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HERE'S TO THE OLD TIMES
By M J Kelly


Out we came from the city, to the west past the Monkland Canal's locks
Out from the tenements of Anderston, the Gorbals and the bomb sites by the docks
The hardiest folk of Scotland's hardy race, who would laugh and spit in the Devil's face So Lowlander, Highlander and snobbish Morningsider, don't try to tell me different
For if you do, I'll knock you flat and I'll be unrepentant
Now Glasgow folk are a practical and happy tribe, who took the war years in their stride 
All the bombing, rationing, the blackout and all the wartime rumour
With Glasgow wit and Glasgow grit they got through it with good humour
Now the city filled with Allied servicemen from whom the girls could take their picks 
And that was how Private Kelly came to Glasgow and married Ellen Ward in 1946
Aye in those years Hitler's bombs did what the City Father's wouldn't do
They cleared some slums and made the Corporation realise they'd be forced to build anew 
So, at war's end a civilian army worked hard for years and built up the housing schemes 
And folks waited up their closes and single ends for the fulfilment of their dreams
Which was a home they could call their own, modern, clean and shiny as an apple 
'Til finally there rose up Easterhouse and Castlemilk and in the west Drumchapel 
Yes, out we came from the city, at last, in happy willing droves
Some headed up the Great Western Road and out past the River Kelvin's groves 
With goods and chattels, fixtures and fittings, excited kids and pots and pans 
The roads were packed for months on end with convoys of removal vans
In that throng heading west were us Kellys, shaking the dust of the city from our feet 
After 8 years of one room living with the Wards at 13 Hydepark Street
It was there in the 'wee room' of my grandparent's home that I was born 
On a foggy winter Saturday night in December 1951
We were Mom and Dad and Evelyn and Marion and myself of course with hopes a swellin' 
Private Kelly was now wee Mick the Dublin man, and his girl was his young wife Ellen 
And so, we arrived at our new home, a 4-room apartment, and oh what a thrill,
It was still up a close, with 7 other families, but to us was as spacious as a palace on a hill 
With nothing but apartment blocks for miles around and nothing you could call a view 
We started our new life on the second floor of number 4 Barnkirk Avenue

Dad was a proud painter by trade who knew what it meant to work hard
So began his daily journey across the Clyde, to Govan, and Fairfield's Shipyard 
And somehow, we never saw him much, perhaps the cause of later rifts
For in those the days money was hard to come, so he worked the double shifts 
Mum was a busy Glasgow housewife with a family to raise and a life to build
Drawing strength from her faith, and her friends at the weekly Catholic Women's Guild 
And every now and then, when life got tough and it was hard to see the joke
We'd all pile on a number 20 bus to Anderston for a visit with her ain folk 
To return again to the old Glasgow, to her family, and our extend kin
So now the introduction is over, the story of my childhood can begin
Eight families there were that lived up crowded number 4
And the other closes ran up and down the street, perhaps a dozen or more Filled with one hundred struggling families just trying to get by
With their kids running everywhere, the only thing not in short supply
But then I was only 4 years old, and was shielded from the very truth 
Of the hard times of those early days, ah, the ignorance of youth
And in that happy ignorance the only worry was to get to know the other boys 
My childhood days had now begun, in that simpler time, with all its simpler joys
Gregor Brash, Jim Morton, Robert Weir, the McCaffertys and me, a raggle taggle bunch 
With our sisters we'd run around play all day with a piece 'n' jam for lunch
Across the street there lived two other lads who were also pals of mine
A right pair of rough and tumble Glesca Keelies, but we got along just fine 
There was Kenny Wilson, a lad so poor he didn't even have one toy
And the roughest of them all was Andy Sillar, who my Dad called the 'Wild Colonial Boy’
Soon enough off was I to Ledmore Primary School and bright eyed, bushy tailed and eager 
There I met my two best friends, Robert Atherton, called Athey, and Liam Meagher

I learned the three Rs, worked hard and played hard that's true
But there was nothing like the street games we played back at Barnkirk Avenue There was kick the can, hide and seek, jorries and peever
And dozens a side football played with excitement and great fever
With lamp posts for goals, we'd kick that ball all day
We never could agree on the score, but that never seemed to get in the way 
Then there were turns jumping in and out at the skipping rope, boy-girl, boy-girl 
Or we boys would head off for a game of 'Best Faller' on grassy Cleland's Hill
In the backyard we'd play Rounders or climb the midden getting full of scratches 
And sit on with a deck of cards playing 21 or 4 Card Rummy for matches
Or the midden would become a fort on plains of the Old West far away
And we'd fight off the Indians, for we were the finest troop in the US cavalry
Then we'd sail off to sea in our submarine shouting “Up periscope” and “Dive, dive” 
Firing torpedoes at the German battleships, just to stay alive

But not all life was played out on the streets
For the bedroom I shared with my sisters was my welcome retreat 
From there the outside world didn't get a second look
As I whiled away the hours with a comic or my latest library book 
For reading had become my young life's passion
As I travelled to the times and places that the comics or the books would fashion Another way to travel with imagination in those far off 1950s days
Was to sit in a chair in our living room and watch those black and white television rays 
There was Ivanhoe, William tell, Robin Hood and the dashing Cisco Kid
The Buccaneer, Francis Drake, Lancelot and Zorro, oh, the heroic things they did!
But my favourite of them all was Davy Crockett, King of the Wild Frontier 
With his coonskin cap and flintlock rifle he never showed any fear
But they were all my daytime children's hour heroes, and every evening came the rest 
The lawmen, drifters, gunfighters and cowboys of the mythic American West
Gil Favor and Rowdy Yates are on the 'Rawhide' cattle drive and not allowed to fail 
And Major Brittles is guiding the pioneers and the “Wagon Train' over the Oregon Trail 
“Who is the tall dark stranger there? 'Maverick' is his name”.
Who stirs things up like a Texas twister? 'Bronco', Bronco Lane
“Cheyenne, 'Cheyenne'. Where will you be sleeping tonight?”
Under the stars of a western sky whilst 'Paladin' with his gun has made things right
There's 'Gunsmoke' everywhere, but Matt Dillon stands unafraid of danger 
As out of the sun to save the day ride Tonto and 'The Lone Ranger'
The bugle sounds 'Boots and Saddles' and against the Apache the 5th Cavalry ride
And on 'Bonanza' Ben Cartwright looks out over the Ponderosa with his 3 sons by his side 
Now library books and television were wonderful and really hard to beat
But even they could not compare with the thrill of a Saturday matinee cinema seat When the morning chores were done, and I'd helped Mum get the groceries home
I'd get my reward and off to the Clydebank La Scala or the Bearsden Rio I’d go
And for only sixpence, settle down in the dark, with my pals, right there in the front row
Then all at once the gloom was filled with light, from that glorious technicolour screen 
And once again I was transported to worlds the like of which I'd never seen
School, street life, TV, the cinema and reading filled up my days, no reasons 
But as each year passed, and my pals and I grew up, we also had the seasons
Wintertime, when year was young, there'd be snowball fights and snowman building 
And off again to Cleland's Hill with cardboard boxes for all the fun of sledding
In the cold and frosty Winter air our breath would look like smoke 
So, we'd take a puff on our candy cigarettes then exhale, what a joke
In Spring, with Mum, we'd take us on long country walks, and go as far as we could
For it was the time of year for picking armfuls of bluebells in the magical Bluebell Wood

Summer holidays from school would come, with new horizons to explore
To Knightswood Park, or the Old Kilpatrick Hills, and come back again for more 
Sometimes we'd get to go with all the other families “Doon the Watter fur the Fair!” 
On a day long bus trip, to the seaside at Troon, Saltcoats or Ayr
And all through those summer days my trust sidekick was by my side 
Joining in all the fun as we explored and ranged so far and wide
Not, as you might think, just another lad
But my wee sister Marion, the best 'brother, a boy ever had
Oh, even endless summers really end, then it's time to go back to school
Back up the hill to St Pius' Primary, to knuckle down and obey the Mr Brickley's rule
Now it soon became time for dressing up for Halloween with lots of apple dookin' 
Getting ready for Guy Fawkes Night by 'stealing' wood when our rivals weren't lookin'
The wood and junk and crates and old chairs were piled high
'Til we remembered the 5th of November with the biggest bonfire that ever reached to the sky 
In the days before Bonfire Night us boys would be letting off our rockets
And every self-respecting lad had a banger or two stuffed inside his trouser pockets 
I do remember the 5th of November, when the fire was lit and it would start of slow 
Then before too long the blaze would catch, and we'd be warmed by the eerie glow
The rockets would whoosh; the roman candles went whizz and gave all us kids big thrills 
But the most fun was had when us rowdy boys threw lit bangers at the screaming girls
As November passed into December the days were short and getting colder
To lessen the gloom there was always my birthday, on the 1st, another year gone and older 
Then soon after would come, of course, that most wonderful time of year
Full of expectation and mounting excitement as we waited for the Christmas cheer 
Not much work to do at school, carol concerts and parties were all the rule
At last came the Christmas Holidays and finally Christmas Eve night 
So off to bed to try to sleep, desperate for the coming morning light 
And on our beds at dawn, good old Santa had done us proud
Our presents were there, neatly wrapped in paper, all Christmas bright and loud 
A toy, a favourite comic book and lots of candy would have to wait alas
For all too soon up the street we had to go, St Pius' Church Christmas morning Mass 
Then home to our presents and Christmas dinner, to eat all we were able
And honoured we were, for like Sunday dinners, Dad would join us at the table 
Then we'd settle down to a pantomime and Christmas specials on our 14-inch TV 
But before all that, we had to suffer through the Queen's speech on the dot of '3' 
Full circle now and back to Winter, but the year's grown old and quickly passes
It's time for the grown-ups to celebrate the new one and toast with brimming glasses 
Yes, the night of New Year's Eve, us Scots call 'Hogmanay', had come around
And all the neighbours in each other homes could be found
'First footin' each other with whisky and beer in great tradition and delight

As we all waited for the old year to pass with the coming chimes at dark Midnight 
Sometimes to Granny & Granda Ward's we'd go, the New Year to bring in
Our relatives the Wards, Elliotts, Byrnes, Campbells, Goulds, Lintotts, Kinnairds, Mundays 
And us Kellys, would gather, and at the 'Bells' would make a terrific din
All those Hogmanays and all those singings of 'Auld Lang Syne' 
Meant that many years had passed and it would soon be 1959 
But first came 1958 and baby Catherine had come along
I didn't get my promised brother, Christopher, so now our family is 3 girls strong 
Now the decade of Sputnik, Elvis, MacMillan, Ike, Rock 'n' Roll and Russian spies 
Was over now, and exists only in our memories, where it still quietly lies
Oh yes, it's the brand new 1960s now, and my look how I've grown 
Too old by far to share with my sisters, time I had a room of my own
So now we move over the hill to Saddell Rd to a 5 roomed apartment no less
I begin 1st year at Secondary School, and Athey is teaching me chess
About this time, I was adopted by a short little four-legged friend
When big sister's puppy grew up and her affections had come to an end 
'Sparky' was a cute but unruly mongrel mutt, who as a house pet was a disaster
But he followed me everywhere, without a leash, and I was happy to be his master 
New friends I had found, and life went on as before, but changes were coming fast 
The 1950s of my early youth were never meant to last
Far from Drumchapel, the country was waking up, for the Beatles had started to sing 
And I wanted to be a teenager, and grab the future, for the '60s had started to swing 
My new friends were the McKenna brothers, John and Pat
And cousin, Lino Sterlini, who lived in the 3rd floor flat
Now this new world was opening up for me, and I began to travel far
For Lino's dad, Uncle Jack, would take us on country drives. My first time ever in a car! 
We'd go off on little evening drives to the Lochs and see what we could see
The open road and the world beyond the packed streets, this was the life for me
Then came summer visits to cousins, the 6 Kinnaird boys, and for 2 weeks or more I'd stay 
The sense of freedom at being away from home I remember to this day
Two to trips to England came in quick succession, and my world opened up some more 
It was then I must have caught the travel bug, I've never been able to ignore
To the cousins Gould in Bristol one year, then the next to London town to stare 
At Buckingham Palace, Downing Street and Nelson in Trafalgar Square 
Through all those early years Athey was still my best pal
And he is the first one that I told. “I think I'm in love”, and Irene Buckley is my gal 
She was a small and dainty angel who changed my life with all her charms
On the night of the 2nd year's Christmas dance, I held her in my arms 
I know grown folks laugh and scorn and call it puppy love
But I've never forgotten my Irene, my blonde haired, blue eyed, turtle dove

From 4 years old to teenage boy, 14 now, and nearly grown
It seems 10 years had come and gone, and how quickly had they flown
Glasgow was becoming a modern city, but the once many industrial jobs were in the past 
So, our last months there were dwindling down, until the weeks were fleeting fast
For the day was coming when, to Drumchapel, our backs we would forever turn 
To move far away, 25 miles east, to West Lothian and the mining town, Whitburn
For a better life and a new start, Mum and Dad would say
But being kids, they never asked us how we felt, or if we'd rather stay
So, I left behind my world, my friends, my Irene and how that caused me pain 
I knew my childhood days might be at end, and I'd never see them all again
I never settled in that town and in a short few months that feeling of loss came true 
All grown up now, I thought, at 15 years old. What's an unhappy boy to do?
Old enough to now leave school as it was in Scotland back in that day
Decision made. I joined the Royal Navy, went out to see the world, and live the sailor's way 
Now as I look back through misty veils of many busy adult years
I think of those long-gone days and my eyes well up with nostalgic tears 
And although those days are long ago and the future still has much in store There's comfort in the unchanging past, those halcyon days of yore
So finally, life has taught me that wherever in the future I may quest 
My Drumchapel boyhood made the man, for it really was the best!!
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