Memories of my Mother
Amelia M. Gurr
{Woodley}

In the words of my twin brother Charles when refegito our Mother in 2004 he stated,
“Well she was a bit wonky” and in the words of myusin, “Auntie Millie was before
her time, she should have been around in the 186@shippie”. Yes this is perhaps the
best description of a loving Mother who cared mtamhher family and was not treated
very well in return, sad to say | include myself tims. Unfortunately we did not
recognize her many talents or her good intentienshddren.

The family and surroundings; Stanley George
Gurr, {father} Amelia Gurr, {mother}, Michael
Charles, {twins} Stephen, and Peter was the
youngest. We lived at 54, Wimbourne Avenue,
Redhill, in Surrey. A nice area south of London
with the main London--Brighton railway running
behind the house and the A23 at the end of the
avenue, there was also a small stream on railway
property at the end of the garden, Mr. and Mrs.
Clarke lived at No 52, and Mr. and Mrs. Webb at
56 Wimbourne Avenue.

Left: Charles W. Woodley my Grandfather

Early memories of my Mother; she was a tall lady
and perhaps a little overweight with glasses, and a
large round face, a large nose which was also tarean her three sisters. My mother
was the eldest and was 10 years old when her f&tharles W. Woodley was killed in
the T world war, | cannot remember her talking abous tihen we were children. This
tragedy must have affected her, her mother anersistho were all so young.

One of my very early memories was just after tHeVE.W. We had German children
who had been orphaned staying in our road, the geogle of Wimbourne Avenue had
them over for a holiday from Hamburg which had bkeeavily bombed. They seemed to
pick on me, hold hands and dance around callingroahkey face--monkey face” which
upset me at the time, but my Mother said never ngodell them, “Sticks and stones
may break my bones but names will never hurt methe to think of it | do look a bit
apish, but she was kind and consoling that wasviagrwith many things.



However she was not soft, and | can well remembenaa local lad who was a bit of a
bully {towards me} and over confident, gave my natla bit of lip, she straight away

gave him a good slapping on the legs, unfortundteyparents did not quite see it that
way and she ended up in court, | think it costdn€b---00 fine which was about a weeks
wages for my Father and | guess he would havetpaifine. There may have been other
factors involved in this incident of which | no hatg about.

Right: My Mother and Father; Stanley G. Gurr
Amelia M. Gurr
C 1938

For many years she claimed to hear night time peswl

in our garden, {other members of the family slegtljy

she was sure in her own mind that it was youngnoliées
from a local residential school absconding and lere
way chose to pass through our rear garden, over the
garage and out through our front garden. This vigisiyh
unlikely as they would have to cross the main Lonedo
Brighton railway which had a high power third raihis
would have been very difficult to negotiate at nigh
However sometimes we did read in our paper about
“Local Boys Absconding.”

My Mother should have been a farmer, but the bestcould do was hire a plot of land
from the Railway and keep geese, chickens, andabemtWithin this area was a small
stream or culvert, | think this was put in by thailRays when the line was built around
100yrs before. As children we often had many happyrs playing in this area fishing
for sticklebacks and other small amphibians.

My cousins Gerald John and Elizabeth sometimesdtayth us and Gerald related this
story; One day mother asked Gerald to take a lhveken up to the butcher to have its
neck wrung. Wood’s the Butchers was near PrinceeAlBquare set in a row of shops
just off the main road about 5 minutes walk awaptiér put this unfortunate chicken in
a small sack and Gerald set off. The butcher wis.aMartin who soon dealt with the
bird and handed the sack back to Gerald, on hishaay to our house Gerald noticed the
chicken still moving around, he promptly returnedsee Mr. Martin to report the fact
that the chicken was still alive, Mr. Martin reassiihim “don’t worry son by the time
you get home it will be dead”, and it was.

When a bit older | also was given this task howglaras given a rather angry Goose to
take and have put down, perhaps it may have beeG#mder either way | hated the job
as | was always a bit frightened of them, thingsenfene when | knew the animals were
dead and we enjoyed helping to pluck and draw erkitthen table. There was also the
plus side of plentiful good quality eggs from thatél alive, and there was always great
joy when we cracked a double yoked egg.



When in the garden area | always kept a close ayéoo approaching geese, and left a
way for a quick exit as one had attacked me whead very small. One day Mother also
decided it was time to buy a piglet although we hagblace to keep it; however she went
ahead and purchased one. As a tempory home aridsomtéething better was built she
decided to put the poor animal in brick built odésitoilet. On that day we all went out
for the afternoon perhaps to get materials foryabst when we returned the piglet had
drowned trying to get a drink. Rather a sad stbknow my mother was most upset, we
all were.

At one time when we were quite small Mother alsptkeees and had a hive on railway
property at the end of the garden. | do believershant well and tried so hard at all her
ventures but acted on impulse without looking iatcstudying the subject well enough.

Needless to say the bees did not survive longhauhive seemed to be around for years.
| do not remember ever getting stung by the bees.

There’s no doubt about the fact that she was exekind hearted, soon after th&’2
world war Uncle Jack Elphick and his family weresfgnl to Germany as part of the
British occupation force, and | know that times avéiard for us in the U.K. but just as
we had received food parcels during the war frond lpeople in Canada, Mother sent a
food parcel to her sisters family in Germany. Addrbn we always had a very high
regard for Uncle Jack as he was a in the Army asaldier.

Sometimes Mother would do quite unexpected thirfgsnoon the spur of the moment

and perhaps not planning things as she should. must bear in mind that we were

brought up in a Christian household and by todayadards it was very strict, with

plenty of do’s and don’ts. Mother and Father did really celebrate Christmas as most
people did and on reflection | imagine that FatGéristmas was a bit pagan to them.
However that said, one Christmastime whilst stayinity her Sister she decided to dress
up either very late or early one morning and visiies children’s rooms. Using things to

hand, a red leather tea cozy on her head, cottai fwo a beard, and a red coat, she
entered the room and gave my cousins a real frigtdn imagine a few screams in the
night and a few terrified children, | am sure sheant well,

On another occasion she turned up unannounceckia@ tlome in Cirencester {Quite a
journey from Redhill} and when they opened the frdoor she presented a large
cooking apple, no doubt a Bramley from our gardeémey were always very sour as |
well know and | often had tummy ache after eatihgmt when we plucked in late
September. However our next neighbor’s apple twesae excellent eaters they belonged
to {Mr. and Mrs. Web at No 56} and we always helmedselves to all those that fell on
our side of the fence, plus some that did not.

Soon after one of my cousins was married Mothet Ben a letter, | do not know the
contents, perhaps it was to congratulate him asdnkiv wife on their marriage, but
pinned to the top of the letter was a Safety Py other would be able to explain this,
but it will have to remain a mystery as many of &etions were unexplained.



| have heard Mother referred to as “Mad Millie” buvould be more inclined to call her
eccentric, and that’s no bad thing, perhaps | neag bhip off the old block as | have also
been given the same label at times as well as bealgd an enigma, rather a
complement | think.

Mother taught me many things, such as basic cooglilts, how to recognize different
birds in the garden the names of flowers and tha@wors which in turn taught me about
the seasons, she pointed out the stars at nighhewdand when best to see them, the
cloud formations, the dawn and the sunset all geuty of nature and the creation. How
best to pick the fruit in the garden, and | lovéichbing the apple tree to pick the apples
SO as not to bruise them. It always pleased Moitéhe springtime when my brother
Charles and | used to go up on to the railway eri@mt and collect wild flowers such
as primroses and violets. Often we would stay outhburs on the embankment, it was
steep and thick with bushes and trees, althoughnieglly we were trespassing on
railway property very few people would have evesrser found us as we knew our way
through the bushes and long grass so well. We dedathis area as our own bit of
territory and we loved watching the trains speediyg these were the happy days of
childhood and a Mothers love, | do remember telimg Mother that one day | would go
to all the places the trains were going too, | didd that's another story that will appear
on other pages of this website.

The Woodley Sisters
L-R Amelia, Edith, Elsie, Linda.
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