to Awahou
Road; eleven miles from Whakatane Township”
THOMAS LONG SANTON MARRIED EVA CAROLINE LAIMBEER 1905

(At Keziah’s farmhouse Maharahara, between Dannevirke and Woodville)
Immediately after the wedding they set off on the long journey in a horse and gig. They
were accompanied by Eva’s 16-year-old brother, Tom, who rode his horse. They journeyed
via Hastings, Te Pohue, Tarawera, Galatea and around the Rangitaiki Plain which was a vast
swamp. Where there was no road, young Tom climbed trees to look for a suitable track.
They spent many nights camping en route. When they eventually arrived, the gig was
completely stripped of its varnish. They spent a week in Taneatua staying at Hinemoa
House before proceeding to the farm. By this time, they had only 3s 6d left and they
needed to wait a month before their first dairy cheque of £2. Tom stayed for 10 months
and helped them clear some of the land and settle in. Only the flat land in front of the 3bedroom cottage had been cleared. There was no electricity. Cooking was done on a wood
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stove, water was heated in kerosene tins and lighting was from kerosene lamps. Washing
was done outside. The 20 cows had to be milked by hand. Eva became a dab hand at
milking – 8 an hour and was an excellent horse woman. She also learnt to drive a car and
was well known for the speed she drove at! The couple bought their first car, a Model T
Ford in 1919 and were able to visit Eva’s family in Dannevirke. It took several days just to
drive there. Eva was a great cook and her culinary expertise was enjoyed by the many
guests she entertained and at local community functions which took place in the Drill Hall,
Taneatua. She also cared for several motherless children until they were old enough to live
independently.
For the first 10 years there was not enough feed for the animals during the winter so they
were taken up the Whakatane River which had to be crossed 8 times to graze maize stalks
grown by the Tuhoe Maori on the river flats. Later on, they were able to buy the adjacent
200acre farm with money Eva inherited from her mother. Fanny Alma and her sons had
bought more land which they developed and sold and eventually became quite prosperous.
Eva and Thomas’s two children were born on the farm. A major happening in their lives
was when their house burnt down. Thomas and the children were at a function in
Taneatua. Eva was home alone and going to take a bath. She heated up the water, put it in
the bath, lit a kerosene lamp and placed it on the window ledge. Just as she was getting
undressed she saw some pigs in the garden. While chasing them out, the wind blew the
curtains across the lamp and it caught fire. The blaze soon took hold and neighbours arrived
to help. She had not been able to get their important documents out of the house and a
neighbour went in to try and retrieve them but came out holding a coral ornament. Eva
related that she was so disgusted that she disposed of the only item saved. The family had
to live in temporary accommodation. Thomas dug into the hill and put a tarpaulin over the
top. This became the kitchen. They lived and slept in the cowshed. Eva made sure that
their next home was built with bricks which they made themselves out of pumice from the
hillside! The site was down the hill nearer the road. This house was much larger and more
modern. By then electricity had come to the valley so she was able to install all the mod
cons such as a fridge!

EVA ALMA SANTON
(05.03.09- 15.02.2000)

Alma was born two years after her much-adored older brother, Godfrey. Her earliest
memory was of getting on a horse by herself and finding that she was facing the tail! She
was 3 years old! She also rode to school each day, first to Opouriao Valley School and later
to Taneatua School where she was a pupil until just before her 15th birthday. She then
worked on the farm and helped in the home. The story is told of a visitor who had been
staying for a week before finding out that Alma was the daughter not the maid! She
enjoyed participating in horse hunts and lots of community affairs. She met her husband
Steven Eagle at the tennis club. His family owned a farm at Waimana and he drove cattle
from Gisborne through to the Waikato. He never proposed but did ask her mother, Eva,
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who approved of the relationship. They were married 24 July 1934 after a 4-year
engagement! When their first daughter, Carol, was born they returned to live with her
parents. Her father was crippled with arthritis, and Godfrey was off to war so their help was
needed on the farm.
In her biography, written by Geoffrey Scott. Alma recalled the war years as WORK, WORK,
WORK. She said she felt angry when she heard returned service men saying they should
have special treatment for the sacrifices they made while the women slogged their hearts
out on the farms working all hours. They even made hay in the moonlight after the evening
milking had been done, often not finishing until all hours of the morning. In June 1941
Carol’s sister Patricia Alma was born. Now Alma had a child to get off to school, a baby to
look after as well as cows to milk, pigs to feed and sheep to care for. Her father died in
February the following year. Towards the end of the war, Steve’s family helped him buy a
neighbouring dairy farm in Waimana. The house was small with 2 bedrooms and no in-door
bath room or toilet. For several years they had no car. Alma took Patricia to school on the
horse. The decision was made to leave Carol with her grandmother so that she could
continue at Taneatua School and Eva would not be alone. By the time Carol was ready for
secondary school. Alma felt she needed to get away from that situation and applied to send
her to Napier Girl’s High School. She was not successful at first, but some years later Alma
learnt that the school had written saying there was a place for Carol, but the letter had
been sent to Eva’s address and she had secretly destroyed it. When asked how she felt
about this Alma said, “I accepted it. Even though I was a married woman, my mother could
still rule my life.”
Alma and Steve spent 10 years on the Waimana farm. Nieces Cariad and Susan were
welcome visitors and can remember many happy stays during school holidays. They loved
their older cousin Patricia who spent hours playing with them and taking them for rides on
the horse. On one occasion all three were riding on the main road when the horse shied
and all fell off. Unfortunately, Susan hurt her arm and had to have a short hospital stay.
When Alma and Steve bought a car, it was an open top two-seated with a dicky seat at the
back. Cariad and Susan have great memories of riding in it, particularly through the scary
Waimana Gorge.
Steve was not a well man and was accident prone. Alma found herself doing all the work
when he wasn’t able to help. When the Ministry of Works decided to re-route Highway 2
through the middle of their farm, they decided to sell and move to Whakatane. They
bought a large 4-bedroom house on the corner of King Street and Alexander Avenue. Steve
got a job in a butcher shop and Patricia started at Whakatane High School in 1956. Carol
was able to live with her parents as by then she was working in a department store in
Whakatane. Sadly, the happiness in the reunited family was short lived as in their second
year there, Patricia became unwell. After some time of being at home with her mother
caring for her, she was sent to the Waikato Hospital for exploratory surgery. This revealed
that she had terminal liver cancer. There was no treatment. She slowly deteriorated and
died in her beloved mother’s arms 12.07.57 aged 16.
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Carol was engaged to Andy Baker at that time and they were married the following year
19.07.58. Andy, a bus driver, was a lot of fun and Cariad and Susan loved being with him.
They had the privilege of being Junior Bridesmaids at the wedding. Auntie Alma made their
lime green dresses and white velvet boleros. They stayed the night before the wedding with
Carol, Cariad, with her hair in rags in order to produce curls, slept with Carol in her single
bed. Neither got much sleep. The day of the wedding there was a large storm with so much
rain that the Waimana River flooded so much that the bridge between the farm and
Taneatua was not safe to use. Those staying on the farm, which included a number of
Laimbeer visiting relatives, managed to get to the wedding but were informed by police
that they could not return home by road. Fortunately, Godfrey knew of an alternate route
– up the Pekatahi Road, through the Sisam’s and McCracken‘s large farms, crossing the
Whakatane River further up-stream at Ruatoki and then driving down the Opouriao Valley
to get to the farm. There were several cars, driven in the dark in pouring rain through
winding farm tracks. It took hours and was a memorable and at times terrifying experience.
There was a gate to open through the farm and as Susan was with her father in the lead car
she got out to open it and waited until all the cars were through, intending to catch a ride
with the last car. Unfortunately, they didn’t realise it was Susan and sped through until they
queried why a child was out in the wilderness, alone in the dark and stopped, much to her
relief. What an ending to a very special day!!
With Steve often being out of work Alma decided to take in boarders to supplement their
income. They enjoyed the life and vitality the young people brought into their lives. There
was also the joy of grandchildren. Carol’s daughter, Patricia, was born prematurely in
March 1959. Sadly, her next two babies were also premature and Barry (08.06.60) and
Mark (22.04.62) did not survive. Both were born only 4 weeks early, but it was before
medical science specialised in saving prem babies. Brett (92.12.63) and Rhys (30.03.71) did
make it and Carol and Grandma Alma were once again able to cuddle and enjoy their little
ones.
Eva continued living alone in her farm house after her granddaughter Carol moved to
Whakatane to be with her parents. By this time Eva was quite crippled with arthritis.
Walking was difficult, and she used a walking stick. The pain was particularly bad in her
knees and she would ask for liniment to be rubbed on. She also lived on Aspirin and visited
the mineral pools in Rotorua when things got really bad. She kept a dog and the one most
remembered was “Fluff”, a Pomeranian. Eva loved to drive and was very happy to help out
if anyone needed transport. She made a point of taking both Cariad and then Susan on
their first trips to Auckland. What an adventure! As it was too far to drive in one day, a
stay with relatives in Taupiri was required before driving on to Auckland where they stayed
in three different suburbs with friends of Eva. The city of Auckland was amazingly big and
exciting. There were visits to the Farmers’ Department Store and Smith and Caughey’s.
Another memory Cariad has is being driven home by Nan from her music lesson one
winter’s evening. This involved dropping off a friend who lived further up the valley. Nan
was driving at a good speed and did not see a cow crossing the road. One minute we were
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travelling west, the next minute we had come to an abrupt stop and were facing in the
opposite direction. We had hit the cow full-on!
Nan was a very independent person and said she didn’t want to live if she didn’t have a
driving licence. Unfortunately, aged 80 she failed her medical and was unable to renew her
licence. Soon after that her heart started to play-up and she went to live with Alma. One
morning she told Alma to sit on the end of the bed. She told her that she was going to die
that day and a few hours later she died. It was July 24th, 1964, Alma and Steve’s 30th
wedding anniversary.
Steve died from throat cancer in 1973. This was very hard for Alma who, for the first time
in her life, had to live alone. Around this time Alma agreed to the builder, Mick Berg, who
lived next door, dividing their sections and building two units at the back of the properties,
one for her and one for the builder to sell. In exchange she gave him their existing home
and front section. She enjoyed living in her brand-new unit complete with current modcons. She, like her mother, was a good cook and loved to bake and provide guests with food
as well as enjoy a good chat. She was always interested in her grandchildren and nieces
and nephews and their families. Her sight was also failing and she was no longer able to
drive, sew, knit, read and many daily tasks became difficult. When she could no longer care
for herself she moved to live with daughter Carol who by then was living in Kawerau. She
died 15.02.2000, shortly before her 90th birthday.

RIGHT OF PHOTO; ALMA EAGLE NEE ‘SANTON’
HER DAUGHTER CAROL BAKER ON LEFT WITH HER
NIECE SUE SCOTT NEE SANTON CENTRE
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ABOVE: PHYLLIS LLOYD AND THOMAS GODFREY SANTON BEFORE THEIR WEDDING: TAKEN IN EGYPT

THOMAS GODFREY SANTON
(17.03.07-01.07.94)
SON OF….
THOMAS LONG SANTON MARRIED EVA CAROLINE LAIMBEER

Eva and Thomas’s first child was born at home on the farm. He was named after his father
but was known as Godfrey. He had very fair hair and was called “Snowy” by his school
friends. He learned to ride a horse as a small boy and rode the 2k to Opouriao Valley
School each day. Soon after he started school he became ill and the doctor diagnosed
diabetes. For many years he was kept on a sugar-free diet. During a severe attack of
measles, which was thought to have affected his heart, he was kept in bed for 6 months
and it is said that in that time he grew 6 inches! Unfortunately, this put an end to his
playing any sport and he especially missed playing rugby. After his Uncle Jack died of TB,
because he was a sickly child, his parents thought it best if he slept outside in a tent to
benefit from the fresh air. He left school aged 14. By this time he had gained his
Proficiency Certificate. He was unable to continue his education as his help was needed on
the farm. His father was aging and had arthritis and needed a younger man to do the
strenuous physical farm work.
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GODFREY REMEMBERS

(The editor thinks that Godfrey related this story to another person who wrote it down. She
can't recognise the handwriting. Maybe Cariad? Her sister)
My family left Napier in a horse and gig and came across from Taupo, across the Kaingaroa
Plains, down through Murupara, fording the Rangitaiki River as they went. My mother and
father were in a horse and gig and my uncle rode on a hack as an out-rider. He went up
ahead, up the high places, along the way picking out the line of marks - there were no
tracks. Nothing had been through there for years.
As they were coming into Whakatane, they were held up. The tide was in and the river was
too deep to cross- the ford being where the old concrete bridge was in Awatapu. The river
was tidal up past that point. I remember my dad saying that Len Sisam and Walter
Thompson were the first people in this area that they met. They told them it was a pretty
tricky crossing, but if the horse was good it would get them through. Of course, the horse
had a breastplate instead of a collar and rein. After pulling the gig through the Tarawera ash
etc, the horse's shoulders were becoming pretty sore and tender. However, old Ladybird, as
they called her, managed to pull them through.
When they arrived in Whakatane there was no paint or varnish left on the gig. They came
up to Taneatua and stayed in the boarding house which was run by Walter Semmen's
mother. The boarding house was about opposite where Bessie Bennett lives now. They
spent their first few days in Taneatua before they were able to go on the farm.
The farm was drawn by a chap by the name of Hamilton. He was the son of a family who
had been employed by the army that existed in those days. He drew the farm in a ballot
and they had a small house on it. The ti tree was 12 feet high where our house is now.
This chap, Hamilton, went back a little way into the bush with a horse and dray to collect
firewood to warm the place. Coming back over what we know call the airstrip, he capsized
the dray with the firewood on it. What actually happened, we think, is he broke his back,
because he crawled on his hands and knees up the hill from the approach to the airstrip to
where our house is now… Hamilton lived a couple of days before he died. That old house,
which burned down later, at certain times of the year, due to atmospheric conditions,
would, in the particular corner of the room where Hamilton died, give a loud bang with the
contractions of heat and cold. Some people said it was Hamilton's ghost coming back.
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ABOVE: T. G. SORTING GOATS IN HIS SHEEP YARDS
AND BELOW TAKING TIME OUT
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The Bay of Plenty area, and especially the Eastern Bay, was regarded as one of the
backward areas of the country in the early years of the century. Although the climate was
as good as it is today, access was difficult. Both the ports of Whakatane and Opotiki were,
and still are, quite limiting factors.
As far as Whakatane was concerned, our good old stalwart, the 'SS Tasman', plied regularly
between Whakatane and Auckland. If the weather and tides agreed, one boarded the
Tasman, dined, and slept, and was in Auckland in the morning. This was a service that was
hard to beat, and for women and children travelling, it was ideal.
My first trip to Auckland on the 'Tasman', however, was quite different. To start with, the
sea was too rough to cross the difficult Whakatane bar, so the ship sheltered in the lea of
Whale Island. This meant that we passengers had to go out via launch and be hoisted
aboard sitting in, what I believe is, a bosun's chair. And if any of you would like a thrill, you
should try it, especially on an angry sea. Take my word for it, it gingers up the tummy
muscles and can be quite embarrassing for both the person being slung aboard and for
those down below. When we woke the following morning, we were not in Auckland but
sitting in the Tauranga Harbour. Captain Faulkner had deemed that discretion was the
better part of valour and had run for shelter.
In those days most people bought supplies in bulk. Auckland firms had travellers on the
road or ran mail order businesses with their country clients, and, of course, the good ship
'Tasman' was the conveyance, the lifeline. It was part of our community. One Auckland firm
that rendered a sterling service to the area in those days was Smith and Caughey's. Their
representative, a Mr Berridge, lived in Opotiki, and in his horse and gig, he canvassed the
district every three months, providing the settlers with an excellent service.
It happened that I was one of about forty pupils who attended the Opouriao School destroyed by fire many years since. I was elected captain of the football team, but alas, I
had no football jersey and my parents wouldn't buy me one. Not long before I had
contracted rheumatic fever and when football was mentioned, both they and the family
doctor gravely shook their heads. I played hell in the only way a young boy could. I pointed
out that we played football at school every day and if I didn't play I'd be doing a lot of other
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things. The message got through and so when Mr Berridge called on behalf of Smith and
Caughey's, he was entrusted with an order for, among other things, one football jersey. This
order, along with many others, amounting to many hundreds of pounds was in the old
'Tasman' when it ran into the Raurimus 1and was a total loss. However, someone must have
heard my schoolboy prayers and Smith and Caughey’s replaced all those orders. The sequel
to it all is this. Many years later I was granted commissioned rank in the Territorial Army
and a uniform grant to set myself up as an officer and a gentleman. Most of the chaps
patronised some high sounding military tailor but I was the odd man out. I gave the job to
Smith and Caughey's and never regretted it. I felt it helped to balance the books.
In the years that we are talking about, people made their own entertainment: tennis
parties, dinner parties, country dances were popular. The churches too, usually were
prominent in their activities. Whole families would join for Sunday dinner and a good old
gossip. The homemaker put her best foot forward.
The local cheese factory was also a great source of news. Each farmer carted his milk by
dray, wagon, or spring cart according to the distance and the quantity. Before the days of
radio and television, the factory was a great nerve centre of the district. Farmers yarned
while helping one another or waiting their turn and there was always some interesting local
news to discuss.
One day my dad returned with the news that we were invited out to Sunday's dinner and
that we were to be having a sucking pig - a great delicacy! Our hostess excelled herself and
as we all sat around sucking on lips and savouring the last remnants of what had been a
delicious meal, we were given a rundown of how it had all come about. Modern piggeries of
course were unknown, and the heroine of this story had produced a very healthy litter
under a bank on a bit of hillside not far from the back door of the house. The piglets had
access to all the household scraps and all other tit-bits and a very healthy family developed.
However, there was a change in the weather and a storm blew up. The old girl burrowed
into the bank to produce an overhang so that her progeny could be kept dry. Unfortunately,
We know them as the Raurimus but Wikipedia says: Rurima Island is a small island in the Bay of Plenty, off
New Zealand's North Island. The island is the largest of the Rurima Rocks, with the smaller Moutoki and Tokata
Islands lying about 1 km (0.62 mi) east and west respectively.
1

Located approximately 9 km (5.6 mi) west of Moutohora Island and 10 km (6.2 mi) northwest from the mouth of
the Rangitaiki River, the Rurima Rocks are an uninhabited nature reserve owned by the Ngāti Awa iwi.[1] Kiore
(Polynesian Rat) were eradicated in the 1980s, and Moutoki Island has long been an outpost for tuatara. The
closest settlement is Thornton, about 1 km (0.62 mi) upstream from the mouth of the Rangitaiki.
Rurima Island is about 500 m (550 yd) long, with two bays and sandy beaches on the northwest side. A wide
shallow reef, almost a lagoon, stretches north from the pohutukawa-covered island. Snorkelling, diving and
kayaking are popular activities here.[2] The wreck of the SS Tasman, holed on the southwest reef in 1912, lies
nearby.[3] There is some geothermal activity on and near the islands.[4]
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the water got in behind the overhang, causing a slip of sufficient proportion to smother one
of the broods. Hence our delightful meal, but for some reason or other everyone stopped
sucking their lips.
Of course, one good turn deserves another and at the right time this was arranged. Now
the achievements of this family to be remembered were: (1) six children, the last, twin boys
George and Arthur (2) a father with a total disregard of the letter H. Well, as usual, my
father carved the joint and the two women filled the plates for the children according to
their needs. Then, when all was organised, at a nod from my mother, I started to say the
grace. I managed, "For what we are about to receive..." when there was an almighty yell
from our guest, directed at one of his offspring. "George, you ‘h’ignorant little bugger, shut
your eyes when we are saying grace!" How I finished those last few words I'll never know.
The next trip we made to Auckland was via Rotorua. It was winter time of course - the only
time the farming community can get away. We left the farm before daylight and travelled
by horse and gig to Whakatane and boarded the coach at Jack Chapman's stables which
were situated at the foot of the waterfall behind the Commercial Hotel. We pulled out of
Whakatane as the sun came over the hill. We changed horses every fourteen miles and of
course the coach had to be roughly moved on to a barge at each of the Rangataiki and
Tarawera Rivers. All able-bodied men were expected to dismount and walk up the Rotoma
and Tikitere Hills. As we turned the corner at Te Ngae, the lights of Rotorua came on. A long
day's travelling. We stayed the night in a boarding house and caught the train for Auckland
the following day.2
It would have been mid 1916 or 17 when my father came home from the factory to say he
had bought a motor car. The butter maker at the factory, Peter Matheson, had a Model T
which was only a few months old when he received his calling-up papers for the army and
he was offering his near new car at a discount price.
It was now something like twelve years since my parents had left Hawkes Bay in a horse
and gig to take up the farm in Opouriao Valley. Now, because of births and deaths, the
family structure had altered considerably. They planned a triumphant return. They were
warned not to buy benzine (as it was then known) in Taupo as it was 7/6 a gallon3 and, the
smallest quantity that one could buy was a four-gallon tin. Thirty shillings was quite a lot of
money in those days.

This story of the difficulties of travelling to Auckland reminds me of the time when our mother had a stroke
whilst staying with Cariad in Auckland. She was admitted to Middlemore Hospital and clearly the end was near.
Dad was fretting but thought of going to Auckland still seemed an obstacle in his mind. Mike said to him, "Just
get in the car and we can have you there in just over three hours," and we did.
3 Seven shillings and sixpence
2
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My mother liked to surprise people. They must not tell people they were coming, and they
must be self-contained as far as possible. Accordingly, when we left home we had an eightgallon case of petrol roped to each running board. There was so much bedding and clothing
piled inside the car, that we two children had little room to move. The Model T was grossly
overloaded, and the driving skills of the new owner were minimal.
The driving time between Whakatane and Rotorua in those days was five hours. We took
much longer than that and chopped yards of rubber off the two rear tyres. We were
fortunate in replacing them but again we struck a garage proprietor who had just received
his calling-up papers. He advised an extra leaf in the rear spring plus shock absorbers which
was good advice.4
We left Rotorua about 2pm the following day, bound for Taupo 56 miles away. Somewhere
about where the big dairy factory now stands at Reporoa, and in the dark, the Model T
came to a halt. Dad decided that the spark plugs needed a clean. Some of you will know
that when the engine of the Model T stopped, the lights went out too. There was a keen
wind blowing and we couldn't keep matches alight. We tried the bulbs of the kerosene
parking lights but still no joy. Then Dad got a bright idea. He emptied a tin of petrol into the
tank of the car, took his pocket knife and cut the end of the empty tin out. He gave the tin
to me to hold while he placed the lighted park light in the empty tin. The results would have
done justice to any Guy Fawkes demonstration. Dad got a quick shave, my hands were
burnt and after a few minutes, when the tin had cooled down, I was able to pick it up fifty
yards away in a field of turnips. However, we were then able to clean the plugs and arrived
at the Terraces Hotel, Taupo, too late for dinner.
In those days, sewerage had not yet come to Taupo and the toilets were across the road,
mounted over a fast-running stream. This amused some American tourists who declared
that they should be compulsory viewing for all members of parliament. They were quite
sure that it was the only place in the world where they would actually see their motions
carried.
The following day we set out for Napier, 101 miles away. The conditions of the road were
atrocious, and we made Te Pohue, thirty miles short of Napier, again too late for the
evening meal.5
For some years, in the 1970s, we had a very divided family; one daughter and her family
living in Wellington and the other in Auckland. Although we - Phyl and I- were able to pay
periodic visits, the two branches were growing up as strangers and this caused us some
concern. I had noticed on my trips to Wellington, that a place called Hatepe, on the shores
of Lake Taupo, boasted a petrol pump and a store and no visible means of support. I
investigated and found there were about a hundred houses and baches, sealed roads and a
4
5

http://ontheworldmap.com/new-zealand/large-detailed-north-island-new-zealand-map.jpg
Sadly, Dad says nothing about the actual visit to his Hawkes Bay family!!
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tennis court, hidden among the trees. The storekeeper advised me that baches were readily
available for rental. With this information we were able to congregate our boats, caravans
etc., and enjoy annual family reunions for several years until conditions changed.
When we first settled in the Hatepe locality, I spent some time trying to dig up some
history. One morning I came upon a bach which boasted a postage stamp lawn and a picket
fence, and on it a Maori chap was amusing himself with a golf ball and club. I made some
remark as I passed, and he immediately put down his club and was ready to talk. He was
able to answer many of my questions and satisfy my curiosity and then I asked him, "Do you
live here permanently?"
"Oh yes," he said, "except when I'm in London."
I immediately thought, "Who does this Hori think he is kidding?"6 I promptly changed the
subject, but after a few more questions, I quietly said, "And you go to London sometimes,
do you?"
"Oh yes, I go and stay with my famous daughter." And then I remembered seeing on TV a
picture of him and Kiri Te Kanawa7 at a function at Westminster Cathedral.
Some little time ago, I went into Knox Church, Whakatane, to attend a funeral. When I
arrived at the church, I noticed that the hearse was not the usual one. In the church porch
was a lady, rather strikingly attired. She advanced towards me with a bright smile and
outstretched hand. I took it and murmured, "How nice to see you again." She held up her
face to be kissed and I obliged. I then wandered into the church in a daze. "Who is this
woman with whom I'm supposed to be on such familiar times?" The fact that I couldn't
place her troubled me throughout the service. "God, I must be slipping!" Then the service
came to an end and when I looked up again my lady friend was leading the procession out
to the hearse and then I came to. "My God," I said. "I kissed the undertaker!"

Apologies for this non PC statement!!!
The Maori soprano, Kiri Te Kanawa, is the adopted daughter of an Irish mother and Maori father. After winning
the John Court Aria Prize and the Mobil Song Quest, Kiri shot to stardom in New Zealand and was accepted
without audition to study at the London Opera Centre in 1965.In 1981, Kiri Te Kanawa was chosen to sing "Let
the Bright Seraphim" at St. Paul's cathedral at the marriage of HRH the Prince of Wales to the Lady Diana
Spencer. The following year she was created a Dame of the British Empire by HM Queen Elizabeth II.
6
7
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ABOVE: FRONT SITTING PHYLLIS AND GODFREY SANTON WITH DAUGHTERS
AT BACK AND ALL OF THEIR GRANDCHILDREN

(Note: After serving part time in the army for over twenty years, including his time as a full
time Officer overseas during WW2, Godfrey came back to the farm with his war time bride
and in time became heavily involved in community affairs.
The following certificates of recognition, accolades and congratulatory letters are evidence
of how great this man was.
His military history will be recorded in another journal which will follow on from this one…)
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PRESENTED BY LIONS CLUB
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CHITTER, CHATTER FROM
THE FAMILY ‘LLOYD’
DANIEL HERBERT LLOYD

Daniel was the only son of Charles Lloyd and born in the Valley. As a young man he was
chosen as an apprentice to the firm of Hugh Bevan, Grocer and Provision Merchants in the
1860s. He worked his way up in the firm eventually becoming a partner and the firm
became known as Bevan and Lloyd. The firm covered the neighbouring mining valleys and
the flat agricultural plains, delivering wholesale goods by wagons pulled by horses. The
shop was large and occupied the corners of Nolton and Caroline Streets. There were
commodious stables for the horses and large warehouses for the merchandise. Staff lived
in bedroom accommodation above the store and kitchen and dining room below street
level. A house keeper and house-hold staff were employed. Later, when staff lived out,
these rooms housed commodities. By the turn of the century Bevan had retired and Daniel
Lloyd became the sole owner.
ELIZABETH MORGAN

Elizabeth was the daughter of a Bridgend cabinet maker. He had a large family who are
buried in the grave yard of the Unitarian Church, Newcastle, Bridgend. Elizabeth died giving
birth to her 6th child when Leoline was 9 years old. She is buried in the Anglican Church of St
Iwltyd on Newcastle Hill.
ANNIE TANNER

Eldest daughter of Jacob Tanner and Annie Preston.
Jacob was a merchant of Gilbrow, Kendal. He had an outgoing personality, was an able
public speaker, local organist and agent for the Tory Party. His mother was the illegitimate
daughter of the Fifth Earl, Lord Lonsdale of Lowther Castle, Cumberland. This was
acknowledged by his grandfather who took a keen interest in Jacob and his education. He
liked to invent things and designed a sunken bath which was filled and emptied without the
need to carry water and a teapot which he made for his wife when she became crippled
with arthritis. When the lid was lifted, the attached metal cylinder pumped water into the
waiting tea cup.
The Prestons were an ancient family whose history has been traced back to a sheriff of
Preston in the reign on Henry IV. They owned considerable lands but during the Regency
most of their wealth was gambled away. Annie’s mother and sister Polly ran a milliner’s
shop in Kendal. Polly married a tailor (Mackereth) who made court dresses for ladies in
Ambleside, Lake Windermere. She made a beautiful satin wedding dress for Annie Tanner.
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Cartmel was the site of the Preston family. There are beautiful effigies and family tombs in
the Parish Church. The family still have possession of a letter written to Annie Preston by
Mary Preston Bell, an aunt living in Cartmel dated 1841 (see page 61), a bible dated 1825, a
garnet ring and her font of curls. Jacob and Annie went to Paris for their honeymoon where
he bought her a Kashmir shawl which is still in the family. Despite the fact that she was a
devout Plymouth Brethren, she enjoyed the good things of life. Jacob’s annual Christmas
present was a dozen pairs of pure silk stockings. She had the best of everything even if the
rest of the family went without. She was small, grey-eyed, neat and attractive and was
autocratic as well as aristocratic.
THEIR CHILDREN…WRITTEN BY PHYLLIS:

“When Annie became a teenager, her mother became very jealous of the close relationship
between her and her father. She would be given a list of domestic duties to do while the
rest of the family were taken on an outing. After her mother tried to hit her with a copper
stick when she was 21 years old Annie rebelled, threw the stick across the room and broke
it. Soon after that she made her escape. When her mother complained that she could not
manage the home without Annie, her father intervened and said, “If she was not worth the
wages of domestic help, she was no daughter of mine.” Annie, armed with written
recommendations from the Lonsdales and the Bagots, went to Great Ormond Street
Children’s Hospital in London. Unfortunately, she had a strong North Country accent and
was put in a ward where the sister took an instant strong dislike to her. At the end of 6
months she was told she was neither physically (she was only 5 foot 2 ins and 7 stone) nor
mentally capable of becoming a nurse so she returned home. This infuriated her so much
she immediately applied to the Bradford Royal Infirmary, without any grand references, to
train as a nurse. At the end of her first year she won the Gold Medal for the best student
nurse.
At that time probationary nurses received no salary during their first year, £5 for the second
and £10 for the third. Nurses provided their own uniforms and watches. Mother’s cost £5!
She was then sent to work in the Casualty Department where Sister McLaren was known as
a battle-axe of the old school. When Mother reported to her she was told to pick up a
bucket and scrubbing brush and get to work scrubbing the stone floor of the reception hall.
Mother got on with it. After a while she looked up to see sister standing over her saying,
“Don’t you know that is charwomen’s work, Nurse?” “Yes sister, but you told me to do it,
so I got on with it.” “That’s right lass. I knew you’d won the Gold Medal and I thought you
might give yourself airs. I wanted to find out if you had a pair of hands as well as a head.”
This was the beginning of a wonderful relationship between them.
After she finished her training she went as a ward sister of a gynaecology ward in Rochdale
and from there she went to Wolverhampton and then Almondsbury, Bristol which was
closed down for 6 months because of a typhoid fever epidemic. Aged 32 she applied to go
to South Africa to serve in the war and at the same time, just in case, put in an application
for Matron of the Cottage Hospital in Bridgend, South Wales. It was Bridgend that she got!
It was a small district hospital, funded by rates and voluntary subscriptions. It was situated
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in the centre of town at the foot of a hill. On the other side of the street was the firm of
Bevan and Lloyd.
On her arrival Mother found she had to cater for the staff’s meals, so she crossed the road
to buy groceries. Grandfather saw her in her nursing cloak and bonnet and asked if she was
the new matron. Learning that she was, he tucked a plucked chicken under her arm as a
welcome gift and enquired if there was anything else they could do to help. “Why yes, I
have a heavy packing case to be opened and do not have the right tools”, she replied.
Leoline was dispatched by his father to do the job. After opening it, (it was full of books) he
said “I wonder who will fasten this case up when you leave?” As we all know, he did. He
must have fallen in love with her at first sight because he kept the first 6 pence she spent at
the store all his life. It wasn’t long before the fact that he was courting her was obvious.
She was distressed about this, as she was 6 years older, and he was a handsome dashing
fellow. She told him to go away and forget all about her. He responded by every possible
moment sitting at an upstairs open window with a telescope trained on to the hospital.
She eventually had to send someone across the road to tell him to desist. His next caper
was to get a lively horse and gallop madly up and down the main street in the hope that he
would be thrown off and be taken to hospital! Eventually she capitulated and they became
engaged.
Because her much loved father had died of diabetes and because she had not lived in
Kendal for a number of years, they were married in Bridgend. This was much appreciated
by the local people as she had won their hearts in the four years she had worked as Matron
in the Cottage Hospital.
The wedding ceremony took place in St Mary’s, Nolton, April 1905. Mother was
responsible for the operating theatre and the morning of her wedding three accident cases
were brought in – a railway man crushed between buffers, a miner buried under a fall of
coal and a circus worker mauled by a lion. How on earth was she to get to the church by
2pm in time for the wedding?
Policemen were sent with horses to control the crowd and in the middle of the service
Archdeacon Edmonds announced that when the people standing on the seats at the back of
the church sat down, he would continue the ceremony. The children who had come to
watch were tossed small coins by Uncle Charles.
The honeymoon was spent in London and on arrival at Paddington Station, the platform
contained a large and noisy crowd of people ringing bells and shouting. They turned out to
be the Morgan families living in London who had come to welcome the newly married
couple.
Grandfather Lloyd had brought the young couple a 3-storey house “Brynbyfryd” with a
large garden complete with a summer house, in Merthyn Mawn Road. What is more, he
went to an auction in Cardiff and bought the entire furnishings – even down to the oil
paintings! The mahogany furniture was massive. In the dining room there was a four
leafed dining table, eight matching leather seats, and a carved chair, and a large three
section carved side table that would touch the ceiling of an average home. The drawing
room had a very elegant rosewood suite with turquoise damask chairs and a china cabinet
which contained her much-loved crystal, china and handmade lace.
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Annie already had a maid living in and when Phyllis arrived needed extra help to cope with
the laundry, cleaning and children. There was also a part-time gardener. Annie was an
excellent cook and did most of the cooking. Her Christmas gifts to friends was a dozen
mince pies with homemade pastry and Christmas mince. Leo cooked bacon and eggs every
morning at 7.30 while Annie remained in bed until 10am taking her doctor’s advice.
Their four daughters where all born at home in Brynbyfryd.
When Annie was expecting her 5th baby Daniel decided that it was time to look for a larger
house for the growing family. To his horror Annie discovered that a large old Georgian
house very near the business was vacant. It had once been a desirable property but had
deteriorated over the years and was now a tramp doss house. She saw great possibility in it.
With a complete “make over” and the installation of electricity she felt it could be a
commodious family home. So her father-in-law bought it and all the renovations were
completed prior to the birth of their son in 1912.
ELDER HOUSE

Phyllis’s description of the home: “The front door had a fanlight above it and an iron
knocker in the form of a Napoleonic Eagle. This was found later by cousin, Neville Thomas,
who fixed in on to the front door of his college in Oxford. The house had a large cellar
which had been the dairy with a limestone floor. Long stone shelves ran along two sides for
the pans of milk and a cheese press. There was a large stone with a smaller one above it,
operated by a ratchet and lever. There was a flight of stone steps leading to the ground
floor. There was a small aperture half above and half below ground for light. This was the
window in which Phyllis, as a child, got stuck with her knickers full of apples! She and Kit
had been down to raid the apple barrel. Kit being slim managed to get through but Phyllis
being plump got stuck, caught and sent to bed for the rest of the day with only bread and
water for supper!
The ground floor had a large reception room with wooden shutters that could be fastened
with stout iron bars in times of trouble or danger. The rest of the floor consisted of a large
inner kitchen (later to be turned into the maid’s sitting room and an open fire was
substituted for the cooking range), an outer kitchen, also with a range, had a bread oven
built into the wall. Between the two kitchens was the flag-stoned hall which ran straight
north-south through the house. The stair case, which had two turns in it, disappeared into
a cloak room and a large area into which Leo had put a hand basin which the tiniest of
children could reach. Around 1928 the first electric stove (Jackson) was available in this
area. Mother was one of the first people to use a washing machine and she got an
electrolux around this time. Once the stove was installed most of the cooking took place in
this area. Marjorie had a year at home after leaving school and before going nursing and
baked Saturday mornings, a fact well-known by the boys who flocked around (including
Martin Rowe) every Saturday.
The first floor had three double rooms. One was the day nursery and a single room which
had been a dressing room in the old house. One room was converted into a large
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bathroom and consequently had a fire place which was much appreciated during the
winter. There was an enormous airing cupboard into the bathroom. It could hold half a
dozen children when we played hiding games.
The top floor ran the length of the house and was divided into two rooms. The maids slept
in the outer room in two single beds and we four girls slept in the inner room in two double
beds. There was also a single bed, chest of drawers, wash stand, book cases and still plenty
of room. Light came in through a dormer window opening out on to the steeply pitched
roof which Kitty and her boyfriends climbed on to to fix our first radio aerial. There was
also a small westerly window built in the thickness of the wall- a wonderful place in which
to daydream.
The house was completely private with 12-foot-high walls. There were commodious stables
with a hay loft above which was converted into a wash house (laundry). It contained a large
duty linen chest along one wall, soaking barrels, a mangle, washing machine, copper, a
bench with tin baths for rinsing, a bath of starch and another mangle to squeeze the water
out. There was a household of 12 or more people and all the washing went through all of
these (except the starch) and then had to be ironed with an iron heated on the stove prior
to the advent of the electric iron.
There was a private spring which supplied the house with water when the mains were
turned off. There were lime stone out-houses used for coal, outside toilet, garden shed and
a play house.”
MARGARET TANNER

(Madge) married Philip Ransome a marine engineer. They were Phyllis’s God parents when
she was Christened at St George’s Church, Kendall. Margaret was an excellent cook. She
had four pregnancies which all resulted in still births which we now know was the result of
Rhesus negative. During the Depression they moved to Bridgend and lived with sister Annie
and husband, Leoline Lloyd. While there she gave birth to her 4th baby and Phyllis
remembered seeing the beautiful baby lying in a tiny coffin. Madge died after having a
stroke soon after, aged 42.
PRESTON TANNER

Was a building contractor. As a hobby he designed stain glass windows, some of which are
in Westminster Abby. He married Violet and had one son George Preston.
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ABOVE: LLOYD FAMILY OF BRIDGEND WALES

LEOLINE OSCAR LLOYD
(21.12.1879-DIED EARLY 1945)

Eldest son of Daniel Herbert Lloyd and Elizabeth Morgan.
After Leoline’s mother died when he was nine years old, he was sent to Independent
College Boarding school, Taunton, Somerset. When he was 16 years old he started a four year apprenticeship to a large firm of grocers in Gurney, Hereford. While there he
developed a love for reading, music and rowing. He had a very pleasant tenor voice. Once
his apprenticeship was completed, he returned home and worked with his father in the
family firm. The family lived in a pleasant home called Wain-ys-cil, 2-3 miles from the
business. They drove there each day in a horse and gig.
Leoline married Anne Tanner and they had five children
MARJORIE ELIZABETH
25.03.06

It was a difficult birth but the baby was perfect with bright blue eyes, dark hair and
developed normally. She was the apple of Leo’s eye and he turned out to be a doting
father in the limited time the business allowed. She was intelligent with a serious charm
and was also very musical. This delighted her parents as Annie played the piano – very
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acceptable in a society which made its own music and entertainment. Marjorie took care
of her younger sisters and brother. Annie taught only one child; the lessons learned were
passed on to the others by Marjorie.
KATHLEEN EMILY
22.09.07

It was with great concern that Annie found she was pregnant as she had been advised by
the obstetrician not to have any more children. Contrary to expectations she gave birth to a
lovely 11lb daughter. Kitty was a beautiful child with enormous grey eyes and a mop of
wavy russet hair. She rapidly developed a social sense and was a firm favourite with the
family. She was an active child and by 11months was walking.
PHYLLIS GERTRUDE MARY LLOYD
(31.10.08-13.08.1989)

Phyllis was born in Bridgend, Glamorgan, South Wales, the third daughter of Leoline Oscar
Lloyd and Anne Tanner who married 24.04.1905).
She proved to be a delicate baby, inclined to bronchitis during the winter months and she
needed extra care and attention. She was slow to develop and was 16 months before she
walked but was a merry little soul with an infectious laugh.
ANNE FLORENCE MURIEL
03.01.11

Anne was a contented baby, a quiet child and was known as Nancy by the family until she
went to secondary school where she was known as “Gentle Annie” and asked to be called
Anne. Her mother said she was so quiet one hardly knew she was there and she caused so
little trouble. She was good at sport.
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HERBERT MERVYN (LEFT)
29.10.12

Everyone was delighted that he was a boy! Daniel Herbert was
especially pleased at the arrival of his grandson. He was greatly
concerned as the baby appeared to be delicate and stomped up
and down at the foot of Annie’s bed telling her he would never
forgive her if the baby died!
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ABOVE AND BELOW: LEOLINE’S DAUGHTERS PARTCIPATING IN DRAMA
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ABOVE FROM LEFT TO RIGHT: MARJORIE, KITTY, PHYLLIS, ANNE AND BERTIE
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Following copy of a family letter dated May 23, 1851 from Sue’s great grandmother’s
Aunt to the Aunt’s great niece…. conjecture only…
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BELOW: LETTER WRITTEN BY LEOLINE TO HIS DAUGHTER MARJORIE
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Following letter from Phyllis Lloyd to her sister Marjorie from the war zone in Egypt
1943…
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Posted from Taneatua 1946 New Zealand…
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ABOVE: THE LLOYD GIRLS
MARJORIE, KITTY, PHYLLIS, AND ANNE

FAMILY LIFE FOR THE LLOYDS

“We were a close-knit family living isolated as we were in Elder House with plenty of
buildings, in between a disused cemetery and a derelict church, opposite the warehouses
and stables of Bevan and Lloyd. Behind the property and at a greater elevation was a yard
and a cinema. The garden and wall opened out on to Elder Lane. We had no neighbours!
We played and relaxed together. We were all avid readers. If we wanted to play cards or
board games or romp around, there was always someone to play with and, as ours was an
open house, there were always young people around.
When Marjorie was seven years old World War 1 was declared and, in some ways, life had
changed a lot for us by the time Armistice was declared in 1918. Father wasn’t called up as
he was over age though his four brothers were in the army. By the time his age was called
he was deeply involved in food supply and he was exempted. However, Mother put on her
nursing uniform, but this time with a Red Cross on it, and relieved as Matron in the small
army convalescent homes in the district.
Girl Guides came to Bridgend about 1917 and Mother was a keen supporter of the
movement. Marjorie took her promise in 1918 as a member of the 1st Bridgend County
School Company. The rest of us longed to go to secondary school so that we too could
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become Guides. In due course we all became Patrol leaders gaining our First-Class Badges
and All-Round Cords (equivalent of Queen’s Guide Award).
From the formation of the Company, the 1st Bridgend Company camped, first of all in school
rooms at Margain and St Brides, and then when the war ended, and surplus bell tents were
available, under canvas in 1922. Guides and guiders all learned camping together; how to
cope with tents in wet weather, cooking over a trench fire, etc. Some years we practically
lived in our bathing suits and raincoats, but we loved the life. We slept on palliasses filled
with straw and soon got used to it. Phyllis, who was subject to hay-fever, occasionally took
a feather mattress. Mother and Father came on visiting days armed with goodies for the
midnight feast. The camps lasted from 10 days to two or three weeks. By the time we
were 16 years old we were sufficiently trained to run a company on our own. Marjorie
started one at the Baptist Church, most of the children coming from deprived homes.
When she left for London aged 18, Kitty took over, then Phyllis took over when she went off
to London followed by Anne. By the time Phyllis was 20 she and Anne had a company of 42
girls. She gained her campers licence when she was 21. They put on concerts to raise the
money to buy the camp equipment.
Bertie was made the mascot of the Wolf Cub Pack and when he was old enough he joined
up and eventually went on to Scouts, later becoming a leader. Anne and Phyllis also took
Cub training and all three gained their Wood Badge and had their own Pack. Plenty of
friendly rivalry! We took the Cubs camping at the same time keeping up with Guide
involvement.
WAR YEARS

When we were small Father usually rented a fully furnished house in Porthcawl, a nearby
seaside resort, during the summer months. It was about seven miles away and the whole
family, including the maids, were transported there by train and then by taxi. Private cars
were very rare at that time. These holidays were very happy and carefree. We practically
lived on the large sandy beach which was never crowded. I can remember the basket of
rock cakes and home-made lemonade that was brought down for us every morning.
Mother loved the sea and bathed, as did Father, when he joined us at weekends. I
remember being thrilled as we watched him diving off the docks into the harbour. Later,
when Ogmore was the venue for our holidays, he taught Marjorie to dive off the rocks into
the sea when the tide was full in.
When we bathed, we undressed in the sand-hills. We wore one-piece bathing suits made of
scratchy navy wool knitted (one wouldn’t catch cold in wool) with sleeves and buttons
down the front. It was great when they went out of fashion and were replaced with
sleeveless navy or black stocking ones. Because the girls all had long hair we all had to wear
bathing caps. These were of vital interest to us and a favourite Christmas or birthday
present. Quite a lot of money was spent on the fancy ones.
During the War Years Father rented a bungalow at Ogmore as a safety precaution.
Submarines were seen in the Bristol Channel and as Scarborough on the East Coast had
been shelled, it was thought Ogmore would be a less likely target than Porthcawl. We were
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very pleased with this as Porthcawl was an upmarket fashionable seaside resort whereas
Ogmore was wild, sparsely populated and more inviting. After trying various places, he
eventually rented a place from Styles, the local brewers. It had two large and two small
bedrooms, a large living room and kitchen and a small scullery where the Valour Perfection
oil burning stove lived. We did all our cooking in and on this -no electricity and used oil
lamps. Our only supply of water was rain water collected in a tank. The toilet was in the
garden and the contents emptied into the sea every night! There was only one shop some
distance away, no church, no pub – just miles of lovely beaches, rocks and cliffs topped by
common land called the Downs.
Our milk was collected from a nearby farm. It was quite an experience collecting it as we
had to brave a flock of geese and receive the milk from the hands of Jenny Morgan the
farmer’s sister. She was incredibly old to us, had a hump back and used a walking stick.
She always wore black and looked like a witch. Her greatest treasure was a cup Queen
Mary had drunk from.
I will never forget one incident. It must have been a Saturday and Harvey Kenshole was a
little older than Marjorie. He was an only child whose mother had died when he was a
baby and he went to boarding school. He was like a foster brother to us and spent a lot of
the school holidays with us. One day he, Marjorie and Kitty went across the Downs to the
beach for a swim about 2pm in the afternoon. They passed a dirty looking old tramp who
said “Good day” to them and when they came out of the water they found him sitting on
their towels and clothes. “Be off with you, old man”, said Harvey in his arrogant PublicSchool voice. The tramp got up and ambled towards the bach. Mother was undressing for a
swim, looked out the window, saw him coming and called out to the two maids who were
in the kitchen to tell them that a dirty old man was making his way to the back door. When
he opened the door and walked in they became hysterical. Phyllis, who was about eight at
the time, heard this and grabbed the poker which was nearby, walked up to him and said,
“One step nearer, my man, and I’ll bring this down on your head”. On hearing this, the man
suddenly collapsed into laughter and Father revealed his disguise – with false teeth out and
sucking in his moustache. You can imagine the consternation when he walked into the
bedroom where she was “in the nude”! He was given to playing pranks.
Mother always enjoyed romance among the maids and allowed favoured fellows to pitch a
tent on the lawn which meant we always had an adult to call on if we children wanted to
explore the caves, something we were forbidden to do on our own. It was a fantastic time
for growing up, lots of freedom, living in our bathing suits or a cotton dress, NO shoes other
than tennis shoes. Looking back, it seemed like perpetual sunshine. When we were older
we had bicycles, which extended our ability to explore the country side. Once Girl Guide
Camps occupied our summer holidays, Father stopped renting the bungalow.
Father went to Prague, Czechoslovakia after the war, when the economy there was very
depressed. He bought us home wonderful gifts; mine was a lovely pink brushed woollen
bed jacket, a treasure for a little girl who spent some weeks in bed with bronchitis over
winter.
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SCHOOLING

The four girls started their education at a small private school, situated near Brynhyfryd. It
was run by Miss Baker, an impoverished gentle woman whose family had lost their money.
Though untrained she had been reduced to teaching to earn a living. Her brother was a
well-known artist, George Howell Baker. A lot of his etchings were hung for years in the
Swansea Museum. Consequently, we had an excellent grounding in reading, art and the
more cultured side of life, while lessons in mathematics etc were woefully inadequate. The
family had moved to Elder House by the time Bertie started school and Anne insisted she go
with him to the primary school, Pennybont. After the girls completed their primary
schooling at Miss Bakers they went to the Bridgend County School. It was newly opened,
and Grandfather Daniel was one of the first Governors, transferring his younger sons and
daughters from their boarding school there. It was a large co-educational school with many
of the pupils coming from the valleys. It had an excellent teaching staff. Rugby, cricket, and
tennis were taught and played. The school had an admirable orchestra. Marjorie, who was
an excellent pianist, learnt the piccolo and Kitty the violin to play in the orchestra. All
worked for the Central Welsh Board Certification examinations, the equivalent of School
Certificate and University Entrance. Marjorie, Kitty and Anne were all good at sports and
played in the hockey and tennis teams and represented their houses at the annual athletic
games.
Both parents were excellent public speakers, and both were involved in the local
community. They were staunch supporters of English speaking Hope Baptist Church.
Daniel was an original member and had much to do with the building of the church. Leo
was treasurer for 25 years. There are commemoration tablets for them both in the church.
Although Anne was an Anglican by birth and inclination, she always went with Leo but
attended Midnight Mass at Christmas and the Anglican Easter services. She ran evenings
for the young women of the congregation. They sewed while she read aloud to them - no
TV or radio then. The evening ended with sandwiches and tea.
Father’s other interest was the Ogmore Masonic Lodge. He became Worshipful Master and
went on to the Grand Lodge. I remember the beautiful enamelled jewels he had. The New
Year Masonic Dinner was an event we enjoyed once we were old enough to attend. Every
lady was given a gift. It was being a Mason that helped his natural ability as a speaker. He
was a good after dinner speaker.
One of our earliest recollections was going on a Sunday evening to see the Magic Lantern,
organised by Father in the Sunday School room. There were slides telling a moral story
with a dramatic twist, eg the story of Grace Darling. We were escorted home by a gang of
boys from the poorer area of the town, who soon demolished the large pot of soup Mother
had waiting for them.
After World War 1 Father was persuaded to put some money into a boiled sweet venture.
The family, the Kitts, were all skilled but of course sugar rationing had stopped the making
of lollies during the war. The empty warehouse was soon a hive of activity as the people
were starved for sweets and it wasn’t long before more commodious premises were
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necessary, and the company became registered as “Kandy land”. Embezzlement by the
manager and the depression eventually caused it to go into liquidation, but not before
Mother had gone to the office twice a day for several months to try and sort things out. In
spite of having no training in this field, her common sense and ability helped her to do a
good job. During the Depression she went regularly to Swansea or Port Talbert to sit on the
Arbitration Board for the means Test as an Employers’ Representative.
The Depression meant that two maids were made redundant and we managed with just
one. Marjorie remained at home until she was 18 and old enough to go nursing. We all
had been brought up knowing how to run a house, wash day routine, iron, cook, cleaning
out cupboards etc. We liked our turns in the stables which had been converted into the
laundry equipped with a pot-bellied stove to heat the flat irons and a large kitchen table
and ironing board. Later we were to know the joy of electric irons. There were usually two
maids ironing on Monday evening and we would be sent to get 6d chips which we shared.
Ironing was a cheerful, gossipy, warm, and friendly chore.
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MARJORIE ELIZABETH

Marjorie left home in February 1925 to take two years training at the Royal National
Orthopaedic Hospital in London. She finished in time to go home for her twenty first
birthday. Her Father gave a party for the staff of Bevin and Lloyd (about 40) in one of the
local hotels and she was presented with a lizard-skin writing case which she kept for the
rest of her life.
After a holiday in Paris with her mother, she started her General training at Guy’s Hospital.
She used her musical talent to the full, accompanied the Gilbert and Sullivan productions
and played the hymns in the ward and the chapel organ. She won the Silver Medal in her
nursing exams, after which she spent a winter nursing at L’Hermitage Private Nursing Home
in Menton, South France before returning to Guys as Sister in a men’s surgical ward- the
youngest sister on the staff.
In 1928 she met a student doctor Walter Montgomery Smith (Monty). It was a case of love
at first sight. A week after they met he asked her out to dinner, proposed and she
accepted! They were engaged for four years until he had finished his training and was able
to support her financially. During this time Monty came to New Zealand as a ship’s surgeon
and was in Napier at the time of the Napier Earthquake. They were married very quietly at
a little church on the Downs at Fulking, Sussex on October 1st, 1932. Their first daughter,
Charmion, was born July 31st, 1936. Lynne was born July 4th, 1939.
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When World War 2 was declared Marjorie and the girls went to Wales to stay with her
father and his second wife, Rose, whom he had married in 1936. Monty joined the R.A.M.C.
in 1941 and was posted to Newcastle and then in 1942 to India, Egypt and trained for the
invasion of Italy and Normandy. He served with the 50th Division at Ngremegen Bridgeopposite Arnhem. (See A Bridge Too Far)
After the war he worked in his father’s medical practice in Croydon but became
disillusioned after the National Health Service was instituted. In 1960 they purchased The
Swan Line Cruises and lived at Fradley Junction part of the inner canal system. By 1966
cleaning up after clients with 12-hour turn-around of the boats, the pleasant canal-country
life was losing its appeal. On hearing that there was a shortage of medical staff at the
Whakatane Hospital, they sold their cottage and canal boats and sailed to NZ arriving
December 1966. Monty worked for several years in the hospital before he retired. They
lived in a rented bach on the West End, Ohope Beach. When he died in 1978, Marjorie
continued to live at Ohope until she turned 80 in 1986, when she decided it was time to live
closer to one of her daughters and went to live in Seattle with Lynn and her husband,
Robert Myall, and two sons, Lloyd and Bennett. Both her nieces, Cariad and Susan together
with their husbands, visited her in Seattle. When her medical insurance became too
expensive, Marjorie went to live with her daughter, Charmion and husband, Philip Mann, in
England. At that stage Charmion was working as an ordained Anglican vicar in Lacock, a
historical country village near Bath. Cariad and Don visited them there in 1998 which was
the last time we saw Marjorie. She was 95 when she died a few years later. Charmion has
two children, Joanna married John, and has two daughters, Nina and Lois. Charles, married
to Angela, has two children, Tom and Sarah.
KATHLEEN EMILY (KITTY)

After spending a year at home, Kitty started her nursing career at the Royal National
Orthopaedic Hospital but decided to do her training at University College Hospital, London.
After graduating she went to L’Hermitage for 6 months and on her return was appointed
sister to the ear, nose and throat and skin wards. After a couple of years her childhood
sweetheart, Martin Rowe, came back on the scene and they were married from Aunt Dora’s
in Holy Trinity, Marylebone. Martin was employed in a company involved in coal and fuel.
After time in the London office he was transferred, firstly to Penarth in South Wales and
then to Bridgewater in Somerset. They had two sons, John and David. Both went to King’s
College, Taunton before going on to university. John married Rosemarie and they have
three children – Sian, Catherine, and an adopted son, Paul. After a long period of illness
(MS) when he was loyally nursed by his wife, John passed away 18.6. 1918. David married
Susan Denton, a well-known quilter. They spent some time in Melbourne, Australia before
returning to the UK where he lectured in Computer Science at Plymouth University. They
retired to St Just in Cornwall.
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ANNE FLORENCE MURIEL

Anne stayed at home and looked after her father until he remarried Rose in 1937. She
worked as a house keeper for some time before joining the Red Cross and working in an
army convalescent hospital in the supply department. It was there that she met Bill Brooks
and they were married October 1st, 1943. After the war she became an almoner (social
worker) in St Thomas’s Hospital, London. Bill worked as a supply officer for Eagle
Steamship Co and was transferred to Southampton. They bought a house in New Milton,
but Ann continued working in London until her retirement. Bill died in 1981. Anne made
several trips to NZ, her last being in 1998-9. While visiting Cape Reinga with friends she
slipped and badly gashed her leg. As a result of the injury she was unable to fly home with
her travelling companions and spent several months staying with the Milmine family. She
was with them when Cariad had a serious car accident resulting in a long hospital stay
which included Christmas, New Year and her 88th birthday. During this time Ruth Lloyd and
her two children Tom and Katie also stayed while on a holiday in NZ. This was abruptly
terminated when news came of Bertie’s passing away.
HERBERT MERVYN (BERTIE)

After finishing his B.C.S., Bertie was articled as a law clerk to his Uncle Harry Lewis’s firm of
Lewis and Llewellyn. He spent a short time at London University before sitting his finals and
qualifying as a lawyer. He joined the Territorial Army and was immediately called up and
dispatched as a gunner to a defence company on the Welsh coast. He married Bonnie Davis
of Bridgend before his unit was sent to Surabaya in Java. He had been there only a few
weeks before the island was invaded by the Japanese and he was taken prisoner of war and
sent to Changi Jail in Singapore. From there he was taken to work on the Burma/China
railway. In spite of being asthmatic and not particularly robust he survived the horrendous
conditions. He said his scout training helped him a lot.
In 1945/6 Bertie was appointed to instigate in South Wales the Poor Man’s Legal Aid Act
which had just become law. He did well and went on to become the Secretary of the
London Law Society. After some years he became the Public Relations Officer to the Port of
London Authority. He helped with the arrangements for Winston Churchill’s funeral
procession by the Thames and was awarded the Keys to the City of London. During this
time, he wrote two books- “Everyman His Own Lawyer” and “Everyman His Own Public
Relations Officer”.
Later in his career he joined Compton Associates, a charity fund-raising firm in Australia. He
and Bonnie lived there for several years before returning to London and retirement. They
had three sons- Jonathan, married Shelagh and they had a son Nicholas and adopted
daughter, Louisa. They lived in New Malden and were very hospitable to Mark and Paul
when they first arrived in London. Brian is married to Denise who had been previously
married and had three sons. Peter married Ruth. Sadly, he died of cancer 21.04.98. Their
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two children, Tom and Katie-Cariad, are married. Tom was teaching English overseas while
Katie is a stand-up comedian registered under the name of Cariad Lloyd.
PHYLLIS GERTRUDE MARY

After her mother died, Phyllis was responsible for organising the running of the home as
well as working in her father’s office. As it was during the Depression the spacious
premises at Bevan and Lloyd were sold and they moved to the warehouse in Adare Street
where a new store house was built. By 1933 she had an appendectomy and when
convalescing went on a cruise to Portugal, Morocco, and the Canary Islands. On her return,
via London, she called at Guy’s Hospital and had an interview, as she was felt it was time for
a change. She commenced her nursing training in April 1934. At age 26 she had been
independent, in charge of a household and office and found it challenging going back to
school. Her brain hadn’t been stretched so she struggled in the first few tests but by the
end of the 14-week Preliminary School was top of the class. She felt she “took to nursing
like a duck to water”. She paid £14 to do the course and had to provide her own uniform
and books. After that she was paid £20 per annum with 10% being deducted for her
superannuation. All 200 nurses had to collect their pay from the Matron’s office. They
were paid quarterly so would be broke by the time the next pay day arrived, but Phyllis
always kept 1 penny in her pocket for emergencies, enough to post a letter home.
Phyllis finished her training in 1938 and after a break at home went to the Queen Victoria
Nursing Centre Midwifery Home in St Leonard’s Hastings. She chose Hastings because she
wanted to be near the sea after four years living in the heart of London. Together with
Doreen Ellis, another Guy’s nurse, she lived in the District Nurses Home. There was no
salary and they paid £1 a week for their board. They were in the last Midwifery training
course to be completed in 6 months and payment was required prior to commencing the
course. She borrowed the money from her Aunt Gertie and it took several years to pay her
back. The students worked long hours especially when on call alternate nights and had to
carry out their day duties even if they had been up all night at a birth. Babies were
delivered at home under the supervision of a qualified midwife. Students attended the
births and cared for mother and baby with twice daily visits for the first week. The mothers
lived in the old part of Hastings and paid 10 shillings for this care. Many of their husbands
were fishermen. They had no telephones so someone from the family would have to go to
the nurse’s home and ring the bell to wake the midwives who then rode on bicycles (their
own) carrying all the required equipment. Due to the Depression many of the large luxury
hotels on the seafront were closed. Phyllis remembered visiting a woman who was
caretaker of such a hotel and how eerie it was walking along empty echoing corridors and
up three flights of stairs to her apartment.
Phyllis had always wanted a Turkish bath, so as a treat, had one prior to sitting her final
exams. Unfortunately, she developed bronchitis and was unable to sit the exams at the end
of 1938 which meant she had to fill in 6 months before being able to sit the exam in May
1939. While waiting she enrolled with the Guy’s Private Nursing Association and was
assigned to care for an elderly lady living in Woolwich, London. She was Miss Maude Lister,
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a woman in her 70s. She was tall and thin and always wore gray with pearls, court shoes
and a squirrel fur coat. She lived with her older sister, Marta, who was short and squat and
always wore black, and their bachelor brother. Martha had full control of the family
laundry business, went to work every day and ran the home. Maude wasn’t ill but had had
a colostomy done a few years earlier so Phyllis was more of a companion than nurse and
escorted her everywhere in a chauffeur-driven car, exploring the lanes in Kent, holidaying in
the best hotels in Truro, Cornwall.
Phyllis sat and passed her midwifery exams just as the clouds of war were gathering so she
joined the Guy’s branch of Territorial Army Nurses Sisters (TANS). War was declared
September 2nd and the next day she received a railway warrant and was told to proceed to
Preston in Lancashire by the 5th. She arranged a replacement to care for Maude, dashed
into Woolwich and bought a raincoat, gumboots, and warm pyjamas. Early on the 5th the
chauffeur took her to Euston Station to catch the train north. The station was crowded
with people trying to get out of London but in the middle of the chaos she spotted a nursing
sister wearing the TANS regulation uniform. She was Helen Ridley and became a lifelong
friend. They arrived in Preston at night, in a blackout and it was pouring with rain. There
were no porters or taxis, so they lugged their bags and found their way to the rendezvous
hotel. Once there they were told the Matron of the Unit would see them at 9am the next
morning and they were given a list of billets where they might be able to get a bed for the
night. There they were in a black-out at night in a strange town, pouring with rain, very
hungry and no taxis. They eventually found the first house on the list only to find they were
full. On to the next house where they were told they would have to share a double bed.
Even though she and Helen had just met that day they nodded in agreement. There was no
meal, but the landlady managed to find them some bread, cheese and a cup of tea. They
were soon fast asleep!
BELOW:
HOSPITAL

GUYS
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IDLENESS AND INDUSTRY
A POEM BY ANNIE TANNER
MARCH 1885
IDLENESS

Some little girls and boys I see,
Are not much like the busy bee.
They idle, idle all the day
And seem to think of nought but play

Some men and women that I meet
Have got no shoes upon their feet,
Their clothes are ragged, dirty, torn,
They look quite wretched and forlorn.

They have not even got a bed
Whereon to lay their weary head
For them has life lost all its joys
They are - the idle girls and boys.
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INDUSTRY

But other children that I know
Detest in idleness to go
They love around the fire to sit
To read and spell, to sew and knit.

They grow to men and women too,
I've seen them often, so have you.
There's neatness written on their face
And not a thing is out of place.

Their clothes are poor but mended well
By such things you their tastes can tell
In every feature you can see
The fruits of honest industry.

~ 107 ~
MY FATHER
LEOLINE OSCAR LLOYD
WRITTEN BY MARJORIE SMITH IN 1988
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT

Elizabeth Lloyd lay in her coffin, her red hair spread in a fan around her.
In her arms lay her dead new-born twins- Ernest and Walter. She was 36 years old. Behind
her she left four children: Leoline aged 8, Dora 6, Charles 4 and Gertrude 2 - and a
distraught widower. The year was 1882. Leoline, the eldest son, became my father. This I
know, for my Aunt Dora remembered being taken to see her dead mother.
After the funeral, Leoline was taken by his father to London, where they stayed in a hotel
and visited Elizabeth's distraught relatives. Father was left, apparently asleep in the hotel
bedroom, surrounded by dark, menacing, mahogany furniture, and awoke, terrified. He
pulled out the drawers to make steps and climbed on top of a tallboy, where his father
found him cowering. Victorian custom demanded that he be immediately chastised- by a
smacked bottom and a return to bed.
His father later remarried. His second wife, Sarah Powell, was an admirable woman, the
daughter of a prosperous farmer in the Vale of Glamorgan. She was very quiet, competent
and quite undemonstrative. She produced five children- 3 boys and 2 girls. Leoline was 21
when the youngest, Neville was born. The eldest son became a surrogate father to the
whole family. His own father was a strict disciplinarian and was always referred to as 'D.H.',
the initials for Daniel Herbert.
D.H. was a typical paterfamilias of that era: a shrewd businessman, solidly established in
the trade of 'Provision Merchant and Italian Warehouseman'. Where the Italian came in we
never found out, unless it was because, among other things, they sold spaghetti, olives and
olive oil, and tins of Italian sweet plum tomatoes. But there was also ginger in pottery jars
encased in bamboo strips with handles for carrying, loquats and kumquats in syrup, and
Indian curry powder and spices - so why not Oriental?
Leoline was sent away to boarding school in Taunton, Somerset at the age of 8. When he
was 14 he was apprenticed to Gurney's- a Quaker family similar to Cadbury's or Rountrees who had a large store in Hereford on the English- Welsh border. He had no choice in the
matter. It was assumed without question that he would go into the business. He really
wanted to be an engineer - must have been a throwback to D.H.'s father who had held such
a post in the Royal Navy and become an alcoholic. Perhaps as a result of this, D.H. was a
strict teetotaller.
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A treasure that survived into manhood was a model train activated by methylated spirits. It
had a copper boiler; the steam came out and the wheels turned, and we were allowed to
watch it move as a special treat.
Fortunately, Father was happy in Hereford- the Gurneys were kind and he enjoyed rowing
and sculling on the River Wye. He played rugby football, hockey and cricket at school and
swam well.
At sixteen Leoline joined his father. The others all went away to boarding or finishing
schools- the girls to Belgium or France, the boys to train as doctors, except one who
became Estate Manager to the Earl of Jersey.
Leoline was twenty-five when my mother, Ann Tanner, arrived in Bridgend as Matron in
charge of the Cottage Hospital. She was thirty-one, 5 feet 2 inches, weighed 7 stone, with
size 2 shoes and big grey eyes, very trim and efficient. The hospital stood across the street
from the business.
On inspecting the hospital store room, she found shortages, so went over the road to the
grocers to correct the deficiencies, wearing her cloak and bonnet. My grandfather, clad in
his usual grey frock coat, vest and trousers, with immaculate white linen, greeted her
punctiliously, calling over an assistant to attend to the new Matron, assuring her that if any
time she needed help, she had only to ask.
"Well, there is one thing, " she said. "I can't open the packing cases containing my books
and music."
"We'll see to it," he replied. As she left he tucked a parcel under her arm 'for the staff
dinner'. It was a freshly killed young chicken. Half an hour later, Leoline appeared, bearing a
claw-headed hammer and opened the cases.
“I wonder who will fasten them up for you," he remarked. HE did.
They married in 1905- I was born in 1906. Dora, his eldest sister was bitterly jealous of my
mother who had caused the family to lose their beloved Leo. She never liked me either. On
seeing her new niece, she sniffed, "What an ugly mouth the child has, Nan - it's just like
yours!"
Five of us arrived in six and a half years. Leo and Ann were wonderful parents; affectionate,
tolerant, sympathetic but with strict rules of discipline which we observed. All questions
were answered- no subject taboo.
D.H. had contributed generously towards the building of the handsome granite and
limestone Baptist Church, with its Italian marble baptismal font, full throated pipe organ,
oak pews and gallery plus a separate Sunday School and the Communal Institute or meeting
place for lay activities.
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My father was a Deacon and also held a special licence to perform marriages if there was
no incumbent pastor. We all went to church on Sunday mornings and took it in turns to sit
next to him and hold his hand; he would gently smooth his thumb over the back of mine,
which had a very comforting effect; and when we stood up for hymns, his melodious
baritone would blend in harmony with the choir. Mother couldn't sing in tune though she
played the piano well.
Later father and I used to sing duets from the musical comedies of the time - "The Geisha"
and "The Belle of New York". He played the cello too, and I accompanied him.
Sunday School was held in the afternoon; he was the librarian and the deputy
superintendent. In the winter, to save disruption during a tedious sermon, the children of
the congregation attended a magical lantern show organised by my father. Every Friday
morning a box of coloured glass slides in a wooden box would be collected from the station.
Included would be the story script - tales like "Teddy's Button" or "Jessica's Last Prayer".
They came from London and were returned on Mondays. An assistant worked the lantern.
Father sat at a little table to the side of the screen, illuminated by a candle by which to read
the story. At appropriate intervals he would bang his gavel to change the coloured slide. I
sat at a harmonium, also by candlelight, to play the hymns when the words were shown on
the screen. I was eleven when I first started. I wore a red coat and black hat turned up like
'Crocodile Dundee's' - it had red ribbon ruching around the crown and a quill feather at the
side.
At home all the children were treated the same- no favourites. We could take anyone
home, they were always welcome, and Father himself made a point of welcoming strangers
to the town and inviting them to visit, especially the young newcomers who knew no one
locally.
Father was the most generous of men- my mother grew so annoyed she made him carry a
small disc from some childish game, with No 1 printed on it. "Really, Leo," she used to say.
"When you put your hand in your pocket to give away your last penny, do remember you
have a family too!" He was too kind to make a good business man, especially during the
depression of the twenties when his heart over-ruled his head. Bad debts accumulated; he
gave unnecessary orders to travelling salesmen because they were desperate. The
wholesale side of the business supplied to farmers in the Vale with sacks of stock foodmaize etc., and also to small grocers in the mining valleys- 10 or 20 miles away- their bulk
requirements. The miners were out of work and the little shops went bankrupt. The retail
side continued as usual.
I left home in 1925, and all the time I was training as a nurse, earning five shillings a week,
unexpected gifts would arrive from father- six pairs of black woollen stockings to wear on
duty PLUS a ball of black darning wool, 12 punnets of strawberries or 28lbs of Victoria
plums, and small boxes of fresh Greek figs with their purple bloom- direct from Covent
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Garden. Large tins of Scottish shortbread cookies were a lovely surprise for a hard-up
probationer and her friends.
By this time my mother was ill with heart and kidney trouble - in part due to inept
obstetrical care when I was born. She died in 1929. My father was married again in 1936 to
his housekeeper, Rose, who looked after him devotedly until his death in 1945. There were
no children.
There is a memorial plaque on the wall in the Baptist Church in Bridgend, placed there by
the congregation, which reads, "He was kind to all". How true. I still miss him. I loved him
dearly and thought I should NEVER find anyone as nice as he was to marry. Luckily, I did.

HOPE CHURCH IN BRIDGEND
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"OUT OF THE NORTH" ANNIE TANNER
WRITTEN BY MARJORIE SMITH 1966
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT

It was breakfast time; a letter had just come from my sister in New Zealand and as I read it
the radio rang out with a recording of the bells of Bradford Cathedral. My sister had
written, "Thank heavens for parents who gave us something more than snob values - a
moral code and a way of life that has roots- and it's not my lucky stars that I thank for my
two daughters, but Mother and Father and their teaching and example."
How right she was. My mind went back, and I wondered how often my mother must have
heard those very bells that filled the rooms in our quiet cottage beside the lock in the heart
of the Staffordshire countryside.
My mother, Annie Tanner8, born in Kendal in 1871, the
eldest of four children, left home much against the family
wishes, to become a nurse at the Children's Hospital in
Great Ormond Street, London. She went armed with
references from Lady Bagot of Levens Hall, and Lord
Lonsdale, for my grandfather, a builder, was a keen Tory
supporter, and frequently addressed public political
meetings in the Lake District. She also took with her a
marked North Country accent.
However, the ward sister disliked Annie intensely and
made her life a misery. Annie believed it was in part
because of her accent. At the end of six months Annie
was told "that she was neither mentally nor physically
capable of nursing." But my mother was not born a North
country woman for nothing. She had loved the children
and the work. Determined to continue in her chosen career she applied for admission to
the Bradford Royal Infirmary, this time without any aristocratic recommendations. She was
accepted and was awarded the Gold Medal for the best nurse of the year.
At that time probationers received no salary for the first year, five pounds for the second,
and ten pounds for the third. The uniform was initially supplied by the applicant. With her
last year's wages, she bought a silver watch with a second hand for five pounds at

8

In some official documents she appears as Ann, and in others, Annie
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Fattorini's.9 Her time allowed off duty was half a day a MONTH.... if it was convenient for
the ward sister to spare her!
After the awarding of the gold medal, Annie was sent to work in the Casualty Department,
where the Sister-in-Charge was an old battle-axe of vast experience called Sister McLaren.
When Mother reported to her she was told to pick up a bucket and scrubbing brush and get
on with scrubbing the floor. Mother got on with it and made a good job of it. After half an
hour, Sister McLaren went over to her and stood over her as she knelt. "You know that
work is supposed to be done by the charwomen?"
"Why, yes, Sister," my mother replied, "but you are in charge of the department, and
YOU told me to get on with it, so I DID."
"That's right, lass," said the tough old warrior. "I knew you'd won the Gold Medal,
and I thought you might give yourself airs. I wanted to find out if you had a pair of hands as
well as a head. We'll get on fine and I'll teach you all I know." And she did.
Mrs McGill was the Matron and the Senior Surgeon, a Mr Horrocks. My mother's best
friend, Emily Fawcett, contracted typhoid fever during her training and was nursed by my
mother until she died. All these names are as familiar to me as if I'd met them, because as
children we loved to hear stories of her hospital life: of the preparation for operations,
when the surgeons were beginning to use antiseptics... sheets wetted with carbolic lotion
hung everywhere, including draping the patients on the table; the danger to the girls
working in the factories when their long hair got caught in the machinery and they would
be brought in scalped; the treatment after stomach operations when any liquid by mouth
was forbidden for 48 hours, and one patient having made a remarkable recovery, confessed
on discharge, that he had got up in the night and gone to the bathroom and drunk pints
from the tap; of the draper with the D.T.s who tore his sheets to shreds, measuring cloth
for his customers; of the stink of oil of sassafras10, and starch poultices necessary to clean
up lice-ridden heads.
Then there was the miner who followed her on his knees around the bathroom floor, asking
her to marry him; and the farmer who sent his mother to do the same thing, because he
was too shy; and the day they had a lion tamer mauled by his animals, a railway man
crushed by the buffers and a chimney sweep run over by a horse, all to deal with in one
hour.
When I was fourteen, Mother and I stayed a night at the Nurses' Home in Manningham
Lane, where one of her probationers, a Miss Merritt was the Lady Superintendent. We also
I still have that watch which served me and later my daughter all through our nursing training.
Different parts of the sassafras plant (including the leaves and stems, the bark, and the roots) have been used to
treat "scurvy, skin sores, kidney problems, toothaches, rheumatism, swelling, menstrual disorders and sexually
transmitted diseases, bronchitis, hypertension, and dysentery. It is also used as a fungicide, dentifrice, rubefacient,
diaphoretic, perfume, carminative and sudorific
9

10

~ 114 ~
called on the Fawcett family where I tasted mint tart and parkin11 for the first time; tried to
play a trombone and was introduced to the further works of Amy Woodford Finden12. Up to
that time I was familiar only with the Indian Love Lyrics. The melodies including "Where the
Abana Flows" struck my romantic adolescent mind as being most beautiful music, much to
be preferred to the Czerny exercises which were my daily lot. I was also taken around the
Pathological Department which fascinated me and confirmed me in the pronounced
conviction that I had held from the age of three: I wanted to be a nurse! I could have spent
hours peering into the bottles and jars at the specimens and abnormalities. We also saw
"Dear Brutus" at the theatre with Lewis and Ann Casson and I wept at the exquisite
relationship of the artist and his dream daughter; for I loved my father dearly and could not
bear to contemplate the possibility that I might never have been born. My mother loved
the Yorkshire people. "They're like their wool...tough and warm and comforting."
Later on, she became gynaecological ward sister at Rochdale and Wolverhampton, Matron
of Almonsbury Hospital outside Bristol and at the age of 32 arrived in Bridgend in
Glamorgan as Matron of the Cottage Hospital. In Bridgend she met and married my father,
and out of five children, four girls and a boy, three trained as nurses and the fourth is an
almoner.
Like most North country women Mother was a good cook and a good organiser, a generous
provider but nothing was ever wasted. How thankful we were for that training during the
war. Having four daughters before the last child, a son, was born, nothing made her angrier
than to suggest that the boy would be 'spoiled'. "He'll be treated just like the rest, and take
his turn in the house too," she used to reply stoutly. Or when people commiserated with
her for having four daughters to marry off, she retorted that we would be given training
whatever career or profession we chose to take up, and education was NOT wasted on
girls.
Despite adequate resident domestic staff, usually three girls living in and a daily woman,
she insisted on teaching us the art of house-keeping, cleaning, cooking and washing, from A
to Z. "Goodness knows how you'll end up," she used to say. "If you marry a poor man you'll
have to do your own work; if you marry a rich man and have to manage a large house, you
ought to know how to do things in order to supervise properly." One of her maxims was
"Anyone can do a job well if they enjoy doing it. It takes guts to make a good job of
something you hate doing." This philosophy strengthened me while cleaning bed handles
with scouring powder before Sister's inspection when I started training. Another was a
piece of doggerel which ran:
The people people work with best are often very queer
A traditional sponge cake from Northern England flavoured with syrupy molasses, oatmeal and ginger
The legacy Amy Woodforde-Finden leaves is one of bridging cultures with music and words. She interpreted
the sounds and motives of Asian-South Asian music to an American-European audience and transported the
listener to a world of romance and the exotic.
11
12
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The people people own by birth quite shock one's first idea
The people people choose for friends one's common sense appal
But the people people marry are the queerest folk of all.
Mother was always interested in young people and kept an open house for anyone we
might bring home. My father too made a point of inviting young apprentices or shy
strangers to the town who might be among the congregation on Sundays, to come along for
a meal or a chat in the family circle.
There were no Youth Clubs then but every Monday night, Mother made piles of sandwiches
and hot coffee and the dining room was given over to any young people who cared to turn
up. The second-best piano and a harmonium were kept in there, and we used to have great
fun singing and dancing. We also used to make rag mats for some of the people she helped.
Domestic help was never a problem. She had a waiting list of girls who wanted to come, as
the only reason they left was to get married. She usually gave them their wedding dresses
and arranged the reception. She earned pocket money for herself by writing short stories.
The first she ever had accepted was by a long defunct paper for women called "Forget -menot". Later she wrote articles for the Daily Mail.
Annie was musical. She played the piano and eventually we formed a family concert party
and orchestra, composed of cello, violins, piano and flute. We went around hamlets,
hospitals and "Homes" in the surrounding countryside. No radio then. She always held
tickets for the Celebrity Concerts in Cardiff and we would be taken in turn. I particularly
remember Tettrazini and the youthful Brazza in one programme.
She was also an examiner for the Girl Guides and I shall never forget the proud day when
we were allowed to camp under canvas for the first time. This was in 1920. Until then the
Guides, as girls, were not considered hardy enough to withstand the rigours of the great
outdoors and had to be content with barns or rural school rooms. I still have my original
tenderfoot badge with B.P.G.G. on it, which stood for Baden Powell's Girl Guides. His sister,
Miss Agnes, was the head of the movement then.
My mother was a keen gardener. As a child I was mortified at seeing her take a bucket and
shovel to pick up horse manure dropped on the road outside the house. The memory
makes me give an understanding chuckle today when I find myself doing the same thing
after the South Staffs Hunt has passed by.
In the time of the Depression, Mother became an Employers' Representative on the
tribunal for assessing the appeals for the Means Test and she used to go to Port Talbot
regularly to sit and listen to the tales of misery. She would come home angry for the
unemployed, her heart aching for the families involved through no fault of their own in the
indignities they endured as recipients of the dole.
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Mother died in 1929 and I shall never forget the letters and flowers that came from so
many people she had helped unknown to anyone except those in trouble.
She was a grand woman to whom we could turn for advice or instruction on any subject,
including "Sex", which we accepted as part of our normal education.
My own younger daughter is now a State Registered Nurse and trained at the London
teaching hospital where I qualified and met my husband. And my niece, Cariad Santon is
half way through her course at Auckland Hospital in New Zealand.
How astonished and pleased my mother would have been if she could see the
improvement in the pay and conditions within her chosen profession, begun 70 years ago in
Bradford, which is influencing the lives of her descendants today.
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RAILWAY ROMANCE
A TRUE STORY ABOUT KITTY ROWE
BY MARJORIE SMITH
1986
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT

In the 1930s, the train for South Wales always left London's Paddington Station at five
minutes to the hour, at three hourly intervals; 8.55 - a splendid breakfast to be had, 11.55luncheon, immaculate napery spotless cutlery, a reasonable five course meal and good
wines served by deft and friendly dining car attendants clad in the Great Western Railway
chocolate and gold uniforms.
Kitty lowered herself thankfully into a corner seat in the empty carriage and gave a great
sigh of relief. She had got away at last, after a week of great tension and hard work, but the
outcome was satisfying. She could relax at last.
Just as the train was about to pull out, the door to the compartment was flung open and a
young man, hampered by a suitcase and long package jumped in, breathless. As he
recovered his equilibrium, he apologised for the intrusion and hoped she would not object
to his presence?
"Not at all," she replied. He began to stow his luggage on the rack as he explained he had to
get to Swansea in time for his mother's birthday. "Is she a keen gardener?" Kitty enquired.
He stared at Kitty in amazement. "How on earth did you know that?"
"I recognised the label on your parcel. They're rose specialists, aren't they? What kind are
you taking her?" Kitty asked.
A spirited conversation regarding the merits of rose types ensued until an attendant put his
head in and announced, "First luncheon now being served."
"Would you do me the honour of lunching with me?" asked her companion.
She considered. He was obviously a thoroughly respectable person. "Thank you very much,"
she accepted.
As the meal progressed the conversation became more diverse and various topics were
broached. It was a three-hour journey to Bridgend where Kitty lived and the time flew by
very agreeably. Swansea was a further 30 miles to the West. During lunch Kitty disclosed
that she was a Ward Sister at the University Cottage Hospital in London and was very tired
as the last week had been spent coping with six men who had been severely burnt in a
factory fire nearby. Her companion exclaimed, "Oh, I know all about that! I'm the insurance
assessor for the claim!"

~ 118 ~
They returned to the compartment. About twenty minutes were left before Kitty got off the
train. Suddenly the young man jumped up and said to her, "Please forgive me, but I have to
speak now, as I may never see you again. Will you marry me? I've been looking for someone
like you all my life, and I can't let you slip away now!"
Kitty was completely taken aback. "But you don't know me at all. I'm very flattered, but I'm
already engaged to be married. This is my last hospital leave until then. It's to be in May."
His face dropped. "I had so hoped, but I'm not surprised." When they reached Bridgend,
Kitty left, and the young man continued on to Swansea.
At the end of her two weeks' leave, Kitty returned to London and was amazed to find, on
arriving at Paddington Station, her railway acquaintance standing on the platform with an
enormous bunch of red roses. "How did you know I would be on this train?" she asked.
"Oh, it was easy. I didn't know your name, so I phoned the hospital and asked to be put
through to the ward where the burnt firemen were patients and asked if the Sister-in
Charge had returned from holiday and if not, when?" They told me the date. I've met every
train from South Wales today. I phoned the Nurses' Home to get your name. Will you
accept these flowers? You're not married yet and I haven't given up hope."
She tried to dissuade him, but until the day she left to marry her fiancé, Martin Rowe, he
bombarded the Nurses' Home with gifts and flowers in a vain effort to win his suit.
She never saw him again
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THE VISITORS
BY KITTY ROWE
1986? 88?
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT

With Iran so prominent in today's news, my mind goes back to the 1950s when I lived in
Cardiff, the capital of the Principality of Wales. As well as possessing important docks,
which exported the famous Welsh anthracite coal throughout Europe, Cardiff was also the
key access to all the mining valleys from which miners' families descended for special
shopping and entertainment.
One evening my thirteen-year-old son returned from a scout meeting and informed us that
the World Scout Jamboree was to be held later in the year in the Midlands, and, in order to
make it memorable for scouts coming long distances, parents were asked to accept scouts
into their homes in the week following the event. Three of David's friends replied so I added
my name, hopefully trusting that if not English-speaking, the guest would understand our
French or basic German. Alas, we were informed that as only five were coming from Iran
they had been allocated to us, so I hastily applied for the extra scout so that they could
converse together.
But further trauma awaited us as, at the eleventh hour, the Shah of Persia suddenly realised
the importance of the occasion and ordered two large coaches to be filled with anyone
possessing some knowledge of English. In despair, the already fully 'booked up" Cardiff
appealed to the mining valleys, and they responded with typical Welsh hospitality.
On the appointed day, the hosts were requested to be at City Hall at 5pm to receive their
guests, but four hours passed without any sign of the buses. Frantic calls were made along
the route, but two large buses had apparently disappeared into space. At nearly 10pm, an
apologetic official admitted confusion of nationalities - the Iraqis had left but the Iranians
had not. Would we return the next day at the same time? Back we came to find a repetition
of the previous evening, but the Iranians had left camp and were checked from town to
town as far as Gloucester before vanishing from sight.
Finally, a call came from Bristol saying they had been found. Instead of taking the righthand fork for Wales, they had taken the left-hand fork and were on the other side of the
Bristol Channel. A fast car was hurriedly dispatched to locate them, and finally two very
tired bus drivers pulled up outside City Hall. But where were the boy scouts?
Out of the bus emerged men of all ages, ranging from teens to patriarchs with long beards.
Thoroughly shaken, no one seemed capable of taking charge, so my husband stepped
forward to ascertain who among the locals had travelled the longest distance and how
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many guests were required. He then indicated with his fingers to the leader who quickly
understood and produced the appropriate number. This continued until the remaining men
were delivered to those nearest the city centre.
Our two proved to be a Physics teacher in his thirties and a PE instructor in his twenties.
Both were married. Their first request was to see our washing machine. This was because
torrential rain had flooded the camp during their stay and local companies had provided
washing machines to cope with their clothes. The Iranians had never seen one before.
The scouts conversed together on the phone daily and all five were taken to places of
interest, but we were surprised when they asked to be taken to Marks and Spencers.
However, we complied with their request. We heard later from one of the hostesses that
she had been obliged to leave her guest for a short time in the care of her small son. The
Iranian had promptly asked to see the washing machine in full use and so the little boy had
emptied his mother's underwear drawer. An embarrassed mother had returned to find a
fascinated man eagerly examining all her intimate garments! That is why five Iranian wives
received unexpected gifts of underwear from the famous stores.
At first our guests needed reassurance that I was the sole wife, and mother of the two sons.
Being Moslems, they were allowed four wives. They wanted to see a wedding, but I
explained that only family and close friends attended the reception. Hagpannah nodded in
agreement, saying, "In my country one asks many guests. They come. They say, 'Too poor
wine. Not enough food' So I ask few guests and buy Persian carpet."
During their stay I received a phone call from one of the mining valleys. Did I have a Persian
scout? If so, could I put him on the phone? Their sole guest was very homesick, and they did
not know how to cope with him. Ali obliged, then replacing the receiver, announced that he
was going to see his friend. I was dismayed as there was no car available and the journey
necessitated two bus changes as well as locating a strange house. However, Ali remained
unperturbed and stated calmly that Allah would take care of him. I could only write down
instructions on a piece of paper, silently praying that the Almighty would do his bit too. Ali
returned later that evening, having comforted his friend. He had been helped by strangers
all along the way and had even been escorted to the house itself. Had it been a combined
heavenly operation?
The visitors explored the countryside on borrowed bicycles, and, when the day came for
their departure, whole families came to say goodbye to their guests. Burly men entered the
hall, carrying small babies, or with toddlers clutching their hands. As the buses drew away,
tears were freely flowing down many faces, and more than one departing man was wiping
his eyes.
A true example of the brotherhood of man.
(Incidentally I corresponded with Ali for several years afterwards.)
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MOVING

By Marjorie Smith
1988
Edited by Sue Scott

In 1777, the great lexicographer, Samuel Johnson, said, "When a man is tired of London, he
is tired of life".
Well! We were tired of London, but we weren't tired of life; after thirty-five years of
medicine, we needed a change, and found it by purchasing a boat hire company in the
heart of England. It was situated on the Trent and Mersey Canal which originally carried
goods from Liverpool, across the country, to Hull.
The business premises were in a converted canal-house stable, next to the local pub- the
Swan - and there was an essential dock, but no living accommodation. Temporarily we
rented a far too large and expensive flat in the old nursery quarters of the Manor House,
three miles distant. There was a derelict cottage a mile away up the towpath, which British
Waterways wanted to pull down. Our architect son-in-law surveyed it and said it could be
restored; the walls and foundations were solid and the roof beams such as he had only seen
in churches although the inside had been badly misused by vagrants and mischief-makers.
Because we were contributing to the precarious financial position of British Waterways,
they unwillingly agreed to sell it to us - on certain conditions. One was to divert the 'bywash' - the overflow of water from the lock in front of the premises currently flowing
UNDER the cottage. We went ahead and did this to their specification and satisfaction.
They were amazed. The cottage was built in 1772, when America was still one of the British
colonies.
There was a well and an outside brick privy. Assisted by one very able handyman, my
husband and I restored the interior, had electricity installed and also a Stuart Turner engine
which pumped water from the well into a tank in the roof. A bathroom and lavatory were
added. I worked like a Chinese peasant, pushing wheelbarrows full of dead pigeons' bones,
and loads of muck let down in a bucket from the rafters and then depositing it on the
surrounding ten-acre field in which a nearby farmer grew potatoes.
Eventually the furniture removers gave us an estimate and told us they would be unable to
get my upright piano up the stairs in the cottage to the room we had designated as our
sitting room on account of its extensive view of the countryside as well as being shielded
from the stares of boat occupants passing through the lock. The only existing windows
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faced that way and so we decided to make a new window in each end wall, and we left the
one in the sitting room unfinished.
On the day of the move, to their bewilderment, we commandeered the services of the crew
of a passing narrow boat. They found themselves assisting at the heaving and shoving of a
piano up a ladder and through the unfinished upper storey window hole. Seven years later,
when we left to go to New Zealand, the removal men scratched their heads and confirmed
with their tape measures that it was impossible to have got that piano inside that room.
Yet, there it was, and as far as I know, still is, for I asked the wife of the new owner of the
business if she would be willing to accept it as a gift. The alternative was to break it up and
get it down the stairs.
One other difficulty was resolved by a fluke of fate. The Post Office runs the telephone
service in Britain. When we applied for one, the request was turned down and an employee
was sent to inform us that the place was too remote and it would entail too much wiring.
He arrived at the warehouse where my husband was working on a boat engine, stared at
him, then jumped to attention and saluted.
"Don't you remember me, Sir? I was with your Field Ambulance in the invasion of Sicily!
Don't worry. I'll see you get the telephone, as Dr Smith, not Swan line Cruisers" And we DID.
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ENGLISH PICNICS
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1995
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During the TV commercial break, there flashed on to the screen an advertisement for Heinz
Tomato Sauce. There they were - the Picnickers - lazily lounging in the shade of a grand, old
oak tree, liberally smothering their burgers with rich, red sauce.
Nostalgic memories were evoked as we watched. We spoke of picnics past; the excitement
of the Spring picnics to the 'cowslip' field on the outskirts of our town. There the grasses
would be sprinkled yellow with buttercups and those nodding cowslips; the hedgerows full
of pale primroses, bright celandines and blue speedwell. The green-fringed pond with its
tadpoles waited for us.
Mother would get out the old, round, cane, plum basket, filling it with old newspapers and
sticks to light the fire for boiling water in the large black teakettle. She double checked that
the matches had not been forgotten. The food would be packed into boxes: slices of bread
and butter, meat for the sandwiches, jam and cakes, a little fruit - perhaps an orange each.
The children, there were five of us, anxiously awaited the arrival of our conveyance. No cars
in those days! It was a pony-drawn dray, normally used for the delivery of goods locally in
our town. Stools were installed, a plank put across the rear of the dray, and cushions and
blankets to sit on were handed around. We did not care if we were squashed in tightly, or
that on one occasion the horse shied at the sight and sound of a donkey braying on the
other side of a low hedge, bolted, jerking the plank loose, leaving the youngest child sitting
on it in the middle of the road.
When we went to the sea five miles away, things were different. We gathered the
driftwood left by high tides to make our fire, and large flat stones on which to balance the
same kettle. Bathing gear -suits, caps and towels- buckets and spades, were extra items to
remember to pack. The sands were flat and golden, safe for bathing, though sometimes the
tide would recede, leaving an edge of black coal dust like a lace trimming on a petticoat.
This was left by the dirty little coal-fired coasters which carried coal up and down the Bristol
Channel in those days.
Remembered, too, were Sunday School Treats, usually to the seaside. Children were
granted a holiday from school according to their religions. One year, the Church of England,
Presbyterians and Methodists were granted the holiday; the next it was the turn of the
Roman Catholics, Baptists and Wesleyans. Those children with no denomination would try
to gatecrash both picnics! We were conveyed in vans, lorries and trucks provided by local
trades-people, and sometimes in an early kind of bus known as a charabanc which was
hired. Each row of seats had a separate door, the whole being covered by a canvas top
which was folded back if the weather was good.
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At the seashore, sporting events took place- scrambles for sweets and races for small prizes
but these were not begun until later in the day when the incoming tide had covered the
beach, well-trampled by games of cricket and football, and submerged and swept away the
laboriously -made sandcastles.
Mugs of steaming hot tea were handed out from the large marquee, together with slices of
bread and butter and slab cake- cherry or banana. We were so hungry not a crumb was
ever left uneaten.
As we grew older, we became Girl Guides and our picnics became 'hikes'. We took along
raw sausages, bacon and eggs. We cooked cheese sandwiches in our fry-pans. We mixed
flour and water into damper dough, cut it into strips to twist around green twigs and held
them over a Smokey wood fire to cook. I cannot remember the taste of damper, for like
everything else we cooked, it was well-flavoured with smoke.
Later still, when cars were at our disposal, we equipped ourselves with picnic baskets filled
with unbreakable cups, plates and plastic cutlery. Now it was our turn to plan, provide and
pack picnics for the younger generation. Some of us brought pre-cooked supplies or
stopped en route to buy hot, freshly baked bread from a village bakery, a lump of cheese,
plus a few tomatoes and lettuce for a simple salad. We ended our meal with a choice of
fresh fruit. Hot drinks came in thermos flasks. No fires to light!
Or, like my sister-in-law we could have a very complicated affair, for she cooked non-stop
for two days beforehand. It seemed to take hours to stack everything into the boot of the
car, with endless unloading at the other end. The picnic site would be carefully chosen,
spread with a snowy white cloth, napkins and cushions placed in position. Beautiful china
plates, best glasses and good cutlery appeared. Before us would be placed meat pies,
sausage rolls, a variety of quiche, cold meats- ham, tongue and turkey - all with traditional
trimmings, a choice of salads with mayonnaise, pickles and chutney. Sweets came next:
fruit tarts, individual trifles, yoghurt, fruit and ice cream. Iced cakes and gateaux were
always followed by a selection of cheeses, butter and biscuits, and, of course, the essential
accompanying wine for the occasion! A sufficiently magnificent feast for anyone. She was
tired and exhausted - but no doubt the Grey Poupon Mustard, which she never once forgot,
did much to revive her!
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"Will you test me on my history homework, Grandma? I've got an exam tomorrow
morning." My eighteen-year-old grandson, Ben, eyed me hopefully.
"What period?" I enquired.
"First and Second -"
"No, what period of history?"
"Oh! Russian."
"All Russian?"
"Yes."
I held his two pages of notes and wondered how on earth he had compressed such a vast
subject into so small a space.
Sure enough, he was able to launch into the vast mists of time, differentiate the separate
regions that eventually became the USSR- remembered all the Alexanders, "Greats" - Peter
and Catherine, until we came to World War I and the Revolution.
"You weren’t born then, Gran, were you?"
I assured him I was very much alive and remembered seeing WAR in huge letters spread
over the front page of the Daily Mail when I was eight years old, in 1914, and the horror felt
in Britain at the murder of Czar Nicholas and his family in 1917. "How could they? Didn't
they know he was cousin to our King George V?" was the general feeling, "And they looked
so alike too".
"Well," said my grandson, "the man who has been teaching us knew Kerensky - he used to
have tea and played chess with him Do you know who Kerensky was, Gran?"
"Indeed, I do - and so did your great aunt, Gertrude Pullin, who as a Queen Alexandra's
Army Nursing Sister, was one of two St Thomas' Hospital trained nurses chosen to
accompany the British forces sent by Lloyd George and Winston Churchill to North Russia,
to help Kerensky and the White Army fight the Red Army under Lenin and Trotsky. They
were based in Murmansk: the city theatre was turned into a hospital, and the section Aunt
Gertrude served in was commanded by Sir Ernest Shackleton, the Antarctic explorer. Wait a
minute ..."
Gertrude Pullin never married. One of five children, four girls and one boy, she was born in
the Royal Mint, next to the Tower of London, where her father was a senior official,
guarded by sentry’s day and night, in all their comings and goings. Two of the girls trained
at St Thomas' Hospital in the Nursing School founded by Florence Nightingale, and another
girl, Florence, trained at Guy's Hospital in London. The brother became Chief Engineer at
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Guy's Hospital. Florence married Dr Walter Montgomery Smith. I married their son, also Dr
Walter Montgomery Smith. As Gertrude had no children, she gave me all her Russian
memorabilia.
I left Ben and fetched a small attaché case - and there it all was.
The bulletin dated November 13th, 1918, sent by ship's radio and posted on the Mess
Notice Board, announcing that the Armistice had been declared on the Western Front: an
autograph album stuffed with original prose and poetry in English, Russian and Serbian:
cartoons and drawings of commanding officers, sledging parties, polar bears, hospital
patients, signatures of people who became famous in English history. Shackleton I've
mentioned and there was also Frank Worsley who accompanied him on the Antarctic
Expedition that failed and was saved by Shackleton's heroic sea voyage to South Georgia to
get help for his shipwrecked and marooned crew. Incidentally, Shackleton gave Aunt
Gertrude a pair of his wooden skis which rested in my lumber room after she died.
To our astonishment there were signatures of American troops from California, New York,
Ohio and many other places in the States. There were picture postcards and newspaper
cuttings about the destroyer "Braemar Castle" and others that used to shuttle between
Murmansk and United Kingdom Naval bases supplying the Expeditionary Force - and did all
the shopping for the two nursing sisters at the most exclusive London stores - Harrods and
Marshall and Snelgrove.
Then there were the medals including the Royal Red Cross - the highest honor the British
Crown can bestow upon a nursing sister on active service, the telegram from the Lord
Chamberlain summoning her to Buckingham Palace, a letter from Queen Alexandra, the
mother of George V and Edward VII's widow. A carefully filled in dance card with wrist cord
and pencil, a dinner menu with appropriate Russian courses and a hip-pocket flask were all
there.
She never married - I'm sure not for lack of proposals; her true love probably died in the
war...
Ben passed his exam - he got an A minus.
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Before the First World War, my grandfather, who was a prosperous grocer, owned heavy
draught horses for pulling the wagons and carts. The wagons were used for rural deliveries,
loaded with sacks or heavy goods, the ponies for town deliveries of daily orders.
Grandfather lived in a large country house outside the town. Stables were attached to the
business but to put the horses out to grass, he owned fields within walking distance. In one
of these lay a pool fringed with hawthorn and elder, in whose shade grew primroses while
cowslips graced the fields.
My mother would announce, "It's a lovely fine day, so we'll go and pick primroses and
cowslips. This entailed boot boxes filled with tissue paper, newspapers, balls of wool and
scissors. Bertie was in the pram, probably with Anne sitting on his feet, but Kitty, Phyllis and
I aged 6, 7 and 8 were old enough to walk and carry a small basket each. We collected
bunches and tied them with wool, dipped them in the pool and carefully wrapped them in
tissue paper. The baskets were lined with moss.
Years later, during the Second World War, I walked once more the familiar way- no longer
so. A traffic officer was on duty at a cross roads. Before me spread the drab camouflaged
shapes of industrial buildings- away into the distance.
"What on earth is that?" I asked.
"Munitions factory," he replied laconically. "They moved Woolwich Arsenal down here in
1938."
I have no wish to return.
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THE MILLS OF GOD

"Though the mills of God grind slowly, yet they grind exceedingly small." Longfellow "Retribution"
BY MARJORIE SMITH
1995
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT

Trinity College, an International Theological Training College in Bristol, England, is a graceful
mansion situated on the downs. Formerly known as Stoke House, it was painted by John
Turner, R.A., in 1791 while still a private residence. This splendid home was built in 1669 by
William Cann, a merchant who increased his fortune by slave-trading. The building lies on a
hill overlooking the port and Bristol Channel, and often William Cann must have stood at
one of the upper windows to watch his vessels sailing up the river Avon to the dock in the
heart of the city.
Between 1698 and 1807, when Parliament abolished the trade, English ships carried at least
seven million African slaves across the Atlantic. Bristol made a fortune out of slavery. When
London lost its monopoly, Bristol jumped in. This trade, the Corporation of Bristol and the
Society of Merchant Venturers warmly endorsed, claiming 'the great support of our people
at home and the foundation of our trade abroad.'
By 1709, fifty-seven slave ships were trading from Bristol; by 1750 - eighty or ninety. No
fewer than 155 Bristol merchants were trading in slaves. There was a triangular route;
Bristol to West Africa with brassware, cotton, gin and muskets bartered or sold for slaves or
ivory; the middle passage from West Africa to American or West Indian colonies where the
slaves were sold at a profit; and home to Bristol full of molasses or tobacco and ivory.
The Cann family died out. After passing through several hands Stoke House became a girls'
boarding school. During World War 2 it housed Canadian troops and, in 1946, it became a
theological college called Tyndale College. There were two others in the area; Clifton
Theological College and Dalton House. In 1972, they combined, hence the name Trinity
College. Students came from all over the world,
including Uganda. Extensions and additions were
necessary and were carried out in 1989/1990 by the
Bristol firm of architects of Ferguson, Mann.
In 1969 missionaries from the Diocese of Bristol were
sent to East Africa and formed links with Uganda,
establishing schools and churches until the rise of Idi
Amin in 1976, when communications ceased. On
Amin's overthrow an emissary arrived in London to
appeal for help in restoring the Anglican connection.
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He was Gideon Oboma, and he was sent directly to Bristol where he became a student at
Trinity College.
The Diocese welcomed him warmly and agreed to send a Church of England representative
to Uganda to restore the link between them. In 1984, the Rev. Charmion Mann, married to
Philip Mann, and an Anglican deaconess who had obtained her theological degree at Trinity
College, was accompanied by Peter Woods, a church warden, when they flew to Entebbe
and toured the ravaged Diocese of Busoga. Sometimes they lived in primitive conditions,
sleeping on mud floors with minimal toilet facilities and existing on native foods. However,
they made many new friendships which endure to this day.
Later on, when the Ugandan link had been firmly re-established, Charmion was invited to
Mityana Cathedral to attend and participate in the ordination of the first women priests in
the Anglican Church of Uganda.
In 1987, Charmion Mann was made a Deacon in the Bristol Diocese and employed by the
National Health Service as a chaplain to three Bristol hospitals. In February 1994, she was
made a Canon of Bristol Cathedral for her services to the church and the public. On March
12, 1994, she was among the thirty-two women ordained as the first full priests of the
Church of England, in Bristol Cathedral.
Each candidate invited four ordained priests to take part in the ceremony "the laying on of
hands" and the blessing of the Bishop. Among those invited by Charmion were the Rev.
Margaret Gunther of New York, and the Rev. Edith Semambo, Mityana of Uganda. How
amazed the builder of Stoke house would have been to look down on this unprecedented
and historical occasion, and to see the educated, highly qualified African woman
participating in the proceedings.
The wheel of time turns slowly but certainly produces unexpected and joyful results.
(Charmion Mann is the daughter of Marjorie Smith and was interviewed on CNN World News for TV
in USA when visiting her mother)
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THE SOUTH OF FRANCE 1930-31
WRITTEN BY MARJORIE SMITH (NEE LLOYD) 1990
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT 2017

I am a most fortunate woman in that I have enjoyed the last vestiges of a more serene age
with unquestioned privileges and an accepted norm of everyday living that would raise the
hackles of any post-war Socialist.
Wall St had collapsed in 1929, but its impact had not been fully felt on the Riviera in 1930:
there were many wealthy American expatriates- also British aristocrats and diplomatic
families- who lived in the best hotels and luxurious villas, fully staffed, during 'the season'.
L'Hermitage in Menton was an expensive Nursing Home run by two elderly English ladies,
both trained nurses. One, Miss Hopton, managed the hospital; the other, Miss Glossop,
attended to housekeeping and domestic affairs. It had an operating theatre, pleasant single
rooms, and Miss Hopton supplied nurses to private homes and hotels. She employed only
London trained, British nurses. There were three or four of us from Guy's. My sister, Kitty,
who had trained at University College Hospital in London, was engaged the following year,
though by then I was back at Guy's as a Surgical Ward Sister.
The local French doctors used the place frequently and we had patients from all around the
world. I remember with particular sadness a young Danish countess in her twenties dying of
lung cancer with her distraught fiancé sitting by her bed.
Menton is right on the Italian border, and we could walk across to Ventimiglia with its
wonderful flower market or dive off the Rochers Rouges in the bay - the water clear as glass
- and swim across; but we would never have gone up town in our bathing costumes.
We were sent to nurse patients at the best hotels such as the Hotel de Paris at Monte Carlo
(15 minutes away by tram) and the Negresco at Nice (an hour away). We were always
treated as first class guests by our patients, given a single private room with a bath and ate
in the dining room in mufti- the hotel didn't want nurses' uniforms flashed around.
On our days off at L'Hermitage we were provided with a picnic from the kitchen and could
ramble all over the mountain sides behind the Cote d'Azur. I particularly remember being
on Lake Turbie, a headland that dominates Monaco and watching the fireworks at Prince
Rainier's coming of age party. His father was a noted oceanographer and his aquarium was
his pride and joy. We could even visit Cannes on a free day.
In the hills behind Nice lies - or did lie- the little town of Cimiez. There was a monastery
surrounded by tall cypress trees and a large hotel called the Regina Palace which was once
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one of Queen Victoria's favourite holiday resorts. She owned the estate and used to drive
out in her carriage and throw money to the children.
It was here that I nursed an old English lady named Mrs Rumbold; her son was a British
diplomat at the Embassy in Rome and she had an unmarried daughter with her. At midnight
on Christmas night in 1930 I had a meal of cold roast duck brought up from the hotel
kitchen by the valet de chambre. I was affronted when he attempted to kiss me and
became the traditional, frigid, English virgin, a blow to his Gallic self-esteem.
I did hear once of a nurse in a private home who received reproachful glances when she
asked the mistress of the house where she would find her evening meal. "Food!" said the
indignant lady. "I thought all you night nurses were trained to go without any!" Another
householder was quite put out when the nursing sister refused to clean out the grates in
the morning or do my lady's personal laundry. Oh well. It takes all sorts.
When one was 'specialing' at night there was usually plenty of time to sew quietly and I
handmade sets of crepe-de-chine lingerie for my three sisters and myself; bras, panties and
cami-knickers. I think they are called 'teddies' now. Why?13
At this time there was great tension between Italy and France over the border; the Italians
wanted to reclaim all the Riviera as far as Nice, and the French were building fortifications
all along the mountains down to the sea.
While I was in France my fiancé had sailed off as a Medical Officer on a cadet training ship,
the 'Westmoreland', belonging to the New Zealand Shipping Company, on a voyage from
the UK to NZ and return. On arrival in NZ he found the whole country was suffering from
the world financial depression, a severe drought, and the shock of the Napier earthquake.
The sea bed had risen and a whole hillside collapsed taking the Nurses' Home with it,
burying its occupants as well as many civilians. Where the harbour had been is now
cultivated land, an aquarium and a promenade graced with Norfolk pines. Not surprisingly,
Monty did not want to settle there and returned home to join his father in the family
practice.
Later on, in 1958, I stood on a headland in Napier and watched the red and white
icebreaker, the 'Magga Dan', that I had last seen in the Pool of London near Tower Bridge,
leave for Antarctica. My 3 months visit during 1958 was to see my sister, Phyllis, last
glimpsed in the fog at Southampton Docks in 1944, and to meet her husband. The trip was
my husband's 25th wedding anniversary present to me. Life is odd. Later on, one of those
'Westmoreland' cadets had become the Captain of the 'Ruahine', the ship on which we
unexpectedly sailed for NZ in 1966.

13

the teddy, named after its inventor Theodore Baer,
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The 'season' finished in the South of France in March/April, when spring arrives in the UK.
The Hermitage shut down until October. I was in no hurry to return home and Miss Hopton
found me a job as a companion-nurse to a 16-year-old diabetic girl, Susie Brodie, whose
mother lived a very full social life. We occupied a beautiful third floor flat in the Palai
Lutetia. The balcony overlooked the main square and was planted with orange, lemon and
rose trees, the scent of flowers impregnating the air. Mrs Brodie's husband was a rich
coffee planter in Brazil who rarely returned home. She employed a male Italian cook and his
wife. Crespi, the cook was responsible for all Susie's diabetic meals, weighing ingredients
etc. All I had to do was BE with Susie, listen to her gramophone playing "The Peanut
Vendor" and "Singing in the Rain" when she woke up, give her her injections and test her
urine. She slept with her mother. We'd go shopping on the beach or swim. The beach was
very pebbly. Or we would go over to the Sporting Club at Monte Carlo where Mrs Brodie
rented a cabana on the imported sand beach. We would swim in the pool or watch 70 plus
year old King Gustav of Sweden play tennis. We also watched the racing cars in the Monte
Carlo rally.
I never wore uniform and was treated as a guest. When I left in June, I passed the job on to
a Polish friend who had trained at UCLH with my sister, Kitty. It amuses me to read
theatrical biographies of later years and the breathless awe with which the Gala nights are
described, patronised by Princess Grace and Prince Rainier at the Sporting Club. And I think,
"HA! I've BEEN there."

MY CHILDHOOD HOME IN WALES
BY MARJORIE SMITH 1989
EDITED BY SUE SCOTT

Bridgend, where I was born in South Wales, is situated on two gentle hills which face each
other, and, between which, the River Ogmore flows. In 1906 it was a town of 10,000
inhabitants. On the north peak is situated the Grand Western Railway Station, the main line
between London and Fishguard on the coast of Pembroke, a departure point for Ireland.
Bridgend is also a junction for five mining villages and the agricultural Vale of Glamorgan.
Cardiff is 20 miles east, Swansea 30 miles west. On the summit of the south hills lies New
Castle in ruins, St Illtyd's Church, the old Welsh Baptist box-like austere chapel, and half way
down, the ancient white-washed building of the Knights' Templars, which went back to the
Crusaders. It was said an underground tunnel connected the Knights' dwelling with the New
Castle. It was called the New Castle because there was an Old Castle to the east of the town
built by the Romans. Part of the walls still exist.
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Newcastle was held by the Royalists for King Charles 1- he was beheaded in 1649- during
the English Revolution and destroyed by cannonballs from Cromwell's troops. We used to
see them lying on the ground among the ruins- stone missiles
It was disclosed after WWII that had Hitler invaded Britain, the old Knights ‘Templar house
was to be the headquarters of the local underground Resistance movement. The Templars
were originally Crusaders based in Malta.
Before the main road was built there were two limestone bridges - the humped stagecoach
bridge with great slabs in the middle and large cobbles on each side and small recesses into
which foot passengers could retreat from overtaking horse traffic. The second bridge, one
mile further down the river, was the sheep-dipping bridge. It had three large rectangular
holes on one side, through which flocks of sheep were pushed and dipped in the river.
Nearby was the ruin of an old inn, of which the evil Cap Gock (Red Cap) had been the
landlord who murdered passing overnight travellers in their beds and stole their
belongings.
The old stage coach road ran down Elder Lane and passed Elder House, the old manor farm
where we lived. Built in the late 1700s it was completely hidden in the middle of the town;
the main road and shops being constructed all around on what had been pasture and
farmlands right down to the river. In one of the high walls enclosing the hidden house and a
large garden and stables, was a green arched doorway. On one side was an abandoned
Welsh Baptist cemetery- no longer used after the town cemetery was opened. At the rear
the wall cut us off from the yard of a hay merchant, and beyond him, the "Picture Palace"
had been built. This was the time of silent films and a piano player and violinist were
permanently employed. On summer nights we could hear the strains of Dvorak's
"Humoresque' or 'Little Redwing’ come wafting through the air.
Elder house was a three-storey house; deep cellars contained an enormous two block
cheese press, slate floors and slab shelves for putting out dairy pans of milk for cream, or
storing earthenware crocks of eggs in isinglass14, meat safes and large ceiling hooks for ham
or game. It was always cool: a shaft of ventilation led up to garden level, protected by a
removable wire mesh grill. The upstairs door was kept locked.
This was where my sister, Phyllis, a plump little girl, got stuck with her navy-blue school
knickers full of Washington State Red Delicious apples which had been imported in barrels
stuffed with straw. The apples were intended for distribution to her school friends. My
sister, Kitty, a thin little girl (regularly dosed with 'Iron Jelloids' as it was feared she was
anaemic) had got away with a similar theft. They were both lectured and chastised.

In the first half of the 1900s, people at home would preserve many eggs in a bucket or crock filled with liquid
Isinglass, and the technique is still viable.
14
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I was the eldest of the five children, and very conscious that I must be responsible and set a
good example to the other three girls and my brother, Bertie, the youngest, born six and a
half years after me. My mother said she only had to teach one child. I did leave my 6-yearold foot print deliberately in some newly laid cement. It was still there 40 years later.
On the ground floor were the dining and drawing rooms with coal fires, two pianos and an
American organ. The large kitchen had an open fireplace which heated the water; a dresser
and cupboards for the best china and silver covered one wall, and an adjustable clothes
airer was pulled up to the ceiling. There were two comfortable armchairs for the maids, a
large white scrubbed wooden table and chairs as we ate there when the dining room was
cleaned on Fridays. No sinks.
The stone slabbed hall ran down the middle of the house. On the far side from the kitchen
was the cloakroom and washbasin, set low so that small fry could reach the taps- and the
scullery which housed sinks, an enormous brick bread oven - which we never used- a coal
range with a hot water tank and tap on one side and an oven on the other. Leading off the
scullery were the china and food pantries.
There was an outside lavatory by the old stables which had been turned into a wash house
for laundry with a coal fired boiler and an old army Sentry stove for heating irons and
drying clothes in wet weather. Normally the washing was hung out on removable rope lines
in the garden on Mondays.
Upstairs in the house the second floor contained my parents' bedroom, my father's
dressing room, the day nursery and the night nursery. Another small bedroom with an open
fire was turned into a bathroom. The fire was always lit on Fridays when we had our big
baths, and our heads washed in a hip bath set on a large table. We were always given a
large dose of Syrup of figs - in case! There was also a large airing cupboard in which my
brother, Bertie was once lost, necessitating a police and town search. He eventually
emerged from the bottom of the airing cupboard where he had rolled himself in an
eiderdown and gone to sleep. The lavatory was separate; each bedroom had a marbletopped washstand with a jug and basin and 'po'. Hot water was carried up from the kitchen
in copper or enamel mugs.
On the top floor were two double bedrooms- one very large which took two double beds
with feather mattresses with ease and plenty of play space. The floors were covered with
linoleum and loose rugs. The smaller room contained two single beds for the maids,
individual chests of drawers and large clothes hanging cupboard.
My sister Anne and I were very close; she was the youngest and there were five years
between us. We slept in one double bed and Kitty and Phyllis in the other. One night I went
up later than the others, as was my privilege, and found Anne curled up in her nightie, in a
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little ball, under the bed on the cold linoleum. "What on earth are you doing under there?"
I asked.
"Well," she said, "you were cross with me downstairs and I thought you didn't love
me anymore."
The box room was through a little door on to the covered rafters. It was lit by a skylight. I
remember my sister, Kitty, getting on to the roof though that skylight when an aerial had to
be fixed for the first radio transmissions from the Savoy Hotel in London via the BBC in 1921
or 22. We wore headphones to listen, there were 'cats' whiskers to adjust and we referred
to the new wonder as the wireless.
Kitty always had lots of boyfriends to help with such projects and used to wear out the seat
of her knickers climbing and sliding. She was our tomboy.
Eventually the day nursery became a school and sewing room and the night nursery a guest
room. My brother, Bertie, slept in my father's dressing room. It had a row of vertical bars
above the door and we used to stand on chairs and roar like lions in the zoo when he was in
bed.
There was a large 'dressing-up box' and Kitty and Phyllis would dress up as fairies. I would
sneak down to the dining room and fill a silver egg cup with a revolting mixture of Rose's
Lime juice or concentrated lemon squash to which I added milk. This curdled concoction
was then delivered by the fairies as 'Fairy Nectar' which Bertie obediently drank. As far as I
know he suffered no ill effects.
The time came when it was necessary for my father to have a hernia operation. It was
decided to have it at home and a surgeon specialist came down from Cardiff to do it. My
mother was in her element as she had been Matron of the Cottage Hospital when she
married. The school room was turned into the operating theatre- all extraneous objects
removed- with white sheets draped on the table. There was a connecting door between the
two rooms and the patient was carried into the guest room to convalesce. He was required
to stay in bed for ten days as was then customary. The window embrasures were two feet
thick and Father arranged for a mirror to be rigged up so that they could see who came and
went through the backyard. It was one of the family jokes that after my mother's efforts to
supply suitable conditions for the operation, Tommy, our black cat walked out from under
the sheet covering the table. Father made an uneventful recovery.
My mother used to have fits when we ran along the top of the 12 feet high garden wall and
climbed all over the slate roofs of the tool sheds, outside lavatory and stables. There were
two enormous water butts on a platform outside the wash house to collect rain water for
rinsing special clothes as our local water, filtered through limestone was hard. Why none of
us drowned I can't imagine, as I used to enjoy looking down into the depths to see the
wiggly things and thin red worms inside the butts.
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There was a loft over the wash house, formerly used for hay storage, a pulley and a door.
My grandfather was horrified to see his only grandson being suspended in a bucket from
the top floor dangling from the pulley. We were playing Bible stories. Who was let down in
a basket to escape?15
The house was open to all and sundry. We had a constant stream of visitors from Africa,
India, China; blind people, nuns, Dr Barnardo's boys and girls. There was no racial or
religious prejudice. On Sundays, after the children's service, anyone who wanted to, came
back to Elder House. The church (donated by my grandfather) was only five minutes away.
My mother always kept an enormous oval black stockpot full of soup ready. Also, on
Monday nights she turned the dining room into a meeting place for the youth of the
church. Boys and girls arrived and sewed or fitted and listened to gramophone records; the
boys sat cross-legged on the floor and made rag rugs. Mother provided tinned salmon
sandwiches and cocoa. One of the participants recently turned up at my sister's house in
New Zealand and fondly remembered the old days and what a wonderful influence for
good my parents were to the whole town.
Elder House has long since been pulled down and a supermarket and carpark built in its
place. A cousin strolled through the rubble and found the iron Napoleonic eagle that had
been the front door knocker. It now graces a cottage in Oxfordshire. I have never been back
to Bridgend since my father died in 1945. My mother pre-deceased him in 1929. I left when
I was 19 in 1925.
THE SURNAME ‘LLOYD’ FAMILY HISTORY
The Lloyd family can trace its history back to the days of the early Quakers in the 17th
Century, and two brothers, Charles and Thomas, of Dolobran in Montgomeryshire, Wales.
Charles Lloyd became a Quaker in 1662. Like many other Quakers he refused to express his
loyalty by swearing an oath to the king and was soon imprisoned in Welshpool jail. This jail
had the worst reputation of any jail in Wales, but in 1663 his brother Thomas obtained
permission for Charles to live in a small house within the prison walls. Astonishingly Charles’
wife Elizabeth, then chose to join him there, and to” share the little straw that was his
bed”. Her sons Charles II and Sampson I were born in this prison. After 10 years
imprisonment, Charles and his fellow Quakers were released under the Declaration of
Indulgence in 1672. He returned to Dolobran where he built a Meeting House. He died in
1698 and was buried at Bull Lane Quaker Burial Ground in Birmingham, where his son
Charles had settled.

15

Paul
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ABOVE: THE OLD BRIDGE - YR HEN BONT, BRIDGEND THIS BRIDGE OVER THE OGMORE RIVER IN THE TOWN
CENTRE WAS BUILT IN 1425, REPAIRED IN 1775 AND RECENTLY RESTORED IN 2005

BRIDGEND
(The home of Daniel Herbert Lloyd and family)
Bridgend (English: /brɪˈdʒɛnd/; Welsh: Pen-y-bont ar Ogwr (Pen-y-bont), meaning "the end
(or head) of the bridge on the Ogmore")[2]is a town in Bridgend County Borough in Wales,
18 miles (29 km) west of the capital Cardiff and 20 miles (32 km) east of Swansea. The river
crossed by the original bridge, which gave the town its name, is the River Ogmore, but
the River Ewenny also passes to the south of the town.
Historically a part of Glamorgan, Bridgend has greatly expanded in size since the early
1980s – the 2001 census recorded a population of 39,429 for the town[1] and the 2011
census reported that the Bridgend Local Authority had a population of 139,200 — up from
128,700 in 2001. This 8.2% increase was the largest increase in Wales except for Cardiff.
The town is undergoing a redevelopment project, with the town centre mainly
pedestrianised and ongoing works including Brackla Street Centre redevelopment to
Bridgend Shopping Centre, Rhiw Car Park redevelopment, ongoing public realm
improvements and the upgrade of the Bridgend Life Centre and demolition of Sunnyside
offices to accommodate a large retirement complex.
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AN INTRODUCTION TO BRIDGEND WALES
It is hard to believe today that until the Industrial Revolution Bridgend was just a tiny
agricultural centre straddling the River Ogmore (or Ogwr). On one side of the river the
village of Newcastle, standing high on a cliff, was reached first by a ford and, after the 15th
century, by a stone bridge.
The Industrial Revolution brought prosperity and a good communication system to
Bridgend, for, although itself outside the rich coal seams, the mining valleys of Ogmore and
Llynfi sent their coal down by small railways to meet Brunel's main line. The present railway
station incorporates part of the original building, and around this time busy ironworks were
making machinery for the agricultural community. As time went by a new bridge was built
to accommodate the increasing traffic over the river, but parts of the original bridge are still
to be seen in the small foot-bridge alongside the road bridge. In 1923, the first bus station
in Wales was opened in Bridgend.
Just before the outbreak of the Second World War, a huge Royal Ordnance Factory was
built at Waterton and a massive underground armament store dug into the hill of Brackla,
towards the village of Coity. Subsequently this was converted into a complex nuclear
bunker, but since the end of the Cold War, the communications pylon stands amongst
hundreds of fast-growing broadleaf trees - a peaceful home for many species of wildlife.
The Ordnance Factory was demolished after the war, and the first of Bridgend's industrial
estates was built. During the war, German prisoners of war were confined in a camp at
Island Farm, to the west of the town. From this camp several prisoners escaped, some
reaching the east coast of England before being recaptured.
Since the war, the face of Bridgend has changed with the ever-growing industrial complex.
Ford and Sony have huge factories, and are the foremost employers, attracting workers
from most of the surrounding areas, and most of the well-known retail names have built, or
are building on trading parks now virtually surrounding Bridgend itself. The Headquarters of
the South Wales Police are here, and The Princess of Wales Hospital, together with two
older hospitals, provide excellent medical and nursing services for the district. Rugby
football is enthusiastically followed at the Brewery Field. There is a first-class indoor bowls
hall, new swimming pool, and many other sports facilities in the Leisure Centre.
Naturally, homes are needed for all the workers and their families, and, in anticipation of
the rapidly growing population of the town, Brackla was chosen as the site for what was to
evolve as the largest private housing estate in Europe.
Traditions are being built here for the future, in the Community Centre, the doctors' and
dentists' surgeries, the Scouts, Cubs and Brownies, the over-50 Club, and the WI. Friendship
is being generated in all these places, in the shopping precinct and at the school gates.

~ 139 ~
When the bricks have mellowed, the trees grown tall, and all those bored teenagers waiting
for the school buses are parents themselves, Brackla will have a tale to tell of the
foundation and growth of a new 'old village'.
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LAIMBEER FAMILY
EVA CAROLINE LAIMBEER (07.08.1882 –24.01.1964)

Eva’s mother was FANNY ALMA STAFFORD (born Liverpool 1854 -1924. She was the
daughter of CAROLINE ANN CHAMBERLAIN AND JOHN HERMAN STAFFORD, an Anglican
Clergyman of Liverpool, England. Fanny Alma, aged 18, sailed to New Zealand in the sailing
ship “The Hindustane”, as a companion to Lady George Beatham and became governess to
her children, arriving in Wellington May 22nd, 1875.
JOHN WILLIAM LAIMBEER (1831-1893)

John William was born in Devon in 1831. He was the youngest of a large family who had
escaped from France during the French Revolution. As a young man he joined an older
brother and sister in America where he was caught up in the American Civil War fighting on
the Union side in 1861, attaining the rank of Captain. He was shot in the leg, an injury
which never healed completely. He married and lived in Chicago. He had a daughter whom
he left in the States before visiting his sister in Australia. She had married the Hon. Sydney
Smith, an Australian Politician and keen racehorse owner. John moved on to NZ and met
and married Fanny Alma in 1875. After their marriage they lived in several districts in the
Wairarapa, finally settling in a bush farm in Te Hunga, Dannevirke. He died as a result of his
war wound leaving his widow, Fanny Alma, with six children. The eldest was Eva Caroline,
aged 11, the youngest Hetty was 6 months. Fanny had a great struggle raising the family.
In their small bush clearing they had two cows and the only horse and cart in the district.
Fanny milked the cows, made butter and sold it to the saw millers and used her horse and
cart as a small transport business. Her family in England sent parcels of clothes for the
children from time to time. Eva remembers her father as a very devout man who read the
Bible to the family every evening. She frequently accompanied him when he was delivering
goods and had the fondest memories of him.
EVA CAROLINE (07.08.1882-24.07.64) m THOMAS SANTON (03.02.1869-27.02.42)
(THOMAS) GODFREY (17.03.07 -01.07.95) m PHYLLIS GERTRUDE
MARY LLOYD –
(31.10.1908-13.08.88)
Cariad Mary (19.03.46) m Donald Gray Milmine:
(David) Mark (30.08.68) m Cara Anne McQuilian (Rory James, Josephine Elizabeth), Paul
Santon (21.07.70) m Helen Elizabeth (Luke, Kim),
(Thomas) Gray (07.08.71) m Megan Ruth Hutchinson (Thomas George, Jack Edward)
Sarah Elizabeth (19.12.75) m David Rush (Emily Hope, Benjamin David, Hannah Lucy)
Susan Elizabeth (24.08.47) m Michael Arthur Scott:
Thomas Arthur (23.09.75) m Katy, Sarah Catherine Davies: (Megan Grace, Matilda Helen,
Joseph Michael)
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Joanna Catherine (08.04.77) m William John Kaipo (Samaria Catherine Eva, Mikaya
Elizabeth, Tawhai Piri, Manawa Wiremu)
Geoffrey Michael (14.12.78) m Caroline Helen Marion Bagley (Juliet Elizabeth Anne,
Rosalie Marion Eva)
ALMA EVA (05.03.09 -15.02.2000) m
STEPHEN ALFRED EAGLE (2.4.1903-18.04.73):
Eva Carol (05.05.35) m Andrew Farquhar Baker (8.7.34-22.9.13):
Patricia (27.3.59) m Mark MacFarlane (Brendon Andrew James, Amanda Carol Lesley)
Barry (08.06.60 lived 12 days)
Mark (22.4.62 lived 2 days)
Brett (02.12.63) m Lorraine Jamieson (Barry Stephen 10.9.91, Kevin Andrew 17.2.96)
Rhys (30.03.71) m Susan Graham
PATRICIA ALMA (02.06.41 – 21.07.57)
KEZIAH ANNIE (KIT) (1884) m WILLIAM GEORGE WALKER
HECTOR REGINALD m ANNIE MURRAY:
Vera, Murray, Beulah, Ivan, Bruce, Vina Laureen, Janet
WILLIAM RAYMOND m AMELIA (RUBY):
Elizabeth Anne
LYNDA ESTHER m JOHN DUSCHENSKI:
Bernice m Keith Kestle, Zena m Rex Brett
GORDON RONALD m HONOR CROCKETT:
Trevor m Fay: (Karen, Diane, Jacqueline, Dean)
Dulcie m James Hutchinson: Geoffrey, Craig, Fiona
Clare m Albert Randell: Suzanne, Caroline, Joanna
Brian m Robyn: Lucy, Michael
LEONARD RALPH m MOLLY:
Velma, Beverly, Malcolm, David, Colleen, Keith
COLIN DAVID m THELMA:
Lois, Dennis, Stuart, Noeline, Kathleen
JANETTE (JEAN) m DOUGLAS CROCKETT:
Colin, Russell
JACK m JOYCE
THOMAS BRADSON LAIMBEER (1888) m NELLA FERN:
DOROTHEY m KEITH OLEARY:
John, Suzanne
JOHN m HELEN Dewar BUDDY:
Richard, Michael
GEORGE LAIMBEER m WYN FOLEY
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HENRIETTA (HETTY) (1892) m TIKI ROAKE:
TYRRAL STAFFORD
JOHN HAMISH m 1) CARITA 2)CHRISTINE:
Richard, Gregory, Andrew

T. B. LAIMBEER
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