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Harold was born, raised and worked his entire life in Cross. His history is 

unusual in this day and age when growing up and leaving home, first of all 

for an education and then to follow a career is deemed as ‘the norm'. 

Harold didn't need to do this nor did he feel the need to do this. As a third 

generation member of the family born in Cross he was content with his life 

in this small village. 

He was born in 1927 opposite the New Inn - one of 8 brothers and sisters 

which he recounted as quite a squeeze in a simple 2 bedroom cottage and 

life was hard and impoverished with few comforts, let alone luxuries. Fortunately being the 

sixth child the older siblings were leaving home as he grew up, so sleeping arrangements 

became somewhat easier as each one left. Every day he would walk the one and a half 

miles to school in Compton Bishop which by his own admission he never really enjoyed 

and at the age of 14 he was keen to leave and get on with his life. 

He had spent most of his childhood days scratching around at chores and jobs to earn some 

pocket money, sometimes helping his father with his many and varied jobs including 

cutting spars for thatching for a penny a time or catching moles for theirs skins. 

On leaving school he went to work at Manor Farm in Cross as a labourer and as he said he 

was allowed to have Sundays off providing he milked the cows first. Having picked up 

some good experience here, in his early twenty's he transferred to manor Farm in Compton 

Bishop to work as a dairy man and general farm worker. The hours were long and hard and 

social occasions in the mid 1940's were few and far between. They mostly revolved around 

village pubs and local dances where on one particular occasion a certain Grace Boyer from 

Highbridge caught his eye. He then spent a lot of time cycling back and for to Highbridge 

pursuing this early romance and fortunately for him the journey was pretty flat all the way! 

In 1952 when Grace turned 21 they married in the January and spent a few days in London 

for their honeymoon. This was most likely Grace's idea who loved the films and shows she 

read about in magazines and would have thoroughly enjoyed it. Harold on the other hand 

didn't have such a high opinion of the big city and never went back! 

After their honeymoon they moved into a tied cottage on Manor Farm at Rackley, where 

they lived for the next 5 years. Harold continued life on the Farm and Grace worked for 

Lanes at Axbridge. Although their employment involved long hours they found the time to 

grow market produce from their large garden which they sold locally to save up money to 

finance their dream of a home of their own. The hours were certainly long and hard but 

they eventually saved up enough to enable them to build Glenville in Cross on a small plot 

of land where they moved to in 1956 Harold with his brother Bob did all the hard building 

work for this project and for the rest of his life Harold looked upon this achievement with a 

huge sense of pride and satisfaction. 

Settling into their new home it was time for children and on perfect que along came a 

daughter Dawn in 1958, followed by a son Ashley in 1961. 

During these years Harold finished with farm work and for a period went into partnership 

with Bob undertaking building projects. He then moved onto Bristol Waterworks, finally 

ending up with Sedgemoor District Council where he trained as a Plumber, and remained 

there until his retirement in 1990. 

Throughout these working years Harold continued to love and to provide for his family and 

life would probably have followed a very traditional pattern if it hadn't been for the tragedy 

of Grace being diagnosed with multiple sclerosis at the age of 41. This of course changed 

the whole future for the family. 

Sadly we will never know how things might have been without this major problem, but 

typically of Harold he accepted this challenge stoically and with fortitude and did his best 



to keep life as normal as possible for Dawn and Ashley who weren't even teenagers at this 

point. He continued to work and support them as best he could, undertaking the cooking 

and cleaning on top of his everyday work as Grace's condition gradually deteriorated. She 

eventually moved to a care home and died in 2003, but of course by this stage Harold was 

no stranger to domestic chores and coped on his own as he had become accustomed to 

doing during her long illness. 

Through his more active years of retirement he took up wood turning as a hobby, often 

selling his many and varied projects at the WI markets and despite requiring replacement 

hips and knees over the years he continued tending his garden and greenhouse where he 

always found such enjoyment. 

During this, of course, four grandchildren arrived on the scene and he proudly followed 

their lives and later occupations with great interest. He gave to each of them generously. 

His other preoccupations during retirement were just relaxing in front of the TV and 

maintaining regular - very regular contact with his family who he spent many hours talking 

to on the phone - a pleasure which we all enjoyed - to a greater or lesser extent! He had a 

great skill in finding things to talk about where the rest of us just failed! 

It was only in March this year that Harold gave up driving his car and tending to his 

garden, and started to become more dependent on Dawn and Ashley. He had said many 

times that he didn't want to "hang around" if he became incapacitated, and was quite 

despondent when after several bouts of debilitating illnesses he was unable to look after 

himself and had to move into a residential Home in Burnham. 

This was probably the saddest time for all the family, watching him deteriorate very 

quickly until he finally succumbed to heart failure two weeks ago and just seven months 

after first giving up driving and losing his independence. 

~~~~ 

In all the years I knew him we never had a cross word - apart from a small disagreement 

over cooking sprouts. He liked them cooked for about an hour saying that only young 

people liked undercooked veg! He did eventually relent a little - and knocked five minutes 

off the cooking time! 

He kept up with current news and affairs, reading the paper every day and watching TV, 

but I was never completely sure of his politics. He was quite happy to berate and criticise 

politicians of all colours - which we both enjoyed doing on regular occasions. 

He knew his own mind; keeping himself to himself and was content with his lot in life. I 

often wondered why he hadn't wanted to make more of it but I believe his philosophy was a 

very straight forward one - The simpler your life is the more time you have to enjoy what 

you have. 

While the rest of us pursue complicated careers, ambitions, mortgages and cluttering our 

lives with fractious detail and endless material things he simply got on with his and 

enjoyed what was in front of him - the peace of his garden, the sound of his lathe turning 

that next wooden bowl and listening to the exploits of his grandchildren who he doted on. 

He didn't require much more than this and lived his life through the lives of his family. 

 


