A CHILDHOOD MEMORY

By

Joan Gower (nee Budd)

I was born in Hampshire before WWII and for my first fourteen years our neighbours were Mr & Mrs Fisher and their daughters Clara and Dorrie.

He was a retired carpenter having been a bandmaster in the army in his younger years and now he tended his pride and joy, a large garden the envy of the neighbourhood. He won all the prizes at autumn shows with huge vegetables, beautiful dahlias, chrysanthemums and luscious fruit. No bird dared enter his fruit cages to violate the loganberries. 

In one secluded corner was an area where the family sat surrounded by hollyhocks, phlox and evening primroses – reached by paths bordered with peonies, lavender hedges and gooseberry bushes, branches of apples trees intertwined above. His speciality was grafting mistletoe onto these  trees and we were given a large bunch at Christmas time.

There was an occasion during the war when we incurred his wrath – our pig (kept with patriotic fervour to ensure we didn’t starve), escaped from his sty and rampaged through the potatoes and broad beans. Think he felt better when the pig was killed and he enjoyed his share. 

I remember him with great affection, he showed much patience and we learned a lot about nature by simply following, listening and watching him.. When glandular fever laid me low he sat and read to me for hours until I fell asleep - I can still remember the peaceful feeling of that time,

Mrs Fisher was a quiet lady – never a raised voice sounded next-door. She wore mauves and greys with lace and always a black velvet band round her throat. I admired this very much and eventually acquired one for myself.

Their house was over-furnished – not much room to move and aspidistras and trailing ferns abounded but it was an oasis of calm and we were thrilled to be invited in occasionally and given a glass of dandelion wine.

Their elder daughter Clara, was governess to a family in Jamaica and eventually moved with them to Ceylon.The stamps on her letters home were of great interest and we were enthralled with the ivory elephants, saris and other exotic things she brought back  - not to mention the stories she told of how things were done in foreign lands.

The other daughter Dorrie didn’t have such an exciting life. I can now see she was kept on a rather tight rein and perhaps thwarted in her wish to be married. I well remember meeting her much later after I became engaged, she clamoured to try on my ring and tears filled her eyes when she did so.

Sadly they have all gone now but their memory is kept alive by the table Mr Fisher made as a wedding gift for my parents – my computer is on it even as I type.

