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before he died. The best way to go. This left me and my younger 
sister. We didn't keep in touch. My brother left me the allotment 
and all the digging. Then it was too much for me. It was near the 
Coopers and where I lived. 

After I left the pit, they made thousands of miners redundant and 
paid them a nest egg. I missed out on that. Then the timber firm 
closed a year after I retired. 
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AND NOW ... 

The men I had worked with received thousands of pounds. 
missed out because they don't pay after retirement, so I have 
never had a lot of money. 

I have now finished work for over ten years from the timber trade. 
After being a soldier and a miner, I come back full circle in my life. 
I think with this record of past events, I have left my mark. 

After leaving work, my source of small pieces of hard wood from 
which I used to make small items of furniture stopped. To buy this 
wood was too expensive. But on walks around country lanes 
found things people had dumped. I found a small oak table, its 
legs broken, thrown into the hedgerow. 

In my workshop, I stripped the varnish off with paint stripper and 
recycled it into a small wine table. This gave me the idea of 
recycling old wood. 

The furniture we had bought nearly fifty years ago was to be 
replaced by modem, starting with buying a white wardrobe made 
from man-made wood, 'contiboard.' 

So I took the old oak wardrobe to pieces and had plenty of 
suitable wood. 

For years I wanted a reproduction grandfather clock. Copying 
from an old drawing, I turned the wardrobe into a battery operated 
chiming clock (see photo on next page). It gave the old wood a 
new lease of life perhaps for another fifty years. 

I have left memories of the past in the base of the clock. I put the 
daily paper and small items of interest to be found when the last 
chime strikes and it is broken up. I have done this with other 
things I have made. Our old pre-war furniture has all been 
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recycled into useful furniture for the future. 

My family come to tea on Sunday. But I make sandwiches and we 
sit around the telly. I think of the teas my Mother made. My 
granddaughters are now teenagers. How time flies. I still like to 
talk of the past. 

As I write this, I appreciate life today with central heating, electric 
light, television and the bathroom we always wanted. 

I still go for a pint of beer but stopped smoking fifteen years ago. 
What a waste of money all those years. I remember all this past, 
but now I go shopping with a list like a little boy because I forget 
things. I have a go on the Lottery. What would I do with the 
money if I won it? 

I have been on the pools thirty years: never won! Will my luck 
change? 

Today is Valentine's Day. The room is full of greeting cards. 

Forty seven years of marriage. My daughter's birthday. So this is 
the end of my story but not my life. I love to go out for a meal in a 
nice hotel. It's grand to be alive, so we will celebrate. I am pleased 
I recorded these events. 

As I sit here typing with all the mis-spelt words, I enjoy it very 
much. I can thank my two granddaughters for the gift of the 
typewriter. I have been in hospital. I have had a very active life. 
have been told to sit and rest so I am typing and sitting. 

This lovely warm room fitted with carpets, cosy chair, gas fire. 
October 1994. 

We do have a good life today. I appreciate the modern life, but 
today's generation don't know any other. At the touch of a light 
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switch the room is lit up. Think of the paraffin lamp. Turn a knob 
and the fire throws out warmth. Think of chopping sticks and 
trying to get a fire to boil water. 

I can see my Father now at the black fireplace and a few sticks 
burning in the grate, and a small saucepan of water to boil to 
make us a cup of tea before we went to work. No other means to 
boil water. 

Press a switch and see pictures of what's going on around the 
world and films in your own living room. No Monday washdays 
which lasted three days. Switch on, set a programme and your 
washing ready to iron in less than one hour! 

It seems impossible in seventy years the advances that have 
been made. What will it be like in another seventy years? 

Or will this world be destroyed by man himself? 

AFTERWORD 

Since the First Edition of Bill of Bulwell was published, Bill and 
Joan have enjoyed their Golden Wedding. This Edition co-incides 
with Bill's 80th Birthday. 

Copies of the First Edition have travelled far and wide. For 
example, one reader wrote saying how pleased she was to find it 
in her local library at Kingscote, South Australia. 

Bill of Bulwe/l has found it's way into University and many other 
Libraries where it is studied as social history. And, importantly, it is 
enjoyed by many for whom Bill's life brings very accurate echoes 
of their own or of their elders' lives. 	 Ed. 
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Bulwell of his youth drawn from 
memory by Bill Cross 1998 
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ALICE FROM TOOTING by Alice Mullen (1879-1977), including 
recollections of her daughter Bertha Mullen (1910- ). Not many 
working class women of her time wrote their life story, but Alice 
did. It was discovered after her death. This book is "biography, 
local history, social history and a lot more" says the Journal of 
Kent History. It is a book "you cannot put down," says Local 
History magazine. Available through bookstores, libraries or direct 
from the publisher (£8.95 post free UK). ISBN 0 9516960 4 1 
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FLO: CHILD MIGRANT FROM LIVERPOOL by Flo Hickson has 
been acclaimed both in the UK and Australia. It is the life story of 
a girl 'migrant' forced to leave her siblings and relatives, and to be 
sent to Australia, to suit the policies of Governments in order to 
populate the Colonies with 'good white stock.' Available through 
bookstores, libraries or direct from the Publisher (£9.95 post free 
UK. Post free Air Mail Australia, sterling equivalent of Aust 
$32.00). ISBN 0 9516960 3 3 
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YOU DESERVE TO BE REMEMBERED 

Write your own life story - send for your copy of RUTH'S 
ARCHIVE special fill-in book* on special archive quality paper. 

The fill-in book helps you to write about the many happenings 
which 'ordinary' people experience and/or undertake which too 
often get totally taken for granted. We call these things 
community activity because they are the building blocks of 
everyday life in local communities (even though people often do 
not think of them as 'activities'). 

The fill-in book provides an explanatory structure but allows you 
to write in any way you like. There is no 'correct' way. Many older 
people have found writing 'their' book to be a real pleasure and 
life affirming. 

RUTH'S ARCHIVE fill-in books, when completed, are returned to 
become part of a permanent ARCHIVE which will help future 
generations understand our times. 

You can add your life story to RUTH'S ARCHIVE if you live in the 
UK or if you have lived in the UK at any time in your life. 

The ARCHIVE also accepts scrapbooks of particular 
interests/activities/community events, photos, diaries etc. 

* £6.00 (post free UK) 

RUTH'S ARCHIVE 
PO BOX 66 
WARWICK CV34 4XE 
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Bill of Buiwell by Bill Cross 	Price: £9.95 

• Bill of Bu1we11 has travelled far and wide. For example, a 
reader wrote to say how pleased she was to find it in her local 
I,ibrary at Kingscote. South Australia. The book is studied as 
social history in University and many other libraries. 
importantly, it is enjoyed by mane for whorn Bill's life brings 
very accurate echoes of their own or their elders' lives 

• "Bill wrote it for his grandchildren when he was 77 and it will 
be reprinted to coincide with his 80th Birthday" CHOICE 
magazine 

• "Bill is something of a local hero these (lays. Since the story of 
his life became public property. he can't walk clown the High 
Street without being hailed as a celebrity and ties made more 
friends and renewed more acquaintances than he could ever 
have imagined before Bill of Buhticll became a best seller in 
the neighbourhood." Nottingham Ev ening Post 

• "It's an inspiring tale of Nottingham life. lived b a man who 
Iiv°ed through hardships and achievements." Nottingham Topper 

• "Bill's attention to detail makes his book an entertaining read 
and a fascinating lesson in history. It highlights the vast 
amounts of changes that have occurred during just one lifetime 
and reminds us that nobodys life is ordinar1\." Nottingham 
Herald and Post 
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