
 Mum was always there to
protect us.  I cant remember a
day when she raised her voice to
me, every day I looked forward
to coming home from school, as I
knew there would be the
wonderful smell of cooking and
baking wafting around the house. 

She would sit for hours at her sewing machine 
making the family clothes to wear never halting or 
feeling exhausted, it was just
ongoing, something she did for
her family who she loved very
much. I have memories of
wearing a pink fluffy wrap
around ballet cardigan she
lovingly made for me to go with
my ballet outfit. I was so proud
of it, the beautiful dresses
with the smocked tops which
took her hours to do our
Sunday outfits for Church (photo).  I felt blessed
 and happy, I had an amazing childhood and the best 
mother anyone could have. 

I know at Christmas she would make home made 
lasagne from scratch, and all the pasta would be
laying resting on the bed to dry and I knew we were
in for a treat. 

As I grew up and left she was still
always there for me. She made
my wedding outfit, and all the
bridesmaid dresses, I had a 
wonderful wedding. 

When things went wrong for me, she supported 
me and helped me through very difficult times 
alongside my father. I have to mention him as 

our family were a 
whole, they worked 
as a team, and we 
were never left on 
our own with 
strangers.  Our life 
was our family, our 
mother and father.   

Some of the best memories was of us all sitting
down at the dinner table all talking louder then 
the other so we could be heard lol.  My 
childhood was exciting, and never boring. 

Throughout our life our mother was always 
there for us. Even when we thought we would 
loose her when her beloved husband our father 
died, we thought we would loose her, but her 
strength and love for all of us allowed us to 
enjoy her love and warmth for another nineteen
years.  

There are no words to explain how her 
surviving six children feel about her sudden 
passing we have all coped with it in our own 
different ways but the end result is we have
to just live with our memories of the 
wonderful mother who cared for us, nurtured
us, loved us until the die she died.  
Now mum and dad are finally reunited in 
Heaven. 
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My mum was an amazing person, a wonderful mother 
and wife.  Our family journey started in the war,
 a time of terrible conflict and death, but also of 
ever lasting love. 

I was created by a love so strong it spanned over
52 years. The start of this love was borne from 
a chance meeting in the war, by two people who 
saw each other from across the road, and in that 
instance they fell in love. 

It was the minute my parents
met.  Mum was coming out of
her work place, she worked in
a small accordion factory. As
she stood on the pavement she
looked across and there she
saw a handsome man in Air
Force uniform carrying a
bundle of clothing. “Can you
wash my clothes he asked in fluent Italian, which 
took her by surprise, and before she had time to 
think, she answered “yes as long as you provide me 
with the soap.”  Little did my mother know that she 
would be washing this handsome man's clothing for 
over 52 years. 

My father fell in love instantly 
with this vision of perfection. 

From that simple meeting my 
mothers life changed, and our 
family was born.  Born into a 
great love one that would last  
the test of time. 

My parents married in
Italy after permission
from the MOD, then my
father had to leave
after the war to return
home and be demobbed. 
My mum was very brave
and left her home to
travel to England to be
with her beloved
husband Leon. 

Not once did she hesitate about her perilous journey 
just excited that she would finally be with her beloved
husband.

Not speaking a word of English, and wearing a name
tag and information of
where she was going,
she finally arrived at
Minehead to start her
life as a wife and
mother and there she
met her father and
mother in law who took
to her straight away
who wouldnt she was a
lovely and beautiful 
person. 

My father had left the RAF after the war and was 
working as a farm labourer living in a tied cottage. It 
was hard work for my mum not being used to be 
without her beloved family in Italy and having to get 
used to so many different ways of life, but she did it 
never complaining. 

I remember recently she told me of the time 
when my elder brother 
John was about 3 years 
old, and he suddenly 
went missing out of the 
house.  My mother was 
obviously distraught and
upset, and everyone 
was sent out to look for 
him. Being on a farm 
there were a lot of dangers and the 
worse was always first in her mind.  

Suddenly she came upon a clearing in a copse 
and there was John sat on the floor surrounded
by wasps and in his hand was a jar of jam and 
his face was totally covered in it and he was not
even aware of the wasps flying around him. My 
mum told me she never even gave it a thought, 
but grabbed him up close to her and just 
cuddled him not even thinking she might get 
stung her thoughts were only for her sons 
safety. 

My mum was an amazingly stoic person. When 
dad decided to go back into the RAF he was 
stationed in Aden where I was born.  To get 
their mum had to travel alone with 3 young 
children in an ex troop ship called the The 
Orduna in August 1950. It took 2 weeks to 
get there, and she had to care for the 
children on her own it must have been a 
nightmare of a journey but he did it non the less.

Mum when she 
met dad. 

Gertrude and Edward Look.  

Mum, Tania & 
Peter in Aden.
I was born 1951


