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“The way it was and I saw it; the way it is as I see it.”Like many, Dorothy Hart’s life is full of ups
and downs, pitfalls and pratfalls. But all those hardships and mishaps only turned her into a
strong and opinionated woman. In Of Pitfalls and Pratfalls, we follow Dorothy’s journey through
her sometimes discomforting but often enlightening and amusing personal anecdotes.Dorothy
and her twin brother, David, grew up in Stirling and Glasgow, Scotland, in the early 1940s. In
1952, her family immigrated to Canada, moving first to Toronto, then to the countryside near
Whitby, Ontario. At a young age, Dorothy excelled in art, painting many artworks, some of which
she sold. She was part of many clubs and enjoyed sports, such as curling and archery.During
her first marriage, Dorothy enrolled in nursing school. She worked at a number of care facilities,
including Whitby Psychiatric Hospital, and several long-term care homes. Dorothy saw first-hand
how the services (and ethics) of these health care facilities declined over the years due to greed
and negligence. Because of this, Dorothy opened her own senior care home, which she ran for
several years until her second husband took her dream away. But then she turned to teaching!Of
Pitfalls and Pratfalls shows us that even though life can be challenging, if we work hard, support
each other, have confidence in our unique abilities, and learn to laugh at our mistakes, just
maybe we can make it to the other side stronger and happier.

About the AuthorDorothy Hart is an artist, nurse, teacher, wife, and more! But best of all, she is a
loving mother and grandmother. Dorothy has five children and several grandchildren, all of
whom she is very proud of.She lives in Durham Region, Ontario, with her husband and youngest
daughter. Of Pitfalls and Pratfalls is Dorothy's first book. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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OfPitfallsandPratfallsA Story of the Trials andTribulations of Growing UpDorothy F. HartTable of
ContentsChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter
8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11CopyrightFor my grandchildren.Cherish the memories of your
youth.Chapter 1The BeginningOn April 7, 1943, my twin brother, David, and I entered this world
with a bang-literally! We were born during an air raid in Scotland. The world was at war! The
story we were told was that we were delivered by nuns in a location other than a hospital. As I
understand, nuns and midwifes set up nurseries in chapels and church basements to care for
new mothers and infants, as the hospitals were fully occupied by injured survivors of
bombings.Our Christening at Arborfield, EnglandAfter Our Christening at Arborfield,
EnglandAnd at that time, our parents were basically strangers to us. Dad was away, fighting for
our freedom, and Mom worked in a munitions factory in Glasgow to support the home front, as
most able-bodied women did at this time.Our grandparents, Grandpa and Gaga, were given the
task of raising us. Grandpa took charge of David, and Gaga looked after my needs. Our home
was a beautiful Victorian house in the quaint city of Stirling. For the most part, David slept with
Grandpa and I crawled into bed with Gaga. She would use a long-handled bed warmer, heated
by a fire in the bedroom fireplace, to warm the bed, making it cozy. I often watched her brush and
braid her long hair, then put on her nightcap. Her dentures were put into a glass of water on the
bedside table.There was a large garden at the back of the house, surrounded by a large stone
wall. A big wooden door at the end of the stone path leading to the front yard gave us a
comforting feeling of safety. The path was lined with tall pines that emitted a sweet smell after
one of Scotland’s many rain showers. The garden itself had fruit trees, a large variety of berries
and shrubs, and a pond surrounded by a rock garden. The rock garden was covered by little
strawberries and was the private area for David and me.In our pram in the back garden in
Stirling, ScotlandAcross from our house was a large area that had once been a lot of houses.
They were all completely destroyed by bombs. The area had been cleared and divided into
small plots of land, and each plot was allotted to the homes surrounding the devastation.
Grandpa had the first plot because our house had been nearest the destruction. He built a
greenhouse for growing tomatoes that had the delicious smell and warmth of heaven. Other
vegetables (although tomatoes are not a vegetable), such as cabbage, lettuce, peas, beans,
and carrots, grew in abundance in the rest of our area. A larger area was designated for
potatoes. There was always enough growing to share with friends and neighbours and anyone in
need. Food was quite scarce at times, and not everyone had the ability to grow their own. Gaga
canned and made preserves with everything we grew. I got to observe, learn, and help. I became
quite adept at shelling peas. We never went hungry.Grandpa (John Blyth Forgan
1885-1965)Gaga (Elizabeth M. Forgan nee Logan 1887-1960)Gaga taught me much about
preserving and cooking, although I wasn’t allowed to actually use the large gas cooker. However,
I was entrusted to stir the laundry that had been put into a big tub in the corner of the kitchen. I
did have to stand on a footstool to reach. A fire underneath the tub heated the water almost to
boiling, and lye was poured in to clean the sheets and clothes. I would use a large pole to agitate



everything and then pull it all out and drop it into a big basin. We then carried the basin to the
mangle room, which consisted of two huge rollers the length of a large folded sheet. One by one,
the wash was put into the rollers and squeezed through by a big handle that took all the water
out. All the clean laundry was then taken outside and hung up on the clothesline to dry. Once
dry, items were brought inside to be pressed. I learned to take a flat iron out of the little shelf in
the hot fireplace in the sitting room and spit on the flat side to determine it was hot enough to
iron the clothes and sheets. A sizzle was good!On nice sunny days, David and I would help bring
all the area rugs outside to hang them on the clothesline. Our job was to beat the rugs with tools
that looked like tennis rackets. We would pound away amid clouds of dust and debris from
everyone who walked on them, and we’d usually end upon the grass, rolling with laughter. Of
course, a bath always followed.Growing up wasn’t all work. We often walked into town, where
Grandpa had a small clock workshop off a courtyard on a second floor. There was a dairy on
one end of the yard. Horses pulling wagons of milk cans clip clopped on the cobblestones, trying
to avoid the many cats trying to lap up any spilled milk. Grandpa would repair old clocks and
watches, and his little office tick-tocked loudly the sound echoed through the courtyard.Across
the street was a music shop owned by Grandpa and one of his brothers. David and I were
allowed to have any musical instrument as long as we could carry it. Obviously, that left out
pianos. I remember I got a lovely tambourine and David, a harmonica.We sometimes went to the
Stirling Golf and Country Club, situated beneath the glorious Stirling Castle. Grandpa was their
golf pro, and our family was known as the originators of the famous Forgan golf clubs. For many
generations, the golf clubs were known as the best in Britain.Grandpa had many talents. He
could play any musical instrument just by listening to it first. He collected many unusual items;
some were from South Africa and Asia. I remember a very long horn-like instrument that he told
me took five men to hold it up just to play. He wrote music, was an inventor, and held patents on
many items used at the time. Some things used today, centuries later, have been adapted from
his inventions, like the moped, sock trees, and the scooter. He could fix grandfather clocks, tune
pianos, and was still capable of raising two mischievous youngsters like us.Grandpa (John Blyth
Forgan)Gaga and Grandpa had as certain number of rules for us to follow. One rule was that we
weren’t allowed to remove the sign, if present, on the back of the toilet that said, “Do not use.” It
meant that the wooden toilet seat had just been varnished, and if we sat down, we would not be
able to get back up. That was actually true, as I speak from experience. Another rule was that we
weren’t allowed to push other children that we took a dislike to into the backyard pond. There
was a particularly annoying whinny little girl about our age that visited Gaga with her parents. We
were instructed to take her outside to play. She was inclined to have temper tantrums if she
didn’t get her own way, so we gave her a gentle little push into the pond to cool her off. Luckily,
Gaga was in the kitchen making tea and saw us out the window. The child was rescued and
taken indoors to dry up. No one was sure if it was an accident, but the little child came back
outside and very smugly modelled her new dry clothes—my favourite pink party dress with the
lace collar. I felt that the punishment for nearly drowning her was too extreme!Grandpa was also



given rules by Gaga. He wasn’t allowed to eat his breakfast at the family table because he
insisted on putting a spoonful of sugar on his porridge. That was considered a disgusting habit
and a blatant disrespect for Scottish etiquette.At the back corner of the garden, among the fruit
trees, was a small summer house. It had no windows but a peaked roof that was opened at the
top. It was an eerie place that David and I liked to play in. The little house was very warm, had a
strange odour about it, and things like flags were suspended from the ceiling. Many years later, I
learned that Grandpa used the little house as a drying room for tobacco that he grew in the
garden plot.Some smells and sounds elicit strong memories. The sweet smell of pine trees after
a rain shower in summer still gives me delight. On the other hand, I remember the musty odour
and discomfort we endured from gas masks that we had to wear during an air raid. I still get
chills when I hear that noise. My earliest memory is of my brother and I sitting in our pram,
getting excited because my mother was taking us out for a walk after days of rain had kept us
housebound. I remember Gaga standing on the back door steps, Mom opening the big wooden
door, and the sound of the sirens screaming through the air. I can see Gaga running down the
stairs, grabbing David from the pram, and Mom slamming the wooden door and trying to get me
out of the pram. I was hanging onto the handle, and she dragged me and the pram halfway up
the stairs before she could get me inside to the safety of our shelter under the front stairs. I
remember the sound of drones overhead. Planes flying in formation were an indication for
everyone to run inside immediately to seek shelter.Every window in the house had long heavy
black velvet curtains to keep light from leaking out. The curtains were kept drawn in rooms not
being used at the time. At night, they were closed tight, and people called watchers would check
all the homes, looking for any slivers of light that would give the position or location of towns.
Only spies would give the enemy a target. There were tall gas lights along the streets, and if the
air raid sirens sounded, a designated person, with a very long pole, would immediately run to
each lamp and snuff out the gas flame.

For my grandchildren.Cherish the memories of your youth.Chapter 1The BeginningOn April 7,
1943, my twin brother, David, and I entered this world with a bang-literally! We were born during
an air raid in Scotland. The world was at war! The story we were told was that we were delivered
by nuns in a location other than a hospital. As I understand, nuns and midwifes set up nurseries
in chapels and church basements to care for new mothers and infants, as the hospitals were
fully occupied by injured survivors of bombings.Our Christening at Arborfield, EnglandAfter Our
Christening at Arborfield, EnglandAnd at that time, our parents were basically strangers to us.
Dad was away, fighting for our freedom, and Mom worked in a munitions factory in Glasgow to
support the home front, as most able-bodied women did at this time.Our grandparents, Grandpa
and Gaga, were given the task of raising us. Grandpa took charge of David, and Gaga looked
after my needs. Our home was a beautiful Victorian house in the quaint city of Stirling. For the
most part, David slept with Grandpa and I crawled into bed with Gaga. She would use a long-
handled bed warmer, heated by a fire in the bedroom fireplace, to warm the bed, making it cozy.



I often watched her brush and braid her long hair, then put on her nightcap. Her dentures were
put into a glass of water on the bedside table.There was a large garden at the back of the house,
surrounded by a large stone wall. A big wooden door at the end of the stone path leading to the
front yard gave us a comforting feeling of safety. The path was lined with tall pines that emitted a
sweet smell after one of Scotland’s many rain showers. The garden itself had fruit trees, a large
variety of berries and shrubs, and a pond surrounded by a rock garden. The rock garden was
covered by little strawberries and was the private area for David and me.In our pram in the back
garden in Stirling, ScotlandAcross from our house was a large area that had once been a lot of
houses. They were all completely destroyed by bombs. The area had been cleared and divided
into small plots of land, and each plot was allotted to the homes surrounding the devastation.
Grandpa had the first plot because our house had been nearest the destruction. He built a
greenhouse for growing tomatoes that had the delicious smell and warmth of heaven. Other
vegetables (although tomatoes are not a vegetable), such as cabbage, lettuce, peas, beans,
and carrots, grew in abundance in the rest of our area. A larger area was designated for
potatoes. There was always enough growing to share with friends and neighbours and anyone in
need. Food was quite scarce at times, and not everyone had the ability to grow their own. Gaga
canned and made preserves with everything we grew. I got to observe, learn, and help. I became
quite adept at shelling peas. We never went hungry.Grandpa (John Blyth Forgan
1885-1965)Gaga (Elizabeth M. Forgan nee Logan 1887-1960)Gaga taught me much about
preserving and cooking, although I wasn’t allowed to actually use the large gas cooker. However,
I was entrusted to stir the laundry that had been put into a big tub in the corner of the kitchen. I
did have to stand on a footstool to reach. A fire underneath the tub heated the water almost to
boiling, and lye was poured in to clean the sheets and clothes. I would use a large pole to agitate
everything and then pull it all out and drop it into a big basin. We then carried the basin to the
mangle room, which consisted of two huge rollers the length of a large folded sheet. One by one,
the wash was put into the rollers and squeezed through by a big handle that took all the water
out. All the clean laundry was then taken outside and hung up on the clothesline to dry. Once
dry, items were brought inside to be pressed. I learned to take a flat iron out of the little shelf in
the hot fireplace in the sitting room and spit on the flat side to determine it was hot enough to
iron the clothes and sheets. A sizzle was good!On nice sunny days, David and I would help bring
all the area rugs outside to hang them on the clothesline. Our job was to beat the rugs with tools
that looked like tennis rackets. We would pound away amid clouds of dust and debris from
everyone who walked on them, and we’d usually end upon the grass, rolling with laughter. Of
course, a bath always followed.Growing up wasn’t all work. We often walked into town, where
Grandpa had a small clock workshop off a courtyard on a second floor. There was a dairy on
one end of the yard. Horses pulling wagons of milk cans clip clopped on the cobblestones, trying
to avoid the many cats trying to lap up any spilled milk. Grandpa would repair old clocks and
watches, and his little office tick-tocked loudly the sound echoed through the courtyard.Across
the street was a music shop owned by Grandpa and one of his brothers. David and I were



allowed to have any musical instrument as long as we could carry it. Obviously, that left out
pianos. I remember I got a lovely tambourine and David, a harmonica.We sometimes went to the
Stirling Golf and Country Club, situated beneath the glorious Stirling Castle. Grandpa was their
golf pro, and our family was known as the originators of the famous Forgan golf clubs. For many
generations, the golf clubs were known as the best in Britain.Grandpa had many talents. He
could play any musical instrument just by listening to it first. He collected many unusual items;
some were from South Africa and Asia. I remember a very long horn-like instrument that he told
me took five men to hold it up just to play. He wrote music, was an inventor, and held patents on
many items used at the time. Some things used today, centuries later, have been adapted from
his inventions, like the moped, sock trees, and the scooter. He could fix grandfather clocks, tune
pianos, and was still capable of raising two mischievous youngsters like us.Grandpa (John Blyth
Forgan)Gaga and Grandpa had as certain number of rules for us to follow. One rule was that we
weren’t allowed to remove the sign, if present, on the back of the toilet that said, “Do not use.” It
meant that the wooden toilet seat had just been varnished, and if we sat down, we would not be
able to get back up. That was actually true, as I speak from experience. Another rule was that we
weren’t allowed to push other children that we took a dislike to into the backyard pond. There
was a particularly annoying whinny little girl about our age that visited Gaga with her parents. We
were instructed to take her outside to play. She was inclined to have temper tantrums if she
didn’t get her own way, so we gave her a gentle little push into the pond to cool her off. Luckily,
Gaga was in the kitchen making tea and saw us out the window. The child was rescued and
taken indoors to dry up. No one was sure if it was an accident, but the little child came back
outside and very smugly modelled her new dry clothes—my favourite pink party dress with the
lace collar. I felt that the punishment for nearly drowning her was too extreme!Grandpa was also
given rules by Gaga. He wasn’t allowed to eat his breakfast at the family table because he
insisted on putting a spoonful of sugar on his porridge. That was considered a disgusting habit
and a blatant disrespect for Scottish etiquette.At the back corner of the garden, among the fruit
trees, was a small summer house. It had no windows but a peaked roof that was opened at the
top. It was an eerie place that David and I liked to play in. The little house was very warm, had a
strange odour about it, and things like flags were suspended from the ceiling. Many years later, I
learned that Grandpa used the little house as a drying room for tobacco that he grew in the
garden plot.Some smells and sounds elicit strong memories. The sweet smell of pine trees after
a rain shower in summer still gives me delight. On the other hand, I remember the musty odour
and discomfort we endured from gas masks that we had to wear during an air raid. I still get
chills when I hear that noise. My earliest memory is of my brother and I sitting in our pram,
getting excited because my mother was taking us out for a walk after days of rain had kept us
housebound. I remember Gaga standing on the back door steps, Mom opening the big wooden
door, and the sound of the sirens screaming through the air. I can see Gaga running down the
stairs, grabbing David from the pram, and Mom slamming the wooden door and trying to get me
out of the pram. I was hanging onto the handle, and she dragged me and the pram halfway up



the stairs before she could get me inside to the safety of our shelter under the front stairs. I
remember the sound of drones overhead. Planes flying in formation were an indication for
everyone to run inside immediately to seek shelter.Every window in the house had long heavy
black velvet curtains to keep light from leaking out. The curtains were kept drawn in rooms not
being used at the time. At night, they were closed tight, and people called watchers would check
all the homes, looking for any slivers of light that would give the position or location of towns.
Only spies would give the enemy a target. There were tall gas lights along the streets, and if the
air raid sirens sounded, a designated person, with a very long pole, would immediately run to
each lamp and snuff out the gas flame.Gaga was a very wise woman. She claimed that some of
her skills were attributed to the Ladies’ Home Journal, a magazine with bountiful information on
running a household. Among the pages was a description of the common ailment called the
Victorian faint. The faint was due to young ladies of the era lacing up their corsets too tightly to
look slimmer. Sometimes a few ribs were broken, but more commonly, their airways were
constricted, causing them to faint. Gaga always carried a little enamel box filled with snuff. A little
pinch of snuff under the nose usually revived her abruptly. Sometimes, I saw her taking a little
snuff herself after an exhausting day of cleaning, cooking, and washing. A couple of times a
month, my mother would be home and cook the family dinner. Dinner usually was a concoction
of dried milk and fried fish. I had a distinct dislike for it and usually told everyone I was feeling
sick. When I was ill, I was always made to lie down and a mustard plaster was applied to my
chest to supposedly sweep out impurities. My alternative for refusing to eat my meal was to hold
my breath, then promptly fall to the floor. Gaga said it was the Victorian faint, and I was given a
pinch of snuff up my nose. Although I was never required to wear corsets, I faulted my mother’s
cooking. Today, my behaviour would be considered a temper tantrum and I would have been
sent to my room! And it was at least fifty years before I ever ate fish again, unless it came in a
can.Dad British submarine service (Robert William Hannah Jack 1913-2008)On May 1945, the
war in Europe was over. On September 2, 1945, Japan surrendered. World War Two was over. It
was a time to celebrate. Most of the soldiers came home, but my father was delayed for a few
more years. Originally, he had been in the British Royal Navy Submarine Service, but after an
episode with a burst appendix, he was released from the service. He transferred to the British
India units fighting the Japanese, on the Burma Road in India. With the end of the war, he was
sent to Japan to oversee the closure of munitions factories and the like.When the time for him to
come home finally arrived, Grandpa and Gaga decided that David and I should be the ones to
greet him first. We were instructed to answer the door while the rest of family stayed back. We
were unsure of how we would know what he looked like but were assured he would be wearing a
uniform. We were excited when the doorbell rang and anxious to welcome our father. Our daddy
was home!Major Robert W.H. Jack, British India ArmyAfter a short wait, our grandparents and
mother came down the hall to be greeted by David clutching one leg and me the other, yelling
“Welcome home, Daddy.” The look on the postman’s face was sheer horror!Uncle Dae also
returned to the family home after serving in Egypt and Germany. He was an avid photographer



and even had his own darkroom, just off the main sitting room. Of course, David and I were
prime targets for his camera.Prime targets for Uncle DaeHe also had an interesting hobby of
collecting butterflies. In the upstairs hall of our grandparents’ home, there was a large glass
display case with many exotic butterflies collected from Europe and Africa. Different sizes,
shapes, and colours were awe inspiring. He also spent many hours creating fancy fly-fishing
hooks, using a huge variety of colourful feathers. I often wondered where he found such pretty
bird’s willing to donate their feathers. His fancy hooks were obviously successful as he frequently
came home with trout from the highland brooks.Upstairs in the house was a large sitting room.
From what I observed, it was only used when Gaga had her lady friends visiting, and they would
play the game of bridge and drink tea. On the wall across from the stairs, adjacent to the upstairs
landing, there was a collection of animal heads, most bigger than us. There was a good
selection of gazelles, water buffalo, rhinos, and a lion, as well as other species from Africa.
Grandpa’s family had lived in South Africa and Kenya when he was a boy. They return to
Scotland just before the Boer War, a fight between African natives and white landowners. I now
understand the sign over the front door of our house. Printed in red, on the large glass window
over the door, were the letters “RUARAKA.”Grandpa and Gaga on the steps of RuarakaAs an
adult, I asked Dad what it meant. He replied, “Whore house in Swahili, an African dialect.”
However, doing some research, I found out that it was the trade name for Kenya Breweries
Limited and actually means “beer and ale,” another word for “inn.”At the end two doors away of
our street was a large stadium, as well as tennis courts. On weekends, there was often a football
game being played and hordes of fans, with their bright colored scarves, would walk past our
house on their way to a game. David and I would take to sitting on the wall surrounding the front
of the house and wave and smile at the very happy patrons. Often, they would throw coins at us.
And after they had all passed by, we would go to a little store at the corner that sold ice cream;
we usually had amassed enough coins to buy cones. We deduced that it paid to be small,
friendly, and charming!
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