
POSTCARD FROM RENFREW 

Flying to France, although fun, was just a route to get to Renfrew and Glasgow and I finally arrived there via Paris and 
Amsterdam.  I was going to celebrate my aunt and uncle’s Golden Wedding.  My family is small and we are spread across 
the globe.  I make regular trips to see my mother in law who is in the latter stages of Alzheimer’s disease in a care home 
near Glasgow so sometimes I get to join in a family celebration.  This one was special because I was one of two flower 
girls at the original wedding in 1964, when I was four. Then there was the Booze Cruise, as it was affectionately named, 
to celebrate their Silver Wedding Anniversary in 1989.  My other auntie from Ireland was planning to come but became 
ill with a chest infection and couldn’t manage the long trip by road and water.  My mum and two siblings died young so 
every family occasion feels nostalgic.  My maternal family is from Ireland; they were first generation immigrants to 
Scotland.  I am very confused about my ethnic and cultural identity but I have no doubt that most of me feels (and looks) 
Irish. 

 
This is the Golden couple in 2014 with their niece and grand-daughter above left and looking wonderful in 1964. 

We all met up at their house for drinks and nibbles before going to a lovely Italian restaurant for a delicious meal. It was 
a small group but included my aunt’s sisters, two nieces, two children, partners and one beautiful grand-daughter.  
These occasions bring back all sorts of wonderful and funny memories.  The other flower girl, who is my cousin-in-law, 
made me feel so much better about my stage fright on the big day.  Just as we were about to walk down the aisle I 
started to cry and ran straight to my mum, abandoning the bridal party.  I didn’t know that she then also started to cry 
and blew her nose in the exquisite train!  We all admired the original dress which was cream with gold brocade – a 
gorgeous museum piece (with some snot in the train)… 



 
My mum is on the left in the red jacket 

Unlike Paris, the weather was really lovely in Scotland.  Sometimes it is difficult for me to see Glasgow as an interesting 
place to take photographs.  When I was growing up it was a busy, industrial city that had a dirty image.  That started to 
change when they started using smokeless coal and discovered a way to clean the lovely sandstone buildings without 
damaging them.  When I left college it was very hard to get a job so, like many other Scottish students of the time, I had 
to leave Glasgow to find a job.  Glasgow had been most famous for it’s shipbuilding and other heavy industries.  This was 
starting to slow in the 60s and 70s but later it diversified with many banks, insurance companies and light industry.  It 
was even a European City of Culture in 1990 and tourists started to flock to a friendly city full of museums, parks and 
architecture.  The River Clyde splits the city into north and south and it has recovered from being very dirty to having 
both salmon and seal. Many Glaswegians have happy memories of going ‘doon the watter’ on ferries or steamships to 
reach seaside destinations such as Rothsay. 

FLOWER GIRLS 

Didn’t we look angelic back in 
1964? (me on the right)  I am on 
the left of the photo in 2014 (near 
left) and we have collapsed in 
giggles at the bottom of the photo 
below.  I don’t remember what 
we were laughing about but we 
were about 30 then.  Now you 
know that I am not a natural 
blonde. My hair is really fair 
now….well gray, to be precise.  

I don’t remember a great deal about the original 
wedding but I do remember that it was a perfect 
sharp, sunny autumn day in October.  Our dresses 
were navy blue velvet, hand-made by the Matron 
of Honor. 

Our families travelled long distances for the first 
big wedding of our family and I met great aunts 
and uncles never seen before.  My aunt from 
Ireland was then living in New York and she came 
home for the wedding.  My mum and I had 
moved to Glasgow from San Francisco, living with 
my Nana because my Dad had abandoned us. 

I was very fortunate to be warmly embraced by 
my mum’s family, including the Golden couple.  
My Nana looked after me while my mum went 
out to work as a private detective.  I eventually 
returned to the United States and feel at home at 
last, although some of my heart will always be in 
Scotland. 



 

To the left is a view down the River Clyde towards the 
Atlantic, with the Campsie Hills in the background.  
Below right is a little ferry that runs between various 
tourist spots along the river. I wanted to go on it but it 
was too cold for me.  This is a Tripadvisor review of it;  

http://www.tripadvisor.com/ShowUserReviews-
g186553-d2146271-r123074209-Clyde_Cruises-
Greenock_Inverclyde_Scotland.html 

These photos were all taken alongside a new shopping 
mall, Braehead in Renfrew. At the bottom is a children’s 
play area in the shape of a ship. 



I always visit my mum in law and once again realized how lucky we are that she is in a wonderful care home with 
dedicated staff.  We could never give her the love and care that they do – even if we had the best of intentions. 

 
Above is the view from Mum’s care home and this is where my husband was brought up.  We forget how pretty and green it is.  I 
persuaded an old gentleman to let me take a photo of his West Highland terrier.  He was wiggling about so much with excitement 
that it was hard to get a good shot of him. To the right, below, is a bronze of a ship-builder in action. 

 



Fall or autumn has always been my favorite time of year.  There is the promise of family celebrations, cozy fires, sharp 
frosts, bright white sunshine and crisp fallen leaves underfoot.  In Houston it is a little less crisp and cold but still the 
leaves change and the temperature drops.  I love the contrast of the orange leaves against the blue sky in Renfrew. 

 

 
I was just relieved to get all my nice clothes back and finally truly empathized with how upset passengers get when their 
luggage is missing.  My better half and pussy cats had really missed me and they smothered me with affection which was 
nice but it is hard to move in bed with a husband and three cats snuggling.  Things soon got back to normal, “what will I 
wear tomorrow?”; “I hate this food”; “she hit me first”; “there are no snacks in the pantry (human and felines)”. I finally 
resorted to shouting in Arabic which always works (for human and felines).  

Love Kerry xxx 

I hope you have enjoyed some slightly 
unusual photos of Scotland that resonate 
with me more than any ‘twee’ shot of a 
castle can.  Tourists head straight to 
Edinburgh or the northern glens missing 
a beautiful vibrant city that produced 
people like me, my family and friends.  
We aspire to work hard, enjoy life, love 
our communities and families and laugh 
as often as possible.  There is no place in 
Scotland that will give you a greater 
welcome – so go visit! 

As usual, it was lovely to see my nearest 
and dearest but I was glad to get home 
after a very long journey.  The night 
before I left, I went to bed at 7 pm to get 
up at 3.30 am.  I was fast asleep when 
the fire alarm went off…30 minutes out 
in the cold night wearing night clothes 
certainly woke me up!  My flight to 
Amsterdam was delayed and I had to run 
to board my plane to Houston, puffing 
on my inhaler.  Once boarded we were 
ready for take-off when the captain 
announced that we couldn’t reverse 
because a jet had broken down behind 
us….grrrr. 

Eventually it was towed, we took off and 
the flight was fine; not too busy or noisy.  
I thought my luggage might be delayed 
because of my short connection but no… 
it went missing completely.  Four days 
later it was delivered at 11 pm. 


