At the beginning of 1914, I was living in Wood Green in London with my mother and sister, Maddy.  I didn’t know anything about war then.  I never listened in history lessons when they told us about the history of war, and we had to write essays on our glorious battle of Trafalgar.  Mr Brock would drone on and on, and eventually, I would lay with my head in my arms on the lid of my desk and doze off.  The next thing I knew, Mr Brock would bring his fist down on my open book, and I would wake up with a start as he roared:

“Golden!  What was the last thing I said?”

And of course, I couldn’t tell him. That was when I would get called out to the front for six of the best – lashes of the cane that is.

We lived in a nice house.  We weren’t wealthy, but then, we weren’t poor either.  Father was a solicitor in the city of London.  Mother did most things but sometimes her cousin Mary-Anne May would come to the house to help with the cleaning and polishing.  Mary-Anne May had never married and she didn’t have much money.  She liked to help mother, and in return, mother would give her a few shillings and a fruitcake, or a side of pork.  Mother was friendly with the butcher round the corner.  

