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I was born into the infamous Moordown Troke family in June 1958, at the family home, 10 Cowper 
Road.  I was the second daughter born to my Father, although the seventh child born to my Mother 
as she had been married before.  My parents, Norman and Mary, were married in 1955 much to the 
disapproval of my Father’s family, as taking on a woman who already had 5 children was not seen as 
a noble act but a foolish one, especially to my Grandmother Martha Troke.  

Luckily, 10 Cowper Road, was a large family home with 4 bedrooms, and despite the numerous 
amount of children, my parents rented out the front room to an immigrant women from eastern 
Europe, known to us as Anna.  Anna and her cat (who may or may not have been called Bobby), were
a major part of my childhood, as she lived with us until we moved from Cowper Road in 1969.  Never
considered to be a full member of the family, in that she never ate with us, or spent Christmas with 
us, she took on the role of babysitter and minder and in turn we helped to improve her command of 
the English language.  If we were particularly fortunate, we were invited into her inner sanctum (our 
front room), that largely smelt of cat!

My memories of my schooldays are pretty vague.  I attended Winton & Moordown Infants School, 
along with my sister, but my half brothers and sisters attended St Johns.  My only definite memories 
of school are few but include the wendy house in one of the classrooms for the small children, and 
being made to stand up in the dinner centre for some misdemeanour whilst eating my dinner – oh 
the shame and embarrassment!  The highlight of my school year has to be the wooden birthday 
cake, which was presented to you on your special day during assembly, with the appropriate number 
of lit candles which you blew out before receiving your appropriate number of sweets.  Along with 
the Christmas party attended by Santa himself, getting knocked over by a motorbike resulting in wet 
knickers, and the much loved teachers the Misses Jewell and Jones, these are my lasting memories of
‘the infants school’  before moving up the ‘the Juniors’ in Oswald Road.

Life in our household followed a weekly pattern.  My Father worked for British Road Services as a 
lorry driver, and my mother worked part time as a cleaner in various hotels and establishments in the
town, such as Meyrick Mansions and Gales the hairdressers in Westover Road.  Monday tea was 
always sausages and mash whilst watching All Our Yesterdays, Friday night was swimming with Dad 
at Stokewood Road swimming baths, and Sundays were spent listening to Family Favourites and The 
Clitheroe Kid on the wireless, while Mum cooked the dinner.  This was of course, after my sister and I 
had attended Sunday school at Moordown Baptist Church.

Funnily enough, I have more memories of Sunday school than I do of regular school – why this 
should be I do not know, especially as we were not a religious household.  Every Sunday, dressed in 
our very best (which for me always, always included a bright red coat and beret), my sister Norma 
and I would walk down The Avenue to church.  I don’t believe our parents ever attended.  The church
year would consist of special events for us worthy children, which are some of the strongest 
memories of my Moordown childhood.  On Mothering Sunday, back down The Avenue we would 
trudge clutching our drooping daffodils, a prized gift for our Mums who in those days would not be 
expecting much more.  On one hot summers day in the school holidays, we excited children would go
on the grandly named ‘Summer Outing’.  This was in reality a short coach trip to a field somewhere 
not too far away, where we would exhaust ourselves playing games, drink copious amounts of 



orange squash and then dither for an age making up our minds how to spend our few pennies at the 
sweets tables.  How to get the most sweets for the least amount of money, was a lesson all 1960s 
children learned from a young age, and one that modern day children with their over extravagant 
parents seem to have no concept of.  For me, the highlight of the Sunday school year was the annual 
prize giving.  As I recall, every child was awarded a prize and queued up nervously to receive it – a 
book!  A lovely, shiny covered, hard backed book!  The pleasure and thrill of this annual gift, fostered 
in me a lifelong love of the touch and smell of new books, that no Kindle could ever eclipse.  Is it any 
wonder then that I now work in the world of books?  Every day, when the new books arrive at my 
library, I am transported back through the years, to become a little girl again, dressed in her best 
frock with a ribbon in her hair waiting to excitedly clutch her ‘prize’ to her chest and rush off home to
share the joy with her parents.

Although the Trokes were a prodigious family in the Moordown Area, they could be (and some would
say still are) a funny lot.  My Father was one of 8 children and most of Moordown was related in 
some way to our family, however, I do not remember big family gatherings full of love and laughter.  
Every week, my Mother would take us to visit our Troke Grandmother who lived in a tiny cottage in 
Parley Road, still lit by paraffin lamps.  How she raised 8 children in such a small two up-two down, 
remains a mystery to me and I don’t every recall seeing upstairs, although I can still picture her sat in 
her chair in the gloom.  On occasion though, the family could put aside their more anti social 
tendencies, and with the aid of generous amounts of alcohol stage what could be called a get 
together.  The evening usually consisted of each male member of the family trying to talk louder than
the others and a great number of shaggy dog stories being told.  What would be certain, is that at 
some point they would start to sing the song, I have never heard anywhere else before, the origins of
which are unknown but which goes like this:-

‘Down fell the donkey in the ditch

The wagon it broke down.

The Donkey’s dead!

The old man said

Now we’ll have to travel back to town, town , town , town.

Oh No! Everybody cried

It is too far to go!

Harness the old man 

And put him in the shafts

And make him pull the bloomin’ lot home!

The Trokes – certainly an endangered species!!
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