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February 2nd 1938 was the date we took on the house at 62 Dalton Avenue, Stretford.  A mortgage of £364 to pay over a period of 25 years, at the rate of 18s 8d a fortnight, plus rates, ground rent and water rates.

Rather a big thing to take on when your husband did not have a steady job and was sure to have a few weeks a year out of work in the slack time, but when working a good wage of £3 7s 6d and my wages of £2 2s 6d which were more steady but usually with a week or two of short time.

We had managed to save during our courting years £100 out of which we had paid £25 deposit on the house, bought some lino, two carpet squares, stair carpet, curtains for all the windows and a deposit on the gas cooker.  Our bedroom suite was in limed oak and the dining room suite in waxed oak, which consisted of a sideboard, table and four chairs.  We also had three easy chairs, a small coffee table and a side table in the front room.  I brought my bed from home.

The district was well thought out with schools, clinic and library and mostly new houses with shops in the centre.  A good bus service into Manchester where we both worked.  Also a bus service into Trafford Park where most of our neighbours worked.

The house is what I would call a glorified four roomed house, a narrow hall, with a small front lounge off it on the right, the stairs went straight up between the front lounge and a big living room at the back, there was a pantry under the stairs.  The kitchenette (as it was called) was very small.

Upstairs we had one large bedroom at the front and a smaller one at the back, separate bathroom and toilet.  There were no trimmings but we found it a good home to live in.  In time we were able to buy lino for the back bedroom and landing and when the roads were a little better we put down the stair carpet.

We had many friends who came along to visit us.  In those days it was always a tin of salmon with salad, followed by pineapple and cream, these were items everyone could afford and I always had plenty in the pantry.  I would keep plenty of tinned food stored then when Harry had a week or two off we could always manage with the food I had saved, of course we had to buy butter, bacon, eggs and meat.  I used to bake quite a lot and as it was soon eaten it must have been alright!

That year we worked on the garden, planting all the plants our families gave us.  We planted a sycamore in the front garden and a willow at the side.  A chap came along one Sunday morning with a pile of privet hedge cuttings to see if we wanted them, of course we did and planted them at the bottom of the garden.  From the bottom of the garden we looked down a banking which was at least six feet deep onto the farmers fields, many a time he would have cows or horses grazing.  In the distance we could see a small stone hump backed bridge, this was over Longford Brook, the same one that ran along the back of the houses in Castleton Avenue, the one Harry's mam had dammed to make a nice little water supply for her garden.

The sycamore grew and grew, making a good shady spot, but in 1952 Harry said it would have to go and with the help of his friends and neighbours they cut it down crying "Timber" as it fell across the avenue.  They all helped cut the branches for pea sticks and fire wood, I managed to save a thick piece for a bird table.  Harry treated the stump to kill it, but it was there for years, a good place for the children to stand whilst playing.  We had been lucky in the place we had chosen to plant it, well away from drains and gas and water pipes.  That was something we had not thought about when planting it.  

August 1938 - we went to Newcastle in Northern Ireland for a weeks' holiday.  My brother Clifford came with us.  It was an awful crossing, very rough and folks were sick all over the place.  We were alright until we were pulling into Belfast when I was sick, it was about 7 am and that was my one and only bout of morning sickness because by then we knew we were going to have our first baby.

On getting off the ship Harry gave our tickets in and we should have only shown them.  We had to go on to Newcastle County Down on the same tickets, so we had to wait till everyone was off and the chap had to go through his tickets until he found ours.

Afterwards we had some breakfast and then went for the train.  As soon as we sat down Harry and Cliff fell asleep, I was asking at every station 'is this Newcastle' until in the end the guard said he would tell us, because we could not go any further, as it was the end of the line.

The people were very nice and we had a lovely holiday, swimming, boating and taking short trips to the beauty spots nearby.  

We had one bad storm during the night. The next morning before breakfast we walked down to the sands to see what everyone was doing. They were picking up fish which, they said, had perhaps been stunned by a thunderbolt during the night.  Each wave was washing up more fish.  Harry would not collect any, he said as he had been fishing all the previous day and had not caught anything, he was not going to have them when they threw themselves at him!

It was a good thing we did not take any back, the landlady was waiting to cook them for breakfast and Harry could not stand fish for breakfast.

Our journey home was different again.  We had bought a travel rug and found a pile of rafts to lie on, using our suitcases and bags for pillows and the rug over us.  Well it was a foggy night and we were going slowly and the hooter going all the time.  Cliff had walked about for a while then came to us and asked if he could come under the rug.  He managed to snuggle down and had his head on my knees, and the rest of him under the rug.  I suddenly realised if anyone passed they would think Harry was a very tall chap, with his head near mine and his legs right down there, this set us off on a fit of giggles.

I worked until the end of November before staying at home.  I found sitting sewing gave me cramp, also the journey home made me feel sickly and at times I had to get off the bus one or two stops before home and walk the rest of the way, in case I was sick on the bus.

Harry was off work at that time so we gave the house a good clean and I was able to organise a routine for me to follow until baby came in March.

Everybody was very pleased about our expected baby and Mam asked me to go home to have it so we could have the family Doctor and I was glad to do that knowing they would look after me and Baby and they would be so proud if their first born grandchild was born in their home.

We all had jobs to do for this first baby, also my brother Cliff was 21 in the February, but put off his party until 8th April so I could be there.  Well this baby took its time and eventually arrived eight days late, leaving me just three weeks to get well and have Baby christened and me to go to church. 

We arranged to have the service on the Wednesday.  We went along and the Minister churched me, then took ill, so we could not have Clifford christened.  We had to go again on the Sunday (Easter Sunday) after the 21st Party which had been the night before.  What a lot of work that must have been for Mam and Dad.  Anyway we all enjoyed ourselves and Baby had a lot of fuss made of him, although he slept through most of it.

By the time we came home again it was the end of May.  I had taken a while to recover my strength because Clifford was a 10 lb baby and a bonny lad, and of course Mam and Dad did not want to let us go.  Mam loved babies so much and Dad was as bad.  He would come in from night work at Avro's aircraft factory and sit with Cliff on his knee rocking him and singing to him before he even had his breakfast.  Sometimes he would be nearly asleep nursing him.

Back home we found the garden was rather over-run, but Harry soon got it tidied. We had also bought ourselves a radio and Harry had a new bike, and a steady job, mostly fixing 'blackout' blinds at offices and factories because by now the world was getting into a mess and war was being threatened.

We, like all young couples, did not worry too much, we painted the outside of the house and Harry made a side trellis and gate and we enjoyed our son and hoped our life would go on as we had planned it together.

The weekend of 3rd September, 1939 we were staying with Mam and Dad and like the rest of the country dreading to have on the wireless for what news we knew must come at 11am that Sunday morning - and it came "We are now at war with Germany".

Mam and I were holding each other and crying.  Mam for the lost years in her and Dad's life, when he was away for three years in the war and Mam's health had been broken through it, and myself because I knew Harry would have to go sometime and our life together was only beginning.

Then the sirens sounded in London over the wireless.  I think that made us stiffen up inside, to think that we had only just been told and things had started to happen.  Mam said "You can not trust the Germans, they have been ready for years to have a go at us".

We went home early that night and started to complete our air raid precaution plans.  Harry bought roller blinds and we fixed blackouts up and used dim electric bulbs in bedrooms and the air raid Anderson Shelter was made as comfortable as possible.  We fitted a cot of sorts for Cliff and a frame bed for Harry and I, we put a flock mattress on it.  Outside we put bricks and stones over the shelter and plenty of soil.  We had gas masks, but at that time there was nothing for Cliff.  I kept a bottle with some solution in and a piece of blanket and if a gas attack had come,  all I could have done was soak the blanket and cover Clifford with it.  Thank God we never had to put that method to the test!  Not all was sadness at this time.  We were heavy sleepers and did not hear the air raid sirens in the night, they went a lot at first until the early warning system was perfected.  Anyway we would suddenly hear somebody shouting 'Harry, Edie, sirens gone', it was Bill from next door, he was up and knocking and shouting to get us up.

Then one day an older neighbour from down the avenue stopped and asked us who were Harry and Edie from near us. We felt so sorry for that young chap who did his best to waken them, I had to say in a small voice that it was us.  She did laugh.  Bill said perhaps we could have a bell on a string in our room so that he could just pull it, luckily we never got to that.  I think we eventually got ourselves tuned into the sirens.

My cousin Enid was married Christmas 1939 and Harry's sister Ethel married Stan at Easter 1940, when Cliff was just one year old.  At her wedding he walked by himself after the other children.

Harry's brother Gilbert was in the Air Force from the beginning.  Arthur was an officer in the RAF, Walter went in the RE in 1939.  Fred was in the Palestine Police Force.  My brother Jim worked on aeroplanes and brother Cliff was an electrician doing Navy work.  Edgar and Lydia were transferred down to Gloucester where Edgar worked at an aerodrome; he was not fit for the Services.  So the family was being broken up and moved about.  By 17 October 1940 Harry was called up to the Manchester Regiment at Ashton Barracks, something to be thankful for because he was able to get home for short periods at weekends.  My parents lived over the other side of Manchester at Newton Heath, and over the fields at the back of their house was the railway line to Ashton on which Harry travelled.
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