nevertheless a very enjoyable experience...

Walking down a tree-lined and virtually traffic-free Blackford Avenue the
daily crocodile of pupils from the Ministers' Daughters' College (Esdaile)
neatly dressed in uniform, lacrosse-sticks over their shoulders could be seen,
headed by their games mistress, making their way in orderly fashion to their
playing fields in South Oswald Road, now a block of modern flats.

1940s

Fire-watching at Mayfield Church during the Clyde blitz when, rudely
awakened by the screech of the siren and subsequent drone of enemy plane
the teams of volunteers would grope their way through the blackout to man
the stirrup pumps against any incendiary bomb a bold German Heinkel
dared to release. Relief from inaction was found in playing Dewils and
Angels (a contemporary innocent cardgame) with the minister until 2am
when [ was sent home to spend the remainder of the night on a mattress
on our dining-room floor to be rested and refreshed for five hours of
Higher Latin the following day...

Digging the air-raid shelter in our back garden and stocking it with tins of
Spam and dried egg provided by the USA to feed the starving British...

Troop parties attended by countless Commonwealth servicemen rounded up
from the various Dominion Clubs in the city and kept from freezing in a
totally unheated hall by learning the intricacies of the Eightsome Reel and the
Dashing White Sergeant for a two hour, non-stop session which left them
gasping for breath...

1950s

Meeting my sister at Blackford Suburban Station as she emerged from the
crowd of commuters, minus car plus pram, having travelled from
Corstorphine with change of train at Princes Street. Who would say one
could not live without a car?

Today, as the cars stream up a treeless Blackford Avenue and I wait
impatiently to cross the maelstrom of traffic at the corner of Kilgraston
Road, I look back revolving many memories of unsophisticated, quiet happy
days. Maud Harrison (nee Wood)



