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Introduction
In 2011 I suddenly became aware that I was 90 years old. It came as quite a
shock as I had not really been counting. Our lives had been so frantic there
was never any time to daydream, but as I became less and less mobile I had
more time to reflect on how our lives had evolved and to realise that what had
not seemed in any way unusual was actually truly amazing as well as being
totally different from how we had imagined our lives would be. So I decided
to try to set some of it down for family members who may be interested to
have a better understanding of themselves.
Barrie and I always knew that the most important thing was to tackle
everything together as much as possible, and learned to keep readjusting our
lives as we went along in order to bring this about.
During my early years in Yorkshire I would sometimes think that life was
very strict. There were several dictums that were constantly stressed and still
ring in my ears. If I ever said, “Oh Mummy I can’t do it”, she would reply,
“There’s no such word as can’t!” and “If at first you don’t succeed you must
try, try and try again” followed by “Where’s your backbone?”
To have a hot water bottle showed weakness and lack of fortitude. Poor Aunty
Nelly suffered from cold feet, as do I and she would give Beatrice a penny
to let her put her feet on Beatrice’s back to keep warm (several of the sisters
slept in one bed). As for me I never travel anywhere without a pair of bed
socks to keep my feet warm!
In 2001, on our last expedition to Yorkshire to say goodbye to friends and
relations, I felt the urge to bring samples of Yorkshire grit out to New Zealand
to give each of our grandchildren a small part of their heritage. I left my
friends Natalia and Geoffrey Bull at the foot of Ilkley Moor and set off to
follow the streams to Ilkley Moor and hunt for suitable stones. They were
only small pieces of stone but I like to think that each stone has a special
quality of its own and maybe when life seems difficult they may give you
courage and strength of mind to surmount whatever difficulties may assail
you. We all have Yorkshire grit in our veins and can be proud of it. Captain
Cook certainly had it – and he was a true Yorkshireman.
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When Peter lived in Sheffield studying medicine he lived at 49 Industry
Street and was surrounded by roads and streets whose names were similarly
inspired by Victorian virtues. They included: Hope Street; Resolution Street;
Perseverance Street and Fortitude Street.
In Yorkshire there has always been a belief that people who live in the South
of England are “soft” and flabby compared with Yorkshire folk – who are
hardy, hardworking and resilient and better able to cope with a much harsher
climate.
I expect that nowadays with everyone enjoying well insulated homes and
central heating and all the other advantages of life in the 21st century, the
differences are no longer so apparent and that Yorkshire lads and lasses are all
equally soft.
Perhaps now that our planet is in such peril resulting from our neglect
and continual exploitation of our environment we shall all be faced with
completely different challenges.
Let us hope that through wisdom and understanding we may enter a new era
of enlightenment and avert further destruction.
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Early Days In Yorkshire (1919 – 1929)
When the first world war was finally over, my father, Leonard Monkman,
married Beatrice Cummings in Herne Hill, London on 4th February 1919.1
Leonard resumed his work with the Yorkshire Insurance Co and was posted to
Harrogate where I was born on 8th June, 1921.
A year later we moved to Mansfield, where we lived until our departure for
New Zealand in 1929.
Between us and Nottingham lay Sherwood Forest which became one of my
favourite haunts for weekend picnics. I loved hearing my father tell about
Robin Hood and his merry men. The stories about Robin Hood, Maid Marion,
Friar Tuck and the rest came to life in the forest where I saw the ancient oak
tree that marked their hideout. I was fascinated and inspired by the outlaws’
mission to even up society and by their concern for the poor, so Robin Hood
has had a long lasting influence on my life.
My parents joined the Sherwood Forest Golf Club and I still have spoons and
trophies that they both won there – inscribed SFGC.

Pauline Monkman six months old, Harrogate
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Another favourite expedition was
to Chesterfield to see the crooked
church spire – still standing today.2

Pauline and Leonard Monkman

One day Queen Mary (wife of King George the 5th and grandmother of Queen
Elizabeth the 2nd) visited Mansfield with her entourage. Travelling from
Nottingham to Mansfield she had to pass our house at 159 Nottingham Rd, so
I ran up the path to the gate and waved to her as she passed by.

Donkey ride on Scarborough Sands
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One day the circus came to town and again we had a great view from our gate.
I remember elephants and numerous other animals plodding along the road to
get to the venue.

With Cousin Bob on Scarborough Sands

Ready for tennis in Mansfield

Pauline and Brian with cousins John and Monica Monkman
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Pauline and Brian at Scarborough

Pauline and Brian at Scarborough

Conditions in the UK were becoming increasingly more unstable as the 1929
slump was looming and people were becoming restless.
In 1929, Beatrice and Leonard, Brian aged four and Pauline aged eight left
England for New Zealand.
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Last photo before leaving for New Zealand

It was a brave and courageous bid to seek new pastures and a new life.
My father had accepted a post as manager of the Yorkshire Insurance Co in
Wellington, a decision inspired no doubt by his brother Percy who had spent
eleven years in Japan between 1910 and 1921. He too had worked for the
Yorkshire and was later posted to Montreal in Canada.
My father left England six months before Beatrice so that he could find
accommodation and get settled in ahead of our arrival. It was an exciting time
for us all.
My mother, Brian and I left England from Tilbury, and sailed off to Canada.
We stayed, as my father had done, with Uncle Percy, Daisy, and our cousins,
Joyce and Cecile in Montreal. From here we visited Niagara Falls in our smart
new Panama hats.
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Suddenly my hat
blew off and was
sucked into the roiling
cauldron below us,
lost forever. It was fun
being with our cousins
and Uncle Percy had
a wicked sense of
humour, but soon it
was time to move on.
More excitement was
to follow as we set off
across Canada on the
great Canadian Pacific
Railway (CPR), a journey taking 4 days.

At Niagara Falls 1929

While we were in Montreal news arrived of a disastrous earthquake in New
Zealand, centered in Murchison, a place where I was later to spend many
happy years. Early reports suggested that New Zealand had been decimated.
My mother, extremely alarmed, wondered whether we should continue our
journey or return to England. The decision to carry on must have filled her
with anxiety as we set off across Canada on the great railway.
We were well looked after by our stewards who plied us with our favourite
meals – mine was poached egg on mashed potato followed by bananas and
cream – I’ve never forgotten it and it is still a favourite. Unfortunately I
developed a raging toothache so when we reached Vancouver I had to visit a
dentist and have a tooth out.
We finally arrived in Wellington several weeks later and were greeted by my
father – incredible excitement when we saw him, away below us on the shore,
as we gazed down from the deck.
For the next twenty years, the coming and going of the great ships in the
harbour brought a lump to my throat. As a ship slowly began its journey, the
hundreds of coloured streamers linking the ship to loved ones on the shore
were severed, as was the passengers’ last link with home.
Many years later in 1951 when Barrie and I and our family of two, Jenny and
Graham, sailed for England, it was one of the last, long sea voyages of folks
making their way “Home to England”. Since then all our journeys have been
by air.
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Seeking A New Life In New Zealand (1929-1938)

Our first home was at 15 Pretoria Street, Lower Hutt, a wooden bungalow
with a grassy patch at the rear.
I started school at the Eastern Hutt Primary School. After the first few difficult
and bewildering days of readjustment, when I was laughed at for wearing a
Macintosh and sou’wester to school, I was very happy there.

Brian washing the car. Pretoria Street NZ

Riding a horse. Pretoria Street
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Camping holiday at Eketahuna

Brian milking the cow

Some of the children attending the school lived in an orphanage and were
always referred to as the Home Boys. They had a dull regulation uniform of
grey shorts and shirts and never wore shoes, even during winter. They were
singled out for disapproval and blame from other children and teachers, one
of whom would fire chalk at them to gain their attention. I did not understand
why – or why the boys should be in this situation – but it did disturb me and
has influenced my attitudes ever since.

Brian on a raft at Eketahuna
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Between 1930 and 1933 times were hard
and people all over the country were out
of work. Many travelled far and wide
seeking employment. There were many
tramps on the roads and also remittance
men, sons of privileged families in the
UK who for some reason had brought
displeasure to their families – and were
sent out to the colonies to sink or swim.
It so happened that we had an attractive
coalman – young and handsome and
well spoken with bright blue eyes and
a fresh complexion. My mother, who
frequently despaired of my New Zealand
accent, used to chide me, “Why can’t
you speak like the coalman?” which
seemed to me a funny thing to say.
My mother thought he was a remittance
man and I’d love to know what became
of him.

Daddy

At primary school I enjoyed all games and became quite good at tennis. When
I was eleven I was given free entry to the Eastern Hutt Tennis Club – where
I used to play in weekly matches; in fact I was selected for special coaching
lessons at Miramar once a week, paid for by the club as they had hopes of
me entering for Wimbledon! Not to be, however, as I could never bear to
beat anyone and would lower my skills if I was winning – in order to let my
opponent catch up. Quite ridiculous, but this was the pattern through my
tennis career.
At one time not a day went by when I did not play tennis and it seemed this
happy state would go on forever. After tea I used to play in the road with a
Maori friend from school, Katie Koffey, who lived at the end of our road in
Kings Crescent. There were scarcely any cars to disturb us so it never seemed
dangerous and no balls ever went through a car window!
At primary school, because of my surname, Monkman, I was always referred
to as Monkey, and in fact never answered to any other name. However the
time came to go to secondary school and from then on I became Pauline
Monkman. I remained so until I changed my name to Jones and could no
longer tell my friends that my surname was the only one in the telephone
book!
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When I was twelve and Brian eight, tragedy struck our family. My mother,
Brian and I had gone to Raumati Beach two days before Christmas for the
holidays, my father planning to follow a day later.
In our exuberance Brian and I ran down to the
sea with my mother. Within minutes and in
shallow water, Brian and I were swept out to
sea by an undertow. Suddenly we were both
out of our depth. Being older I was able to
swim out of trouble but Brian was carried out
beyond our reach. Tragically he was drowned
and all our efforts to revive him failed. Only a
fortnight before, I had passed my bronze life
saving certificate – all to no avail when put
to the test. I suppose that all my life I have
felt this loss as being in some way due to my
inadequacy.
I became a lonely twelve year old. A sad
Christmas indeed. We returned home
immediately and of course this event has
affected our lives ever since.

Brian’s grave

Camping holiday Tauranga 1934

13

Fortunately the change
of school provided
many distracting
changes.
I loved every minute
at Queen Margaret
College, being quite
sad when holidays
intervened.
I certainly did not
excel academically but
did well in writing,
reading and arithmetic
which after all
Camping holiday Tauranga 1934
are the basics.
Then there was tennis, dancing
and deportment. In those days we had to practice walking erectly with a book
on our heads and there was a daily inspection of our fingernails and hands.
Encouraged by my father, I took Latin instead of geography.
He considered it of extreme importance, having grown up in York which was
founded by the Romans. As only six pupils were taking Latin we had our
lessons in the Headmistress’s study – the ‘holy of holies’ in the school. On the
wall Miss Wilson had a print of Vermeer’s Head of a Woman (girl with a pearl
earring). I always gained much inspiration from contemplating that serene
face as I battled with the Latin verbs.

Three in a boat
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In 1935 my father was due for six
months leave to visit England. I
had no relatives in New Zealand
and was eager to reconnect with
those in London and Yorkshire.

Nanna on camel on way to England 1935

As we were to be on a ship for
six weeks I would need several
pairs of shorts for daytime and
two dresses for the evenings.
My mother said she would buy
the material for these, but I must
make them. Until then my only
attempt at sewing had been
the making of a green apron
at school. Week by week I had
watched it grow grubbier and
grubbier. I truly hated it but had
to persevere until it was finished.

Now, with dresses and shorts to
make, it was a case of trial and error
and I had to make a friend of the
sewing machine. I have always been
grateful to my mother for insisting
on this, as I grew to enjoy sewing
and have made my own clothes ever
since.

With cousin Monica
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On our arrival in England we
stayed at first with Uncle Frank
and his family in Woodford
Green, where I met my cousins
Monica, John, Susan and Dorothy
Monkman. I became very friendly
with Monica who was my age. We
often went on cycle rides together
in Yorkshire - Harrogate, York and
on to Scarborough. Monica and
I became avid supporters of the
Yorkshire Cricket teams. Later,
when we settled in England in
1951, Monica and her family were
living in Rotherham, and Barrie
and I would always call on them
when we journeyed north to York
or Scarborough.3
Upside down on Scarborough Sands

With cousin Avril on the rocks
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As my great love was
modern dance, my parents
considered leaving me
in England so that I
could attend Bedford
College, founded in
London in 1849 for
the higher education of
women. It continued to
play a leading role in the
advancement of women in
higher education, and also in public
life in general, but in the end my
parents decided against it.

No 6, Craglane Knaresborough.
Home of the aunts Flora and Kate 1935

Back at school in New Zealand, modern dance gave me my first leap forward.
It so happened that at the 1938 end-of-year Dancing Display I was noticed by
one of the invited guests, a lady from the YWCA, who was on the lookout for
promising trainees for a career in youth work.

With Flora at Knaresborough
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The YWCA had seconded a
qualified Physical Education
expert, Miss MacDonald from
McGill University in Canada for a
year. She would teach two trainees
– I was one of those selected. The
other was Janet Willis.

Nanna at the races - Trentham

20 Kings Crescent, Lower Hutt
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Janet was eight years older than I and had come from a privileged farming
family in Marton. She was not expected to take up a career or even earn her
own living. Janet, being Janet, had other ideas. Since leaving school she had
travelled widely and become very interested in the Oxford Group which was
later based in Switzerland and became known as the movement for Moral
Rearmament (see Appendix 2). When I first met Janet she was passionate
about the need for a healthy mind in a healthy body and keen to pursue a
career in the field of health education.

Berwick House Queen Margaret College 1938
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Career and Courtship (1939-1946)

As part of our training with the
YWCA, we attended lectures
daily with Miss McDonald
and also at Victoria University,
studying Greek History, Art
and Literature and Psychology.
We were called upon to teach
keep fit classes – four evenings
a week and many afternoons.

Fun on the back lawn 20 Kings Crescent

Working with this organization was
quite a revelation. For one thing most of
the people who came to the centre were
over 40 and many were really elderly.
Those without proper accommodation
would come first thing in the morning
and stay on until late at night. The
canteen was a mecca for all the down
and outs, and it did not surprise me that
younger people were discouraged.
Can you do this?
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Certainly it was not a young
peoples organization and
although it was run on Christian
concepts, the day to day life of
the staff members was definitely
not. Janet and I had never before
been subjected to so much
bickering and friction among
adults. We dreaded going to the
daily morning prayers because
they bore no relation to how
people behaved during the day.

Best leeks ever

Every afternoon Helen McDonald
would visit offices and industries
and organizations in the city to
tell of our work and seek new
members for our classes. Class
numbers increased until we were
worked off our feet, and utterly
exhausted. Also we realised that
although the training we were
getting there was very good and
varied, it was never likely to equip
us for any post other than that of a
YWCA secretary and the prospect
did not please us.

Lunch on the waterfront Wellington Harbour

21

Tramping days Orongorongos

In 1939 it was not possible to do any recognised training in dancing or
physical education. Janet read of the arrival in New Zealand of a Mr. Philip
Smithells to take up a post in education, and we decided we would go and
seek his advice. He was a dynamic character, overflowing with enthusiasm
and vision. We pleaded with him to help us in our predicament. His advice
was that first we would need to have an all-round teachers training.
If successful we could apply for a third year in Physical Education in Dunedin.
This answered all our questions so we duly applied. Janet, coming from a
rural area, was allotted to Christchurch Training College and I to Wellington.

Barrie (on left) with friends

22

While studying in Wellington I joined the Victoria University Tramping
Club and met my friend for life – Barrie Russell Jones. Tramping became an
obsession with all of us – a great time in our lives, when we made numerous
good friends who have remained so to this day.

Barrie (on left) with friends

Getting off to a good start

23

In 1942 Janet and I were reunited for our third year in Dunedin. This for me was
a magical time. It was my first experience of life away from home and although
I had to live on only £10 per month, it gave me my first taste of independence.

On the flats at Taraneikau

For Janet, having already travelled
the world, it was in every way a
year of frustration – a lot of hard
work on a pittance and she was
always hard up. However, there
was much to enjoy. We shared a
room at Stuart House Residential
Hostel – and I was able to resume
my friendship with B.R.J.

On the flats at Taraneikau
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In the summer of 1940 I had
bought an old bicycle for £1.
It was a sit up and beg model
which became a trustworthy
friend until Barrie and I went
to England in 1951. In 1940
it took me on my first cycling
trip – from Wellington to
Auckland and back – with
Octavia Turton (Tup), Marie
Prebble (Preb) and Evelyn
O’Donoghue. We were away
for a month and had many
adventures.4

Up to Holdsworth in the Tararua Ranges

Holdsworth weekend

25

Holdsworth weekend

Barrie
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Barries mountain jaunts in the South Island from Dunedin

Ready to cycle to Auckland and back
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On the slopes of Ruapehu with Tup, Preb & Jean Sewell

Pol
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In 1940 Barrie had completed his BSc in Botany and was in his second year
in Dunedin, living with his brother Jack and his wife Esmé. Both of us were
busy swotting but we did manage a few walks together.

Riding two bikes at once!
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In Christchurch heading for Mosgiel

On the Earnslaw heading for Glenorchy
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After completing my third
year in Physical Education, the
time had come to apply for our
first posts. My mother hoped
that I would get a posting in
Wellington but I was not so sure.

Taken by Dorian Saker

To my great joy Mr. Smithells
posted me to the wild, untamed
and utterly fascinating West
Coast. My base was to be in
Westport from where I was to
visit all the schools over a wide
area, from Karamea in the North
to Reefton in the South – with
Murchison as the third point in
the triangle.
There is no doubt it was the
happiest of times, giving me a
taste for the outback that has
stayed with me ever since. As
Area Organiser, employed by the
Nelson Education Board, Miss
Monkman was known wherever
Polly
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she went and I shall never
forget the wonderful kindness I
encountered in the most remote
areas. Many of these people have
remained close friends over 50
years.
At the beginning of 1946 I was
to make another life changing
cycling trip to the South Island
with two other friends Marie
Prebble and Marg Dunbar to
explore the West Coast.
It so happened that Barrie knew
of our plans. As he was nearing
his final year at Med School
he was required to spend three
months working in a hospital
for mentally handicapped
patients. He looked about for an
assignment in the West Coast
area. Duncan Forrest, who had

My Daddy’s remark Oh Lady officer in the tank corps!

Outside Little Aorangi Hut on Ruapehu with Barrie, Tup and Henry
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been posted to Hokitika, agreed, like the good friend he was, to split his
assignment with him. This meant Barrie would be working in Hokitika when
my friends and I cycled through.
We arrived in Hokitika on Barrie’s
birthday – the 4th January 1946 and
prepared a little birthday party for
him – very impromptu and most
enjoyable.
Then we persuaded him to join us
for a couple of days as we headed
for Franz Joseph Glacier. We slept in
workman’s huts en route. This was
where Barrie and I became engaged.
At Franz Joseph we bravely decided
to go for our first ever one hour trip
in an aeroplane and see the glaciers
and surrounding mountains from the
air! We thought we’d better write a
(possibly) last letter to our parents –
still have it! Thankfully we returned
unscathed from the expedition and
cycled on to the Haast Pass and back
home, to Wellington.
Barrie’s favourite photo

Off for a day in the rain with Barrie
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In 1945, after three years on the West Coast, I was back in Wellington doing
a succession of short term teaching jobs in Lower Hutt. To my delight, I
was able to continue my interest in modern dance with a group of friends in
Wellington. We paid 1/6d each for the use of a room at the training college
every Saturday morning. We were full of enthusiasm and creativity and
thought it would be fun to give a display for an audience of friends and
relatives. I had no idea that someone was recording our performance.

This was revealed to me much later in 2010. One evening at Greenwood Park
I glanced at the Arts channel programme to see what was on and was intrigued
by the title “Dance of the Instant”. I decided to take a quick look.
To my astonishment, I recognised most of the dancers as being my friends
from long ago, myself among them! I set the HDD to record the repeat at
2am the next morning and so was able to tell my family that I had played “a
key role in pioneering modern dance in New Zealand in the 1940’s, creating
something new in the Arts World”. Amazing.
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Here’s the programme description from Sky magazine:
8.30PM – “Dance of the Instant - the New Dance Group played a key role in
pioneering modern dance in New Zealand in the 1940s. They are an inspiring
example of a young group, without money or institutional support, who
succeeded in creating something new in the arts”.
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Early in 1946 it was time to seek another teaching post. I applied for a
position as a physical education teacher at Solway College in Masterton. This
was a strange experience being an all women establishment, which I could see
had quite a few drawbacks. However I enjoyed it on the whole.
One of the highlights of the year was the visit to New Zealand of Solomon, a
world famous pianist. I longed to go to one of his concerts but how? A railcar
service had recently started to operate between Masterton and Wellington and
the railcar left Masterton at 4pm daily, so that took care of getting there. I
caught it, was met by Barrie and my parents at the station, and we all headed
off to the concert, at which Solomon played Beethoven’s 5th piano concerto,
the Emperor, an unforgettable experience. As for the return journey I managed
to cadge a ride with the early morning delivery van of The Dominion. We left
Wellington at 1am and as we drove up and over the Rimutakas, we delivered
the newspapers all the way back to Solway College. I was back at work,
exhilarated but a bit weary, by 9 am.

36

On December 15th 1946, the Dunedin Medical School results were released
and Barrie had passed! Suddenly we thought why wait until next May to get
married? Why not marry next week, like the 23rd December, enabling us to
be together during the long summer holiday period. And so we did! We were
married in Knox Church in Upper Hutt where Barrie had worshipped as a
child.

Wedding Day, 23.12.46. Knox church Upper Hutt
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Wedding Day

Many of our friends were already away so it was agreed to have a gathering
to celebrate later, in January, when friends would have returned. My mother
kindly gave us her Christmas cake and for our honeymoon we joined her and
my father who took us as far as Levin. They were going on to New Plymouth
for a few games of golf.
We stayed at the Wisteria Lodge –a strange, impetuous choice as it was full
of elderly folks. They found us quite amusing as we spent most of our time
there mending our sleeping bags and converting them from two singles into a
double sleeping bag, ready for our trip to the West Coast a week later.
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It was great fun showing Barrie my
favourite haunts on the West Coast
– Karamea, Deniston, Westport,
Murchison, Inangahua Junction
and Reefton where I had spent
three very happy years.5

On our honeymoon West Coast

In early 1947 Barrie became a house
surgeon at Wellington Hospital.
After his mother’s death in 1945,
his father had been living on his
own at 6 Baden Rd, Hataitai, and he
kindly offered us accommodation
until we could find somewhere
more permanent. This arrangement
worked very well as Barrie’s
commitments were shared between
Wellington and Silverstream
Hospitals and he was frequently
on call at night so unable to come
home.

Polly on our honeymoon West Coast

39

Later in the year we realised
that Jenny was on the way so
we began to look for our first
home.
This was at 57 Bowen Street,
a two-up, two-down pioneer’s
cottage which quickly
became our pride and joy.
It had a small cottage
garden with a 2-holer (toilet
for two) at the far end, all
beautifully scrubbed and
gleaming. The kitchen had
an emersion heater. There
was no bathroom, but some
enterprising person had
plumbed in a bath at the top
of the stairs, behind a curtain.
We rented it for £2 a week
and I set about visiting the
local auction rooms to get
essential furniture.
57 Bowen Street

Jenny in the garden
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We had my parents’ horsehair mattress
which we supported on apple boxes and
converted two more as bedside tables. The
rest of our furniture was purchased ‘under
the hammer’, and this has become our
chosen method ever since.
We absolutely loved living there and
would have been quite happy to live there
forever. However, not all our friends
approved. One of my earlier suitors called
in one day and said to me, ‘Well Pauline,
I hope that when we meet again I will find
you in far better circumstances’! Needless
to say we never did meet again. Glad I did
not marry him!

Jenny was born on 27th
December, rather later than
anticipated, so Christmas Day
was not very well planned.
I did manage to cook a
chicken and a few veges
– but having no refrigerator
I put them in a kitchen
cupboard, went into hospital
for a fortnight and had quite
a shock when I saw it on my
return!

Jenny in a bucket

Jenny in the garden
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Early Married Life And Voyage Back To England
(1947-1952)

A very happy time. Jenny was well and happy in our tiny cottage garden and
for a treat we would take her to Bolton Street Cemetery where she would
enjoy practising her walking round the iron railings round the graves. Then
we would have a picnic. Sadly, all demolished now.
Barrie’s salary was £5 per week. £2 was for rent and the rest had to provide
us with food and everything else. We had many good friends whom we would
meet regularly, experimenting with our limited cooking skills.
In 1948 Professor Rowland Wilson attended the second Annual Meeting of
the Ophthalmological Society of New Zealand in Wellington. At that time
there were few ophthalmologists in this small country and the programme was
propped up by drafting junior hospital staff to give presentations on patients
and conditions they had encountered.
Young Barrie Russell Jones presented a talk on ophthalmomyasis, a subject
that Wilson had written about when he was in Gaza. The impression
that Barrie made at the meeting was such that he invited him to join his
department in Dunedin to further his experience. So began a relationship with
Rowland Wilson of outstanding importance to Barrie. It was from Rowland
that Barrie developed an interest in ocular microbiology, public health and
epidemiology – and an understanding of the importance of international
solutions for international problems.
These were to be the overriding focus for what has been refered to as “one of
the most impressive and influential careers in modern ophthalmology”.
For us it was a time for much soul searching. Barrie received a letter from
Rowland offering him a post as Registrar with an opportunity for research
work on trachoma and also an introduction to neurosurgery. An answer was
required. Shock horror – Barrie had to make the first major decision of his
career.
What followed became forever referred to as the ‘Bread Letter’. Barrie
started it at the kitchen table one evening after dinner in our beloved cottage
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in Bowen Street. As with many of life’s important letters it became a tedious
exercise, often fraught, with numerous mistakes requiring endless rewriting.
After each attempt Barrie asked me to check – alas there was always some
mistake, often very minor. I felt dreadful having to draw his attention to
them.
After many attempts he flung the letter in my direction and almost shouted ‘Is
that all right?? Oh dear, there was yet another mistake, this one rather crucial,
Upon learning of it Barrie snatched a loaf of bread from the table and flung it
against the wall. “Perhaps, dear”, I hazarded, “we had better leave it until the
morning? It might be easier
then.” We did and mercifully
it was. A fine letter was
achieved to everyone’s
satisfaction – Barrie was
offered the job and off we
went to Dunedin!
Rowland and his wife made
us very welcome.
At one stage Barrie did six
months in the neurosurgical
department under Murray
Falconer. He found it so
interesting he very nearly
continued further with it,
but I was relieved when
he decided against as I
found it so depressing. So
many hopeless cases which
involved hours and hours of
Barrie and Jenny on the hill
surgery many of whom died
behind 123 Cliffs Rd, Dunedin
the next day. There have been
great advances in neurosurgery since those days.
We rented a house at 123 Cliffs Road on a hill overlooking the sea, a sunny
house on quite a steep slope with a bank behind of pine trees underplanted
with daffodils.

43

Graham Leonard was born in
1950. By then we had decided
to head for London to enable
Barrie to do postgraduate
study. We spent a wonderful
six weeks doing a locum in
Murchison and Barrie has
often said he would have been
happy to stay there for the rest
of his life if I hadn’t urged
him to spread his wings.

Graham Leonard with our Karitane nurse Dunedin

We sailed to England in
September 1951. Our plan
for Barrie to travel as ship’s
surgeon didn’t materialise
because the Warfies’ Strike
prevented our ship sailing and
we sailed on the Rangitoto
instead.

After the Panama Canal we very
nearly perished in a hurricane as
we came through the Caribbean
Sea. It was a terrifying experience
with two small children.
Impossible to move about, people
lying on their stomachs in the
lounge, cowering in the corridors,
everything being hurled about,
including Graham’s cot. Barrie
managed to catch him just as the
six month old was about to hit the
floor.

Graham on the way to England
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It seemed unlikely
we would survive.
I prepared for the
lifeboats, gathering up
little piles of clothes for
the children. The worst
part was the utter calm
when we reached the
centre of the hurricane
because everyone knew
that in order to get out
we would have to go
through the hurricane
again. Mercifully we
did come through and
arrived safely at Tilbury.
Graham and Jenny

Our first home in England was 25 Oliver Grove, South Norwood, at £4 a
week. That was too expensive for us, so we started looking for somewhere
cheaper. We had come from New Zealand with £900, which was to last us a
whole year for everything, while Barrie studied.
We had to set about cutting our coat according to our cloth, which in our case
was enough old clothing
brought over from New
Zealand to make up into
children’s clothes for at
least a year. Most of this
was donated by friends
and well wishers. One of
the items I remember was
a lovely old red raincoat
which I cut up to make
Jenny a raincoat and
sou’wester hat.
With her little red gumboots
she was a star turn and
dubbed herself Raincoat
Jenny!
Jenny and her dolls! Auckland Rd
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We found a nice sunny flat on the first floor of 56 Auckland Road, owned by a
Mrs Platt who said we could rent it unfurnished for £2.50 a week.
Once again I frequented auction rooms for furniture for our new abode.
It quickly became
comfortable and
we were very
happy there,
especially when
our third child,
Andrew Russell,
came to join us in
1953.
We made lasting
friends with the
Prestidge family
across the road.

Tea on the lawn at Auckland Rd

Graham with his beloved Ted
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Graham on Scarborough Sands

Camping beside Loch Awe, Scotland

Andrew
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Mother teaching Graham how to whistle in Cornwall

In Regents Park after meeting Nanna and Auntie Nellie at Kings Cross
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Country Life In Sanderstead Followed By A Home
Of Our Own (1953-1960)
We loved the idea of living in the country so in 1954 so we rented a small
bungalow in Sanderstead, Surrey which was surrounded by fields and a golf
course. A small village and a primary school were within walking distance
and Barrie could catch a train to London Bridge.
For the first time in our
lives we had a washing
machine – what luxury!
Also, a Raeburn stove
which was so wonderful
that when we later bought
a house a Raeburn was
our top priority. We found
a secondhand one for £10,
installed it instead of the
Ideal Boiler which was
already there and have
never experienced the
On the log
same warmth and comfort since.

Andrew and Graham

Sanderstead
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Gathering blackberries

Jenny and Graham went to Sanderstead Primary School and life in
Sanderstead Court Ave was a dream. The variety of wild fruit and berries in
the fields around us inspired Barrie to experiment with wine making such as
elderberry and elderflower, and rosehip syrup and blackberry and apple pies
were always popular. We would often climb over the rear fence into the fields
for a picnic and when Nanna was staying with us she was thrilled to be able to
fit in a round of golf.

In the fields at Sanderstead
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It was an ideal place for our children to grow up in but when we realised that
we would be staying on in England, we felt the time had come to buy a house
of our own. We found one in Purley, a few miles from Sanderstead, which
would be our home for the next 34 years. However, many a tear was shed
when we came down off the hill.

37 The Bridle Rd Purley Surrey

On the front doorstep at Purley
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All the family at no 37

Once again I visited Reeves
Auction Rooms every Monday,
having had a preview on Saturday
to see what was for sale on the
Monday and to make a note of
the times I would need to attend.
I met several interesting people
there who became firm friends.
Hugh and Pam Goddard were two
special ones. He collected clocks
of all types and when they moved
to the South Coast they gave me
their grandfather clock which I
treasure to this day. Our ancestral
Yorkshire clock was too tall for
the low ceilings at Buttle Steps
Cottage so we gave it to Peter and
it now resides in Wellington.
The summer house at 37
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In 1960, when Peter was three years old, I was having serious back pain
which was intensified by the constant lifting and caring for an active toddler,
so we applied for an au pair girl for a few months to give me some support.

Johanna and Uschi at Purley

By great good fortune Johanna Kachel applied. She had originally come from
Silecia and was fluent in Russian having been forbidden to speak anything
else when the Russians marched through Poland towards the end of the
second world war. Now she was living in Germany with her mother and sister
Uschi, waiting to go to university in Gemerscheim, and the au pair job was an
opportunity to spread her wings and earn some pocket money. For us it was
a great success in every way. Hanni soon became part of our family and has
remained so ever since. She and her family came to stay with us every year
and we visited them in Ansbach and then in Cologne where she worked as a
translator at Deutsche Radio until her retirement. She is now 71 and still calls
me Mutti Jones. Barrie was Papa Jones.
We shared so many interests – music, opera, sense of humour which helped
to broaden our outlook on the world – with much fun and laughter. While she
was with us we read of an international scheme to give some German refugee
children a holiday in England. Brigitte from Hamburg came to stay with us
for a month. She was eight years old, and called me Mummy as did our own
family. I often wonder what became of her when she returned. Her parents did
not speak English so it was difficult to keep in touch.
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The Cottage, Buxted

The year after Hanni first came to us, we had a rather disastrous camping
holiday in Wales, with continual rain for a fortnight. We decided it would
be a much better idea to find somewhere nearer to home for future holidays.
Somewhere that was always available for us, without having to make
complicated arrangements beforehand, would fit in more easily with
Barrie’s unpredictable
commitments. We
found the ideal solution
in Buxted, Sussex,
– a cottage in the
middle of a field and
scarcely visible from
the road, with a stream
meandering through
and backing on to
woods, only one hour’s
drive away from our
home in Purley.
The property had no
electricity and no
Arriving at the cottage with necessary equipment
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bathroom, only a standpipe for water 100 yards from the cottage, plus an
Anderson shelter and a gypsy caravan in the back paddock.
We set about
making a few
improvements
although the
children were
loathe to
exchange our
oil lamps for the
convenience of
electricity. We
had an open fire
which was a
joy, as there was
plenty of timber
on the property.
Andrew in the woods

From then on we spent all our
holidays at the cottage and being
so close we could go down for
a weekend as the spirit moved
us. There were many challenges
to face but as my Yorkshire
grandmother frequently said to
me, “My dear, you must learn
to contrive”. At seven years
old I did not quite know what
she meant, but looking back I
realise I have been ‘contriving’
ever since and loving it – often
choosing to ignore the fact that I
no longer need to.

Peter’s catch
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Nanna exercising on the roadside after Jenny’s graduation

O Mum!
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During this period Barrie
passed his Diploma of
Ophthalmology exam
and, after a year at the
London Hospital, was
appointed as a house
surgeon “on the House”
at Moorfields Eye
Hospital, City Road.
His life at Moorfields
opened up, providing him
with many opportunities
and options. In 1955
he became a Fellow of
the Royal College of
Surgeons and in 1963 he
would become the first
Professor of Clinical
Ophthalmology at
Moorfields.
Young Barrie at Moorfields

Barrie showing the Queen around Moorfields
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Age of Enlightenment (1961-1978)

I have called this chapter the ‘Age of Enlightenment’ because it was during
this period that the world and its wonders opened up for us as never before.
When Barrie was working at the London Hospital he met Bryan Zwink, a
young ophthalmologist from Switzerland. He and his wife Patricia introduced
us to opera and invited us to an evening at Glyndebourne – a magical opera
house created in the large barn of a beautiful country estate in rural Sussex,
owned by John Christie and his operatic wife Audrey Mildmay. The casts
for the operas were chosen from the most talented young singers from all
over the world. While working on the operas they would stay on the estate,
surrounded by fields of sheep and cattle in rolling countryside. To make sure
the animals did not stray too near the opera house, several ‘hahas’ or carefully
constructed ditches were constructed to limit where the livestock could graze.

Polly and Pom Goddard at Glyndebourne
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Opera goers would catch the 4.30pm train from Victoria Station in London to
Lewes in Sussex – quite a spectacle as they were all dressed in their evening
clothes and most of them carrying picnic baskets. Buses waited for them at
Lewes. On arrival at Glyndebourne we would head for the gardens and select
a picnic spot under the trees or beside the lake, finding a good spot in which
to cool the wine bottles. Then we would stroll over through the gardens, past
the spreading mulberry tree, through the organ room of the house and into the
barn ready for the performance which began at 5.30pm. At 7pm there was a
long 90 minute interval when we would have our picnic. Sometimes if it was
a cloudy evening we would light candles – it was as if we were in fairyland.
Of course after our picnics everyone was very relaxed and jolly and wished it
could go on forever.
As the years went by we saw many more operas in Covent Garden and around
the world – the most special of all being several days in Verona with Johanna
and Volker when we saw Macbeth and Othello, and another occasion with
Jenny and Andrew to see Norma. As we clambered up into the vast arena,
everyone was handed a candle, which we lit during the interval. We watched
spellbound as twinkling lights shone and flickered all round the arena, while
dozens of men carried baskets of rolls and succulent foods up the steps,
mingling with the audience – such a wonderful experience.
On one occasion Janet Baker was singing the role of Orpheus in Orpheus and
Eurydice at Covent Garden. As tickets were very expensive and Barrie was
unable to come, I decided to go on my own. It was a wonderful experience. I
was ‘up in the Gods’ and could almost touch the painted gods and goddesses
on the ceiling of the Opera House. I felt I was walking through the Elysian
fields.
Alas, so rapturous was the performance and so carried away was I that I
missed the last train back to Purley! All I could get after 10.30pm was a train
to Elmers End – a very desolate station in a rather eerie corner of Croydon
– not many lights and no one about. I rang Barrie to see if he could come and
get me. Barrie had never heard of Elmers End so had no idea where it was. I
had to try and explain how to get there and was not very hopeful that I would
ever be found as he was notoriously bad at finding his way to anywhere. On
the rare occasions he took the children to the dentist, they thought it great fun
as they invariably got lost. This time, I was the lucky one. He did finally find
me in this desolate place around midnight. What a relief this was for both of
us.
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During this time I became a member of the Royal Academy of Arts, which
entitled me to make use of the members’ room, situated on the ground floor,
just inside the main entrance. Here it is possible to meet one’s friends, have
a cup of coffee and visit the current major exhibitions. For members living
beyond London it was wonderful to have such a haven right in the heart of the
city. I would often meet my cousin Renée there, down from Norfolk for a day
– or June Forrest and Barbara Jones. We would visit an exhibition, go across
the road to St James Church, Piccadilly for a lunchhour concert, followed by
lunch in a café just outside the church followed by a matinée in the West End
– a wonderful day out which we enjoyed several times a year.
With my friend Freda Grady I became a member of the Royal Horticultural
Society (RHS), which gave us free entry to the annual Chelsea Flower Show
and also the Horticultural Gardens at Wisley, which were open all seasons of
the year. As we lived less than half an hour away from Wisley we could make
frequent visits all year round.
My Life Membership of the National Trust gave me free entry to the many
stately homes and gardens within easy reach of Purley – in Kent, Surrey and
Sussex. To name but a few:
Hever Castle
Sissinghurst
Glyndebourne
Perworth

Sheffield Park
Knole
Ightham Mote
Penshurst Place

We were frequently invited to medical dinners and these were held in historic
venues in London such as the ancient Guildhalls and Livery Companies
dating back through the centuries, each representing a different pursuit,
occupation or trade carried on within the bounds of the City of London.
There is still a Worshipful Company of Feltmakers, a Worshipful Company of
Clockmakers, Haberdashers, Barber Surgeons, Ironmongers, Wax Chandlers,
Cutlers, Goldsmiths, Leather Sellers and Merchant Taylors, Master Mariners,
Tallow Chandlers, Painter Stainers and Apothecaries. We were fortunate to
have dined in:
The Mansion House – home of the Lord Mayor of London
The Apothecaries Hall
The Royal Mint on Tower Hill
The Banqueting Hall, Whitehall
St James Palace – Piccadilly
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The Guildhall
Charringtons Ancient Brewery
Royal Naval College at Greenwich
Lambeth Palace – home of the Archbishop of Canterbury
Just inside the entrance to Lambeth Palace I was intrigued to spy a piece of
newspaper on the floor with a pair of gumboots on top. These belonged to the
Archbishop’s wife who was a keen gardener and liked to dash out for some
gardening whenever time permitted – of course it struck a chord with me – I
felt she was a kindred spirit.
Our evening at the Baltic Exchange was the nearest we were to a disaster. The
night after our dinner in this magnificent medieval hall with the most beautiful
floor to ceiling stained glass windows, it was bombed by the IRA and two
porters died. If it had happened the night of our dinner, hundreds of us would
not have survived.
1963 was a turning point in our lives. Barrie became the first Professor of
Clinical Ophthalmology at Moorfields and we embarked on our first overseas
assignments as well as setting up Barrie’s Professorial Unit in London.

Barrie in Sarigh
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Barrie was asked by Sir Stewart Duke Elder if he would be prepared to lead
an expedition to the Middle East to further his research work on trachoma, a
blinding eye disease affecting most of the population. First it was necessary
to carry out an exploratory journey in order to select the country best suited to
setting up a project where

1
2
3

existing medical treatment was minimal or non existent
the investigating team would be welcome
there was a sufficiently stable political situation to offer a
reasonable prospect of being able to carry out 3-4 years work.

Field work in Persia

It was decided that the following places would be visited: Jerusalem, Iraq,
Kuwait, Jordan and Iran. Of all these, Barrie selected Iran as being, at the
time, the most politically stable. So began for us some of the happiest years of
our lives.6
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Our mobi

Throughout this period I became very much a part of Barrie’s professional life
both in London and abroad. He always referred to me as his Home Secretary
as well as a working part of his team when abroad, insisting that I attend all
the daily meetings when plans were made for work to be undertaken in the
days ahead.

Polly and Mala at Qum Persia
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I attended a course at the
School of Public Health in
London to prepare me for work
as a technician. We felt very
privileged to be working so
closely within a completely
different culture from our own,
something tourists are not able to
do.
Barrie and I have always thrived
on challenges of all sorts and
welcomed them wholeheartedly,
but of course it was not always
easy – we were often torn
between the needs of our family
and the needs of those less
fortunate around the world.

Polly. Oh those Arabian sands!

I was extremely fortunate that
my mother was able and willing
to enable us to undertake this
assignment in Persia. Jenny at this
time was 16, very capable and able
to give Nanna reliable support,
for which we were immensely
grateful. I would never be away
for more than a fortnight – until
1972 when Barrie was chosen
as the first New Zealand Sim’s
Travelling Professor and we were
away from home for 41⁄2 months.
By this time all the children were
much older and had left school
except for Peter. Our dear friend
Olly Castle came to the rescue
and, with Nanna alongside, coped
wonderfully at home.7
Polly. Fieldwork in Australia 1972
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Back home in the
Bridle Rd, life became
increasingly busy for us
all. We had many overseas
visitors from all corners
of the world. A major
benefit from this was that
the children grew up being
aware that there were other
people in the world besides
New Zealanders and
British.
They met Egyptians,
Iranians, Sudanese,
Germans, Italians, French,
Chinese and Japanese
in our home – all with
different backgrounds and
religions which broadened
their understanding. They
learned to respect the
differences in outlook and
developed tolerance from
an early age.

Jenny’s last day in England

I sometimes felt it was rather
a struggle for them to accept that Barrie’s life took precedence over
everything else but there again, like everything in life there were plusses and
minuses and I think the sacrifices they all had to make made them stronger.
We were all privileged to have many opportunities to see behind the various
cultures and realise that people everywhere are basically the same with the
same needs and fears as our own.
It was a period of total commitment for both of us. As Barrie was rarely
home until 8-9pm it was impossible for me to undertake anything beyond
the home. I tried several times to pursue useful work in the community but
my opportunities were very limited. One was to do a course on teaching
immigrants, of which there were many at this time. It was a scheme to help
them learn English and make it easier for them to integrate into our society.
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I also did voluntary work at Moorfields Eye Hospital, manning the canteen for
patients’ visitors once a fortnight.
I drove a van delivering meals to the elderly in Croydon once a fortnight for
25 years.

Laure and Andrew. Opening the presents at no 37

I became a member of Nadfas – National Association of Decorative and Fine
Arts. We met once a month for lectures, interspersed with days out visiting
areas of local interest and museums and galleries in London. We would
be asked for volunteers to help in the manning of places like the Tower of
London which I did once a fortnight for several years. We wore special passes
and badges and it was rather thrilling to be so closely connected with such
a wonderful part of our history, the Tower of London having been built by
William the Conqueror in 1066.
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Revolution Abroad, Upheaval At Home And A New
Institute Of Preventive Ophthalmology (1979-1987)
Barrie had a long history of migraine headaches and in early 1979 was
found to be suffering from acute high blood pressure. He had to take
action immediately and went to see Dr. Stan Peart at St Mary’s Hospital in
Paddington. He had to take a break of two months to help him recover from
this major setback.
Later that year the Ayotollah returned to Iran from Paris and it was no longer
possible to continue our work in Iran. There were many requests for Barrie to
spend some time focusing on onchocerciasis, another devastating eye disease,
at its worst in Southern Sudan. This led to our memorable expedition to Wau
to work with Hadi El Sheik, a former student of Barrie’s at Moorfields.
For more on this expedition see my booklet on the Wau trip, “Memorable
Field Trip to Wau in Southern Sudan”.
A highlight of the ophthalmic year was the Annual Congress in Oxford.
It had a history of being more informal than other meetings and young
ophthalmologists were encouraged to attend on an equal footing with the
more senior members. The atmosphere was very relaxed and friendly.
The congress was held at Balliol College early in July and those attending
would stay in the college while the undergraduates were away on vacation.
Initially wives were invited only for the annual dinner but over the years
Barrie changed all that. He felt strongly that we should be with our husbands
and gradually brought this about.
He also wished me to attend all his major named lectures which I did and in
later years recorded some of them. A memorable occasion was an after dinner
speech in Oxford in 1980, the year Barrie was chosen to be the Master of
Oxford (and I was the mistress!). We all called it the Tribal Speech.
That particular congress involved me in a great deal of organising and
planning, visits to interesting places and arranging transport etc.
At the final congress dinner I met my second cousin, Christopher Hill, for the
first time. He was the Master of Balliol so was seated with us at the high table.
He is a historian of Marxist persuasion and has written many books, one of
which we have about Oliver Cromwell.
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Another cousin
of mine, Kenneth
Monkman, son of
Uncle Wilfred was
passionate about
Lawrence Sterne
and spent many
years restoring his
home, Shandy Hall,
in Coxwold near
York, after many
years of neglect.
Presentation of Diplomas at ICEH
For a long time
we had felt that what was urgently needed in London was more focus on
preventive ophthalmology, which would require a new institute, the purpose
of which would be to provide courses for overseas doctors to enable them to
learn about the diseases most prevalent in their own countries. These were
not addressed in the existing post-graduate courses, which were focused
mainly on Western medicine and did not equip students for tackling the
overwhelming problems in remote rural areas where there was no health
service and only the fittest could survive.

In 1981, Barrie became the first Professor of Preventive Ophthalmology ,
working in close collaboration with the World Health Organisation (WHO),
Sightsavers International and British Council for Prevention of Blindness
(BCPB.)

One of the first recipients
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Barrie and I were now 60 and heading for retirement in five years’ time.
A bonus of this milestone was that we qualified for £10 Return tickets at
Covent Garden. This involved queuing up outside Covent Garden from
4pm to about 6pm for whatever tickets for that evening’s performance were
returned. Barbara Woffenden and I would catch the train from Croydon to
Charing Cross and queue with other hopefuls, not knowing which seat we
might be offered. It could be in the Stalls, Dress Circle, Upper Circle or up
in the Gods – all were £10 to the over 60s. We would take a plastic raincoat
and a newspaper to spread over the pavement to sit on and something to eat
and drink. We never knew where we would end up which made it difficult
deciding what to wear, so it had to be a ‘one dress fits all possible options’.
Of course we didn’t want to look too scruffy if we landed a seat in the Dress
Circle sitting next to someone who had paid £150! Not easy but the main
thing was we were never turned away.
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In 1985 Barrie became a CBE – Commander of the British Empire, which
seemed to us a rather unlikely title. However we all knew he well deserved
some recognition for his selfless hard work around the world, nobly supported
by his many research teams at home and abroad. Once again, we had to
find time for me to give him his usual haircut. He never had time to go to a
hairdresser ever since the day we were married. On the way to Buckingham
Palace, we stopped in a side street in Victoria and, dressed in our finery,
reached for the thermos in the boot and had a cup of tea on the pavement to
prepare for the ordeal ahead. All went well, photos were taken and afterwards
Peter, Barrie and I treated ourselves to lunch at Simpsons in the Strand – quite
a day.
In 1986 Barrie retired with much fanfare and celebrations but of course we
knew he had plans to continue the same gruelling workload as before. First
of all he could now agree to have his long postponed hip operation but this
was postponed again as he developed shingles. When he had recovered
from the operation we thought it would be time to do something completely
different. I had read in the Radio Times of a week’s holiday in Russia. Barrie
had been over there in 1970 for the British Council but I had never been and
it seemed that life in Russia had improved considerably since 1970 so we set
off for a week: three days in St Petersburg and four in Moscow. It was a great
experience and all went well.
In 1987 Barrie was awarded the King Faisal International Prize for Medicine,
awarded for his work on Prevention of Blindness. Andrew and Peter
accompanied him to Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. The monetary part of the Award
enabled Barrie to fund his work and research on onchocerciasis, also known
as river blindness, in South Africa for many more years and in 1996 when
we were both 75, Barrie and his team from London were invited by Dr. Rich
Umeh from Enugu University to be present at the official opening of a major
new Health Centre in Inys, followed by further field work. For more on this
field work see my booklet, “Memorable Field Trip to Nigeria”.
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Leaving Purley, Embracing Buttle Steps,
Returning To New Zealand (1988-2001)
In 1988 we started thinking about moving from Purley as all our family had
fled and we yearned to be nearer the countryside, yet within occasional reach
of London. We knew we needed a smaller house so I started selling and
disposing of items we would no longer need.
It was fortuitous that Andrew was in the midst of setting up house and a yoga
centre in Wales so he could absorb some and I sent a ship load out to our
families in New Zealand.
By great good fortune when I was out and about in Westerham I found our
beloved Buttle Steps Cottage was for sale. This was a magical place which I
had discovered years before when I was doing a country walk with Barbara
Woffenden – our path led us right down Buttle Steps and over the fields to
Crockham Hill. I was so carried away by it that I took Barrie on the same
walk, never for one moment thinking that we would one day be the owners
of such a treasure. It was an ancient Cromwellian Cottage on an escarpment,
looking out over the Weald of Kent, said to have been built in 1643. It became
a Grade II listed building.

Pros and Cons when buying Buttles Steps Cottage
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Another way to dispose of items no longer required was to rent a stall at Covent
Garden Market. Barbara offered to help me and we had to set off very early – to
reach Covent Garden by 7am – in time to catch the early birds. Of course we
thoroughly enjoyed the whole experience. Meeting all the other stall holders
was great fun, but we were certainly exhausted when we returned home.

Buttles Steps Cottage from the fields

We did this for several weeks
running. It did help to reduce
our clutter enormously, which
we certainly needed to do as we
had to reduce from six bedrooms
to 11⁄2! Many people thought we
were crazy but we certainly never
regretted it and thought of our 12
years there as being as near as we
shall ever get to Paradise. Indeed,
it still remains our spiritual home.

Barrie and Jack at Buttles
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Pol and Dorian among the bluebells. Mariners Hill above Buttles

Barrie in
his study

Barrie, Harry
and Fredi
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Summer scene from the Cottage

Barrie emerging from the
wine cellar at Buttles Steps
Andrew and Laure. Success
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Winter Scene from Buttles

The next excitement
was Tama and Daniel’s
wedding which took
place very near to
Buttle Steps Cottage
in 1999 and involved
nearly everyone in
Froghole Lane. It was
quite amazing how
everyone wished to
play a part. Barrie and
I were so overwhelmed
by their generosity that
later on we took them
all out for lunch at the
same venue where the
wedding had taken
place.
Tama coming down the stairs at Buttles
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Tama and Daniels Wedding Day, 25-9-1999

Tama and Matthew in the den at Buttles
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My 81st birthday. Impromptu at the Beazleys, Froghole Lane

As the millennium approached however, we thought it was time to pack our
bags and go back to New Zealand.
First we had to sell Buttle Steps Cottage and its magical garden. We both
turned 81 in 2001 and on 12th August flew away to New Zealand and our ever
patient family who had hoped we would be back before we were 80.
Once again we had no regrets and still have more blessings than anyone could
ever wish for.
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All together once again in New Zealand
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Appendix 1

Beatrice and Leonard Monkman

Beatrice and Leonard continued their shared interests in New Zealand,
winning many trophies at the Lower Hutt Golf Club which were regularly
reported in the daily newspapers, with photos to prove it. From the early
years of their marriage, whatever they chose to pursue in life socially, they
made sure they did together.
They took up ballroom dancing, teaching themselves from the Victor
Sylvester Book of Instructions, which led them to join the Happy Hundred
Club in Lower Hutt for an evening of dancing once a month. They were both
interested in all forms of sport and enjoyed many happy hours playing golf
together – often playing nine holes after work and before dinner.
My parents belonged to the Yorkshire Society in Wellington and attended
regularly. The most exciting time was when the northern England comedian,
Gracie Fields, paid Wellington a visit. Of course we had a grand night out
with all the Yorkshire folk and ‘Our Gracie’.
When on holiday I would be roped in to caddy for Beatrice – often in intense
heat which made me wilt. I remember being always on the lookout for a
clump of trees to find some shade.
Even in her 70s, by which time Beatrice was playing golf at the South Cliff
Golf Club in Scarborough, she would never take a trolley for her clubs. Nor
would she use one for shopping - that was far too degenerate. She did not
give up golf until she was 79.
Before my father died in 1947 (a month before Jenny was born) Leonard
had given Beatrice a new set of golf clubs saying, “Well dear I think these
should see you through”. Not a bit of it! She played for another 20 years and
even needed another set. For years she was insured against injury on the golf
course, but after the age of 70 no longer qualified for insurance, so she had to
take her chances.
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My father Leonard died on the Lower Hutt Golf course at the age of 59. He
suddenly collapsed on the 18th green. I could not believe it for a long time
–he had never spent a day in bed all the time I knew him and seemed such a
healthy person.
However, like most men of his day he did smoke and this must have been a
contributing cause. No one thought of smoking as being injurious to health
in those days and he quite likely developed the habit during his long wartime
service. He spent four years in Germany in the 1914-1918 war. Who can tell
how the experiences he went through affected him? He never spoke of them
and was extremely fortunate not to have been maimed or mentally disturbed.
A saner, kinder man would be hard to find.
Our home was always full of laughter and good humour – no wireless or
television – my mother was always singing around the house and when my
father came home from work, he would go straight to the piano for an hour
until dinner time and accompany my mother for a few songs.
At my bedtime at 9pm my father would appear in the doorway to my bedroom
and do a tap-dancing act on the bare boards – which I found hilarious and
naturally pleaded for more.
At the age of 12, when Damn! was the worst, most reprehensible word to
say out loud, I decided to have a go – so went outside and stood behind the
bicycle shed, plucked up courage and said “Damn Damn Damn” several
times. I thought the heavens would open and swallow me up, but nothing at
all happened. I have always thought that swearing was a pointless activity
– with one exception, when it was used as a technique to help King George V
overcome his speech impediment. I saw this in the film, The King’s Speech.
Amazing transformation. Another thing I tried behind the bicycle shed was
smoking a cigarette. Fortunately I did not like it at all, so that has never been
a problem.
My mother was very health conscious and certainly instilled her ideas
on her children – encouraging us to feel that health is our own individual
responsibility. Every spring Brian and I had to line up to have a dose of
brimstone and treacle to clear out our systems. I shall never forget the horror
of this ritual – it was so difficult to swallow. She herself believed in the
benefits of taking a daily dose of vegetable water (strained off the veges
cooked for dinner). I found this hard to enjoy as well and must admit I
haven’t kept it up. Parishes Food was considered to be a good tonic.
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Lemon and honey, undiluted, for sore throats
Lemon and honey, and hot water for a soothing hot drink when going to bed
A woollen sock around the neck was very effective for colds and sore throats
– even Professor Barrie Jones has been known to ask for one and I would
dutifully secure it with a safety pin.8
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Appendix 2

Early Days Of The Monkman Family

Deserted medieval village of Wharram Percy

Earliest known records date from 1675 when several members of the family
were living in the deserted medieval village of Wharram Percy, close to
Wharram le Street south of Malton, in North Yorkshire.
The site is now in the care of English Heritage, who carried out extensive
excavations at Wharram for 40 years from 1950. It is considered to be the
best-known deserted village site in Britain.
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There are several gravestones relating to the Monkman family near the
ancient church ruins on the site.
John Monkman
and
Francis Monkman

1742-1828 who lived at Bella House Farm
1788-1853 grandson – Wharram Percy

and in Wharram le Street
John Monkman
1675-1759
and
Frances his wife (Maw) died 1761

It is a pity we cannot know
more of their everyday lives but
the booklets and maps that have
emerged since those early days
and during the excavations in
the 1950s give us some idea.
Terry Bowers, my cousin
Monica Monkman’s son, has
spent many years researching
the Monkman family archives.
We are all indebted to him
for enabling us and future
generations to trace our origins
on the Monkman Family Tree
of which we can now all have
a copy. A valiant contribution
and we are immensely greatful
to him.
My account starts in 1888 with
the birth of my father, Leonard
Monkman, the youngest of five
boys, to Thomas Monkman and
Caroline (nèe Lawson). Sadly,
two girls died young. The boys
were Frank, Wilfred, Percy,
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Gravestone of Francis Monkman

Harold and Leonard. They all grew up at 33 Huntington Rd, in York, within
walking distance of York Minister and all were educated at the school of the
Cathedral Church of St Peter of York.

33 Huntington Rd, York

St Peters was founded in 1627 by Bishop Paulinus, a pupil of Gregory the
Great and a member of the Augustine Mission which came from Rome to
England at the end of the 6th Century. The oldest schools in England are to
be found in the towns with the oldest cathedrals - Canterbury in Kent in 598
A.D., the King’s School of Rochester in 604 A.D., and St Peter’s School of
York in 1627. St Peter’s was connected with three saints – St. Paulinus, St.
Wilfred and St. John of Beverley. Guy Fawkes, an old Peterite, enrolled at the
school in 1582.
My father was immensely proud of his city’s long history which originally
had a Celtic name, Eburacon, meaning ‘the place where the yew trees grow’.
The colonising Roman army Latinised it to Eboracum. After the Romans
departed in about 400AD, Anglo-Saxan invaders changed it to Evorwic,
meaning boar and town, but the subsequent invaders, the Vikings, found it
more to their tongue to say Jorvik, pronounced Yorvik. So the history of York
is embedded in its name.
Perhaps owing to the Roman influence on his city, my father felt it very
important that I should study Latin at school. I have always felt a particular
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Caroline & Thomas Monkman. Wilfred, Frank, Percy. Harold & Leonard.
Top to bottom /left to right at Scarborough

kinsip with my Roman forebears and, like Yorkshire men and women
everywhere, a great pride in my Yorkshire origins. When my parents came
to live in New Zealand, one of the first clubs they joined was the Yorkshire
Society. In the 1930s and 1940s, there were many Yorkshire folk in New
Zealand and they held regular meetings in Wellington. One memorable
time was when Grace Fields came to entertain us. I shall never forget the
excitement of going to hear ‘Our Gracie.’
The boys had a strong Methodist upbringing – nevertheless they all had a
great sense of humour and loved playing practical jokes on each other. As
they grew older they became extremely keen on the music halls and as often
as possible they would slip out for some fun. However they knew they had to
be home again by 9pm for prayers and this practice was rigidly adhered to.
When my father was a lad he used to be sent to buy treacle at the corner shop.
In those days one took one’s container and the syrup was poured into the jar
from a tap on the counter. When the shopkeeper asked Leonard for the money,
he replied, ‘It’s at bottom of jar.’
Norman Dickinson was a colourful cousin who frequently visited for a tea
on Sundays. All the boys were great wits, especially Percy who turned to
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Norman one day offering him a plate of jam tarts. ‘Have another tart, Norman
– you’re fond of tarts aren’t you?’ Norman blushed and was overcome by
embarrassment. Father and Mother did not understand, or so the boys thought,
as they did not make any comment.
The other very important member of the household was Annie Amour who
came as a maid to the family when she was fifteen and became part of all our
lives until she was 78. She was devoted to the Monkman family and outlived
them all. She always referred to ‘the boys’ as Mr. Wilfred, Mr. Frank, Mr.
Percy, Mr. Harold and Mr. Leonard, even to the end of their lives. During the
war years she knitted socks and comforts for ‘the boys’ when they were away
in Germany: my father was in the Cavalry and served mostly in Germany;
Uncle Harold was sent to Salonika and the experiences there resulted in him
suffering from malaria all his life.
After Uncle Harold died, in the house he had built in Knaresborough for his
aunts Kate and Flora, Annie, who had nursed him to the end, inherited the
house and its contents. Dear Annie deserved them all. A few items were set
aside for the family. I often wonder what became of them – as I ponder about
the origins of the many items I have bid for at auction sales all through the
1950s and 60s. I certainly benefitted when I furnished complete houses from
auction rooms and bought other people’s heirlooms which probably had a
similar history so I am immensely grateful and continue to cherish them.
I had inherited the presentation tea service inscribed to Thomas Monkman
and the silver jam pot containers and Uncle Harold’s Turkish rug. Annie
eventually moved back to York and my mother and I visited her at a home
for the elderly in Holgate Rd, York. I noticed a superb silver samovar on the
sideboard which I remembered as having been in Uncle Harold’s house in
Knaresborough and also at Huntington Rd.
We spent most of our holidays at 33 Huntington Rd and I remember going
with my grandmother to the nearby workhouse in York. She used to go every
Tuesday afternoon with some gifts for the inmates. I was about seven and did
not understand the situation. Thinking back to those days in later years made
me realize how deeply rooted were the fears of ending up in the workhouse –
a very real option for many. I am sure that my mother’s determination that she
‘would never go into a home’ stemmed from her early experiences, and when
the time came for her to be looked after from age 82-89 there was no way I
would do otherwise than look after her in our home – and dear Barrie agreed,
although with her progressive Alzheimers disease this was not an easy option.
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Grandfather Monkman died at an early age leaving my grandmother with five
boys to care for. She must have found life a struggle.
Sunday afternoons were the times the families would visit each other
– walking there and back of course, as it was many more years before
anybody had a car. Having had four children to round up when we were
going anywhere, I can well imagine the stress involved to get everyone ready.
Granny was often heard to exclaim, ‘Now come along boys – let’s get off and
then we can get back!’ The boys would laugh at this remark and wonder why
they needed to go! I daresay she was always being teased, as I am with my
boys.
As the Monkman boys grew up, Wilfred became a banker in Woodford,
London. Percy (the family wag) was sent to Japan as manager of the
Yorkshire Insurance Co. in 1911 and remained there until 1921. His future
wife, Daisy, joined him and they were married in Japan. Later they were
transferred to Montreal in Canada. After Percy died Daisy returned to
Harrogate with daughters Joyce and Cecile. Harold became an architect and
built the house in Craglane Knaresborough for my two great aunts, Kate and
Flora. As a child I used to visit them and play croquet on their lawn. When
Aunt Kate died, she apparently owned seventy pairs of shoes, all size four,
which no one else could wear! I think perhaps that my family will have the
same problem although my shoes are size seven.
Leonard also worked for the Yorkshire Insurance Co. in York. With his wife
Beatrice and two small children (Pauline 8, and Brian 4) he sailed away to
New Zealand in 1929. Granny used to say about her daughters-in-law:
Marion is delicate
(Wilfred’s wife)
Winifred is pretty
(Frank’s wife)
Beatrice is merry and bright
(Leonard’s wife)
And Daisy is improving (Percy’s wife)
Kenneth Monkman, Uncle Wilfred’s son, lived for many years at Shandy
Hall in Coxwold, north Yorkshire, one of England’s loveliest villages. Shandy
Hall is the former home of the 18th century novelist and cleric, Laurence
Sterne. Two of Sterne’s works Tristram Shandi and A Sentimental Journey
were written at Shandy Hall and are thought to have influenced and inspired
Goethe, Jane Austen, Dickens, Tolstoy, Balzac, Melville, Proust, Joyce,
Virginia Wolf, and other great writers who acknowledged this medieval house
as the birthplace of the modern novel.
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Kenneth Monkman, a lifelong admirer of Sterne, and his wife Julia, were
determined to rescue Shandy Hall from many years of neglect and dereliction.
With the help of a few fellow enthusiasts they founded the Laurence Sterne
Trust in 1967 and worked tirelessly to restore this old home to its former
glory. Kenneth and Julia became its honorary curators. The trust bought and
restored the house and garden which were opened to the public in 1973. Now
people from all over the world visit Shandy Hall.
Julia Monkman is a keen gardener. She has recreated the 18th century walled
garden and also opened up a woodland area, more secluded and remote, and
planted with wild flowers, beyond the walled garden. Barrie and I were so
enraptured by this area that we bought a painting of it.
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Appendix 3

Early Days Of The Cummings Family

My mother, Beatrice Cummings, was born on 9th March, 1890. She was the
youngest of six girls born to Robert and Mary Ann Cummings. Two boys died
young, having drowned in Westwick Lock near Ripon in Yorkshire.
The girls were:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Mary
Margaret
Ann
Florence
Nellie
Beatrice

- Twins
- Twins

They lived in Fishergate in York. Their father Robert (my grandfather) was
the manager of the York Glassworks. When Marjorie Widdup, a great school
friend of Beatrice’s was married, he made two engraved glasses for her as
a wedding present (now handed on to Jenny). My cousin Bob Fairwather,
Margaret’s son, carried on managing the glassworks after Robert (his
grandfather) died.
Beatrice was only five when he died; it was a very difficult time for the
family (no health service or social security in those days) and she watched
her mother go downhill with the strain of rearing her six children. Like so
many of her generation Mary Ann ‘took to the gin’ which made matters
worse. Beatrice joined the Temperance Society and the Band of Hope. All her
life she tried to avoid drink and to persuade others to do so – including my
father who, although he did not drink much, felt that he could not make such
a promise. I can remember that during my teens we had one glass of cider on
Sundays with our roast dinner as a treat. I had my first taste of wine in my
30s!
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Beatrice Cummings

Beatrice used to spend some of her school holidays with her Aunt Sarah and
her husband, Jimmy Hall, who was a gamekeeper on Ripon State. They lived
at Westwick Lock. The Gamekeepers Cottage, Spa Gill, hidden in the woods
on the Ripon Estate, was used occasionally by King Edward VII for shooting
expeditions. He had a bath put in for his use when visiting the estate. The
historical bath was still there when Barrie and I went to visit the house with
my cousin Joan, in the 1950s. Jimmy’s brother Willie was a bank manager in
Ripon (or Harrogate?). I used to love hearing from Joan about all this – very
intriguing as Nanna never told me anything, saying I was too young to know
about such things – even at the age of 50! There were whispers that one of
the chambermaids at Ripon Hall had fallen for a Spanish nobleman who had
visited the Hall. Gray thinks it may have been a Moor sailing past on a barge
on the canal! I often wonder where my mother’s sparkling eyes came from.
Who knows?
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Beatrice

All the girls had to go out to work at an early age to make ends meet.
Beatrice, my mother, was very sporty – she loved skating and was always
full of fun. She went to work in the Canadian Government office in York.
Alas, the manager, aged about 60, took such a liking to her that he started
asking her to stay on late after work! The family was alarmed and sent her
down to London to live with her sister Ann Clark in Bromley, Kent. She was
transferred to the Canadian Government office in London near Admiralty
Arch and worked there all through the 1914-1918 war until she was married
in 1919. At some point she moved to 59 Frankfurt Rd, Herne Hill and lived
with the Coultate family. Mr Coultate was an artist and for many years sent
Nanna a signed painting as a Christmas card. Many of the paintings we still
have – one in particular is framed and is of the cottage at Biggin Hill, also
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owned by the Coultates. Beatrice, Ivy Coultate and Ken Kenyon would
cycle down there every weekend and bake their own bread on arrival. The
framed painting of this cottage has had pride of place in our bedroom to this
day. It is strange that Barrie and I were living so close to it when we lived at
Buttles and drove past it frequently on our way to June and Duncan Forrest’s
home but we were never quite sure where it was! There were several similar
cottages on the route.
My Aunty Margaret was a great character. She became a teacher and was
afraid of nothing and no one! I loved the tales my mother told me of her
exploits.
She used to suffer dreadfully with migraine headaches. Once, when the
neighbours’ noise became more than she could bear, she threw a stone at one
of their windows and smashed it. Couldn’t think how it had happened! She
just pulled the curtains and sank back on the bed, exhausted.
She loved to wear Henry Hall hats. Once when she had bought a new hat for
a wedding she wore it round the house to get used to it, smoking all the while.
Unfortunately this particular one had a veil and it went up in flames as she
came down the stairs.
Another time Bob had been to the zoo with his mother. Relating what
a wonderful time he had had, he said happily ‘I nearly had a ride on an
elephant!’ The friend replied ‘what do you mean – you nearly had a ride on an
elephant?’ ‘Well’, said Bob, ‘I asked mother and she said No.’
Her children loved it when Margaret had someone coming to tea. ‘Well’, they
said, ‘we don’t mind if they don’t come, as long as Mother thinks they are
coming.’ No doubt Mother would have prepared a special tea.
One day a local farmer caught Bob aged eight walking through his field and
charged him for trespassing, which had to be dealt with in court. Margaret put
on her hat and gloves and strode off to the farmer’s house – knocking boldly
on the door. When he opened it Margaret, incensed, looked at him long and
hard and said ‘Thank you – I just wanted to see what sort of a man it could be
who would prosecute little children!’
Living only a stone’s throw away from the Muncaster Gate golf course,
Margaret played regularly and would often pop a cake in the oven before
leaving the house and when she was playing the 8th hole (nearest to home) she
would dash home, take the cake out and resume play.
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One hot summers day she was overcome with the heat while playing a
round of golf – so dived behind some bushes and took her knickers off and
stuffed them into her golf bag – to be replaced when she arrived back at the
clubhouse. They wore bloomers in those days with elasticated legs.
Another time she grounded her club on the fairway, which is against the rules.
Her companion said, ‘Margaret, you can’t do that!’ She replied, ‘Who says I
can’t?’
When cycling through York one day she spotted a bicycle pump lying on the
road, quite near a policeman who was directing the traffic. The family joke
is that she lifted the policeman’s foot as she picked up the pump, saying ‘We
could do with one of these!’ and cycled home triumphant.
Sadly, in her 80s, Margaret developed Alzheimer’s disease and lost her
memory completely. She would often go and stay with Beatrice and Nelly
in Scarborough and led them a merry dance wandering off on her own, they
knew not where. It was a great worry for them. One night in York when she
was in a house for the elderly she wandered out for a walk. She fell down a
manhole in the street and was there all night until discovered in the morning.
My father was away at the war for four years. On his return he became
engaged to my mother (on Worthing beach). He had to return to Germany
however, for seven more months before he was demobilised. On the day he
came back, he asked Beatrice to marry him but with all the excitement she
lost her voice and could scarcely say ‘I will.’ They were married in the Parish
Church of St Paul, Herne Hill, London and spent their honeymoon at the
little cottage in Biggin Hill that my mother, Ivy and Ken used to cycle to at
weekends.
My father resumed his work in the Yorkshire Insurance Company and was
posted to Harrogate, where I was born on 8 June 1921
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Appendix 4

My Cousin Renée
Renée was one of my closest friends in England. Alas she was lost to our
family for many years – possibly 40 years, and I was fascinated by the story
of her life as it became known to us.
She was the daughter of Arthur
and Ann Clark – twin sister of
my cousin Peter Clark. At birth
Renée was named Jane Clark.
Sadly Ann, (my mother’s sister)
became very depressed after
the births and threatened to
throw both babies out of the
window. Arthur acted quickly
and arranged for both babies
to be put into care. He later
decided to keep one child and
let the other be adopted. As
this was before 1928 there was
no adoption law, so all was
done privately. Arthur arranged
everything without telling
Ann until it was irreversible
and when the time came for
the children to return home, it
was too late – Jane had already
been adopted. Jane Clark had
become Renée Scott.

Renée Etté

Enter Dorothy Scott and Renée Courtauld. Dorothy Scott, born in 1874, was
an educated 48-year-old woman of independent means, a real “bluestocking”,
having studied history at Oxford University – before women were permitted
to obtain a degree. At the age of 48, Dorothy admitted to her close friend
Renée (a member of the wealthy Courtauld family) that her one regret in life
was that she had never had a child. Renée offered to provide for a child if
Dorothy would adopt one. If the venture proved satisfactory Renée would
enjoy the experience of bringing up a child with Dorothy. If not satisfactory,
Renée’s responsibilities would cease.
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Dorothy went along to the Home for Children, saw a number of babies and
selected Renée as being the one most in need of a chance in life. As she was
very frail Dorothy sent her to a childminder and nurse in Felpham on the
south coast. Renée was there for a year and began to thrive.
Arthur, who was a publisher in London, wanted his daughter brought up in
a liberal family. He was very politically motivated, a Liberal and a member
of the Fabian Society. Life with him was very stimulating and provocative
and frequently tempestuous (as my mother would testify). With Renée’s
adoptive parents, he certainly achieved his aim of a liberal environment for
her. Dorothy’s brother and Renée’s new uncle was C.B. Scott, editor of the
Manchester Guardian and a fervent liberal.
In the early years Renée was taught by governesses in England and
Switzerland. Dorothy later adopted another child, the illegitimate son of a
lord, two years younger than Renée. Unfortunately he had double mastoids,
so the three spent at least two years in Switzerland, and Renée and Brian
attended a Swiss school with all their lessons in French.
Renée was sent to Downs school, a very authoritarian boarding school in
Seaford in Sussex. Renée would get order marks if her slippers or shoes were
facing the wrong way or if her handkerchief was found under her pillow. She
became very miserable and eventually the school doctor advised that she was
pining and needed to be with Dorothy. So she was brought back to London
where she attended King Alfred’s, a day school in Hampstead. Dorothy was
on the fringe of the Bloomsbury set. She knew Virginia Woolf, Duncan Grant,
Roger Fry, John Masefield and many other intellectuals of the day – in fact
she went on John Masefield’s honeymoon – his future wife’s great friend was
also going and they wanted to round up the number to 4!
Renée met many of these people on their visits to the house in Hampstead.
CB Scott used to come to London to search for up-and-coming young men to
work on the Manchester Guardian and he gave many of them their first chance
in life, including Kingsley Amis. Scott was also a great supporter of Indian
independence. When Gandhi came to England in 1931 he visited Manchester
and was entertained by CB while touring the cotton mills. On one occasion
Gandhi went to Bognor to have lunch with CB at his sister’s home where
Renée and her brother Brian were staying. Gandhi asked about the children
and laid his hands on their heads and blessed them. Renée never forgot this
– also the fact that he had with him a goat for milk and always had a bearer in
attendance, carrying a bag of rice for Gandhi’s meals. He never ate any other
food.
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When Renée was in the sixth form at King Alfred School and head girl, she
was chosen to represent her school in Geneva at an international gathering
of young people. They met daily at the United Nations and one day she met
Haile Selassie from Ethiopia and shook hands with him.
In her early life Renée was treated very kindly by the Scott family and met
all the cousins frequently. The children, however, were not so kind. They
regarded her as an outsider who had come from the gutter and was “not one
of them”, having been born “on the wrong side of the blanket”. Renée had no
idea what that meant!
She became very fanciful and invented her own family of princes and other
royals of whom she boasted at school. The headmistress advised Dorothy to
tell Renée that she was not of royal birth and that she did in fact have a real
family and real brothers and a sister. At this point Renée learned their names,
but they were never referred to again. Arthur meanwhile forbade any of the
family to even mention Renée and refused to tell Ann anything about her
whereabouts (at this time Ann wanted Renée back, but sadly she had no rights
or voice in the matter).
After Renée left school she studied at the Slade School of Art in London
until the blitz grew so violent that the students were evacuated to Oxford to
continue their studies there. The Huxley boys were in her group – also Sidney
Keyes, one of the “eight Oxford poets”. A visiting American writer described
Sidney as the most distinguished person to have been educated at Dulwich
College and suggested he should fall in love with Renée. He did and they
became engaged. Sadly, Sidney and Renée’s brother Brian were both killed in
the war, within two days of each other.
Sidney had asked his best friend Francis Johnson to take care of Renée if
anything happened to him, so it was natural that Renée would turn to him.
They married and had three children – Linda, Rosamund and William. They
lived in Lewes, Sussex, which is where Barrie and I first met Renée and
became firm friends.
Francis’s sister Isabel had been one of Renée’s friends at school – a brilliant
girl. She went to Oxford and married a Rhodes scholar. A passionate
Communist, she spent most of her time attending meetings and delivering
leaflets from her father’s home to all the neighbouring houses in their
conservative neighbourhood. Her father said she must stop doing this or go
elsewhere to live, so she did. Rather a wild girl – when her husband returned
from the war, he divorced her. Elizabeth Fry, another unmarried bluestocking
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and sister of Roger Fry, founded the Forest School for deprived children.
I once went with Renée to the home of Dorothy’s uncle, Sir Joseph Prestwick,
an anthropologist who lived in Shoreham in Kent. Dorothy and her mother
were living there when Renée was adopted. I remember a lovely stained glass
window depicting animals above the door in the hall and there were many
cases of fossil specimens. Dorothy’s brother Geoffrey Scott was a famous
judge and their father was a friend of Darwin’s who lived nearby at Downe
house.

Barrie, Renée and Pauline

All in all Renée had a very privileged upbringing but in many ways a
difficult one. Being brought up by two unmarried women she had very little
experience of men, so perhaps was easily influenced by them. She made
several unfortunate choices which she came to regret but she had the kindest
of natures and was always very philosophical.
When her marriage to Francis Johnson ended, Renée married Tony Etté, who
already had a wife and four children in Australia and proceeded to go through
most of Renée’s money. They lived in a large house in Norfolk called The
Grange and had two children together, Ben and Jonathan, but the marriage
ended in divorce. Renée became a Quaker and a fervent supporter of the
Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament.
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She went to live in a small cottage in Holt with her son William, who worked
from home as an artist and did occasional decorating. Renée taught art for
the education authority in Norfolk and had 87 pupils. She studied how to
paint on silk and did some exquisite work. I have a beautiful cushion of hers
and several silk scarves. Renée and her friends often held exhibitions of their
work in Norfolk.
My cousin Barbara Clark had been determined to find her long lost sister
Jane, now Renée, but this was very much against her father Arthur’s wishes.
She bided her time. While she was working in the Bank of England she
discovered documents relating to Renée Scott in the records department in the
basement. She then had to discover where Renée was living and her married
name. Several times she stood outside the house where Renée lived in Lewes,
Sussex, but her courage failed and she went away again.
Renée’s mother Dorothy, to whom she was devoted, lived with Renée and
her family for seven years. After she died Barbara finally mustered sufficient
courage to call again. When Renée opened the door, Barbara greeted her,
“Renée – I am your sister Barbara”. At long last they were reunited.
By this time, Renée’s twin brother Peter Clark was in St Dunstan’s Hospital
for the Blind, in Sussex. During the Second World War he had served in the
Navy. His ship was torpedoed and he was adrift in the North Sea for four days
before being rescued.
His health never
recovered. He suffered
terribly with arthritis
and spent the rest of
his life in a wheelchair,
blind and crippled.
However, he was one
of the finest people I
have ever known. He
had the warmest of
hearts and his bubbly
and mischievous wit
never seemed to fail
him, in spite of all
he had to suffer. We
named our son Peter
after him.
Peter Clark
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After Barbara and Renée came together, Renée was at last able to be reunited
with Peter. They had an instinctive rapport with one another, shared many of
the same thoughts and interests and spent many happy hours together. Renée
visited him in St Dunstan’s every day in what was to be the last year of his
life.
In addition to her work for the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament, Renée
was a member of Greenpeace, also of Friends of the Earth – and actively
furthered the cause of Anglo-Soviet relations. She was a superb companion,
being interested in everything and everyone. I found her truly inspirational
and I treasure the times we spent together in Norfolk, Purley, at Buttles Steps
cottage in Kent and of course our visits to the Royal Academy of Arts in
London.
Her life was one of the most extraordinary of anyone I have ever known. She
was a gentle soul in a turbulent world, which dealt her some extremely hard
blows, but she never complained – just carried on regardless – doing whatever
she could to make this world a better one for all those around her. She and
June Forrest opened up new worlds for me and helped keep me buoyant over
many, many years.
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Appendix 5

The Moral Rearmament Movement

In 1938 Europe was rearming militarily. Frank Buchman, initiator of what
became known as the Oxford Group, was convinced that military rearmament
alone would not solve the crisis. At a meeting of 3,000 in East Ham Town
Hall, London, on 29 May 1938, he launched a campaign for Moral ReArmament. “The crisis is fundamentally a moral one,” he said. “The nations
must re-arm morally. Moral recovery is essentially the forerunner of economic
recovery. Moral recovery creates not crisis but confidence and unity in every
phase of life.”
The phrase caught the mood of the time, and many public figures in Britain
spoke and wrote in support. British tennis star H.W. (Bunny) Austin edited
the book, Moral Rearmament: the Battle for Peace, which sold half a million
copies. Austin remained committed to MRA but had very little contact in the
1980s, sensing that the movement had drifted away from its roots.
When war broke out, many of those active in the campaign for Moral
Rearmament joined the Allied Forces. Others worked to heighten morale
and overcome bottlenecks, particularly in war-related industries. Senator
(later President) Harry Truman, Chair of the Senate’s Truman Committee
investigating war contracts, told a Washington press conference in 1943:
“Suspicions, rivalries, apathy, greed lie behind most of the bottlenecks. This is
where the Moral Rearmament group comes in. Where others have stood back
and criticised, they have rolled up their sleeves and gone to work. They have
already achieved remarkable results in bringing teamwork into industry, on
the principles not of “who’s right” but of “what’s right”.
In Britain about 30 MRA workers were exempted from military service to
continue this work. But, when Ernest Bevin became Minister of Labour in
1940, he decided to conscript them. Over 2,500 clergy and ministers signed
a petition opposing this, and 174 Members of Parliament put down a motion
stating the same. Bevin made clear he would resign from the Government
if he was defeated, and the Government put a three-line whip upon its
supporters. As a result, the Oxford Group workers were excluded from the
Exemption from Military Service bill.
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At the end of the war, the MRA workers returned to the task of establishing a
lasting peace. In 1946, 50 Swiss families active in the work of MRA bought
and restored a large, derelict hotel at Caux in Switzerland. This became a
centre of European reconciliation, attended by thousands in the following
years, including German Chancellor Adenauer and French Foreign Minister
Robert Schuman.
The founder, Frank Buchman, was awarded the Croix de Chevalier of the
Legion d’honneur by the French Government and also the German Grand
Cross of the Order of Merit. Historians Douglas Johnston and Cynthia
Sampson described the work as an “important contribution to one of
the greatest achievements in the entire record of modern statecraft: the
astonishingly rapid Franco-German reconciliation after 1945”.
In the 1950s and the 1960s, MRA’s work expanded across the globe.
Buchman was a pioneer of multi-faith initiatives. As he said, “MRA is the
good road of an ideology inspired by God upon which all can unite, Catholic,
Jew and Protestant, Hindu, Muslim, Buddhist and Confucian – all find they
can change, where needed, and travel along this good road together”.
These ideas appealed to many in the African and Asian countries moving
toward independence from colonial rule. Leaders of these independence
struggles have paid tribute to MRA’s contribution to bringing unity between
groups in conflict, and helping ease the transition into independence. In 1956
King Mohammed V of Morocco sent a message to Buchman, “I thank you
for all you have done for Morocco in the course of these last testing years.
Moral Rearmament must become for us Muslims as much an incentive as it
is for you Christians and for all nations.” In 1960 Archbishop Makarios and
Dr Kucuk, President and Vice President of Cyprus jointly sent the first flag of
independent Cyprus to Frank Buchman at Caux in recognition of MRA’s help.
Some attacked the movement. In the 1950s MRA was regularly attacked
by Radio Moscow’s overseas service. In November 1952 it said, “Moral
Rearmament supplants the inevitable class war by the permanent struggle
between good and evil”, and “has the power to attract radical revolutionary
minds.”
MRA has always been active in industry and business. In Buchman’s view,
management and labour could “work together like the fingers on one hand,”
and in order to make that possible he aimed to answer “the self-will in
management and labour who are both so right and so wrong.” MRA’s role
was to offer the experience which would free those people’s hearts and minds
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from the motivation or prejudices which prevent such solutions.
The movement had Christian roots, but grew into an informal, international
network of people of all faiths and backgrounds. It was based around what
it called “the Four Absolutes’” (absolute honesty, absolute purity, absolute
unselfishness and absolute love) and encouraged its members to be actively
involved in political and social issues.
One of the movement’s core ideas was that changing the world starts with
seeking change in oneself. This involved facing up to episodes in one’s
life that were a source of shame and regret. To free oneself from these, it
was necessary to muster up sufficient courage to voice them to the person
concerned. I found in my own life that the result did indeed have a lasting
effect and ensured it would not happen again.
Looking back I feel that the MRA movement had a great deal to commend it.
In fact it was still in action in 2001 but alas could no longer succeed against
the overwhelming odds that assail us in this troubled world today.9
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