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	Time
(from: mins/secs)
	Description


	Transcribed Extract
(from- to:
mins/secs)

	00.44
	Where were you born?
	

	
	“I was born in 56 Greenfield Street, Govan.”
	00.46

	00.49
	Where do you live now>
	

	
	“I live in Ross-shire in the North of Scotland, Scottish Highlands, in a little fishing village, Portmahomack.”
	00.50-00.55

	01.00
	Would you tell me about the first home that you remember?
	

	
	“It was 56 Greenfield Street Govan where I was born, and I never left Govan Greenfield Street until I was 33.” 
	01.01-1.03

	01.03-4.35
	Describes her family and playing outside and growing up in Govan. Says she never saw any violence. Talks about music and dancing.
	

	4.35-5.42
	Describes going to the pawn shop with her dad’s shoes. Describes their finances.
	

	5.43-
	Talks about a concert out the back of the tenements that happened each year. Goes on to talk about playing in the old air raid shelters.
	

	08.30
	Can you describe the house for me please?
	

	
	“Our house in Greenfield Street, we were up 60 stairs, that’s where we lived right up the top and it was a wee room and kitchen and when you came in the front door there was a coal bunker there and both doors.  The kitchen was the living room and this was a bedroom where we all slept in here, there was one window, a wee fireplace in the corner and the two beds, two double beds, you couldn’t move, that was it full and then when you came back out through the wee lobby and into what we called the kitchen there was a set of drawers and there was a sink and cooker there, the window here and we had a black cast iron sink with the brass swan tap coming up because if any of the wee ones got hold of a cup to have a drink they would drop it in the sink and it hit the cast iron and they were always breaking it, so sometimes we had jam jars to have our tea out of because they were always breaking, there were no cups left or we’d take the spoons out to dig out in the back and you’d lose all the spoons, so there were no spoons either.   So when you come from there the sink and the window to this side there was the old black, it’s not actually  a range, an old black fireplace where every Friday that would get highly polished you know the brass bits polished up, the black lead the Zebo I believe it was called would be on the grate to clean that all up nice and then there was the wee hearth, and there was two wee chairs for mammy and daddy and a table in the middle, a couple of chairs and then when you come back round to this side where you’ve got a door here in the hall there and it was the size of a double bed and it was what they called a concealed bed or a built-in bed, different names for it, with two wee curtains in the front of it and mammy and daddy slept in there and our Alec would’ve been in his pram or if there was room for a cot, or it could’ve been a drawer, but that was the actual house.  
Their house was lit with gas lamps, gas mantles.
There was no inside toilets you’d come out the door, there were three doors on the landing there was Mrs Taylor, ourselves in the middle and Mr and Mrs Ballantyne on that side and there were twelve houses in the close and a main door.  Each landing had one toilet for those three families and that’s what we all shared was that one toilet, but I’ll say this, those stairs and that toilet were spotless.  There were seven of us in that house, my mother and father made it nine, never ever were you allowed to make a mess, drop a paper or anything on those stairs, you’d have got killed.  
I always remember when Alec was born which would’ve been 1958, the family next door moved away and we got their house.  It was a two room and kitchen, so it was like a palace, a big house.  When you went in the door there was a bedroom there, then there would be the kitchen and the two rooms to the other side.  So, it was a much bigger house for us anyway at the time.
You always had a pulley; it’s just slats that goes into a piece of cast iron at the end with four wooden poles in it you could say and the rope for pulling it up and down and that’s where you hang all the washing to dry it.
It was hard for women back then because when you had one of these houses you had only one cold tap in it, no hot running water at all, no showers, no toilets, no baths, and you’d have to get a big pail and boil it on the gas to get your hot water and then put it into the sink.  We all got bathed this way on a Sunday.  It was like a conveyor belt; there were seven of us and when we were all small and when my daddy wasn’t working on a Sunday, he would bath us first and put DDT on our hair on a Saturday night to try to stop the galloping dandruff.  My father was great, he would scrub you down and then pass you to my mother who would towel you down and then use the bone comb, we all had thick curly, curly hair, half of us were red heads.  You were not allowed out on a Sunday until you had on your clean knickers and vest and socks on and usually sandshoes for the summer and wellies for the winter, and you had to be all clean that day.”  
	08.36-15.51

	
	“When I was married and got my family allowance I would go to the steamie which is a wash-house where women all amalgamate.  For the older women I think it was like a day out for them sometimes because they got to see their pals, but you worked hard because even the steamie they had hot running water and a tiny little boiler at the side where you’d put in the man’s shirt, any white sheets, anything white, that was boiled in it and then pulled out of there with the boiler stick they called it. And that was put into the sink and the cold water run on it to rinse them and then into the second one.  I had to go to the steamie quite a lot  with my mother, she would go four to six after school and you’d put the washer into a basket thing  and I’d to take that down to the wringer and she would put the washing in the wringer and then she carried on washing, and the man would put on the wringer and I saw a lady getting her arm off one day, the wringer had taken off, you’re not supposed to put it on yourself and she hadn’t put the lid down and as she leaned over, it caught her apron and she grabbed for her apron and it took her arm.   I’ll never forget it, but that’s what happened a long time ago.  So you would get all the washing done there and then you could put it on what they called a horse dryer, it was pulled out and it was warm inside and you could hang up a few things, but you only had two hours so you can’t dry much, so it was getting it home again.  If it was earlier in the day, you would hang it out in the back if you could, but it wasn’t always your turn, and you’d ask if they were using it, but you did your best to all fit in with each other.”

“When you went to the Steamie what you could do if you had tuppence or three pence, I can’t remember what it was, you’d get a towel, a wee bar of soap,  a ticket, and you could have a hot bath,  You’d try to get all your washing done and you’d say to your pal right I’ve got stuff in the dryer keep your eye on it and I’ll run and get a quick bath and I always remember one time, it gave me the creeps, I’m running in to get a quick bath and there was a man outside, I can always remember that and it put me off the bath then and I didn’t want to go back then, but I made one of the kids stand outside and tell me if anybody came and then they would want a bath and it was like a wee line getting a bath in the same bath water.  Eventually I did get a house with a bath in it.”
	13.05-15.21




















34.26-35.30

	17.37
	Was the house cold?
	

	
	“Yes, it could be cold, oh yes, yes, these old tenements were cold.  What my daddy used to do in the winter months, he liked people to be hot, he liked you to have a heat in you and at night time he would take the hot coal out of the kitchen fire and put it into the room before we went to bed and build it all up so the room was warmed up for us going in.”
	17.42-18.06

	20.17
	Can I ask what was your family name?
	

	
	“Pettigrew. My mother was Chrissie, well Christina was her name, her own name was McRae. My father was Alexander Hay Pettigrew.  My family was born in Ireland, in Belfast, his mother was born in Belfast, and my great granny was born in Sligo, not that far away. My mother’s family came from Ireland as well; my granny was a McCrudden.  My sisters were Irene, myself Maggie, Christine, Sandra, Marion, Jean, and Alec.  So, there were seven of us and sadly my brother is the only one who has died.  He had an auto-immune disease, and it killed him, very sad, he was very talented.  My father was a riveter, and my granny was a lamp lighter.”
	20.20-21.42

	22.10
	Do you remember any of the shops in Govan?
	

	
	“I remember there was Docherty’s, it was an electricians on Govan Road and they put electricity in for my mother, that was about 1957.  I remember we were frightened to put on the switch we thought the whole place was going to blow up and go on fire… There was Shavers, I think. that was a kind of posh shop that sold expensive dresses and coats and things.  Dan’s was a great shop and so was Gauld’s, Stewarts the Butchers which I worked in myself, we had a gift shop, we had Claire’s, Linncraft a D.I.Y. shop that was great for all the wood.  We used to go to the Sally Arm, and I loved that because you got a sticky bun and a cup of tea.  
There’s a famous one that Alex Ferguson still goes to today, it’s in Shaw Street, Watsons, and they sell pies and cakes and stuff in there.  
There was Joe’s Cafe at the corner and there was McCaig, there was an off-licence and then you had the dairy with tiles on with the milkmaid girl and the buckets, all white with blue.   Next door to that you had Galbraith’s store and that was my first job when I was fifteen…John the butchers was next door and Billy’s Bike Shop in Greenfield Street.  At the bottom of Greenfield Street was the dentist.  At the other side of Greenfield Street was Elsie’s the hairdresser and the police box was there as well… On this side was a big paper shop and a furniture shop there as well and fruit shop McCloy’s… I got a job in there when I was quite young at school and I used to go in there after school and they would boil beetroots and I would have to sit there and take all the skins off and I would maybe get a wee bag of chipped fruit to take home so we were always devouring that at night…
There were so many shops in Govan on both sides. There was the City Bakers, Nicholls Stores, I bought my first pram in there…, they sold all sorts of things in there…  Jimmy White’s was at the corner it was an off licence… Going down this side there was a Lennox Store and Marshalls the baker as well and there was a Woolworths that was facing Hills Trust School just at the corner of Golspie Street where my granny lived.” 
“There was a Terleys, they used to run a menage.  You could have ten women and you all pay £1 a week, and you’d draw numbers and if you’ve got number one you got the first £10.  It’s 11 weeks you pay and the woman who runs it gets something for doing this.  You could go down to Terley’s and get the kids’ clothes for going back to school, shoes and their outfits, that was a lot of money back then.  They had lovely sheets, towels, curtains and stuff, really good quality.  So, you were really paying it up, it was handy that.
We also had the little Pakistani man who would come round with a case, and he would have jumpers and skirts, kids’ trousers, a big case he carried about.  You would get something from him, and he’s come round each week, and you’d pay him so much towards it.  Just tick really.
There was a big Co-operative at the bottom of Langlands Road.  The Co-operative then had a shoe shop and when you went round the corner into Helen Street itself it had a big furniture shop and a food shop, it was all the Co-operative and you would give your divvy, and save it all up and when you handed over money they would put it in a little tin, press a button and it would go up and the change and receipt would come down.”
	22.14-32.54


























45.00-48.12

	33.42
	Can I ask when did you get indoor plumbing?
	

	
	“We always had cold running water and lead pipes.  
When I got married and I lived in Craigton Road a couple of yards from Greenfield Street, we had a wee geiser, it was on the wall above the sink and had a spout, the gas would be lit underneath it and you had hot running water, it was fantastic…”
	33.46-34.25

	39.30
	Can you tell me about your meals, what did you eat?
	

	
	“On a Friday night my father would come in with his wages and I would run to the pawn to get his suit and shoes and Irene would run round to the chip shop and she’d get my father a fish supper, my mother would get a single fish and we’d all get a poke of chips each. I think we got toast for breakfast with Stork margarine, my mother didn’t like Echo margarine that was the cheap one, but she only ate butter herself.  We didn’t have cereal, it was mainly bread everybody lived on and if there was no margarine, the bread was fried up.  We maybe had some soup or something at lunchtime or a piece ‘n banana.  Sometimes my mother would send me over to the fruit shop to ask for ripe bananas because you got them really cheap, but we did have Gold Meadow bread out the Co-operative.  It was fantastic, it was what we call a plain loaf, two big pieces of that and you were full up.  Sometimes we got free dinners, I don’t know why but sometimes we did.  With my father being a Riveter there wasn’t always boats being built or there wasn’t always repairs. There wouldn’t be a lot of money anyway.  If it was a good night, you got mince and tatties, on a Sunday she’d make a big pan of stew and puff pastry , home-made peas and a bit of carrot or something and if she had the money she’d make a couple of apple pies for us, so we done quite well on a Sunday.  Sometimes it was just beans and toast or chips and beans or something.  I don’t really remember much about the meals to be honest, but I don’t think we starved.   I do remember sometimes on a Thursday night and our stomachs growling with hunger and that, my father would always have a bag of flour and some sugar, but no eggs or anything, and he’d mix up this flour with a bit of sugar and probably just water or if there was milk he’d use that, he’d make it into a batter and fry a big pancake for you but it was so heavy it hit your belly like a ton of bricks and it filled you up for ever.  As I say, it didn’t do you any harm then.  You were all in the same sort of boat, I think. “ 
	39.34-42.30

	48.29
	Would you tell me about the schools?
	

	
	“When we went to Greenfield School everybody lined up at their own class in the playground when the bell would ring and Miss White would come out and stand at the front step and the five-year-olds would be in their lines, six, seven-year-olds and so on,  all in their lines.  The boys would be in a separate playground.  They weren’t allowed to mix the boys and girls until a certain age.  You had to line up and you’d have to be very, very quiet and Miss White would be looking to see if you had dirty hands and Miss White would be checking to see if you were clean or not and a lot of the were pulled out and got the strap for being dirty which wasn’t fair because they’d been sent out like that.   We’d walk into school marching because they’d be playing the piano.  We had a slate and chalk in class then and then we progressed to pens that dipped in the ink.  School was alright, I wouldn’t say I was at the top of the class, but I sailed through.  My favourite lessons were story-telling and writing.  I did like my sums and problems, they were one of my favourites, I wasn’t into History or Geography, it’s terrible I know, but I just never was interested in it.  I wouldn’t say I was desperate to get out of school; I went to Govan High, I passed my ‘qualy’ and I did like school right enough, sometimes your clothes weren’t very great, and you didn’t want to go in but you had to.”
“At Govan High we got swimming lessons and it was between seven schools because you’d be between the main building which was Govan High, and you’d be in Ardshield, and you’d be in Greenfield for swimming and cookery and Drumoyne School.  Actually, throughout the day you’d be moving from one school to another and actually there would be quite a distance between some of them for different lessons and there was one in Linthouse as well.  There was a big field up at Ardshield where you did all the races and things in the summer, but you had navy knickers on, you never had shorts. I didn’t have much bother getting through school, I had a lot of good pals as well.  I left school in 1959.”
	48.30-52.38
















53.10-54.28

	52.40
	What was transport like in Govan?
	

	
	“We had the old tram cars that would take you up to Riddrie and you could go to the big park that was up there, I used to take the kids there on the old tram car, and then it went to a trolley bus after that.  I loved the tram cars, I thought it was great.  I used to go up to Hogganfield Loch, and it had a boating pond in it.”   
	52.42-53.09

	57.26
	Do you remember rationing?
	

	
	“Rationing went right into the ‘50s somewhere and you didn’t get sweeties.  You didn’t know what sweeties tasted like and nobody had money to make like tablet or anything like that.  
I think it’s something like 2 ounces of sugar and 2 ounces of marg or butter whatever it might have been and very little fat or meat and it was to make do for the whole week.  Probably knowing my mother, it would’ve been gone in a day, but it was hard going.  It must’ve been hard for women having to make whatever they had last.  I remember my mother she was getting visitors this day and she’d bought a wee tin of pink salmon, couldn’t afford the red salmon, so she got this tin of pink salmon and she was grating a carrot and grating the carrot into it because a lot of them apparently did that to make it go further and to give it a bit of colour, they probably all did it anyway.  That was one of the ways of eeking things out.  She wasn’t bad at times; she’d make a meal in our house which would be sausage and onion.  My dad was a great one for that, you’d get the square slice sausage out the butcher, they were good sausages you cannae get them the day,  but they were good sausages.  So they were all fried and he’d take them out, pour a lot of the fat away, pour the onions in and fry the onions in it and then two Oxos, put them into the onion and then put the sausages back in it, put the lid on and let it all go nice and thick.  That’s tasty, it’s a good cheap tasty meal.  Other days we’d go down to the ham shop in Linthouse and they would sell big bags of ribs for pennies and there was always bits of ham on them and you could throw them in and they’d make a rare big pan of lentil soup and then you’d get the wee bones to chew on or if it was ham itself she was buying, you’d get cabbage with it.  I still make that myself, it’s a great dinner.  You’d have spam, chips and beans or Pallone.”  
	57.29 -1.00.59

	1.03.02
	What was the community like?
	

	
	“You knew most of your neighbours and they were all friendly, now and again you had a skirmish between two women you know maybe squabbling over kids or something like that. I remember one time somebody had been down to empty their bucket, and somebody had went into her house and stole her purse which in my day that I remember was very, very rare. We weren’t all crooks and thieves from Govan, Glasgow or whatever, there were an awful lot of good people.
Drinking caused a lot of problems. There were a lot of times when men were drinking the money.    
There was a knocker-up, a wee woman called Nellie Strachan that used to live in Greenfield Street and had a hairnet in and this coat, she was a wee toaty thing, and she used to round knocking all the doors in the morning and she had a kind of long stick and she could tap the one up the stairs, she’d bang on this one, bang on that one, wakening people up for their work.  
My granny was a lamp-lighter.”  
	1.03.09 -
1.08.02


	1.11.00
	Was there anything bad about Govan?
	

	
	“This sounds terrible but I cannae think of anything bad.  Talks about her first house and what was in it.”

	1.11.05

	1.28.39
	Do you remember if and when Govan changed at all?
	


	
	“Going away back to early ‘70s they were pulling down Golspie Street and Elder Street and all that, but they weren’t building, they’d pulled them down all the way down to Helen Street and never had built anything while I was there.  I left in ‘77 and it was pretty much the same when I left. I don’t remember much, I do remember going back once to visit because I still had family there and I was in Greenfield Street and we were facing the church and in the back of that had all been pulled down and they had started building new houses and I was up in Jimmy’s the butcher in Crossloan Road and he was talking about changes, he said they’ve been pulling down and pulling down all these buildings.”  
	1.28.43 -
1.30.04

	1.31.05
	Do you know why the houses were pulled down?
	

	
	“I’ve no idea because I thought they would’ve been better doing them up because they’d started doing that in Craigton Road.”   
	1.31.07 -
1.31.10

	1.34.44
	Can I just ask if you’ve got any final thoughts or like to bring anything up?
	

	
	“I’ve found it very interesting and made me sit here and think.   You’re lovely to meet as well, a very pleasant person to sit and talk to. I’ve thoroughly enjoyed myself here, I just hope some things are useful to you.  
I just love Glasgow to bits, and I loved growing up there, I had a very happy childhood there, not got any qualms, as I said we had the old Elder Park and Saltcoats for our holidays to a caravan.  I enjoyed my time there, I did and it’s sad to see it today, I was back a few years ago and I said to Les, you’ll love it, and we walked down and there were bags and bags of rubbish.  In all the old photos of Glasgow there’s no rubbish in the street.  We weren’t brought up like that, we wouldn’t even chalk on the walls, we made beds ‘peever’ on the ground we all did but it’s just changed days, isn’t it?  I was really disappointed when I saw a lot of dirt and a lot of good people in Govan, they are the salt of the earth, and the old Benburg Club and Fairfield Bowling Club, there’d be great turns on a Saturday night and you’d get a wee dance as well and on a Sunday afternoon they would have tote and I remember I won £34 and thought I’d won millions, it was a lot to me.”
	1.34.35 -
1.38.02

	1.38.03
	Thanks very much Maggie for sharing all those memories with me.
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