Winterbourne Childhood
1940s – 1950s

Shopping
The main food shop in Winterbourne was The Co-op in the High Street, across the road from a blacksmith’s forge.
Inside the shop the counters were arranged in the form of an open square, and apart from the weighing scales, there was relatively little on the counters which were used mainly for serving on, with the shop assistants standing behind them and behind the assistants were the goods arranged on wall shelves which reached nearly to the high ceiling. On the left hand side of this open square was mainly packet and tinned goods, with things like sugar and flour being weighed out by hand, and then packeted by the assistant. The end counter was cheese, butter (when there was any), marge and lard, which were all in huge slabs, there was also a big bacon slicing machine entirely operated by hand. The assistant would cut off what you wanted or to be more accurate, what you had coupons for, and would then wrap it in greaseproof paper, and they would write the price on using indelible pencil. If necessary, you could buy a brown paper carrier bag to put things in, but most ladies had their own bags or baskets. The final counter on the right was, if I remember correctly, haberdashery and minor articles of clothing. In the corner between the fats counter and the haberdashery was the cashier’s kiosk, raised up a few feet above the level of the shop floor. It was connected to the counters by a system of overhead wires which carried little wooden cash canisters to and fro. You chose what goods you wanted, then paid the cashier who put a slip with the account and your payment in one of these canisters which was then screwed up into its lid which was fixed to the wire and whizzed across the customers’ heads to the cashier, who checked it, and put in any change, and whizzed it back. As you had to queue up at each counter, so you had to pay at each counter separately. I think the Co-op opened from 9 to 5.30 Mon to Fri, and closed at 12.30 or 1.00 on Saturdays.
A few doors away was a newsagents operated from a wooden shed with a large window at the front. Only newspapers and a few magazines were on sale, I don’t recall any sweets etc there. Then there was Sergeants the Butchers, which we seldom used. Apparently, when Dad’s first wife was alive, she always used a butcher named Creed from Fishponds, and somehow we continued using him when we moved into Manor Cottages, and he used to visit us twice a week by small motor van.
Across the road from the Newsagents and set back a little from the road were two shops side by side – Mrs Smart who was mainly confectionary, and the lady next door who was a haberdashery. Along Dragon Road, on the left hand side was a former shop being used to sell second-hand cars, which more than filled the front space, spilling out onto the pavement and into the road; some of the vehicles seemed more like twenty-second hand – I think it belonged to a Mr. Matthews. Near to him, but on the other side was a grocers shop operated from the converted garage of a private house. There was some confusion over the name of the proprietors, probably because of a second marriage – I remember a Mrs Bates whose son, of course we knew as Master Bates.
Milk was delivered to our house daily by Mr. Lyons, initially by horse and cart. The cart was a low slung, two wheeled affair with a front and two sides, the back low for easy access. It held about 3 large milk churns and Mr. Lyons had a small range of deep ladles to scoop the milk out, always ensuring that he gave it a good stir so everyone got a fair share of the cream. He was very regular in his timings and we had to have a jug ready for him to pour the milk in. We had a large quart jug and a normal pint jug. He didn’t come on Sundays, so we had to buy more on a Saturday, and in summer, Mam always used to boil a pint or so to stop it curdling. This left a skin on the top, and I always thought it a treat to be given the skin, or have it on my morning cereals. Unfortunately for many years we had no electricity so to boil the milk we needed a fire, and this in the middle of summer, but as the oven was also needed for cooking it was not considered a hardship. Later Mr. Lyons changed the horse and cart for a small petrol van.
Also calling weekly was a hardware merchant, Mr. Harris whose shop was near the Royal Oak. His van seemed to be very large – a walk in thing, with a substantial roof rack on which were perched tin baths and other larger items which wouldn’t be effected if they were out in the rain. He was our supplier of paraffin and meths, used for lighting and heating, also candles, used in the back kitchen.
Near the top of Winterbourne Hill, on the left-hand side was Tom Amos’s Fish and Chip shop. This only opened on Tuesday and Friday evenings and again on Saturday lunch time. It was a tin shed with a cinder yard in front where we used to queue. It was always very popular. Mr. Amos grew his own potatoes and lived some way down Beacon Lane, which we who lived at the bottom of Winterbourne Hill could get to by footpath across two fields. He owned quite a stretch of market garden there, with his house on it. Out for a walk one evening with Dad, we got chatting to Mr. Amos and queried why his house was a little bit isolated. He explained that when he built the house, there was no mains water nearby, so he called in a douser who spent some time locating spring water. When he decided on a spot, they started digging, but soon came to the red sandstone, but the douser insisted that it was the correct place, and apparently they had to dig down quite some way, possibly using explosive before water was found, but it was good, and although it was a little way from the road, that’s how he decided to build his home there.
The nearest rival to Tom Amos was Mrs Guy’s chip shop which was also in a tin shack, but just off Frenchay Common, and if we had been to the pictures at the Regal, Staple Hill or to the swimming baths at Speedwell, we had to get a bus from there to Downend, walk down past “Snuff Mills” through to Frenchay to catch the 26 to Winterbourne, passing Mrs Guy’s en route. Her chip range was heated by paraffin which smelt for quite some way, and also tainted the chips. Mrs Guy had henna’ed hair and seemed always to have a fag drooping from her mouth with the ash going into the chip pan.
In later years we got rather cheeky and used to crowd into her little chippy and she used to look up in anticipation of a good trade: “Any chips left Mrs Guy?” we used to ask. “Always got chips for chaps like you” – “Shouldn’t have cooked so many then” we chorused and trooped out again without buying anything. 
One summer evening shortly after peace was declared, Mr Kilby came from Stoke Gifford with his horse and cart selling his home made ice cream, which was the first time I had tried it and of course thought it wonderful, but he never came again, whether it was too far, or that he had sold out before reaching Winterbourne we never knew.
Again, near the end of the war, or shortly after, Dad brought home from work a hand of bananas. Apparently a railway wagon loaded with them from Avonmouth had become derailed at the Stoke Gifford Marshalling yard, and rather than see them rot waiting for the wagon to be rerailed, some of them were rescued by the railwaymen. I had to be told how to eat it.
It must have been in the 1950s when Pickup Mineral Waters of Stokes Croft started to deliver “pop” to us by flat bed lorry, with the lemonade bottles in heavy wooden crates, holding about 12 each; they were stacked on their sides, with the ones at the edge propped up to stop the bottle sliding out.. Our chap always came on a Saturday around lunch time, and we had to pay a deposit on the large screw-top bottles. There were quite a range of flavours including a particularly sickly “Ice Cream Soda”. 
In Bristol, immediately after the war were two “British Resturants” where you could get a cheap meal, but the main blessing was that no coupons were required, but there were always queues. One was near the junction of Old Market Street and Castle Street, and the other was on College Green. The only additional eating place I was aware of was a wonderful Fish & Chip restaurant off Old Market, near the back of the Empire Theatre, and here the queues were even longer, with every table full, and we even had to eat apart sometimes.

Leisure
The News Theatre was a cartoon cinema at the top of Castle Street and one of the few cinemas to survive the blitz. Here Flash Gordon serials followed Disney cartoons and the 3 Stooges, followed by a garish-coloured travelogue always finishing with “and so we say a sad farewell to * * * * as the sun sinks slowly in the west”.
However it did have rival at St. Michaels Rooms in Winterboure High Street; once or twice a week films were shown to much shouting and cheering, and jeering when as usually happened, the film broke down, and there was always the communal count-down when frequently the numbers appeared on the screen at the end of a reel. One particular film I remember was a Abbot & Costello film in which some lions were involved, and it really did frighten me enormously, and I was hiding my face in the lap of Joanie Edwards, an older girl who lived just around the corner from us, when everyone else in the Hall was in fits of laughter.
During the long summer holidays, all the boys from Manor Cottages used to go down Spring Gardens, which commenced by The Malt House, and followed Bradley Brook up stream for over a mile, until it passed under the Winterbourne/ Stoke Gifford road near the brickworks near where a family named Warburton lived, with a son a little older than I.
For much of our childhood, Bradley Brook was polluted with the sewage from Filton but that didn’t stop us from enjoying the countryside. Most of the land at Spring Gardens was owned by Farmer “Jake” Withers of Pye Corner, on whose farm I spent much of my school holidays from age 8 to around 14. He was always referred to as “Jake”, but I don’t think anyone called him that to his face – it was always “Mr. Withers” or “Sir”. His was mainly a dairy farm, but he also grew some corn and had hens and some pigs close to the farm, and on one occasion I clearly remember helping him castrate the young male piglets. He honed a kitchen knife on a stone until it was extremely sharp, then grabbed the piglets one by one, and handed them to me. I then held the squealing piglet by its hind legs with its back against my body and its head by my chin, which exposed the vunerable part towards Farmer Withers, who then carefully felt its hind quarters until he located the un-dropped testicles under the skin. He then squeezed one side to make it prominent, and one short slice with the knife, squeeze out the testicle and cut it off, and the same the other side; the discarded testicles were invariably eaten by the next in line or the previous one. The piglet was then simply plonked on the ground to continue its life. They didn’t seem to suffer much pain because it was over so quickly and as soon as they were on the ground they didn’t appear to be at all bothered. Castrating the bullocks was much more hazardous. The one to be “done” was singled out and put in a home made clamp, one side of which was more or less permanent, a metal farm gate formed the other side and this could be pushed in sideways to restrict the bullocks movements, an in gate and an out gate, just the length of the bullock apart, were the 2 ends. Once the animal was trapped, a halter was put over its head and if it had not already been ringed, a ring was put in its nose, which in itself must have been extremely painful as it was simply a metal ring with a gap, one side of the gap was sharp and the other had a slight indentation to take the sharp point. It was squeezed into position with a sort of large pincers. A rope was also put through the nose ring and tied so that the bullock’s head was pointing upwards at a steep angle. Then the metal castrator was produced, again rather like large pincers, but with quite wide, flat ends. They were deliberately blunt and they met with just a small gap between them; they had quite large handles. Reaching between the hind legs, the object was to position the jaws of the castrator each side of the scrotum close to the bullocks body, then squeeze, and keep squeezing for a few minutes. Because they were blunt, they did not cut the skin, but held in position, they destroyed the inner connecting tubes. Believe it or not, the bullock did not like this and it certainly appeared to be very painful. But once the pressure had been released, the animal was kept tightly confined for several minutes, before being untied and let free, but it was sensible to keep the correct side of the clamp as it sometimes seem vent on getting its own back on the purpetrators - and who could blame it. 
One of my earliest memories of the farm was that it had two large shire horses for all the pulling work, including the cutting of grass for hay, and the appearance in the field in front of Manor Cottages of Farmer Withers and the horse-drawn mowing machine seemed to herald the onset of summer as far as we were concerned. It was a hilly field and because of the lie of the contours, could only be mower in an anti-clockwise direction, so round and round the mowing was done, and then a few days later, if the weather had been kind, round and round turning the hay; then it was turned a second time, then pulled into long rows nearly our height and when we weren’t being watched, we boys used to dive on to these long rows and had great fun. Finally Withers used to fix a huge collecting rake on the front of his lorry – five or six long wooden spears with metal points and a barrier at the back; this was fixed just one or two inches above the ground, then along the rows of hay he used to drive and pushed each rake-full to the site where the rick was to be built, usually over towards the railway embankment, near the entrance to the field.
Always Mr Taylor, the father of a contemporary of ours – “Niggy” Taylor, who had an elder sister, with the family living in the cottages by Sturden Manor Farm, was in charge of building the rick and the base was always straw from the previous year. The hay had to be properly dry, as if there was a degree of wetness, then heat built up inside and spontaneous combustion could occur. On one occasion, I was between two newly-built ricks and saw steam coming from one of them, ran to the farmhouse, reported what I had seen, and with great alarm Withers gathered some men, and then pulled apart the rick. The musty smell of the hay cooking with the hot steam coming from it is clear to me today.
When the rick was too tall to feed using the longest hay forks, known as prongs, an elevator was brought along, pulled from the farm by one of the horses. It had a two stroke put-put-put motor, which was always difficult to start, with much winding of the handle, and if care was not taken, if the engine suddenly coughed into life, the handle would spin violently in the winder’s hand and dislocate a thumb or something worse.
One evening, towards the end of a long hot tiring day, one of the horses collapsed and lay shaking on the ground. Wither’s reaction was to beat and kick the poor animal to get it to stand. Mr. Taylor could stand only so much of this, and despite the fact that he was considerably shorter than Withers, and was one of his tenants, and could be thrown out of his home if he incurred the wrath of his landlord, he held Wither’s whip hand, and stood between him and the horse. The horse died within the hour. That necessitated th purchase of the first tractor – a little grey Ferguson, followed by a green Fordson Minor, or it may have been the other way around. I never knew what happened to the other horse, but the tractors certainly speeded up matters around the farm.
I think it was after I started at Chipping Sodbury Grammar School that I became aware of the Boys Brigade at Winterbourne Down Methodist Church. Mam and I had always been keen Congregationalists at Whiteshill, but I don’t remember any youth meetings there apart from Sunday School and Church Fellowship, so when there was this organisation for boys like me, Trevor Thompson & I tried it out, but I think I was always more enthusiastic than Trevor. We were the 1st Winterbourne Company and our Captain was a Scotsman, Mr. McGowan of Bradstone Road, whose son Robert was also a member; the only other officer was a Lieutenant - Ron Llewellyn of Winterbourne Down, married to Hilda and they had a lovely daughter who I fell in love with, but who married a chap from Bristol. Ron was a time-and-motion engineer at Parnalls of Yate. Ron and Hilda were one of the first people to move into Yate New Town, obviously much closer to his work. Captain McGowan had a bad speech impediment – not a stammer but one more like Derek Jakobi in “I Claudius” and there were obvious difficulties when we boys were doing drill: “Atteh – eh – eh – eh – tion!” etc. Often the “eh – eh – eh” was silent and his body jerked with the effort of getting the word out. Often people helped him out when he was speaking to them, especially when what he was saying was obvious, and he took no offence at that. The most surprising thing which he did for a small group of us boys was to give us classes in public speaking, and I certainly learnt a great deal from him, and giving lectures, even in large publics halls, hold no terrors for me.
The most senior of the boys were Mike Vardy and Alan Brown who were both Staff Sergeants, later Mike married Alan’s sister Janet.
Another boy I remember was Paul Sergent, also of Winterbourne Down and he later became a prison officer, initially at Winson Green Prison, Birmingham; another good friend from that time was Derek Kneebone of Bradstone Road, whose family originated from Truro.
We had a good bugle and drum band; on parades, Mike Vardy was out front wielding the mace which he did extremely well. We also had a very good Handball team; as we had to play in the room at the back of the chapel, with vunerable windows, one of the main rules was that the ball must not rise above knee height, so it was a sort of hand football rather than a sort of basketball.
Twice a year we would all go off to camp. The Bristol Battalion of the Boy’s Brigade held an annual camp at Preston, near Weymouth, and several hundred boys and their officers went by train which was specially chartered from Temple Meads Station, with a fleet of coaches to take us the few miles from Weymouth station to the camp at the other end.
Our other annual camp was purely 1st Winterbourne Company and was held in a little valley just south of Lulsgate, and of course it may have been where the Airport now is. We would all gather with our suitcases or duffle bags at Bethesda Chapel, Winterbourne Down and Mr. Adams, a local carrier who had an ordinary lorry which was open-topped but with low sides, would take all of us and our baggage in the back. If it looked like rain he had a tarpaulin ready to throw over us. But we used to stand in the back of this open lorry all the way through Bristol, singing and calling out to people as we were passing.
We did all our own cooking on open fires, having first to collect the necessary firewood, with the farmer’s permission of course. We also walked to the farm to collect milk for the day – straight from the dairy into an enamel jug with a cup-like lid, no worries about pasturisation I seem to remember.
We also took our band instruments to both camps, and as in both instances we arrived on a Saturday, the next morning we had to get up early to make and eat breakfast, then on with the uniform and with the band playing, parade to the nearest non conformist church.
The 1st Winterbourne were a very successful Company, we frequently won the Bristol Brigade Handball trophy, with the final being held at an annual get-together at the Colston Hall, Bristol, and on one occasion we reached the finals of the country-wide Handball competition held at a sort of jamboree at the Albert Hall, London. We went there on two occasions at least.
We were very proud of our marching, and we held frequent parades around Winterbourne and Winterbourne Down. We used to provide buglers and drummers to sound the last post at Armistice Day ceremonies. Some time after I returned from my National Service, I rejoined as an officer for a while, and clearly recall that one bitterly cold November morning outside Yate Church, we were booked to sound the last post and kept our mouthpieces in our pockets to keep them warm, but were given the signal to make ready far too early, and when we tried to play, our mouths nearly got stuck on the freezing mouthpieces and all we could manage was just a few strangled notes, and were so embarrassed that we wanted the ground to open up and swallow us.



The Mannings
of
Pye Corner and Winterbourne Hill
South Gloucestershire
by
Steve Manning

I have an old wooden curved-top shipping trunk, black with oak bands, that bears clear traces on the outside of the words “Edward Manning Philadelphia”.  I have no idea of the story it could tell or of its age, but I guess it is 19th Century. Inside is the maker’s label “E. Jenkins, Trunk and Box Maker, 36 & 37 Upper Arcade.” Then in very small print “All kinds of Travelling, School Boxes and Portmanteaus kept in stock or made to order at the shortest notice.” I presume that “Upper Arcade” was the one in Bristol, which was destroyed by bombing in WWII; the remains of its lower entrance stood opposite the Lower Arcade, all of which was demolished to make way for the Horsefair / Broadmead Shopping area in the post war reconstruction of Bristol.
Although the date is uncertain – it must have been around 1948 - I clearly remember that the trunk, plus a large black leather-bound Bible, was given to me on the death of my grandmother Rosina Manning, and that my brother Colin and I carried them from Pye Corner, Hambrook to our terraced cottage at Winterbourne Hill. It was night, there was no street lighting and I very soon tired and had to keep putting it down to rest, I must have been around ten at the time. The Bible has since disappeared.
	I’m fairly sure that the trunk belonged to my paternal grandfather who was an Edward Manning, but who had died in 1920 long before I was born, and the obvious possibility is that he was the one who went to Philapelphia – and came back again. In the marriage register regarding my father Dan’s wedding, Edward Manning(deceased) – his father -  is shown as being a quarryman.
It was Edward who was married to Rosina, known as Rose who had been a Maggs before marriage. They owned and lived in the house next door to the “The Star” inn at Pye Corner, Hambrook, Gloucestershire - about 6 miles north of Bristol (Note: this is no longer a pub but a “B & B” under the name of “The Old Star”. This had been run by the Manning family since at least 1879.
Edward and Rose had three sons and two daughters.  What happened to the elder of the two daughters – Elizabeth Ann (b. 1887) I do not know as she was never mentioned in my hearing. Then came Fred (b. 1889) who moved to Stoke Gifford about 3 miles away and I think he was married to Auntie May. There was some talk of a Lorraine at Stoke Gifford but I believe he was killed in a war, the first World War I seem to remember; Lorraine may have been a brother of May. In the dim and distant past, there was mention of a great uncle Adolphus, but whether he was a Manning or a Maggs or a something else I do not know. Then came my father named Dan – just plain Dan not Daniel, born 1894 and then came the younger sister Blanche (b.1895). However the eldest of all the children was William John (b.1884) who was the father of Edward W. Manning, always known as Ted, who inherited the family home. Ted married Alice who had wonderful red hair but chain smoked, and their children were Elaine, Howard, Adele (who inherited her mother’s red hair) and Gary (another “ginger”). Elaine must have been born around 1937, and the others followed at about 18 months intervals.
My father and Ted were very close, more like brothers than uncle and nephew, presumably because they had spent many years of their lives together in the family home at Pye Corner.
Many of the Manning men were ginger haired – not the beautiful red of Alice, but a real ginger – and some had a temper to match; they also had a tendency to go bald quite young – but not Ted.
When she died in 1948, Rose was buried at Winterbourne Down Church – just across two fields from her home, and a few years later I joined the Boys’ Brigade at the Methodist Chapel in Winterbourne Down – directly across the road from the Church. That church had no peal of bells and the vicar had a loudspeaker system rigged in the little spire and played records of church music, and very tinny they sounded.
In the Hambrook/Winterbourne area there were at least two separate but probably distantly-related Manning families.
Also in both Hambrook and Stoke Gifford were a number of families named Maggs, with my father referring to a Dan Maggs as a relative, but I don’t know how close. The only thing I do remember about Dan Maggs was that he was the custodian of the cricket pitch on Whiteshill Common; he had an early motor mower which he followed around and he used to pull and push a heavy stone roller by hand. Whether or not he was paid for this I do not know.
There was also a family named Guy who were also related somehow and they lived about 100 yards away on the main Bristol road, nearer Whiteshill Common, Hambrook. One of the sons of that family, I think Ivor Guy, gained limited fame as one of the full-backs at Bristol City F.C. probably in the 1950s.
Also in Pye Corner were a fairly old married couple – they could have been the Pugsleys and I remember leaving school one afternoon, it must have been around 1946/47, passing their little terraced house as normal but outside there was a huge car with a chauffeur and we were told that Bob Hope the famous comedian and film star was visiting his relatives it would apppear that he had been entertaining the wounded American forces at Frenchay Hospital.
According to Hambrook School admission register, Dan Manning started school on 30.8.1897 and as he was born in 1894, that makes him 3 years old. He left school on 31.1.1908 to work on a farm.
Around May 1920, he married Louisa Maggs who was his first cousin on his mother’s side. They had two sons, Eric Brian, born approx. 1924 and Trevor Colin (always known in the family as Colin) approx. 1928. She then had a third son, but both died either during or soon after his birth, this was in 1930 when she was just 21 years old..
Apart from his first job on a farm, I believe Dan always and only worked for the Great Western Railway Company, which became the Western Region of British Railways on nationalisation. This would account for the fact that he never served in the Forces as railway men were in a reserved occupation, although he retained a red-on-khaki arm-band he had been issued with towards the end of WW I.
At one stage he had a belt-driven motor cycle and the belt used to slip when it was wet, so he used to carry a small bag of sand to put on the drive wheel. He had an accident which wrote off the motor bike and two of his fingers were nearly severed, only hanging on by the skin on the palm of his hand. But he received immediate treatment and they were replaced quickly and apart from a minor scarring on the back of his hand, there was no lasting damage.

He received a presentation of a Bible inscribed “Presented to Mr. D. Manning by the Whiteshill Youngs. Mens.(sic) bible Class, On leaving the District, with the best wishes of all. Dec. 28th 1913. May his light shine”.
I believe this was when he was sent by the GWR to received training at Newport, Monmouthshire, but on completion of this he spent most of his working life at the Stoke Gifford marshalling yard as a Wheel Tapper and Examiner, working shift work – 6 am to 2 pm, 2 pm to 10 pm, and nights: 10 pm to 6 am, a week at a time. He always cycled to work – there were no bus services between Hambrook/Winterbourne and Stoke Gifford.
He was short – about 5ft 5inches, lean and wiry and quite fit.
His foreman at work was a Billy Maggs of Hambrook, living just off Whiteshill Common, also very near, and he ran the Pioneer Club (based at Trowbridge) - a sort of health insurance - to which Dad subscribed. Whenever I was sick and had to attend Dr. Crossman’s surgery on Whiteshill Common, we had to pay; and we then took the receipt to Billy Magg’s home and he used to refund us some of our payment. When he died aged about 62, Dad was due to take over from this Billy Maggs as foreman at Stoke Gifford for his last few working years, so Billy Maggs must have been one or two years older than Dan.
The Manning of Pye Corner were non-attending Non Conformists with an attachment to the Congregational Chapel at Whiteshill, across the common from the primary school. The Chapel was between the Doctor and Billy Maggs.
Dan was a keen sportsman claiming to have once taken a hat trick at cricket which would have been either on Frenchay Common or on Whiteshill Common, where he continued to watch cricket whenever possible. He also supported Hambrook and Bristol Rovers football clubs. Once or twice a year he went to the county ground in Bristol to watch cricket, especially when Gloucestershire were playing Australia; he took me to one match, and I got the autograph of Richie Benau, one of the Australian players.
Dan wanted to buy his own home, and at one time put down a substantial deposit on a large house at the Hambrook end of Frenchay, on the corner of Beckspool Road. Unfortunately the seller was a fraudster and had sold the house to several other people at the same time. Dad lost both his money and the house, and would never try to buy another house despite Mam’s pleas – he also fought shy of solicitors.
In 1916, Blanche had married Archie Vile, who with his brother Ernie owned a small coal business at Pye Corner across the road from The Star – they owned one small lorry between them, and made deliveries to homes in Hambrook, Winterbourne and Winterbourne Down (where Ernie lived) and possibly Frenchay and parts of Downend. Blanche and Archie owned a house in Frenchay opposite to what became the main entrance to Frenchay Hospital. They were the parents of Maisie, Stafford and Gordon. A childhood inoculation went wrong leaving Stafford profoundly deaf, and thereafter, Blanche his mother, refused to let any of her other children be vaccinated.
The Viles home was at the junction of two roads and directly outside their home was a bus stop, where two different bus routes passed. The “Yanks” from Frenchay Hospital used this stop to catch buses into Bristol, which ran about every 20 minutes; they waited for the bus by sitting on the low front wall of the Viles’ home, kicking the rendering, and causing annoyance to Uncle Arch and Aunty Blanche.
The Americans – mainly, if not all G.I.s – were obviously relieved to be out of war operations, and some of them very glad to be alive and recovering from their wounds. They, compared to the locals, seemed very affluent and had access to nylons, chocolate and other goodies, which were simply unavailable to the British. As a consequence they were very attractive to all the young ladies round about.
One young lady – her name was Lily something - from near Stoke Gifford became a G.I. Bride, marrying a young man “in the publishing profession” from New York. It turned out that in civvy life he sold newspapers at a street corner. There were other similar stories doing the rounds.
At the outbreak of war, Maisie joined up and entered the A.T.S. She became a “Redcap” – a Military Policewoman – and was posted to Plymouth.
When America entered the war, among those it drafted into Army service was a Tony Marino, who had been born in Long Island, New York in 1921 of Sicilian extraction. When he was only 19 years old, Tony had started a business of his own - what we call a greengrocery – on Long Island, then in 1942 he was conscripted into the 29th Infantry Division of the US Army, and had to leave his parents to look after his business. The 29th Infantry Division consisted of men mainly from Virginia and Maryland, and he received initial training in the U.S.A.
They sailed to England in the Queen Elizabeth, taking just 4½ days to cross the Atlantic and were sent to Seaton Barracks, Crown Hill, Plymouth, where in 1957, I, Steve Manning did six months of my National Service, a co-incidence I was unaware of at the time.
Tony and Maisie met in Plymouth in 1943, and quickly fell in love.
Tony’s unit practised beach landings at Slapton Sands, Devon, where on similar manoeuvres many Allied Servicemen were drowned. The US 29th Infantry landed in Normandy on D Day, taking a thousand casualties out of the original 3,000 men. Tony was unscathed and he and his fellow countrymen fought their way through France, Belgium and Holland into Germany, crossing the Rhine by a pontoon bridge just north of Cologne, eventually reaching the Elbe and Bremen.
From Bremen, Tony arranged a ten day furlough to come to England to marry Maisie, travelling by train and ship and on 26th July 1945 they were married in St. Joseph’s Church, Fishponds, Bristol.
The Viles were understandably a little apprehensive about their beautiful daughter Maisie falling for this young American Serviceman. 
Tony had to return to Bremen, but in November 1945, when he became eligible, he was shipped home via Marseilles, the voyage taking 11 days. It wasn’t until the following April that Maisie was able to get a passage to New York and to take up married life but things turned out very well, and they had a long and happy life together, celebrating over 50 years of marriage and adopting Philip to be their son.
It was either at their wedding reception at the family home in Frenchay or at a farewell family get-together that I first had lipstick on my face when Maisie kissed me.
Stafford and Gordon both married, Stafford had two daughters, Phillida Beatrice and Alison, and a son Philip. Gordon married and had three children, but eventually the marriage did not turn out so well, and he later married a Filipino lady named Moray.
When Dan’s wife Louisa died, he was left to look after the two boys who were less than four years old. They may have been living in the Fishponds area of Bristol at the time, but I am far from sure about that, but Dan and sons Eric and Colin were taken in by Blanche and Archie – it must have been a very crowded household.
After a few years Dan met and married Elizabeth Caines from Pontypridd, Glamorganshire, South Wales, who was temporarily living in the Little Stoke/Harry Stoke area of north Bristol with a family named Dent. In Pontypridd Elizabeth was known as Lizzie but in Gloucestershire she was always known as Betty. At the time they met, Betty was working in a laundry close to the marshalling yard at Stoke Gifford. As long as I can remember, she always seemed to enjoy ironing, and everything including sheets, pillowcases, handkerchiefs, towels as well all our clothing came out neatly pressed – remember, we never ever had gas and for several years we had no electricity – so the irons had to be heated in the fire. She was also a very skilled embroiderer and did very detailed “shadow work”.
They married at Frenchay Church on Christmas Eve 1932. This was at 8 o’clock in the morning, with very few people present including Nella, Betty’s younger sister and (I believe) Blanche and Archie.  I fail to understand, if he was not there, why Ted was not present – Dad and him seemed always to be very close, and Dad often used to call in on Ted on his way home from work.
During the war, Ted worked at the Bristol Aircraft Company (B.A.C.) in aircraft production, which I presume was the reason why he was never called up, but he may have been the wrong age. He always had a few hens in a pen at the bottom of the garden, and after the war, he rented a steeply sloping piece of land at Quarry Barton, on the other side of Bradley Brook at Pye Corner, fenced it off and went into poultry farming, rising to around 1,000 hens, all as we now say, free range, and seemed to be doing good business. I recall that every Christmas, we always had a cockerel from Ted for our Christmas lunch. Unfortunately, he was an early victim of fowl pest, and his entire flock had to be destroyed. He seemed to lose heart at this and didn’t go into business on his own account after that, but got a job portering at Stoke Park Colony at Stapleton. Like Dan, He was another who kept mainly to home and garden, and rarely ventured far.
Mam was about 10 years younger than Dad, being born on 2nd November 1902, and was quite brave to take on an older man and his two young sons.
They immediately moved into a rented terraced cottage at 2, Manor Cottages, at the bottom of Winterbourne Hill, Winterbourne, on the main Bristol road. On 4th July 1938, Dan and Betty had a son, Edward Stephen - me - always known as Stephen at Winterbourne, but Steve elsewhere, being named after my two Grandfathers, Edward Manning and Stephen Caines. Betty gave birth to Stephen in Southmead Hospital, Bristol, where many years later, Stephen’s wife gave birth to their first daughter.
Betty had been brought up Church of England, but complied with the Manning family tradition of non-conformism and became a keen Whiteshill Chapel goer, and when there was one, a member of their choir – she had an attractive contralto voice; the organist there was a distant relative of the Manning family. Although unable to read music, she knew the tonic-sol-fa and had a good ear and would sing the descants to all the hymns, but for some unaccountable reason, this used to annoy me, and I would nudge her, and walking home ask why she didn’t sing the same as everyone else.
At Manor Cottages, we were in No. 2; next door in No. 1 were Vic and Ethel Thompson who had moved in only a short while previous to Dan and Betty. Vic Thompson worked for a local builder who was also the village undertaker, as a carpenter. Vic was a big strong gentle man and was frequently used as a pall-bearer. I think he also made the coffins. Later, Vic set up in business on his own as carpenter and upholsterer, using a very large shed he built himself at the top of the garden at No. 1. He re-upholstered a set of 4 dining chairs and a three piece suite for us at different times – my wife Frances and I use those same dining chairs daily. Vic also played trombone in Hambrook Silver Prize Band, and frequently we could hear him practising through the wall, although he ensured he never made a noise when Dad was on night-shift and sleeping during the day.
Their other neighbours were the Cowles – pronounced Coles – at No. 3, who were the oldest in the rank, with the husband’s name being Harry, a coal miner at Coalpit Heath, about 5 miles away. The Cowles had one daughter Marie (pronounced to rhyme with Harry), who had married a farmer named Jordan and lived at Yate, their farm being sold to allow much of the initial building of the New Town there in the 1950s/60s.
At No.4 which was the largest of the rank of cottages and had an enormous garden with a “rene” - fresh water stream running through, with water cress - were the Pitmans, Wilf and May; they had one adopted son, Clive who was about 18 months older than me.
The Thompsons had two sons, Ivor, born about 1936 and Trevor about 1939. There was a communal septic tank for the four cottages which was situated in Pitman’s garden, and Mam said that Dad couldn’t stomach the occasional job of emptying it and preferred to pay the other men instead. Mr. Pitman had a large greenhouse and at one time kept chickens and a goose. The goose was quite vicious to certain people, Mrs Thompson especially. 
Each of the four cottages had an outside toilet attached to the back of the house. The Thompsons and the Pitmans were very friendly with each other although living at either end of the rank but they used the back way which ran behind the outside toilets, the entrance to this pathway was at the side of the Pitmans’ house. This was our access for deliveries of coal instead of it being brought through the house, but it rankled my parents that our neighbours used this much more frequently than we did, gazing in our living room as they passed. Dad used this back way to bring home his bike, and it had to be brought into the back kitchen when it rained as we had no outside shed. Later, a second bike for one of the boys had to be kept in the front passage.
The Pitmans and the Thompsons were on Christian name terms, but otherwise in conversation between the grown-ups of Manor Cottages, it was always Mr. This or Mrs. That – very formal despite the fact that that they all lived very close to one another for so many years and were rather isolated from the rest of Winterbourne by the long hill up to the village.
The four cottages had running water – our supply was just one tap set above a stone sink which was on the floor in the back kitchen. Initially there was no electricity, but I do remember it being installed, because of the sheer misery when I was put to bed the first night - up to that time, I had always gone to sleep by the light of a little “tilly” lamp – burning paraffin I believe, or it may have been meths – but Dad insisted on turning out the new electric light in our bedroom and I cried myself to sleep, being afraid of the dark. 
The other cottages also had electricity installed at the same time – I think it was thanks to our absentee landlord, a Mr. Luton from Swindon. Mrs Cowles always insisted on never leaving a light socket without a light bulb, in case it leaked electricity into the room.
None of the cottages ever had a bathroom – we all had zinc baths hanging from a nail outside the back door, and once a week, it was brought into the living room and half filled with water heated on the fire. If you were first in, as I usually was, the sides were still cold. Even after electricity, there was only a very limited amount of hot water as we had a “Jackson” heater fitted which gave about 4 pints only, then it needed more time to heat up the water again. Daily washing was done from an enamel basin, and during the winter, many a clout I received for splashing  as even one drop of water on the glass flue of the paraffin lamp would crack it.
None of the cottages had running water in the toilets so it was necessary to carry a bucket of water in to pour down.
During the time that Dad was ailing, Ted did some alterations to his home at Pye Corner, including installing a bathroom, and Mam and I were invited to go there once a week and indulge in a proper bath – absolute luxury.
Living about 100 yards away from Manor Cottages on the Hambrook side, in the large Malt House - the first/last house in Winterbourne - were the Tuckers, who were engaged by the owner as house keepers. They had a son Derek, who was about 2 years younger than me; I remember Mr Tucker being away in the war, and on his demob, they had a daughter Ethel who seemed slightly retarded.  For a long time Bradley Brook was polluted by raw sewage from the Little Stoke/Filton area of Bristol. Ethel caught scarlet fever, thought to have been from Bradley Brook although we boys spent almost all our spare time round “Spring Gardens” through which the brook ran.
The householder of The Malt House was a Mr Gwillum who seemed very old to us and kept virtually to one downstairs room, seldom venturing out of doors. At the back of the house, across a flagged courtyard was large red sandstone building 4 or 5 stories tall – presumably the original Malt House. The top floor of this building was, at its rear, level with the red soils of the large market garden, which stretched away to Beacon Lane (always called Bacon Lane), and there was a tall retaining wall just a few feet away from the building itself, with a potentially dangerous long dark drop in between; the upper floors were in a state of collapse, but the ground floor, which was a semi-basement was in good repair, although fairly dampish, presumably where the original malting had been done. It was mainly one very long stone room with a low curved ceiling and was used by the local Home Guard as a shooting range for .22 rifles once a week. They occasionally dropped one of the .22 bullets and if we found them we tried to set them off by bashing them with large stones.
The Malt house residence had a large cellar with an open well in its floor, so it was very damp and slippery. Mr Gwillam enjoyed eating snails, and he used to send Derek & I down into his cellar with candles to pick the large Roman snails off the walls and floor and Mrs Tucker, although disapproving, then used to boil them for him. On one occasion, he sent us down when Mrs Tucker was out and we collected a large number putting them in brown paper bags, and left them in the kitchen; when she eventually returned home, Mrs Tucker found them crawling all over the place. We never sampled them.
Manor Cottages were at the Bristol end of the village and across a big field was the main South Wales to London railway line, raised on a high embankment for nearly a mile between the low hills at either end. There was a tall viaduct in the middle, built of dark blue bricks which carried the railway over both the main road and Bradley Brook which eventually ran into the River Frome. Before the railway had been built there was nothing between this end of Winterbourne and Sturden Manor Farm owned by farmer “Jake” Withers, who owned a Citroen of the sort the French Police used in old films. The farmhouse was at the beginning of  Pye Corner, although Withers owned the field in front of Manor Cottages and all the fields both sides of Bradley Brook for some way. In later years during school holidays I was to spend almost all my time working on this farm, but rarely getting paid. Across one field in the other direction, Sturden Manor farm looked slightly down on The Star and the Manning family home, so in choosing Manor Cottages, Dan could not have found a house closer to his childhood home which was only about ¾ mile away.
During war time, the railway was a prime target for German bombers, as once they picked it up and headed West from the Swindon/London direction, it led directly to the marshalling yard at Stoke Gifford, a target in itself, but close to where it forked to the left to Bristol Temple Meads was the large aircraft factory of the B.A.C.; the right fork led to the Severn Tunnel and South Wales. The railway was also a vital link carrying coal from the South Wales coal mines, and two milk trains went up every evening presumably from the West Country.
Mr & Mrs Cowles had a lodger who worked at the B.A.C. and one night during an air raid, an incendiary bomb hit the roof of their house, bounced on the roof of their outside lavatory and landed in the back way, fortunately failing to ignite. Next morning the lodger put it into his saddle bag and cycled off to work, where the Air Raid Wardens disposed of it; of course, it could have exploded at any time. Also at this time the Pitmans had two Land Army Girls as lodgers, I think they worked at Sturden Manor Farm.
During the air raids, the siren sounded  from the roof of the Police Station at the top of Winterbourne hill, but if the wind was in the wrong direction, us people living at the bottom of the hill never heard it. When we did hear it, we all went down to The Malt House, in the semi-cellar at the back. I am told that as a toddler, I used to delight at the pretty lights caused by the bombs. In following years, we boys found quite a number of the burnt-out shells of incendiary bombs in the fields both sides of Bradley Brook, and they appeared to be some sort of short cement tube with a large hole in it, where it had exploded. The metal fin case was rarely still attached, and we found many more of them than of the tube part. For a time the tin fins were used as flower pots by standing them on their ends.
At one time a German bomber must have been brought down near us, as just up over the field on the other side of the railway line in Winterbourne Down, the perspex cockpit or gun turret of it was in the back garden of one of the cottages, being used as a chicken house.
Dad’s wages were not high, but from a very early age he was strictly tea-total and even at Pye Corner he would never even step inside the door of The Star next door, although it had been run by his family for many years – I now wonder if he had had a bad experience with a member of his family being an alcoholic. He would not go into any pub and forbade all his sons from doing so. I remember Mam telling me that at one time he contracted pleurisy and she bought him a miniature bottle of brandy, but he had coughed and choked so much when he tried to drink it that it was nearly all spilt.
One of the local “characters” of the village was a Tommy Walker, a tramp. He seemed to be very old as he was sort of hunched-back and unusually for those days, had masses of hair and a very unkept beard. All his hair was gray and he wore ragged clothes. He always had a bike which he never rode but pushed everywhere; there was coloured wool and wild flowers entwined in the spokes of his wheels, and he always had a small bunch of flowers pinned to his jacket.  He had bulging sacking bags on both the front and rear mudguards and also balanced on the bar and saddle. He was a very gentle man, soft spoken, but unwashed. We teased him dreadfully, but never when our parents were about, because it had been explained to us that years previously, he had been the village postman, but had been called up for the first world war, and had suffered shell shock and was incapable of working since. Mam or the neighbours always brewed a pot of tea for him and gave him a sandwich or something else to eat.
During the war, we boys at the bottom of Winterbourne Hill became quite good at recognising the British War planes, and could tell the difference between a Spitfire and a Hurricane and between a Wellington bomber and a Lancaster.
Some years later on a Sunday morning returning from Chapel at Whiteshill, we saw the Brabazon on its maiden flight from Filton; the B.A.C. had demolished a whole village near Filton to accommodate the runway for this behemoth of the air.
Shortly after the war we had a couple of exciting incidents within a few months of each other, and both to do with the inmates of “Stoke Park Colony”, a mental institution in what appeared to be an enormous mansion close to Stapleton, then the nearest suburb of Bristol to us – about 4 miles away.  One Sunday morning, Mrs Tucker, still with her husband in the forces, looked into her yard and saw a naked man, but when he saw her looking at him he simply ran away. A short time after, the village bobby came along on his bike to warn us about the escaped inmate and was told of  Mrs Tucker’s sighting.
A couple of months later, it must have been mid July, the hay had been collected and formed into two ricks in the field directly in front of us, and early one morning, as Dad was returning home from night shift, he saw that one of the ricks was on fire and turned round and got Farmer Withers, who tried to organise men to tear down the rick, but by then the second one was on fire. Eventually the Fire Brigade turned up, but saw that the matter was under control, and set off for another rick fire up in the village, and a third one was also set on fire towards Frampton Cotterell – all the work of another escaped inmate from the “Colony”.
Going into Bristol by bus, we went within sight of Stoke Park with the big mansion on the hill, set in woods, and at the bottom of the lane leading up to it, were the bus stops. One day a rather strange looking man got on the bus to go into Bristol, he was quite tall, gangly-looking with a small beard and an intense sort of face. Mam whispered to me that he was the son of our then Prime Minister Clement Attlee and was a doctor or professor at the institution. I was convinced that with his looks he should have been an inmate.
Looking towards Bristol, the institution was on the right-hand side; on the other side were very productive market gardens where shortly after the war, what seemed to be an enormous development of Prefabs arose within a very short time. These were prefabricated bungalows badly needed by all the homeless families of Bristol, but they looked ugly to us, and we resented the people there because they could use the same buses as us, meaning longer queues waiting at the Tramway Centre, and then they told us about the inside toilets and bathrooms – luxuries we could only dream about.
The buses were only ever single deckers and were always crowded so invariably we had to stand, and the bus conductors always allowed as many people as possible to squeeze on. At Winterbourne hill the buses were every twenty minutes each way, with two going to Frampton Cotterell and one to Dursley. We had an unofficial bus stop at the bottom of the hill. Frequently the buses were full going into Bristol, but if the first one was full then we walked to the top of the hill to get into the queue there and sometimes we had to wait for up to an hour to get on one. On a couple of occasions we waited so long, that we caught the outward bound bus to Frampton Cotterell, where we had to get off,  join the back of the queue there to get back on the same bus if possible. It had taken us nearly 3 hours to get the 7 miles into Bristol.
I recall that when peace was declared (I don’t know whether it was VE Day or VJ Day) there was a party for all the children of the village held in the upstairs room of The Royal Oak at the top of Winterbourne Hill, and it took all Mam’s powers of persuasion to get Dad to permit me to go into that pub - I must have been about 6 or 7, and obviously susceptible to corruption. He was not amused when one of the celebration presents we children were given was a half-pint glass beer mug bearing the royal arms.
Next to the Royal Oak at the top of Beacon Lane was the village police station. The village copper was quite a gardener, and either side of the front path to the police station, which was also his home, he had used his topiary skills to fashion two large hawthorn trees into the shape of the traditional police helmets of the time. Later that police station was demolished for road widening and a new one built further along the High Street. One of the new policemen was a P.C.Bouquette – obviously known as P.C.Bucket, who helped teach me to drive. I often wonder if the writer of “Keeping Up Appearances” on TV knew of him. When P.C.Bouquette was reasonably confident of my driving, instead of him walking all the way down to the bottom of the hill for me, he told me to drive our car up to him and park at the rear of the police station, but to be very careful – this was before I had passed my test.
Unlike the neighbours’ boys, who all went to Winterbourne Church-of-England Primary School in Winterbourne High Street, I, Stephen attended Whiteshill Primary School, but it must have originally been an inclusive school, as when I started, there were a number of 16 year olds in the upper class. It is where my father Dan had attended many years previously, and he recalled how they had to pay 1d (an old penny) a day to attend. He also wore shoes which he was brought up to wear on alternative feet every other day to ensure that they wore evenly. Later, he had his own metal last and used this to repair all the family’s shoes, buying small sheets of leather for the soles, and round rubber heels with a metal star in the centre which were screwed on, then turned from time to time when the back was wearing down.
For a number of years Mrs Thompson was one of the Dinner Ladies at Whiteshill Primary School and when serving, always gave me a large helping, and it was from this school that I passed the 11+ exam together with the other 5 applicants from the school – we were told a record – and went to Chipping Sodbury Grammar School. I  travelled by school bus, a journey taking 35 minutes each way, passing through Coalpit Heath, but by then Mr Cowles had died and the pit was closed.
Close to us at Winterbourne Hill in the field just across the road from The Malt House, an exploratory bore-hole had been drilled for coal at one time, and the little well head - just four wooden posts about 10 feet high and a few iron rails - was left derelict. Some of the cylindrical stones which had been drilled out were lying around and a few of them bore minor traces of coal, a few had been used as low ornamental garden walls.
It would have been around 1941- 42 that Colin passed his entrance exam for Chipping Sodbury Grammar School, and at that time we has a little brown and black mongrel dog named Tinker – a sort of terrier. Every morning he followed Colin up to the top of Winterbourne Hill, where Colin caught the bus to school, with Tinker returning home on his own. One morning, coming back down the hill, Tinker saw a cat on the other side of the road, and was hit by a car when he chased after it. Three of his legs were broken, and although at the time I did not know it, he was put down by a vet. For years afterwards, I used to ask our butcher who called twice a week in a van, for bones so we could give them to the vet for Tinker.
Mam and Dad were of different political persuasions, with Dad a proud member of the National Union of Railwaymen, a fervent Socialist and keen supporter of Ernie Bevin, a Bristol M.P. Mam was a Conservative, mainly I believe because her family had always been so. During one General Election, Dad displayed one of the Labour leaflets in the front room window before he went to bed for the day, and it was only the following morning returning from work, that he saw that it had been replaced by a Tory one – then one hell of a row.
Probably in 1944, Eric was called up for National Service and initially went into the Royal Corps of Signals and served in northern Europe, I think it was in Belgium and Holland, I think he then advanced into Germany as I recall mention of him having crossed the Rhine. At one stage fairly early on, the unit he was attached to was so badly devastated that he was transferred into the Kings Own Scottish Borderers where I think he remained.  I remember a photograph of him in their battledress taken on our front door step, but I have no memory of him actually being home with us. Instead of being demobbed at the end of the war with Germany, Eric was sent as part of the British Peace-Keeping Force to Palestine, which is probably when he had one of his few leaves home. He was in Palestine when the Jewish nationalists blew up the King David Hotel in Jerusalem, and I recall the worries at home until we heard from him that he had not been involved in that.
His best friend in the Army was a Mancunian named Wilson and somehow became a pen-friends with a Mancunian girl Joan Walker. Within 2 weeks of his demob, Eric left the Winterbourne home and went to Manchester to spend a few days with Wilson, and met Joan for the first time and within a few weeks they were married. During the short time Eric was at Winterbourne, there were many heated rows, probably because Eric, fresh from overseas simply went to the pubs of Winterbourne and Hambrook to meet up with those of his schoolboy pals who had survived the war. Eric and his Dad shared baldness, ginger hair and a short temper.
On one occasion, Mam took Colin and I to a house in the Royal Crescent, Bath where relatives of Dad’s first wife lived, but I know nothing more about them. I clearly recall that the umbrella stand was an elephant’s foot and there were the heads of big game trophies on the walls; we only went into one room which was the largest and most expensively furnished one I had ever been in. On a later occasion, when Colin was nearing the end of his time in the RAF and had a motor bike, he took me to a terraced house in the Speedwell area of Bristol; they were relatives of his, but not of mine, and again, I know nothing more about them.
When he left Grammar School Colin had initially got a job with Burtons the Tailors in Castle Street, Bristol. Bristol had been badly bombed during the war and Burtons was the only shop still standing in that street in the heart of Bristol. He did not enjoy the work and very soon found another job as a trainee carpenter/cabinet maker at Maggs Department Store (no family connection), opposite the Victoria Rooms, Bristol, but he resented having to spend a lot of money on buying the necessary tools (a hammer of his from that time is still in my possession). It also involved two bus journeys taking nearly an hour each way every day, including Saturdays, but Dad may have bought him a bike.
At that time, fuel was very short in Britain, especially coal, although there were vast deposits of it, and the “Bevin Boy” scheme was introduced, where, instead of going for National Service in the Armed Forces, young men of call-up age, around 17-21, could be conscripted to serve as miners. A young man from Winterbourne had indeed been conscripted to a coal mine a long way from home and had been killed in an underground accident.
This scared Colin who was anxious to avoid going down the mines, so one day when he returned home from work at the normal time, he told us that he had signed on in the Royal Air Force. He could have done this for any period from 3 years upwards, but much to his parents dismay said that he had signed on for 9 years, which he quickly learned was a big mistake.
He served at Bicester, at a depot near Warrington, another in Lincolnshire and in some other RAF camps in England before being posted to Athens for a number of years, but there he showed no interest in his surroundings. He was with a unit made up of mainly Northern Ireland men, and then when the British withdrew from Greece, the unit was posted to the Canal Zone, then under British/French “protection”. He was utterly bored, and once sent home a photograph just of the desert, and had completely filled the back of it with the words “sand and sand and” written dozens of times. However when he eventually returned home he had a pronounced Irish accent which he retained for many months, but which suddenly disappeared overnight, reverting to his normal South Gloucester/Bristolian burr.
Colin was in Egypt and Eric was in Manchester when Dad became ill and went into Frenchay hospital where he had a number of operations. The first one left a curved scar from under an ear to the point of his chin and I vaguely remember seeing him in hospital with tubes in his mouth or nose; Mam blamed his pipe smoking – he enjoyed “Digger Mixture” and got through two ounces a week, but sometimes he rolled them into cigarettes. His Christmas treat was a packet of ten very small cigars, by the name of Copes’ Courts or something like that, but Mam enjoyed the smell of these.
He returned to work but then had more operations, this time to his rectum – Mam blamed the cause of this on the fact that we always used carefully cut up newspaper in the toilet, the Radio Times was the favourite.
On 15th December 1953, I had caught the school bus and arrived at school in the normal way. In Assembly, the headmaster Cecil Mark Owen (he had a baby son Cecil, whom we nicknamed Cecil Mark II) announced that he wanted to see me in his study, and as Dad had had an operation the previous day and I had wanted to stay at home with Mam, I feared the worst, but told myself that it couldn’t have happened – but of course it had. Owen tried to break the news gently, but I remember loathing him. I was then sent off to find my own way back to Winterbourne. There was no direct bus service. I first had to walk over half a mile into the Market Place at Chipping Sodbury, wait for one of the half-hourly buses, get out at Coalpit Heath, walk over 1 mile to Frampton Cotterell, wait another twenty minutes for a No. 26 which went via Winterbourne to Bristol. I think I eventually got home about noon, to be greeted by my grieving but very anxious mother who had used the Thompson’s phone - the only one in the neighbourhood - to first phone to the hospital, then to notify the school, which she had done about 8.30. Even to this day I think that it should have been possible for one of the teachers to have driven me home instead of allowing this wretched crying child to make his own way. I remember the bus conductors trying to comfort me, but I couldn’t admit out loud that Dad was dead.
I believe that the only time that Dad travelled in a car was in the hearse at his own funeral. Unlike several of his family who were buried in the C of E Church at Winterbourne Down, Dad was buried at St. Michaels, Winterbourne, to be followed many years later by Betty.
At that time, cancer was thought to be a shameful disease, only contracted by  the lowest type of person. Dad obviously died of cancer, but Mam firmly and clearly instructed me to say that Dad had died of a tumor in his back passage.
To earn money, Mam had done some cleaning work at a private house about halfway up Winterbourne Hill with a Mr. Cook, who was involved with a fleet of lorries, mainly cattle lorries I remember, and one of their depots was at the Cross Hands at Frampton Cotterell.
Then she got a job doing “domestic” work at Frenchay Hospital, which no longer belonged to the American  Forces, but was part of the National Health Service – I think it was after Dad had died. “Domestic” was another name for a cleaner; all the floors and passageways were of concrete, with some sort of tiles on the floors of the wards. Mam’s work included scrubbing the ward floors on hands and knees.
Colin, nearing the end of his tour of duty was given compassionate leave, and returned home very soon. However he still had a year or so left to serve in the RAF and was posted to Ilminster, Somerset, which is now the Fleet Air Arm museum, I believe; then for the last few months he was posted to Pucklechurch, near Bristol - that RAF Camp is now a Remand Centre.
The Walkers in Manchester lived in a terrace house in Mary Street, Upper Openshaw, near a factory where Atora suet was made, and you could smell it in the air. When they went up to Manchester for Eric’s wedding, Betty and Stephen had never experienced anything similar, Stephen especially never having lived in other than rural surroundings, but the welcome was warm and genuine although words were said about the short time Eric had spent at the Winterbourne home, after such a long absence in the Army. I don’t remember Dad coming to the wedding, but he certainly visited Manchester on one occasion as a photo exists of him in trilby hat, holding a pipe, in between Joan Walker and her mum, with an 8-9 year old me in front at Belle Vue Zoo. It may have been at the time of the marriage.
The wedding reception was in a pub and that may have been one of the reasons why it was unlikely that Dad came. The only things I recall about that time was that Mrs Kathleen (known as Kitty) Walker - there was no Mr. Walker - had a very hairy chin but would insist on kissing me. At the reception, the girls from where Joan worked had clubbed together and bought them a large white china potty, which they had hand painted. In the centre of the bowl was a large open eye, and around the outside were the letters I.C.U.P.; Mam was both put out by the rudeness but also couldn’t contain her amusement, which also embarrassed her.
Eric and Joan soon had Irene, followed by John. After a short while they moved out to the new estate of Wythenshaw, here I remember the main landmark was a pub called the Concrete Mixer, and Betty and Stephen certainly visited them there, but Joan especially was not happy there and they soon moved back to Higher Openshaw, living at different addresses in Ogden Street. Eric, Joan and children did come to Winterbourne on one or two occasions.
Then for a while Eric ran a pub, the Highbank Inn in Ogden Street but that didn’t last very long, he later worked in the Friendship Inn. Then more children came along, baby Joan, baby Eric, and later Ian, unfortunately Eric and Joan had problems and eventually got divorced. Eric did get married again to a lady named Mildred, but we never met, and it is thought that they had no children.
When Colin was posted to Pucklechurch, he lived at home, and quickly renewed old friendships. He rejoined Hambrook Silver Prize Band, which met weekly in the Congregational Chapel, one of his best friends was Ivan Mills, a good trombone player, but who had a cleft lip and soft palate and spoke very badly. Colin bought a motorbike but had many problems with it, mainly because its previous owner had tried to rewire it and had made a mess of that. We shared a double bed, but whilst in the RAF Colin had developed high blood pressure and had to take Pheno-Barbitone – a dangerous drug. One night, his nose began to bleed shortly after we had gone to bed and it continued bleeding until the early hours of the morning; he had to lay with his head hanging over from the bed, with the enamel washing up bowl to catch his blood – there was a piece of rag in the bowl to stop the splashes.
Because she suffered badly from arthritis in both knees contracted as a result of her work at Frenchay Hospital, Betty eventually gave up working there, but needing money, she got a job in the “Sweetheart” drinking straw factory in St. Pauls, Bristol, involving a 30 minutes bus journey each way.
Here she worked on a production line with many other women, and one day she brought home a young lady named Yvonne to be a lodger. Yvonne was quite short but very attractive, and Colin, who I am sure was just about to leave the RAF, soon fell in love with her. Many long and loud rows ensued after a while, with the result that Colin and Yvonne both moved out and lived together in Frampton Cotterell, before getting married shortly afterwards, I think it was here that they had Annette. There was a sort of reconciliation with Mam, but then they moved to Gwithian, Cornwall, in an isolated cottage near the sand dunes on the north coast, and Annette was followed by Trevor and Danny.
Work was very hard to get in Cornwall, and after a short while they moved to Notting Hill, London, to a very decrepit apartment in Ladbroke Grove which was then a badly run down neighbourhood.
Mam and I never visited them in Cornwall, but when we saw them in London, we were appalled at their living conditions.
Some time after Colin and Yvonne left we had another lodger who stayed for several years. He was a young man named Gordon and was a school teacher from Treforest, near Pontypridd, so Mam was able to reminisce about places she knew from her childhood. I was still attending Chipping Sodbury Grammar School, but was very lazy. In the 5th Form I sat the G.C.E. and only managed to pass 2 subjects. Unusually I was not allowed to progress into the 6th form, and in my 2nd year in the 5th form only passed another 2 subjects plus oral French, but failed written French, so I finished up with English Language, English Literature, Geography and History – subjects I have always enjoyed since. Just one of the school teachers at Chipping Sodbury taught both Colin and me - he was “Fishy” Whiting, whose subject was Geography.
My first job was in the Architects’ Department of Bristol Corporation, and I was lucky to get that. Family friends had advised that a job under the Chief Education Officer at The Council House, College Green Bristol would be very suitable for me, so I addressed my letter of application to him, getting a reply from The Establishment Officer (as the Personnel Dept. was then known), and during the interview, I was asked if I specifically wanted to work in the Education Department or would anywhere in Bristol Corporation be acceptable. If I said anywhere, then it might seem I didn’t really care about the Education Dept. to whom I had written, but I took a chance and said I just wanted a job which was lucky as they were looking for a lad in the Architects’ Dept. and I was engaged on a monthly salary, paid on the 22nd of each month, so I was rich for one week, poor for three. I used the bus for the first week after being paid, then cycled until next pay-day.
When it was just Mam and I at home, the Thompsons bought the first television set in the neighbourhood, and used to invite not only Mam and I, but also Mr & Mrs Pitman and Clive round on Saturday nights for an evening’s viewing; it was very crowded but quite memorable – I think Mrs Cowles was no longer in No.3.
Then I was called up for National Service in the Somerset Light Infantry, and after initial training in Taunton, was posted to Plymouth for nearly six months, with the rest of the 2 years spent at Knook Camp, near Warminster, Wilts, where I managed to get home to Winterbourne most weekends, even if it was for only one day. With Mam’s help I had bought a motor bike, a Matchless 350cc, from a fellow squaddie, whose father had raced it on the Isle of Man, so it was really too powerful for me to handle. I had learnt to ride it on the barrrack square at Plymouth, but bought it from him at Warminster. Returning to camp one Sunday night on it, I was involved in an accident at Eastville, Bristol and the bike was a right-off, but apart from bad abrasions, I came off lightly.
My last month in the Army was spent at Millom in Cumberland on a Civil Defence course, and on one of the weekends I was there I managed to get to Manchester to stay with Eric and Joan and was taken to a Manchester City football match.
After the Army, I rejoined Bristol Corporation, but was unable to settle, although Mam helped me to buy a Lambretta Scooter. With the recommendation of Ron Llewellyn a friendly Boys’ Brigade officer from Winterbourne Down, who worked there, I joined Parnalls of Yate, who made domestic appliances, working in their Despatch (transport) office, and remained in road transport (apart from a 10 week interlude) until I retired.
After a few years I changed from Parnalls to their main transport contractors, Fredk. A. Baylis & Co. of Hambrook which was much less far for me to travel. With Baylis I gained a great deal in confidence and also very occasionally had to drive their lorries, including multiple deliveries in London, which has held me in good stead ever since.
Another of Baylis’s main customers was Yate Mills, a company grinding industrial powders, especially industrial talc. One day a new voice was on the telephone from them, and that is how Frances and I met. We had spoken by phone for several weeks when one day, one of our driver failed to turn up and I had to collect a load of bagged red-ochre powder and deliver it to Yate, so Frances’ first sight of me was of a sweating green boiler-suited object covered in red powder.
She was the eldest of three children of the Rev. W.H. (Bill) and Mrs Betty Woodhouse of Yate Vicarage, Yate, near Chipping Sodbury, with Michael and Christopher being her brothers.
I was 27 and Frances 21 when we got engaged.
There was little chance of promotion in the family-run Baylis general haulage business, so I looked around for a job with more prospects, and was engaged by Pickfords the Removers, initially based in Cotham Hill, Bristol.
We were married on 3th September, 1966, at St. Mary’s Church, Yate by her father – so it is possible for a Vicar to marry his own daughter – it was a very posh affair.
Our first home was a ground floor flat, known as a maisonette, in Keynsham, between Bristol and Bath;  at that time we were both working in Bristol, but I had been advised that I would shortly be spending time in the Bath branch.
I gained experience as holiday relief at a number of branches in the South West and in the Midlands; during a stint at RAF Hartlebury, at 1 day’s notice, Pickfords were required to transport all the replacement furniture from Hartlebury for the survivors of the Ronan Point Flats disaster in London, the arrangements for which fell to me.
Promotion came necessitating moving home to Andover, Hampshire and we bought our first house in Hatherden a small village just north of that town. Frances was pregnant at that time, having already miscarried twins. At Christmas we went back to Yate to spend it with Bill and Betty Woodhouse, but immediately afterwards, I had to return on my own to Hatherden. The birth was due in January and Frances was booked into the Cottage Hospital at Yate and indeed was admitted there, but complications set in, and she was rushed about 12 miles by ambulance to Southmead Hospital, where Rachel Elizabeth was born on 28th January 1970.
The journey back to our home in Hatherden with Frances holding the new baby plus my mother was very hazardous. We were in the car allotted to Pickfords Branch which was a Morris Minor. There had been very heavy snow for several days and crossing that part of Salisbury Plain approaching Ludgershall, the snow was nearly as high as a double decker bus. The snow ploughs had gone through a few hours previously so we were driving in a deep canyon of snow, unable to look out of the sides, the back windscreen was completely obscured because the condensation had frozen solid and I could only hope that we neither broke down, or met another car coming towards us. However we arrived safe and sound.
It was at our home in Hatherden that our second daughter Frances Ruth (known as Ruth) was born on 18th September 1971. We were very happy there and adopted a large mongrel dog, Bruno who was half Great Dane and half Labrador, and he became an integral member of the family for many years and was with us for many moves.
I was a successful manager at Pickfords in Andover, creating more profits than many branches in much larger towns, and after 7 years I gained a big promotion to Cardiff, and we moved into a bungalow in Dinas Powys, about 5 miles away.  
We were only at Dinas Powys for a couple of years before another big promotion came, this time I was appointed as General Manager (Scotland), based in Glasgow and we chose another bungalow, this time at Langbank, west of Glasgow.
With hindsight I see that this promotion was beyond my ability, and after only a couple of years, I took a demotion to become manager at Chester, and we moved into our house at 25 Forest Road, Tarporley and were very happy there for many years. However I fell out with my area manager, left Pickfords for a few months, but was welcomed back being offered a choice of several branches to manage, choosing Brighton and Hove. Before we could move there, I was requested to take over running the Liverpool branch and agreed as long as there would be no pressure to move from Tarporley.
Liverpool was the most difficult branch in the whole of Pickfords because of labour problems, but I survived there for five years, overcoming most of them, and turning the branch into a successful one. However it had a bad effect on my health, I had a breakdown and was allowed to retire early, but with Pickfords enhancing my pension by 10 years service.
The many changes of home meant many changes of schools, but it hasn’t seemed to have had any bad effect on the girls’ education as they both went to university - Rachel to Leicester and Ruth to Ulster.
When they had both graduated, 25 Forest Road was too big for the two of us and so we built a new house in our garden and moved into 25A in September 1992. Bruno had died when we lived in No. 25 to be quickly replaced by Duffy who was equally well loved, both are sadly missed.
Since then I have made a name for myself in the world of Orchids, accumulating a National Collection, publishing many articles and lecturing widely, including at the R.H.S., in Vancouver, New Zealand, Cuba, Germany as well as to most Orchid Societies in UK.
It had been easy to visit Mam at least once a week while we were still at Keynsham, and occasionally we collected her and brought her to our flat for a meal – there was no easy public transport between Winterbourne and Keynsham.
Obviously when we moved to Hatherden, our visits to her and to the Woodhouses became less frequent, and although she was getting older, she became very close to Harry Pullin, a man of her own age, originally from Hambrook, but who had moved to Winterbourne.
Mam, suffering quite badly from arthritis, then moved from the draughty basic facilities of Manor Cottages, with no central heating, to a bungalow in a small sheltered housing development at Watleys End at the other end of Winterbourne, but her health began to slowly deteriorate.
She was taken into Frenchay Hospital about the time Ruth was born in our home at Hatherden, with Frances’ mother Betty helping at the birth.
When we took Betty Woodhouse back to Yate, we obviously called in to see Betty Manning in Frenchay Hospital, but she was very frail, and it was with trepidation that we put our tiny new baby girl into her shaky arms for a short while, but it gave her tremendous delight. We had to return to Hatherden that night.
A few month later on 1st April 1972, she died of a cerebral haemorrhage, still in Frenchay Hospital; she was buried at St. Michael’s, Winterbourne, joining Dan after all those years, in their mutual grave.

		*		*		*
In retrospect, it is amazing how much effect World War Two has had on the Manning family. Eric would never have been called up, so would never have met a Mancunian or married one, probably staying in the Bristol area. There would have been no shortage of fuel, so no Bevin Boys, so no need for Colin to have joined the RAF. Without his nine years away he probably would have met a local girl sooner than he met Yvonne. Tony Marino would never have been drafted, so Maisie and Tony would never have met. A minor aspect is that there would have been no need for National Service, so I would not have wasted two years of my early adult life in the Somerset Light Infantry, where both my life and my outlook on life was coarsened a great deal and all I really learned was to how to curse and how to avoid work – it took me several years to unlearn the things the Army taught me. Without the war we all might be a much closer family than we now are. But who is to say that it would have all worked out better? There seems to be a family trait to either to row with one another or to ignore each other as there clearly exists a lack of interest in the doings of its various branches but I am probably more guilty of this than any other.
Perhaps this reminiscence may do just a little to undo this.

*			*			*			*


