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Hello, everybody. My name’s Liz, and I’ve been invited to this meeting of the History Society 

to talk to you about my life. I dunno why, really, it’s not like I’ve had anything particularly 

exciting happen to me. Probably nobody else wanted to do it. Story of my life, that is.  

I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve brought me notes with me. I’m 96 now, and my memory’s 

not what it was, and I want to make sure I tell you things right.  

So, if I’m going to tell you about my life, I suppose I’d better start at the beginning. I was 

born in 1926, in London, and I’ve lived there all my life. I’ve travelled about a bit, but I 

always end up back in London. That’s where my heart is, and the business of course.  

It’s a family company, going back generations. I wouldn’t exactly call it a business empire as 

such, and to be honest it’s not as big as it once was, but we’re doing all right. I still run it, 

which might surprise you, given how old I am, but that’s a bit of a tradition in my family. We 

work til we drop. My uncle was the exception to this rule – he was my dad’s older brother, 

and he was head of the business for a while, but he got mixed up with some tart, decided he 

didn’t want anything to do with the business anymore and scarpered with her. So, my dad 

took over, and that’s why I am where I am now. Thank you, Uncle Eddie.  

Anyway, I’m jumping ahead of myself. Growing up, it was me, my sister Mags, my mum and 

my dad. We didn’t see much of mum and dad really – Dad was always busy with work, and 

mum was either helping him or partying – she liked a drink, did Mum – but we had a really 

lovely babysitter called Marion. Well, I liked her – Mags wasn’t so keen, but then Mags was 

always a difficult child. And a difficult grown up, if I’m honest – always running around trying 

to marry the wrong men. She was a worry to me right up to the day she died, the way she 

carried on. But she could always make me laugh, and I did love her, really.  

Anyway, then we had the war, of course. We thought for a bit we might get evacuated out 

of London, but Dad couldn’t leave the business, Mum wouldn’t leave Dad, and we didn’t 

want to leave either of them. So in the end we just went to Windsor, cos we had a little 

place there. It was scary; of course we weren’t exactly in the thick of things, but we had to 

do the blackout at night, and we heard the air raid warnings over the loudspeakers, so we 

knew what was happening. We kept ourselves busy during the day – we had a little garden 

and Mags and I grew fruit and vegetables, doing our bit for Dig for Victory.  

I’ll never forget VE Day. Just the relief that it was finally over, finished, done with. Mags and 

I went into London, went to Whitehall, along with everybody else, to hear Churchill give his 

speech. I was looking around at the crowds, at all the people watching him, seeing how 

happy they all were, men, women, little kids. They’d all been through so much, and now 

they were safe. I got a bit emotional, tell the truth. Mags was mainly just looking at all the 



soldiers and sailors. I really thought she’d marry someone from the forces, she was that mad 

for them, but in the end she married a photographer (well, for about five minutes, anyway), 

and it was me who married a sailor.  

I first met Phil when I was thirteen, and I know it sounds soppy, but it really was love at first 

sight. He was eighteen, tall, and so handsome, with this lovely, mischievous twinkle in his 

eye. Anyway, it turned out he liked me too, which was a bit of a surprise. Usually all the boys 

looked at Mags, not me. I was the quiet one. But, Phil picked me. We swapped addresses, 

and we wrote letters to each other, which is what you did back then – none of this instant 

texting stuff. I kept all his letters – I still read them sometimes, when I’m missing him. Mum 

and Dad weren’t too pleased when they found out about it. Not that they didn’t like him, 

but, you see, he wasn’t English, not really, and back then that kind of stuff mattered. Truth 

be told, he was a bit of a mongrel, my Phil, bit of a Heinz 57 – Greek, Danish, German and 

the Lord knows what else. I know, German. That went down like a sack of you know what, as 

you can imagine. But I stuck to my guns, I told them, this is the man I want, and I promise 

you, none of his German relatives will come to the wedding. They said wedding? I said yes, 

wedding. I wasn’t mucking about. So, in 1947, we got married. It was a nice do. I used me 

ration coupons to get the material for my dress, and it turned out lovely.  

I’d been married four years when Dad kicked the bucket. He was a nice man, and a good 

dad, and I was sorry. I didn’t have much time for grieving, though, because with him gone, I 

had to take over the business. I was only 25, which is a bit young, I suppose, but my dad had 

taught me all the tricks of the trade and I had a fairly good idea of what I was doing. Phil had 

left the navy by that point and joined the family business as well, and it was good to know I 

had him by my side. He was always a great help to me, but when it came down to brass 

tacks I was the one running the show, and I made sure people knew it. Running a company 

that size is no joke, I can tell you, particularly when you’re busy being a wife and mum as 

well.  

I had two kids by that point – we didn’t hang about, me and Phil. Charlie, who was born in 

1948, and then Annie in 1950. We had a bit of a break after that – too busy with everything 

else that was going on, really – then when we’d got our energy back, we had Andy and then 

Ed. My little Eddie – God, he’s 58 now. Where do the years go, eh? Not the sharpest knife in 

the drawer, but he was never any trouble, not really. There was a bit of a row when his dad 

wanted him to go into the army – poor little mite, they’d have eaten him alive. I said that to 

Phil, but he could be a stubborn bugger at times. What I say goes, that sort of thing. He said 

the boy was wet, that he needed to toughen up a bit. Wet. It’s a horrible thing to say about 

someone, isn’t it – especially your own kid. I used to work with a woman who loved to use 

that word about her colleagues. “They’re all a bunch of wets!” she’d roar. Not a very nice 

woman, really, but she did get things done. But anyway, when Phil starting going on about 

the army, Ed stood up for himself, probably the only time he ever did, and he said no. He 

went into teaching first off – well, that didn’t suit, him with his C and two Ds at A Level, bless 

him. He’s in television now, best place for him. Happily married too, which is more than you 

can say for the others.  



I love all my kids – well, you have to, don’t you – but to be completely honest the three 

eldest have been a right worry to me over the years. I dunno – you give em everything – 

your love, your time, the best of everything you can afford – and they take it all and go out 

and disappoint and embarrass you. Actually, that’s not completely fair. Annie, my girl, she 

had a bad first marriage – fell head over heels for a man with a pretty face and not much 

else, as girls will. Cheating bastard he was, too, excuse my French. Anyway, she finally came 

to her senses and gave him the heave ho, and she’s been married to Tim for what, now, 

must be thirty years? Yes, thirty, they married in ‘92. Much better off with him – face like a 

blind cobbler’s thumb, but a really nice bloke. And she’s done well with her work too. She’s 

got spirit, my girl – do you know, someone tried to carjack her once? Just driving along, 

minding her own business, and this oik turns up out of nowhere, waving a gun, and tells her 

to get out of the car. And do you know what she did? She looked at him, right down the 

barrel of the gun, and do you know what she said? “Not bloody likely.” That’s my girl, 

alright. That’s my Annie.  

Charlie, though – well, poor old Charlie’s just a disaster magnet, really. He just kind of 

bumbles through life, letting things happen to him and then being very surprised about it all. 

He’s not dim, exactly, it’s more like he’s on another planet. He married this girl – well, I think 

actually she married him. We all knew she wasn’t right, not for him, not for the family, but 

what can you do? A stirring minx, that’s what she was. Went and caused all kinds of trouble, 

as we knew she would. Then she goes and dies, which was very sad of course, and what 

must he do but go straight out and marry horse face Cam -she was still married, of course, 

so she had to get divorced first. We were the hot topic of local gossip for quite a while, I can 

tell you. People were saying really nasty things about us, about the family, none of them 

true, but you know what people are like. Anyway, he seems happy enough now. He’s a good 

boy, really. He’s kind, and he’s very keen on the environment, nature, that sort of thing. He 

bakes, too – biscuits and cakes and things, and he makes jam. None of that’s going to be of 

any bloody use when the time comes for him to take over the company, of course, but 

they’ll just have to cross that bridge when they come to it.  

Then there’s Andy, but I won’t talk about him, if you don’t mind. It’s just all still a bit raw, all 

the trouble, you know what I’m talking about. Everyone’s been saying that the family 

intervened, made sure it didn’t get to court. I’m not confirming or denying anything – but 

what I will say is that it doesn’t hurt to have a bit of money put aside and a few people who 

owe you favours.  

Anyway, it’s all calmed down a bit now, thank God - although Charlie’s younger son, Harry, 

he’s turned out a bit of a rebel and I think he’s going to need keeping an eye on in the 

future. Him and that wife of his – she’s another trouble maker if you ask me, just like his 

mum. People have been saying I don’t like her because she’s black. That’s not true. I don’t 

like her because she’s a cow.  

So anyway, as you can imagine, raising that lot has not exactly been a walk in the park. And 

on top of all that, trying to manage the business – keeping all the franchises under control, 

preventing hostile takeovers, sorting out the finances, dealing with in-fighting. I’ve got 

business managers working under me, of course, but they don’t tend to stick it out for more 



than a few years. The work gets them down, I think. It’s a tough pace, and it’s not for 

everyone.   

I can honestly say, hand on heart, I don’t know what I would have done without Phil beside 

me all those years. I mean, don’t get me wrong, he was no saint – he had a devil of a 

temper, and a bad habit of saying the wrong thing at the wrong time to the wrong person, 

and he was so strict with the kids. Too strict sometimes, I thought, and I do wonder if maybe 

that’s why they’ve all ended up a bit… well, odd. But there’s no use in what ifs, is there? We 

can only do what we think is right at the time. Phil was a good man, deep down. He was 

kind, and funny, and so energetic – so full of life. Right up to the end. And he loved me, and I 

loved him. We were lucky, weren’t we? Not many people have that. Sad but true. It’s funny, 

not having him around. Not funny ha ha, definitely not that. 73 years, we were married – do 

you know, I still find it really hard to understand, to accept, that he’s not in this world 

anymore. I keep thinking that he’s just in the next room, or out playing cricket, and any 

minute he’ll walk through the door, pour himself a drink and make one of his awful jokes. 

But of course, he won’t. Ever again. And that’s hard.  

The world has changed a lot in my lifetime, and one thing you’ll notice, when you get old, 

you finally stop being able to change with it. And when that happens, it’s time to go. It won’t 

be long for me now, I think. A couple of years more, maybe. Mum was 102 when she died – 

102, can you imagine? We were all surprised – none of us thought she’d last as long as she 

did, not with the amount of booze she got on the outside of every day. I don’t want to live 

that long, I don’t think. If it weren’t for the business, and the children, I’d be happy to go 

now, really.  

I do worry about what’ll happen when I’m gone. I try to think of my children, my 

grandchildren, managing things without me, and… I can’t. I can’t picture it. But then, I 

suppose all mums feel that way, and I’ve just got to realise that I’m not the centre of their 

world anymore. They’re not children, they are grown ups – Charlie’s 73, for God’s sake! 

They’ll manage. They’ll have to.  

Anyway. I’ve had a good life, more or less. I’ve been a lot luckier than some. And when the 

grim reaper comes for me, I’ll go with him happily, because I know I’ll be with my Phil again. 

And on the plus side – I won’t be around to see the business go down the toilet! If it does, of 

course.  

 

 

 

  


