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Introduction
Later Life Matters is a project which offers personalised support services to older
people who are experiencing or recovering from mental health problems. Later Life
Matters is funded through the Big Lottery and during 2014 people supported by Later
Life Matters participated in the Reminiscence project which took place over 3 months.
The Reminiscence project provided an opportunity for people to write about times in
their lives, which for a variety of reasons were significant and poignant.
The Later Life Matters participants worked alongside a storyteller and art teacher
to inspire the creative work and ideas which are displayed within this booklet. The
experience of working together during these sessions gave participants the skills and
confidence to share and write about their own lives.

Paddy’s Market, Glasgow 1960’s
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A Fly Puff
I remember one Saturday afternoon we were out
shopping in Victoria Road, we went into a cafe. As
we settled down with our cuppas I watched my Aunty
Cathy as she lit a cigarette and gave out a long puff of
smoke.
Then she asked me, “Do you smoke?” I said “I don’t”.
She then said, “Oh yes you do as the way you watch
me smoking gives you away.” She then said, “Now I
know where some of my cigarettes have gone when I
was short in my jacket and trouser pockets.”
I can’t remember if she gave me a cigarette or not,
but my secret was out anyway.
No excuses now. Eh?”
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Millport Memories
Our summer holiday is coming around and soon we’ll
be in Millport. A little bit of heaven that will be ours
for 2 weeks, where we will relax and think we’re living
the life of Reilly. There are sports and games a plenty
all day long though I never seem to win a thing – but
taking part is lots of fun.
New friends are made with promises to keep in touch.
I well remember a late night storm. My Mam woke us
and told us to get dressed and we walked along to the
cliffs to see the wild howling waves, we met up with
other brave souls.
Somehow we thought the sun always shone on
Millport to let us play our Crazy Golf and ‘window
spotting’. We had a list of shops which were taking
part in this game; we had to look in the shop windows
to spot something out of place. For example, in the
grocers window beside things such as sugar, tea,
tinned meat or whatever, you might spot an item
which the shop didn’t sell, such as a piece of Lego or
a sock or a glove. You noted this item on your list and

moved on to the next window. Sometimes we would
cheat by listening to whatever other people had
spotted and write down their answers.
There were also many other games to join in with and
the evening was adult time to enjoy a refreshment or
two.
Oh and don’t forget our ice cream shop ‘The Ritz’. I
could go on and on about Millport from when the
carrier arrived at our door to collect our hamper of
clothes and goodies to start us off.
Ah well I’ve gone on and on. Millport will always have
a place in my heart, even though I’m in my second
childhood. I’m transported back to my childhood with
sunny days (or so it seemed) playing on the sands and
beaches. Being an OAP, maybe my memories are a bit
exaggerated.
I still count Millport as one of my favourite places.
Forget Spain, Greece and Cyprus- Millport is the place
for me!
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First Love
When I was young you leant on the man. Now
after many years you look after yourself and you
look after the man, and share life together and the
responsibilities.
I’m terribly nervous.
I’m 16.
I like him now, but not then. He’s grown into himself.
His hair was blonde coloured, reddish blonde.
He was the school captain. We went to school on St
Georges Road in Maryhill.
He was called David.
I’d left school.
We knew each other at school
He asked me out
We went out... But I ran away…… foolishly.
We went to the Cambridge cinema on New City Road.

4

We saw Tony Curtis in a war picture.
I had tried to wear makeup before I went, but it was a
failure. I had to wash it all off. It was 1960.

Perspective of Life Moving On
A railway track
A fence
A wall
A hedge
They all seem to get narrower as you look along them
into the distance.
In a similar way we can also have a view of the past in
our lives and see things that are hopefully best viewed
from afar. While there are other experiences we keep
closer to us in the near foreground.
In this perspective on life we see what we value, and
leave bad experiences where they belong – in the far
distance

Eight years on, sitting on a train with 2 pence in my
purse, I had finally left my husband and I was on my
own.
I decided to open up and look at a wee package; it was
the family crest, green and yellow, and made of Irish
Ash. The family motto was ‘Fight’. I was heading home
to Glasgow my home town, from the Highlands.
My husband was at the top of the tree, career wise. He
worked as an Engineer and was on expenses etc. He
was a brutal wife-beater and had a drink problem.
His parents were real money people and his father
was a director of a large company. I moved in the best
circles with their yachting friends.
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What a shock

Missing Home

Being in the bedroom of my pal Marion, we were
messing about listening to Cliff Richard’s ‘Living Doll’
and fixing each other’s hair in the new bouffant style
Dusty wore, and the big black eyes- trying out her
sister’s makeup. Just then, her big brother and the
new girlfriend in his life came in. We were supposed
to be doing homework so we jumped into the
wardrobe. We were bursting to laugh when he started
telling her he was smitten with her. Rose was her
name. He was really putting the chat on with, “A rose
is still a rose.” Then we heard all the “Aahs” and funny
noises. Just as they were getting amorous, we fell out
of the wardrobe. Poor Rose screamed her head off,
Tommy shouting “You wee brats. Wait ‘til I get you
two for this!” We thought this was all hilarious. As we
made for the door, Tommy grabbed his sister Marion.
“You better say you’re sorry.” I was shouting above
him “Oh Rose I love you, I’d die if you leave me!” It
took Tommy ages to get over this, but Rose thought
her heart would give out with the shock of it all.
Marion’s dad Jim had tears rolling down his face when
he heard of this latest caper.

I have lived in Glasgow for 47 years and at first I found
it difficult as I did not speak English and I missed my
family in Lahore. I save up all year to go and visit my
family as it’s so expensive and also because it is such a
long trip.
I usually go for about 5 weeks. I always go at the end
of February as it is not too hot. I travel through the
day and night to get to Lahore and then my cousin
comes to pick me up and it takes 4 hours in the car to
get home.
During the day we prepare food and in the evening
everybody meets up and it is so noisy, everybody
talking and laughing and children running around.
They cannot believe that I live on my own.
It is always such a happy time but I am happy to come
back and see my son and daughter and grandchildren,
and then to start saving again.
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Good News
Just another day in the pub, pouring pints, working
the tills and listening to the rubbish being spoken by
the regular railway workers when they come in after
clocking off for their usual lager and a bag of 25p
crisps.11 pm and it was time for me to “clock off” as
they say. Yes clock off, lock up and shut down for the
night. I couldn’t wait to get home to steep my feet and
feel the warm water on my toes, then slide my feet
into my favourite slippers. Oh to sit down with the
warmest cup of tea and hot buttery toast. Yes, this is
what Heaven must feel like. Off to bed. I’m just starting
to nod off as I had a 7am start back at the pub...when
Buzzzzz! Buzz! Buzz!My phone wakes me up. Who
could it be?
What has happened?

“Hello” I answered the phone in a nervous, curious
voice, thinking something had happened to the pub
when...I paused to wait for a reply. I was pleasantly
surprised to find out it was my son telling me that I, Liz
had become a grandmother.
Yes ...2am on the 24th April 1984, I became a granny
to my first grandchild Robert. The pub will just have to
wait.
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My Family
My Gran was from the islands, my Grandpa was from
Skye. The family moved to Glasgow when my Mum
was 4 years old, she could only speak the Gaelic. My
Dad was a sailor from Newfoundland, Canada.
I have a twin and a younger brother. We lived in
Dennistoun.
My twin sister and I were born in 1942. Five months
after we were born, we got the news that my Dad was
“missing at sea….presumed dead.”
His ship had been torpedoed.
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My Mum re-married and my brother came from that
marriage.
My mum was a nurse in Leverndale Hospital. She was
a great cook and baker. We made clootie dumplings
at Christmas. I never noticed her putting the silver
sixpence in.

Evening Routine
I definitely hate the mornings but I love the night
times.
During the weekdays around 7pm I start watching
soap operas.
I start with Emmerdale, then Coronation Street,
followed by EastEnders then Coronation Street
again. I love my soaps as I get to see many different
characters and follow their stories. I prefer
Emmerdale as I find it interesting in comparison to
EastEnders which I only watch because I’m bored.
Then I watch a romantic film and put on my electric
blanket. By 10.30pm I go to bed with the Evening
Times which I read page by page and by 11.30pm I’m
off to sleep. Even though in the morning
and evening
9
I feel depressed, as the day goes by I feel better
knowing I will get into a warm bed and get to sleep. I
feel very contented at night time.

Being Connected
What is it to be connected?
Well, I suppose, it’s not to be un-connected.
More seriously, to be connected is to be passionate
about something and in so doing, you lose yourself.
Your worries, concerns, problems and difficulties are
given a rest and hopefully you become better able to
deal with them when the time comes.
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Being Young
What is it to be young? Where do I start?
Young, free and not a care in the world.
Still shy ... under confident and had no knowledge
about life...
Yes I was a teenager, sweet 15. And never been kissed
until ... I met Jimmy.
Yes Jimmy, tall blonde and handsome except his
bowley legs ... well no one is perfect
Well its dance night and since Jimmy was nowhere to
be seen, I guess I’ll shove my best skirt and jumper on,
put on a brave face and enjoy the dance. It was then
that I met Willy, he had just come back from the army.
After all, it was a celebration for Willy coming back
from the army.
12 o’clock midnight
and the dance is over
I’m on the bus home
with Willy when I look into his eyes
his eyes look back at mine
and I have my first kiss
Maybe Jimmy did miss out
8 years on and me and Willy are married
with a son.
My confidence is blooming
I’m feeling great
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Holiday Blether
LIZ: My first holiday. was Glasgow to Port Seton. My
dad worked on the railways so we had a free pass.
Glasgow Central to Edinburgh and then a bus to
Seton Sands. Me, my brother, my mum and my dad.
My sister hadn’t been born yet.
KATHY: I went on holiday 9 years ago. My husband
had recently died. I thought to myself, “You’re on
your own now”. I decided to go on holiday on my
own as I had always longed for a holiday. I was a
little apprehensive but I thought to myself, “You’ll
get to know the other bus passengers, they will all be
friendly”.
LIZ: I wouldn’t like to go on holiday on my own. My
sister did it. She went to Spain on her own, but not
me. I’m strong, but I’ve lulled with age.

KATHY: There was one big table. Everyone mixed.
There were 5 of us on our own. All 5 of us were from
Glasgow. We made decisions together. There were
39 passengers on the bus. We had a good driver.
Everyone was friendly. A couple of men were there
on their own. Everybody mixed and joined in. Day
trips to Sligo and Derry were included in the holiday.
We visited a wee holy place and had the opportunity
to buy over-priced pottery.
LIZ: We stayed in a wooden hut that was a converted
old fashioned tram car. Those trams had driving
facilities at both the front and back. When the driver
got to the end stop, he would just walk through the
tram, and head back driving from the other end.
LIZ: Where the driver sat was the kitchen. There was
a pull down bed in the central section. There were
bunk beds at the other end. We had gas mantles, and
a coal fire. You had to go and get a bucket and fill it
with water from the well. One tin bath for the two of
us. We always went on holiday at the Glasgow Fair.
Everything came to a standstill then.
KATHY: At the Glasgow fair my dad would take me
and all my cousins and pals in a van for a day out.
LIZ: Spain was my first foreign holiday. I loved going
on a boat to the Isle of Man.
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Spring Time		
Going to my group by cab, my driver was cheery and
talkative. Passing George Square it was nice to see the
office workers, mums with children and other people
enjoying the spring day.
My favourite was seeing all the lovely flowers and
plants, daffodils being my special spring flower.
We all had a great time, sunshine at last!
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Chillaxing
Watching snooker on the TV is the most relaxing
for me and now even better, with my comfy new
expensive chair.
My home-help and others told me lots of times to
spend, spend, spend on myself as no one else will and
you can’t take it with you.
So why leave it?
Well I’m going to sit on my comfy new chair and
watch my snooker.
C’mon Alan McManus!

My First Shop
After serving 2 and a half years of my apprenticeship
( I worked 7 days a week, 2 nights at night school), I
was eager to start working for myself. I had no money
to do this. My Granddad was 95 years old and he
used to quote things from the Bible to me. One was
“Marion, ask and thou shall receive”. I travelled by
bus home every day and I passed a shop on Tollcross
Rd. It was a hairdressing shop but it was always
closed when I passed by. I decided to get off the bus
and find out who owned this shop. It belonged to a
hairdresser Sylvia, someone directed me to where she
lived. I took it upon myself to ask her if she would rent
the shop to me. She said, she would think about it. I
told her I had no money for fixtures and fittings and
asked her if she would give me the chance to pay her
weekly off my earnings. I never heard from her, so I
went back to the house again. She said “Marion my
mother-in-law stays beside you and she says I should
give you a chance as I’m not well enough to pay
attention to the shop.”

I got myself a Black Book, showed her it and said
“I promise you I will make a payment to you every
week.” This I did. I cleaned all the shop and painted
and decorated it myself and opened the shop. My
boss Sam came to the shop the day it opened, first
thing in the morning and surprised me with a new
hairdryer and a chair. Mum bought me new hair
towels and that was me all set to start off. I worked
by myself for a few months then I got a junior. Then
Sylvia helped me on a Monday. It was so busy with
haircuts. We became very good friends and I was
true to my word. She marked my payments off every
week. It was a great chance she gave me. Trust is
a wonderful thing. I opened my second shop and
shared this second shop with Jackie, a famous gent’s
hairstylist. Then I opened my third shop. By this time
I employed more hair stylists and juniors. I owe my
thanks to Sylvia and I will always admire her.
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Festive Feast
A few years ago when I could not cope with
making the Christmas dinner, my boys decided to take
over. The first time they made it, it was lovely. But then
came the comments about gravy.... “It was not as good
as mine.”
So the next year, they made sure theirs’ was
better ‘til theirs’ was just about perfect. But then one
year, half way through cooking, they started to take a
wee drink. So since then it’s been going downhill with
something or other getting burnt. As they get drunker
with each year, the dinner is now just one big laugh and
it takes me a week to clean the kitchen up.
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Grandchildren
Grandchildren say the funniest things like, “You are
really old gran and your hands are old too.”
I don’t like it but it’s true.

Italian Sparkle
My ring is from Italy.
Hence the colours are few.
It is diamond, emeralds, sapphires, rubies too.
I have lost some stones, yes that is true
With lots of housework, chores to do.
The years pass by so quickly, it’s true.
And lots of my stones have worn away too.
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Getting Chatted Up
It was such a wet and rainy afternoon; I sought shelter
in the nearest place of refuge.
I got settled down in a seat with lukewarm coffee,
when this old chap sat down next to me, even though
there were loads of empty seats around the cafe.
He didn’t even have the manners to ask if there was
anybody else sitting there.
I knew he was not much of a conversationalist when
his first words were, “Bit wet out today isn’t it?”
I just smiled with a nod of the head to agree. This
must have given him the wrong impression that I
was happy to listen to his chat as he started ranting
about the lack of service in the small café. He then
said, “Bet it wasn’t like that when you were young,”
referring to my age, although he was well worn in my
opinion, but still he carried on regardless even though
he wasn’t getting an answer from me.
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Then he said, “There’s a great tea-dance at one of the
local halls”, and would I fancy joining him, although
his partners were usually younger.
What a big hit he had for himself! I then said, “The
ballroom sequence dances are a bit before my time
and it was more his age. Even though Sinatra and
Dean Martin are great to listen to, they are not for
dancing to.”
His face fell, and then he said, “Oh I grew up listening
to Rock n Roll if that’s what you think.”
I said “No really, I’m more into Tamla Motown.”
“What do you mean” he says “What is the difference
between Tamla Motown and Motown?”
Shaking my head trying to let him know I wasn’t going
to take the time to explain.
As it was getting dry outside I made my exit.

Childhood Holidays
What I remember most about our holiday was standing in the queue to get washed and to brush our
teeth.
All the Mums and Dads would start some kind of
game to keep the queue in order, but they always
made us laugh. It was great fun.

Then it was time for Dad to go to the pub, and that
was the last we would see of him for the rest of the
day, but we had great fun for the rest of the day with
lots of other kids.
We got up to all sorts of things, and then when it
was time to go home to the hut we couldn’t sleep
for the smell of the whelks and mussels.

After that Dad would take us to the beach to collect
cockles, whelks and mussels. We would take them to
the hut and Mum would cook them.
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Ageing Hands

About Getting Old

My hands are showing my age.
The veins are showing on the back of my hands and I
have age spots.
I usually wear nail polish but since I have been ill I
can’t make the effort, but I file my nails regularly and
keep them short.
I put on hand cream every night before I go to bed
and I put on a pair of cotton gloves.
I also wear gloves for cleaning.

I don’t know when I first started feeling I was getting
older.
When I was 50 I started looking after my grandson
full time, and I really didn’t think about running here,
there and everywhere. He was so good and funny he
made me feel young.
Then when he left, I started to look after my Mother
who had Alzheimer’s and that was hard, but I still
didn’t notice any difference. Then my Mum was
gone, who I still miss so much to this day, she was my
friend as well as my Mother. Then there were more
grandchildren who I always enjoy having.
But now I have got a bit more time- 15 years later- I
look in the mirror I think I am looking older and I don’t
like it but I will fight it with all I’ve got.

Summer Glow

Hands

It was August 4th 2013.
I’ve been in Spain for 4 days so I’ve got a healthy tan.
The sun is bright and the heat is warm.
Tonight’s the night for the floral dress.
That floral dress I saw with the cream and orange
colours.
Just like the beach.
Soft like the sand but a kick of a wave...
Not bad for 73...
Eeh… I feel like I am sexy, a model, even if I say so
myself!
My earrings, my sandals and my dancing feet are out
to play.

Who would ever think you could write about hands.
Come to think of it, where would we be without
them?
Just think what they can do for us.
Greeting someone with a handshake.
Holding and carrying things.
Directing someone.
Appreciating somebody’s performance with applause.
And many uses throughout a typical day.
Let’s applaud our hands.
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Scottish Weather
For months the weather has been terrible
Every morning when I get out of bed and look out the
window it’s raining and windy and I just feel like going
back to bed.
If I get out of bed in the morning and look out the
window and the sun is shining, I feel much better in
my mood and I want to get out and about.
I don’t like the cold but I don’t like the heat.
I just like it a bit in between.
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