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The Daleks in London
        
 me and mum
                  TOTP with Jimmy Saville

We all talk about our birth, how much we weighed, how the labour was, what the midwife looked like.  Really, none of us have got a clue what it was like! The midwife may have been an alien, you may have weighed a few more pounds than was recorded, due to balancing on one foot and leaning against the wall.

To help me write this story of growing up in the 60’s, 70’s & 80’s, I had my Dad’s diaries which he has kept every day since I was born and at the time of writing this I was in my 40th year. In his diary for 4th May 1964 he wrote “Alister James Baldwin our third son was born at 69 Southwood Drive, Bristol at 2.38 a.m. He weighed 9lbs. I was present, so was Dr. Gambier. I didn’t go to work today.” (Cheers Dad!) I also believe that the midwife, Nurse Ngugi was there as well. She is mentioned on the 3rd May “Mavis (Mum) started labour pains in the evening and I phoned for the midwife. Nurse Ngugi arrived, she’s from Kenya” Bloody hell! Kenya’s a long way to come to deliver a baby.  

So here I was the 3rd son, who were the other sons? Were there any daughters? Son number one was Charles (Charlie) who was 8 years old. Son number two was David (Dave) who was 7 years old and the only daughter was Fiona, who was 5 years old. Some people might think that I was what’s commonly known as a mistake. I think it was quite a sickly house I’d come into, Dave was just getting over Meningitis, Charlie was recovering from bronchitis and Dad and Fiona had mumps. Was it 1864 I was born?

On the 10th March 1964, just a couple of months before I was born, Her Majesty the Queen had her 3rd son Edward, who was also significantly younger than his two brothers and one sister. Spooky!! I wonder if nurse Ngugi came over from Kenya for that birth. [I always tell the story of when I played rugby against Prince Edward, which isn’t strictly true, because I was only watching. I went to school at Inverness Royal Academy (I.R.A), at the same time Prince Eddie was at Gordonstoun. We played them, but it was the year after I left school. Edward played on the wing; the two centres were his minders. I don’t think rugby was the top priority that day, punching or kicking Edward was top of the agenda.]
So now I had to work out who everyone else in my life was. My Dad was called Richard and he was a Civil Engineer, not that I knew what that was. Richard is a name that has been passed on through the Baldwin Family. My Grandad was called Cliff Richard Baldwin; his father was called Richard Baldwin. My eldest brother Charles (Charlie, only Mum & Dad called him Charles) had the middle name Richard. 

On the 8th May, Grandad (Cliff Richard), Barbara and Vernon came to visit me. How many people can say that they had Cliff Richard come and visit them when they were only four days old? Now this gets a little confusing. Barbara was married to Grandad but she was known to me as Auntie Barbara, because my Nanna (Kathleen) was not married to Grandad anymore, she was married to Ken Crawshaw. Vernon was Grandad and Barbara’s son and he was 15 years old, he had an elder brother called Julian, who was 20 years old and worked for the BBC. When Julian came to visit us on the 4th June he was showing off his new ‘Mini Cooper’ car which he’d bought that day.  Dad had another brother called Stuart, who was Cliff and Kathleen’s son like my Dad.  Dad also had two sisters Cherry and Susan who were Kathleen and Ken’s daughters.  I won’t confuse you with Mum’s side of the family, just yet.

When I was 6 months old I got my first tooth, which must’ve hurt because I cried and cried like a baby, hang on I was a baby!  It was about this time that it was decided that I was old enough to go into the big boy’s cot, which was good news because I was piling on the pounds. By the end of 1964 I weighed 20lb 11oz, no wonder I was known as the “Fat boy of Coombe Dingle”.  Coombe Dingle was where we lived; it was in Shirehampton, which was in Bristol. Grandad also lived in Bristol, in a place called ‘Fishponds’. I assumed that it wasn’t a real fishpond! 

On November 19th it was Julian’s 21st Birthday. Dad bought him a small vice (just what any 21 year old dreams of getting).  I bet he had a few other bigger vices that he wasn’t telling anyone about!

1964 was quite a significant year for Civil Engineering. Dad’s swing bridge in Cumberland Basin (Bristol Docks) was opened to traffic on Monday 30th November, which just so happened to be Sir Winston Churchill’s 90th birthday (I think he must’ve been some old bloke my Dad knew, because he remembered his birthday, he didn’t mention going to his party though). I’ve no idea why they would want to build a bridge in a basin that didn’t even have any taps. On the 8th December it was the centenary of the opening of the Clifton Suspension Bridge.  Now that’s a proper bridge! My Dad must’ve been working on that bridge and telling my Mum he was working in the basin. On the 4th September, HM the Queen opened the new Forth Road Bridge, I think it’s in Scotland, but I’m still assuming my Dad built it and the other three (get it? Fourth). 

I don’t think my Mum’s family lived in Bristol, because they didn’t seem to pop in all the time. On the 29th September, Mum and Dad had a postcard of ’Melbourne at night’ from Dolly, which prompted them to argue about emigrating to Australia. When I found out where Australia was, I put my foot down and demanded to be brought up as a “Whinging POM”. It looks like I got my own way, because I don’t ever remember living in Australia. It seems that a lot of my Aunts and Uncles did live in Australia though. Auntie Dolly, Uncle Phil, Uncle Ivor and Uncle Jackie (who set sail on 1st October) all lived Down Under. My Uncle Len, my Mum’s twin brother lived in Rhodesia, which was also nowhere near Bristol. The one Aunt I do remember visiting was Auntie Vi. She and my Uncle Doug had also lived in Australia, but had come home by the time I was born. On the 28th July, Vi and Mam (My Mum’s mum) arrived unexpectedly to stay with us for a few days. I hoped they didn’t expect me to sleep on the couch!

1964 Facts & Figures

Feb 8th 
- Beatlemania grips US as the Fab Four fly in.

Feb 25t – Cassius Clay defeats the apparently invincible Sonny Liston, to take the Heavyweight 
Championship of the World.

April 12th – Ian Smith is elected Rhodesia’s PM.

April 21st - BBC2 goes on air, the first programme is Playschool.

Oct 16th - Labour wins the General Election and Harold Wilson is the new PM.

Oct 
- The Olympic Games are held in Tokyo, Lynn Davies (Man) wins the Gold Medal for GB in
 the Long Jump.

Births

March 10th – Prince Edward is born.

May 4th – Alister James Baldwin is born.

Deaths

May 28th – Jawaharlal Nehru, the PM of India since independence in 1947, died aged 74.

June 9th - Lord Beaverbrook, Newspaper Tycoon, died aged 85.

Aug 12th – Ian Fleming, creator of James Bond, died aged 56.

Sept 28th– Harpo, the silent Marx brother, died aged 70.
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      The Rolling Stones



Henry Mancini
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Call my Bluff

Thunderbirds

Tony Bennett
         Cliff Richard
When Mum and Dad couldn’t get me to sleep they sang nursery rhymes to me. Now I may have only been a baby, but I could still tell when something was complete tosh. 

 “Baa Baa Black Sheep, have you any wool?”  What does this little boy who lives down the lane want with all this wool? I’ve got two brothers and never once had I seen them with any wool. You have visions of knocking on this boy’s front door and when he opens it a mass of black wool knocks you off your feet.“

Rock a bye baby on the tree top, when the wind blows the cradle will rock” Now how irresponsible is that, I blame the parents. That baby could be seriously injured; it should never be up there in the first place. 

“The Grand Old Duke of York, he had ten thousand men, he marched them up to the top of the hill (why) and he marched them down again (why). When they were up, they were up (obviously) and when they were down they were down (you don’t say) and when they were only halfway up they were neither up nor down.” Now ten thousand men is a lot of men to be on one hill at the same time. Half of them probably thought “Sod this for a game of Soldiers, who’s gonna know if we’ve been up or down.” 

David found his hamster dead in a jam jar on 6th February. I think some holes in the lid would’ve been a good idea! A week later, Charlie’s hamster also died (cause of death not specified).  I don’t think I’ll ask for a hamster for my birthday, I want something that’s going to last.

On 24th January my dad’s mate Winston Churchill died (not in a jam jar); it must have been some birthday party he had last month. The day before it was Uncle Vernon’s 16th birthday, I went over to ‘The Fishpond’ with Mum, Dad and Fiona. Grandad and Auntie Barbara had got a new couch and I decided to christen it. Sorry Grandad it must’ve been a dodgy pint (milk!) or the shock of seeing those poor dead hamsters.  

Some bloke called Stanley Matthews played 1st Division football for Stoke City at the age of 50. I overheard Charlie and Dave discussing this.

Charlie – “Dave, do you think you’ll be playing 1st Division football when you’re 50.”

Dave – “Well no, the smoking and drinking will probably stop me.”

Charlie – “No Dave, it won’t be the smoking and drinking, it’ll be the crapness”

I’d already mentioned that I’d been born into a very sickly family, but at least these ailments would clear up and you’d move onto to next one on the list. However, 1965 saw one of our family develop an illness that wasn’t going to go away. Charlie had been ill for a while and on the 17th April Dr. Silvey diagnosed that he had diabetes, everyone was really concerned. The next day was Easter Sunday and Uncle Stuart and Auntie Shirley came to visit with my little cousins Bryony and Claire. Diabetes basically means that you can’t control your blood sugar level. Charlie had to start insulin injections everyday for the rest of his life. He was in hospital for about a month.

I think I was a neglected child. On March 13th I soaked myself with paraffin when I upset a can on the kitchen floor. On April 29th I squashed my finger. I learned to walk on the 2nd June and then one week later I escaped from the garden and hid under Mr. Propert’s Mini-minor in the street. On the 21st June I picked up a dead slug in the back garden and put it in my mouth. Then on the June 27th we all went to the seaside and I was allowed to run around naked until I was as red as a lobster. On July 24th I cut my eye after running into the swing while Fiona was on it. I also fell down the stairs for good measure. Someone should’ve called Social Services.

On July 10th I went on my first holiday. We had to get up at 4.30am and left at 5.40am. Dad had to drive 195 miles to our holiday caravan at The Beachside Holiday Caravan Park, in Hayle, Cornwall. We all had a dip in the sea and played on the beach. By the end of the first day, Dad was feeling giddy. Typically for a British holiday it rained all day on days 2, 3 & 4. On day 5 the sun came out, Hooray! We all went to Hayle beach and then we went to Land’s End, which I assumed got its name due to the fact that it’s the end of any land. There’s was a sign to some bloke’s house, called John O’Groats, but he lived a long, long way away. I didn’t think we’d go and visit him but I heard some people discussing walking there, so it couldn’t be that far away after all. On another day we went to a castle on a hill, which looked to be out at sea, it was called St. Michael’s Mount. It was quite a slog to the top, but being a baby I got a carry. Wasn’t it great being a baby? On the second week of our holiday we went to Falmouth.  Grandad, Auntie Barbara and Vernon joined us on our second holiday.

On August 5th we got a tabby kitten and we called him George. I expected to be lumbered looking after him.

Mum and dad would quite often take me, in my pram, to a place called Blaise Castle Woods. There’s a place in the woods called “Three Bears’ Cottage”. Now I was led to believe that this was in a fairytale and some blonde haired girl kept sleeping in the bears’ beds and nicking their porridge. I think these bears were getting paranoid about it all. One day we were going past and we heard raised voices. Daddy Bear “Who’s been eating my porridge?”, Baby Bear “Who’s been eating my porridge?”, Mummy Bear “For Christ’s sake how many times? I haven’t made the bloody porridge yet”.

On the 5th November we had our own fireworks display in the garden; it was great, despite not being allowed to light the fireworks myself. On the same day Mum and Dad had a chat with Charlie & Dave about SEX!! Not that I knew what that was; mind you neither did my brothers by the sound of it. David explained that a man puts his Rothman King-sized into the woman’s Golden Virginia.  How did he ever end up with five kids?

In November Dad finished working in the Basin. I was quite pleased, as we we’re all getting fed up with the boring stories of this swinging bridge. I’m sure he’d spent the last 6 month’s mucking about with that bridge, just swinging it for the hell of it.

On November 29th George caught a big rat and brought it home to eat!  TOP CAT…

Dad seemed to write a lot of letters to friends and family, had he never heard of e-mail? Oh no, sorry this was 1965. Mind you I think Grandad was ahead of the game. We went over to ‘The Fishpond’ on November 21st and Grandad, Julian and Vernon were using their new teleprinter to pick up broadcast messages. Also my Uncle Stuart had just started working for a small computer company, IBM, you probably haven’t heard of them. On December 2nd he sold his first computer. It was so big they needed a lorry to deliver it.

On Christmas Eve I was sick with excitement. I stayed up all night to see Father Christmas, but he never turned up. I think I must have nodded off or been waiting under the wrong chimney, as when we went into the Living Room in the morning, he had delivered a stack of presents. Never mind I’ll get him next year.

1965 Facts & Figures

Mar 31st. - President Johnson sends 3500 U.S. Marines into Vietnam.

June 3rd. - Major Edward White became the 1st American to walk in Space.

Oct 28th – Ian Brady and Myra Hindley were charged with the ‘Moors Murders’.

Oct 7th - The 620ft Post Office Tower, the tallest building in Britain was opened by the PM.

Oct 26th – The Beatles receive their MBEs from the Queen.

Deaths

Jan 24th – Sir Winston Leonard Spencer Churchill, died aged 90.

Jan 4th 
- T.S. Eliot, Poet, died aged 76.

Feb 23rd – Stan Laurel, half of Comedy duo “Laurel & Hardy”, died aged 74.

Dec 16th – Somerset Maugham, Author, died aged 91.

Dec 22nd – Richard Dimbleby, Broadcaster, died aged 52.
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      The Magic Roundabout 
          The man from UNCLE  

        Tony Hancock
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“The Good, the Bad & the Ugly”             “They think it’s all over…
     
          … it is now.”

 “They think it’s all over, it is now”. England won the Football World Cup for the first time, on home soil and all Dad could put in his diary for July 30th was “England won the World Cup by beating West Germany 4 –2, Fiona went to tea at Anne James’s. “ Sod Anne James, lovely girl I’m sure, but what about Geoff Hurst, Bobby Moore, Jules Rimet, dodgy Russian Linesman. I had waited all my life to see England win the World Cup. It had been a long wait (2 years) but worth it in the end. Let’s hope I didn’t have to wait as long for the 2nd victory.

On January 23rd it was Vernon’s 17th Birthday and he wasted no time in having his first driving lesson, he went out in Grandad’s car. He must’ve done OK though, as Grandad wasn’t ringing the Insurance Company when he got back. Mind you I did hear Grandad say to Vernon that he would let him sit in the driver’s seat, in his next lesson. When we sat down for Vernon’s birthday tea, Julian was quite excited about tales he had been told by his BBC chief, of Poltergeists and extra-sensory perception. Julian was frightening me with his stories; I could only just about handle ‘Little Red Riding Hood’.

On 23rd May, Mum and I tried to rescue a bird from the clutches of George the Cat. Then on September 30th Charles’s nine baby mice were orphaned when George got their mother. Charlie needed to get some ‘Harder’ Pets

I went missing on September 26th with my mate Adrian McNab, we were found down the hill. I said we were going to buy some sweets at the shop, like I’d got any money! It was so unfair; parents in those days didn’t give you any freedom. I mean I was 2 years old now, not some baby who wore nappies (not even at night).

Dad bought a new car on February 15th. It was called a Morris Oxford and had a number on the front - 762 UHW. We’d got rid of the Morris Minor Traveller - RYM 376.  I was quite pleased as the new car was much bigger and I didn’t have to be shoved in the boot like in the Morris Minor.  Dad took us all over to ‘The Fishpond’ in the new car. Everything was fine except for the door next to Fiona flying open; we did pick her up on the way home though!

Diary; February 23rd “Alister calls Fiona ‘Gongie’ – he can’t say Fiona.” I could say Fiona but   “Gongie” suited her. On March 5th Gongie, I mean Fiona, had a birthday party to celebrate her 7th birthday. She had 14 friends to the party but no booze to be seen. I helped myself to jelly and loads of other goodies while all the girlies played silly games like ‘Pass the Parcel’. They knew it was going to end in tears, arguing about who had the parcel when the music stopped.  It was only a packet of sweets and everyone ended up getting a packet to stop them whinging. The ‘Pin the tail on the Donkey’ was a much better game though.  When it was my turn I stuck the sharp pin into my sister’s bum. Boy did she scream!! Mind you she beat me up later.

On Wednesday March 9th my Auntie Susan (see Nanna & Ken Crawshaw, 1964) had a baby and called him Andrew Mark Turner. He weighed over 10lbs – Fat Boy or what!
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                                                                        me aged 2 Years


Mum had taken up acting and she kept nipping off for rehearsals at the Folk House. On 1st April she finally got to act for real, in front of an audience. She was in The Folk House Players production of ‘Pride & Prejudice’. The following night Dad went with Grandad and Auntie Barbara to see Mum in her play and Dad went to the after show party. I thought we’d be moving to Hollywood and they’d make a documentary about our family to be shown on TV.

My mother was from Wales (How many times had they won the World Cup? None, I think you’ll find). On March 12th we took Mam (my Nan) to stay with Uncle Frank and Auntie Sally, and in the evening we visited Roger and Jean with their children Stuart (3) and Alison, then we visited Lois and Dai, Ivor the Engine, Dylan Thomas, Shirley Bassey, Gareth Edwards and Max Boyce! 

I was in need of help! I’d been born into a family of train spotters. On May 14th Dad took me to watch trains at Sea Mills station, meanwhile Charlie and Dave had gone to Temple Meads station to do a bit of train spotting. I couldn’t see what all the fuss was about, you’d seen one train you’d seen them all. It’s not like “The Orient Express” or “The Flying Scotsman” was accidentally going to go through Sea Mills station. Well at least I get to wear a trendy Anorak.

On June 17th Mum started to teach me how to read. She copied instructions from ‘Teach your baby to read’ by Glenn Doman. What did he know about teaching babies to read? I’d learn when I was good and ready, I didn’t want to be one of those swatty kids, who knew it all by the time they were 5 years old and wanted to be a doctor or lawyer when they grew up. I’d got realistic aspirations of what I wanted to be when I grew up, like an astronaut or a professional footballer. ABC, DOG, CAT, MUM, DAD, GEOFF HURST! There you go! I could read. 

On 28th May we went on holiday to Wales. Dad hitched Grandad’s caravan to our car, I hope he knew what he was doing.  On the first night we set up camp right alongside the Talyllyn Railway at Rhydyronen (more train spotting). The next day was hot and sunny, so in typical British fashion we went to the beach, no sun cream = sunburn!!  When would Mum and Dad ever learn? On the second day Grandad, Auntie Barbara and Vernon joined us. They always seemed to gatecrash our holidays. On one day we went to the funfair and I had a ride on the dodgems. People kept saying to me “Who do you think you are? Stirling Moss?” Later in the holiday we went on a train on the Festiniog Railway, which went up the mountain. This was better than the trains you saw at Sea Mills station. By this stage of the holiday, normal British summer weather had taken over, wind, rain and cold. So much so that my wimpy brothers abandoned their tent and came and slept in the caravan. 

1966 Facts & Figures

Mar 20th - The World Cup went missing but was found a week later by “Pickles” the dog.

June 29th - Barclays introduced the Barclaycard, the first British credit card.

May 6th – Ian Brady and Myra Hindley sentenced to Life for the ‘Moors Murders’.

July 30th - England won the World Cup Final 4 – 2 against West Germany, at Wembley.

Oct 27th – A landslide in Aberfan killed 116 children and 28 Adults, when the school was buried.

Deaths

Jan 11th – Lal Shastri, India’s Prime Minister died aged 61.

Feb 1st – Buster Keaton, Comic, died aged 70.

Oct 18th – Elizabeth Arden, French cosmetics expert, died aged 81.

Dec 16th – Walt Disney, Film Animator, died aged 65.

Sept 25th – William George “Billy” Smart, Circus owner, died aged 73.
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 The Graduate

       KerPlunk
          Me and David the Scout
      Trumpton


I think my brother Charlie was losing the plot. On the 8th January, in the freezing cold, he climbed up our Silver Birch tree in order to write his homework essay on ‘A View’. What exactly did he expect to see by climbing this tree, Mount Everest, Niagara Falls, The Eiffel Tower, The Grand Canyon or The Hanging Gardens of Babylon? All he could see was the back of our house (looked a lot different 10ft up a tree though) and George the Cat eating next door’s Guinea Pig, not really, but it makes a better story. Mind you George did eat a Jerd (desert rat) that Charlie brought home for the Christmas Holiday. I’d loved to have seen how he explained that one when he returned to school.

The following day our TV broke down, right in the middle of ’Trumpton’, my favourite programme. It was no great loss, as we only had 2 channels and they were both in Black & White. I couldn’t wait for the day when you’d have to pay nearly £50 a month for about 200 channels, of which you spend 90% of the time watching 5 of these channels, which were free anyway. Let’s all sit round the fire toasting marshmallows listening to the Wireless. In this year though the BBC started broadcasting in colour. The first programme I saw was ‘Rupert the Bear’. I was glad to see that he’d got rid of those grey check trousers and gone for a trendy yellow check instead.

January 17th 1967 was a major step into toddler-hood. Dad had changed all the beds around and it was goodbye cot, hello Bunk Beds. I was quite pleased when Dave bagsied the top bunk, as I didn’t want to look like a baby by showing I was scared of heights. Dad dismantled the cot and put it away for my baby brother or sister, not likely, especially after the 1st February when the Corporation Children’s Department collected my pram.

Also on 1st February Dad started a new job with Freeman Fox & Partners.  He’s was working in a place called Twyning, which must’ve been a long way away, as he kept staying in a caravan. I don’t think this job paid as well as his previous one, as a few days later he sent Charlie and Dave off hunting in the woods with bows & arrows, with the Harney boys (they sound well hard), quite what they expected to catch with arrows which had suckers on the end, the mind boggles.

1967 was the year I started school, well nursery to be precise. On April 25th I spent my first morning at Sea Mills Nursery School. I wasn’t really that keen but couldn’t tell Mum and Dad.  Mum even came and watched me some days. However after the summer holidays it was a different story. I couldn’t hide my true feelings any longer and refused to go to nursery. They tried everything to get me to go, but I was having none of it, until they hit on the great idea of having my brother Dave sit in the class with me. “OK you win, I’ll go to the flaming nursery; just don’t pull the embarrassing big brother stunt again”. It wasn’t too bad really; we did a few paintings with sponges and potatoes, as they obviously couldn’t afford brushes. We played with Plasticine and the teacher read us a few stories. We also sang songs; most of which were alright, but some were a bit stupid, one in particular where this girl Liza had the patience of a saint.  

Henry – “There’s a hole in my bucket dear Liza, dear Liza, there’s a hole in my bucket dear Liza, there’s a hole” Liza’s reply should be – “I heard you the first time, dear Henry, dear Henry, buy a new one dear Henry, dear Henry buy a new one” – End of Story, Jackanory!

But the song doesn’t go like that, it goes like this: -

Liza – Fix it Dear Henry, Henry – With What, Liza – Straw, Henry – Straw’s too long, Liza – Cut it, Henry – With What, Liza – Axe, Henry – Axe is too blunt, Liza – Sharpen it, Henry – With what, Liza – Stone, Henry – Stone is too dry, Liza – Wet it, Henry - “There’s a hole in my bucket dear Liza, dear Liza, there’s a hole in my bucket dear Liza, there’s a hole”

In the 1960s we didn’t have the MMR vaccination; in fact we had the complete opposite, where parents were encouraged to make their children catch measles and mumps to get it out of the way. So if a kid in the neighbourhood was fortunate enough to catch one of these diseases, word would spread like ‘Measles’. Invites would go out to come round and touch the infected child. It was no surprise then, that I caught measles on June 27th. I reckon I caught it at that flaming nursery. I’m sure it was that kid who had a face like a Pepperoni Pizza. It wasn’t just children that this government seemed to neglect.  I saw on the news (colour TV) that lots of animals had contracted something called ‘Foot & Mouth’ and they had to burn them to death. I hoped they didn’t adopt the same drastic measures for kids with measles, or at least waited until mine had cleared up.

My sister Fiona seemed to be the clever one in the family. On June 23rd she heard that she had passed her Grade I exam of the Royal Academy of Dancing. Then on the 17th July she brought home an excellent school report, whereas the following day David had a poor school report and he didn’t manage to tread water long enough to get his bronze certificate. Fiona could’ve probably walked on water she was that clever! On September 12th, David started at Lawrence Weston School; Charles started there for his second year. It was hoped that he would get better results at this school, new start/clean slate and all that. Wrong, three days in and his teacher punished him with extra work – an essay on good behaviour.

I’d reached that age where I was just deliberately naughty. On the 15th December I flooded the bathroom by overflowing the washbasin until it came through the kitchen ceiling. Just for the hell of it.  

I was famous, well sort of. Dad had some Christmas cards made from a photo of Penelope Bonner (daughter of Dad’s best friend Barry), a donkey and me. Would you believe, 30 seconds after writing the above sentence I found one of these cards (please see below).

[image: image25.jpg]Feneiepe Borner and Alisler

o /’//"f 4

26-/1 €7

Hoppy Clmitons

Nanna

with love ﬁvm
S Uidhart | Mavn,
é‘Aﬂ/‘/{J} Dﬂw‘ﬂl [Fwona
and Alsler:

1967



[image: image26.jpg]








1967 Facts & Figures

Jan 4th
- Donald Campbell was killed trying to break the world water speed record in “Bluebird”.

March 19th - Oil tanker Torrey Canyon runs aground off Lands End and spills its oil cargo.

April 8th - Foinavon wins the Grand National at 100/1 after a pile-up at the 23rd fence.

June 5th - June 10th - Israel is triumphant in six-day war against Arabs.

Sept. 20th - The Queen launches the QE2 at Clydebank.

Dec 3rd 
– The first human heart transplant is successfully carried out in Capetown, led by

 Christian Barnard. 

Deaths

June 10th – Spencer Tracy, U.S. Actor died aged 67.

July 8th – Vivien Leigh, British Actress, died of Tuberculosis, aged 53.

Aug. 27th – Brian Epstein, the founder of The Beatles, died of an overdose.

Oct. 8th – Clement Atlee, Prime Minister 1945 –51, died aged 84.

Oct. 9th – Ernesto “Che” Guevara, Argentine-born Cuban revolutionary, killed in Bolivian Jungle, 
aged 39.
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     Basil Brush
         Chitty Chitty Bang Bang   
 Simon & Garfunkel   
 Dad’s Army
We were finally getting to a year that I actually remembered. The previous years had been straight from the diaries, completely erased from my memory. Why was that? The first 3 or 4 years of our life are a blank. Why do we bother to learn how to read and write, how to walk, how to talk, how to go to the toilet, if we’re not going to remember it. Come to think of it I don’t remember 1968 having read the diary. I definitely remember 1972! Despite this long-term memory loss, my short-term memory was very good. Dad had written in his diary for 21st January, “Alister was very alert during a family game of Memory Game. He paired off most of the cards”. I’d be playing Poker by the time I was 5 and ‘Strip Poker’ by the time I was 16.

My brothers seemed to go to watch football matches quite often. They didn’t seem to mind if it was Bristol City or Bristol Rovers, they just supported whichever team was winning at the time. So they couldn’t lose on January 27th when City played Rovers in the 3rd Round of the FA Cup. It was fitting that the game ended in a 0 – 0 draw. City did win the replay a few days later. “Its all right boys I didn’t want to go to the football with you, thanks for asking though”. I don’t think I’d ever be interested in football, what do you think? There was one person in the family who must be interested in football though. On May 29th Dad wrote, “Manchester United won the European Cup. I phoned Mother”. I never realised Nanna cared so much.  

Julian brought his Swedish girlfriend Elisabet Jonsson to visit us on July 13th (I wondered if she’d got a sister called Ulrika!). Then on the 30th July they became engaged while in Switzerland. On 1st September they came to tea and brought Dad a Carl Larsson print and 12 colour slides they bought in Venice. Every time Julian and Elisabet come to visit they seem to have just come back from some foreign destination. I wanted a job like Julian when I got older.

On June 22nd we went on holiday to Butlins, Minehead and as usual it was pouring with rain. On the second day we saw this hilarious comedian (Not!), called Tommy Trinder, at the Gaiety Theatre. We visited Minehead one day and were served horrible coffee at the harbour; it was probably the salt water. In the evening Mum and Dad went to a Chinese restaurant and when they got back Charlie was in a coma, I just thought he was having a long sleep. What did I know? I was only a little kid. The following day Charlie was feeling a lot better, but Dave felt sick. So we left him behind when we went to see ‘Dr. Doolittle’ at the cinema. We also went swimming, I didn’t want to go in to start with (I’m such a brat!), but after a while I loved it. Charlie entered a junior swimming Gala, but Fiona couldn’t even swim, until she went on this holiday. Yes! The girl, who was brilliant at everything, couldn’t even swim at 9 Years old, well she could now. At the end of the holiday it was my turn to feel sick, what was it with our family?

[image: image32.png]


[image: image33.png]Y



               me at the seaside.

                     Jenny

For Charlie’s 13th birthday he got a Springer Spaniel puppy called Jenny. This was a bit of a disaster waiting to happen!  I mean Charlie’s track record with pets was not that great? There was the Jerd Rat that he brought home from school, which George the cat ate, along with some mice another time.  I suppose, at least the dog would be difficult to eat. If Charlie got bored of the dog, I could claim it without having to use up a birthday present. How long would it take before he got fed up clearing up the dog mess in the garden? It turned out that this dog was a bit mad, who would eat anything for a laugh. On Sunday July 7th we went out for the day to the Brecon Beacons. Jenny was sick after eating sheep droppings and a worm. Later at home she ate a slug. George, you’d better watch out, I think George had just slipped one place in the food chain. You could see where the name ‘Springer Spaniel’ came from. If Jenny was in a field of long grass, she’d keep appearing then disappearing. She was like Zebadee off ‘The Magic Roundabout’ (one of the most famous kid’s programmes in the 60’s).

My cousin David Cann (Auntie Vi & Uncle Doug’s son) came to visit us on the 10th April, with his girlfriend Peggy. David was a soldier in the U.S. Army, who was waiting to be posted to Vietnam. I imagined that would cost a lot of money, especially since the G.P.O. had started 1st and 2nd Class mail for 5d and 4d (old money). Why someone from America wanted to go to Vietnam was beyond me. Apparently it’s to help out against some baddies. I’m sure it wouldn’t last long, well not long enough to be able to make endless movies about it over the next 30 years. Anyway it was quite cool having an American soldier for a cousin.
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We were looking to move house, but still in Bristol, still in Shirehampton in fact. I’m not sure how I felt about this, as I was born at 69 Southwood Drive and it didn’t seem right that someone else should live there.  I suppose we needed more room and hopefully if we moved I would get a massive bedroom to myself. In January, we were interested in 93B Station Road, but for one reason or another we didn’t move there. Then Mum and Dad spotted the house of their dreams, No. 56 Station Road, Shirehampton. It cost a massive £5,950! Surely house prices would never be this expensive again. 69 Southwood Drive was in the newspaper, for sale for £3,950. After months of waiting we finally moved into 56 Station Road on Friday 8th November.

                              

1968 Facts & Figures

March 31st - President Lyndon Johnson announces live on TV that he is not going to run for

 President again.

March 
- Tony Jacklin won the US Open, the first English Golfer to win a US Major for 20 years.

May 29th – Manchester United win the European Cup, beating Benfica 4-1 AET.

October - The Olympic Games are held in Mexico.  Bob Beamon sets World Record in the Long
 Jump. 8.90m.

Nov 6th - Richard Nixon was elected President of the United States.

Dec 27th – After a six-day flight that included ten orbits of the Moon, the Apollo 8 spacecraft
 splashed down in the Pacific. 

Deaths

March 27th – Yuri Gagarin, the first man in space, killed in plane crash, died aged 34.

April 4th – Dr Martin Luther King, Civil Rights Leader, shot dead in Memphis, died aged 39.

June 6th – Senator Robert Kennedy, shot dead in LA, died aged 42.

June 24th – Tony Hancock, British comedian, committed suicide, died aged 44.

Nov. 28th – Enid Blyton, British author, died aged 71.
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               “Space the Final Frontier” - Star Trek.
               Man on the Moon.            Silly String

This was the year for outer space, what with a Man on the Moon and the end of The Original Series (TOS) of Star Trek. …. “Space: the final frontier. These are the voyages of the Starship Enterprise. “Its five-year mission to explore new worlds, to seek out new life and new civilisations – to boldly go where no man has been before.” So what did they find? Basically, humans on every planet, with varying degrees of bumpy foreheads and pointed ears. 

As for the real thing, Apollo 11 launched to the moon on 16th July and on the 20th July “The Eagle had landed”. Dad got us all up in the middle of the night to see Neil Armstrong become the first man to walk on the moon and declare “That’s one small step for a man, one giant leap for mankind.” He was joined by Buzz Light-year (sorry, I mean Aldrin), who became the second man to walk on the Moon. Not quite the same is it? I bet Armstrong used to ring him in the middle of the night and say “I was first.” What I wanted to know was how come one minute we didn’t even have colour TV and only 2 channels, and then all of a sudden we could see live pictures of someone on the Moon. If you looked carefully at the pictures I’m sure there’s a man with a bumpy forehead in the background and the HOLLYWOOD sign in the distance.

On the 7th March it was Fiona’s 10th birthday and she had a party at home. Unfortunately Jenny had other ideas about the sausage rolls and demolished 20 of them that were intended for the party. I did laugh!  Later I phoned the “Guinness Book of Records” to see if that was the most sausage rolls eaten by a dog before a birthday party, surprisingly they didn’t have that category. At my 5th birthday party on Sunday 4th May, I proved that at the age of 5, I had become a bit of a ‘Babe Magnet’, as shown in the pictures below. This was despite wearing dodgy red slacks with brown sandals and a basin haircut. In the first picture the girl in the white cardigan is trying to pretend that she is not bothered that I’ve got two other girls eating out of the palm of my hand. However by the second picture she has made her move and we are walking hand in hand and looked every inch the happy couple. Saying that, I think I’d wet myself, with all the excitement.
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We’d bought some new kitchen units and I got the old kitchen cupboard put into my bedroom. Most kids of my age get toys, I get kitchen utensils! They could’ve at least emptied the cupboard first. I wonder if I’ll get the old sink when the new one is delivered, like I’d got a massive bedroom. They might as well have given me a toilet and put some bars on my bedroom door.

April 16th 1969 was a memorable day, as that was the day I started Big School. I’d like to say that I took to it like ‘a duck to water’, but it was more like ‘a lead weight to water’. After an almighty struggle between me, my parents and the teacher I stayed in the classroom. However I didn’t take my coat off for the whole day. I think I finally took my coat off when I was 8 years old.

At the end of June, Dad went to Stockholm in Sweden, for Julian and Elisabet’s wedding. We didn’t go, probably because we were hard work to take out for the day, never mind travelling across England, a boat to Gothenburg, a train to Stockholm, all stay at Arne Jonsson’s mother’s flat (whoever she was). I think you get the picture! Grandad, Auntie Barbara and Vernon did go though. From what I can gather Dad was lucky not to miss the wedding, what with all the museums, art galleries, bridges and general sightseeing he managed to cram in. There was another wedding in the family in June. Remember I told you about my American soldier cousin, David. Well he got married in London to Peggy. We didn’t go to that one either.

We didn’t have a summer holiday (went to Wales in May, doesn’t count) this year, which was a bit of a blow. However we did spend a few days at Uncle Stuart and Auntie Shirley’s in Purley (near London) at the end of August. Something happened there that has stuck in people’s memory for evermore. I was playing in their garden and went a bit close to the goldfish pond, in fact so close that I fell in and soaked all my clothes. I don’t know why this is so memorable, I could have been hurt and why wasn’t someone watching me. We’re back to this neglected child scenario. The next day after I had dried out we went to South Kensington to the Natural History and Science Museums, tourist or what?

On the 18th November Mam (my Nan on my Mum’s side) left from Southampton on the ‘Fairstar’ bound for Sydney, Australia. At the dockside to see her off were Mum and Dad, Frank, Sally, Roger, Jean, Stuart, Alison, Vi, Doug and Frances, basically everyone except us, who were left home alone. While Mum and Dad were gone Charlie had a fight at school. Not sure who came off the best, but Charlie looked like a Panda that had escaped from Bristol Zoo.

On 1st December, Auntie Vi and Uncle Doug moved into a massive house in Bristol, No. 61 Westbury Road. This was after trying to rearrange the decor a few days before. Apparently you’re not allowed to do this until you’ve taken legal possession of a property. The reason I didn’t know is because we hadn’t studied conveyancing at school yet, we were still on Janet and John. 

So we come to the end of the Swinging Sixties. Well it hadn’t been that swinging for me, but I was only a child and I only joined half way through. Saying that, it did seem to have flown by, unlike in a place in North Yorkshire called Aidensfield, where they’ve been in the 60’s for years (Aidensfield is the fictional village in the TV programme ‘Heartbeat’, which is set in the 1960’s, but has been on TV for about 20 years).

1969 Facts & Figures

Feb 1st 
- Adele Suzanne Gibbard (my future wife) was born. 

Feb 3rd 
- Yassir Arafat was appointed leader of the Palestine Liberation Organisation (PLO).

March 5th – Gangland twins Ronnie & Reggie Kray were jailed for at least 30 years.

April 9th – Concorde 002, the British Prototype had its maiden flight from Bristol.

June 20th - High-grade crude oil is discovered in the North Sea.

July 1st 
– Prince Charles aged 20, was invested as the Prince of Wales at Caernarfon Castle.

July 21st - Man set foot on the Moon for the first time, at 3.56am BST.

Sept 7th – Jackie Stewart clinched his 1st Formula one World Championship, by winning the

 Italian Grand Prix. 

Deaths

Feb 3rd 
- Boris Karloff, British born US Actor, died aged 81. 

March 28th – General Dwight D Eisenhower, former US President, died aged 78.

June 22nd – Judy Garland, US Actress died aged 47.

August 31st – Rocky Marciano, US boxer, died aged 46.

Sept 3rd - Ho Chi Minh, North Vietnamese Statesman, died aged 79.
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