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The cover photograph recently came into our possession. It shows a Guy 

Arab bus, and David Hutchings of the Southampton & District Transport 

Heritage Trust wrote that: “it was delivered in March 1949 and was en route 

to the Floating Bridge. The "Angel" pub and other buildings to the left of the 

photo were replaced by Sainsbury's store.” He estimates that the photo was 

taken between 1955 and 1960.  

It is the best photograph we have seen of the building that housed the 

Carpenters Arms pub on the corner of Mayfield Road, although taken around 

fifty years after it closed. 
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DEAR FRIENDS — From the Chairman 

Dear Friends, 

Now that Christmas is over, and the decorations have been 

taken down, it is time to reflect on the past year and to 

look forward to a new year of hope and possibility. 

Sadly one our members John Martin, a former Mayor of Southampton, 

passed away on 5 December, aged 94. On behalf of the Society, I extend 

my condolences to John’s wife Kate and to all of John’s family and 

friends. As well as being a BLHS member, he was also my neighbour and 

so I knew him personally. I know he will be greatly missed by all who 

knew him—including me. 

Congratulations go to BLHS member Bert Warne who celebrated his 100th 

birthday on 10 December. He is a man who has led an extraordinary life, 

not least for having been a Japanese POW in WWII when he was forced 

to work on the notorious Burma railway where many thousands died. He 

now lives in Bitterne and when I met him a few days before his birthday 

he looked very well indeed.  Congratulations Bert!  

I am very pleased to report that one of our members, Spencer Millard, 

has kindly volunteered to rebuild the Society website from scratch, in 

order to bring it right up to date, and then to help manage it. This pro-

posal has been approved by the Committee and Spencer will be working 

with the cooperation of Celia and her son Christopher in order to make it 

happen. I see this as a very positive step forward—thank you, Spencer. 

At the AGM in October, the accounts were presented as usual by our 

Treasurer, Carol Masters. The reported deficit has prompted the decision 

to vacate the flat above the shop in Peartree Avenue during the coming 

year, in order to reduce BLHS overheads. Following the formal business 

of the AGM we were treated to the personal anecdotes of 50 years of 

Pharmacy by Barbara Wright, who had a range of fascinating artefacts to 

exhibit and demonstrate. 
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The meeting in November featured a brilliant talk by Steve Foster, which 

was split into two parts: part 1 Escape from Stalag XXA and part 2 In 

Search of a Hero with a short interval in-between. For those who missed 

the talk, you may be interested to know that this true story is told in a 

book entitled ‘The Soldier Who Came Back’ by Steve Foster with Alan 

Clark—available online. Dan Snow described it as, “The extraordinary 

story of one of the most audacious escape attempts of the Second World 

War”. Needless to say I already have my copy. 

For our pre-Christmas meeting in December, Jigfoot and friends gave a 

presentation: Hither Side of the Hedge, the story of Alice Gillington (one-

time resident of Bitterne)—her life, poems and travels—interspersed with 

Romany songs, music and dancing. It was a brilliant show – I thoroughly 

enjoyed it as I know many others did. After the presentation I was fortu-

nate enough to purchase a copy of The Traveller’s Heart Goes Home by 

Simon Harmer & Sarah Keen featuring much of Alice’s beautiful poetry. 

Interesting for me was the fact that Alice once lived in a house called 

‘Woodbine’ which was situated on the site where my wife, Lesley, and I 

now live in Dean Road (previously known as Chapel Street).. 

By the time this issue comes out, the talk on 11 January about the Mary 

Rose by Dawn Perrier Baker will have already taken place—more about 

that in the next issue. 

On 8 February Andrew Negus is back to continue with part 2 of his talk, 

Winchester: Bishops, Buildings and Bones.  Andrew is an engaging 

speaker and I strongly recommend coming along if you are interested in 

the history of Winchester. 

There is much to look forward to in 2020 including Peartree 400 and 

Mayflower 400 which will be celebrated with various events throughout 

the year. These will be announced when we have firm dates. The 2020 

Bitterne Festival is on Saturday 8 August this year—the same day as the 

BLHS August talk in the evening.  

I will now finish with a plea: we have a vacancy for a School Liaison 



 

5 

Officer—this involves communicating with schools and finding out if 

they would like to hire out one or more of our school boxes. This is per-

haps an ideal job for a retired teacher. I believe this presents a wonderful 

opportunity for someone to provide a valued service to the local commu-

nity—so if you are interested in volunteering please let me know—thank 

you. 

Best wishes,      Peter 

A.G.K.  Leonard ‘s Researach — Carole Olding  

I thought members might like to know that Alan Leonard's papers and 

research are now all deposited at Southampton Civic Centre archives so 

that people will be able to benefit from all his research in the future. 

 

Committee Minutes Secretary   

The Committee are in desperate need of somebody to attend Committee 

Meetings to produce minutes. They would be helped by having use of 

the Society’s voice recorder that they can take home to transcribe the rec-

ord. Please talk to Peter. 

Crisp Packet Collection 

Carol recently reported that income from crisp packet recycling was over £25 

for the first quarter we had participated. We offer a big thank you to March-

wood Scientific Services who have started collecting crisp packets for us. 

They sent us their first box just before Christmas.  
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BERT WARNE – MEMORIES OF THE LAST FEW MONTHS OF WWII 

Bert Warne, a member of the Bitterne Local History Society for the last  

thirty six years, turned 100 on 10th December. To celebrate this momen-

tous event Bert agreed to tell us some of his memories of the last few 

months of the war when he had been a prisoner of war of the Japanese 

for four years. 

Bert had been captured by the Japanese while in hospital in Changi, Sin-

gapore, where he was recuperating after escaping from his ship, sunk 

after an air attack while approaching Singapore. 

He was imprisoned in Thailand and for 18 months worked on the notori-

ous railway where 14,000 POWs died.  Days, weeks and months went by 

with no way of recording the passing of time; the only time of year they 

could know for sure was when on 23 December they were given three 

days off to celebrate the birthday of the Emperor of Japan, and for them, 

Christmas. 

Working groups of about twelve with three guards were sent into the 

jungle to put up telephone cables. They were there for about ten days 

and had to make shelters with whatever they could find, plaiting leaves 

together to make a waterproof roof. Bert said the guards were not bad 

and got talking to them and told them of the sinking of a large warship 

and the death of President Roosevelt. Later Bert discovered that the 

death was in April 1945. 

When the job was finished, they were dropped off at a river camp and 

then moved on to Bangkok where they found the guards were very 

touchy as they had been bombed by allied aircraft. They were only 

there for two days before they were loaded on to cattle trucks driven by 

a steam loco fuelled with wood because they had no coal: they did not 

move at night because the fire in the loco would give away their posi-

tion. They arrived at the border of French Indo-China and walked on in 

their ragged clothes and a variety of hats. A Thai officer saluted them 

with his sword. They followed the river and passed a Temple and ar-
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rived at a brand-new camp 

that was lovely and clean 

with views towards a 

range of hills. The next 

day working parties of 

twelve were sent out and 

the sickest man was in 

charge of the four-gallon 

tin to boil water to drink; 

they drank nothing unless 

it was boiled. 

About July 1945 they used 

to bring rice out for them 

and if the guard was in a 

good mood they got a fif-

teen-minute break. They 

went into the woods for 

toilet and used leaves for toilet paper. One day when they went out they 

saw a chap in full uniform sitting up on a hill. They were kept there all 

day before they eventually went back to the camp. The men already 

there were washed and in their best rags and the Sergeant told them 

they were free. The next day they were told that Mountbatten, Supreme 

Allied Commander, South East Asia Command,  had sent a message to 

say that the Japanese had to guard them but they then left and the 

POW's posted guards on the inside of the wire in case bandits attacked. 

A parachutist arrived and told them not to celebrate too much as they 

were in the middle of a Japanese division. Plans had been in place to in-

vade Malaya in late August and the Japanese planned in that event to 

shoot all POWs. On the second day after he was freed Bert was able to 

send a letter to his mother, the Sergeant said he would try to find a pencil 

and if Bert could find a piece of paper he would try to get a letter out. 

Bert wrote in pencil saying “safe and sound, free and OK” on the letter 
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his mother had sent him in 1944 when she was told he was a prisoner in 

number 1 Camp Thailand and when he found it again many years later 

his mother had written over the pencil writing as it was fading. The 

letter home was delivered in two weeks. They stayed in the camp for 

ten days and Bert and his mate walked around the hills and met some 

Buddhist monks who showed them their temple and their statues. 

One day they saw what they thought was a dust storm but it was a 

convoy coming to fetch them. They picked up their gear and were tak-

en to Bangkok airport where they were told to leave everything except 

any personal items and they boarded a Dakota to go to Rangoon. The 

plane had no door but no-one fell out! When they landed they were just 

given tins of fruit to eat and taken to a school that the RAF had taken 

over as a hos-

pital. Bert 

spent one 

night in the 

hospital and 

was told he 

was OK so  

“out you go”. 

They spent ten 

days on the 

coast waiting 

for a ship to 

take them home. 

On 20 September they left aboard the SS Orduña, 16,000 tons and built in 

1913.  It carried 1600 troops at 14 knots doing 300 miles per day. They 

arrived at Port Suez on 6 October and went ashore. Bert was able to 

send cables home. They were kitted out with winter uniforms and Bert, 

with a name beginning with ‘W’, was tail-end Charlie and so they had a 

job to get a uniform for him where both halves matched. He was the last 

one back on the coach to go to the ship, not helped by the fact that there 
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was a group of about forty WRNS who were what Bert called a 

‘wonderful sight’ after four years without seeing a woman! They sailed 

through the Suez Canal and then the Mediterranean to Gibraltar onwards. 

On board they were given a medical examination and the food was very 

basic but Bert agreed that it was probably good that they did not have 

any rich food after living on rice and not much else. The ship arrived in 

Liverpool on 20 October after a rough trip up the Irish Sea that caused 

Bert to be seasick. The Dockers were on strike but when they heard that 

the ship carried ex-POWs they returned to work to deal with them. 

They were put in a warehouse and at 8.30 am boarded the trains, 500 to 

each train. The troops were divided into four groups and Bert was in 

group K to travel south.   When their buddies got off, after being so close 

through such a difficult time, they just waved and were gone. When they 

arrived at Euston there were only twelve left on the train and they were 

taken by truck to Waterloo. When they stopped at Southampton Central 

Bert was met by his parents and his girlfriend, Freda, and a taxi was 

waiting to take him home to Merry Oak where the neighbours had put 

out the flags to welcome him home 

and the Merry Oak Pub took up a 

collection for him. 

He did not let the grass grow under 

his feet and on 1 December 1945 he 

married Freda in Bitterne Church. 

Bert said that when he was in the 

cholera camp where most men only 

lasted 24 hours he remembers a dy-

ing man asking for his mother and 

Bert has never forgotten that. 

Bert’s birthday cake 
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                          MOBILE FOOT HEALTH CLINIC 

 
       Do you suffer discomfort from ... 
 

• Callus 

• Corns  

• Verrucas 

 

ALL ASPECTS OF FOOT CARE TREATED  

TREATMENT IN THE COMFORT OF YOUR OWN HOME 

 

CONTACT: 

MELLOWJANE ROSALES  

S.A.C .Dip FHPT S.A.C Dip FHPP 

 

078 4368 6239 

 

           Evening and weekend calls available    

• Athletes Foot 

• Ingrowing Toe Nails 

• Fungal Infection 
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LANKESTER & CROOK — Ian Abrahams 

A name that many will remember, the firm opened their first shop in 

1855 and were known as the “County Supply Stores”. Recently Mrs Den-

ise Hacking loaned us a copy of their Catalogue dated 1913 containing 

fascinating details of all the goods and services they offered at the time. 

Mrs Hacking’s father, George Parsons, joined Lankester & Crook as an 

apprentice grocer aged 14 years in 1928 and worked for them until he 

retired in 1980 after fifty-two years’ service. 

He worked in the Bitterne Branch for about 

ten years just after the second world war. 

Lankester & Crook’s Bitterne Store, 1951 
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STREET TRADESMEN — Beryl Varilone 

The other day I came across this photo of the “Stop Me and Buy One” ice 

cream man. It brought back memories of Weston Shore, and the 1d (one 

old penny—less than half a new penny) fruit flavoured ice lolly we used 

to love. It was long and triangular and inserted into a cardboard holder. 

Even today I can recall the gorgeous fruity flavour. 

That set me off trying to remember all the 

tradesmen seen in the streets. Although we 

lived in Essex during the 1930s, I expect 

we had the same assortment, trundling 

round with a hand barrow or horse and 

cart, as in Southampton. 

The coalman with his horse and flat-bed 

cart had quite a lot of grades of coal but all 

I remember are “Best Coal” and “Slack”. 

A rag and bone man trundled round, 

shouting “Rag...Bow,  Rag...Bow” and exchanging our cast-offs for gold-

fish in jam jars. Poor fish—I don’t suppose they lasted very long. 

The winkle man’s wares, supposedly caught fresh at Southend that 

morning, were sold by the half pint. Even if we didn’t hear him shouting 

his wares, we would know he was about because of the noise of the win-

kles rattling about in the metal measure which looked like a big jug. In 

those days winkles were a great delicacy. 

Then there was the muffin man but we never bought these so I cannot 

remember anything other than that he rang a bell to attract attention. 

Soft drinks were brought round. Just now and again we were allowed 

some ginger beer, maybe as a birthday treat. 

Our favourite was a man who came on Sunday mornings. It must have 

been early because usually we were still in bed. I don’t know what else 

he sold, but he had large, bulky American comics. I think they had been 
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taken out of American newspapers—maybe second-hand. I know they 

were large and with enough pages for the two of us to have a generous 

portion each. I remember one of the characters in them was L’il Abner. 

Also, of course, there were the commercial travellers dragging their 

heavy suitcases from street to street, knocking on the doors, trying to 

persuade us to buy sets of Encyclopaedia Britannica at the rate of 6d (6 

old pence—two and a half new pence) a week. Or they might be selling 

clothes or polish and brushes. Whatever it was, it was fairly certain that 

when they called back for their money, the house holders would be hid-

ing behind the curtain because they couldn’t afford the 6d they had been 

pressurised into pledging. 

After World War 2 we came to Southampton and soon there were a lot of 

different traders calling. They sold fruit and vegetables, paraffin and 

hardware and many other things. 

Of course they had no refrigeration on their carts. I remember my mother 

complaining that the milkman took so long to get round that the milk 

was already sour by afternoon when it got to us. 

Then the tradesmen started using motorised vehicles things got much 

better. 

Every so often, in France, “Johnny Onion” used to load up his bicycle 

with wonderful great onions, all plaited together into long strings. In 

fact, there were so many hanging there that it was hard to see the bicycle. 

Then he caught the ferry to Southampton, and happily pedalled his way 

round selling his onions. He was so well known and popular that he was 

quickly sold out. 

There was one thing that could never happen these 

days—sometimes the tradesman called very early for 

his money so it was left out on the doorstep, sometimes 

overnight, but never stolen. 
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THE MERRY OAK BAKERY: DEACON ROAD — Marion Smurthwaite 

(née Isaac) 

Stan Isaac was born in Barry, South Wales, the son of a baker and busi-

nessman. He studied bakery and confectionary and eventually succeeded 

as a Master Baker. 

He served in the Royal Navy during 

World War Two on board HMS Ja-

maica as a Baker Petty Officer—and 

was also in charge of the rum rations 

on board! He was awarded the Rus-

sian Commemorative Medal for his 

service in the Russian convoys. Fol-

lowing the war, he came to South-

ampton and met and married Kay 

from Winchester. He launched the 

Southampton Bakery School in Sway-

thling and lectured to his students 

from a workbench said to have been 

used by Florence Nightingale! 

In 1949 dad bought the Deacon Road Bakery, which became the S.W. 

Isaac Bakery, while at the same time continuing to lecture at the Bakery 

School. He bought the Bakery from a Mr Fletcher and went on to replace 

the ovens with new oil-fired ones which served him very well. 

My father gave great support to the local community; he baked special 

bread to order for those with dietary problems, advocated the benefit of 

small business, supported schools and the church (such as providing the 

Easter Wheatsheaf) and donating cakes, etc. for charitable occasions. He 

made a cake to celebrate the opening of the Itchen Bridge and made sure 

that all regular customers had a plentiful bread supply during the bread 

shortage in December 1974. Small bakeries kept baking as long as they 

could and I can remember the queues early each morning for hot bread 

and rolls. Many an evening was disturbed by a knock at night from 
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someone desperate for bread. One of the bakery lecturers who dad had 

worked with at the Southampton Bakery School gave lessons to local 

women wanting to bake bread themselves if they could get hold of any 

flour; dad worked all hours trying to locate as much flour as he could. 

Here is a photograph of the shop frontage when my father purchased it, 

with the door in the middle, later replaced during a refit which included 

special Italian marble type flooring—a spectacle at the time and which 

formed the lower level of the front of the shop. Stan retired in 1978, was 

diagnosed with Alzheimer’s Disease a year later and died in January 

1995. Since then the property had several owners and seems to have 

come to an end in 2019—my dad would be very sorry to see his legacy 

end—yet another small business no longer trading, it had opened as a 

bakery when first built in 1928. 

My mother, Kay, worked in 

the shop, as did I from the 

age of ten until age twenty-

one. Even on a Saturday 

when married and working 

full time I helped out in the 

Bakery or shop—I loved 

every minute of it! 

Photos  

include Stan 

Isaac and 

daughter 

Marion 
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MEMBERSHIP UPDATE — Membership Secretary, Barbara McCaffery 

Thank you to all those that have already paid their subscription for 

2020, you should have found your new membership cards in with 

your magazine. If you didn’t recieve a membership card, and have 

paid your subs for 2020 let me know and I will arrange for a card to 

be sent to you. 

 As of 10 December about 46 members have renewed their BLHS sub-

scription. We would also like to “Welcome” to the society new mem-

ber Millard Spencer who has also offered his IT skills to help updat-

ing our website. 

Our condolences go to member Margaret Stacey, whose husband Mi-

chael was also a member of our Society, passed away in September. 

Due to Data Protection Laws we are not able to put a full address on 

each magazine, this has made it difficult for other members to hand 

deliver those magazines which have not been collected at the meeting 

which has led to a large number having to be posted. 

It has been decided that if a magazine is not collected at the monthly 

meeting when the magazine is printed ( January/April/July/October) 

they will not be posted immediately but put out again at the follow-

ing meeting. If after that meeting they have still not been collected 

they will then be posted.  

Committee members and other officers will do their best to deliver as 

many magazines as they can to members who live near them to help 

reduce the number of those posted and the delay in receiving a maga-

zine. 

On behalf of BLHS I would also like to thank those members who in-

cluded a donation in with their subscription. A generous £38 has 

been donated so far – Thank You.  
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HISTORY AND HERITAGE CLUB — Mary Abraham 

Here are a few photos from our lovely trip to RAF Biggin Hill, St 

George's RAF Chapel of Remembrance and Museum, on 8 November. We 

were blessed with a dry and bright morning, after a wet week and our 

driver on that day was Dave from Coliseum Coaches. He took us around 

some of the colourful country lanes on the way to a very interesting visit. 

Everyone was in awe of the details in this small and very well presented 

Museum—not to mention the very recent revamp and excellent new pic-

tures and signage. The two guides were excellent and we shared the 

poignant memories for the Remembrance weekend. 

The St Georges Chapel was a joy to visit and memories were shared. The 

kneelers were sewn with the Spitfire image on them all, some were show-

ing the guns for the Battle of Britain time , and some without. 

Spitfire image kneeler 

Chapel interior 

Our group in front of 

Hurricane replica gate-

keeper 
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OF MICE AND MANY OTHER CREATURES — Alan G Clark 
“Can we have a dog, dad?”  I remember so clearly making this request as 

my father and I walked a path through Hum Hole one morning in early 

Spring.  I also remember his negative reply.  “But why not?” I whined.  

“Because there is too much traffic where we live and any dog would al-

most certainly be killed” came the reply.  I could not ignore the grain of 

truth in this statement; the stream of red Corporation and green Hants 

and Dorset buses trundling through Bitterne to and from Southampton 

seemed  constant at times.  “Could we have a cat then?” I persisted—thus 

indicating that I at least, was prepared to compromise.  “Of course not” 

came the swift reply. “You would need to keep it indoors all the time, 

and you can't do that.”  Eventually, when I had reluctantly worked my 

way a good distance down my list of desirable creatures, it was agreed 

that I could have a tortoise. 

A tortoise cost 7/6d. in 1953.  I bought mine from Bennett's Pet Shop in 

Portswood.  This was situated in a row of shops just beyond Alec Ben-

nett's Motorcycle showrooms.  Displaying a  startling lack of originality I 

called my tortoise Noddy.  My cousin, who also owned a tortoise, with 

rather more inventiveness had named hers Wilhelmina.  We were both 

seven years old in 1953.  It was the year of the Coronation and I remem-

ber playing with our tortoises on her kitchen floor; strapping pieces of 

purple velvet to their shells using elastic bands.  Thus Wilhelmina be-

came 'Her Majesty' with Noddy as her consort.  I learned much later in 

life that Wilhelmina had in fact reigned for forty years, while sadly, Nod-

dy failed to reach his first hibernation—and it was all my fault. 

One afternoon I was playing with my toy soldiers in the garden.  As usu-

al the cowardly German forces were hiding in one of the borders and it 

was the job of my brave British Redcaps to dislodge them.  To this end, 

my men were lobbing small chunks of dry soil at their position.  Unfortu-

nately I had failed to notice Noddy, who had surreptitiously outflanked 

the enemy and was approaching from their rear.  One of my pieces of 

ammunition must have contained a sharp piece of flint which sadly 
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caught Noddy on a rear leg, causing a tiny cut.  There was only a spot of 

blood and Noddy didn't seem bothered by it and so, after a cursory ex-

amination, I thought no more about it; after all, my knees were a mass of 

scrapes and scabs most of the time.  Unfortunately Noddy's wound failed 

to heal and despite my mother applying some noxious smelling disinfect-

ing ointment, it swiftly became maggoty and Noddy finally succumbed 

two weeks later, necessitating a nocturnal trip for my father to Hum 

Hole.  I remember feeling very sad and upset over this incident, due 

mainly I suspect to guilt felt over my part in Noddy's demise. 

However, the following spring I was back at Bennett's for Noddy the 2nd.  

Whereas his predecessor had seemed very content to remain within his 

given environment, Noddy2 was determined to escape and proved to be 

an accomplished climber.  In an attempt to limit his ambition, my dad 

drilled a small hole in the edge of the tortoise's shell and attached a de-

cent length of string—enough to restrict him to the back garden.  The 

idea was abandoned within half-an-hour after Noddy2 succeeded in tan-

gling his string around nearly every plant in the garden, thus bringing 

himself to a standstill.  All sorts of barriers were tried but Noddy2 some-

how always managed to get over or around them.  One afternoon in the 

summer holidays, mum and I were surprised by a knock at our front 

door.  A passing motorist had stopped to return our tortoise after he'd 

discovered  him making his way across Peartree Avenue, apparently en 

route to Stonier's, the newsagents.  Keen not to repeat my previous error, 

I took great care of Noddy2. and in the autumn, when he appeared to be 

ready for hibernation, dad and I sought out a cardboard box, packed him 

inside with plenty of straw for insulation and found him a suitable spot 

in the shed.  It was all to no avail.  He did not survive.  Once more dad 

set off for Hum Hole—this time with the remnants of Noddy2.  Once 

more he returned alone.  I gave up on tortoises. 

It was a long time before I bought another creature from a pet shop, but 

that didn't mean that I gave up on pets.  When I was very young, in the 

early 1950s, friends and I used to catch large numbers of frogs, tadpoles 
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and newts at Peartree Green.  In the lower areas, close to Southampton 

Water there existed, what seemed to us then, quite extensive ponds.  I 

don't remember them being there later in my childhood and I wonder 

now if they might have been craters left by exploding bombs, dropped 

by German planes attacking the Supermarine works and other dockyard 

facilities, craters that had perhaps later filled with water.  I recall clearly 

transporting many jam jars filled with amphibians back to Bitterne 

around that time but of course most soon escaped. 

I had much more success with lizards and slow-worms.  There seemed 

to be many more of these creatures in those days but there were only a 

few boys in my class at Bitterne Juniors who knew where to find and 

catch them.  Such was their appeal, particularly the lizards with their 

elegant form, patterned brown and yellow skin and bright orange un-

derbelly, that they almost became a currency.  I once swapped two liz-

ards for a bike!  Admittedly it wasn't much of a bike, having been hand 

painted pink and yellow—possibly the worst colour combination known 

to man. The machine also lacked certain basic details such as pedals.  My 

dad, however, seemed to relish the challenge of making it road-worthy 

and eventually it became my track bike. 

Although my friends and I occasionally caught both lizards and slow-

worms at Peartree Green, our principal hunting grounds were the allot-

ments off Bursledon Road, just beyond Deacon Road in Bitterne.  There 

was a large quantity of corrugated iron available in those days—

presumably the remains of wartime air raid shelters, and it seemed that 

a good proportion of this material was lying around the allotments.  This 

was, almost invariably, where we found our prey.  Generally speaking, 

young boys have keen eyes and we could spot a well camouflaged lizard 

sunbathing on a sheet of corrugated iron from several yards away.  Liz-

ards move like lightning and it was therefore necessary to creep to with-

in striking distance without causing any disturbance.  We developed our 

skills over a period of time but still our success rate in capturing them 

was not particularly high.  We were quick of hand, but even so it is 
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extremely difficult to trap a lizard on a sheet of corrugated iron for obvi-

ous reasons.  Occasionally, due to the lizard's swift, or our slow, reac-

tions, one would be left holding only a twitching, bloody, length of tail, 

jettisoned as the now foreshortened creature made its escape. 

Much easier to capture were slow-worms.  Often if no lizard was in evi-

dence, or we had failed to catch one, lifting the corrugated iron sheet 

might reveal a slow-worm or two coiled in the yellowing grass, soaking 

up heat transmitted through the metal.  One still had to be quick to grasp 

the creature however, and to hold on whilst it thrashed about, emitting a 

slippery liquid designed to deter a predator.  Slow-worms are beautiful 

creatures.  Whilst a baby lizard is jet black, a baby slow-worm is coffee-

cream in colour with a thin dark brown stripe along it's length.  The 

adult comes in a range of colours from light brown through to deep choc-

olate, presumably according to age.  Both lizards and slow-worms were 

much admired at school—in particular their flicking forked tongues. 

One late morning in the summer holidays, I was with two friends, Terry 

and Colin, working my way along the path that borders the allotments, 

checking various sites for activity.  We were of course wearing short 

trousers, as all young boys did in the 1950s (and some old men persist in 

wearing today).  We noticed a potentially productive sheet of corrugated 

iron leaning against the grassy bank and decided to investigate.  We 

turned the sheet over quickly and as we did so there was a sudden ago-

nised shout from Terry.  One corner of it had caught him on his inside 

thigh, just above the knee, ripping out a piece of flesh about an inch long 

and half an inch in width.  I was no stranger to cuts but I had never seen 

anything like this in my life.  The hole in his thigh was almost magically 

snow white, but even as the three of us stared at it in horrified fascina-

tion, the blood came surging back into the wound, filling the hole and  

immediately overflowing.  I can't remember what we did to try and 

staunch the flow—perhaps one of us had a handkerchief,  but as I was 

the fastest runner, it was quickly agreed that I would go for help whilst 

Colin stayed with Terry.  I ran at top speed all the way from Deacon 
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Road to Terry's home in Redlands Drive on the corner of Brownlow Ave-

nue.  It seemed a very long race.  Most fortunately, Terry's dad, whom I 

had never met, was home for lunch.  Being totally breathless, I struggled 

to explain but as soon as he understood the situation, he bundled me into 

his car, with instructions to direct him to the scene of the accident.  I re-

member the short journey well for the very tense atmosphere within the 

car and I also remember trailing behind him as he strode along the path 

at the top of the allotments.  At this point I must have been so relieved to 

hand over responsibility to an adult that I relaxed and it seems I failed to 

register any memory of subsequent events.  I know however that Terry 

wasn't seriously injured that day, although I would be surprised if he 

doesn't still carry the scar. 

Around this time I owned three goldfish, each of which I had won at the 

fair on separate occasions, but they hardly qualified as pets.  In any case 

they didn't last long.  My next pet shop visit occurred following a conver-

sation with Ken, my best friend at Bitterne Juniors.  He had just taken 

ownership of a mouse, and being rather excited about it, didn't take long 

to persuade me that mouse ownership was something I should aspire to.  

Consequently, the following Saturday morning, taking with me a small 

cardboard box, I caught the bus to Six Dials and walked along St. Mary's 

Road where there was another Bennett's Pet Shop, this one opposite the 

Fire Station.  The year was 1957.  I know this because the song 'Singing 

The Blues' was at the height of its popularity that Spring and as I made 

my way down St. Mary's Road this song kept repeating in my head, the 

way some songs do. 

 A white mouse cost a shilling (5p!) in 1957.  I said I would prefer a male 

and so, after lifting one or two by the tail in order to establish their sex, 

one was selected.  They all looked the same to me; pink tail, pink ears, 

pink eyes, pink nose but mine looked a robust little rodent and, having 

paid my shilling, and he suitably boxed, I caught the bus back to Bitterne. 

I decided to call him Whiskey.  It wasn't yet lunchtime and I was keen to 
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see my friend, in order both to give him my news and for our respective 

mice to become acquainted, and so I walked a mile up West End Road to 

Ken's house with Whiskey still in his box.  I have to admit, that once I 

saw Ken's mouse, I felt just a little disappointed in Whiskey, although I 

never let on.  Ken's creature was very handsome indeed, being piebald 

black and white with shiny black eyes, but although so different, the two 

of them seemed to get on well together.  By the time I arrived home, dad 

was back from work and after lunch, he spent the entire afternoon con-

structing a two-storey cage for Whiskey out of orange boxes, complete 

with a ladder and nesting materials.  A space for the cage was made in 

the woodshed;  Whiskey was not to be allowed in the house.  By now I 

had forgotten my earlier disappointment and kept popping in and out all 

evening to see how he was getting on. 

Whiskey was a very good pet.  I don't think he ever bit me and on one 

occasion I even persuaded my mother to hold him - much against her 

natural instinct.  When held, he was constantly shivering and shaking.  I 

used to think it was fear that made him behave this way but I think that 

is just the way they are.  After a few months I decided that Whiskey was 

probably lonely and would appreciate a male friend and so I invested 

another shilling in a companion for him.  The result was predictable and 

a few weeks later there were ten naked babies which, as they grew, 

proved to be very nippy characters.  When the cage became overcrowd-

ed, I took the babies to Bennett's and he paid me 3d. each for them.  An-

other litter followed, but soon after this, Whiskey's wife managed to es-

cape her domestic drudgery and subsequently Whiskey lived alone.  One 

bitterly cold night eighteen months later, I was persuaded by my parents 

to leave the warmth of our fireside and check on Whiskey.  Sadly I found 

him frozen in his cage with his legs in the air.  At the time I tried to tell 

myself that he was very old anyway and his death wasn't due to my ne-

glect, but in truth I fear it was. 

From mice I progressed to owning (and once more inadvertently breed-

ing) hamsters.  This particular story followed almost exactly the same 



 

25 

pattern as for the mice and so isn't worth repeating, except to say that a 

hamster's ability to chew his way out of his cage far exceeds that of a 

mouse, and that is how eventually I lost mine.  When this happened, it 

marked the end of my pet keeping days. 

 I was by this time, fast approaching my teenage years and was far more 

concerned with pubescent yearnings and with rock 'n' roll.  Indeed my 

interest in the latter was of such extent that it was to the detriment of my 

school work and just about everything else.  I should have made more of 

my opportunities but I was young and stupid.  Not much has changed - 

except that now I am old! 

To acknowledge the season here is a 1962 winter photograph of the 

Bitterne Roman Catholic Church – still with its bell tower – in the snow 

taken from R.C. Payne & Sons premises (with apologies to our Australian 

readers) 



 

26 

 
FROM THE BLHS NEWSLETTER OF 25 YEARS AGO 

 From January 1995— it was the Golden Jubilee Edition  

so two short pieces this time. 

MEMORIES OF "THE BROWNLOW BUILDERS" — Margaret Domoney   

Some while ago a lady, who I now know as Mavis, was trying to identify 

houses with photos in this area. My neighbour Chris Murphy of Deacon 

Crescent called me in to help her. He'd seen her "looking up and down 

the road" was his expression—me being a very old resident of Deacon 

Close was very happy to oblige. When I got over the shock of knowing 

someone had sold these photos to the lady, I went down memory lane. 

Yes, Fred Turner did have a yard at the back of 100 Spring Road. Then, 

there were two houses in Deacon Crescent one side and four the other. 

Deacon Close was built in the 1930s, slowly it grew; my family, the 

Gosdens, moved into No. 16 in June 1930, my father then being em-

ployed as a bricklayer on the Merryoak Estate, he had been discharged 

from the Royal Navy two years previous having served his twenty-one 

years, we came from Portsmouth, then to Waltham Chase then here to 

"Rosemary". My family, three brothers and me the eldest, grew up with 

the Turner family, but they lived at No. 16 Deacon Crescent. He gradually 

built up Deacon Crescent - a close was "opened" for the through traffic - 

up to No. 31 on the right-hand side from Deacon Road, most of the hous-

es on the left-hand side of Bitterne Crescent and the first on the right, 

another double fronted house. 

Violet, Marjorie, Vera and young Freddie, who was to play for the Saints 

for many years before his early death, were my friends, my home was as 

much theirs. Pop Turner, as he was known to my family in the later years. 

My home 16 Deacon Close was "let" to people during 1940, when my 

mother died, (my father dying in 1934) until Christmas 1944, when my 

husband John Domoney and myself, returned. This was also home to my 

brothers who all served in the Royal Navy. I still live here and hope for a 

few more years to come, my husband died in 1989 and now resting in 
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Bitterne Churchyard. 

Those photos depicted a yard that Pop Turner had near Rampart Road. 

The other wedding picture was of Alice and Albert Hunt of Spring Road, 

Albert was chief carpenter for the farm, Marjorie had now married Stan 

Denham, a local lad whose dad kept the barber’s shop which is now 

part of the Radio and TV in Deacon Road. The chemist and post office 

were next door - where I was happy to be employed in my early years - 

with Mrs Protheroe. 

Mrs Turner was well known for her knitting at least she kept us girls 

busy knitting these "complicated" squares which she then crocheted into 

beautiful quilts; perhaps there are one or two about the area now? 

"Pop Turner" died at his home, 16 Deacon Crescent in my husband’s 

arms. Memories. 

AMUSEMENT AT THE “FOX AND HOUNDS” — Hiram Spencer 

When my grandfather Mr. Frank Reeves took me into the Fox and Hounds 

at Bitterne for my first pint of beer I felt exceedingly amused at the specta-

cle in front of me! Elderly men shuffling dominoes, and their strange ec-

centricities was really comic. 

This was in the Autumn of 1938, Eli Diaper who, at 79 was still working, 

telling his memories of the Itchen ferry vicinity, Freddie King in his bow-

ler hat, so small but could certainly drink! Then there was a sprightly mid-

dle-aged man who saw fit to wear a Cycling Association Badge on the la-

pel of his coat and wear huge cycling clips, although he could not ride a 

bicycle and was not in any Cycling Association. My grandfather too 

presented a strange mien, corduroy trousers, a check cap and spotted red 

muffler and thobnailed boots. Then he too became absorbed in the game 

of dominoes. Now when I lived in Itchen Ferry continued old Eli - well he 

said dreamily, and became lost in his dreams! 
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OTHER LOCAL SOCIETIES 

West End Local History Society 

Meetings in West End Parish Centre, Chapel Road, SO30 3FE at 7.30 pm 

5 Feb THE MYSTERIOUS DEATH OF WILLIAM RUFUS  

      by Andy Skinner 

4 Mar LEPE BEACH MULBERRY HARBOUR CONSTRUCTION SITE 

      by Dr Henry Goodall 

1 Apr AGM and HISTORY OF BROADLANDS by Phoebe Merrick 

Contact: 02380 471886 

Bishop’s Waltham Local History Society 

Meetings at St Peter’s Church Hall, SO32 1EE at 7.30 pm 

info@bishopswalthamsociety.org 

City of Southampton Society 

Meetings at Edmund Kell Church Hall, Bellevue Road, SO15 2AY at 7.00 

27 Jan WOMEN’S WORK - WOMEN ON THE RAILWAY by  

       Liam Kenchenten  

24 Feb AGM 

23 Mar MARY BEALE 17TH CENTURY PAINTER by Dr Cheryl Butler  

Contact: info@coss.org.uk 

Millbrook Local History Society 

Holy Trinity Church Hall, Millbrook Road at 7.30 pm 

Contact: 023 8077 0148 

Hampshire Industrial Archaeology Society 

Meetings at the Underhill Centre, St. John's Road, SO30 4AF at 7.45 

3 Feb   JOHN SILMAN'S SLIDES by Howard Sprenger 

2 Mar NEW FOREST AVIATION GROUP by Stephen Robson 

30 Mar EASTLEIGH AIRFIELD by Chris Humby 

Contact: 01962 855200  
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Nursling and Rownhams History Group 

Meetings at Nursling and Rownhams Village Hall, Nursling Street,  

     Nursling, SO16 0YL at 7.30 pm 

13 Feb  THE DAUGHTERS OF WISDOM IN ROMSEY by Russell Ince 

12 Mar BUILDING SPITFIRES WITHOUT A FACTORY by Alan Matlock 

10 Sep  ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 

Contact: 02380 738552  

Botley, Curdridge and Durley History Society 

Meetings at Diamond Jubilee Hall, Botley, SO30 2ES at 8.00 pm  

28 Feb WOMEN, WORK & WOOL  by Dr Cheryl Butler 

27 Mar FLYING BOATS OF SOUTHAMPTON by Colin van Geffen 

24 Apr THE PILGRIM FATHERS  by Jake Simpkin 

Contact: 01489 691777 

Hamble Local History Society 

Roy Underdown Pavilion, Hamble-le-Rice, Southampton SO31 4RY at 

7.30 pm 

6 Feb HISTORY OF THE RIVER AT BURSLEDON by Jeff Martin 

Hound Local History Society 

St Edwards Church Hall, Grange Road, Netley, SO31 5FF at 7.30 pm 

28 Feb Annual Dinner 

27 Mar THOMAS HARGREAVES - NEW ZEALAND TO NETLEY  

      by Maureen Queen 

29 May THE LOCAL STORY OF THE SPITFIRE by Stephen Hoadley 

Contact: 023 8045 3641 

Hampshire Genealogical Society 

Meetings held at Roman Catholic Hall, Commercial St, Bitterne at 7.30 pm 

Contact: 02392 387000 
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PRESIDENTIAL PATTER — Ian Abrahams 

Dear Friends, 

Back in December member Bert Warne celebrated his one hundredth birth-

day and we extend belated congratulations on this very special occasion. 

Bert was a prisoner of war for nearly four years in WWII and still looks 

after the Far East POW Memorial in Bitterne Churchyard; he has been a 

loyal member of our Society for thirty six years. 

Sadly we have lost two members in recent months, Margaret Downer aged 

ninety-five years had been a regular at our meetings along with her hus-

band Ivan for twenty-five years. John Martin of Dean Road was ninety-

four when he passed away in December. John, one-time Mayor of South-

ampton, had been a long-time supporter of our Society and only last year 

he joined us to celebrate the 25th anniversary of the opening of our Muse-

um, which he had undertaken as one of his Mayoral duties in 1993. Active 

to the end in attending meetings we shall miss him and Margaret and our 

thoughts are with Ivan and John’s wife Kate. 

We are very grateful to Mrs Barbara McDowell who allowed us to put a 

photographic display in the windows of the Block Party shop in West End 

Road. It has aroused a lot of interest and we are very pleased to have had 

this opportunity to promote our Society in this way. 

We also wish to thank Wayne Kennard of the Shoe Repair Centre, also in 

West End Road, for allowing us to promoted our Museum and Charity 

Shop in his window. Please do support this and other “local businesses”. 

Simon Waters of Waters & Sons, Merry Oak, has also been kind enough to 

invite us to put several different displays in his window again this year. 

Finally, from my diary of 50 years ago only one entry of interest this time: 

“January 1970 – I went to see Mrs Curtis at Ye Knitterie to choose wool for 

my new jumper.” ( I expect my grandmother was going to make it) This 

was, of course, a visit to what was to become our Museum and Charity 

Shop in years to come! Do you remember all the cardboard boxes of wool, 
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much of it put by for regular customers to collect as and when they needed 

it—don’t forget we now sell wool again and you can see the old “Ye Knit-

terie” sign on display in our shop. Please do support us by visiting or do-

nating saleable items, collection can be arranged. 

May I wish you a very Happy New Year from Jill and myself. 

 

 

 

 

Advertising postcard 

bought by Ian.  

Originally posted in 

February 1906. 

Arthur Bentall Collis, 

Engineer and Steam 

Launch Builder is 

listed in the 1898 and 

1902 Kelly’s Directory 

of Southampton. They 

are not listed in the 

1916/17 edition. 
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Deadline for contributions to the Spring Edition  

is Saturday, 14th March 
 

Please send contributions to the Editor, Steve Adams 

blhs.editor@gmail.com 

or address them to The Editor at the Heritage Centre 

231, Peartree Avenue, Southampton, SO19 7RD 

 2019/20 BLHS CALENDAR  

MONTHLY MEETINGS 

8 Feb WINCHESTER: Bishops, Buildings and Bones – Part 2 

  Andrew Negus 

14 Mar BYGONE BITTERNE Ian Abrahams 

11 Apr SHIPS OF SOUTHAMPTON Dr Cheryl Butler 

9 May MAGIC BRUNELS: Isambard Kingdom and father  

                                                              Professor A.J.Pointon 

13 Jun BUILDING SPITFIRES WITHOUT A FACTORY Alan Matlock 

11 Jul  NOOKS & CRANNIES OF ROMSEY  Phoebe Merrick 



 

 



 

 

  

BITTERNE LOCAL HISTORY SOCIETY 
  

CHARITY SHOP 

including viewing of Museum displays  

 Monday — Friday 10am - 4pm  

Saturday 10am—1pm 

  

HERITAGE & RESEARCH CENTRE  

Stewards available to help at  

times listed on our website 

www.bitterne.net 

 

or by arrangement — telephone 023 8063 7967  

231 Peartree Avenue, Bitterne, Southampton 

SO19 7RD  


