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      Grace Foakes wrote three books about her life: Between High Walls, My Part of the River, and My Life with Reuben. The first two were about her childhood in the East End of London before the First World War and the third describes the
         life she, Reuben and her children led, ending shortly before Reuben died. Four Meals for Fourpence combines the first two books and part of the third.
      

      




Copyright




Published by Hachette Digital


ISBN: 978-0-748-12892-1

Copyright © The Estate of Grace Foakes 1972, 1974, 1975, 2011




All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior
permission in writing of the publisher.


Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk
      


































      
      Contents

      Copyright

      

      
      Prologue: My London

      
      1   Where I Spent My Childhood

      
      2   My Mother

      
      3   My Father

      
      4   My Mother’s Petticoats

      
      5   The Games We Played

      
      6   Paradise Row and Other Streets

      
      7   Grass Between the Cracks

      
      8   Sundays

      
      9   My Brothers

      
      10   The Clothes We Wore and the Food We Ate

      
      11   School Days

      
      12   Survival of the Fittest

      
      13   Penny in the Slot

      
      14   Bootnose and Other Local Characters

      
      15   Summertime

      
      16   Christmas

      
      17   Looking for Work

      
      18   Leaving School and Going to War

      
      19   Reuben

      
      20   Courtship and Marriage

      
      21   A Death and a Birth

      
      22   Our New House

      
      Epilogue: What Grace Did Next

      
            The Girl from Hockley

   



      
      
      Prologue: My London

      
      If you had been a visitor to London when I was a child, Tower Bridge would have been one of the first places of interest you
         would have gone to see. It was a beautiful bridge, spanning the Thames. From the south side you could look across and see
         the Tower of London. If you looked over the side of the bridge, you saw all kinds of river craft. There were tugs, barges,
         police boats, and large ocean-going ships. You would have seen large docks, wharves and warehouses, where ships from far away
         places were berthed. Great cranes would load and unload cargo of every kind. Here men would earn their living. It was a magnificent
         sight, and visitors would stand and gaze at the busy scene and think how wonderful it all was.
      

      
      But the Thames as I remember it was not a romantic river, as many have described it. Those who lived alongside it or worked on it found it dirty, busy and smelly. It dominated our lives, for our very existence depended on it and there husbands,
         fathers and sons toiled morning, noon and night, in cold, fog, wind, rain, and sun. The river was no respecter of persons.
         We watched it in all its changing moods. We knew it could earn us our daily bread; we also knew it could snatch a life if
         given the chance.
      

      
      As I passed over it on my way to school I saw many things which have long since stayed in my memory. Some were frightening:
         I once saw a drowned child floating, fully clothed (this gave me a great respect for the river). Then I saw and watched, fascinated,
         a diver going down a ladder from a small rowing boat into the murky depths. Great river rats ran and played on the piles on
         the foreshore, where they found an abundance of food. Wharves, docks and warehouses lined the river banks, and into these
         went the cargo from ships from all over the world.
      

      
      From home I had only to cross a narrow road and go on through a short alleyway, and there was the river. Here were large,
         ocean-going liners, cargo ships, lighters, tugboats, sailing barges, pleasure boats, paddle steamers and small boats of every
         description. The river was never idle, and never quiet. The ships had a language which only men who worked on the river understood.
         For instance, a continuous blast meant ‘I am on fire’, and three double blasts meant ‘I need assistance’. Vessels wishing to pass beneath Tower Bridge and requiring it to be raised gave one long and three short
         blasts on their sirens (the morse signal for ‘B’, meaning ‘bridge’). Then they hoisted a black ball and pennant at the forestay.
         In the event of a vessel coming upstream, a telephone message was sent to the bridge from Cherry Garden Pier, advising the
         bridgemaster that the vessel was approaching. The watchman on the bridge kept a constant look out for vessels coming downstream.
         River traffic took precedence over road traffic.
      

      
      Tower Bridge was equipped with four semaphore signals, which looked like railway signals. The footbridges above the bridge
         have not been used since the First World War, partly because people prefer to wait until the bascules were raised and lowered
         again rather than climb the many stairs which led up to the footbridges. The bascules were raised at the approach of a vessel
         mainly, just before or at high water, so that ships could pass under to proceed to their destination. One of my favourite
         pastimes as a child was to run up the many stairs at the foot of the bridge then walk across the footbridge and go down the
         other side.
      

      
      As you approached Tower Bridge from the City side you came to some stone steps, which led down to the entrance to the warehouses
         and to St Katherine’s Way. This was a narrow road with high walls on either side. At intervals, between each warehouse, there was a short dark passage, just wide enough for a man to walk through, leading to the river. These were
         known as shoreways’. Walls! Nothing but high walls until you came to St Katherine’s Bridge, a dock bridge, which at times
         would open to let shipping pass from the Thames into London Docks. On you walked with the high brick walls on either side.
         They must have been more than sixty feet high. If you wanted to see the sky you had to stand and look straight up – you were
         closed in on every side – and if you were a small child it could be very frightening should you chance to walk there at night.
      

      
      Walking on still further you came to another dock bridge, Hermitage Bridge. It did not open, but formed part of the dock basin.
         On crossing this bridge the scene changed. Now there were warehouses on one side only, the river side. Opposite them was a
         large block of tenement flats, which boasted the name ‘Royal Jubilee Buildings’. I believe they were built during the Royal
         Jubilee Year of Queen Victoria. Nothing less royal you ever saw! Iron railings enclosed them at the front and a great cobblestone
         yard lay stretched behind its whole length. The tenants used it for drying washing. Behind and around these tenement buildings
         were narrow, mean little streets and alleyways, with small drab houses, mostly with underground kitchens, where people lived
         in semi-darkness for most of their lives. Three or four families occupied one house, sharing the kitchen with its one cold water tap. Sometimes the tap was in the yard outside.
      

      
      This was not the world as it is today. Hot water systems were unheard of, lighting was by gas or paraffin lamps and there
         was no electricity. Yet the people who lived there took great pride in their homes. They were mostly dockers with large families
         and small incomes. This was a little community which lived almost entirely within itself. You knew everyone else and everyone
         else knew you.
      

      
      In these surroundings I spent my childhood. I can see it all so clearly in my mind that I feel compelled to write down as
         many things as I can remember. There must be many older people who will recall those days and places. As I grow older I shall
         forget, as older people do, but I shall open my book and it will all come to life again.
      

      




      
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      Where I Spent My Childhood

      
      We lived in Wapping High Street. Now ‘High Street’ today usually means a street where there are shops of all kinds, but our
         High Street had very few shops. It stretched from one end of Wapping to the other, with the dock bridges in between. On each
         side were wharves and warehouses. The roads were made of cobblestones, with a narrow path on one side only. All traffic was
         pulled by horses for there were no motor cars. The drivers of these horses had great whips, with which they beat them to encourage
         them to pull faster. Sometimes two horses would be harnessed to one cart if the load was heavy. In winter the roads would
         be in a very slippery state and sometimes the poor creatures would stumble and fall. Then the driver would dismount and whip them until they struggled to their feet again. This was very cruel, for in most cases the load was
         far too heavy. My sister and I would watch while this went on. It was an everyday sight and nobody seemed to care, but we
         would hold hands and cry in sympathy for the poor creatures.
      

      
      In these days of clean air and smokeless fuel, it is hard to imagine what a London fog was like all those years ago. Everyone
         had a coal fire, factories sent out great clouds of sooty grime, ships and tugs were driven by steam, their funnels belching
         out great quantities of thick black smoke. Winter would bring to the river such fogs as you do not see today. The air was
         so thick and yellow that you could not see where you were going. To avoid losing yourself, you had to run your hand along
         the walls as you walked.
      

      
      They made everything dirty. Big black pieces of soot would settle everywhere. All day the ships would send out their mournful
         fog warning, for it was very dangerous on the river when a fog descended. Shipping was at an almost total standstill and those
         boats which continued on their way were in constant danger of collision. Many men fell overboard during these fogs and, since
         it was impossible to find them in these conditions, they were drowned. These ‘killer fogs’ (we called them ‘pea-soupers’)
         could last for many days. Sometimes those who had a weak chest found it impossible to breathe and many elderly people and young babies died as a result of being out in one.
      

      
      Great was our relief when the sun eventually shone, dispersing the gloom, and bringing things back to normal again.

      
      When I was a little girl I lived with my parents, my three brothers and my sister in one of the tenement flats in Royal Jubilee
         Buildings. It consisted of two bedrooms and a kitchen. My parents occupied one bedroom, and we five children shared the other.
         Mother divided the room with a large clothes-horse covered with a sheet, to separate boys from girls. All the available space
         was taken up by two beds and my father’s large toolchest. The walls were distempered in a dull brown colour. What a dark and
         cheerless room it was! My parents’ bedroom contained a double bed, a chest of drawers, a table and a chair, two boxes placed
         one on top of the other, and a small marble wash-stand. There was also a sewing machine.
      

      
      I do not know where my parents obtained the beds we children slept in. I only know they were old-fashioned, wire-sprung beds
         fixed on to a wooden frame. Three children slept in one bed and two in the other. These beds were uncomfortable and dirty:
         the springs were broken, so that the flock mattress could not lie flat. Consequently, when laid upon, it was, as we laughingly
         said, ‘up hill and down dale’.
      

      
      
      One year, as Guy Fawkes approached, Father decided that we would have a bonfire in the drying-yard behind the tenements. This
         was not, as you might think, in order to give us a treat but to burn our beds. We had all caught scarlet fever that year,
         and Mother was quite convinced that the beds had had something to do with it. Kathleen was the first to contract it. She was
         taken to the isolation hospital, where she stayed for six weeks, but this proved to be no deterrent and when she returned
         my brothers and I all contracted it in turn, at six-weekly intervals. As soon as one came home from the isolation hospital
         another caught it. Mother thought that she had caught it too, and certainly she had the same symptoms but she refused to get
         attention for fear of being sent away, and thus having to leave the family to fend for themselves, So she nursed herself back
         to a fair state of health.
      

      
      Whether her suspicions were correct or not I do not know, but Father took all the beds into the yard on Guy Fawkes Night and
         burned them as part of the largest bonfire I had ever seen. Then we went to the Mile End Waste, borrowed a barrow and bought
         three second-hand hospital beds, of black iron and complete with mattresses. The Mile End Waste, by the way, was a place off
         the Whitechapel Road where the flotsam and jetsam that no one wanted any longer was sold. You could buy almost anything there:
         clothing, boots, bicycles, tools, pictures and furniture of every description, all displayed on the ground or stacked on barrows. During the week, fruit and vegetable barrows lined the road but on Saturdays it was crowded
         with everything imaginable.
      

      
      Father wheeled the beds back home. Kathleen and I had to share one, William and Sydney another, while Robert (being the eldest)
         had the third to himself. Throughout the rest of my childhood, and in fact until I married, I had to share a bed with Kathleen.
         As we grew older it became very cramped indeed, and if either of us wanted to turn over or shift our position we had to do
         so together. I always envied Robert having a bed to himself, but sharing had its compensation; Kathleen and I were always
         sure of being warm, even on the bitterest winter’s night.
      

      
      The kitchen, which served as the main room, had four Windsor chairs, my father’s chair, two stools, and a kitchen table with
         two leaves which we opened or shut as required. At one end of the room was a small window, in front of which stood a large
         clothes-wringer with wooden rollers. This shut out much of the light and took up nearly all the space at that end of the room.
         In one corner was a black tin sink, six inches deep, and over it a cold water tap. Next to this was a black iron gas cooker,
         and then the fireplace. This was an open affair with a flat top which was open at the back to allow the smoke to go up. An
         oven was attached to the side of the grate – it heated when you lit the fire. There was no control on this; you simply guessed the heat and cooked accordingly.
      

      
      It was surprising what could be cooked in this oven, once you got the hang of it. My mother had a baking tin, which had a
         division in the centre. In one side she would put potatoes for baking, in the other Yorkshire pudding. Then she would put
         a meat stand in and on top of this went the joint. The meat, the potatoes and the Yorkshire pudding all cooked together, and
         the tin was turned round every now and then so that each side had a chance to be next to the hot dividing wall between the
         fire and the oven. Into an iron saucepan on top of the open fire would go whatever vegetable was to be cooked. When it boiled
         it was drawn back just enough to keep it simmering. A large iron kettle was always heating on the other side of the fire,
         so that there was hot water whenever it was required. These cooking utensils would get very dirty and sooty, and sometimes
         if it was windy or the chimney wanted sweeping smoke would blow down, giving everything a smoky taste. The ashes and cinders
         from the fire would fall into the hearth below, and would make such a mess on everything. It was continually being cleaned
         up. My mother had an iron contraption which she called ‘the Tidy’. She placed it on the hearth in front of the fire in an
         effort to trap the ashes as they fell, for the hearth was cleaned each morning with hearthstone to make it look white. On
         the hearth stood a steel fender which too was cleaned each day, with emery paper. This all looked very nice until you lit the
         fire. The fire was nice too, but not so the mess. There was dust everywhere.
      

      
      On the other side of the hearth and about two feet from the floor was the cupboard in which everything had to be kept, since
         there was no storage space anywhere else. Underneath the cupboard and hidden from view by a small curtain were all the boots,
         and the cat box.
      

      
      This then was the kitchen where seven people ate, played and worked. But it was warm and it was home. It was the place where
         my mother could always be found – and that was all that mattered.
      

   



      
      
      CHAPTER TWO

      
      My Mother

      
      My mother was a dear gentle person, who loved us all. She was small and, to my childish mind, quite beautiful. Her hair was
         white. I do not remember her ever having hair any other colour. This may have been due to ill-health for she was never very
         strong. Each year she would have a new baby. This was always a great surprise to us. We would wake up one morning and my father
         would say, ‘You have a new brother’ or, ‘You have another sister’, as the case might be. I think she had fourteen children
         altogether, but I am not quite sure of this, for some died at birth and some lived only a few weeks. Five of us survived and
         I will tell you our names in order of ages. First was Robert, then me, and then came Kathleen, William and Sydney.
      

      
      
      
      We had no bathroom, so each Friday evening after tea the tin bath, about two feet long and eighteen inches wide, was brought
         into the kitchen and put on the floor in front of the fire. Then we would take turns to have our weekly bath, our knees tucked
         under our chins so that we fitted in. I always saw to it that I went in first as the water was clean and hot. After each child
         came out a kettle of hot water was added to warm it up for the next. At last all five of us had been bathed. I loved my bath,
         for a hot towel would be hanging on the fire guard to dry me with.
      

      
      We were never normally allowed to lie in bed, not even on Sunday. Only when we were feeling unwell was it permitted. I loved
         the times when I was poorly, because Mother would come and give me hot bread and milk sprinkled with sugar. It never failed
         to make me feel better. I think the extra bit of loving helped me as much as the bread and milk.
      

      
      Economy was the keynote of every woman in our community. These women, if they thought up some fresh idea for economising,
         would run to tell their neighbours so that they too could practise it.
      

      
      Here are some of the things thought up by my mother. When times were very hard she invented a meal which I doubt had ever
         been tried out before. She cut a slice of bread for each of us, put each slice in a separate mug, then covered each with boiling water. When the water was absorbed she would pour off the surplus, add a knob of margarine and some salt
         and pepper and mix it all together. She called it ‘Pepper and Salt Slosh’ and it was surprising how good it tasted, especially
         if we were cold and hungry. Then there was Bacon Pudding, another favourite we all enjoyed. With two-penny-worth of fat and
         bacon pieces and a small onion, plus a little dripping and flour, she would make a large pudding which smelt delicious. She
         cut up the pieces, including the rind, and this, together with the onion, went into the basin covered with cold water. The
         dripping and flour made the crust to cover it with. Then she tied a pudding cloth over it and placed it in a large saucepan
         and cooked it for about four hours on the top of the open fire. Half an hour before dinnertime she would drop into the same
         saucepan the potatoes needed for dinner, and in this way all was cooked together.
      

      
      Sometimes we had a rice pudding, not as I make it today but using water instead of milk. The rice was washed, covered with
         water and put into the oven until all the water had soaked into it. Then pieces of margarine were dotted on the top, a tablespoon
         of condensed milk and a little sugar added and a little nutmeg scraped over the top. This was another recipe we all enjoyed.
         The empty dish was given to the lucky one so that the edges which had stuck could be scraped off, leaving nothing in it at
         all.
      

      
      
      In our house, if we had a relish for tea we could not have jam. We must eat what bread and margarine we wanted with the relish.
         Jam came out only if there was nothing else. My mother cut the bread and handed it to Father, who spread jam on half the slice
         only (without margarine). He then doubled it over, making a sandwich of it. The same rule applied with cod-liver-oil-and-malt.
         Mother was certified as having tuberculosis and was granted a fortnightly supply. She very seldom took it and it was kept
         instead for us children. Father spread it on our bread in the same way as the jam. It was no use saying you did not like it
         – you either ate it or went without. Needless to say, we ate it and, surprisingly enough, came to enjoy it.
      

      
      Sometimes if herrings were in season my mother would buy two at a penny each. Carefully feeling to see they had soft roes
         and looking to see if the gills were bright red (an indication that they were fresh), she would clean and bone them, then
         fry them on the top of the fire. When cooked, slices of bread would be waiting and the roe from one was mashed and spread
         on as many slices as possible and given to us children. The remaining part of that fish was then shared out among us so that
         we had a portion each. The other herring was halved and shared by my mother and father. We took it in turns to wipe the pan
         out with a slice of bread. This had all the flavour of the fish and was a great favourite much contested for.
      

      
      
      When my father carved the Sunday joint he cut the meat so thin you could have blown it away. It was placed on each plate so
         that it looked a lot. The batter which went with it was made with flour and water plus a little salt. No egg or milk was used,
         of course, but when cooked under the joint it tasted wonderful. The same kind of batter was made for a toad-in-the-hole. Two-pennyworth
         of strips of mutton, the leavings from breasts of mutton, were placed in the batter and cooked in the oven. Needless to say
         they were very fatty, but they were greatly enjoyed by us children.
      

      
      Father hit upon the idea of keeping rabbits in order to eke out his wages. He bought two, a buck and a doe, and made hutches
         for them. They each had two compartments: one living-room and one bedroom. Each Saturday, Robert was sent around the streets
         with a bag to collect the chaff which fell from the horses’ nosebags. He also collected straw from the stables where the horses
         slept. We never bought anything for the rabbits in the way of food, but whenever we passed a greengrocer we went in and asked
         for the outside leaves of greens and cabbages. Potato peelings and carrot and turnip peelings were carefully saved. Stale
         bread picked up from the streets also helped to feed them.
      

      
      We children adored those rabbits. Their soft silky fur, their twitching noses, long ears, beautiful eyes and their helplessness
         made me love them as I have never loved an animal before or since. My father mated them and in due time a family arrived. When the babies grew to a reasonable size, my father
         would kill one and hang it up for a day or two before skinning it. Then we ate it for Sunday dinner. We children were horrified
         when Father did this and none of us wanted any. But Father insisted we eat it, saying he could not have good food wasted.
         He kept rabbits for a long time, and every few weeks we had that hateful meal. One day, about a week after the birth of a
         new litter, Father went out to feed them, but found them all dead. The baby rabbits all had their eyes out, and the father
         and mother, each in their separate hutch, were also dead. We all assumed it must have been rats that killed the babies and
         that the mother and father had died of fright. After this episode, Father never again tried keeping rabbits for food, much
         to the relief of us children.
      

      
      Whatever meal was served up, we were not allowed to grumble. It was pointed out to us that there were many worse off. I expect
         this was probably true, for my parents were thrifty, while so many others were not.
      

      
      We never had pocket-money and seldom had sweets. When the longing for some became too great, my mother would make paper squares,
         put a teaspoonful of cocoa into each and add a teaspoonful of sugar. We were then given a square. This mixture tasted delicious
         if you dipped your finger in and ate it slowly. When nothing else was available, Mother took a large carrot and cut it lengthways to give us a piece each. This, I am sure, is responsible for the good teeth which
         I still possess today. I remember on one occasion eating some raw carrot and laughing while I chewed it, with the result that
         a piece got stuck in my throat. I nearly choked – I could not get my breath and went blue in the face. Finally I dislodged
         it, but ever after I was careful not to laugh when eating carrot.
      

      
      I remember my mother once buying a large smoked haddock from a street barrow. It was large enough to give us all a share,
         and if cooked with mashed potatoes would provide us with a good dinner.
      

      
      Refrigerators were unheard of, as were pantries, and having only one cupboard in the kitchen, in which the haddock would soon
         have gone bad, Mother hung it on to a small clothes-line in the tiny lobby which, if you lived on the ground floor as we did,
         led into the drying yard. The lobby led to the toilet and just beyond it was a gate. To keep stray cats out, my father had
         fixed a frame of wire-netting over the gate so that the lobby was closed in, but the air was let in through the wire mesh.
         Here Mother hung the haddock, so that the air circulated around it, keeping it cool.
      

      
      On going into the lobby in the evening, my mother was surprised and horrified to see a large ginger cat hanging on the haddock and the haddock half eaten. The cat, smelling the fish, had bitten its way through the wire mesh until a hole
         was made large enough for it to get through. Mother called my father, who promptly took a stick and beat the cat unmercifully
         until it was in such a panic that it ran along up and down the mesh in an effort to find the hole it had entered by. Its fur
         was torn off on the jagged edges of the mesh, and altogether it was a most pitiful object. When it finally escaped it was
         half dead. We had often seen this cat in the drying yard and had named it ‘Ginger’. Ginger had no home and relied on scraps
         thrown out by people, so it was small wonder he took the opportunity to eat the haddock. I have never forgotten this incident
         or the cruelty inflicted on the cat by my father. But then, looking at it from his point of view, all he could think of was
         the dinner which we had next day to go without.
      

      
      About twice a week the Wild Rabbit Man came round the streets selling wild rabbits. He carried a pole on his shoulder. Fixed
         by their back legs to the pole were about a dozen wild rabbits. He shouted, ‘Wild rabbits,’ as he walked along. Usually one
         could be bought for ninepence. If you skinned it very carefully and could get the fur off unbroken, then you could sell the
         fur for a copper or two. The flesh of the rabbit was dark and unappetising and my mother soaked it in vinegar and salt in
         an effort to make it look a little nicer. If by any chance you could afford a small piece of salt belly of pork to add to it, and then boiled it with onions and with flour-and-water
         dumplings until it was tender, it made a cheap, nourishing and very tasty meal. Every part of the rabbit was cooked, including
         the head. The paws were cut off and given to us children. With a length of string attached, these made a toy for us to play
         with the cat. We pulled it slowly along the floor and the cat, smelling it or thinking it was a mouse, chase around in an
         effort to catch it.
      

      
      The shops sold not wild rabbits but Ostend rabbits. These had white flesh and clean fur, but were too dear for working-class
         families. Maybe, if one could afford it, an Ostend rabbit would be bought for Christmas dinner. Stuffed and baked and basted
         with some fat, these made a meal fit for the gods. But we knew they were not for us, so we cheerfully ate and enjoyed our
         more humble wild rabbit. And what could have been nicer on a cold winter’s day?
      

      
      I do not want the reader to suppose we were an unhappy family. Indeed, my childhood on the whole was a very happy one. Certainly
         we were poor and my father earned little money, but my mother was a wonderful housekeeper. How she did it I do not know, but
         we were always well fed, neat and tidy.
      

      
      I remember how she would send me for two-pennyworth of bones, and tell me to ask the butcher ‘Would you mind leaving a little meat on?’ I used to come home with a great many
         bones, which my mother would put into a large iron saucepan. She cooked them until the meat was tender and then left the pan
         to cool. In the morning there was a thick layer of dripping on the top. This she would carefully remove and put into a basin,
         ready for our morning toast, which was all we had for breakfast. Next came the bones. These were scraped clean of all the
         meat, of which there was usually enough to fill a pie dish. With the aid of some of the dripping, Mother made these scrapings
         into a meat pie. And, my, what a pie that was! It gave seven hungry people a wonderful dinner. Before the next meal I was
         sent for one-pennyworth of pot herbs. For the penny you could have one onion, a few carrots and some turnips. These were cooked,
         along with a handful of barley, in the juice in which the bones had been boiled. This made a large pan of stew which did for
         two days’ dinner.
      

      
      Perhaps you can now get some idea of what household management had to be like in my early childhood. In all, those three dinners
         and a breakfast cost about fourpence. My mother was not alone in her economy. The force of circumstances demanded it. Money
         was short and appetites were large, so women in those days were obliged to be thrifty.
      

   



      
      
      CHAPTER THREE

      
      My Father

      
      I found my father a very hard man to understand when I was young. He was very short and thin and had large blue eyes.
      
      I could have loved him as I did my mother, but he seemed to hold us off so that we could not approach him or sit on his knee
         as children love to do. I believe he had a hard life as a child, and I know that he left school at the age of ten and started
         work. This may have had something to do with it, but I can only surmise. He was an unsociable man, unfriendly even towards
         the people closest to him. My mother could never have a neighbour in for a cup of tea or a chat, and we could not ask our
         friends in either. He did not drink or smoke and had no kind of hobby. I never knew him to have a close friend as the other
         men did.
      

      
      
      Everything he did had to be precise. If he chopped the sticks for the fire, each stick would be the same length and thickness
         as all the others, and they would all be stacked on a ledge with not one out of place. The floor was covered with mock lino
         (we had no carpets) and if a portion wore out he would carefully cut it away and measure for another piece to be fitted in.
         Always it fitted perfectly. His motto was ‘If a thing is worth doing, it is worth doing well’. He would not borrow or lend
         nor allow my mother to do so. In our household his word was law and nobody dared dispute it.
      

      
      He worked hard when in a job and saw to it that we children learned the meaning of work. My mother did not have much pleasure
         but I do not remember her ever complaining – except on Sunday afternoons when Father would undress and get into bed, leaving
         her to mend his working clothes while he had his rest. This she resented very much, for the clothes were dirty from the work
         he had been doing and she hated handling anything that was not clean.
      

      
      We had a sewing machine of the treadle type which my father decided I must learn to use. He would make me sit at that machine
         and, after showing me how to thread the boat-shaped bobbin and to fix the top cotton, he would stand over me and I would have
         to practise on it. If the wheel went backwards instead of forwards the cotton would break, so he gave me lessons on starting
         it so that the wheel always moved the right way. When I had mastered this he would then give me an old piece of material and would stand and watch while I practised
         doing ‘straight lines’. This I simply could not do while he watched me, but he would not let me give up. Eventually I mastered
         this too and was able
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