
Hi,

My thoughts on love:

Where does one begin or end?
Love encompasses our whole human existence from birth to death.
How does one select or choose what moments to include or to leave out?
For me, perhaps the best way is to let my mind wander and then briefly dwell on 
interludes from my life, when I have experienced the joy of love, sometimes the 
actual moment or at other times on reflection of past events.

Memories from Childhood onwards:

Listening to the Radio:

My Ekco Clock Radio with its cream coloured plastic casing.
I used to lie in bed, listening to foreign radio stations( you turned the dial and it had 
SW, MW and LW, no FM in those days).
I remember listening to Radio Luxembourg in the evenings from 7pm onwards and 
hearing the latest pop music before the Beeb reinvented itself with R1.
I also used to listen to stations such as American Forces Broadcasts and to French 
stations as well.
My favourite activity was to listen in the dark in my bedroom to plays( we had no 
television), imagining the action as it unfolded.
I also loved setting the timer, ( maximum one hour), listening to the programme and 
falling asleep, often with the music still playing.

Reading:

I loved reading and still do to this day( 71 years old).
I was an inveterate reader as a child and teenager and used to love to visit our local 
branch library in the village and chose up to seven books per week. These were 
predominantly fiction, an eclectic mix of authors varying from Herman Wouk, Alan 
Drury  Nevil Shute, to Eric Ambler and Dennis Wheatley.
I remember being given at the age of eleven, a single volume on very thin shiny 
paper of The Complete Stories of Sherlock Holmes, being immensely proud of it and 
loved reading how the crimes and mysteries were solved.
I wonder where the book is now?

Climbing:

I would climb anything as a child having no fear of heights and excellent balance.
It didn't matter if it was the top of a garden fence, trees of varying heights or rock 
climbing, my forte being climbing chimneys( these are steep vertical shafts in the 



rock faces), if we went to Almscliffe Crag near Leeds, which was and still is a 
renowned climbing location.

Stories:

My father was an amazing storytelling and we would have stories read to us before 
we went to sleep as young children.
He created his own imaginative stories, such as "Sollywod The Hermit" who lived in 
a cave in the Coniston Fells as well as reading to us from his favourite novels, such 
as "White Fang" and "The Call of The Wild" by Jack London.
It is a truism, but still very valid, that our adult lives are greatly influenced by our 
childhood years.
I was very fortunate to have had the happy rural upbringing that I experienced and to 
have had a brother and a sister to share it with.
The love I received as a child has been a bedrock and a cornerstone for the adult life 
that has followed.
Greevz Fisher
















