Long before anyone ever heard of the Beatles and eleven years before World War II started, I was born in a Liverpool suburb called Fazakerley.  Growing up with two brothers and a sister, we would play outside until it was dark, which was ten o’clock at night in the summer.  We would play a game called rounders; it is much like American baseball but with four bases, then home.  We used four trees in the street for bases.

Wintertime was just the opposite; it was dark at four o’clock, short days and long nights.  We spent many nights around our small fire in the living room.  My Dad would tell us stories about his seven years in India, how he rode a horse as a member of the Queen’s Cavalry, and how they all suffered from the heat.  It would be as high as 120 degrees, and they were used to cool, mild, English weather.  He was supposed to stay two years, but the army kept him there for seven.  He joined the army when he was 17.

My dad had a very harsh childhood and a very strict Victorian upbringing with a hard mother.  He had three brothers and a sister, who all left, or where told to leave, when they reached their teens.  His brother Winston left at 14, ran away to Canada and worked as a lumber jack, he came home at age 28, knocked on the door, his mother opened it and then slammed it in his face.  His brother Joe went off to London to seek his fortune, brother Harry got married and left, and his sister, my Auntie Lu, ran off to London and joined the chorus on stage.
He said when they were little, they all sat on a bench in the kitchen while their parents ate their meals.  When they were through, they would get up, leave the table and the kids would sit down and eat what was left.  He never went back after the war, he married my mum and I never saw his.  He would meet his Dad at the Liverpool football ground, watch the game and say goodbye.  My mum said his Dad was a good man, but completely under his wife’s thumb, probably a case of peace at any price.

My mum’s family where the exact opposite, she was one of ten children, five boys and five girls, a big loving family.  My Grandma Christopher was left to raise them on her own, while my Grandpa was away fighting, in World War I, from 1914 to 1918.  She was little, barely five feet tall, but she had a heart of gold.  I was her first grandchild, and we were very close.  I would visit her on a Saturday, and help out, or go to the store for her, along with her dog, a German Shepherd, named Dixie.  As a rare treat, she would take me to the local cinema to see the latest Shirley Temple movie.  We had some great days out on south road beach, a stretch of sand off the river Mersey, we would pack salmon sandwiches and hopefully eat them before someone would run past and kick sand into them.  We took gallons of lemonade, and bought pots of tea from the vendors; if we had any money left we could buy an ice cream, a luxury at the time.
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