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DEAR FRIENDS — From the Chairman 

Dear Friends, 

I hope you are all keeping well and in good spirits despite 

the terrible times we are living through. As you will know 

the BLHS shop and museum closed its doors to the public 

in March this year, which means we have lost income over many weeks 

as a result. However, I am pleased to report that the £10,000 council grant 

I applied for is now deposited in the BLHS bank account – this will un-

doubtedly help to keep us afloat. We have also been in receipt of a sub-

stantial donation from the estate of Bob Lavington, who was a long 

standing BLHS member until his recent death, and also a generous dona-

tion from the estate of former BLHS Vice-President, the late Alan Leon-

ard. These much appreciated legacies will help us invest in the future of 

our Society. 

At the time of writing we are preparing to open the shop as soon as possi-

ble, although the museum will remain closed until further notice .Our 

overriding concern is the safety of volunteers and customers, which is why 

we have taken steps to minimise risk of infection; there are also legal re-

quirements with which we must comply. News of re-opening will appear 

on our website, our Facebook page and, of course, in the shop window. 

In the meantime books have been available outside our shop in Peartree. 

As reported on our Facebook site: “Bitterne Local History Society is, as a 

gesture of goodwill to help out anyone bored during continued lock-

down, putting on their forecourt a table of books for customers to choose 

reading material. We are not making a formal charge but donations to 

the Society are always welcome”. 

The Monthly Meetings for April, May, June and July were understandably  

cancelled as will the August meeting.  There may be further cancellations 

in the future depending on how the situation pans out but be assured the 
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meetings will resume as soon as it is safe to do so. Keep an eye on the 

website for the latest news. 

Some of you will have been in receipt of a newsletter from us with Coro-

navirus updates, sent out to those members whose email addresses we 

had on record, in an effort to keep communication going as much as pos-

sible. Thank you to those of you who sent positive feedback. 

Work on the new website is continuing at pace and we hope this will be 

relaunched in the very near future. 

Events for this year have largely been cancelled. Although we were hope-

ful we could offer a display to the library for VJ Day that too has been 

cancelled as Bitterne Library has stripped back all displays and will not 

be hosting any events for the foreseeable future. Nor will we be partici-

pating  in Heritage Open Day this year as it has been scaled right down; 

the main event pertaining to Peartree 400 will now be held in 2021. 

The fundraising efforts for our digital storage hardware are ongoing and 

I am pleased to announce that we have so far raised £675 towards our 

target of £750. The deadline is 31 July this year and providing we meet 

our target we can expect another £750 from an anonymous donor who 

wishes to encourage support of the BLHS. My thanks go to BLHS Vice-

President Jim Brown and to Bitterne’s local chippy, ‘The Little Fryer’, for 

their kind donations and to Ann MacGillivray for raising funds for BLHS 

on her personal Facebook site and also on the Cycling Extravaganza 1990

–2020 Facebook site. My thanks also go to all the other contributors to 

our fund. If we reach our target our mystery benefactor will be revealed 

in the next issue. 

The AGM in October this year will mark my seventh year as your Chair-

man and I confirm my decision to hand the baton on to someone new at 

this meeting to take us forward into the next decade. I will continue to 

support the Society in every way I can. I intend to continue arranging 



 

5 

speakers for the monthly meetings; carry out research at the Heritage 

Centre and contribute to the magazine whenever possible, whilst offer-

ing my full support to my successor, allowing for a smooth transition. 

As previously indicated my colleagues Martyn Basford (Secretary) and 

Marion Marais (Vice-Chair) have also decided to stand down at the AGM 

– so a new team of officers/trustees will be sought to take up the exciting 

challenge of keeping Bitterne’s history alive for many years to come. 

Keep safe and well,                                   Peter 

WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE A TRUSTEE OF BITTERNE LOCAL 

HISTORY SOCIETY? 

We have an unusual situation at the forthcoming AGM in that four key 

committee positions will be vacant; Chairman, Treasurer, Secretary and 

Vice-Chair. These positions are also the four Trustees of the Society 

without which we cannot continue as a registered charity. 

We urge all members to give serious consideration to helping the Society 

by undertaking one of these positions. The main duties of these positions 

are reasonably clear but will be made available on request. The Trustee 

position that goes with each may be less familiar and the duties are laid 

out in our Constitution and in Charity Commission rules. 

Before you start - make sure you are eligible to be a charity trustee.  

• Trustees and Committee members must be members of BLHS. 

• You must be at least 18 years of age.  

• You must not act as a trustee if you are disqualified. The reasons 

for disqualification include: 

o being bankrupt (undischarged) or having an individual 

voluntary arrangement (IVA)  
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o  having an unspent conviction for certain offences 

(including any that involve dishonesty or deception)  

o being on the sex offenders’ register.  

You can read the automatic disqualification guidance for charities which 

explains the disqualification rules in more detail at www.gov.uk/

guidance/automatic-disqualification-rule-changes-guidance-for-charities. 

Duties at a glance: 

• See that BLHS is carrying out its purposes for the public benefit 

• Comply with BLHS’s Constitution and the law   

• Act in BLHS’s best interests 

• Manage BLHS’s resources responsibly 

• Act with reasonable care and skill 

• Ensure BLHS is accountable, both to its members and the Chari-

ties Commission. 

As the Society has to check a candidate’s eligibility to become a Trustee 

BEFORE the AGM is important that we receive applications before then. 

Please do not worry about finding a Proposer and Seconder at this stage. 

For further information, or to volunteer, please contact the Chairman. 

MEMBERS’ EMAIL ADDRESSES 

During this unusual time we have sent out an  email to members telling 

them of changes to how we are operating and alerting them to changes to 

our programme. Unfortunately we have the email address of less than half 

of members. As the current situation continues I suspect there may be a few 

further occasions where we would like to do this. If we do not have your 

email address and you would like to receive the information then please 

email the Membership Secretary, blhs1981membership@gmail.com, or the 

editor, BLHSeditor@gmail.com. We will not inundate your inbox or pass 

your details to anyone else. 
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS — Barbara McCaffery 

BLHS membership currently stands at 156; we have had three new mem-

bers recently. Gillian Mallet, who grew up in Peartree Avenue and is in-

terested in catching up with what the Society is doing. Kevin Jenks, had 

his membership as a birthday gift (what a lovely idea). The last of these is 

Ann Brewer who lived and went to school in Bitterne before moving 

away. 

We welcome them to the Society. 

In April we had the sad news that Ivan Downer had passed away, Ivan 

had been a member of the Society for many years. (See page 6) 

LION CUP 

There is still just time for you to submit your entry for the Bitterne Local 

History Society’s annual Lion Cup Competition.  

You can submit an essay, collection of annotated photographs, or poem 

as long as you are not a professional writer — you do not need to be a 

member of the BLHS. The subject should be about some aspect of local 

history; the closing date is 31 July.  

Full details and an entry form are on our website at www.bitterne.net.  

DIGITISATION EQUIPMENT APPEAL 

As you will have seen in the last issue of Bygone Bitterne we have an ap-

peal running for funds to provide us with equipment to be able to digit-

ise our photographic library to preserve the originals and make the im-

ages available to a wider audience. The appeal closes on 31 July so there 

is still time to donate and we thank those who have already done so. Do-

nations will be matched by an anonymous donor. Cash or cheques can 

be sent c/o Chairman, BLHS, 231 Peartree Avenue SO19 7RD or given on 

our website via the Virgin Giving button. 
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IVAN DOWNER — Trevor Downer 

Ivan was the eldest son in a family of seven, three boys and four girls. The 

family lived in Woolston, Southampton, where his father became the Head 

Teacher at Woolston Boys' School. During the early war years several of the 

children, including Ivan, were evacuated to Andover. Ivan was not there 

very long as he joined the Merchant Navy as a cadet. Like many of his gen-

eration he rarely talked about his war service, but on occasion revealed 

that he had been torpedoed at least twice, but luckily they missed! In WW2 

he served on ships that provided vital oil supplies to the British forces and 

later sailed throughout the Persian Gulf and many places throughout the 

world like Indonesia, Japan, China and 

the US. He was awarded the Atlantic Star, 

Italy Star, Burma Star and the Vietnam 

Campaign and Service Medals. 

Ivan and Margaret met at a dance at the 

Southampton Guildhall on Saturday, 3 

July 1948, got engaged on the 21 July and 

married on the 15 July 1950. They enjoyed 

seventy-one years together in all, a very 

happy and contented marriage. Good go-

ing as Margaret’s mum didn’t think it 

would last due to the long separations 

with Ivan at sea. Within a few years Barbara and Trevor were born and he 

was a proud father. However, during the initial years of their marriage, 

Ivan had postings of two years at a time, with short leave periods, so Mar-

garet coped with day to day life bringing up Barbara and Trevor. In this 

she was supported by her family and Ivan's family. 

Post-war he joined the Shell Oil Company and his civilian sailing career 

began which culminated in his becoming a Captain of enormous oil su-

pertankers travelling the globe. Indeed, Barbara remembers some ships 

were so big that he was given a bicycle to ride the length of the ship quick-

ly if he was needed urgently as Captain, and how the ships needed at least 
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half an hour to begin a slow down, or stop, manoeuvre; so he had to be on 

the ball. He recently told the family that he thoroughly enjoyed his career 

and loved his time at sea. Ivan was always very interested in learning 

about different people and cultures and loved bringing back presents for 

his wife, Margaret, and objects that he found interesting and that held mem-

ories for him. This love of collecting stayed with him and gave him great 

joy in his retirement years. His grandchildren and great grandchildren 

were in awe at his collections of guns, spectacles and whistles and his wife 

Margaret began her own collections as well. On retirement from Shell he 

became Principal of the School of Seamanship in Southampton to get out 

from his wife's feet (his own words) and thoroughly enjoyed helping to 

shape another generation of sailors. Indeed, later on in life he was to meet 

several of his trainees at the Master Mar-

iners Club in Southampton. He was very 

much respected by them all. 

On his retirement they adjusted to life 

together and became members of nu-

merous societies, they loved going out 

to talks and Ivan always had good 

questions for the speaker and often 

could add to the speaker's knowledge 

himself! He took great pride in his hob-

bies of stamp collecting and air-rifle 

shooting and adding to his many collec-

tions. He also designed and painted his 

own silk ties, initially a present from Barbara, and took great delight when 

even strangers remarked on now bright and colourful his ties were. Ivan 

was an avid reader especially of The Telegraph and the Daily Echo, so he 

was well up on current affairs nationally and globally, which meant he 

could always have an opinion on world events and be able to converse 

with anybody. He had a phenomenal memory and recall of information 

and was very observant to the very end. 
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BUILDING SPITFIRES WITHOUT A FACTORY  — Alan Matlock 

With Covid-19 restrictions still in place for the foreseeable future, my 

talks at Millbrook Local History Society and Bitterne Local History Socie-

ty (and quite possibly others beyond these) have been postponed. New 

dates will be posted. 

In the meantime, here is a little taster of what will be covered when you 

attend my talk, whenever that may be. 

Eighty years ago, with the Battle of Britain being fought out over the 

summer skies of southern England, the Luftwaffe switched tactics from 

attacking the RAF and their airfields to targeting the aircraft factories. 

After three attempts the Supermarine factories on the banks of the Itchen 

were finally put out of action in late September 1940. A plan to move pro-

duction of RJ Mitchell’s iconic fighter from the Woolston and Itchen 

Works had already begun some months before but now a complete dis-

persal was ordered by Churchill’s Minister of Aircraft Production, Lord 

Beaverbrook. 

My talk will tell the human story 

of those attacks from the point of 

view of those in the buildings or 

watching from across the town at 

the time. Some of these are first-

hand accounts I have recorded or 

collected myself and will be illus-

trated with period costume and 

sound effects! 

I will go on to share some of the 

nearly thirty secret sites that we now know of just within Southampton, 

and more beyond, to which production was transferred by Supermarine, 

and ask if the audience can help to identify some which remain uncon-

firmed. 
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From the accounts of the everyday lives of 

those who lived and worked in Southampton 

during those unprecedented times there are 

tales of tragedy and triumph which I will 

bring in equal measure: tales of ingenuity, in-

spiration and even a little passion – people 

who met extraordinary circumstances with 

extraordinary determination and dedication! 

I have been appointed Chair of the recently 

launched (Feb 2020) Spitfire Makers Charita-

ble Trust. Based in Southampton, home of the 

Spitfire, we are aiming to place memorial 

plaques at the sites of Spitfire 'shadow factories' around the city and be-

yond, honouring the girls, women, boys and men who became Spitfire 

Makers in them. (For more information please contact spitfiremak-

ersresearch@btinternet.com)  

In the present crisis we are doing what we can to keep the project mov-

ing forward and from the outset we have been working in association 

with the Solent Sky Aviation Museum here in the city and the excellent 

website, The Supermariners, www.supermariners.wordpress.com. 

This is the eightieth anniversary year of both the Battle of Britain and the 

bombing of the Supermarine Works. While we still have some of the vet-

eran Spitfire Makers with us, we are hoping we can pay tribute to the "so 

many" who built the plane so that the "so few" could fly them. 

Photos (courtesy Vickers Archive and The 

Supermariners) 

The Deepdene, Midanbury Lane, South-

ampton – wages and accounts. (opposite) 

The Polygon Hotel, temporary manage-

ment offices before moving to Hursley 

Park. (above) 
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WOOLSTON IN THE 1920s & 1930s – Laurie Bishop 

Laurie Bishop lives in Canada, but grew up in Woolston, he was born in 1922. 

He is a prolific writer and via his second cousin I have received these memories 

from which I reproduce this small extract — the full article runs to over 

20,000 words! Look out for further extract in future issues or read the full ar-

ticle at the Heritage Centre when we re-open. 

Woolston has always been one of the most pleasant suburbs of South-

ampton, close enough to afford easy access to the city centre, yet dis-

tant enough to enjoy a character of its own. It was even more so in the 

pre-WW2 era when, despite the shipbuilding and aircraft manufacturing 

sites along the River Itchen, it was still a delightful, residential area. 

 The main shop-

ping centre was in 

the Colonnade 

(Bridge Road) and 

Victoria Road area 

where one could 

buy almost any-

thing.  There were 

butcher’s shops, 

bakeries, a shoe 

repair shop, a 

newsagent’s, a 

hardware store, a 

chemist’s shop, clothing stores, even a small shop that sold faggots & 

peas and a big grocery store where the main attraction would be to see 

butter being cut off a huge mound in the window and patted into 

shape with two wooden paddles before being wrapped. [We have but-

ter paddles in the Heritage Centre collection.] 

There was a corn and hay shop midway between Cox’s Lane and 

John’s Road, which catered to the requirements of those shops like 
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Phipp’s Dairy and the Co-op, which, in the 1920s, still made deliveries 

in horse-drawn carts.         

There were small rows of shops clustered together in central streets 

within easy walking distance, and then there were those family-run 

corner stores which did most of their business after the big stores 

closed at 5 pm. Most of these had a jangling bell, which was activated 

when the door was opened, or a mat which gave off a buzzing sound 

on being stepped on to announce a customer’s arrival. 

There were ample pubs for those who loved to drink their beer openly 

with company, and also an Off-Licence in John’s Road for those citi-

zens who preferred to drink in the privacy of their homes.  [It is wor-

thy of note that, in those far-off days, pubs had to abide by strict open-

ing hours (10 am – 2 pm)  and  (6 pm - 10 pm)]. 

Woolston had its own railway station, which was very convenient for 

an annual Sunday School outing to Hayling Island. And on the corner 

of Hazeleigh Avenue, there was a small fire station which contained a 

gleaming red fire truck and an ambulance.  

Woolston also had a cinema, which changed films three times a week. 

It even ran a  Saturday morning series for children, which often left the 

heroine tied to the railway track in front of a fast approaching train, or 

some other precarious position. She stayed there for a whole week un-

til the next episode the following Saturday when the hero would arrive 

in the nick of time to rescue her.  

We were a law-abiding community with a small police station in Ports-

mouth Road just the other side of St. Patrick's School. I don’t know 

how many policeman were assigned to our area but they could be 

numbered on one hand. I remember only two of them - PC Proops, 

whose son went to school with me, and Sergeant Parker, who could be 

seen each day doing rush-hour traffic duty (mostly long lines of cy-

clists) on the corner of Victoria and Portsmouth Roads. After that, be-

fore returning to the police station, he would make his way along Vic-
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toria Road, checking the door of each  shop to make sure it was secure-

ly locked for the night. 

There were churches of most denominations in Woolston. There was 

St. Mary’s Presbyterian Church with its towering spire on the corner of 

John’s Road;  a Wesleyan Chapel in Obelisk Road, which was later de-

molished and the congregation merged with the Methodist Church in 

Manor Road;   St. Patrick’s Roman Catholic Church in Portsmouth 

Road;  St. Mark’s Anglican Church in Weston Grove Road; Jesus Chap-

el on Peartree Green; and finally, the Four-Square-Gospel Ebenezer 

Chapel in Oak Bank Road            

As for parks and playing fields, although Woolston possessed only one 

(the Archery Grounds) within its actual boundaries, Woolstonites had 

easy access to those in neighbouring suburbs. There was Peartree 

Green in Itchen, the Veracity Ground in Bitterne, the cricket fields in 

Weston Lane, and later, the wide expanse of Mayfield Park. 

But what was perhaps Woolston’s greatest asset was access to the sea 

at the Weston Shore. We would often go there for a family picnic de-

spite the fact that the thickly pebbled beach did not afford us the com-

fort of a sandy strand. We also overlooked the fact that sometimes a 

surface slick of oil would wash in from a passing ship and cling to our 

bodies as we were swimming. We were not even deterred by the fact 

that we had to plan our visit for the two hours when the tide was at its 

full, after which the water would recede, leaving shallow water and an 

expanse of smelly, gooey mud.  

Though separated by the River Itchen from the main body of South-

ampton, we had easy access to the city by means of the faithful Float-

ing Bridge, which ferried us to and fro at frequent intervals. There was 

also a bus service, which started off at the Floating Bridge and connect-

ed us with other east-shore suburbs before crossing over to Southamp-

ton via Northam Bridge. 
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CUTTINGS FROM 1970 — Ian Abrahams 

Fifty years ago there was no problem with Coronavirus – sadly many of 

the events planned to celebrate Peartree Church’s 400th anniversary this 

year are unable to take place. 
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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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THE ROTOR — Alan G Clark 

When I was young, I loved to visit the fair on Southampton Common.  In 

the early nineteen-fifties my father would take me each Easter Saturday 

— or perhaps at Whitsun if the Easter weather was poor, or sometimes 

on both dates.  I remember vividly those springtime trips, when the 

weather was cool, but the trees were bursting into new leaf and there 

was the promise of summer. 

My parents didn't own a car so we travelled from Bitterne by bus, catch-

ing the number 4  from West End Road to Portswood before walking the 

length of Westwood or Winn Road to join the crush of people entering 

the Common from the Northlands Road end.  I recall the frustration of 

having to shuffle along at a snail's pace, when all I wanted was to find 

the bumper cars. 

One of the reasons for the crowd congestion was the large number of 

people who had stopped to be entertained by a man standing on a flat-

bed truck, selling dinner services and tea sets, demonstrating the 

strength of his merchandise by crashing plates together or hammering 

them against the side of his vehicle.  He seemed always to be there 

shouting his prices; “I'm not asking one hundred pounds, not even fifty 

but who'll give me ten quid for the whole lot?”  I expect he made many 

sales but I can't recall ever witnessing one. 

Something that always struck me as unusual was the appearance of 

many people in the crowd.  Of course there were plenty like us — that is 

to say, what I would have described then as being 'ordinary' people, but 

there were many who appeared to me to be totally outlandish, both in 

their dress and in their general demeanour.  I often wondered at the time 

where these people lived during the rest of the year;  I'd never seen folk 

like it, either in Bitterne or even in Southampton when we visited Above 

Bar on a Saturday.    

One of my favourite stalls was one that offered the chance to win a gold-

fish.  The circular stall was alive with shimmering, glittering fish, each 
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swimming in its own small spherical bowl,  suspended from a hook.  An-

other attraction for me was the air-rifles.  These were heavy, but sounded 

tired, and if one lent forward over the rail, it was almost possible to 

knock the  metal targets down using the end of the barrel.  Better were 

the .22 rifles where I could hear the crack of the shots and watch the clay 

pipes explode, but I was considered too young to have a go myself.  In 

contrast, I remember there were various 'freaks' that one could peer at for 

a small fee and also a flea circus where we viewed the tiny creatures 

through a huge magnifying glass as they performed various feats such as 

pulling tiny chariots around a miniature circus ring.  Regarding the 

'freaks', these were invariably individuals with deformities, caused either 

by birth defect, illness or by accident.  Whilst in the 1950s, tastes were 

certainly undergoing a period of transition, it seems almost unbelievable 

today to think that at that time many people thought nothing of paying 

to view such a spectacle. 

Usually my father would buy me either a stick of candy floss, which I 

made a mess of, or a toffee apple, which, when I finally managed to bite 

into it, caused the toffee to split and fall off before I got a chance to eat it!       

Dad always seemed attracted by the boxing booth, where battered  look-

ing boxers in hooded dressing gowns stood on the outside platform, 

shuffled their feet and sparred in a desultory manner with a weighted 

leather ball suspended on a chain.  Meanwhile, the promoter yelled all 

the while for anyone prepared to go three rounds for prize money.  I 

think we paid to watch on a couple of occasions but nothing too dramatic 

happened. 

What was dramatic however was the Wall Of Death  This was a tall, 

drum-shaped structure, accessed by means of steps around the outside.  

There was a viewing balcony at the top where spectators could peer 

down into the drum.  When the number of spectators was considered 

sufficient, a door would open at the base and three motorcyclists would 

enter, revving their engines.  They would then circle the inside of the 

drum on their machines as they gathered speed.  Eventually, when 
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travelling fast enough, they would use a small ramp between the floor 

and the side of the drum to accelerate onto the vertical walls.  It was 

thrilling.  As they circled they rose ever higher and nearer to us watching 

from above.  The noise in the confined space was ear-splitting and the 

reek of exhaust fumes almost overwhelming. 

Another similarly shaped attraction was the Rotor.  As with the Wall Of 

Death, the spectators viewed proceedings from above. Below them those 

who were participating in the 'ride' were spaced with their backs to the 

wall inside the drum.  In the case of the Rotor, this drum was capable of 

spinning independently at high speed.  As the speed increased, the floor 

rose gradually before dropping away to leave the unfortunate victims 

stuck like flies to the wall.  Dad and I watched this on at least two occa-

sions whilst he explained to me the principles of centrifugal force; I 

found it difficult at that time to understand why those taking part were-

n't thrown around inside the drum.  It was early summer 1957 before I 

was able to satisfy my curiosity. 

As in other years, there was a small funfair on the Veracity Ground in 

Spring Road, Sholing, that summer.  The Rotor was of considerable inter-

est to many of my school friends and we were thrilled to learn that this 

year the attraction was making an appearance there.  We determined to 

participate, not as mere spectators but as part of the entertainment.  This 

enterprise may sound very tame nowadays, but then, when we were 

eleven years old, it seemed very daring indeed.  Our plans had to be 

clandestine; we wouldn't have dreamt of telling our parents of our inten-

tion for fear of censure.  One reason for the heightened anticipation was 

the apparent difficulty finding enough people willing to risk the Rotor, 

because whilst it cost sixpence (6d) to watch the event, it cost only 

threepence (3d) to take part! 

By prior arrangement six of us met at seven o’clock one evening, on the 

corner of Spring Road.  In addition to my friend Ken and myself there 

were four others from our class, boys I can picture but will not name in 

case I am mistaken.  These were the early days of the Rock 'n' Roll era 
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and as we approached the fairground, the sound of Elvis singing 

'Paralysed' and 'All Shook Up' pounded our ears from 'blown' speakers 

and served only to add to our excitement.  We found the man in charge of 

the Rotor and expressed our wish and were soon ushered inside via a 

doorway in the side of the drum and told to spread out evenly around 

the perimeter.  We were advised while the ride was in progress to stare 

straight ahead at the wall opposite, and on no account to look up, in or-

der to avoid becoming dizzy.  We were also told, for our own safety, to 

remain by the wall at the end of the ride until the drum stopped turning, 

and not to attempt crossing the floor to reach and hold onto the central 

pole.  This last piece of advice we determined to ignore, all of us having 

previously witnessed first-hand the fierce competition to be first to the 

pole.  The man informed us that there would be a delay whilst a sufficient 

number of spectators was attracted, and then he left, securing the door 

behind him.  The stage was set — all that was required was an audience! 

The circular wall against which we stood was clad with stiff, ridged rub-

ber.  The floor was made of wood, with a slight gap between it and the 

wall.  High above our heads I could see the gallery rail where soon the 

spectators would begin to assemble.  We glanced nervously at each other.  

The wait seemed interminable. I had never suffered from claustrophobia 

and never have since, and yet at that moment I became overwhelmed by 

the sense of being like a rat caught in a trap.  The door was almost direct-

ly opposite where I stood and suddenly I was striding towards it.  I had 

no choice in the matter, just an undeniable urge to escape.  As I got my 

fingers on the rim, one of my friends shouted  “Alan – what are you do-

ing?”  Fortunately it was just enough to break the spell.  “Just checking — 

I thought the door wasn't shut” I replied as I returned to my place.  I got 

away with it!  I could so easily have lost face and become the subject of 

ridicule. 

At last the drum began to rotate, slowly at first but swiftly gaining mo-

mentum.  I risked a glance upwards but the sight of the faces flashing by 

was totally disorientating and quite enough to make me heed the advice I 
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had been given.  I resumed staring straight ahead.  My body felt incredi-

bly heavy and it became almost impossible to move a hand away from 

the wall.  The next moment I became aware of the floor gradually rising 

beneath my feet, requiring me to 

shrug my shoulders constantly in 

order to move my body up the 

wall and avoid being folded in 

half.  As the drum reached maxi-

mum speed the floor suddenly 

dropped away to leave us all 

pinned to the wall and about 

eight or ten feet above ground.  

By careful wriggling we discov-

ered it was possible to assume a variety of positions on the wall, includ-

ing lying recumbent, or indeed almost upside down.  All too soon the 

machinery began to slow and we each slipped gradually down the wall.  

The final challenge was to do what we had specifically been instructed 

not to do and race each other to the central pole.  This was probably the 

most entertaining part for the spectator as it resulted in us being repeat-

edly thrown back onto the wall as the drum continued to rotate.  Small 

boys are made of rubber however, and no injuries were sustained. 

It was a terrific experience and well worth repeating, and yet I doubt if 

the Rotor still exists today — not because of any danger it posed, but, 

although in the twenty-first century it would still be a thrill to partici-

pate, I can't imagine anybody actually paying to watch it.  It would be far 

too passive.  We all vowed that we would do it again next year — but, of 

course, we never did.  It was our final year at Bitterne Juniors and in a 

few weeks time the results of the eleven-plus exam would serve to spin 

us off in differing directions.  Until that milestone was reached, I for one, 

was incapable of imagining the changes it would make to our lives.  We 

had been together as a group since the age of five — most of our lives in 

fact, but now, for each of us, another rotor stood ready to turn.                    
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LOCKDOWN WALK DOWN MEMORY LANE — Barbara McCaffery 

After going into lockdown we were encouraged to take regularly walks, 

so one Saturday afternoon my two sisters, Carol and Susanne, and my-

self decided to go for a little walk which ended up as a stroll down 

memory lane. 

We headed down Westend Road towards the top of Peartree Avenue 

and across Freemantle Common. My 

sisters, Susanne and Angela, (yes, 

another sister; I am lucky enough to 

have three older sisters and a young-

er brother) spent many happy hours 

playing on the green and climbing 

trees on the Common, as the family 

lived in Merry Oak at the time.  Dur-

ing our wander around Susanne was 

even able to find the tree she once got 

stuck up and no, we couldn’t persuade her to climb it again! Not having 

a watch back then they would rely on asking a passer-by what the time 

was so they knew when to head home for tea.  

From there we went through the alleyways at the end of Thruxton Court 

to come out into Blackthorn Road. As we pass by the small cul-de-sac off  

the road,  both Carol and Susanne commented on how small the Frying 

Pan looked now. (The Frying Pan was the nickname locally given to the 

cul-de-sac due to its shape.) 

 Just up from the Frying Pan is 

Blackthorn Close. Back in 1969-

1972, when we lived in the area, 

the close was a Corporation Dust-

cart depot. It  was also used for the 

grit lorries and Carol and Susanne 

can remember the lights and noise 

1 
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during the hard winter nights when grit was being loaded onto the lorries.  

We then came to the house in Blackthorn Road where I was born.  Across 

the road is a small green area and some metal safety bars. I doubt they 

are the same ones that Carol remembers swinging upside down on while 

waiting for my arrival. However, today there was no swinging.  

Cutting through the alleyway behind the bars we followed the route my 

sisters would have taken to get to the Sholing Schools.  Crossing over  

Magnolia Road and down Cypress Avenue and then into Merryoak Road 

Carol and Susanne recall making this journey twice a day as they would 

have gone home for lunch, as well as remembering a time when there 

was heavy snow that went past their ankles.  I don’t remember anything 

from our time living here but am assured that I would have been pushed 

along this same route in a pram.  

We then turned into Margam Av-

enue. Susanne was surprised at 

how quickly we reached the end 

of the road, as a child she always 

thought Margam Avenue was a 

very long and posh road. From 

there it was across Spring Road 

and into Heath Road to the gates 

3 
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of the school. I do 

recall going into 

these gates, but 

my memory is 

from a decade lat-

er when I used to 

attend Sholing 

Girls School and 

would walk there from where we still live in Westend Road. 

Back on our Saturday afternoon walk we continued up Spring Road to-

wards the shops. Carol recalls having a Saturday job in a sweet shop in 

one of the shops along from the Mayflower Christian Book shop, but 

cannot recall the name of the shop. Does anyone else remember the 

sweet shop?  

At this point our stroll down memory lane came to an end but our Satur-

day afternoon walk was far from over. From here we headed up Whites 

Road, stopping to buy some plants from someone’s driveway, a quick 

chat with Ian (Abrahams), bumping (metaphorically) into him on the 

green above the underpasses and across the road to Bitterne Library. We 

then decided to take the long way home by walking on down Bitterne 

Road East and cutting through the Harefield Estate back onto Westend 

Road and eventually home! 

Along the way I took several 

photos. Do you know where 

they were taken? Perhaps 

you have also seen them on 

your travels around Bitterne 

and the surrounding area. 

 

Answers on page 31. 

5 
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FROM THE BLHS NEWSLETTER OF 25 YEARS AGO 

From July 1995 — Pound Street 1929 by Hiram Spencer 

I will describe Pound Street on a day in the spring of 1929. First, about 9 am 

was a young fellow with fresh watercress on a truck. "Water cress" he would 

shout – he seemed to emerge from nowhere! "Water cress"! Shortly after, an 

ancient old man would follow him with a truck containing 'salt and hearth 

stone' which he bleated rather like a forlorn lamb, with a note full of sadness! 

Remember this was at the height of the Depression. Yet to follow was anoth-

er of these pessimistic characters! Yet another old truck which proudly bore 

the name – Marine Dealer. We saw this fit, elderly man in charge bellow 

"any old lumber? bottles, horsehair, jam-jars? the same sad words all the way 

up Pound Street! 

Another, yet to come, was a Mr Pothecary adorned with a bowler hat and 

smoking a clay pipe! but he possessed an old pram to put your rags and 

bottles in. Mind you, don't forget, you would be 2d or so richer with him, he 

declared with extreme emphasis! Finally for good measure we would get 

some out of work young man with an accordion to entertain us! 

Let us look at a more jolly side to Pound Street now. Kids around Mr Fancy's 

shop when the ice was delivered. The immense delight when Friday even-

ing came – fish and chips "all hot and all lovely" the van driver shouted – of 

hoops, dibs and hopping scotch and playing football on the sandpit – 

sometimes I would look down that mysterious pathway leading to Len 

Noyces house – I believe his mother was married three times, Noyce, Par-

sons and Harris. What a fine footballer Len Noyce was!  Jolly Jack Young 

the butcher lived nearby. I still wonder who that large lady was who I used 

to see nearly every evening wearing her husbands cap and carrying a 

large jug. Her obvious destination was the Firs Inn! One evening I saw 

this lady and a Mr Harry Lanham, also with jug, both entering the Firs – Mr 

Lanham lived next door to the Firs. That Victorian-dressed lady, Mrs Rus-

sell, was always in the vicinity. 

Poeticus Furore Scribendi 
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OTHER LOCAL SOCIETIES 

At this time all local history societies have closed down their pro-

grammes. Instead of the normal list of dates here are the contact details 

so that as things improve you can check for yourself what is taking place. 

West End Local History Society 

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

Contact: 02380 471886            www.westendlhs.co.uk/meetings/  

Bishop’s Waltham Local History Society 

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

info@bishopswalthamsociety.org     www.bishopswalthamsociety.org.uk/  

City of Southampton Society 

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

Contact: info@coss.org.uk                   www.coss.org.uk/  

Millbrook Local History Society 

Holy Trinity Church Hall, Millbrook Road at 7.30 pm 

Contact: 023 8077 0148                         millbrookhistory.webs.com 

Hampshire Industrial Archaeology Society 

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

Contact: 01962 855200                          www.hias.org.uk/meetings.htm  

Nursling and Rownhams History Group 

Meetings at Nursling and Rownhams Village Hall, Nursling Street,  

     Nursling, SO16 0YL at 7.30 pm 

Contact: 02380 738552   

                     www.nandrhistorygroup.wixsite.com/nurslingandrownhams   

Botley, Curdridge and Durley History Society 

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

Contact: 01489 691777                          www.botley.com/history-society  

https://www.westendlhs.co.uk/meetings/
https://www.bishopswalthamsociety.org.uk/
http://www.coss.org.uk/
http://www.hias.org.uk/meetings.htm
https://nandrhistorygroup.wixsite.com/nurslingandrownhams
https://www.botley.com/history-society
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Hamble Local History Society 

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

7.30 pm 

Contact: 023 8045 7189    www.hamblehistory.org.uk 

Hound Local History Society 

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

Contact: 023 8045 3641    

            www.hugofox.com/community/hound-local-history-society-13390 

Hampshire Genealogical Society 

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

Contact: 02392 387000                            www.hgs-familyhistory.com/  

 

God’s House Tower 

GHT have a new online lecture on fascinating topics by a researcher, 

academic or historian every Friday at 12.30. You can also view the past 

talks on the same website. 

 www.godshousetower.org.uk/event/lunchtime-lectures 

 

Friends of Southampton Museums, Archives and Galleries 

Contact: info@fosmag.org.uk                www.fosmag.org.uk/events/  

The Friends of Southampton Old Cemetery  

                www.fosoc.org/news 

Highfield History  

               www.highfieldhistory.co.uk 

https://www.hgs-familyhistory.com/
http://godshousetower.org.uk/event/lunchtime-lectures/
javascript:;
http://www.fosmag.org.uk/events/
http://fosoc.org/news/
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PRESIDENTIAL PATTER — Ian Abrahams 

Dear Friends, 

I do hope you have all kept safe and well during these strange times. No 

doubt, like me you have been doing all those things that have been put 

aside over the years! The garden is all up together and sheds cleared out 

and tidied, then we moved into the house; have you, like me, found 

things that you forgot you still had, and things you had been looking for 

for years? I have used some of the time to paint some of our artefacts and 

to sort lots of our archives at the Museum – long overdue!  

I have also spent several weeks putting newspaper cuttings in scrap-

books (mainly about Bitterne). The last scrapbook I compiled was in 1978 

so forty years of cuttings necessitated bulk purchase of Pritt Sticks (25 

used to date!). Scrapbooks filled also number approximately twenty-five. 

Incidentally if anyone still takes the Southern Evening Echo and would 

be prepared to save them for me I would be very grateful, my last source 

stopped taking it at Christmas so I have no cuttings for 2020! 

Although our Shop and Museum have been closed since ‘lockdown’ be-

gan we decided to put a table outside for the local community to help 

themselves to much needed reading material (thanks to Steve for helping 

with this). Folk have much appreciated this and to date over £170 has 

been donated by grateful customers. We also gave away all jigsaws early 

in April so when we open again – hopeful-

ly before you read this – we look forward 

to lots of donations to replenish stock! 

We have, in recent months, received two 

generous legacies, firstly from our late Vice

-President, Alan Leonard, and secondly a 

very large gift from our late friend Bob 

Lavington (right). No doubt we shall be 

giving consideration as to how we can 

commemorate these friends.  
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Sadly we have lost two of our most sen-

ior members, namely Phil Pearce 

(right), who generously recorded his 

memories of the Supermarine bombing 

for our archives. Phil was 97 years of 

age and once lived in Bursledon Road 

opposite our house so he had known 

me since birth! 

Last autumn we recorded the passing of 

Margaret Downer and in March her 

husband, Captain Ivan Downer passed 

away at the grand age of 98. Ivan had 

been a member of many local societies 

and a regular at our meetings until last year. He nearly always had a con-

tribution to make following the speaker’s talk and will be much missed. 

(See obituary on page 8.) 

I do hope we shall be able to meet up again soon, in the meantime keep 

safe and well during this unprecedented time in Bitterne’s history. 

Best Wishes, 

ANSWERS TO BARBARA’S LOCATIONS ON PAGE 24  

1. Sign in the window of the BLHS Charity Shop. 

2. Church Hall at the top of Whites Road. 

3. Freemantle Common. 

4. BR Andrews Coal Merchants in Merry Oak Road. 

5. Thatched cottage, corner of Bitterne Road East and Exleigh Close. 

6. Back of the old Police Station, top of Whites Road. 
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Deadline for contributions to the Autumn Edition  

is Saturday, 12th September 
 

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 

 2020 BLHS CALENDAR  

MONTHLY MEETINGS 

Currently meetings are suspended due to the COVID-19 virus 

but we are looking at them a month at a time. Please check on 

our website for the latest information. 

www.bitterne.net 

10 Oct AGM - followed by A HISTORY OF PHOTOGRAPHY  

   Anthony Willey 

14 Nov SACRIFICE & REMEMBRANCE (CWGC)   

                                                  Lt Col (Ret'd) Jeremy Prescott 

12 Dec CHRISTMAS CAROLS                              St James Brass Band 



 

 



 

 

  

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  


