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More reminiscences of a colonial serviceman. A final extract from my father, 
Samuel Jordon  

Paula Noble                       

In an earlier account, I related my arrival in the British Isles as a member of the 
RAF and some amusing incidents as we adjusted to life in general in the UK and in 
the service in particular.  I shall now attempt to fast forward and relate a few 
memories that have remained indelibly in my mind. 

Of all my experiences, the one I cherish most and find most satisfying was my 
relation with an English family who resided in Sheffield, Yorkshire. 

I was on an RAF station in Wiltshire when I met a young airman who was doing his 
National Service stint of two years.  His name was Eddie Barton-Shirt and he 
hailed from Crookes, Sheffield.  We became friends and he subsequently invited 
me to visit his home and meet his family.  Up to that time I had become friendly 
with a number of people from the UK who like myself were serving in the RAF, 
and, had visited many towns and villages where they lived on weekend passes on 
sight seeing tours, but the Barton-Shirts were to make an indelible impression on 
me which will remain for the rest of my life. 

I must pause here to point out that at this time we were dealing with wartime 
Britain when everything was scarce and rationing was the order of the day.  
People did not invite guests to their homes because there were no extras to go 
around but the Barton-Shirts seemed to be the exception. 

I chose to accept Eddie’s invitation whilst on a 36-hour weekend pass which was 
the shortest possible time for me to travel to Sheffield and back to camp and 
likely to cause the least inconvenience to his parents. 

Eddie and I travelled from camp together and on arrival at his home in Sheffield I 
was introduced to his mom, dad Albert and sister Pat who was the baby of the 
family and about 10 to 12 years old.  This was a working class family and Pop, as 



he was subsequently labelled, was a fitter and turner in the railway yard 
somewhere downtown.  My visit was memorable because Pop enjoyed the 
occasional pint and so did I.  I was introduced to the local pub, and subsequently 
became a regular and welcomed guest whenever I visited the district which was 
often.  My only claim to fame at the pub was that I was black, was a member of 
the RAF and had left home in British Guiana 5000miles away to assist in the war 
effort.   

During the course of the visit Eddie mentioned to his parents that I had two other 
friends on camp who hailed from Trinidad and his parents could not understand 
how he could separate us by inviting only me for the weekend.  So Eddie was 
instructed that on the next visit we should all travel to Sheffield. 

On my return to camp I explained to my Trinidadian friends the warm reception I 
received from Eddie’s family and the invitation that had been extended to us for 
the next visit.  We realised that this was not a practical arrangement so we 
contrived to take turns when visiting the family and continued to do so for the 
duration of our stay in the UK which lasted four years.  Over time we were also 
aware that we had become an integral part of this wonderful family and their 
home became our home. 

There is a great deal that can be said about the Barton-Shirt family during the 
period that I enjoyed their hospitality but for the record I would like to get this 
one in.  I was not aware until I met them of the tradition in the UK that if a dark 
person was the first to enter your home after midnight on the 31st December it 
brought good luck to the family for the coming year.  Well, we were all three 
visiting and there we were sitting around the fire at home on the 31st celebrating 
the advent of the coming new year when my Trinidadian friends and I were asked 
to go outside just before midnight.  To say the least, it was a bitterly cold night 
and we could not for one moment understand this unusual request but we 
complied.  We were still trying to figure out what would happen next when we 
heard the church bells tolling and welcoming in the New Year.  The door opened 
and we were invited back inside.  And then we were told that we would bring the 
home good luck as we, being dark, were the first persons to cross the threshold.  



Needless to say the Barton-Shirts were the envy of the neighbourhood for being 
the only family with genuine “dark” people who entered their home after 
midnight. 

On my return home to British Guiana at the end of my service in the air force I 
maintained contact with my English family for several years but with the passage 
of time we lost contact.  I have no clear recollection how that occurred. 

However, in time I had acquired my own family, and one of my daughters 
attended Sheffield University, met an Englishman there who, as fate would have 
it, resided in Sheffield.  They subsequently got married and made their home in 
Sheffield.  More than four decades later [in 1990] I paid my first visit to England 
after the war and went to Sheffield.  We then made every effort to locate the 
Barton-Shirts.  We checked the Electoral Register and found their names listed in 
the 1960’s then they disappeared.  I went on a radio programme in Sheffield with 
the hope that someone who might be listening might have known the family and 
contact them and, finally, I visited the home in Brighton Terrace Road where they 
resided in Crookes during my tour of duty but again we came to a dead end. 

I have not given up my search as it is my belief that sometime in the future, if not 
I, some member of my family will meet a descendant of that remarkable family 
who opened their home and their hearts to three young men who could never 
find words appropriate enough to express our gratitude for their kindness. 


