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Watt A LIF E 

By 
Brian  John  Watt  

28 March 1944 

 

This is dedicated to Mum and Dad without whom I wouldnôt be here. 

Also  

To my lovely Aunt Ada 

Who became my second Mum and was the  

inspiration for this venture.  

 

Thanks also to my lovely wife Rosalie 

who made this readable by knocking the grammar into shape. 

 
The First Thing Children Should Do,  

Is Listen to Their Parents 
 

The Last Thing Children Do,  
Is Listen to Their Parents 

 
All children should procreate  

in order to provide themselves 
with a reflection of their behaviour. 

In other words  
Oh Lord the gift to gie us 

 to see ourselves as itherôs see us 
Robbie Burns  

25 January 1759 ï  21July 1796 

 
Children should never judge their parents  

until they have brought up their own. 
 

©b  BJW 2007b© 
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I was the first born (well I thought I was) of Arthur and Florence (Florrie) Mary (Gordon) 

Watt in the latter days of World War II. Aries with Pisces ascending. At Aberdeen Royal 

Infirmary. 

  
I entered this world far too belatedly to participate in the defence of my country, but 

according to Mum I did have my own all encompassing gas mask just in case the 

hostilities got to close. 

 

 
Everyone in Britain during WWII was issued with a Gas Mask, there was even one for 

babies. Babies gas masks were in a cradle form and when all the flaps were in place and 

the straps closed up the baby was totally enclosed. Air was then pumped in by hand via a 

filter thereby ensuring that the baby did not inhale any gas.  

Fortunately for us, Dad and his pals managed to rout the German hordes that were 

rampaging throughout Europe at that time and Mum and I never had recourse to using the 

gas masks.  

 

      Adult Gas Mask      Baby Gas Mask                                                    

Courtesy of  Swansea Museum 

       Aries the Ram            Aberdeen Coat of Arms                         

Pisces Rising    
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Dad on joining the 

92
nd

 Gordon Highlanders 
 

 
Back garden 69 Dunbar Street 

 

Had Dad and his colleagues not done so, I would probably now be sprechen Deutsch, 

rather than English with the jockenese Doric dialect that I do today. Doric is of course the 

local Aberdeenshire dialect that is not understood outside of the Grampians. 

óI ken fit ye meen maunô translates into óI understandô 

óAwa ye feel Quine  or Loonô means óDonôt be a stupid girl or boyô 

Girls were Quines and Boys were Loons.  

Needless to say this sort of language did not foster international communication. 

 

On this momentous day (well it was for me), The allies apparently entered Rome, a 

joyous day for us Catholics and the RAF sent 14 Mosquitoes to Duisburg and 3 to 

Krefeld. No losses.  

 

 

RAF Mosquito 
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Why they were sent, I have no idea, and I was too young to care. In any case, I was 

having my own battle with life to contend with at the time. 

Mum claimed that I was three months premature, but it may have been three weeks. 

Either way my birth was extremely difficult and I was so sickly that the hospital staff 

abandoned me to concentrate on saving mother.  

This was not an auspicious start to life.  

Luckily I was too young to feel the full effects of being separated from my mother at such 

an early stage in my existence, otherwise I could have developed some really complex 

bad attitudes. However I didnôt and Mum apparently forgave me for the difficult birth and 

I imagine that I was quite delighted when the staff found, despite their pessimistic 

diagnosis some three hours previously that, I was still hanging onto life.  

I hadnôt come down to this playground just to be sent straight back. Well I had the naïve 

conception that I was being sent to a playground. Hu! That idea was soon knocked out of 

my head.  

My problem in those first few hours was that I had internal bleeding and was vomiting 

blood every hour on the hour and was too young and too weak to operate on. This 

situation carried on for some time even after Mum had been stabilised.  

As things were not looking too promising for me, the nursing staff advised Mum to get a 

priest to baptise me. The priest duly arrived and baptised me Brian John Watt. óJohnô was 

the priestôs idea, because he felt that I was in need of some divine intervention and as he 

didnôt know of a Saint Brian, he called on the services of Saint John. Apparently it was a 

good decision, because straight after being baptised the bleeding and vomiting stopped 

and my demise was deferred for the unforeseeable.   

John is also the name of my Great Grandfather John Starling Green who was a Trawler 

skipper who moved his whole family up from Scarborough to Aberdeen in 1890. 

Mum apparently picked Brian so as it could not be shortened into a nickname.  

Being a good Catholic, Mum declared my remarkable turn around, a miracle and doted on 

me. Mind you the euphoria didnôt seem to last too long, as I remember being chastised on 

many occasion, for no apparent reason. Also Mum never sought to have me Sainted, 

Beatified, or even Canonised. I have never understood why. 
 

According to Mum, delightful though I was, I was prone to screaming fits if not attended 

to immediately. Well, with Dad fighting a war I was obviously missing not having a 

father to bond with and Mum had nobody else to look after, did she?  

Apparently that she got so alarmed that she took me to our local doctor. He duly 

examined me and declared me fit and healthy. 

ñWell what is the problemò enquired Mum? 

ñSheer temperò said the doctor.  

ñHow do I cure thatò asked Mum?  

ñPut him in his cot and leave him, heôll soon tire of itò.  

According to Mum the cure apparently took 3 days to come into effect.  

Round 1 to the adults.  

It only took the advice of one local doctor to defeat my desire for constant attention. 

Nowadays Mother and I would have been sent for counselling with various welfare 

groups and psychiatrists, all producing their own report at great cost and I would have 

ended up with my own dedicated social worker and a personality complex, courtesy of too 

much governmental interference. Oh! How we have progressed. I donôt think. 
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Me at 3 Months 

 
69 Dunbar Street back garden 

I think Mum is proud of me then, I just hope she is just as proud of me now. 
 

The next major event in my life was the arrival on the 16 May 1946 when little brother 

Michael was born, not that I remember too much about the occasion. This may have been 

due to the fact that I had been shipped off to my Aunt Adaôs at Dulnain Bridge, about 6 

miles from Granton- On- Spey, right up in the Highlands.  

 

Aunt Ada and Uncle Harry 

 
 

With Henry, Eric and Doris 
 

Apparently mum was having a difficult time with this 2
nd 

pregnancy and I was not giving 

her much support during those difficult days. 
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I suppose most 2 year olds are all little bit self centred. Which may have contributed to 

my lack of concern and understanding of Mumôs condition.  

Still I donôt have any resentment at being banished to the highlands. In fact it appears that 

I may have even enjoyed myself. I recently asked my Aunt Ada as to whether I was 

distressed when Dad left me. Apparently I waved him goodbye quite happily and ran off 

to play with my new found cousins, Henry, Eric, Doris and Stella. 
 

My new cousins 

 
 

Though, maybe I was just putting on a brave face. 

I have since been talking to Cousin Eric and discovered that he took me on one of my first 

walks to get me used to my surroundings. It was his intention to take me to the woods at 

the back of the house and then back home. A distance of some 200 to 300 yards. 

Apparently I had other ideas and refused to go home, so in the end Eric walked me round 

in a large circle and finally got me home surreptitiously. Round 2 to the adults. They 

always seem to win when you are so young donôt they? 

 

This was the first of many lovely holidays in the highlands. On later holidays  I learned to 

fish, snare rabbits and hares and care for uncle Macôs ferrets, though I always felt a bit 

distressed when we trapped a rabbit or hare or found a dead one, but darenôt show my 

distress to my big cousins. I used to feel guilty blocking off their escape routes with nets. 

But this was all part of country life. 

Henry would show me how to skin and clean them, though I always felt too squeamish to 

try it myself.  Henry was always meticulous at cleaning up afterwards as Aunt Ada hated 

the sight of blood on the draining board from such activities. 

 

Mind you it wasnôt all blood and guts. There were woods to play in, which had lots of 

wild deer roaming around. Then just across the road from my Auntôs house were loads of 

raspberry bushes which we used to pick for pies and jam, though I think we ate more than 

we collected as they tasted excellent. 

We could play on the rocks down at the river and try and catch fish. All in all it was a 

perfect holiday for a little lad from the city with only a street to play in. 

I remember one time when the fair came to the Dulnain Bridge, we were allowed to stay 

up late that night and go on the rides. Everything was lit up with coloured lights and there 
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was a real carnival atmosphere. I remember enjoying the swing boats best of all. Though 

the fair must have been using generators in order to produce coloured lighting because I 

can remember the Tilly lamps (pressurised paraffin lamps) being prepared as night fell at 

Aunt Adaôs. This meant that, there was no electricity in Dulain Bridge. Well Aunt Adaôs 

house certainly wasnôt connected if there was. 

 

Me at No3 Aunt Adaôs 

 

 
1979 

 

I must have spent quite a lot of time up at Dulnain as I can remember the nights drawing 

in around tea time and the Tilly lamps being lit in order that Uncle Harry could check his 

football coupon. We used to all gather round the Radio at 5 Oôclock on a Saturday 

evening and try and guess what the football score would be by the intonation of the 

announcersô voice but only in very hushed whispers as Uncle Harry took the proceedings 

very seriously and woe betide any of us children who interrupted the reporting of the 

football scores and his train of thought. 

 

Being so far out in the wilds there was no Catholic church, not that I missed mass to that 

extent; however I do remember all of us being crammed into Uncle Harryôs three wheeler 

car and taken to church I presume in Grantownïon-Spey. Though to this day I still donôt 

know how all of us 5 children managed to squeeze into that small space and travel all that 

distance. It was quite an adventure though. 
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Uncle Harryôs 3 wheeler with the Hood down 
 

 
 

The 1930 BSA three wheeler was introduced with two models, a sports and a tourer, supplemented by a four 
seater family model for 1931. For 1932 there were four models. The four seater squeezed two children's seats 

in behind the main passenger seats. They were decidedly child-sized and there was a footwell on one side only 
for the larger child to have extra legroom. The seats were deck-chair style canvas seats rigged between the 

rear body and bars fixed to the rear wheel cover. 

 

It must have been around my 7
th
 or 8

th
 birthday when I was once again up in Dulnain for 

the school holidays, that Henry and Eric decided that it was time for me to learn to ride a 

bike. Maybe I badgered them into teaching me. Anyway they took me along the Skye 

road and after some rudimentary instructions launched me. Inevitably I fell of and lost a 

bit of confidence. However they persevered and within half an hour I was fairly 

competent, I was dead chuffed with myself that holiday. So thank you Henry and Eric.  

I did ask Aunt Ada what was I like as child. Was I naughty or difficult? Apparently not, I 

just fitted in and played with the rest of my cousins. Though she did relate one story 

where we had all been out to play and Uncle Harry was making all of us take off our 

muddy Wellington boots before entering the house. However I took exception to this 

order and apparently stamped my tiny feet. My little protest didnôt last long when Uncle 

Harry had quick sharp word in my ear. Normal service was resumed as they say.  

Round 3 to the adults.   

 

The next time we returned to Aunt Adaôs I was so excited that I ran straight to the shed 

and got out the bikes and was going to show Michael how to do it. However Mum spotted 

me and chided me for not having the manners to ask if I could borrow the bikes. I felt 

really embarrassed especially having being brimming full of confidence only moments 

before. Still thatôs what mumôs are for and I soon got over the shame, especially as Mum 

left for Aberdeen the next day. I suspect that part of my enthusiasm was generated by it 

possibly being Michaelôs first trip up to Dulnain and I was eager to pass on my newfound 

knowledge and teach him to ride a bike. 

 

My first recollections of Michael were of him sitting in his high chair tipping his food 

over the edge and onto the floor, and me shouting  ñMum heôs done it againò. Would this 

make me an young óGrassô 

I can also remember him sitting on his potty and tipping all of Mums money into the pot 

where he had just óPoohedô. Mum had given him her purse to play with to keep him 

amused whilst sat on his little loo. Mum didnôt do that one again. 

I can also remember Dad had taken us out somewhere and we had just got off the tram at 

the bottom of St. Macher Drive. Dad was carrying Michael and when we were half way 

up the road Dad stopped to talk to someone. The conversation seemed to be taking forever 
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but then Michael came to the rescue. He had a sudden attack of diarrhoea and it all went 

down Dadôs suit. 

Dad cut short the conversation much to my relief. 

 

Home was 69 Dunbar Street Old Aberdeen Ground Floor Right. 
 

 
 

It was a standard 3 storied Scottish Tenement with 5 other tenants in the block. The 

individual dwellings were not identified as they are now with a letter a, b, c, or d etc. 

Every one had a brass name plate identifying the dwelling with the name of the tenant  

(A. Watt) in our case. The brass name plate was polished by mum rigorously every week. 

It was a source of pride to have a shiny name plate and any one who did not have a clean 

name plate was considered low class by Mumôs standards. And those who didnôt have a 

name plate were beyond the pale as they say. 

The main room of 69 Ground Floor Right acted as living room, parentôs bedroom and 

kitchen, the sink being under the window facing the back garden.  

The whole room was about 10 feet by 12 Feet (3 meters X 3.6 m). Our parentôs bed was 

originally located in a recessed area to the right of the fire range (similar to below). 

 

 
 

Our bedroom which was a similar size doubled as the front room or sitting parlour which 

also housed our motherôs dressing table.  
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This was also our play area, mainly in the summer as there wasnôt always a fire on in 

there in the winter. 

Like most other children of our status and era, we were not indulged and one of our main 

outdoor hobbies was to collect car registration numbers. We used to stand at the top of 

Dunbar Street and record all the registration of the cars as they passed. All rather futile 

exercise looking back and it certainly wouldnôt pass as entertainment for todayôs indulged 

youngsters, but it probably helped our reading and writing Skills. What few toys we had 

we had to make the most of, like Dinky Toyôs 

Dinky Toys were die-cast miniature model cars and trucks. They first appeared in early 

1934 when Meccano of Liverpool introduced a new line of "modeled miniatures" under 

the trade mark "Meccano Dinky Toys".  

We had quite a few of these, my favourite being a yellow Leyland Blue Circle Cement 

lorry  However, Mum and Dad saved them all for Michael, probably because they were 

becoming collectors items by the time I joined the RAF.  

I am not sure why I was never considered.  

 

 

Meccano was invented in 1901 in Liverpool by Frank Hornby and manufactured by 

Meccano Ltd. In 1901 and 1980. Currently it is manufactured in France and China. 
 

 

 

Our hand eye co-ordination skills were 

enhanced by our Meccano kit. These were 

kits comprising reusable metal strips, 

plates, angle girders, wheels, axles and 

gears with nits and bolts to connect the 

pieces. It was a versatile constructional 

medium enabling the building of a variety 

of working models and mechanical 

devices. 
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Meccano was an excellent introduction to engineering for any child and I just wonder 

how on earth this up and coming generation of computer game players are going to cope 

with anything mechanical. 
 

 
 

Frank also created Hornby Train Sets of which we had one courtesy of Lady MacRobert. 

 

 

The train set had been part of Lady MacRobertôs childrenôs toys. 

 
 
Lady MacRobert established a Trust in memory of her three sons 

who were all killed  as aviators, the eldest in a civil air accident in 

1938 and the middle and youngest as officer pilots in the Royal 

Air Force on operational sorties in 1941. At the same time, among 

other things, Lady MacRobert donated £25,000 to the nation to 
purchase a S tirling bomber which she asked to be named 

"MacRobert's Reply".   

 

 
 

Stirling Bomber  

 
The RAFôs first 4 engine bomber of the war 
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The former MacRobert family home, Douneside House, which lies at the heart of the 

estate, is run by The MacRobertôs Trust as a  fine country guest house for officers of 
the Armed Services at heavily discounted rates.  

No airmen need apply  though . 

 

The train set, or part of it, came into our hands, because mum had made friends with Lady 

MacRobertôs old house keeper and Lady MacRobert gave the train set to the old lady to 

dispose of, on the demise of her sons. 

 

The only problem with the train set was, it had to be assembled and dismantled each time 

we used it. This resulted in a bit of fair wear and tear on the set, especially on the signals 

which had to be fitted onto a base unit and secured with fold over tabs. Unfortunately the 

tabs started to break off, thereby making the signals unstable.  

Apparently I decided to repair the signals using Dadôs soldering iron. Mum was horrified 

when she found her 5 year old eldest with a red hot soldering iron trying to solder the 

Tabs back on to the signal base. I donôt remember being smacked, but I do remember 

Mum telling Dad with a mixture of horror and admiration in her voice of my initiative.  

Mind you, maybe this incident should have been a warning to Mum and Dad, because I 

can remember Dad bringing home some long pieces of tinsel and giving them to us to 

play with. As it was coming up to Christmas I decided to teach Michael how to decorate 
the house with them. However, when I went to school the next day, Michael decided to do 

the redecorating himself. Unfortunately the plug was switched on this time and apparently 

Michael received a rather large belt of electricity. Yes! I had taught him to push the tinsel 

in to the wall socket, as an anchor point for the decorations. Only this time the power was 

on. Mum had a bit of explaining to do to Dad. 

I was therefore taught, never to play with electricity and I wish I had listened to this 

advice because, as a Radar fitter in the RAF, I found it an extremely difficult subject to 

grasp.     

 

These incidents just go to show that; ñYou can never make anything óFoolproofô as óFools 

are so óResource Foolò 

No.69 was quite cramped looking back and would now be described as a bed sit, (which it 

has now become for a university student).Barely suitable for a single person, never mind 

bring up two boisterous lads.  

In fact my double garage at 8 Mythop Road Lytham is bigger than 69 Dunbar Street. It 

even has an attic. How times have changed for me. 

 

Personal washing was done at the sink under the window which boasted a swanôs neck 

styled cold water tap in a brass finish, which could fold away into the black cast iron sink, 

a lid could then be lowered to cover up this facility, thereby providing a work top surface, 

giving an illusion of sophistication to the room.  

I can remember that if we took too long over washing our hands and face in preparation 

for bed, Dadôs hard soled slipper would come flying across from his big easy chair, where 

he would be sitting after his evening meal (called ñteaò by us as working class but 

ñdinnerò by the gentry). It would smack into our legs accompanied with the gruff 

command to get a move one. It used to concentrate our minds somewhat. 

 

Mum used to insist on her brushing our teeth, which was done as rigorously as the 

washing on the washboard. Not a pleasant experience. We used to protest vociferously, 

well I did.  
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The tooth paste was in the form a large round hardened tablet of paste which had to be 

doused in water and the tooth brush rubbed onto the surface. The favoured manufacturer 

at the time was Gibbs. There were pink, green or blue tablets to choose from. Mum 

always bought pink I think that it was because she preferred that flavour. We kids didnôt 

have much of say in the selection. 

 

As for bathing facilities, we kids bathed in a big tin bath in front of the fire using 

Lifebuoy Soap, with the water heated in kettles on the old black range but this luxury was 

usually saved for Friday nights. 

Lifebuoy Soap was one of the all time popular soaps throughout the world. When it was 

first introduced many years ago it was the first mass produced soap to use wide 

advertising on buses, leaflets and hoardings. Mum always used the large economy bar 

which was rather difficult for us little ones to use, so she used too cut it in half for us.  

Lifebuoy is a brand of soap originally marketed by Lever 

Brothers in England beginning in 1895 Popular for over 100 

years, it is still available in the United States, through specialty 

shops that import it through Jupiter Imports (UK) in England 

Though Lifebuoy has gone out of production in the U.S. and the 

UK, it is still being mass produced in India as it is the leading 

value brand there as well as in some other South Asian and South 

East Asian countries.  

 

 

Mum did use the better quality Pears Soap for washing 

our hair as there was no hair shampoos, that I can 

remember of in those days. I can still remember the 

smell of it even now. 
 

 

 

 

I presume our parents used the same bathing facilities, though God knows how they 

managed. The alternative was to go to the local Public bath house and pay a small fee for 

the privilege of the use of a proper bath for 15 or twenty minutes, not exactly a salubrious 

option. Later Mum and Dad invested in a Geyser, a forerunner for what is now called a 

combination boiler. This was a real innovative luxury as it gave us instant hot water at the 

sink without having to put a kettle on the fire. 

 

Communal toilet facilities were located at the end of the entrance lobby under the stairs 

and shared with the next door neighbour. This facility wasnôt too bad in the summer, but 

was freezing in the winter as there was no heating or lighting and so one had to, not only 

wrap up well, but take a candle  in order to see. 

We only used the under stairs communal facilities once we were potty trained we used to 

leave the house door open so as I could holler óFINISHEDô (there was very little privacy 

at 69), for Mum to help to do up the back buttons on my trousers. We had braces in those 

days and for some reason I canôt work out Mum always insisted in undoing the back 

buttons which made it difficult for one so young to re-dress ones self. We also used to 
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have to take our own toilet paper which in our case consisted of the Radio Times torn into 

squares.  

 

Mother always insisted on us using the Radio Times because 

she claimed it was softer than The Evening Express (The Local 

Paper). Though on reflection I suspect that we used the Radio 

Times because it was a fairly thick weekly publication as 

opposed to the thinner daily Evening Express thereby making it 

more economical to purchase. Of course the Radio times would 

be of no use now as it made of shiny gloss paper to enable 

colour printing.  

 

 

 

Everything was recycled in those days, something that we are rediscovering today, in an 

attempt to save the planet from ourselves. 

Most of our shopping was done at the King Street at the bottom of St. Macher Drive. 

There was a grocers, a butchers and a chemist. The grocers was run by the Aberdeen Co-

operative Society and each customer was entitled to receive a dividend at the end of each 

financial year depending on how much they had spent. It was a sort of loyalty card 

system. And to keep track of how much you had spent, each person was given a Co-op 

number that had to be quoted for every transaction and the amount spent recorded.  

Our number was 52088. The customerôs record was in the form of a ticket about the size 

of a raffle ticket which was your receipt. The purpose of this was to give Co-op customers 

a rebate on the amount they had spent as a loyalty bonus, similar to the loyalty store cards 

that we have now. There is very little new under the sun 

 

Northern Co-operative Society 

Customer No £ s d 

52088  = 2 10 6 
 

= £ 2. 52 ½ pence in decimal money. 

It is funny how you remember these small insignificant details, especially when you get 

older and you can barely remember your own name at times. 
 

On more than one occasion I can remember mother rushing out to collect the horse dung 

produced by the veggie manôs horse, before the other neighbours claimed it, in order to 

put on our garden as fertiliser. A futile gesture looking back, as we shared the back garden 

with five other neighbours and our portion of claimed garden was the area under the back 

window and was all of 3 foot by 18 inches and which boasted only a few plants of 

London Pride. It wasnôt a particularly interesting plant, but it was possibly fashionable at 

the time.   

The fresh manure I suspect was not too beneficial, because of all the acidity. Still, it was a 

lesson in thrift and conservation, something we now seem to be trying to re-learn. Iôm 

beginning to understand that Mum was an ecological warrior. 

Us kids used to use it as our nature area, Mum used to give us a shallow enamel tray for 

us nurture our frogs that we had caught as tadpoles at Cove Bay, where she used to take 

us for picnics. This was the closest we came to having pets in those days. 
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There was no such thing as a washing machine of course. The washing was done in a 

communal outhouse which had a large boiler built into one corner. At the front was an 

opening for a fire access. On wash day which was a Tuesday for us, Mother would light 

the fire under the boiler to heat up the water, then place the weekôs washing in the boiler 

and stir it round with a large pole. The washing was then rinsed in a large sink also in the 

outhouse and the excess water was squeezed out by putting the clothes through the 

wringer, which consisted of two rollers in a metal frame and connected to a winding 

handle via gear wheels. The washing was then placed on the bottom roller and the 

winding of the handle progressed the clothes between the rollers thereby squeezing out 

the excess water.  

Hand Wringer  

 
 

The version shown was clamped to the edge of the sink, but there was a free standing 

version with a heavy cast iron frame and heavy duty wooden rollers. I remember we had 

one standing outside of our kitchen door on ñThe Verandaò when we moved to 3 Powis 

Crescent 

Then the washing was hung out to dry, weather permitting.  

If it was raining on your wash day it was just unlucky. There was no possibility of 

hanging out the washing the next day because that was one of the other neighbourôs wash 

day, and with six tenants, it only left Sunday free which was a day of rest taken up by 

going to Church. If you didnôt get it dry that day then you either didnôt do the washing, or 

you had to hang it in the house on a pulley in the front room, which happened quite often 

if I remember correctly. This tended to create a rather damp environment. Not the best of 

atmospheres in which to bring up children.  

 

 

  

For smaller wash items, Mum used to use a wash board, which was basically 

a corrugated metal board on legs which was stood in the sink and the items 

were rubbed up and down vigorously with lashings of Sunlight soap until 

they were either clean or rubbed to death.  

No gentle action programme here. 

 

 

Wash board 

 

Along side the wash house was a small coal shed for each of the occupiers in the 

tenement, so in the winter time it could be pretty grim going out into the pouring rain in 

order to fill up the coal bucket to keep the fire going in the house. I remember it well, 

pouring rain, dark and horrible and a failing torch, struggling back to the house with a full 

bucket of coal. Quite a task for a 7 year old.  
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Still it taught me resilience, I think! 

Mother also taught me how to ñbank up the fireò as she put it, in order that the fire should 

stay alight all night. This involved collecting the coal dust or ñdrossò in a separate bucket 

and dampening it in water creating a thick rough coal paste. This paste was then put over 

the glowing coals last thing at night, sealing in the heat and keeping the fire alive until we 

got up in the morning.  

Mother used to put our pyjamas in the oven, which formed the right hand side of the fire 

range, before we went to bed, which gave us cosy warm feeling before we went through 

to the bedroom in the front. A necessity, as our room was unheated, despite the fact there 

was a fireplace in there.  

Mum did her best to pamper us, because she also put our socks and gloves in the oven so 

our extremities were warmed before we went to school in a morning. The gloves of 

course were attached to a length of string which was then passed through the sleeves of 

our coats, this meant that we couldnôt loose them.   

We were also were fed breakfast before we went to school, Cornflakes, Senna pods and 

Krushen Salts. The Cornflakes I could stomach, the others such as the Senna pods were 

added to the Cornflakes, in order to keep us regular. The Kruschen Salts were added to a 

cup of tea, the reason being for the prevention of arthritic aches and pains.  Neither of 

these ailments were childhood afflictions, the whole concoction being utterly revolting. 

Consequently I have always avoided Cornflakes and as a result of mothers protective 

dietary methods I have only just started drinking tea again, albeit lemon tea.  

At least she refrained from giving us porridge made with salt water as demanded by 

Father. I think this was possibly due to the fact that Mum used to complain bitterly about 

having porridge for breakfast herself as a child. Apparently it had a fairly quick effect on 

Mother, as she had to frequently dive into someone elseôs (Tenement) toilet on the way 

from their house at 11Linksfield Place, to the Catholic school at Constitution Road (now 

óThe Ship Row Tavernô a Catholic association for people in need ). She then apparently 

felt hungry for the rest of the day.  

Oh I nearly forgot about the compulsory spoonful of National Health cod liver oil, which 

was absolutely vile but, was tempered immediately by the National Health spoonful of 

concentrated orange juice, (vitamin C). If you coupled these with the free milk at school, 

most of our essential vitamins were catered for. Unfortunately both Michael and I we 

were allergic to any form of vitamin C. So we did not enjoy the benefits of the orange 

juice until we were about 5 years old. We had to wait to grow out of the condition which 

gave us heat spots which were really itchy just like a midge bite. It was a real pain but we 

survived. 

Sadly all of these paternal government issues have been discontinued to the detriment of 

the nation. Probably rightly so, as we are far more affluent now and can afford these 

essentials our selves. However we are only just rediscovering the value of these simple 

preventive remedies, and it now comes under the heading of alternative medicine and 

costs twice the price. We do seem to keep reinventing the wheel donôt we? Myself 

included, as I now require a daily intake of 1000mg of Cod Liver oil for aching joints and 

vitamin C tablets for warding off colds and sinus problems inherited from Mother.  
Growing old is not an uplifting experience I am finding. 

Thankfully the Cod Liver oil is encapsulated and therefore tasteless. Luckily I havenôt had 

to resort to the Senna pods as yet. And I no longer break out in heat spots anymore. 

Maybe Mother knew best after all, bless her. Iôll reserve comment on the Kruschen salts. 

Still Mumôs preventative breakfast made us not too picky about what we ate! Though I do 

remember one confrontation where Mum would not let me leave the table and go out to 

play until I had eaten my cabbage. Mum gave in about 3 Oôclock in the afternoon after 
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she couldnôt stand my whinging to go out to play anymore. I won that one but it was one 

of the few that I did win. I really hated the stuff and still canôt stand it even today. 

This confrontation was conducted when food rationing from the war was still in force and 

there wasnôt a lot to be picky about, unlike todayôs generations. 
 

Ration books were issued to each person containing 
tokens which could be saved up or used at the owner's 
discretion. The shopkeeper would remove the tokens 
before he issued the goods. 

There were different kinds of ration books. The most 
common was the buff-coloured one. These were issued 
to adults and school-age children. Green books were 
issued to expectant mothers as they had extra tokens. 
The possession of this book would 'give away' the 
woman's secret. People were much more private about 
their personal circumstances in those days, a pregnancy 
outside of wedlock was considered scandalous. 

The tokens had no monetary value, they were merely a 
means of ensuring that everybody got a fair share of 
what was available, and to try to prevent stockpiling.                                              
The tokens were for food, and later, also for clothing.  

It was on 8 January, 1940 (four months after the war started), that food rationing came into 
force.  

To start with, the rations were (per person per week):  

¶ Butter or lard: 4 ounces (113.4 grammes)  

¶ Sugar: 12 ounces (340.2 grammes) 

¶ Raw bacon or Ham: 4 ounces (113.4 grammes) 

¶ Eggs x2 

¶ Cooked bacon or Ham: 3.5 ounces (99.3 grammes) 

      Meat rationing started 11 M arch, 1940. 

Shortages 

As the war went on, bread became in short supply. Queues would form outside shops very early 

in the morning because even if people had coupons, there was no guarantee that shops would 
have sufficient bread for everyone. Rumours would circulate that a certain shop was expecting 
a supply of butter or meat and immediately women would form a queue outside that shop. 
Many shops opened for only two or three days a week because of food shortages.  

Clothing  

Eventually coupons became necessary for clothes. This affected women more than men because 
they couldn't get silk stockings (there was no nylon nor any tights back then). The ingenious 

women did all sorts of things to make it look as if they were wearing silk stockings - like staining 
their l egs with tea, a mixture of sand and water, or even a thin mixture of gravy colouring; and 
then making a line down the back of their legs with eye liner - to look like a stocking seam!  

Patches were sewn on the elbows to make jumpers 1, cardigans and jackets last longer. These 
became quite fashionable and popular. Special clothing, such as a bridal gown and bridesmaids' 
dresses, would be passed around a family, to be worn again, rather than using up the precious 
clothes coupons. 

http://www.bbc.co.uk/dna/h2g2/A533918#footnote1#footnote1
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Bartering became a way of life, and there was an illegal black market.  

Rationing did not end with the war. It was years before the country was re built and life got 
back to normal. Some things like sweets were still on ration in 1953.  

At least we were given breakfast before we went to school. Some of my class mates were 

so poor that they were given a free breakfast of porridge at school, before going into class. 

They also used to be entitled to free diners. God knows how they managed in the school 

holidays when there were no free school meals. Though thinking back I believe that the 

school kitchens continued to be open for the summer holidays just to make sure that those 

poorer children had access to at least one square meal a day.  

One of my class lived in the barracks which were the old Gordon Highlander barracks 

originally located behind the Citadel in Castle Street.  

 

 

 

 

The Barracks have now replaced by the 

skyscrapers, seen behind the Citadel, which were 

a legacy from when each city had a garrison of 

troops, in case of insurrection or rioting. The 

billeting of troops in cities became less of 

necessity with the introduction of the Police force 

and The Gordonôs were then relocated to new 

barracks at the Bridge of Don. 

 

 

 

 

 

                   The Citadel 

To be assigned to live in the barracks one had to fall in arrears with ones council rent 

(badly). I only went with Johnny once (you darenôt go alone, even the police went in 

threes). It was a real eye opener, even for me.  

Each family was allocated a single large room where they ate and slept and shared the one 

hand basin and toilets with the 20 or so destitute families at the end of the corridor.  

It made me feel that Powis our rough council estate was luxury. Oh how far we have all 

come. 

A commonly eaten breakfast was Aberdeen morning rolls, known as ñRowies or 

Butteriesò. These were warm dome shaped pastry rolls made with butter and you could 

buy them fresh and warm first thing in the morning from the local baker. They started 

work at 5 Oôclock in the morning to produce these delicacies, but Mum refused to buy 

them as she said they were too expensive.  

 

Rowie Recipe 

Ingredients:  

1 pound plain flour  

6 ounces butter  

4 ounces lard  

1 heaped teaspoon salt  

2 heaped teaspoons sugar  

½  ounce fresh yeast  

¼  pint of tepid water  
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Directions:  

Unlike pastry, which has to be made using cold kitchen tools, yeast breads ought to be made under 

warm conditions to allow  the yeast to raise the dough, hence make rolls under warm conditions. 

Sieve the flour and salt into a large bowl and set aside for a moment. Cream the fresh yeast, sugar 

and a little of the tepid water together and add to the bowl of flour. Mix the ingred ients together 

with enough water to make smooth  firm dough. Transfer the dough to a well floured surface and 

knead well for about five minutes. Place the dough back into the bowl, cover with a warm slightly 

damp cloth and set aside in a warm place for abou t an hour to allow the yeast do its work of 

expanding the dough to about double its original size. While the dough is rising cream together the 

butter and lard in readiness for the next step. When the dough has risen knead it again and then roll 

it out on a floured surface and then spread it with a third of the butter \ lard mixture and sprinkle 

lightly with flour. Fold the dough in three and roll it out again. Repeat the procedure twice more. Roll 

out the dough quite thinly and cut into squares. Bring the fo ur corners of each square to the centre, 

shape them into rounds and flatten slightly with hand ï do not over handle the dough. Place the 

uncooked rolls onto a floured and warm baking tray and leave them in a warm place to rise for about 

half an hour to 40 minutes. Bake the rolls in a hot oven (200 C/ 400 F) for about 15 -20 minutes 

until golden brown and crispy on both sides.  

The rolls can be eaten warm (absolutely fabulous) or set aside until they are cool and stored. Rolls 

can be made in a large batch and  subsequently frozen for later use. The rolls are then best reheated 

in a fairly hot conventional oven for a few minutes, rather than a microwave, as the rolls will become 

tough.  Aberdeen rolls can be eaten dry (without anything spread on them), spread wit h butter , or 

jam, or both (just in case you really hanker after an early coronary, even if the rolls do then taste 

splendid) . 

 

Later in life when I started to travel with the RAF we started to hear about croissants, and 

friends who had been to France raved about how lovely they were for breakfast. So when 

we went to St. Tropez for a camping holiday in 1975 I couldnôt wait to try these 

delicacies. However when I tried my first croissant I was slightly surprised to find that 

though the shape and texture were different, the taste was exactly the same as an 

Aberdeen Rowie. This taught me, that not everything foreign was superior! I still prefer 

Rowies and buy them whenever I am up in Aberdeen to take home with me as I still 

consider them a luxury to this day.  
 

I found it funny that all our neighbours who appeared to be less well off than us managed 

to afford Rowies. It always confused me as to why we seemed to be poorer than our 

neighbours especially since Dad was in full employment and in what was described as a 

good job, a motor mechanic for the British Road Services transport company. 
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British Road Services (BRS) was the British road transport company formed by 
the nationalisation of Britain's road haulage industry, as a result of the Transport 
Act 1947. 

 

 

 

 

Dad also worked a barman at the Cove Bay Hotel. He also got plenty of overtime from 

the BRS and tips from the bar, but no bar salary. I wasnôt until later in life that I worked 

out that Dad apparently invested the majority of his earnings in pleasures such as 

cigarettes (60 a day, Capstan Full Strength), wine, women and song, not to mention the 

horses and dog racing. Though, not necessarily in that order.  

At least one of us enjoyed our selves bless him. 

I suspect that Dadôs prolific spending resulted in Mumôs thriftiness which in turn taught 

me not to squander money.  

I remember on one occasion Mum confiding in me at Cove that Dad was in deep trouble 

with the bookies. He apparently owed in excess of a £100 due to his betting on the horses. 

A massive sum in those days. Apparently the heavies were being readied to sort him out.  

It was around this time that Mum and Dad started selling off what little ornaments and 

surplus furniture that we had. This included items that I coveted. One was a beautiful 

carved oak hall chair that used to belong to Aunt Hilda and the other item I admired was 

Grandad Gordonôs mantle clock that appeared to have been carved out of black marble 

with a bronze lionôs head on either side and a bronze lion on the top. It fascinated me, as 

you could observe the escapement movement ticking away the hours and minutes.  

I was absolutely dumbfounded that they were selling off these heirlooms; well they were 

heirlooms in my opinion, at such ridiculously low prices. I felt really disappointed as I 

was the one who had asked for these items when the houses were being cleared. Looking 

back, Mum and Dad must have been really desperate. Even now I still resent the 

disappearance of the clock and chair as I would have still have treasured them. 

Dad may have borrowed the balance of the money from Mrs. Spark the Hotel owner and 

paid it back over time. I should think that Mrs Spark, felt obliged to, as Dad was a grafter 

and was working there for nothing, only his tips. Anyway Dad must have sorted it out 

because I never heard any more about it.  

It must have been a desperate situation for Mum to mention it to me, because in those 

days parents protected children from all those sort of things, unlike now, when children 

are exposed to everything. 

 
  
 

 
 
 

The only place for us to play was the 
street outside. 

 
       Me pushing Michael in our Pedal car  

outside 69 Dunbar Street 
 

Dunbar Street was named after Bishop Dunbar 
the successor to Bishop Elphinstone who 

founded St Machers Cathedral 
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There was a narrow path on the opposite side of the street which was unpaved and where 

we could we could dig a small hollow which we called a ñKipeeò in order to play Marbles 

or as we used to call them ñBoolsò.  

This area was also where the communal dustbins were located. Not exactly a child 

friendly area. Mind you I donôt get sick very often so the may be some truth in letting 

children play in the dirt. 

 
 
This street scene captures the 
similarity of our play area in 
Dunbar street 
 

The Kipee version involved shooting 

marbles into the hole in the ground. 

Another version of the game involves 

drawing a circle in sand, and players 

will take turns knocking other playersô 

marbles out of the circle with their 

own.  

 

 

Bools was a boys only game, girls used skipping ropes. But if there was a dearth of the 

same sex then we used to allow the girls to play Bools with us and conversely the girls 

would on occasion allow me to skip with them especially if they needed someone to hold 

a rope end. Some things never change.  

What would have been ideal was, if we could have used the school play ground opposite 

69 but the gates were always closed at the end of the day and the only way in was to 

climb over the railings, which was for me quite a feat for one so small. And then when I 

was old enough to climb over the Janitor would chase us back out. 

 

We did have Seaton Park which lay at the back of  St Machers Cathedral. However I was 

put off playing there when one day when an older boy and myself decided to explore the 

park. I discovered a bog area and promptly slipped into it and got rather panic struck 

when my foot and right leg was being slowly sucked in, luckily my friend was able to pull 

me out before I was totally enveloped but it was a rather scary experience. It was a long 

time before I went there again but my experience failed to live up to this unique tale. 

 

His name was Fleming, and he was a poor Scottish farmer. One day, while trying to make a 
living for his family, he heard a cry for help coming from a nearby bog. He dropped his 

tools and ran to the bog.  

 
There, mired to his waist in black muck, was a terrified boy, screaming and struggling to 

free himself. Farmer Fleming saved the lad from what could have been a slow and 
terrifying death.  

 
  The next day, a fancy carriage pulled up to the Scotsman's sparse surroundings An 
elegantly dressed nobleman stepped out and introduced himself as the father of the boy 
Farmer Fleming had saved.  
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"I want to repay you," said the nobleman. "You saved my son's life."  

 
  "No, I can't accept payment for what I did," the Scottish farmer replied waving off the 
offer. At that moment, the farmer's own son came to the door of the family hovel.  

 
  "Is that your son?" the nobleman asked. 

 
  "Yes," the farmer replied proudly. 

 
"I'll make you a deal. Let me provide him with the level of education my own son will enjoy. 
If the lad is anything like his father, he'll no doubt grow to be a man we both will be proud 

of." And that he did.  

 
  Farmer Fleming's son attended the very best schools and in time, graduated from St. 
Mary's Hospital Medical School in London, and went on to become known throughout the 
world as the noted Sir Alexander Fleming, the discoverer of Penicillin.  

 
  Years afterward, the same nobleman's son who was saved from the bog was stricken with 
pneumonia.  

What saved his life this time? Penicillin.  

 

  The name of the nobleman? Lord Randolph Churchill. His son's name?  

 
  Sir Winston Churchill. 

 
As someone once said: What goes around comes around. 
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St Machers Cathederal 

 
The oldest Granite building in Aberdeen 

 

Don Street ran parallel with Dunbar Street which led to St. Macherôs Cathedral on the 

Chanonry and on the Chanonry there was a huge horse chestnut tree, that as children we 

used to try and collect conkers from in the autumn. This was achieved by throwing sticks 

or stones up into the branches of the tree, in an effort to knock the conkers off. It could be 

quite dangerous because the sticks and stones would get larger and thrown with greater 

force, in frustration, when the conkers didnôt fall to order.  
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                 Conkers Rules of engagement 

1. Take a large, hard conker and drill a hole 

through it using a nail, gimlet, or small screwdriver. 

(This may be done by an adult on behalf of the 

contestant.) Thread a piece of string through it about 

25 cm long. Often a shoelace is used. Tie a large knot 

at one or both ends of the string, so that the conker 

will not slide off when swung hard.  

2. Find an opponent. It is to your advantage if 

you can find an opponent with a conker smaller and 

softer than yours.  

3. Take it in turns to hit each other's conker 

using your own. To do this one player lets the conker dangle on the full length of the string while 

the other player hits. To hit, hold the string in one hand with the conker held above it in the other 

hand, then swipe at the opponent's conker, letting go of your own nut but keeping hold of the 

string.  

Scoring 

¶ A new conker is a none-er meaning that it has conquered none yet.  

¶ If you manage to smash your opponent's conker to pieces, so that it comes off the string, your 

conker gets the score that your opponent's conker had, plus one for beating the opponent's conker 

itself. So for example, if two none-ers play, the surviving conker will become a one-er. But if a 

two-er plays a three-er, the surviving conker will become a six-er.  

¶ This scoring system is arguably not particularly fair, but it has the property that in a competition 

where n new conkers compete until only one survives, the surviving conker will be an (n-1)-er 

regardless of the sequence of games. Familiarity with the game will make this scoring system seem 

more justifiable, as some conkers seem to lead charmed lives, while others are just extraordinarily 

tough 

  

Eventually the local Bobby would appear on his bicycle and the 

mere sight of him in the distance, would be enough for us to 

scarper. This I believe, is now called zero tolerance policing, but 

the difference is, none of us would have attempted to argue as to 

the rights and wrongs of what we were doing then, as the brats of 

today would do now.  

I think we have lost something. 

 
 

 
One of the other local traditional sports was pea shooters, known as óPluffersô 
usually around óTimmerô Market time which was held on the 1st Thursday in 
September. The market was located on the car park at Castle Street next door to 
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St. Peters Catholic Church and was traditionally a market for wood carvings and 
things made from the harvest. However for us lads it was pea shooter time where 
we bought a tin tube and bag of dried peas. A handful of peas would be placed in 
the mouth and then fired at an opponent using the tube. Great fun? Well we 
enjoyed it. 
 

At the top of Dunbar Street was a small sweet shop and sometimes we were given a  

½ Penny of old money to spend in it.  

 

 
 

It was run by a Mrs Mackenzie, whose husband had never returned from the war. Rumour 

had it, that he had done a runner and left her with their only son. The son was not a full 

shilling as they say and used to attack his mother if she refused him his latest demand. 

This happened whilst we were in the shop once. Mum hurried us out and then sent Dad up 

to sort the youngster out. If I recollect properly the neighbours used to take it in turns to 

limit the level of violence meted out by the son to his mother. Not a pleasant situation. 

 

I started School at 4 years 6 months at St Peters in Nelson Street, (Now ironically moved 

to 74 Dunbar Street) in the infantôs class with Miss Moran. She was a right gentle soul.  

 

 
St Petersô School Motif  

The Keys to the Kingdom of Heaven  

 

Pen

ny 

Half 

Penny 
Farthing 

¼ Penny 
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Back Row    Davy            Derek            Benny              Iain                Joe                     Miss  

                      Thompson       Clark           Seagraves        Slorach           Innes             Molly Moran 

 

Middle        Hughie               Maria                 Anne                 Anne            Yours          Johnny  

                 Campbell         Tortolano            Jamieson             Christie         Truly            Watson 

 

Front    Maureen       Cathy                      Barbara               Pat                Yvonne         Lorna          Mary  

            Stott            Milne                      Duncan             Morris              Goate          Bruce       MaCalister 

 

St. Peterôs was built on the site of the St. Nicholas Poor House of the 1890ôs which was 

sold in 1908. The school was eventually demolished in 1988. This was basically due to 

the center portion of the school being built on an old water course which kept 

undermining the foundations. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   1890ôs Map of St. Nicholas Poor House      Layout of St. Nicholas Poor House 

 

When I was older I asked mum why she put me into school 6 months earlier than was 

legally required. ñYou were ready for itò she replied. I wonder what she was implying.  

I can remember that for the first couple of days everything was going swimmingly and I 

was quite happy. Then I got really distressed. Apparently I found out that after Mum had 

dropped me off at school she went home. I thought that she stood outside the school gates 

waiting for me and was apparently devastated when I found out I was being abandoned. 
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I eventually got over it and thoroughly enjoyed the rest of my time at St Peterôs ending up 

as Head Prefect. 

 

Years later I managed to meet up with some these class mates,  but no boys turned up, 

only the girls, Barbara Duncan; Maria Tortolano; Cathy Milne and my school leavers 

partner Francis Copeland and organised by Yvonne Goate now Mrs. Warner. Sadly the 

lads had either disappeared or gone to the great playground in the sky. Mind you there 

girls were better fun now than when we were at school. I did ask if they had missed me, 

but Barbara gave me such a withering look that I decided not to pursue the issue. 

 

It was lovely to meet them all again and I was able to clear up a few mysteries like; why 

did Maria have an Italian surname of Tortolano?  

Apparently it was a result of the immigration of the Italians to America. 

It would appear that unscrupulous boat skippers used to pick up these migrants from Italy, 

sail into British ports and say ñright here you are, New York off you goò. The poor 

immigrants having never even seen a picture of New York would naively disembark 

where upon the ship would sail out on the same tide leaving these poor people stranded. 

Her Dad was one of those conned in this way. 

Still they had the gumption to make a go of things by opening up fish and chip shops and 

ice creamer parlours. Thereby generating a new and thriving enterprise.  

Unlike the hordes of Islamic immigrants these days who not only demand but get every 

state benefit going, some benefits that even us natives who have paid taxes all our 

working lives are not entitled to.  

They are not even Christian for Godôs sake.  

óSomething smells in the State of Britainô, to plagiarise that well known Shakespearian  

phrase. 

 

Another anomaly I was able to clear up was, why the other girls had stopped talking to 

Yvonne Goate in our last term. I found it strange and disturbing as Yvonne was a really 

nice lass. In fact I had been so concerned that I asked Margaret Murdoch, who was the 

unofficial girls class leader at the time, why? But she just brusquely told me it was none 

of my business.  Now Margaret was a big hefty farmers styled daughter and one didnôt 

question her motives to closely. It turned out that Yvonne had been off sick and had 

missed a swimming lesson one day and Margaret announce to the rest of the girls that 

nobody was to talk to Yvonne from then on.  

Margaret, it would appear, was in reality the class bully, but it didnôt become apparent 

until I raised the subject with Yvonne all those years later. They do say the truth will out. 

I now feel sad that I didnôt try and do more about that situation as I suspect it wasnôt a 

very nice period for Yvonne.  

Yvonne and Maria remembered Mum coming to the school every parentôs day I canôt 

remember Dad ever making it, and probably because Mum was always smartly dressed 

and turned us kids out nicely they thought we were rich. We certainly werenôt poverty 

struck but rich we were not, however we could have been far better off if Dad hadnôt had 
so many hobbies. 

Meanwhile back to Miss Moran and St. Peterôs infant class. As I remember it, the desks 

were placed around the room leaving the centre as a play area. There used to be fire on the 

left hand side of the room which was always lit in the winter. We all used to get a bottle 

of milk in the morning, 1/3 of pint (0.15ltr) and the teacher used to put them next to the 

fire in order to defreeze them. One day, the bottle I picked had turned slightly sour and it 

put me off milk for quite a long time.  
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St. Peters did have a uniform but I donôt remember any of us kids wearing it. As 

illustrated in the class photo above. It was probably too expensive. To make up for the 

lack of proper school attire for the winter Mum used to knit us little helmets which were 

fastened with a knitted strap under the chin. I hated them, despite Yvonne telling she liked 

me in them. All the other lads had woollen balaclavas and used to call me a sissy. I can 

remember telling Mum about my embarrassment, but Mum declared balaclavas were only 

worn by the lower classes.  

How high up the social scale were we then?  

Even at that early age I didnôt buy Mumôs explanation, but there wasnôt a lot that I could 

do about it.  

Mum did knit us a nice line in jumpers though. I can remember wearing a royal blue one 

with a yellow train puffing its way across my chest and I think Michael had a Yellow one 

with a Blue train puffing its way across his. 

Mum used to commandeer us to assist with the rewinding of the wool. It came in shanks 

but it was easier for Mum to knit with if it was rewound into a ball. So we used to have to 

stand with my hands apart holding Mumôs shank of wool while she wound it up into a ball 

It was not something I enjoyed as it seemed to take for ever. 

Mum was forever, or so it seemed, too be on the look out for the latest trend in childrenôs 

clothes. There were the óLittle Dukesô hard wearing boots for children. Mum always used 

to get the next size up so as we could grow into them. And until then, she used to stuff 

tissue paper in the toes so as they didnôt slop about too much. 

 

Then there was the óDuffel Coatô fad. I took a lot of convincing about 

wearing this sort of óNerdô outfit. It eventually came into itôs own 

with the inception of the Ban the Bomb brigade 10 years later.  

(No, that is not me) 

 
 

 

My final clash with Mum on the designer clothes front was when I was about 12. Mum 

took me to Timpsonôs on School Hill for a new pair of Wellingtons, whereupon she 

picked up a short legged pair for me to try on. I objected and insisted on long legged 

Wellies. 

Mum said ñBut you always turn your Wellies down to make them shortò.  

ñThatôs the fashion Motherò I explained. She was right out of touch.  

I would hate to be buying clothes for children now. 

 

Whilst still in the infants class we arrived in the playground one morning to find a huge 

steam traction engine delivering coal it was the first time I had seen one up so close, it 

was fascinating and terrifying at the same time, with the belching of steam and huge 

flywheel spinning. 

Even then they were a novelty of a bygone era as petrol and diesel engined trucks and cars 

were the norm by then. 
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Burrell Road Locomotive  
These engines where built for heavy road haulage, they have rubber tires for road use, motion covers and 

disc flywheel (so as not to frighten horses!). 
 

After I had settled into school Mum then found an older girl who lived in Don Street to 

take me to St. Peterôs and I can remember one morning she and her friend were discussing 

boys. The friend asked ñAre you going to go out with him?ò 

ñOh no he uses bad language.ò  

This conversation stuck in my head and I always have associated this girlôs attitude to the 

conduct of todayôs society. 

If women say to men you are not going to have a relationship with us unless you behave 

yourselves then us simple lads just toe the line for obvious reasons.  

We now have the problem that the girls are leading the way in loutishness and so the lads 

have no need to behave either, which is one of the reasons for the breakdown of society of 

today. 

So girls, you are the custodian of our morals. We lads just do what is required for us to get 

our comforts. Which means, that all this loutishness in our society, can be laid at the door 

of fairer sex 

 

When I was about seven we all had to see the school nurse and were diagnosed with head 

lice, commonly known as óNitsô. 

Mum was horrified. She blamed the rough children from the Castle Hill barracks and 

promptly invested in some Wrights Coal Tar soap along with some fine toothed combs. 

Once our hair had been cleansed with the strong smelling Coal Tar soap we then had to 

hold our heads over a mirror whilst Mum combed out the óNitsô combined with the eggs 

which were attached to our strands of hair. 

These invaders then dropped on to the mirror making them visible to Mum, who 

exterminated them with relish. The whole process took up to a week before Mum was 

able to declare us Nitless.  And free from infestation. 

 

Besides a school nurse, one of the other health facilities provided by the education 

authorities was the school dentist. 
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Now this was not a Namby  Pamby organisation. The tools and methods used bordered on 

that of the Spanish Inquisition.  

Anaesthetic, or gas as it was described, was only given if you had to have more than 1 

tooth extracted. Otherwise it was a quick jab with the needle to freeze the area and the 

offending tooth was wrenched out with a pair of pliers. The sound of the roots being torn 

away from jaw was horrendous, causing extreme distress. 

Teeth that required filling were drilled with no pain killers. So every time they hit the 

nerve you just about passed out with the pain. However the dentist would encourage you 

to be brave by saying ñhaud still laddie and dinna be such a bairnò 

A caring but practical society prevailed then. 

 

One major event around this time was the death of King George the VI on 6 Feb 1952. I 

was just coming up to 8 and had moved up from the infants section to the Junior part of 

the school. We were all assembled in the Gym hall and informed of the sad news by the 

headmaster. 

 

 

 

 I couldnôt wait to rush home and tell Mum. When I blurted 

my news to Mum she chided me for seeming so happy about 

the demise of our King. However my excitement was 

generated by my being able to share my news with Mum not 

the news content.  Mum by the way already knew about the 

Kings demise so not only was my delivery unwelcome, it was 

old news to boot.  

Round 4 to the adults. I obviously had a bit of catching up to 

do, in order to beat them 

 

 

 

King George VI 1940 -1946 

 

As a result of the Kings death, the next big occasion was the Coronation of our new 

Queen. This took place on the 2
nd

 of June 1953 and on this occurrence every child was 

given a Coronation mug and a box of Coronation chocolates. And we were given the day 

off school. Yippee!  
 

 

 

Sadly I have failed to keep these mementos especially as the 

chocolates were in a presentation tin which we could then use as a 

pencil box for our school implements.  

This was a great saving for Mum I believe. 

 

 

 

 

Coronation Mug 

 

The Coronation caused a great controversy in Scotland in that the Queen was being 

crowned Queen Elizabeth the II. 
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In Scotland she was considered Queen Elizabeth the I. of Scotland and Queen Elizabeth 

the II of England. This controversy dated back to Tudor times and the execution of Mary 

Queen of Scots. 

 

The Coronation of Queen Elizabeth 1
st
 of Scotland. 

 

 
 

Once Michael and I were old enough to stay for school dinners; Mum found a job as a 

waitress at Kings College serving the students their lunch (who in those days were real 

gentlemen). Unlike some of the useless objectionable louts we have today. 

 

 
Mum on the right in her waitress outfit 
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King's College, Aberdeen 

 

Was founded on 10 February 1495, by Bishop William Elphinstone, in Old Aberdeen. 

In 1497, King's College established the first chair of medicine in the English-speaking 

world. 

In 1860, King's College formed a union with Aberdeenôs Marschal College to create the 

present day University of Aberdeen. 

Marschal College 
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Mum also used to make sure that we never missed the students charity torchlight parade. 

We watched amazed as all the floats passed with the students up to all their antics. All 

good clean fun. Mum did impress on me that despite all their high jinks on the Saturday, 

come Monday they would hard at work at their desks. That was probably the case then. 

However I donôt believe that is the situation now, where the students are obliged to cram a 

two year course into 4 years. Yes! I have worded this correctly.  

You now have to have degree to even apply for the job I do now at British Aerospace. 

Either I have got incredibly brainy over the years or, someone is giving themselves credits 

that are of a different standard to when I left school. 

Mum used to also take us to The 

Westburn Park which is one of the 

largest Council owned public parks.  

It is mainly grass with some trees but 

there are two large paddling ponds 

through which a stream, the Denburn, 

flows. To save our trousers from 

getting wet Mum used to take them 

off and in an attempt to avoid us 

inadvertently exposing ourselves she 

used to then make us wear our 

underpants back to front. This saved 

Mum of the cost of a swimming suit 

but I never felt comfortable dressed 

                                                                                   this way.                         

                   The Westburn Park.                                       
Eventually Mum knitted us swimsuits to go swimming at Stonehavenôs outdoor pool 

whenever we were taken there on the bus for a Sunday run out.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                      Stonehaven                                                       Stonehaven Open Air Pool 

Unfortunately they, the trunks, were not much of an improvement on the reverse 

underpants solution as they used to become extremely heavy and waterlogged with the 
gusset dragging down around our knees.  

Speedoôs they were not and we certainly wouldnôt have been able to afford such esoteric 

garments anyway. Mind you most of our contemporaries were similarly equipped so there 

was no peer pressure. 

It wasnôt until I started swimming lessons (aged 12) at the Middle school that Mum 

invested in proper swimming trunks for me. These then got handed down to Michael 

when I grew out of them. A situation that was the norm for families such as us in those 

days. 
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One of the other attractions at Stonehaven was the Punch and Judy Shows we used to 

watch. This was high tech entertainment for us kids. The story lines were always the same 

but we still sat rapturously engrossed time after time. 

Life was a lot simpler in those days.  

 

One of the major religious events in my early school days was my first communion. This 

was usually around age 7. To be able to take communion we first had to learn our 

Catechism, and how to confess our sins. Then, and only then, could we take our First 

Communion. This was real pageant of an affair. We were dressed in smart white 

Pullovers short grey flannel trousers (short) shiny new shoes and with hair slicked down 

not daring to move.  

We were trained to wait ones turn in order to enter the confessional box with trepidation 

and kneel down, facing a grill with the priest on the other side waiting to hear us confess 

our sins . 

The ritual was always the same.  

ñForgive me father for I have sinned, It has been a week or 3 weeks since my last 

confessionò. 

Whereupon the priest would say ñConfess your sins. God is listeningò 

Confession wasnôt always easy, as we had to sometimes think up lies to confess, because 

we couldnôt remember what we had done wrong from one hour to the next, never mind 

from one week to the next. 

This confessional lying totally negated the purpose of confession but it was a good moral 

ritual. 

After confessing to things like eating meat on Fridays or being cheeky to our parents the 

priest would verbally chastise us and endeavour us to be a good boy or girl and then hand 
out his punishment of 3 Hail Maryôs and 1 Our Father, to be said outside the confessional 

box. After having done our punishment our souls were cleansed, enabling us to safely sin 

another day.  

Unlike this confessional story. 
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I TALIAN  BOY'S  CONFESSION   

  
"Bless me Father, for I have sinned.  

I have been with a loose girl".  

The priest asks, "Is that you, little Johnny Parisi?"  

 "Yes, Father, it is."  
"And who was the girl you  were with?"  

"I can't tell you, Father, I don't want to ruin her reputation."  

"Well, Johnny, I'm sure to find out her name sooner or later, so you may as 

well tell me now.  
Was it Tina Minetti?"  

"I cannot say."  

"Was it Teresa Volpe?"  

"I'll never tell. "  
"Was it Nina Capelli?"  

"I'm sorry, but I cannot name her."  

"Was it Cathy Piriano?"  

"My lips are sealed."  

"Was it Rosa Di Angelo, then?"  
"Please, Father, I cannot tell you."  

The priest sighs in frustration.  

"You're very tight lipped, Johnny Parisi , and I admire that.  

But you've sinned and have to atone.  
You cannot be an altar boy now for 4 months.  

Now you go and behave yourself."  

Johnny walks back to his pew, and his friend Nino slides over and whispers, 

"What'd you get?"  
4 months vacation and  five good leads."  

 

 
Then there is the tale of confession from the more mature age group; 
 
An elderly man walked into a confessional and started confessing. 
 
Man: "I am 92 years old, have a wonderful wife of 70 years, many children, grandchildren, and 
great grandchildren. Yesterday, I picked up two college girls, hitchhiking. We went to a motel, 
where I had sex with each of them three times." 
    
Priest: "Are you sorry for your sins?" 
   Man: "What sins?" 
   Priest: "What kind of a Catholic are you?" 
   Man: "I'm Jewish." 
   Priest: "Why are you telling me all this?" 
   Man: "I'm 92 years old .... I'm telling everybody." 

 

Regardless of the above, it is only as I got older that I worked out that, confession isnôt so 

much about cleansing your soul, it is more about you confronting your attitude to; 

(a) Your fellow beings and,  

(b) Your failings as person. 

 

Communion in those days could only be taken after fasting from the previous day. So if 

we were going to communion, then 9 oôclock mass was best because we could get home 

sooner for breakfast.  

By age 10 we had to be Confirmed and would then be considered soldiers of God.  

The confirmation ceremony was similar to the First communion but this time the Bishop 

was in attendance and we were required to kiss his ring of office. All very medieval. The 
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dress on this occasion was the same as for first communion only this time we were 

wearing Baseball boots. The latest fashion item from America. Very flash. 

 

 
My Confirmation May 1953 

And Michaels First Communion 

(He had lost his two front teeth the poor lad)  

 

Once Confirmed, us lads were expected to become altar boys and one day as Mum and I 

were entering St. Peterôs church Cannon McWilliam was greeting the parishioners and 

stopped Mum to give her the greetings of the day and then addressed me asking ñ How 

would you like to become an altar boyò? ñNO THANK YOUò Was my instinctive reply. 

Mum yanked me into church and had a serious talk with me after mass. She had been 

totally embarrassed by my refusal to become an Altar Boy in front of a Cannon no less.  

In her remonstration with me she said ñDo you realise that was like God asking you to 

become an Altar Boyò  ñI donôt careò was my uncaring reply ñI am not becoming an Altar 

Boyò 

Mum admitted defeat on this one. Looking back my reason was that I really didnôt fancy 

being in full view and under the scrutiny of everyone at mass, in case I made a mistake. 

Also Mum was always on about how wonderful it would be if one of the boys in the 

family could become a priest. Even at that early age I realised that I didnôt have the 

aptitude, temperament or the inclination to join that hallowed profession.  

 

The teachers of St. Peterôs did a really great job of educating us, despite our poor and 

rough backgrounds. Though, for some reason Michael never considered that the teachers 

were of any use at St. Peters. I have never fathomed out why.  

I think that a lot of it may have been due to us being good Catholic children possibly 

bordering on the Angelic and not requiring discipline.  

However the teachers did not seem to have the same angelic view of us and frequently 

resorted to the use of the Belt or Tawse in order to keep some semblance of control.  


