Arthur Leslie Gibson was born on 14th April 1930 in Sans Souci a suburb of Sydney Australia to Ralph and Nellie Gibson. He was the youngest of 4 siblings and always referred to himself as “An Accident,” because he was something of a surprise given his mother’s age the time of his birth. Nevertheless he was the apple of his mother’s eye and mother and son were inseparable. He was brought up in a typical Australian house with an outside veranda,  open spaces, gum trees, a couple of sheep and the beloved “chucks” ( chickens).  His childhood was idyllic and his much elder siblings  Ralph Jnr , Johnny and sister Betty adored their little brother. Arthur was very close in particular to his sister Betty, who he adored until the day she died in November 1993. Betty was sometimes given the job of looking after baby Arthur in Australia, until one day when she returned from a shopping trip, very pleased with herself and handed her mother Nellie the groceries she had been sent out to collect. Unfortunately she had forgotten something and after her mother gave her the all too often “flea in the ear”, she ran back to the shops to collect baby Arthur, who was still sitting in his pram outside the shop oblivious to his sister’s forgetfulness!

Arthur loved his life in Australia and was very proud of the chickens the family kept, and often thought about keeping chickens here in England, but he never quite got his way with that desire! In Australia Arthur would go off to school quite happily each morning without a care in the world, until the day his mother saw his school photo. The photo showed Arthur was sitting in the front row, and shoeless! Being a very proud woman Nellie was horrified, and didn’t understand as he left the house each morning wearing shoes. When questioned he explained to his mother that he didn’t like wearing shoes, so he took them off each morning and hid them under their house ( which was on small stilts) and then put them back on when he returned each afternoon! His mother reacted by clobbering him with a frying pan, just before she used it to cook dinner!

Nellie was a very proud hard working woman, originally from Byker and she instilled a work ethic, respect and discipline into all of her children, and Arthur worshiped and respected her especially in her later life. Nellie worked very hard wherever she lived to support her family, whilst her husband Ralph who had fought in WW1 and worked in the docks on The Tyne  was now was trying his hand at gold prospecting in Australia. Gold prospecting was not always the most successful of careers, but it did provide enough gold to make a wedding ring for Nellie to wear, a ring that Claire, Arthur’s daughter still wears to this day.

After the outbreak of the 2nd world war Nellie, decided that she and Arthur would be better off in England where they would join father Ralph and brother Johnny, who had returned to England 4 years earlier in search of work. Ralph Jnr and Betty were by this time married and settled in Australia,  so in February 1940, Nellie and 9 year old Arthur set sail for England aboard HMS Largs Bay. Arthur always spoke fondly of that voyage and the people he met. As a young boy he very much enjoyed every second of the 6 week voyage especially being allowed to spend so much time with the crew and help them out where possible.

 Back in the UK, Nellie and Arthur along with father Ralph and bother Johnny   all settled in Acton in north London for the war years where Arthur attended the local school, but he  still missed his native Australia and the outdoor life. Not much is known of their time in London, other than the story of Arthur’s rather dramatic dive under a tree whilst playing football with his friends to escape the machine gun fire of a low flying German fighter aircraft.

After the war, the family moved to Lancashire where Nellies sister and  family lived before settling back in the North East. Arthur left school at 14 and quickly secured  a position as a shipping clerk at Tyne Tees shipping by the Newcastle Quayside.( A brass plaque still marks the spot of this company to this day!)  As a young man Arthur regularly played football in his favourite position as goalie, and it was around about this time Arthur tried out for Sunderland Football Club, something he was very proud of. Claire however is  secretly is pleased he wasn’t successful  with the trial  as it may have gone on to cause future family conflict  as  her former husband, her cousins husband and son  and her own son Dale are all avid Newcastle United fans!!   In the early fifties  he joined a Methodist youth club, where he met and fell in love with Anne Chisholm. On the forth of June 1955 they were married in Heaton. Arthur and Anne were great tennis players and played for the county, and Arthur even once played in a competition at The Queens club in Wimbledon.   During these years   Arthur forged a special friendship with Jean, Anne’s younger sister and Stan Carr, later to become Jeans husband. The four became great friends  and spent many a happy holiday together along with Anne’s parents Norah and James in Bamburgh at a regular family holiday home. On May 31st   1961 Anne gave birth to a daughter Claire, and  by this time Anne’s sister Jean was also pregnant. On 4th November  1961 Jean gave birth to a daughter Brenda, much to the delight of Stan, who had longed for a daughter.  Life was wonderful for the four close friends, who embraced the new additions to their close family.

On 16th November 1961 Arthur’s faith was tested to the limit. Baby Brenda was only 12 days old when 27 year old Stan Carr his brother in law and close friend suffered a massive haemorrhage from the brain during the night and died without regaining consciousness. Arthur’s faith and belief in God never recovered, and throughout his life he frequently questioned religion and faith, because a God had taken one so good and so young and left a new family fatherless.   It was at  this time Arthur began to show   his lifelong trait for loyalty, responsibility, duty and generosity towards his family. He sold his large spacious home and bought two neighbouring flats in Heaton, where he, Anne and Claire lived in one while the other provided a home for Jean and young Brenda.  When in 1963 Anne and Jeans father James died, Arthur was then the only male in the close family of 5 females!!  Although a reserved young man he never forgot his role as the only male in the family and did his best to help and support the family whenever and however he could.  By this time his own parents had returned from Australia for the second and final  time and were living in Raby Street in Byker - long before the Byker wall was built and as their only child living in England he was a constant support to them  through their twilight years. Betty his beloved sister and her husband Howard often  travelled  from Australia  to  visit Ralph and Nellie  and always stayed with Arthur , Anne and Claire.

Arthurs love, loyalty, duty and respect were shown in abundance throughout his marriage, when Anne began to display symptoms of what we now know to be clinical depression. In the 1960’s before a definite diagnosis Anne was wrongly   treated  with tranquilisers, and shown disgust, ridicule and distain, and when she then turned to alcohol to alleviate  the effects  of the misunderstood  depression  the uncontrollable  situation simply took over the family harmony and happiness.  However whilst tested again to the limit, Arthur stood by the woman he  had fallen in love with and  married and tried to continue family life as best he could for the sake of his daughter Claire. By this time Arthur was not only holding down a full time job as an export manager at Commercial Plastics and a part time job-as  main collector for Littlewoods Pools but, he also undertook most of the household chores,  including cooking breakfasts  and evening meals along with the laundry, ironing and cleaning and shopping.

For much needed recreation Arthur joined Cramlington Village Social club and Blyth golf club, where he formed many longstanding  friendships , many of whom will be present today. When he moved house to Southfield Lea he joined The Benedictine Social Club, not out of any religious beliefs, but because it was in walking distance, just around the corner from home. Arthur affectionately renamed this club “The Popes Palace”, much to the amusement of his family and friends.

 Golf played a very important part in Arthurs life for many years, and he made some very good friends at the golf club, who not only met each week for a round of golf, but who would also go away for golfing weekends to rather nice hotels. It was on these golfing breaks that Arthur developed his liking for a Large Dram of Drambuie, a weakness that never left him and which he passed on to Claire.Even the matron of the nursing home in Warkworth where he stayed briefly after his stroke had a bottle especially for him( supplied by Claire) which she would bribe him with in the hope he would do what he was told!! Not a chance—not even for Drambuie!!  Through life and through illness Arthur was a strong, stubborn but reserved character who could never be persuaded or bullied into doing anything he didn’t want to do much to the annoyance of Claire. When Arthurs life was drawing to a close and to comply with his wishes all intervention,ie food and  water  ceased , it was expected as is the norm that he would live only for  a few days. Not Arthur he went on to live peacefully and without pain for over 3 weeks much to the amazement of doctors, nurses , friends and family. Claire’s firm belief is that it was the large amounts of Drambuie in his body keeping him going!! Claire and Arthur had a unique and special relationship as father and daughter, whilst there were times Claire could have willingly throttled  him because of his unguarded feelings and critical comments on certain subjects, her respect and love never allowed her to ever over step the mark and insult him or his position in the family. However, there were times when she wanted to run and hide when he voiced his rather sometimes tactless comments and opinions!  For example:-Claire has always loved putting on a Christmas party for family and friends, and on one occasion when she lived down south, prior to the usual festive party  with friends and neighbours, she went to great lengths to explain to her father that as an air stewardess she was friends with many gay men, who would be attending this party. So Arthurs way of dealing with this unfamiliar situation was to walk into the crowded  party, drink and cigar in hand and ask Claire loudly “Are the woolly woofters here yet”?  Claire gave him the look to end all looks  and retired to the garden with a rather large glass of wine in her hand!  The relationship between Claire and Arthur was however solid from an early age. Claire like all young girls in the  60’s wanted to be a ballroom dancer           ( when Come Dancing was  on the T.V. first time around) she joined a dancing school along with cousin Brenda, and both girls were very pleased and proud  with their new sparkly shoes. However, a decision had to be made:- ballroom dancing on a Saturday  morning or spending time with her dad helping him bank the money from his football pools collection the night before? No contest. Claire went on to spend many a Saturday morning sitting in Lloyds bank on Chillingham Road while her dad did his banking, then  as a treat they would visit the bakers afterwards to pick up an apple pie for the weekend and a chocolate cornflake  crunchy for Claire to enjoy on the way home.

Arthur also had very strong and sometimes rather harsh views and opinions about people in the public eye. To this day Claire and the rest of the family simply cannot understand what Cilla Black and Posh Spice  (Victoria Beckham) ever did to upset her Arthur, but his opinion of both women was at times quite venomous! Claire secretly thinks that quite simply no female could ever match up to the straight taking, no nonsense, no frills Nellie- his beloved mother.  Nellie instilled her work ethic into both Arthur and in turn Claire  and taught her young granddaughter  to make a mean bread and butter pudding, which Arthur was very proud of and is still the talk of the family in Australia who compare it favourably to Nellie’s! Nellie had a dry sense of humour which she passed to Arthur and then to Claire, so much so that when Claire sat with Arthur in his final hours she reminded him of his mother’s humour. Nellie would joke with young Claire when she called Arthur her dad. Nellie would respond with”No- he’s my little boy” So to help Arthur through his final hours Claire told him “ When you see your mum, tell her his little girl looked after her little boy”

Arthur’s opinions and attitude to certain things  baffled and sometimes irritated others, including his much loved grandchildren, Hayley and Dale. He didn’t think through his comment to Hayley one day asking her if she was putting on weight?- She was after all 8 months pregnant and she sharply pointed this out to her granddad. Neither did Dale appreciate his granddad rubbing and patting his head just as he had done when he was a toddler, he was now 18, and neither the hair gel or Dale reacted well to this sort of treatment!  Nevertheless it was obvious that Arthur worshiped his two grandchildren and would have done anything for either of them. In March  2008 Hayley and her husband Kevin gave Arthur his first great grandchild Samantha, followed by the birth of Gabriella in September 2009. Arthur was and never had been a demonstrative or emotional man and at times it must have appeared he was quite disinterested in his growing family. However it soon became apparent to all visitors to his home just how much love and pride he really  felt for them all, as he would always take great delight in showing his visitors the happy  picture of Hayley and her family that took pride of place on his sideboard.

The other love of his life was Sheba  the beloved family dog. Although originally bought for Claire, once a teenager with more interesting things to do, Claire watched as Arthur took over the responsibility for the lovely black Labrador cross. She was walked come rain or shine, and rather than leaving her in kennels she became a regular train passenger with Anne and Arthur when they journeyed down to visit Claire and family in London. Arthur loved all animals and sometimes to Claire’s irritation and amusement  when he called her every Sunday without fail, his first enquiry was about  her animals- be it dogs, cats rabbits, hamsters or Dales rat Lucy! Claire and children took second place in his enquiries !!!

 As an only child Claire had dreaded telling her parents that she would be leaving the area to go and live in London, when Paul  joined the Metropolitan Police, but like everything else in life Arthur took it in his stride and supported the two newlyweds in their decision. Just as he had done when Claire as a young 16 year old had announced to her parents that  after listening to wonderful  tales of life and family in Australia from Arthurs sister Betty on her many visits, she was going to save up her small working wage and buy a ticket to visit all her family  “down under”.  It was a Friday evening when Claire produced the £460 in £20 notes that she had saved, to show her proud parents and granny Norah that she had succeeded in saving up the air fare. What she hadn’t realised is that Arthur had  promised himself that if she managed to save the air fare he would match it for her in spending money!  So in November 1979 Claire and Arthur made the journey by train to Heathrow, where  Claire as a first time flyer boarded a Qantas  747 and took off for Australia. Claire can still remember shooting down the runway, not knowing what to expect on her first flight, but feeling very proud because she knew her father was on the roof of the airport taking a picture of this momentous occasion—or so she thought!!! When she returned 4 weeks later and asked to see the photo Arthur explained that he had gone downstairs to ask Airport information as to the delay with  the  747 with his daughter on board not taking off!!  Not to worry he explained to Claire upon her return, “ I missed you going but I managed to get a photo of Concorde taking off instead”!!! Claire was not amused!

Claire was equally unimpressed with her dad’s lack of understanding or grasp of the situation one Christmas.  Claire by now an air stewardess with two young children had to operate a flight on 23rd December landing back in the early hours of Christmas Eve. As Paul was working long hours she asked her dad if he would go to M&S,  a short walk away and buy the Christmas turkey. When she returned in the early hours of Christmas Eve while everyone in the house was still asleep she was confused because she couldn’t find the requested turkey. At breakfast time she enquired as to the turkey’s whereabouts  “ Oh I didn’t bother to buy one” Arthur explained, “the fridges in M&S were full yesterday!!!   Claire didn’t bother to explain what she was thinking and in a panic Claire commanded her dad and the children to race down to M&S, only to confirm Claire’s fears—It was Christmas Eve and  there wasn’t a turkey left in the shop!!!  After much searching  she managed at last to get one in a local butchers—a 22lb frozen bird, which she was advised to put in a bath of cold water to defrost before cooking  the next day. The only problem was, Claire was having friends for drinks that evening and during the course of  the evening the guests commented that they couldn’t get in the bathroom to use the facilities because the family Jack Russell was by then  closely guarding the frozen bird in the bath and growled with the threat of attack  if anyone attempted to go into the room!!

 As most people here will know an accident tragically took Anne’s life in August 1988 , and after her death Claire persuaded her father to go back out to Australia to visit all the family she had spent wonderful  time with back in 1979.  Unfortunately  he was a few months too late to see his  elder brother Ralph who he hadn’t seen since 1940 when he sailed for England, who sadly died just  a few weeks before Arthurs return  visit. Arthur enjoyed his trip to Australia and spending time with all his family especially his beloved sister Betty, however upon his return he declared he could never live there again as it was  “to bloody hot”!

 During the years Claire lived in the  south Arthur again  constantly  demonstrated his love, loyalty and duty . By now he had two grandchildren Hayley and Dale, and when Claire’s marriage sadly broke up  Arthur would jump in his car at the drop of a hat and drive the 300+ miles alone to help and support both Claire and Paul with child care while they both continued to work.  Arthur was very proud of Claire and her occupation, and whenever she could she would treat her dad with the privileges that came to her working in the airline industry. They took a cruise together around the Mediterranean and he went on several holidays abroad with the family, but the biggest thrill he got was sitting with Claire sitting in the flight deck of a 767 for take-off out of America. He loved it. He was equally as proud of a postcard that Claire gave to him, with a hand written message for him from the late Jill Dando the BBC news reader. Claire had been working with Jill while Jill was training for the role of an air stewardess for a T.V. programme, and Ms Dando very kindly wrote a nice message for Arthur, this card was frequently taken and proudly shown off at The Popes Palace.

In  October 2006 Claire announced to her dad that she was going to re-marry. Stu her now husband by then had become a close family friend since she moved to Warkworth in 2003 and from the outset Arthur and Stu hit it off. They enjoyed a pint and a game of pool together and Stu often joined the family for Christmas dinner and other family occasions, so Claire was slightly surprised when Arthur  asked “Who to”? Claire duly explained, to which Arthur replied    “ Aye, I thought you two were close”!!!

Christmas always was and still is the highlight of Claire’s year, mainly because of her wonderful childhood memories of family Christmases at Granny Norah’s house in Heaton surrounded by her close family. On Christmas morning, once the presents had been exchanged and opened it was time to prepare the festive lunch, so Arthur would take his leave and take the short walk up the street to The Hussars pub, where he would enjoy a couple of pints with the locals, he would then go to Byker, collect his parents and they would all return to enjoy Norah’s splendid Christmas lunch which Arthur always looked forward to.

Nellie and Ralph, now in their 80’s  preferred to spend their visit quietly in the front room, as the young  Claire and Brenda were always allowed to watch Top of the Pops during the meal. With table cleared and washing up done the family would relax by the fire and Arthur totally at odds with his normal reserved personality would treat the family to a little performance, which was a cross between a Frank Spencer and Dick Emery walk with a few hilarious words. The three women and two young girls would laugh and cry with delight. Show over, Arthur would settle down with a whiskey and a cigar to watch The Morecome and Wise Christmas show, a duo he loved to watch for many  years to follow and Norah who sadly died in 1993 later provided the lovely Christmas tea which Arthur equally enjoyed and fondly remembered.

So this was Arthur Gibson. Son, brother, husband, father, brother-in law, uncle, granddad, great granddad, father in law and friend. A normally reserved man who could at times be shockingly outspoken, with a sometimes quirky unappreciated sense of humour, but always a man of great integrity, responsibility, loyalty, duty , generosity and love.

