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Grandma had intended to call this
"Look after the idttle Ones"

doubtless referring wo the time aftex her father died when
she was eight. She was just coming to this, as hor final
senteonce wes,

"hen come the dreadful time when FPather was
brought home iiom & housge where he was fitting
some of his wrought iron work - "

It was the end of an era.

Her mother had to go out to work, often nursing at
night so that she'd be at home during the day. Thero
was no social seourity in those days. Thoy were thankful
to have a home - but the business went to the eldest son,
and the small femily - Auntic Violot was only two years
old - wes dependent on what their mother conld earn,

Gilbert also died that pame year so Grandma took on
quite a responsibility for "the little onos" - Auntie BEthel
and Auntie Vieolet. The gap between them had widensd.

Grandma doveloped into an avid reader - usually doing
something elso, like knitting with her hends at tho same
timo., Gone were the silk, tho velvet and swansdowm, and
the training hogan that made hexr able to conjure things out
of scraps and waste - or so it seemed to us, whon we wero
groving up and evexy available half-penny was vanishing
into Grandad's Lusiness,

This book came to be writter bocause the last time
I took Grendma to Walos to see Bob and Jemny a friond of
ming, Miss Penny Prothoroe came with us as fer as Llengollon,
The two of them chatted as I drove, and Penny told Grandma
she really should start to write her stoxy, so on 8th June
1976 Grandma did just that. Ponny kindly checked it through
afterwaxds, and I have the original in Grandma's handwriting,
B0 if you want to sce that you must ask for it when you

visit mo. . '
H K. Towls_

duntieo Hilda



1s  BEGINNINGS

One day at the end of the last century, a teeoher askod a class of girls the
gquestion: '

"What would you like to do when you grow up?"
Various were tha raplies,

"Housokeeper", "shop assistant", '"Huvse", "housemaid, "dresamaker'.
(me girl, with her head stuffed full of 'Little Women' and Louiss May Alcott said:

"athoress',

"Oh,* sald the teacher '"You are ambitious, but I hope you vill menage
it."

I werr that girl and todsy I am sterting to record some of the happenings
of my lifetime. I am now within a few days of my 86th birthday and the only time
I can remember doing any writing other than school and college essays was once when
I entered for a Band of Hope Competition.

Then I felt so unsure about ‘a story', that I re-read several short ones
in a copy of 'The Children's Friend', partly to see their differences and partly
to decide how I should freme mine,

I decided on one which opened with a converssbion, 5o mine too, began
with a conversation,

I think it was the only one that did so, and in spite of all its
imperfections won First Prize - a proudly treasured copy of 'The Vicar of Wakefisld!
vhich T still have.

I was born on June 23rd 1890, my mother's first child but the seventh of
my father.

My father was Charles Hancock, a locally well known husiness men, &
vrought iron metal worker and gas fitter whose business premises were in Bennington
Streset, Cheltenham.

His eldest son, Cherles William, had already been token into the fim
which wags known as Charles Hancock and Son.

The other boys wers due to be teken as pariners when they reached
maturity, in those days twenty-one years of sage.

It was a hot sunny June and my firat name - Hilda - had already been
chogen and guite unconsciously Father chose the other.

He was very proud of his garden, especially the rose bed. Among the
rod roses grow white Madonna lilies and the rosebed was covered with blue forget-
ne-nots.

Father cut a red rose and brought it in to Hother who smiled, looked at
him and at me and said "She's just like a rose - let's call her Roge'". So 1
became Hilda Rose Haencock with the initials H.R.H. which I proudly bore until I
was married.
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My memories are naturally somewhat vegue of my very esxly days. I do
remember, however, my third blrthday very clearly.

I remarber lsaning out of the living rcom window cnd looking into the
groenhouse whcre Dad wag working. So it was probably e Saturday aftornoon or
Sunday.

It vas moch more likely to have been a Seturday helf day when the Bennington
Streat Works wers olosed than a Sunday.

A hed o now metal Money box, a bright red pillar box, and was rattling some
oning insiae it.

Dod. produced a silver threepenny piece and gave it to me for my new monay box.,

T had never seen a threcpenny bit before and didn't know vhat it was, so I
showed it to my mother who showed me throe pennies and said tho tiny silver coin
was worsh three ponnies.

At this resssurance I put %he threspenny piece into the tin pillar box and
went geily around the house shouting and rattling.

We lived at 3 Victoria Pavado, Cheltenham,

It was one of a row of six swmall houses, very up to date vhen built, as
there wore thres separate bedrooms, an outside toilet, a long gerden in the front
and a small yard at the back.

The house belonged o Dad, and in the yard he had built a workshop, fitted
it up with gas for light and power, and there he and the older boys often wozked,
for they were all proud of the quality of their work.

Yo also had a gas fire in the front bedroom. This was only lighted in case
of illness or extremely oold weather.

Qurs was the only house fitted with gas - an incendescent burner in the bedroom,
two incandescent lights in the sitting room or parlour, and an opan fightail light
in the living room.

In the back bedrooms and scullery we cither groped our way in the dark and
beoame quite expert at it, or used lamps or candles.

Lamps were rever carried around only cendlos, in enemelled tin holders.

Bightoen months after I was bom, came & gon, Gilbert John, and eighteen
months lator, a sistor, Ethel Haude.

Nearly threc yoars later snother sister arrived, Violet Viectoria Winifred.
The name Viotoria was put in becemse she was born in 1896 and the following year
was the Diamond Jubiles of Queen Victoria when the nation was all egog with talk
of ocolebrations.

By this time only the two youngest of my stopbrothers, Walter and Reginald ~
"Rog", wera living at home. Charles was marricd,
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My stepsisters Polly (Mary) and Ruth wora both murses oad working ab
"Babies Castle’ cno of the Barnardo Homes., Ada was teaching in Portemouth.

I have veoue recolloctions of her wedding. I can remembor the whole housg
boing rearrenged; & grand meal vhen I was on my bost behaviour; many strange
people around; any anount of chattering and clattor. Then comperatively soon
the crowd dispersed and Ada didn't come anymore, excopt at special times like
Chrigtmas,

Christunassos were great festivals. I cen remembor the Christmes Tres alight
with real candles, decorated with tinsel and glass ornaments and the tablo on
which it stood covered with lovely parcels.

We children wore not allowed to touch the tree; hardly allowed to touch the
table, but it lit up like Fairy Land.

Candlos burned in the fanoy wrought iron candle-stick holder on the wall, and
gerorally no other light was needed ag the fire always sceamed to burn brightly in
the grate, its light reflecting tho brightnoss of the brags fender or fire irons.

One Christmas I remember, we had been “naughty®. That didn't necoesarily
mean we had been disobedient - we might have been in the way or just noisy.
Gilbort was told:

NTf you are a nsughty boy, Fathor Christmas will put wood
and coal in your stocking instesd of swoetiecs, toys and an orangel"

Not really believing this threat, for touching the fire was sbsolutely forbidden
on any account, Gilbert transgressed again and again,

But, alas! When we opened our stockings on Christmas morning, mine held some
little toys, nuts, an orange and apple, and Gilbert's had two parcels wrapped in
newspaper - one held wood, the othor coml, We could hardly believe our qyes and
wondered if Gilbert was really meant to light the fire.

A very subdued Gilbert went down to breakfest, However, the fire was already
lighted, and soon we were sgain enjoying life, Needless %o say, the sticks and
coal were confiscated by our elders while Gilbert and I happily shaered the contents
of my stocking,

T think Fathor Christmas senk s little in our estimation as a result of that
opiscde.

I also romembor snother ocoasion when Father Christmas was going to come in
person to take the presents from the tree.

Dad was asleep in his armchair, Polly and Ruth, our two nurse stepsisters
wore there ae woll ss Walter and Reg tho youngest stepbrothers, vhile Gilbert and
T waited in almost breathless expectation nof the grest advent of 'Father Christnas'.

At last ho cane,.

Pirst a knock at the front door, answered by one of the boys. Then a tap
on the sitting room door and the great moment had arrivod.
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Fathor Christmas entered., He said:

"Merry Christmas Bvorybody" and then proocodad to teke tha preéents
from the tree.

I can only remember two of them. Mine was a boamtifully dxessed doll in
pink and white, a brimmed hat, ornamental dress, petticoat, vest, knickers,
goocks and chosa,

All the clothes wore knitted and would teke off and put on easily. I
promptly named hexr "Rosie Pink",

Gilbert's present was a toy fort, He tumed the handle af one side, and
bohold, soldiers appeared on the ramparts and marched around accompanied by e
martial tune.

My dolly was unwrapped and shewed off on the tree, HNo-ono elsc undid a
progent while Pather Christmas was present., His last action before he went
wes to poke Dad (still protending to be asleep, for how oould he really be
asleop on puch an important ocoasion) with his walking stick.

No sooner had ho gone than Mother reappeared. We rushed up t0 her, full
of regrets she had missed so much,

#Oh mummy look -~ Look at my Rosie PinkI" "Oh mam, yxi've Just
miesed Pather Christmas - Look at my sgoldiersi"

Outside tho houso near the corner of the Street the Band also played at
Christmas time,

Dad always gave thom a 'Christmes Box' and thoy playoed the tune he asked.
It was "Tho Mistletoe Bough" which somchow I didn't conncet with angels and the
Manger, and Baby Jesus. The tune imprinted itsclf on my memory and even now,
aged 86, I can sing it.

The migtletos bough hung in the oastle hall
And the holly branch shone on the old cak wall,
The Baron's retainors were blithe and gay

And keeping their Christmas Holiday,

The Baron beheld with a Fother's Pride

His boautiful child =~ young Toval's bride
tYhile she with her bright eyes seemed to be
The star of that goodly company

Oh, tha mistletoe bough,

Oh, the mistletos bough.

Then the next verses tell how they played "Hide and Scek'., The lady went to
hide and vanished.
At length an 0ld ocak chest that had long lain hid
They found in tho castle, They raised the 1id
And a skeleton form lay mouldering there
In the bridal wreath of the lady fair.
Oh sad was her fate, In & sportive jest
She hid from her Loxd in the old osak chest
It closed with a spring and her bridal bloom
Loy witherxing there in the old ocak tomb,
Oh, the mistlotoe bough
Oh, the mistletoo bough.
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Wo also sang hymns and carols. We all liked singing. T think the
Viotorians were really more eppreciative of music then are folk: of today.
There was so often muasie in the streot as well as in the home. At home
we all sang,.

Errand boys whistled end bands played. There were band stands in the parks
and the Band played on Sundays and Bank Holidays.

My two younger stepbrothers joined the Territorials and had musicel
instruments ~ the flute and twrumpet as far as I cen remerber, and I used to
follow them around the house before I was old onough to talk properly - saying
"Deddy pay de fewsic" which could be translated into “Reggis play the mgic's

In our sitting room was a amall American organ, Ads, the teacher stopeigter
could play it nicely, tut everyono seemed to be able to get tunes ocut of it even
if only played with one finger.

Of course, Sunday ovenings the adults went to church, and wo sang our childigh
evening hymns and off wo went to bed.

We had been born into a keen Baptist family, but Father and Mother wore married
in the Parish Church, Cheltonhem for the simple reason thet in 1869 the Daptist
Church was not registered for marriages, and neither paront would consider a
Registry Office Wedding.

On the round table in the sitting room was the big Family Bible, Fox's Book
of Martyrs and several missionary booklots.

Later on I used to open the pages of The Book of Hartyrs, rcad the gruesome
desoriptions and gaze at tho awesome illustrations with a kind of fascination.

1 never talked sbout it, but I thought and thought and wondered if even I
should have the courage to be a martyr. I hoped I never should have that ordeal.

As I have said I was only eighteon months old when my brother Gilbert John,
also a delightfully sturdy baby, wes bomn, but I've been told we played about with
each other like a pair of puppies f£or when he could be pat on the floor to yoll
about, he made a lovoly playnate.

When I was three my next sister Ethel Maude arrived. She was a bomny baby
+i111 she wag about six months old, Thon something went wrong and for a long time
shae hovered between life and death.

I remoembor stending on tiptoe to peep into thé pram, not understanding why
this baby could not be played with as I had played with Gilbert.

To my surprise and dismay, I saw & doll-like figure, motionloss and to my
oyes queerly old, not even dressod but covered with a light blanket, for it was
sunmer and beautifully hot.

I never told anyone that I'd had a poep at Baby Ethel. That wes another thing
I kopt to mysolf.

Gradually she bogan to rocover but her first photograph was not taken t£ill
she was over two years old., And she was wearing the same dress as I had worn
vhen my firast photograph had been teken when I was only eleven months old,
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Gilbert had his photograph teken vhen he was & yoar 0ld. Ha was sitting
on a chair wearing only a vest which had slipped down go that one arm wag bare.

Ho looked like a Prizewinner in a Beby Compotition with the sauciest grin
imaginable,

In my photograph, howover, L was dressed up in all ny finery, including a
tiny pair of leather shoes, an anbreidered white frook with short sleoves tied
up with blue bows on the shoulders and a blue silk sash, ‘

And didn't I know it was & blue silk gashl Mo amount of porsuasion would
nigke me hold my hands tidily in front of me., Oh Nol -~ HMadame knew that the
sash was protty and nice to handle and refused to relinguish one of the onds.

S0 the photograph was talten with ny left arm held out at the side fimmly
holding the edge of tho sashi

Time sped on, and Ethel was nearly three to my six, whon Violet Vietoria
Winifred was born,

She was comuonly oalled Vi, or Babs and was the only curlyhaired one anong
ug, Fortunately sho was a strong heelthy baby so ¢uite naturally Ethol and Babs
paired off, and Gilbert and I played togethex,

I was in Standard I in the sondors and Gilbert wae still in the Infants at
the time of the Dianond Jubiles, for whioch our sister had been named the previous
year, end those celebrations remain as ono of the highlights in my life. Ve
leamed patriotio songs, snatches of which I can still remember, such as 'Three
Cheexs for the Red, White and Blue' and 'Rule Britannia'.

We wore rod, vhite and blue rosetios and carried and waved little flags.
Everybody seocmed excited and happy end boys vhistled and seng as they delivered
their goods, ~The excitement grow daily. '

Ong fine day the schools paraded to the Hontpelliier Gardens. Thers wers no
trams or buses in thoso days. Vo walked; thon we stood in our various places =
expoctant - of what?

Wo just didn't know. We wore our rosettes, waved our flags, sang 'God Save
The Quoen', and listened to someone talking in the distsnce. Then we all cheered
at the top of our voices and were then dismissed, The older children could look
after themselves, the younger ones had parents weiting,

At some time during the procoedings we each received a Commemorative Medal
conplete with a safety pin and rod, whito and blue ribbon, which was carcfully
pinned on ny dross by Mother,

Thon we all, that is Mother, the pram, Gilbert and I walking, went to Pitiville
Paxk to have a picnic and to gee the decorations,

All arvound wore Foirylights - not eleotric bulbs ag there would be in this day,
hut reoal glass holders containing candlea. They wore festooned arcund the lake
and wo were told that later on each candle would bo lit so thet it would look like
Palryland,

I partieularly remember the xustic bridge that used to span the lake.
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This hed been treated with a wood preservetive, probably tar and the hot
rays of the sun had warmed end melted it so thet vhen I loaned over the top .-,
imagining I was oa a ship, some of tho far merked wy bright new medal. It was
no worry to me that my dress wes also dameged, but of great concern that the
medal was.

Moreover, Gilbert was shorter than I and could not lean over the top so his
medal was unmarked.

The rest of the day was wneventful wntil bed-time. Then, mch to our great
joy end surprisc Gilbert and I were dressed in our best clothes and beholdl -
a carriage drawn by & real live horss appeared at the gate.

Yo wors told we were going for a ride to sec the decorations and the bonfires
that were on the various hills around Cheltenhan - Cleeve Shurdington, Birdlip and
nany othars,

It was a most inspiring sight and later, vhon I learned that boeacons wore
once 1lit to give warning of the Amada tho sight of those beacons on the hills
flashed back, and I was a child agein. But on that porticular night in Cheltenhanm
I felt as grand as a Princess.

Sure cnough the fairylamps were lighted in tho Promenade and we saw the bonfires

like great balls of fire in the sky. Vas that the sort of fire that guided the
Isrsolites? -~ the pillar of fire by night?

e were too awestricken to even to want to wriggle and I'm not sure that
the whole trip did not take on a dream-like quality.

Individual housces too hed their colebrations, My father hed once more grown
his rod standard roses intermixed with white arum lilies and forget-me-nots. In
an ora when gas was quite a novelty, Dad and my stepbrothers hed comncoted a tube
to the gas urner in the front bedroom and fixed a jet to tho ends This was
fastoned o the outside wall of tho house, Around this wag placed the sides of
a wooden box, over the open front of which was strotched a flag with the coloured
portrait of Queen Victoria. Then the gas jet was 1it and tho pleture brightly
illupinated.

To our eyes it locked grand and dozeng of people cans along the Glouwcester
Road to see the lit up pleturc of the Quoen, Oh we wore most patriotic in thoso
daye.

I have only vague menories of my father, for in those days men nomally
vorked from 6.00 a.;m, t0 6,00 pem. and masters with small businessos worked tho
same long hours as the employees and often longor.

Father used to bo at the works in Bennington Street to unlock the doors for
s8ix o'clock in the morning and was ofton there at six in tho evening to lock up
and see that all was safo.

As my stepbrothers grew up they took over gsome of the revsponsibilities. They
wore not only gas fitters but specialised in wrought iron work.

In Cheltenham Museunt thoro is a beautiful uxauple of wrought iron work made
by C.W. Hancock who was PFather's fivet born, and my eldest stepbrothor.
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Cheltephom has a tremendous amount of decorative wrought iron. There were
the beautiful Pittville Gates, ales ramoved tn =id the war effort, and nover
replaced as woll as house getes and railings and nornamental archveys to front
doorg.

Our little house had wmught iron railings on tho windowsills to hold flower
boxos and vory gay thoy looked when Father filled them with goraniums and
caleeolaries, Thore was also an archway over which grew purple clematis vhich
spread up tho house and thers was a garden seat where one could sit and wateh the
horses go by, or just play with toys or books.

As our bedtime was six o'olock we ofton didn't see Fathor during the week.
He was very mich "fhe men who lives here Sundays" for Saturday was the only half
days. Yot I have very clear visions of him working in the greenhouso built
outside the living room window and the scullery, or of him sitting in his big
emchair with a pipe.

Ho had 2 brown velvet jacket which not only felt smooth ond delightful to
touch tut vhich also had an intriguing smell. I remember elimbing on to hig
knew just to smell himi!

Years later and oven now the smell of s pipe brings back the picture of a
little girl on her father's knee just loving the smell of him.

Another of my memoriecs avound my father is a rice pudding he nado.

Mother was in bed so I conclude this must have been when one of my sisters
wag born. Motheor's rice puddings were aluays beautifully cooked at inclined to
bo milky.

Dad's pudding, howover, tummed out thick and solid. Tt oould be sliced
elmost like cake and was delicious, Later I asked mothor if we couldn't have
& “aakey mdding liko Dsd's" but it never materialised.

As I have said I was born into a fervent Baptist family, so Sundays were very
mich days of rest except for the cooking of the Sunday dinneox,

A1l the family who emuld walk went to the Church in Cambray, tho centre of
the town where father rented a pow.

Afternoons were devoted o a "tidy" walk which mean't just that - no running
about, for we would be wearing Sunday clothoes,

Clothes were quite importent. Gilbert's bost suit was a "Little Iond
Fauntloroy" suit, complete with a pleated frilled collar and a pleated white
shirt front,

The only dross I can remamber was of red velvet and over it 1 wore a tiny
pinafore of Indien muslin trimmed with insertion lace threaded with red ribbons
and wide Valencienncs lace. I wore vhite socks and red shoes and I was vexry smart,

If it rained the aftorncon was spent reading., For thoso who didn't go to
church in the evening thore was hymn singing - "Josus bids us sghine", "Dars to
be a Daniel®, "I think when I read that sweet story of old" and "Gontle Jesus
meek and mild, Look upon a little child. Pity nmy simplicity, Suffer mce to come
t2 Theo."
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what did it matter if we didn't understand the meening of all the words®?
Wo pat our own interpretation on then and had the broad ocutline of the teaching.

Pergonally I tramslatod simplicity to "gtupidity" knowing nothing of the one
but being rich in the other! :

All ny life I rowmembered some of the hymns Dad taught us end the neanings
grow and developed as wa dids -

Fortunately for us we were never unished, though somehow Dadtls word was law
and go must Mother's have been, Perhaps the stopbrothors end sisters who were
at home kept us in the streight and narrow path.

My nickname was "Meddlesome Mattie", as being naturally inquixing and
inquisitive my fingers got into forbidden places. So my stepsisters decided to
give my hands something usoful to do - knitting. I was thrilloed.

They cast on twelvo stitches, did a few rows of plain knitting with & chain
edge and handing it over to me ,patiently guided my fingowxs ill I could knit.

T did about twelve inches, was praised for my efforts which were very unoven
and alas! - it was unpicked aud I was told to start again,

The knitting cotton wes pink sand the neodles stsel. Another twelve inches
wora acoomplished end again it was unpicked, and again and again.

I cen't imegine why I kept trying, but I oxpect that sufficient ancouragemont
was given, es after all I was only three yoars old.

Todey it would be counted oruelty to give such monotonous work to a three
yeoar old, but what is important is that 1 have beon grateful to those stepsistors
all my life; thancful that I loarned to knit go young, and grateful for thoir
patience and insistence on accuracys

Whon the work was oven enough, I made a long long strip which was made into
lesding reins for Gilbort, Thore wore no mistakes allowed, and if thore vas a
glipped stiteh or badly made ono, then tho work was unpicked as far as that and
the corroction mado. Whon the xeins woro finished I folt as 1f I'd been orvwned.

2. INFANT SCHOOL DTS

Just around the cormer in Malvern Roasd wore Christ Church Schools - Boys,
Girls and Infants.

The style of architecture was Feelesiamstical. The buildings were of stone
and the windows were like the church windows, high, toll and narrow. The rooms
wore so high that lighting and ventilation were no groat problems.

The Infants and tho Girls shaved the same playground, but the Boys had a high
wall between them and the girls.

The lavatorics were at tho far end of the playground which once had been covered

with gravel which had worn flat and dusty in the swamor time and muddy in wintor,

The only ontrance to the Girls! school was scross the playground, but the
Infents had an entrance from tho road as well as a back ontrance to the playground
vhich was shared by both schools at different times.
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Each aschool hed a cloekroom but the schools themselves varieds The Iafent
school had one room only and the clessca were ervanged all around its walls,

The Girls' school had ono large olassroom and a saall classroom fox the use
of Stondaxds I and II. In the large classroom was a black stove heated by coal
and we georetly envied the position of the Head's Desk which stoed in fiont of
it, This memnt that while the Head Teachoer workod at her desk she was nice and
vern, while we unfortunates who sat near the outside walls shivered and waited
until we could leave our dosks,.

TPop class in the Infants school was orranged in tiocrs so that the teachex
oould see at once what any child was doing., Boys and girls were not segregated
and thero was unconscinously quite a lot of hoalthy competition.

Mothor took me to school my first day. She was nore worried thet I should
miss my nid morming glass of milk than about learning, I could already knit,
know the alphabet and several simple words as well as the value of mumbers up to
ton,

S0 she gave me a kiss, told me to bs sure and run home for my milk when we
wore let out to play; %o be a good girl and do as I was %told,

I was well prepared to .obey her. I knew that school was a plaoe where I
should go to learn and work at leayning, and I locked forward with great anticipation
to learning "new things". I was threo and a half, I consider that was a far
better proparation for life than going to school to learn by playing without a
definite effort,

However, to go back. At blaytime I obediently ren home and was drinking
my nilk whon a teachor appearcd at the door and I was escorted back to school,
S0 ended my mid morning lunches,

Not that I mindeds I had a good healthy sppetite and woe were expected to
iglean up our plates'' at mealtimes without fuss., BSo wo ate and drank what was
provided and very fortunately we leared %o like whatever was set bafore us.

Our first morning wag in the "Baby Ulasgs" vhere we wore allowed to do what
wo liked and play with the toys in the cupboard.

Then came Class III where quite a lot of tesching was done by singing rhymes
with appropriate actiona.

Cows and horsos walk on four legs
TLittle Children walk on two legs
Fishos swin in water olear

Birds fiy high up in the air
12 3 4 5

6 7 8 9 10.

We olapped our hands as we said each number and thoroughly enjoyed school.

No such luxuries as paints and crayons wore provided. Oh, nol Wo went to
school to learn to read and write and do arithmetic. Thore were slates with
wooden frames and slate pencils and we did our best to copy the lettors and figures
vritten on the blackboard,



No soribbling wes allowed and anything not satisfying the teacher was wiped
of f the slate end one just had to try again.

Linos weve ruled on the blackboard snd on the slatss. Lettors began on
one line, procecded to the o lino, curved arocund, skirmed the bottom line and
tho process repeatod.

This of course was after a period of practising "pot hooks and hangors"
11 141 and various strokes af different angles connecting the rules lined on
tho slates.

Did we find it drudgery? Not so. There was pride in achiovement end we
all worked to get tho word of praise that would follow our "best work,

1 had enjoyed & year at school vaon I was joined by Gilbert. He was only
throe years old still,  The gschool year started in Seoptenber, and his birthday
foll on 30th December s0 10 provent him missing a tomi's work the Head listress
allowed him to start before his fourth birthday. That was a great day.

Cissy Bsrnett also begen school that day so Sam Barnett and I gat in tho
WBaby Class" with our smaller brother and sister.

Sam was most daring. He fetched a black stuffed cat from tho toy cupboard.
Semchow the tail came awsy from the body of the toy, Such a long curly tail.
San pat it around his nock and ren around the classroom to make tho childron
laugh,  We didl! That first doy wes hilarious,

Next dey we went back to work, Tt so happened that I skipped one eclasgs and
was in Class [ vhile T was still five years old,

In this class we were promoted Yo picces of papor and pencils - no ink nor
paints Meny of our activities wers Ydone to mumber' and a writing lesson would
run as followg, the teacher calling:

"Ong! The clags picked up the pencils in their left hands
points dovmwards.
thyoM The clmss placed their right hands on the desks with the wrists
- mora or less flatls

Whroo" The class placed tho pencil bebween tho thurb and finger of
the right hand, the end of the pencil pointing over the
right shoulder.

Then we were roady to begin.

Wo sat upright, left hand steadying the bottom of the paper; no guch thing
allowed as slouching or Mwriting with your nose", We learned to do thin
upstrokes and thick downstrokes, very round O's ond wers teught that & + p had
short upstrokes. Looped lettors v h k¥ and 1 hed tall loops but £ had a
short upper loop but a lower loop to mateh g and Y.

To help us with correct lengths and heoights of lottors the paper was reled
in appropriate convenient lines which wo had to touch ut not go beyond, There
wes a groat pride in achievement through the school and eveoryone tried to got o
word of praise,
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T was lucky. Being able to knit before T sterted school was a groat asset,
vut I can still romember the lesson.

Neachor stood with her bock helf turaed to the oleas har assdles hald for ns
to copy, and then we chanted after hor:

"One Put the necdle in
Two Put the wool around
Throee M1l it through
Four Slip it off,"

and behold a stitch would eppear on the right hand needle. Casting on was laft
until wo could do our plain knitbing wells

The twelve stitches were alwoys cast on for us and a few rouws already knitted
to begin with. Wo used steel noedles and pink knitting cotton waich was uaed and
ro-used as necossary. o luxury or wasting was allowed.

¥y place for knitting was gonerally in the front row whero the slowor pupils
sat 8o that I could help them with their struggles t0 "put the ncedle in" ete.

Yes, we did o lot of work by chanting smd ropetition., There was certainly
no unruliness except on onc notable occasion.

Being a Chuxch of England School, every yvar thore was a visit by the Scriptuze
Inspector who checked that wo knew The Lord's Prayer, the Tirst, second and third
Commandmonts as well as chosen Bible storios.

e all wanted to say those well and tho Head Mistross - Miss Harris - took
the whole school for the teaching of tho memory tests.

This perticular morning Miss Harris stood by her dosk; the eclass toachers
by their classes and we vere all saying the second commendront. To spur our
offorts, Miss Harris said:

"Now this time, the child who tries the hardest can come
out and stend by mel"

Didn't we crave that honour! I was on the back row of Class I on the dais at
Miss Harris did not look ny waye She was looking at Class II and called out
ngilbert Hencock". My brother! I wes thrilled. Fanoy being able to go honme
and tell Mother that Gilbert had been chosen to say the Second Conmandment in
front of the wholae school. The idoa was go1ge0ud.

However, Gilbert didn't budge. He had no idee why he was being called out.
Migs Harris ropoatod: "Gilbert Hanocock'.

Gilbort stood still, The third timo she said:
“Gilbert Hancock =~ Cone Here."
atill Gilbert stayed pat and I bogan to wonder what would happen.

Miss Harris nodded to the Class Teacher who went o get Gilbert from his
placos

Would he budge? Mot likely.
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He'd been doing his best and to be fealled out' was usually a disgraco.
So he studk firmly in his placo, This bogan to look like open disobedience
which was most strongly frovned upon. -

So a second (lass Toacher went to help the first and betwoen them théy
carried a strong end sturdy five yesr old, kicking end atruggling as hard as he
could, and placed him on the floor in front of the Head's doek,

Gilbert's ars and logs were flailing as the sails of a windmill caught in
a hurriceno,

Then Miss Hoxris stepped forward, leancd over the ohild to explain why
Yhe was called out", and ask what was the matter.

But Gilbert was not open to resson, His arms and logs contimed to wave
around and somchow one hefty little shoe camgnt hor on the nose which promptly
started to bleed.

At this the Staff rushed to the reseuoc and took Miss Harris to the closkroom
to attond to the bleeding,

Gilbert seeing he was unattended got up and ran home.

I zave a sigh of rolief and the rest of the school stood still for a fow
mimites till the staff roturned. Presently Miss Harris also returned and school
procesdad as usual,

At Playtine Mother appeared with Gilbert. She was mystified for Gilbert
could only tell her that he had been "called out" and that he was a good boy.

It seemed he either hadn't hoard or understood the honour that was being
accorded him by reciting the second Commandment in front of the school.

But all's woll that ends well. Miss Harris told Mother not to worry and
Gilbert liked school as much as ever.

Migs Harris nust have beon a very understanding person and wag very much liked
and epprociated, Hveryone was sorry when & ysar or two lator she left to take
up the Headship of a missionary school in South ifrice.

Another notable day wes during the hard winter of 1895,  Snow had fallen all
through the night and in tho morning Reg and Walter were up early shovelling a
narrow pathway down the front path, across the pavement to the road.

Snow-sweepers wore regularly employed in Cheltenham for there was always snow
in winter. On this day, however, the whole lendscapc had altereds The garden
had vanished and instead was a fairy-talo streteh of snow and snow and snow.

It was wonderful and beantiful like "Tho Land of The Snow Queen',
The great question that morning was "Should Hilda go to school? I was just

five years old. Finally someons went outside, down the path on to the pavement
where snow had been cleared leaving a pathway about two feet wido,
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That went past the sohool, so it was decided that I should go, and well
wrapped up in my Red Riding Hood Cape and hood with sturdy shoos snd leabher
gaiters buttoned to the knces I set off.

Gloucester Road had hed enough traffic to mar the flatness of the snow but
Malvern Road, just around the corner had none, and the snow was shoulder-high.
It was thrilling to look over to the houses on the other side of the road and see
this wonderful flatness of anow.

When I veoached school only nine other pupils had tumed up and we all waited
around the big black hoating stove wondering whet to doe

The toachers did likewiso and after some deliberation they decided to send
us home as there were not enough pupils to form classes. That in itself was
oxeiting so off wo wont back to our various homes having been told we were gnod
children to have come, and mind to come the next day.

Then Gilbert and I amused ourselvos meking a snowman in the backyard, helping
or hindering in meking a pathway to the coalshed with a branch lina to the ash pit
- no bins in those deys, end another shorter branch linc to the outside W.C.

Wo threw snowballs at each othor, kicked up the snow, thoroughly enjoyed
ourselves and went indoors with rosy cheeks, shining eyos and encrmous appetites.

Noxt day wo wont to school end as there wore about twenty-five children there
school was as ususl, .though tho individual teaching seemod a bit odd and wo missod
the conpany of the other children.

Playtimo was always great fun. The back doors oponed and out the children
ptreamed, class by class and immocdiately Bedlam broke outs

Everyone had to shout to be heard and often we just jumped and yelled for
sheer joy without knowing why.

There was always & teacher on duty in caso of accidents but an occasional
bruised or scraped kneo was all that noeded attention. Sometimes wo played Ring
Gemes or "Here we come Gathering Nuts in May" or Tigey, tat as soon as the bell
rang, thore was dead silonco.

Then came the order "Form Lines", and three tidy lines appeared. Knowing
our places in elags wo applied the same rule in the lines so that theroe was no
undue pashing or shoving, Then into schocl again,

Woe sat in desks intonded to seat four but often they had to seat five, Ve
didn't nind, It just meant that our olbows were kopt close 19 our waists and it
also meant we had to sit upright when using & poneil.

For oral lossons we all sat with our hands loosely clasped behind our backs
except when quostions wore to be answered. Then there was a genersl competition
t0 see who cmld raise tho right am first to bo askod to answer tho quostione.

Chattering to each other was discouraged cxeedpt when we wero showing the
adjacent child how to do gomething.

Vhen all classos wero together in one large room, order had to be maintained
so thet each tescher had a fair chance to teach and cach child had a fair chance
t0o learn,



- 45 -

Singing lessons were a joy and so wero the Drill lessons - now onlled P.E.,
and two classcs often eombined vhile the third did Drewing or Needlowork.

For years two little cross-etitch table mata were displayed at home and 1
sti1) have a colourcd cockerel outlined with backstileh in coloured wool with
GILBERT HANCOCK written on it by tho teacher.

We ennsidered it & reward to be allowed to tsks hrme any work, because only
that considered to be a credit to tho school was allowed to g0

All too quickly Infent school days passed, and when I was six years old I
moved into the Senioxr School.

Children nomally moved into the Senior School when sevon years of age, bub
gometimes if work was satisfactory they would move at six, espocially if birthdays
interfercd too ruch with a complete year's woxk,

T+ was for the latter reason that my brothor Gilbert started school at three
and throe-quarters when the usual age ves four,

3,  GLIMPSES OF HOME LIFE

To g9 back home, It is timoe to remember one or two things which stand out
clearly.

The fastost thing on tho road was a horso and occasionally thore was great
oxcitement when & tradesmen's horse ran away and was chased by throee or four nen
who somehow caught the reins ond dbrought it to a stop.

There was planty of voom to play hopseotoh on tho pavement or skip or bounce
a ball, and wo omld play outside the gate after having gainod pernission, but we
wore not allowed "o go around the corners" - that is we could play on the pavement
betweon St. George's Road and Malvern Road,

Generally we played on the front path belonging to the house but that wasn't
enough for hoops or vhips and tops and e ball was a most perverse objoet that often
wont on the neighbour's garden instead of our own,

Our backyard was very snall as Father and the boys had built the workshop in
it where they could do extras concerned with work.

It was both heated and lighted by gas and many hours they spont thore for
their wrought iron work was not only part of tholr livelihood, it was their
hobby too.

At that timo bicycles were a novelty and thoy were hard and bunpy to ride,
having most inadequate gprings and herd tyres, My stepbrothers had a "Ponny-
farthing" and Gilbert and I wore only too enxious to grow big cnough to possess
ona.

I didn't realise thet being a girl I should never have teon allowed to oven
trye

However, one day Reg came home with what to us was much morc wondorful.
Between them at the works the boys had made a tricycle. 'Would you like o ride?"
he asked., Oh, wouldn't well "Yeg please", we answored dancing up and dowmn
at the vory thought.




- 16 -

Having got powmission, Reg sabt on the seet. Gilboxs strcd on one eido of
the axle for the back wheelg, and I sisod on the sther side, cach of us clutching
Reg, and off we set along the Gloucoster Road.

Bveryone stared at us, btut did we cars?

Vo wore having an adventure. Reg took us past the Lonsdown Castlo as far as
The Little House in tho Tree. Then it was time to return. Ve would have gone
to Gloucestor tut that rido must have beon a bit of an ordeal for Reg with two
gnall children clinging to him and no springs on the "{rike", ut we arrived home
triumphant and safo and sound, full of excitoment and.hopea for the future,

I have already writton of the Christmas when Father Chrisitmas loft my brother
Gilbert bundles of wood and pieces of coal in his stocking bocause ho had transgressed
it a Christuas prosent of mine omes to mind,

It was a knifo, fork and spoon set with tho words "For a Good Child" engraved
on the knife blade and a bright rod spot inserted in the handles of both knife and
forlce

As usual the house wag full. Tho knife, fork and spoon wexe put in a
oupboard, but whon I locked at the table already laid for dirner my place had its
usual spoon and foxc.

Would that do for me? Not g0 likely on such a day as this.

I just went {0 the cupboaid and replaced my spoon and fork with the knife
and forks It was labelled "For a Good Child" and I had been a good child, so of
course I should wee it.

Onc of ny gtepsistors said "Just look at that" -~ but another said "Oh let
hor hqve it -~ she's got to astart some tima."

So I dids It wos a blossing that my meal was already cut for the knife I
had was unable to cut although I went through the motions of cutting., That episode
vas another step forward in the process of growing up.

It was in 1896 that ny youngoest sister wes born and soon after thero wes the
most torrifying exporience of ny lif'e and the results have lasted through a long
life though with deorsasing intensity.

After a day of shopping there arrived home a large cardboaxd box, and when
tho tissue papor wrappings wore reroved therc was a chemiing little winter coat,
the colour of a pretty blue pensy, trimmod with waito swansdowm around a doep
collar. It had a bommet to match, also trimmed with swansdown and fastened with
long matching ribbons,

I gazed at it fascinatod.
8ls that for ne?
Yoes -~ try it on}"
I tried it on with delight, but Mothor cut off a large ribbon bow at the back
paying "It's too fussy.! However the swansdown wes ny delight. The powdorpaff

for the baby was swansdowm, I had never dreamed it could be used to docoxate a
coat and bonnet. I loved it.
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Ono fine day we werc all in the High Stroet shopping, Hother had the two
babes, for Ethel was still vory delicete and necded lenking after like a baby.

Gilbort was toddling beside her safely hernessed with leather reins and I ws
was sllowed %o trot ahead as long as I stayed on the pavenent and was within easy
roach of the pram. [ was woaring my swansdown outfit and feld very smart.

Quito suddenly, all the hobgoblins and wicked fairdos and giants of fairy
tales jumped on my shoulder and seized ma.

Potrified with foar I stood still and shricked.  People stopped, tut I was
seized agein,

Then Mother appeared and the apparitions vanished, but the fear did not.

It trenspired that a fox terrier had jumped on my shoulder probably thinking
that the swansdown was alive and fair proy, but the fear of dogs has never
conpletely left me, and I should certeinly support the powers that be if & ruling
vas nade "No dogs allowed in streets or public places except on a leadi!

A similar incident happoned to my eoldest son. He was only a toddlox, two
yoars old., Ho was walking along the pavemont and I was pushing the pram a fow
yvards behind him.

Suddenly a fox terrier rushed out of a gate and- jumped on his shoulder.
Ho stood stock still and screameds I left the pram, to comfort him and thought
(Oh doar! Oh dear! I hope the fright docsa't last like mine .did,"

It has, John still dislikes dogs, still partly being afraid of them and he
is now sixbty years of agee At that time wo wore giving a home to old "Pat",
the faithful old guard dog bolonging to my husband's parents., Pat was too old
to be useful as a guard dog s¢ they had a new animal, None of then liked "putting
down" an old and faithful friend go he came to us.

John would play with him happily, and when trying to reassurc the child I
said: "There are all kinds of doges - Look - Pat is a dog."

With a small child's logic, back came the answer. '"Dat not dog - dat is Pat',

But to go back. Towns have altored so as ©0 be unrecognisable. Opposite
our house was Alstons Lane which led to fields and country over & rallwey orassing.

tlo wore sometimes toien there to see the treins go by but we never opened
tho handgate without & grown-up with ug.

At one corner of the lane was Alstone Grange surrounded by a dbrick wall, ten
to twelve feet high, over the top of which hung just a few branches of a huge
mulberry tres.

On the other corner a new cow of houses had been built and behind then was
& plece of waste land, rough and uneven with the sort of growth that appesrs on
any waste land, It was called "Hoppy Mills'", apparontly because it belonged to
a oripple naned Mills, : -

Street lighting in the Gloucostoer Road was by gas and we children used to watch
for the lamplighter to come with his long pole, poke it up into the glass shado and
light the lanp.
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Of course wo learnt R.L, Stovenson's “learie, Leavie light the lanps" etoe.
Yo wore alive in his day —~ so near and yet so far.

Macadamised roads wore then very modern, The roads were very middy in the
winter and very dusty in the swmer, Clothes had to be worn to fit conditions.
Buttoned up gaiters kopt legs warm and dry in tho winter and in the surmer tho
stroot watering cart wont along spraying half the road in one direction to koep
the dust down, end spraying the other half on its return journey. Hovortholess
oclouds of dust wore blown about on a windy day.

My mother loved the country. She had beon reared in Kilwersdon, a tiny hanlet
near Radstock, Bath, in Somerset and was used to the freedom of fiolds through
vhich one could walle and play. When wo wont cut walking with her, it wes always
towards fields,

Generally we could man and play as we liked in a field, but sometimes we were
told: "Not today, this is laid for hay," or still less occasionally, "No. Corn
is growing here," Then we followed the narrow spaco around the field by the
hedge. N

We soon learned that a ¢losed gate meant NO ROAD, but if the closed gate hed
a stilo noxt to it, thore would be o way over the stile to ansthor in another hedge.
When we bad the pran with us, stiles were useless and we had ¥0 content ouraselves
with grass verges, jumping over drainage ruts, looking for flowers and listening
to the birds.

S0 we began to grow up enjoying tho simple things in life. Plenies were few
and far between, for there were still two stepbrothers at home as well as Fathex
and tho young family to be ocared for,

Housekeeping was no joke either., Every norning the range in the living room
hed to "have a rub" before the fire was 1it. The boiler on one side had to be
filled with soft water drawn from the large tank on top of the outside W.C. and
any stains on the steel fender, fire irons and fireguard rewoved. Bvery Saturday
the stove was blackleaded.

Blacklead was a sort of paste apread thinly over the grate, then vigorously
polished off with brushes and finslly s soft cloth. The burmished steel was
rubbed with a daap cloth dipped into emery powder, alsn wvigorously rubbed and
polished until it shone,

The hearth stone was Yholy stoned". That is it was scrudbbed with a slate
holy stone which left it white when dry.

The brass tap on the boiler was cleaned with BRASS0. Thore wag also a
plate rack over the range with a steol front which also had to be cleaned.

By the time all that was done, ono was as warm as toast no matter how cold
the woathoer was outside, and somoone imst have got up early as I have said that
& normal working dgy was from 6,00 a.ne t0 6400 peits, and Father was always at the
worics to opon and close tho gates although of course as Charlie grew slder he took
some of the responsibility for this.
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Fathor must have had times off during the day to attend to necessary new
orders and it wes one of my mothexr's proud boasts that I walked down Piceadilly
vhen I was ten months old. Fathor had had to go to London about some wrought
iron work.» He would not go without Hother and she wuld not go without me.
30 that was my first trip $o towns Needloss to wsay I romember nothing of this
adventure and it is casy o picture a small child toddling along grasping the
fingers of ench parent,

But to return to domegticity. ash Day was as hard a day as a Saturday.
What a blessing Sunday camo botween them! At least the afternoons and aveninge
wore restful,

The copper fire was 1lit in thoe soullery and tuo large wooden tubs were lifted
onto a trestle, The "whites", those were sheets, pillowslips, handkerchiefg,
white pinafores, shirts and aprons were rubbed and scrubbed and then put to boil
whilo the coloured things wore washed.

Then the dirty webter was disposed of by ladling it out with a handbowl and
pouring it down the stone sink,

Cloan wator was put into the tubs for rinming. The small room was full of
steam and how anyone could seo what was being handled is gtill a mystery, btut
somehow the clothes were rinsed and blued and starched whon necessary,

A1l tavlecloths and the bottoms of white petticoats and pinafores were starched
and then hung on the lines in the back yard blowing dry, to be admired by all and
Sundry.

Next ceme clearing up. The tubs wero emptied, rinsed, dried out and returnod
to their places undor the table which was hinged and hung flat against the wall
while the space was necded for the washing,

The sink and coppor wore scrubbed and the ashos from the cnppor fire raked out.
Thon the floor was scrubbed and it was dinmnor time. No wonder the cnld moat from
Sunday'e joint was useful on Vagh Day!

As clothes dried they were brought in and folded down ready for ironing.
If drying was impossiblo out of doors, small itens like nappics were placed on
& sheot of newspapor on the plate rack and other things wero mng on a big clothos
horse around the fire till people turned up for meals when tho clothes horse had
to bo removed to meke room for people,

I only remcmbor threo kinds of soap used in our house, although washing soda
was usod as well and a little for washing greasy plstes end pots and pans.
Poars soap was for tho babios, Sunlight soap was for cleaning, end Lifebuoy was
the ordinary toilet commodity,

Marnituro was pelished with beoswax and turpentine and plenty of elbowgroasec.
Floors woro covered with linoleum and rugs. In the parlour was a huge sheepskin
rug vhich wo loved to sit upon but in the bedrooms and living rooms tho rgs wore
all nade from cloth cuttings pegged into hossian.

People spent hours snipping coloured pieces of cloth to make rugs which were
not only used for ornement sand warmth but on which wo children learncd colours,
picking out reds, blues, blacke and greens, Yellow and vhite werc rarely used,
They would look dirty too soon and to look dirty was not porrdtted,
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Home was a lovely warm comfortable plase where dirty shnes and gaiters,
wot coats and hats becamo clean and dry during the night, There we were
always safe,

Father had made an urmsual fagtening for the front gate. The postman,
milkman end friends all knew how it worked. It was very simple, but strangers
had to fiddle about with it befoxe thoy eould open it, So whon it was fine
wag often played on the front path,

Most of the garden was in tho front of tho house and rhubsrb, strawberries
and potatoes wore grown there as well as tho roses, lilics and forget-me-nots
that Father liked so well,

Panighments wore few and far between. Indeod, there was only one oeccasion
when I was spanked and no-one else evexr touched us. Perhaps having the oldex
ones at home meant that they guided us in the way we should go, That often
happeng,

On this particular morning I had gone from the middle bedroom to vhich I had
been promoted and was prancing about on the big bed. The baby was in the cradle
alongside and Gilbort was rumning up and down the big cot,

What it was I did thet I should not have done I don't know. However, Mother
came running up the stairs and thinking Gilbert was the culprit she bogan to spank
hime  Absolutely horrificd I called out:

"It waan't Gilbort - it was me "

Yhereupon Mother spanked ne and gaid:
"fhat's for being mean enough to let Gilbert take the bleme."

It was all over go quickly I didn't even ory, I was too astonished, Wt I nover
forgot that it was wrong to let someone olse he blamed for aonething wrong you
had done,

This was enother lesson loarned in growing up., It's uncanny how much real
teaching ig donc unconsciously,

We wers very fortunate in having en exceptionally fine Mother end a gnod
Father too, although we saw sc little him oxcept on Saturdays and Sundays.
However, we wers a Baptist family so as soon as we could nmake the long trip into
the contre of the town whore tho Baptist chureh was built, off we went on Sunday
nornings,

The powa lnoked to us children rathor like large boxes into which we were
shut by a door but there were hassocks on which we oould stands, No fidgeting was
allowed and sometines the semons soened very long. However, we did love singing
and joined in all we could, Having loarned the alphabet and simple words beforo
going to school, it wes surprising how much roading we learned by just joining in
the singing with a hymn book oponed at the right page.

And then of course every Sunday evening we had hymn singing at home and Father
tanght ua the simple hymns so ravoly heard novadays - "Jesus wante mo for a Sunbean"
and "Josus loves me this I know", I've never forgotten thon and used to sing thonm
to my children,



