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How fabulous it’s been over the last few 
months seeing so many of you at Revival’s 
activities - people getting together, 
chatting and so many smiling faces! If you 
haven’t been already then come and join 
us.

This is when we get together:
Tuesday’s 1.30pm - Church House, Sleights - 
Move On Chair Exercises, Cuppa and Catch Up, 
Dominoes and Games
Wednesday’s 1.30pm: Danby Village Hall - 
Cuppa and Catch Up, Crafts and Games, Bingo, 
Bowls.
Thursday’s 1.30pm: Ingham Close Community 
Centre - Cuppa and Catch Up, Crafts and 
Games.
Monthly: Memory Lane Lunches - in both 
Danby and Sleights - dates from Amy and Tina.

If you can’t get transport to our activities but 
would really like to give them a try, contact 
Amy or Tina and they will do their very best to 
help.

A big thank you to so many of you who have 
made donations to our In Touch Magazine - 
and for all the extra donations you have put in 
too! They are very much appreciated. 

We enjoy some lovely Jubilee themed articles 
this month:- a royal recipe and two amazing 
articles about the Coronation and the Queen’s 
visit to Fiji.   

Don’t forget to come and enjoy our Cuppa and 
Catch Up’s!

Take Care, ~ Debbie x

Hello to all our
 wonderful people!

Gardener’s
World

Kathryn Harrison from Glaisdale tells
us about seed sowing.

One of the lovely things about this time of year is all the new life in the fields 
and in the greenhouse.

I’ve been a bit nostalgic lately; my childhood was spent playing outside all the 
time - making tents out of mam’s clothes’ horse, an old blanket and 2 bricks. 
The bricks were important........otherwise it collapsed on top of you!

So I found myself thinking about the plants 
that my mam grew.  I’m having a go at 
growing livingstone daisies (HHA) and 
snapdragons which is also (HHA). All that 
means is it is a Half Hardy Annual so it will 
only grow and flower this year and should 
not be planted into the garden till after the 
last frost.

Livingstone daisies are so pretty, in various 
shades of pink. The most important thing to 
remember about them is to plant them in a 
sunny spot! They are such sun worshippers 
the flowers will only open when it is sunny. 
That fascinated me as a child. Mam would 
grow them alongside the paths to her 
washing line.

One of the other plants I’m growing from seed - a must in a garden visited by 
children – are snapdragons. When you press on the side of the flower you can 
make the ‘mouth’ open. Then you can pretend they can talk! I’m growing a tall, 
white one this year.

I was very late sowing my sweet peas this year. My dad was really good at this 
and would have them sown and growing before Christmas. I was sowing them 
in the last recommended month, but they came through and are growing 
away well. They may be later flowering, but they will flower. I especially wanted 
to grow these because they are called anniversary and it is my 40th Wedding 
Anniversary this year. Fortunately I bought some sweet pea seedlings which 
are romping away.

Don’t be sad if you don’t have a greenhouse or cold frame as seeds will 
germinate on a window sill. Also these days many firms sell seedlings or super 
Continues P2.
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Volunteer of the Month...
Ian Johnson was born in Newcastle and qualified as a master printer. He went on to run 
his own design and print business alongside an international franchise. Ian and his wife 
Maggie have 6 children between them who live and work across the globe from Chester 
to Dubai and further again to Tanzania.

Ian and Maggie retired to Ainthorpe in 2010.Debbie met Ian shortly after when he 
volunteered to work on the Living Memory film . In 2015 Debbie began Revival North 
Yorkshire supported by Ian and Lisa as directors of Revival community interest company.

Ian has many roles within Revival, he has delivered meals and prescriptions and is a 
mainstay for Debbie when times are tough. Ian interviews lots of our people for our 
magazine and develops many articles. Without his work we would not have our fabulous In 
Touch magazine.

A big thank you to Ian from all of us!
Nothing we do would be possible without our amazing team of volunteers. 

Who is your volunteer of the month and why?

~ Ian Johnson - Ainthorpe ~

Please contact Debbie 07970 955407

seedlings where they have done the tricky bit of getting the 
seeds to germinate and grow on.

Some seeds you can sow directly into your garden or into your 
pots. The best for me every year is nasturtiums; you can get 
ones that climb or ones that tumble over the edge of the pot. 
The seeds are quite big, so easier to handle for those of us with 
arthritic fingers - just push them into the soil with your finger. 
They will flower on and on till the first frost. The flowers usually 
range from reds to oranges and yellows and are edible with a 
slightly peppery taste.

In my garden the birds often give a helping hand by hiding 
(planting) sunflower seeds. In fact I’ve decided to let them do 
their thing as the sunflowers that the birds planted were better 
than the ones I planted. Not sure about the one sunflower 
seed they (hid) planted in the bungalow wall though! It’ll be 
interesting to see if it flowers.

Have you noticed climate changes in your garden? I’ve had 
nemesia flowering on and off since last summer; it is classed 
as a tender perennial. Also my roses were flowering through till 
January.  I don’t cut down any plants till the spring, partly for 
winter protection for the plant, but also as a help to little bugs 
and insects.

As gardeners we should be really doing as much as we can 
to help bees and insects in our gardens. Look out for the bee 
symbol on seed packets and any plants you buy. It tells you if it’s 
a good source of nectar. We can all play a part in making this a 
better world for bees and bugs. I would like to grow a tree in my 
garden, maybe an ornamental cherry (a single flowered variety 
as they make access to the nectar easier) or maybe a bramley 
apple tree.

There are seeds which we can sow directly into the garden. One 
I’m trying this year is a paper strip impregnated with seeds. I 
might try starting some off in the greenhouse and some directly 
outside. You can also get mixed seed packets, maybe annuals, 
especially for bees or something for the back of the border. I get 
a bowl or bag, pour the seed in, and then add to it a handful of 
compost. Mix thoroughly and then broadcast sow them (throw 
small handfuls where you want them to grow).

Go on! Have fun!  Have a go at sowing and growing something! 

~ Love Kathryn.

Joyce Harrison of Sleights remembers her trip to London to see the Coronation.

Joyce & the Coronation
Joyce, how did you get to London?
I went with my grandmother to stay with her two sisters 
and her brother who lived near Wimbledon. I was 
eleven years old. We got the bus from Middlesbrough 
to London and then got the tube to my Aunt’s house in 
Southfields near Wimbledon .They lived in a street with 
160 houses and as they lived at number 153, we had to 
walk the length of the street. The thing that struck me 
was that there were many gaps where the houses had 
been bombed during the war. This was very odd to me 
as we never had any bombing where we lived!

What happened on Coronation Day?
We got the tube to Hyde Park Corner very early to get a good view and watched the 
pageantry from there. Unfortunately it rained for most of the day and I remember 
Queen Sālote of Tonga went past in an open coach and she was really soaked but 
continued smiling and waved to everybody. When the Queen’s coach went by, it 
slowed down for some reason so we had a very good view of her. After that we 
went home and came back down in the evening to see the Queen and all her 
family from the balcony at Buckingham Palace.

Have you any other memories of the Coronation?
I remember in the weeks leading up to the Coronation there was a lady in our 
street who had a television and she charged us 2d to watch the Lone Ranger to 
raise money for the local celebrations. Also I remember that whilst I was in London 
we went to the cinema in Wimbledon and watched the whole of the Coronation 
in colour!

In Touch has managed to obtain 
the lyrics of a popular song of the 
time by Edmundo Ros which was 
written about the Queen of Tonga.

The Queen of Tonga
In the Pacific islands of Tonga
They make their people stronger
Oh, it can rain or storm or squall
But they don’t feel nothing at all
 
Oh, the Queen of Tonga
Crossed the ocean from faraway
The Queen of Tonga
Came to Britain for Coronation Day
 
When the historic day came a-dawning
The Queen woke up that morning
And put on all her finery
For the crowning ceremony
 
Oh, the Queen of Tonga
Crossed the ocean from faraway
The Queen of Tonga
Came to Britain for Coronation Day
 
And when the great procession departed
This Queen so happy-hearted
Said, let it rain and let it pour
Bring an open carriage and four
 
Oh, the Queen of Tonga
Crossed the ocean from faraway
The Queen of Tonga
Came to Britain for Coronation Day

And when the people saw her
On that torrential morn
She captured all before her
Took everyone by storm
 
Oh, the Queen of Tonga
Crossed the ocean from faraway
The Queen of Tonga
Came to Britain for Coronation Day
 
In every heart will always live longer
That reigning Queen of Tonga
And I would like to save the fare
Just to see her once again there
 
Oh, the Queen of Tonga
Crossed the ocean from faraway
The Queen of Tonga
Came to Britain for Coronation
Royal Celebration
Coronation Day

Above: The Queen 
and her family at the 

Coronation

Right: The Queen of 
Tonga

Gardener’s World

... Before

After ...



JUNE 2022   IN TOUCH   54   IN TOUCH   JUNE 2022

Love them or hate them, motorcycles have had an impact 
on modern society. Going to work transport for the masses, 
cheap family transport if you attached a sidecar or, in my 
case, fun with an element of excitement on every trip. 
Not because I am a speed freak - although we all have our 
moments - but it’s the way of life a motorcycle takes you 
into. It’s like opening a door to a different world. If you have 
never ridden one, you will probably never understand.

Growing up in Lingdale there were few cars but many 
motorcycles - all kids wanted one. At that time Redcar Sand 
Races was a frequent occurrence. Saltburn sands leading to 
Redcar had after all been the site of many land speed record 
attempts. Not quite Pendine Sands but not far off, so with 
a few bob for the bus fair we were off to a new world of 
excitement.

We built ‘Boggies’ out of pram wheels - four wheels, a plank 
of wood and a bolt to hold the steering - all steered by the 
feet with no brakes. It gave that thrill of speed. We also built 
cycles out of other people’s cast-offs. I remember my first 
racing bike had different sized wheels (but beggars can’t 
be choosers) and we used to travel far and wide. Then a 
motorcycle came up for grabs. I would have said came up 
for sale but it didn’t really. I was told that a guy in North 
Skelton had an old bike that he wanted rid of, so my ears 
pricked up. Off I walked with a few pound notes and some 
change in my pocket. I bought it for the princely sum of £1 
10 shillings. Did I mention it didn’t run? So I pushed and 
my mate carried the box of parts to repair it, all the way to 
Lingdale. Not bad for a 12 year old. After putting the clutch 
back together and filling it with two stroke mix, it started. 
The test run wasn’t that successful, having never ridden a 
motorcycle other than a run around an open field in first 
gear. What could possibly go wrong? 

As it happened, everything. 

On a motorcycle, all your limbs have something to do. In 
this case right foot changes gear, left foot operates the rear 
brake, left hand looks after the clutch and the right hand 
looks after the throttle and the front brake. This was the 
bit that let me down on my first ride. Pull in the clutch left 
hand, engage gear right foot, open throttle right hand. So 

far so good. Let out clutch, left hand and we are moving 
- going much too fast, close the throttle and brake - still 
going too fast. It was then I hit the wall of a nearby house 
but the little James then lifted its front wheel. We are now 
running along the wall under the house owner’s window, 
wall of death style. She was actually washing up at the time 
and I noted her face as I travelled along the wall. Very soon 
however, gravity took over and the poor little motorcycle 
and I crashed to the floor.  

That was my first attempt and after a few more goes, I got 
better and at 66 years old things are still getting better.

As I said, motorcycling is a lifestyle thing. I don’t wear my 
armour jacket and trouser to look like a fashion icon, I wear 
them for protection. My helmet, gloves and boots are for 
the same reason. Since my early motorcycling days, things 
have changed so much - and for the better. The little James 
would have been flat out at 50 mph. The motorcycle I have 
now, which isn’t a fast machine, can do that speed in third 
gear - and it has six. Tyres are another big change. Yes, a 
pair wears out in 6000 miles or less, but they give so much 
grip they have to be experienced to be believed. Brakes are 
also phenomenal. They will stop you much faster than your 
average family car, so please don’t get too close when you 
are on your Sunday Bimble (a Bimble is motorcycle speak 
for a Sunday afternoon drive). If something goes wrong 
in front and we both have to do an emergency stop, I am 
going to stop before you. It sounds like bragging rights, but 
people don’t realise what a modern motorcycle is capable 
of. Lecture over, back to the story.

As a youth, before I could legally ride a bike, Scarborough 
Road Races on Oliver’s Mount was the go-to place. I used to 
initially go with my parents as they used to love motorcycle 
racing as much as me. If they couldn’t take me, I thumbed 
lifts, caught buses - sometimes the night before - just to get 
there. I have watched many of the greats race - Agostini, the 
Italian genius, Phil Read (he was a little miserable and would 
never give his autograph to scruffy young fans like me) and 
Barry Sheene. Sometime later I was caught for speeding 
and that was the first thing the policeman said: ‘Who do 
you think you are, Barry Sheene?’ But the only autograph he 
wanted was the one that signed the cheque when I paid my 

MOTORCYCLES 
AND ME

Paul Westwood of Ainthorpe shares 
his life long passion for motorcycles.

fine. I have also watched Bill Ivy, Helmunt Fath, the German 
sidecar ace and who could miss out Yorkshire’s famous son, 
Mike Grant. Happy days.

It was my family’s fault that I started my love affair with the 
Isle of Mann. Every June is the famous T.T. Races. Mam and 
Dad used to save up to take me to this ‘Coliseum of Speed’. 
We stayed in a guest house in Douglas - ‘Gregville’, run by 
Mrs Johnson. The house was set up high on the road up 
to Castle Mona but best of all it looked over the garages 
rented out to the MV Agusta Race team - the motorcycles 
we all wished for and could never afford. Agostini used to 
be seen wandering round talking to his mechanics. 

The whole thing about the T.T is the atmosphere, the 
friendships made and the sheer spectacle of motorcycles 
doing 200mph on what are normal roads used every day by 
the Islanders.

I have visited quite a few times since on my own bikes, both 
Classics and Modern - not to race you understand, I am not 
that brave.

My only claim to fame was at another race meeting at 
Silverstone during which they were filming footage for 
the David Essex film: ‘Silver Dream Racer’. It was purely by 
accident mind you. If you watch the film I was standing next 
to the main grandstand (no seriously); I was there but not 
in shot.

I have toured Scotland’s North Coast 500, a spectacular 
route around the periphery of Scotland which is 1250 mile 
total trip distance but really worth the effort. 

I had always wanted to experience the thrill of the race track 
so I convinced a friend of mine to enrol on a ‘Track Day’. 
This is a day when you turn up at a race circuit (in our case 
Donnington) and they provide you with leathers, helmet, 
etc and importantly, a bike. It was a track day organised 
by ‘The Ron Haslam Race School’. We were allocated an 
instructor, had a talk on safety and then away we went. 
Absolutely brilliant. After the initial uncertainty, it all came 
together. Race bikes don’t have speedometers, but as ours 
were converted road bikes, they did, but they were blanked 
off. The friend I went with was using a spare bike as the one 
he should have been using had had a problem. The spare 
bike did however have a working speedo. As our track 
day progressed, so did our speeds. As we became more 
at home, at the end of our session I asked, ‘I wonder what 
speed we were doing, down the famous Craner Curves?’ My 
friend said, “I don’t know, I couldn’t look after 140mph”. That 
sounds ridiculously fast but on a race track with a perfect 
surface, no pot holes and nothing coming toward you, 
it was pure adrenalin filled bliss. Unfortunately, my great 
friend passed away in 2021, so possibly no more track days 
- unless you want to give me a call!  

I have dabbled a little into custom motorcycles and trikes. 
My first was a trike converted from a VW Beetle so with 
the help and workshop of another friend of mine from 
Westerdale, we bent pipes, welded things, machined things 

and eventually sprayed things so it looked as well as it 
went. There were a few photos of it in a custom magazine 
called ‘Backstreet Heroes’. They also got involved in another 
of my creations that they called the ‘Holy Roller’ due to 
my Christian beliefs as I was a long-term member of the 
Christian Motorcyclists Association. It was displayed at the 
events we attended and it resulted in a five-page spread.

I have always been a sucker for a bargain so my next 
acquisition was another three-wheeler. This time it had 
two wheels at the front, unlike the VW which only had one. 
This one however is a little more powerful but being built 
in Canada, it is filled with safety features but this doesn’t 
dampen the fun. 

This little beast also has another advantage – Della, my wife, 
is happy to come along. 

We are doing a Memorial Ride for my friend on one of his 
favourite routes up to Jedburgh in the borders to raise 
money for The British Red Cross, his chosen charity. 

If you are into bikes, there is such a world out there. We have 
regular ride outs which we organise each month thought 
the year. For the first one in 2022 we rode to Scarborough, 
via Harwood Dale and the Forge Valley. Seven Bikes, eight 
people, not travelling fast but enjoying the journey.

So, from a lad from Lingdale, who has ridden old bikes over 
the shale heaps to a lifelong passion of riding and building 
motorcycles, I don’t think I would change a thing - apart 
from a bigger garage. 

Another good thing is that my wife also knows where I am 
– well, most of the time anyway!

God Bless you, keep biking and keep safe.       

Early days!
Paul and his wife Della with the Can Am
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Mrs Beeton’s Baking 

1.

Queen of Puddings

For the Pudding:
• 1 cup (225 millilitres) milk (whole or full-

cream)
• 1 cup (225 millilitres) cream (double/heavy)
• 1/2 teaspoon vanilla extract
• 1/2 cup (110 grams) sugar (caster/fine)
• 5 large egg yolks
• 1 1/3 cups (140 grams) fresh breadcrumbs
• 1/4 cup lemon zest (from 2 lemons)
• 1 cup (225 grams) jam (or fruit preserve or 

fruit compote)

INGREDIENTS:

FIELD OF SKYLARKS:
A snippet of childhood days  - Ainsley

The Good Old Days

As a young boy, I spent many, many hours on summer days 
lying flat on my back in the middle of a large field of green 
and straw-coloured tufted grass, the ideal habitat for skylarks 
(Alauda arvensis). Each year visiting skylarks were attracted 
to this rough pastureland. I waited for them. They did not 
disappoint, coming in their scores to mate, build their nests, 
lay their eggs and rear their young. The field was wick with 
them. I watched and listened in awe.

Skylarks are one of my favourite avians. I took great pleasure 
in seeing them rise vertically from the ground in stages, 
eventually to hover at great height as black specks in the 
blue skies flinging down their glorious frenetic song on me 
from the heavens like a benison. I was bewitched.  The field 
was an enormous expanse of unused and undisturbed rough 
grassland on elevated ground on the Durham coast with 
open views eastwards across the restless steel-grey North 
Sea. This heathland haunt of mine was just a few hundred 
yards from my family home. I went there often. It was my 
childhood domain; ‘my’ field.

The noun of assembly or collective noun for skylarks is 
an exaltation - a fitting name for a group of these small 
brown aerial songsters with their buff-white underbelly 
and distinctive small head crest. Their wild singing certainly 
gave me an elevated feeling of freedom and joy that I still 
remember, rather wistfully I add, to this day.  Happy days. 
Like most boys in those far off times, I collected birds’ eggs 
and, of course, had the skylark’s egg as part of my collection.  
I was proud of my comprehensive egg display which I kept 
neatly labelled and stored in shallow trays of fine sand.  My 
collection ranged from a rather huge out of place ostrich 
egg (exotic imported ostrich and emu eggs were common 
currency for ‘swaps’ amongst the pupils at my school) down 
to the tiny gold crest’s egg, with every kind and size of egg in 
between.  Searching out and finding wild birds’ nests while 
roaming the local fields, hedgerows and ancient denes was 
a daily adventure and delight to me. It was my raison d’être. 
Although collecting wild birds’ eggs is now frowned upon 
and indeed illegal, in those less-enlightened days it was 
accepted as something that most young lads ‘just did’. The 
majority of boys had egg collections. However, as I remember 
it, we young oologists were very respectful of the nests and 
never caused undue disturbance or wanton damage or 
took more eggs than we thought the clutch could allow.  To 
me as a young boy discovering a bird’s nest complete with 
colourful egg cluster was like finding treasure trove.  Gems 
of field and hedgerow. It was a thrilling experience. One of 
my greatest achievements was finding a meadow pipit’s nest 
containing eleven tiny purplish eggs. It was like discovering 
the Crown Jewels.  

That was over seventy years ago and although I have since 
moved away from my childhood area and relocated, I still 
live deep in the English countryside. However, it is a rare 
occurrence nowadays for me to catch sight of a skylark 
or hear their joyous singing.  Sadly, their natural habitats 
have greatly diminished and consequently the numbers of 
these virtuoso songbirds are dramatically reduced. During 
the 1990s in the UK, the population of larks plummeted 
by over a half.  A disturbing state of affairs. The population 
of Eurasion skylarks continues to steadily decline.  The so-
called common lark is now a red-listed species.

Nowadays, whenever I am out strolling in the countryside on 
a still summer’s day, I look up at blue skies and without fail 
imagine that I am once again lying in that rough heathland 
eagerly watching and listening.  I can virtually bring to mind 
the sublime singing of those blithe spirits of the skies. It is 
with nostalgia tinged with a tad of chagrin that I recall those 
formative carefree times and the callow, wide-eyed young 
lad lying in the field and ask myself the rhetorical questions 
whatever happened to him and where have all the years 
gone - and the skylarks?

THE SKYLARK
(A threnody on the loss of childhood)

When young as a boy in fresh fields I did play,
And watch for the Lark at the break of the day,
Although I could hear Her wild song from the sky,
I struggled to see Her with the sun in my eyes

Now I’m an old man, time’s passed me by,
I walk those same fields, I scan the same sky.
Though I now clearly see Her at the close of my day,
The joy of Her singing has faded away.

This is a pudding that has quite basic ingredients such as bread, 
custard, jam and meringue, yet it has a very grand title.

The Queen of Puddings is thought to have been adapted 
from a 17th century dessert called ‘Monmouth pudding’, 
which was made from breadcrumbs boiled in milk. It was 
a staple meal for the poor, using up leftover food and stale 
bread.  Later, in the 19th century, the ‘Manchester’ pudding 
was created.  It has been said that when Queen Victoria 
visited Manchester on one occasion, she tasted the pudding 
and loved it so much that the chef who cooked it renamed it 
the “Queen of Puddings” in her honour.

It had humble beginnings yet it is a well-known and loved 
pudding, seen on many menus.

Queen of puddings is a quintessentially British dessert made 
of a custardy bread base, fruit, and meringue. This layered 
concoction begins with a sweet mixture of milk, cream, eggs, 
vanilla, and fresh breadcrumbs. Fruit is added either to this 
base or between the base and the meringue top—the choice 
is yours. Use a thick layer of jam, any fruit preserve such as 
a compote of seasonal fruit, fruit curd, or even marmalade. 
The pudding is crowned with a soft, chewy, fluffy meringue, 
making the dessert worthy of its name. Although somewhat 
royal, this easy-to-make recipe is comforting while not too 
heavy.

For the Meringue:
• 5 large egg whites (room temperature)
• 1/2 cup (110 grams) sugar (caster/fine)
• 1 tablespoon confectioners’ suga
For the Pudding Base:
1. Gather the ingredients.
2. Preheat the oven to 310 F/160 C/Gas 2. 

Lightly butter a 9 x 2-inch ovenproof pie 
dish.



That afternoon my parents were invited to sit in a 
grandstand in the town park on seats very close to the 
Queen to watch the singers and the traditional dances 
and an athletics event.  My mother said she trembled 
when for a second the Queen looked towards her with a 
faint smile. Homesick nostalgia spread through Gina. 

I suppose there were dances and celebrations in the 
excitement of the day, going on into the evening for the 
adults.  The Queen must have safely navigated my father’s 
harbour steps to return to her launch, the seaplane must 
have swept her away back to Suva and the Royal Yacht, 
Britannia, and onwards on the Royal Tour. 
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THE QUEEN IN FIJI
Georgina Truscott from Westerdale remembers the Queen’s visit to Fiji.

I was born in June, 1949, after the war had finished. 
My father had returned from serving in the RAF as a 
civil engineer. He built aeroplane war-time runways in 
England, West Africa and Hong Kong.

His war had given him a flavour of living outside England. 
When at last he returned to life in “civvy street” where 
rationing was still in force, and jobs were few, it was all 
so depressing, and he wanted to escape. My mother Gina 
was less certain, but she allowed herself to be persuaded. 

We went to Fiji, because my father got a job there as a 
civil engineer with the British Colonial Service. Before 
discarding responsibility for many of the Colonies the 
British government was preparing a ‘safety net’ of public 
services and infrastructure for the benefit of the Fijian 
people. 

The British government put a large amount of money 
into several countries in the British colonies for the 
construction of public services such as roads, harbours, 
bridges, schools, hospitals, water and electricity supplies, 
even lighthouses, in readiness for them to be made 
independent.  Which happened in Fiji in 1964. My father 
was to be part of it, in a ‘Public Works Department’ team 
designing and overseeing construction of this wide 
variety of projects.  We lived there until 1963.

The Fiji Islands is a group of around three hundred and 
fifty tropical islands, spread over an area in the South 
Pacific Ocean.  We lived on the largest island, Viti Levu, 
“big island” in Fijian, just over half the size of Wales. We 
moved to Fiji in January 1952.

In 1953, when I was four, my father told me that the Queen 
was coming to visit Lautoka, the little harbour town at the 
north of the island where we had been sent to live.  “The 
real Queen, or a fairy one?” I asked. He answered. “Our 
real, new Queen Elizabeth of England. I have to get some 
wooden steps made at the shipping wharf with a handrail 
just the right height for her, to step off the launch bringing 
her from the flying boat to the landing when she arrives.  
Your mother is the same height and size as the QUEEN, so 
she is going to try it out for size when it’s made!”

Anticipation built amongst the people of Lautoka.  The 
Queen of Fiji is coming! It was amazing she would come 
all the way from England to visit this remote tiny group 
of South Pacific islands, but “She is Ours!”.  She would first 
land from the Royal Yacht Britannia in Suva, the capital in 
the south, which was so small then that it fitted within 
one square mile. Then be taken on a flying boat, or sea 
aeroplane, round the island to Lautoka.  She was to be 
greeted by 50,000 excited people in Suva and from villages 

all over that side of the island. Lautoka was much smaller. 
Queen Elizabeth’s visit was an honour I didn’t understand 
at the time. People were so excited - there was her recent 
coronation to celebrate with her too. For years afterwards 
I confused the word ‘decorations’ with ‘coronations’.

The little town worked with great enthusiasm to clean, 
paint and festoon with garlands everything that might 
possibly be seen by our newly crowned beautiful young 
Queen, and much that wouldn’t, just in case she might. 
The Colonial Sugar Refinery bedecked all the steam 
engines of the sugar cane trains with bright streamers 
and flowers. My father took a photograph of me standing 
on the front of one.

Coloured lights swung in 
the warm evening breezes 
around the streets.  New 
flower beds were filled 
with blossoms, flower 
archways were erected 
and the town glowed 
with colour. Fijian and 
Indian choirs, musicians 
and dancers practised 
their contributions to 
the day with vigour, and 
rehearsals were taken 
very seriously. Lali drum 
beats echoed.

The landing steps with 
the fine handrail were 
completed so I was allowed to watch my father’s dainty 
little wife Gina pretend to be the dainty Queen.  They 
were similar in size and appearance. My mother arrived 
in state (as the Queen would) in the motor launch, she 
disembarked, and safely climbed up the steps, holding 
the handrail, onto the wharf whilst my father and those 
who had built the steps watched intently.  There were

satisfied exclamations as she stepped ashore.  Gina was 
proud to be a ‘stand-in’ for such a visitor. The real honoured 
arrival should be perfect.

The great day arrived.  I believe it was a huge success.  My 
father watched with pride as the Queen climbed those 
steps up to the wharf. He came back to join me and my 
mother at home and we went to stand at the end of our 
gravel road to see her go past up the hill to have lunch 
with the Governor and a Fijian Chief in the Chief’s bure 
(house). 

I stood bursting with excitement beside the road waiting 
to see this real live Queen, but as the royal party drove 
past I only had a brief glimpse of just an ordinary pretty 
lady.  She was not wearing a crown.

The arrival of the Queen of Fiji and England

The Queen leaving the bure of the Fijian Chief who had invited 
her for lunch

Eating in the UK in the Fifties

Indian restaurants were only found in India.
Cooking outside was called camping.
Seaweed was not a recognised food.
“Kebab” was not even a word, never mind a food.
Sugar enjoyed a good press in those days and was regarded 
as being white gold.
Prunes were medicinal.
Surprisingly muesli was readily available; it was called cattle 
feed.
Pineapples came in chunks in a tin; we had only ever seen a 
picture of a real one.
Water came out of the tap; if someone had suggested 
bottling it and charging more than petrol for it  they would 
have become a laughing stock.
The one thing that we never ever had on our table in the 
fifties...
…….was elbows!

By Yvonne Rossiter

Pasta had not been invented.
Curry was a surname.
A takeaway was a mathematical problem.
A pizza was something to do with a leaning tower.
Bananas and oranges only appeared at Christmas time.
All crisps were plain; the only choice we had was whether to 
put the salt on or not.
A Chinese chippy was a foreign carpenter.
Rice was a milk pudding, and never, ever part of our dinner.
A Big Mac was what we wore when it was raining.
Brown bread was something only poor people ate.
Oil was for lubricating, fat was for cooking
Tea was made in a teapot using tea leaves and never green.
Coffee was Camp and came in a bottle.
Cubed sugar was regarded as posh.
Only Heinz made beans.
Fish didn’t have fingers in those days.
Eating raw fish was called poverty, not sushi.
None of us had ever heard of yoghurt.
Healthy food consisted of anything edible.
People who didn’t peel potatoes were regarded as lazy.

Hazel Kelly, a Revival volunteer from Sleights gives us food for thought
 and …… it’s so true!!
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I’m a grumpy old man and proud of 
it. Society needs me because I speak 
up when the rest remain silent on the 
issues of the day!

Grumpy
Old Man

A Bad Dose of Flu
I haven’t been well recently. Nothing serious you understand, 
just a pretty bad dose of flu that kept me in bed for a few 
days. As I have had my fourth booster, I wasn’t too worried - 
but my wife was. She started looking after me in fine medical 
form. She got organised with a clip board from Yorkshire 
Trading and monitored my temperature and my liquid 
intake, frequently noting the information and hanging it on 
the bottom of the bed as they do in the best private hospitals 
– I was really impressed. It was only when I felt better that I 
got up and noticed what was written on the clip board in 
large letters – DO NOT RESUSCITATE! I ask you - and she’s my 
wife!

Inventors 
I would have liked to have been an inventor and invented 
something that all humanity would have thanked me for. 
Something that would elevate me above Sir Isaac Newton 
and Benjamin Franklin. Something that pilgrims would 
beat a path to my grave to pay their respects – a bit like Jim 
Morrison’s. So what do you think would be the best invention 
to be appreciated and lauded by almost everyone in the 
world? I would like to have simultaneously invented Ice 
Cream and Chips - something that would have left a lasting 
meaningful legacy. Everyone likes Ice Cream and Chips (not 
together of course). Previous inventors didn’t really invent 
stuff that people liked. All Isaac Newton did was invent 
falling apples - as if they needed inventing! And Benjamin 
Franklin - using his back door key and a kite to prove that 
lightening was electricity. You only have to look at lightening 
to see that it’s electricity. He should have asked me and I 
would have told him what it was so I would have prevented 
his finger being blown off. People don’t really appreciate my 
thoughtfulness.

You never hear much from Boutros 
Boutros-Ghali these days!

Shakespeare
I never got Shakespeare. I couldn’t understand the language 
for a start. Apparently, if you are an actor, you have never been 
considered successful if you haven’t played Shakespeare 
in some form. Tell that to Sean Connery I say – “Alash poor 
Yorick, I knew him well” Who’s called Yorick for a start? In 
all my life I have never heard of anyone, in any decade in 
all of history - and including today - who has actually been 
called Yorick.  And take that theatre of his – it didn’t even 
have a roof! OK, so there was no Netflix in those days but 
come on! Can you imagine going for a night out with your 
medieval popcorn and your wife, expecting a good night’s 
entertainment and they spoke like that. And then it starts to 
rain! It doesn’t even bear thinking about.

Cookies on the Computer
I always get this message every time I try to access a web site 
on my computer: “Would you like to manage your cookies?” 
MANAGE THEM - I DON’T EVEN KNOW WHAT THEY ARE! 
When I try to find a website, this message comes up telling 
me that that they use ‘cookies’ (which is an American word) 
and won’t let me proceed until I agree with them. Now I take 
issue with this on two fronts. First, we invented the first ever 
computer. Computer pioneer Charles Babbage designed 
the first automatic computing engines around 1820 so if 
messages are to come up like this we, the British, should 
dictate the form of the information. Second ‘cookies’ is an 
American word for biscuits so the whole issue should be left 
up to us to change the generic meaning and which form 
this process takes. For a start we have all kinds of biscuits so 
we can re-name this information with various names which 
gives us all sorts of flexibility. “This site uses Jammy Dodgers” 
instantly gives you an idea of the level and content of the 
site in question. “This site uses Jaffa Cakes” immediately 
lets you know that it is a cut above “This site uses Rich Tea 
Biscuits”. You know that you are about to deal with a really 
top notch web site when you are greeted with, “This site 
uses M&S Belgian Truffle Thins”. In my research for this, I 
googled names of traditional British biscuits and one of 
the sites that came up was entitled: Top 13 British Biscuits – 
Pick Your Afternoon Tea Partner htttps://biscuitpeople.com. 
And guess what?  Up came the message, “This website uses 
cookies”. You can’t make this stuff up!

Mickey MacConnell made my day!!
Chris Lane from Staithes shows her appreciation of the In Touch magazine.

Well I picked my ‘In Touch’ off the floor
(Helped by the dog when it plopped through the door)
And I opened it up and I sipped my tea
I was quite unaware of what I might see

So I do really think you deserve a scold
Because ‘forewarned’ or so I was told
There was no front page warning - no ‘careful inside’
I was in there already and it sure was a ride!

For page five had hit me - now what can I say?
That Mickey MacConnell made my day
His ‘Lidl-de-Aldi, Lidl-de-dee - I laughed so much I couldn’t see
My specs steamed up, and goodness me - I thought 
‘He’ll be the death of me!

When I was halfway through his verse,
the laughter and the tears got worse
I couldn’t see at all to read, but eventually I did succeed.
The dog looked on as if to say, “What is wrong with you today?”

So thanks to Mickey, Ainsley too, 
and the fabulous Revival Crew
And this is the end – “Hooray!” you’ll say
Fiddle-de-dee, fiddle-de-day

At Your Service
Here we feature some services that should help to 
make life just a little bit easier.
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Kindly submitted by Elaine Hunt

A.  SQUIRT BATH HERE

B.  ELECT LATE MEN

C.  WENDY NAIL BLAST

D.  MEND SIBERIAN JAIL

E.  THIN ILL COW CHURN (5)

F.  ILL SWIM TO A DANGLE

G.  REVEAL MACHINE BILL N

H.  GRADE DOLLY VIDEO G

I.  MADAMS OLD CANARY

J.  CHARM ANIMAL DOLL

K.  BRAINY LOT

L.  WASH LION LORD

M.  HARM THE GREAT CART

N.  E SUCH A MODEL GOAL

O.  THE HEAD DRAW

P.  DRAW A BROWN LANE

Q.  MOJO RAJ N H

R.  ALL CHANGE AS JAM

S.  BEER PETROL

T.  TOLERABLE PROW

Anagrams: British Prime Ministers

ANSWERS - A. HERBET ASQUITH  B. CLEMENT ATLEE  C. STANLEY BALDWIN  D. BENJAMIN DISRAELI  E. WINSTON CHURCHILL  
F. WILLIAM GLADSTONE  G. NEVILLE CHAMBERLAIN  H. DAVID LLOYD GOERGE  I. RAMSAY MACDONALD  J. HAROLD MACMILLAN 
K. TONY BLAIR  L. HAROLD WILSON  M. MARGARET WILSON  N. ALEC DOUGLAS HOME  O. ANDREW BONAR LAW  P.  JOHN MAJOR  
Q. JAMES CALLAGHAN R. ROBERT PEEL  S. ROBERT WALPOLE

Debbie
Revival North Yorkshire  07970 955407 Help and support

Information for our In Touch magazine

Amy Farmer
Revival North Yorkshire  07458 314552 Community Support Worker - Castleton 

and Danby area.

Tina Dixon 
Revival North Yorkshire  07458 314565 Community Support Worker - Staithes 

and Sleights area.

Katie Fletcher
Revival North Yorkshire 07458 314556

Digital Champion, Administrator, Social 
Media, and lots of other very useful 
things!

Emergency  999 Fire, police and ambulance.

Non-emergency Police  101 To give information or to report a minor 
incident.

NHS Direct 111 Urgent medical problem and you’re not 
sure what to do and Covid-19. 

Whitby DAG
Disability Action Group 01947 821001 Help for people with a disability.

Citizens Advice Bureaux Scarborough: 01723 368710
National Helpline: 03444 111444 

Free confidential advice:
• Housing • Benefits • Faulty purchase
• Money • Law

Dementia Forward 0330 0578592 Supporting people affected by dementia 
across North Yorkshire.

Carers Plus Yorkshire                 01723 850155                               Support for unpaid family carers.

NYCC Income Maximisation 01609 780780
Option 2 - Help to find out if you are 
getting all the benefits and support you 
are entitled to.

Useful Telephone Numbers

Disclaimer: We have done our best to provide you with the most accurate information we can. We apologise in advance 
for any discrepancies.
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