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Preface

Plumstead and its big brother Woolwich, bounded by woods and bountifully filled in
between with many parks and splen did commons was, and still is, a lovely place in which to
live.

The title of my book reflects how these areas, in particularly the commons, has had an
influence on the lives of the many generations of folk that have played, picnicked and
generally enjoyed these lovely green and open recreational spaces.

These Commons have seen many generations of children spend countless happy hours,
playing amongst those leafy grassy spaces. Where folk, especially in spring and summer, still
enjoy the shady trees and the grassy banks and enjoy the wintry snow covered undulating
slopes. This was especially so during those earlier years, when times were, comparatively, a
whole lot slower, when folk tended to live much simpler life styles, in an era with very few
cars and ewen fewer television sets and well before the personal computer impacted our
lives.

The Commons, shared by us all, became a focal point, our ‘common' denominator. It is no
small wonder that the Commons are mentioned in so many of the stories in this book. |
believe that because of this ‘common’ identity a sense of belonging was established, which is
SO important in any community, especially so in today's more impersonal world.

So, for this reason, | thought that the title of this book might reflect in som e way this
‘common' bond that we have in our particular special part of south east London.

Also, you will notice there are often repeated themes in many of the stories in the book.
Despite this repetitiveness, | chose to keep these stories, as they wereriginally told, because
| feel that each story is a little piece of social history, told as it was remembered and as it was
lived by these individual folk and should be preserved in this way.

So you will read often of the Commons and also of trips on the Woolwich Free Ferry, of bath
night in the tin bath, fetched indoors from the nail on the back fence, the outside toilet, of
schools such as Conway, of the Woolwich Market and of the Woolwich Arsenal and many
other things that we all had in common with each other in those ever fading far off days.

Colin Weightman
Author, Compiler and Editor
2008.



A little lad just back from play,
d yet he smiles so wistfully

The lad | used to be.

Across the fields of yesterday
He sometimes came to me,

A




Quotes that reflect a few thoughts concerning past memor

God gave us memories so that we might have roses in December.
-J.M.Barrie (1860-1937)

Memories are not shackles, Franklin, they are garlands.
-Allan Bennet
(Forty Years On (1969) act 2)

Oft, in the stilly night,

Ere Slumbers chain has bound me,

Fond Memory brings the light

Of other days around me.

-Thomas Moore (1779-1852)

(National Airs (1815) 'Oft in the stilly night’)

Nothing recalls the past so potently as a smell.
-Winston Churchill (1874 -1965)

Memory is the thread of personal identity’,
history of public identity.
-Richard Hofstadter (1916 -1970)

The past is the only dead thing thatalls sweet.
-Edward Thomas (1878-1917)

To excel the past we must not allow ourselves to loose contact with it; on the contraystieel it
under our feet because we raised ourselves upon it.
-Jose Ortega Y. Gasset (1883.955)
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Introduction

It all began when | joined 'Friends Reunited' in early 2004. It was through them that | located
a long lost childhood playmate, Bert Hooper, from about fifty years ago. Bert and | had
grown up together as childhood neighbours; we lived a few doors from each other, in
Sladedale Road, Plumstead.

| was born in the upstairs front bedroom of 71
Sladedale Road, on the & of June 1944, two days
after the 'D Day' landings. Hitler had just started to
launch his new terror weapons, the dreaded V1
flying bomb and soon after that the V2 r ocket at us
in Britain and over the skies of London.

Luckily for me | don't remember the war, only the
growing up after it and the playing on the many
bombsites that dotted our area in those days.

| have many fond memories of my early life
growing up in Pl umstead and Woolwich, of the
Commons and the woods. Wonderful nature filled
environments us kids practically lived amongst.
Places where we played and explored, acting out
great adventures, places where our young fertile
imaginations and exploits become virtual reality.
Where, especially on weekends and school
holidays, we played hard from morning till night,
UT1 O0OwUPUI EwOUUWEUwW EEaz
slowly home; home to a hearty tea and then, Colin, aged five, and his two older brothe
perhaps the weekly scrub in the tin bath, positioned =~ Mark and John, and younger sister Ann
in front of the coal fire, then, pyjama clad, we'd  SittingonNaOz UWOE x wOOwU
climb contentedly into our soft beds, to dream of Sladedale Road, Plumste_ad,_ 1949. (Colin
our next days adventures. Yes, distant memories of Ann were born ups.talrs in the frgnt

. ) ) bedroom.) The other girl (cropped) is cou
childhood places in and around the hilly streets, of 271 DPOES wp$ Y E O
our local shops, our schools and the many other
familiar p laces that made up our own particular community's unigue identity.

UUw PEa

This identity was very strong during harder times. It was so different for earlier generations.
When folk had to endure very squalid and cramped housing conditions that often led to
many chronic health problems. Life for ordinary folk was all too often very hard. Working
long hours with low wages and often very poor conditions. When there was virtually no
help for folk when times became extra tough for them, perhaps through ill health or the
death of the breadwinner. Then later, when the Depression years came it brought even more
shortages for folk and their lives became a daily drudgery, of trying to make ends meet,
trying to get a meal on the table for the ever hungry family, or the money f or the rent, some
bread and milk, shoes for the kids.
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STPDUWUOEOOwWI RET Ux Uw i U003 16auCBaA 1 aud10ll G BIGuBUIEG UREG ug s |
EDi | DE U Ouwingline édrly193d's when | was attending Timbercroft School, we had a

boy name Walton whose family were very poor. One day he was late as usual, so the teacher

decided to cane his behind. On being told to lift his coat - which was more like an overcoat

because it was his father's casbff jacket - this exposed his bare behind. The teacher

thereupon told him to sit down. Some children would come to school without shoes on their

feet in those days of the depression. Times were hard, and | remember one day | got home

f UOOwxOEaPOTl wOUUUDPET WwECEWEUOI EwOawdOUT Ithingi OUwUO
OOwl EUOwWl OwUOWET En»> ww3T 1 Ul wWEUT wEwWI T PwOUT T UwUDPODC
WWI and WWII cost families dearly and not only in the loss of life and limb. Every day folk

wondered if they were going to survive to see another day. Uncertainty clouded everyo O1 z Uw
thoughts and it affected their whole outlook on life.

%OUwUUws EEEAWEOOOT UUzZ OWEOUOWUOPEUEUWUT 1T wi OEwOIl w
(Ows OUUZ WUOEEwWP! wi EEw@UPU]l wEwi 1 PwOUT I UwOPEUO w6 I
also got up to a bit of mischief too. Us kids also had our own personal tragedies to contend

PPUT OwUT E0zVUwODPi T dw! U0OwWOOwWUUWOPEUOwWI YT UaUll pOT wl
change, neither your neighbours; your playmates, your schoolmates or your teachers. No

one ever seemed to move and, rest assured, everything was always going to be there the next

day. We took this for granted, without any second thoughts.

But, when for me, suddenly, without any warning, my family moved to East London when |

was around twelve years old, my young world totally collapsed. | was absolutely

T EUUEUOO] Ow( UwbUwUOwYI UawlOUUI OwUT E0wOOEWUEaDO
UOUPOwWaObOUAYT wOOUUOwhUnR-»

Bert Hooper, years later, said of that day, when | was sat looking over the tailgate and under

took me ages to get over you moving away. The last time | saw you was when the truck went

down the hill, and your little face was looking out of the back, crying NUUUWE UwOUET wE U w(

Years later, when | got back in touch with Bert, we began catching up madly on our
childhood reminiscences from almost fifty years previously.

After a while these childhood reminiscences, which we sent to each other via emails, began
to grow into quite a collection of stories. (I now lived in New Zealand and Bert lived in
Canada.) Also, at this time, we were both getting back in touch with other former childhood
friends and old school mates, so the pile of reminiscences grew ever larger.

(UDwPEUWEEOUUWUT PUwWUPOT whT T Ow( wOT OUTT OOw?6T awddUu
| got in touch with two local south London newspapers, the ‘News Shopper' and The

Mercury '. They, very kindly, ran an appeal -type article in each of their newspapers about the

story of our reunion and | invited readers to send me their early reminiscences, along with

any early photo(s), if available, for the proposed book.

From these two newspaper appeals more stories were submitted for my book. Later on,
when my book web site was installed, (*address below) | received a steady flow of interest,
along with more stories from folk from every corner of the world. More often these were
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from folk who were born and or were once residents of Plumst ead or Woolwich and
districts, who now live in other parts of the world. Or maybe they were from folk that have
other connections with these areas, perhaps because of their own historical family tree
connections.

| felt that a book of reminiscences would be worthwhile, recollections and remembrances of
ordinary people, folk who were lucky enough to live, to play, to attend school and perhaps
have worked in and around the environs of Plumstead and Woolwich. Stories from folk who
knew intimately the many Com mons, woods and parks and localities therein. A book in
which folk could retell their very own special stories, of their families, their local area, streets
and shops, clubs, events etc. From folk that once lived in those rapidly fading, far-off days of
around the war years, of before, during and after it.

A book that, | hope, will capture some aspects of life; that tells something of this unique and
so rich social history, as told from a grass roots perspective.

We will all eventually pass on, so, by publi shing these stories, this book offers a small
window for future generations to look back through. To read about some aspects of what life

in these areas was like. To be able to do this before these stories would have also passed on
along with the folk, unr ecorded, stories that would have then been lost forever.

| felt in my heart that it was imperative to capture and preserve these stories, along with the
images accompanying many of them.

| have a very real love of social history. | am also, unashamedly, a sentimentalist. My own
stories are written straight from the heart and therefore tend towards nostalgia, tinged with a
strong sense of yearning in them.

| hope that you enjoy reading the stories. | also hope that they may trigger some happy,
nostalgia fill ed, memories for you; perhaps even wet an eye or two.

Finally, If you have a story to share, be it sad, funny or whatever, and, if available, perhaps,
an early photo(s), please submit it either to my book web site, which can be reached at:

www.plumstead -stories.com
or by writing to;
s2000P1 UAw

PO Box 15324

Wellington, 6243

New Zealand.

So get that paper and pen out, or switch on the computer, and get the old grey matter
working!

Meanwhile folk, kindest regards.
Colin Weightman 6 WEOPEa UwEuw: 000O0woOb
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My Early Life In Hudson Road Plumstead

Lynda Ryan (nee Wright)

Wednesday 3.10.1945, my birthday, Born in British Home for Mothers and Babies, Woolwich,
+O0EOOOwWw2shWd w( wEOOzOwUI 01 OET UwEOaAawOl wbUOwbdawli E
carriage-style pram, outside our house, which was 29 Hudson Road, Plumstead. | must have

been about 12 months old, staring across at another baby, the boy next door, Geoffrey Welch,
OUUwWOUOUWUUT Ew0Owx 00wlUwOUO0w?200wT i Owl0T 1T weEPU2 wEO
each other over the fence, over the pram handle. We lived in a rented terraced house on one

of the hills that led up to Plumstead Common. Our road eventually came out to St

, EUTEUI Uz Uw" T UUET OwOOPWET OOOPUT 1 EOwWwOOUIT zUwUT T wxE

My next recollection is as a toddler, | must have been about 3 years old, and my skter
"TEUT T UWEGEwW( wi EEWETI 1 OWUEOI OwUOwUT T wli OUUT woi w' 1
Edie, who lived in the top half of the house at 51 Crescent Road. | was dressed in a coat and
hat trimmed with velvet, and wore little fur gloves, lovingly refer Ul EwUOwWEUws ! UOO0a w
There was a panic because | fell up the steps to the garden and split my chin open, no
problem, it healed without stitches. Uncle Charlie (later uncle Chas) had a Sunbeam
motorbike and sidecar, in which we had many merry outings. He ather and | were
passengers in the sidecar when we went on holiday to Boscombe, Bournemouth. Later on, he
bought his first car, a black Morris Minor, registration LFC 120, and Heather and | would go
UOUOGEwWUOwWUT T wi O0UT wOi wEwki T DWOBGEOCE URBODEOE WUIE(
good job on it.
Our house in Hudson Road was a typical terraced house, with a small patch of garden at the
front, enclosed by a privet hedge and originally an iron gate and railings, which disappeared
during WWII to be melt ed down for the war effort. Dad used to grow Gladioli and Dahlias
in the front garden. The front door opened to a narrow passage off which opened a front
18



room, the parlour, known to us as the front room, was only used for celebrations like

Christmas, weddings, funerals, and for courting, until dad knocked on the bedroom floor,

PT PEl wUDT OEOCOI Ews UPOl wOOwWT Owi 601 z6w3T 1 wi PUT wbhEU
occasions, such as Christmas. | loved that room and its mysteriousness, always half in the

dark, on account of the semi-drawn curtains, whether to keep out the sun or to keep out the

prying eyes of the neighbours. The furniture | remember in the front room was a heavy

leatherette three-piece suite, of a settee and two armchairs, with a stamped bgo on the back

EUUT DPOOU WOl wUOOIl wEI Ol EUEUDPOOOwWw xOUUPEOGawOoUI T Owst
either side of the fireplace in the two alcoves were cupboards, which came halfway up each

side. | used to love opening them, and can still smell the musty smell now; we used to keep

our Christmas decorations in there, in an old cardboard box, which we added to each year,

and which we used to get out with great excitement every Christmas to deck the pine tree,

brought home by dad, and planted in a pot of earth from the back garden. The needles used

to drop relentlessly, but there was nothing better. Until | was about nine or ten, we used to

clip little metal holders onto the branches and put little wax candles in them, a bit dangerous,

EUUw( wE E Oambau ihem being Utlu® That was when we still had gas lighting, two
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remember a gaslight in the passageways. The gas meter was in the coalhole under the stairs,

where we kept a shovel to load the bucket to stoke up the fire. We learnt how to put a

sixpenny piece into the gas meter to keep the gaslights popping and spluttering. Mum used

to tell us how her dad would punish them for misbehaving with a spell in the coalhole. O ne

spot of misbehaving was sliding down the banisters of the stairs, which was very short, but

very tempting; our auntie lvy broke her arm doing it, and probably got the coalhole as

punishment.

When we got wired up with the electric lights, we had another meter in the coal hole, this
time an electric meter, swallowing florins (two shilling pieces).
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firewood for the fire, the lids had padded seats, where my sister Heather and | would sit,
getting roasted down one side till our cheeks were red, and from where we would toast
rounds of bread for Sunday tea, to go with the cockles and winkles bought from the winkle
man when he came round our street with his cart. Dad loved these for Sunday tea,
occasionally with little pink shrimps and a la rge Spanish onion, which he relished.
Afterwards we'd have jelly and pink blancmange while listening to the wireless, perhaps to
EOQwl xPUOET woOl ws) OUUOT awbOUOwW2xEETl zOwbPPUT wOUOwWUE
knitting our school jumpers.
At the end of the passage was the 'back kitchen' In one corner was a green and cream
kitchen cabinet with a pull down enamel working surface. In another corner was a large
walk -in larder, which backed on to the coal cellar. In the far corner was a kitchen sink wi th a
cold water tap; the alcove on the other side of the fireplace contained a gas cooker that had
ornate cast iron legs (under which the cat had kittens). In this very basic kitchen mum
cooked up the most amazing meals, and we still recall Sunday mornings: we always got up
late, had a late breakfast of egg, bacon, tomatoes, bread and butter and a cuppa, With 'Forces
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Favourites' on the radio (Jean Metcalfe and Cliff Michelmore), and after the washing up in

the enamel bowl with hot water from the kettle on t he cooker, mum would start to prepare

the Sunday roast, with roast beef, roast potatoes and other vegetables. We'd help by

chopping up the mint leaves for the mint sauce, to go with the roast lamb or mutton. Dad

would dig up and grate a horseradish root fo r horseradish sauce to go with the roast beef.

We would help Mum make a cake mix for fairy cakes for Sunday tea, to eat after the shrimps

and winkles. Just behind the kitchen was the scullery, situated out the back door, up the

path. It contained an old copper boiler with a wood fire underneath, where the washing used

UOwWElI wEOPOI EwOOwWPEUT EEAOQWUUUEOOawWwOOwW, OOEEaAUBdw+ U
the leftovers of the cold roast on Sunday. Beside the copper stood an old casiron mangle,

with two large wooden rollers, which creaked away on washing day. The scullery was also
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where he kept his tins of paint on shelves. Two other important tasks undertaken in the

scullery were the preparation of the chicken feed and the mending of our shoes, for which

dad kept a whole range of cast iron 'lasts' from the smallest to the largest size. We used to

love watching him cut and form a new leather sole or heel, banging in the little pi ns and

shaping the edges. That was workmanship.

Bath Time
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' the back kitchen sink for a 'bits' wash, an all over wash.

Bath night was Friday night, when mum would heat up

| the back kitchen by lighting the gas oven, heating the

rings. Dad would be charged with bringing in the

galvanized metal bath, which hung outside the kitchen
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the water and then more water was added until the

correct temperature was reached. The order of the bath

was always me first, being the youngest, then Heather,

then mum. Dad always got the murky water last, topped

up with another kettle of hot water .

Wrapped up in hot fluffy b ath towels we would all gather
in the middle kitchen and put on our flannelette pyjamas,
then sit beside the fire on the fender-boxes, drinking cocoa or Bournvita and listening to
'Friday Night is Music Night', and 'This is Henry Hall' on the wireless.

The back garden behind the house had a long patch of grass we called 'The Lawn', with
borders where dad grew Dahlias and Chrysanthemums, a gooseberry bush and rhubarb
patch. At the end of the garden was situated the chicken shed and rabbit hutches. The feed
for the chickens was prepared in a big enamel bucket, into which was mixed potato peelings
and bran, | can smell it now. The chickens were good layers, we were never short of eggs,
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Behind the scullery was the outhouse, the 'smallest room’, a brick built toilet, which flushed

with a pull chain. A wooden seat stretched between the two side walls and on one was a nail

from which hung the toilet paper, usually the Daily Mirror, torni nto squares, threaded on a

string. It was a useful job when sitting there to tear up more paper into little squares. That

was before the days of Ibcol toilet rolls. The toilet door had a six-inch gap at the bottom and

top, which let in the winter wind and rain. Dad boarded over the top gap, but not to keep the

rain out: Heather and | used to hang our dartboard on the toilet door, and our aim was not

always too good!

Play Time
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from number 37. We used to sit and play marbles, or dig out the moss from between the

paving slabs and make little moss gardens. We would play hopscotch, or ball, sometimes we

would lose the ball down the drain gully hole beside the kerb, and would have to lift off the

heavy cast iron grill and hang one of the boys upside down by his ankles to retrieve it.

Sometimes the big tanker lorry would come along and clean out the drains with a long tube,

making a lot of noise and a big smell.
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door then run away and hide, not always successfully! The elderly neighbours all thought

we were right tearaways.

Dad used to work at AJS and Matchless motorbike factory down in Plumstead, and we often

used to run down the hill after school to meet him coming home from work. There was a

Chemist shop on the corner, opposite the factory: | can remember the smell of that chemist

shop now. Dad used to swing me up onto his shoulders for the walk home, a ‘flying angel’
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shoulders). Dad would come home, go to the 'back kitchen', have a wash in the enamel bowl

in the sink, then sit down in the 'middle kitchen' to eat his evening meal. Sometimes | would

climb up on his lap and look longingly at the fork -fulls going into his mouth and, if | was

lucky, he would give me the tastiest titbit from his steak and kidney pud, or liver and bacon

Christmas Time

Dad bought a set of new electric fairy lights for the Christmas tree, a string of coloured light

bulbs, from the electric shop down the road owned by the Ander son's, (we went to school
with Gerald and Hazel) we used to take our wireless battery (accumulator) to this electric

shop to be recharged. The electric fairy lights were probably more dangerous than the
candles as we used to string the cable up and plug t into a two -way switch in the electric
light socket. What a welcoming sight, coming home in the dark on a snowy December
evening and seeing the tree lit up with all the coloured lights in the front window.

Every year, around Christmas time, dad would get bits and pieces from the motorbike
factory, such as bike springs and the like, and fashion a new poker for mum for the fire. The
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and wood in the fire place in readine ss for lighting the fire when we got home from school.

Earl Rise School 19480. | am 2nd row from top, 3rd from left, between Michael Sherwood and Carol
Wilson. 1st Row top: left to right: Joseph (?), Michael Bush, Patsy Menzies, Maureen Willcox, John
Hollingsworth, Gerald Anderson, Jackie Bassett, and teacher Miss Stenton (? Denton).
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event, and everyone got togged up in his or her Sunday best. Heather and | wore green

tartan taffeta frocks with dark green velvet trim, and had a thoroughly magical day.

Christmases' and 'occasions' were spent in this way: In the evening the grown ups sat round
and played cards games such as 'Newmarket' and 'Rummy’, and then we watched the very
scary TV serial 'Quatermass' on the telly, though | watched most of it from behind the settee,
with my head buried in a cushion.

Later, all the houses in Hudson Road including the surrounding area were demolished and
the area was rebuilt as a council estate.

Just about every garden in our street still had a corrugate iron Anderson Shelter at the end,
used for shelter from bomb raids during the war. Most of the m sat on the surface, but the
one at number 27 next door was still half-buried under a mound of grass.

At the back of our garden and that of number 31 was a huge elm tree, which grew in the
garden of the house in Pattison Road, which backed on to us. Wood pigeons nested in this
great elm tree. One year, about 1957 or 58, there was a huge storm and a massive branch fell
off the tree into our garden, knocking down our wooden clothes line post and killing Nelson,
our one-eyed tortoise.
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Bed Time

Heather and | shared the small bedroom at the top of the stairs, which we always called 'the

back bedroom'. We both slept in a small double bed with a wooden bed-head, upon which
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the road. Our bedroom did not have gas or electric light, so we were trusted with a candle in

an enamel candleholder and with matches. Geoffrey Welch, next door, slept in the
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would tap out 'Morse code' with a suitably hard object, sending him not very i nteresting

messages.

To contact our mates Hilary and Barry up the road at number 35 we had to slide up the sash
bDOEODwEOEwDI PDUUOI OwOUwWOEOT whbOxUI UUDOOUuJOI woOpPOw
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at us to get backinto bed.) Because our
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had to use an enamel potty (‘'The Po') at
night, which was kept under our bed.

The middle bedroom upstairs was
OEEUxPl EwWEaAawOUUwWUOI
brother, who had been in the army
during the war and brought back exotic
souvenirs from the places he had been
stationed. When he remarried he moved
out to Peckham, and Heather got her
own bedroom, and | stayed in the back
bedroom.

The upstairs front bedroom was where
mum and dad slept: if we were unwel |,
we used to sleep next to their bed, in the
'‘ped-chair,’ a wooden armchair with

hinges that ingeniously unfolded into a

little bed. We spent many sick days in it,
with measles, chicken pox, mumps, etc.
sitting up in the bed -chair, playing post
offices, or reading.

When we were ill, mum sometimes Lynda, aged 15, outside 29 Hudson Road in 196C
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practices in the district, possibly the first. Doctors Eileen Wise and Eileen Gorman in Burrage

Road set it up. They had dso been very involved in the establishment of The British Home

for Mothers and Babies in Woolwich. They were always compassionate and dedicated

doctors who cared much for the people in their community. Mum remembers Doctor

Gorman, when she was a newly qualified doctor, who would always come out even if a
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through all our childhood ailments and quite a few serious ones too. | had pneumonia once

and another time hepatitis. She was my doctor up until the 1970's, when | moved away from

Hudson Road. She was at my birth and when | married she was at my baby's birth, more

than 20 to 25 years ago. (2008)
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My Early Years In Plumstead

Diane Hagan nee Plater and brother Alan Plater

Diane recalls

Money was tight in those days but life was good. | lived in Glyndon Road with my parents,

: - Lily and Albert Plater and my brothers Alan
EOCEw) OT O6w OOwdaw, OUTT Uz Uuwl
lived nearby, with the exception of two
aunts, Em and Ethel, who lived in Eltham
and one uncle, George, who lived just across
the Thames. Fred and Kitty Vinton lived in
Ann Street with my cousins, Barbara and Pat,
my gran, Flo Vinton, lived in Ancona Road
with my aunt Doris and uncle Chris and
their son Keith. My uncle, Alf Vinton and his
wife Doris, lived with their daughter Linda
in Glyndon Road, on the corner.

In those days we all made our own
entertainment and | remember some great

parties. My dad used to sing his party pieces,

such as, 'Oh, oh Antonio and s . O1 wi POT 1 UC
OO01 wUT UGEWOT 1 xwdOOYDPOT 78w

Diane at Earl Rise Primary School 1951.

| attended Earl Rise School, which | believe still exists, from 1950 for three or four years, until

my family moved to Folkestone. | can remember on my very first day at school when an

older boy fell down whilst climbing up a drain pipe. He gave me a thump because | laughed,
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used to having two long -suffering older brothers, Alan and John,

who did not retaliate if | annoyed them, both wonderful brothers

who now live in Australia and New Zealand with their

respective families.

Mum and dad (Albert), possibly in Ancona Road.

I remember the Vicar; | think his name was Rev Milman, or
. something similar. My father reg ularly attended his church and
at Christmas time the Vicar would call round for a cup of tea. He
OEYPOUUOGaw OOYI Ewdaw, OUT T UzUwODPOET w
cockney rhyming slang!) whenever my mother passed hlm the
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days. | still have the Bible | received as a prize for regular attendance

My dad had a brother in Canada who used to send us food parcels after the war. What

excitement and anticipation we all felt when these were unpacked. So many things were in

short supply in England for a few years after the war ended. Sweets were on ration for quite

a time after the end of WW11. The highlight of our week was Fridays, when we went to the
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ration, | think.

My father decided to start keeping chickens and | can remember one hot summer's day John

and myself having to go to Plumstead station to collect them. We had to struggle home to

Glyndon Rd with this huge wicker hamper that the chickens were in, it's a wonder the poor

things survived the journey. My father could never bring himself to kill one though and used

to get Tom Barthorpe, our neighbour, to do it for him.

One evening my brother John was duly despatched to the corner shop to buy some boot
polish and some thugs beat him up and took the money, even then there were muggers
about (some things never change!)

There was a bombedout church nearby and | can remember us all playing in the ruins,

strictly out of bounds of course! Happy days indeed and a stark contrast to life in this day

and age.
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| was about three or four at the time. My brother John was bending over looking into a pond

examining something of interest. For some reason | felt an urge to push him into the pond.

So, on this mischievous impulse, | actually did this. Poor John went headlong straight into

OT1T whEUTI UOWOUET wOOwOawxEUI 60Uz wi OUUOUnwwOUUUDBEUI
e Alan was exploring a nearby field and came across an irresistible

. combination, a brick and a fresh cowpat! As you may well have

guessed, hehurled the brick into the cowpat with the predictable

outcome. So there was Alan covered head to foot in green smelly

cow pat poo and brother John wet and muddy from his dunking.

Mum and dad temporarily disowned them both and they made

their way home on th e other side of the road. What little horrors

we kids were but what simple fun we had in those days.

(Left) My grandparents, Bill and Flo Vinton, with four of their nine
children, Ethel and George at the back and Alf and Fred standing at the
front and onmy gran's lap. Henry and Flo's five other children were
William, who was killed in WWI, Emily, Lily and Doris, another little girl,

~ Violet, unfortunately died in infancy. Still surviving is Doris who now
lives in Eltham and Fred who now lives in Bexleyheatd is93. (2009)

I remember very well the terrible Smogs we used to get in
T Plumstead, swirling green grey choking fumes. The Smogs were
- =-2 the main reason my family moved away to Folkestone in late
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procedure in those days, on a doctor's advice we moved to the coast so she could recuperate.
I can still remember how homesick for Plumstead | was though and | cried for weeks
afterwards because | missed my friends at Earl Rise school and of course my gran, my aunts
and my uncles and cousins!

I have some lovely memories of Plumstead, | was so lucky to have a happy childhood, not
much money about in those days but all my aunts, uncles and cousins lived within a few
streets of my home in Glyndon Road so there really were some great family parties and
wonderful times together.
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some childhood memories of living in Plumstead.
Plumsteadwas my OOUT 1 Uz Uwi EOPOCa wl 001 Owi UOOwWhNKKwUOwhNEK K
from service overseas in the Army. Mum's family name was Vinton and we had numerous
relatives in Plumstead and Eltham.

We lived in a little terraced house in Glyndon Road. | was seven or eight when we moved
there and John my brother two years younger. We attended Conway Road School in those
early years until the 11+. John went to Plum Lane School after that and | managed to get to
Shooters Hill Grammar School.

Fice v 41 Julle

Mum, Lily, and my two bothers, Alan and John, c1942.
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Happy childhood days.

In 1945 my sister Diane was born. | remember the air raid shelter in the back garden. The
barrage balloons and anti aircraft fire when the doodle bugs attacked. | remember the street
parties after the war with bunting and long trestle tables up the centre of the street. |
remember playing on a bombed building site and some kid throwing a brick at me. Masses
of blood and several stitches at St Nicholas Hospital.. | remember the long summer holidays
when we would spend every available moment on Plumstead Common playing cricket or
Cowboys and Indians in the ravine, which doubled as a Western landscape. In the winter
playing football and tobogganing when the snow fell on the Common on a rather precipitous
slope on King's Highway on an old rusty roofing iron. We must have led charmed lives.

| recall as children, visits to Lords Cricket Ground to see the famous Australian side of 1948,
including the great Don Bradman. Then John and | would make our own way aroun d
London, visiting various museums and exhibitions and the Festival of Britain in 1951. We
went to the Saturday morning cinema in Plumstead, Roy Rogers and Flash Gordon, also
swimming at the Plumstead Baths.

In the early days at secondary school | caughta tram to Beresford Square and then changed
trams to go to Woolwich Common. Then | would walk up Red Lion Lane to school, past the
Military Academy. | remember at the tram stop there was an eel shop and watching, quite
fascinated, the eels being chopped upalive. The morbid curiosity of small boys! As | got
older | walked the whole distance to school.

| also have recollections of violin lessons, somewhere off the Common. My dad working at

the Arsenal as a Civil Servant. Mum being very ill and me having to d o housework. Visits to

Danson Park or to Abbey Woods on Sundays for picnics. Summer holidays at Jaywick or at

Cowes or Mudeford. Invariably it rained. Trips on the Woolwich Free Ferry. Paper rounds
OOwUOOPaAawWOOUODOT UBw wEEOI Uz Unusatirdad dammgs bor theE wi OU U I
RACS, to earn a few bob.
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matter with so much love and laughter and a wonderful extended family. Happy memories

indeed.
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My Experience A€hild In WWII

Diane Francesca Smith (nee Jones)

| grew up mostly in Plumstead. | was a boarder at the Notre Dame Convent in Eglinton
Road. | was born in 1938 so was very young when the War started.

| remember sitting in our dormitory at the convent liste ning to the bombs falling but not

knowing what the noises were. | asked the Sister in charge of us what was happening and
she said, "Be quiet, and say your rosary. It is the devil and all his works." Consequently | had
a very strange view of the Devil and the noise he made whilst going about his business of
being evil.
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An underground shelter.

We often had to go down into an air raid shelter, which was under the playground. There, if
it was in the daytime, we would have makeshift lessons, all sitting on th e ground with a
blanket.

My father decided to take me away from the Convent because he felt that | was being
brainwashed too much by the sisters. | went back home with mum at Plumstead Common.
My brother was born in 1943 and | can remember us having to go down into the shelter at
the bottom of the garden. It always puzzled me why, very often, | would wake in the night,
standing in the living room with mum or dad putting my coat on over my pyjamas. It wasn't
till much later | realised | had been lifted from my bed and carried downstairs when the air
raid warning went off.

We would go out into the garden with dark skies overhead riven with searchlight beams and
already the sound of bombs dropping, or later, the sound of the rockets and buzz bombs in
the skies. | was very afraid of this and once | panicked and pushed my dad into the shelter
and he cut his forehead on the corrugated metal round the doorway.
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| remember one time when mum, my baby brother, and | spent about a week in the shelter. It
seemed there were backto-back raids day and night. Mum used to rush out to buy food, or
get more water, or simply to sweep up the broken glass, left as a result of the blasts from the

bombing nearby. We were near the Docks and the Royal Arsenal so were bound to get the
overspill.

Editors footnote: Photo was added to story.

WW?2 People's War is an online archive of wartime memories contributed by members of the public and
gathered by the BBC. The archive can be found at bbc.co.uk/ww2peopleswar'
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My Memories
David Butl er

| was born December 8th 1941. My father told me | was brought home from The British
Hospital for Mothers and Babies, Samuel Street, Woolwich, on a tram. | was nearly four
years old when the war ended and don't remember much about it. | remember being in the
garden, at 80 Southport Road, looking up and seeing many large aeroplanes flying overhead.
From memory they were going south -east and clearly visible. They were bombers, as they
had straight wings, were very high and flew in formation. | remember litt le puffs of smoke
from the anti -aircraft guns, appearing high in the sky, towards the river Thames, a mile or so
from where we lived. | remember the 'Dug Out', the air raid shelter, at the top of my auntie
Maud's garden at 78 Southport Rd. Aunt Maud, my fa ther's elder sister, had the shelter
where my father carried me when there were air raids. | remember dad and uncle Jack taking
it down after the war; a deep hole was left. | remember barrage balloons on Plumstead
Common. Ration books we used for sweets, up until the 1950s. | still have my buff coloured
I.D. card.

When my mother was carrying me, she was evacuated to Scotland, to a farm where she
enjoyed fresh milk, butter and cream. But she came back home to Plumstead, as it was too
quiet. My brother Alan came home by taxi! (He was born in 1936 in Plumstead at St
Nicholas' Hospital.)

Our house at 80 Southport Road was a two-bedroom terraced house with a little front
garden. No bathroom in the house, but we had a proper bath, iron enamelled; not a
galvanised tin bath, in the kitchen. It had a large wooden board on top covered with lino.
The board hinged under the window and acted as a worktop for food preparation etc. Under
the bath were kept shoe-cleaning materials. We had a gas Ascot water heater over the arge
clay 'Butler' sink for hot water to wash and to bath. Often, the lid was raised on the bath to
reveal large black spiders in the bath. In a cupboard where the old cooking range was years
before, mum had a large blue vase in which she kept soda crystak for the washing. 'Wash
Day' was Monday, when mum used the large mangle and a glass ribbed scrubbing board.
Mum suffered a lot from arthritis in her fingers later, probably from all the scrubbing.

A large cupboard under the stairs where coal and firewood was kept had a loose brick in the
wall that | fancied dad kept secret hoards of money in. When | was about 16, dad allowed me
to grind and polish a 9" diameter optical glass mirror for a telescope in this cupboard. |
finished the mirror but did not have t he skills to produce the parabolic shape needed. Dad
and | set up a concrete pillar in the garden to mount the telescope and he got me a couple of
old brake drums for a mirror cell. | learnt a lot about geometrical optics, as well as grinding
and polishing glass. The glasses we used were two portholes from Chatham dockyard, for
10/~ each; you needed two: one for the mirror; the other for the tool. The house was knocked
down in the late 1960's. When we moved to their new home at 40b Walmer Terrace, mum
cleaned our old house before we left; she did not want anybody to think she did not keep her
house clean, which she always did.

A vivid memory | have is when uncle Jack, aunt Maude's husband, was having a bath one
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Saturday night. I'd forgot he was having a bat h and, wanting the toilet, | dashed out into the
kitchen to see my uncle getting out of the bath. When he saw me he fell back into the bath,
tipping it over on to its side, scattering uncle and all the bathwater over the kitchen floor. He
was not pleasedI Nor was my father. OnIy aunt Maud and mum saved me from their wrath.

; | ‘ i It took a lot of effort to mop up all the water.
They gave mum and dad a shilling for the
gas now and again for the gas meter.

Royal Engineers Woolwich 1900.

Uncle Jack was in the Royal Engineers
during WWI. He and auntie Maud were

married about 1923. Their wedding
photograph shows them in the back garden
of 78 Southport Road with my father; uncle
Bert, dad's younger brother; and aunt Nell,
oldest sister to dad. They were probably
married in the Baptist chapel, opposite our
house (it became East Plumstead Baptist). It was known as the 'Tin Chapel'. Uncle Jack was,
think, a draughtsman in his earlier days, then worked as a postman for a city firm. When |

collected stamps he would bring back interesting stamps. | had a good collection of British
Commonwealth stamps. My uncle was born in Colchester; his full name was Jack Naylor
Lyland Trueman. | think he must have had some terrible experiences during WWI as he
would cry sometimes when the w ar was mentioned or, strangely, when the French National
Anthem was played. No one talked of it or about WWII when | was young.

| have happy memories of Guy Fawkes Night and Christmas as a child and teenager. We had
a bonfire on Guy Fawkes. Friends and | would get fireworks, bangers and skyrockets mainly,
weeks before, and let them off around the streets! | would light a banger and throw it up
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penny ones. We made a Guy, stffing newspaper into clothing.

As Christmas drew near presents would begin to appear on the sofa in the front room, where

| was never allowed as a boy, except on special occasions. | would secretly inspect the
packets, trying to guess what they were and for whom. As a teenager I'd buy the Christmas
tree. One year | paid 7/6 for it, which was extravagant, mum said. I'd decorate it. We had lots
of chicken, ham and Christmas pudding etc. Mum made mince pies and cakes. Aunt Maud
and uncle Jack came round on Baing Day evening for tea and the cards would come out
with the sherry, sweets, nuts and fruit. They would argue over card mix -ups. New Year was
similar: at midnight auntie would stand at her front door and ring a large school hand bell.
We could hear the car horns and the ship foghorns down on the Thames. When the dustmen
came round in the New Year, they were offered drinks of gin and other spirits.

Another incident firmly fixed in my memory was when | was about twelve years old. | read
that diamond was the hardest of substances. This impressed me so much that | went upstairs
to my parents' bedroom and through their dressing table drawers until | found my mother's
diamond necklace. | took it down to the back door and with a hammer | hammered it on the
stone doorstep. Being imitation diamonds, the ‘diamonds' broke up! (They would have
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broken up even if they had been real diamonds!) It then dawned on me the awful situation |
was in. What happened later, | can't remember, probably just as well!

| was interested in science and chemistry. | did experiments with wire, made batteries, and a
simple galvanometer, which worked fine.

We had a cold and draughty outside lavatory. Our back garden was about 50 feet long with a
chicken shed and run across the top of the gaden. Dad grew vegetables and flowers.
Outside the back door, where we had bright red geraniums on the windowsill, was the yard
paved with red bricks with patches of concrete, which looked very pretty in the summer.
Mum, dad and | would sit on a bench there , with my auntie Maud and uncle Jack, drinking
cups of tea. | could see and hear the swifts high in the sky above the houses.

Aunt Maud lived with her husband Jack (Trueman) | used to go to aunts a lot, to ask for bits
of wood, bamboo canes, string and pgper. She loved me dearly and always tried to help me. |
learnt years later that they had a child but he died at birth. One morning, when | was in my
teens, | was in her garden and she came out and said her son would have been 30 years old
that day. Their house was not as well appointed as ours; | don't think they had as much
money coming in as we did.
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Earl Rise Primary School Class, -‘1953.’I am front row,- fifth from righ:c. -

Bread and milk in summer were delivered by horse -drawn cart. When the horse did
something, dad or uncle Jack would rush out with a bucket and spade and picked it up for
the roses. | played in the streets a lot with my friends. We played Cowboys and Indians
mainly. We used to climb over bombsites and got very dusty. When the road mending went
on it was a great time with a real steamroller rumbling down the road . We also liked to see
the brewery horse and dray going to Woolwich, along Glyndon Road, to the Woolwich
Arsenal Railway Station. The horses were very large and handsomely decorated with brasses
and rosettes, the driver splendidly dressed in apron and bowl er hat. There was a large
laundry opposite our house. | remember there were bombsites at the top of Southport on the
left and another at the junction with Glyndon Road. They were full of dust and the rubble of

33



WSS ==
advants

destroyed homes, but we would happily play on them.

I remember the severe winter of 1947. Large heaps of snow piled along
the pavements, lasted a long time, and there was a coal shortage. When
the coal arrived it was wet and had a few stones in it; this made dad
very angry. Dad had a fascination wit h radios. He studied electricity.
Dad had a Pye radio that he, especially on Sunday mornings, took out of
its case just to look at and dust it. He had a long wire aerial going up the
garden to a tall pole.

|

Just before | started school, at Earl Rise Primary | was seated on the crossbar of my father's
bike. We had just got a bag of meal from the Co-op in Brewery Road for the chickens. He
said, pointing to Earl Rise School, "That's the school you will start at". | wasn't very pleased
about that! Every morning mum sat me on the living room table to wash and dress me. She
was very keen that | didn't get 'in -growing' toenails, so my feet got careful and painful
attention! She also cleaned out my ears, carefully, with a hairpin wrapped in a cloth. Our
doctor was Dr Bush in Plumstead High Street. We had an open coal fire and a little electric
fire that we toasted bread on. Mum was a good plain cook and steak and kidney pies, meat
puddings, roast lamb and beef were regular meals. Dad liked winkles with vinegar, peppe r
and brown bread (Hovis). He kept chickens and rabbits. He would ring the neck of a
chicken, cut its throat with a small silver coloured knife, which was kept very sharp, and
then hang it over the drain to bleed. He would then pluck it; this caused feathe rs to fly all
over the garden. | used to watch dad 'draw' the bird; out came eggs with no shells! Mum
would roast the bird. | don't think he killed the rabbits but had them killed and skinned. He
used to say there was no goodness in a rabbit, but we had rdobit pie often. My brother was
five years older than me. We'd play hockey in the garden with two sticks and a stone.

Dad often took us on holiday to Sheringham in Norfolk. We went by train to Charing Cross
and then by taxi, a very rare experience, to Liverpool Street Station. Then by steam train to
Sheringham. Dad was stationed around there when he was in the RAF and enjoyed it there.
We stayed at a small flint/brick house with the Grands, who were Salvation Army people. |
remember the beautiful sandy beach and watching the crab fishing boats come in. | was
about seven years old.

hen aged about eight we used to go up
Plumstead Common to play cricket.
here were three of us, Alan, Mick Mizen
and . More than once | got hit on the
ead by the hard ball. My other mates,
ictor Sturrock, who lived just round the

porner in Glyndon Road; Billy Hankin,

=vho lived in Glyndon Road; and others;

played on the Common all day long.
henever we were thirsty we knocked at
iny old door and asked for a drink of
lvater, which was always given. We
played at cowboys and Indians, inspired

2 A e >
Earl Rise Primary School Football Team, 1&®season
| am sitting in front row, first on the right.
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by Saturday morning pictures at the Century, off Plumstead High Street. Further along,
towards Plumstead Museum, was another cinema: the Plaza- a real fleapit of a place. The
flash cinemas were the Odeon and the Granada, in Woolwich. Going to one of them seemed
like a real palace; very plush, with red carpets, chandelier and gold gilt everywhere. Another
aspect of my childhood, that turned out to be of the greatest importance, was being sent to
Sunday School at East Plumstead Baptist Church in Griffin Road. | remember being taken by
dad to the infants' class, at five years old. | was welcomed by Mrs Pucksley, a little lady who
was a dear and loving Christian to us little ones. | was on the Cradle Roll. | can't remember
anything about the infants' class except the pictures hanging on the wall of the Lord Jesus
with children around Him. At about eight years old, | was in Mr Chapel's class of seven or
eight boys. The hall was full with 60 -70 children. We used the Sunday School Hymnery.
There were verses, which we all had to read, and then Mr Logan, the Superintendent, read a
response: a bit of liturgy!

| remember the annual outings to Littlehampton and the 'Socials'. The games were fun and at
times a little risqué, with girls sitting on boys' laps momentarily! | attended the Bible Class
with the other young people: David Cowing, Gordon Martin, Sylvia Basham, Hazel Jones,
Evelyn Stonely and others.

Another great influence on my life was the Boy Scouts. | joined at 11 in 1952. | had been in
the Cubs for about a year. Every Friday night from 6 till 10.00 was spent at Scouts, with the
12th Woolwich. Our uniforms were blue, which was unusual, with a yellow scarf and shorts.
I got Tenderfoot, 2nd and 1st Class, about eight badges, Scout Cords (green cords with
tassels) and the Bushman's thong. The Scouts
was the main pleasure in my life. Every
Friday night we ended with a game of 'Hand
Ball'. | loved it and went home worn out,
knuckles and knees bleeding and dirty. In
the morning | sometimes got up late and
feeling sick, due to the exertion of the night
before. My mother would protest, saying |
shouldn't go again, but dad would say, "Let
'im, he's all right." We went camping twice a
year, Whitsun weekend and summer for a
week (August). A large Pickford's furniture
van was used to take us: kit, food and all the
boys and scoutmasters. We camped on an
apple farm in Meopham, Church Farm,
] — Wood Borough in Wiltshire, near a canal and
David Butler's school "Mug Shot", Plum Lane other places. Everything was so exciting:
C.1955. climbing trees, making wood fires, cooking,
chopping wood, making rafts on the canal, fishing using only a bent pin and a long stick. |
caught thirteen fish and won the prize! We charged around, climbing trees, making bivouacs
from branches and grass, and sleeping in them overnight. We would look out in the
darkness and see the stars of the Milky Way, so brilliant. In the morning we found we had
loads of gnat bites. There were campfires at the end of the day with singing, including:

35



'‘Ging Gang Gooly', 'In Dublin's Fair City', 'The National Anthem of the Ancient Britons', 'I'll
sing you one O, green grow the rushes O' and many more. Boys with me then were David
Cowing, Gordon Martin, Barry Beamish and many others | can't recall.

The influence was very spiritual. The Skipper (Mr Summers) was a Calvinist, as was Roy
Leon. We had many talks on spiritual matters. | was converted at 17, at an evangelist
meeting in our church. The preacher spoke about the blind Bartimeus. | was baptised by Mr
Hallworth, t he Minister at East Plumstead Baptist Church, in 1958. | joined the church and
began to teach in the Sunday School, preaching at operair meetings outside the Old Mill on
the Common and at an old people's home on Plumstead Common. It wasn't until later tha t |
felt a true conviction of sin, while | was with the Pentecostal. Neither mum nor dad showed
any real interest in the Gospel. Sid Cook, a member at EP, started 'Youth for Christ' meetings
in the area. | was involved in the fishing teams and was on the organising committee. We
held evangelist meetings in a number of churches in Plumstead and Woolwich, once a
month. We needed a treasurer for "Youth for Christ' and Miss Maureen Fry, who attended
All Saints, Herbert Road, was asked to take this on. She agred. Before this | had gone to
Woolwich to have a look round. Passing Cuffs Music shop, in Powis Street, | noticed a young
lady with blonde hair, behind the counter. She was very pretty. | actually went in once or
twice to get a closer look! This young shop assistant turned out to be the new treasurer for
Youth for Christ! | lost no time in getting to know her. Eventually, in November 1963, we
were engaged. We were married on July 31, 1965. We bought a house at 61 Nithdale Road for
just under £3000. Our first child, Ruth, was born 15 December 1966 at St Nicholas Hospital.

Let me reminisce on my schooling and work. The children who went to Earl Rise School
(Infants and Junior) were rather rough, as | remember. They were poor by comparison to me,
| believe. | can remember children in very poor clothing and often there were purple marks
on their lips and the back of their necks. | realised many years later it was because they had
sores and boils, due mainly to a poor diet. The purple stains were from lodine, which was
used as an antiseptic. | never suffered from boils! The teachers there, | remember, were Miss
Denton, an infant teacher, who, when she moved to Devon, we all cried over when she left;
Mr Tolbot, a hard little man; and Mr Vaughan: mum liked him and fel t he helped me a lot.
My reading and writing were rather weak for years, so | did not make much progress in
education. | was a rather naive and gullible sort of boy; the other boys seemed to be much
harder. Consequently | was sometimes the butt of their teasing and kidding, but not
bullying. | did not pass the eleven plus so | went to Plum Lane Secondary Modern School. |
spent four reasonably happy and rather unproductive years there. Teachers | remember
were, Mr Ben Kearns, a Scot, who taught me in the first two years; Mr Gilham the
Headmaster; Mr Green, a big man who caned me and others many times for being cheeky;
Mr Anderson: he was my teacher when | left school. The music teacher was Mr Shakespeare.

We had several school trips. The first | went on was the first time | had been away from
home on my own. It was near the Dymchurch Railway. The site was an old army camp. We
slept in large wooden huts: old barracks. | was very homesick.

The other school holiday was to Scotland at Kilmory Castle, on the west coast, for two
weeks. | was about fourteen then. The second week a selected number of boys, me included,
went to camp under canvas for about six days, on the islands known as the Garvelachs
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(Islands of the Sea). This was very exciting. We roamed around the island, drawing and
measuring it and so on. | think it was a sort of trial for the Duke of Edinburgh award that
started shortly afterwards (1954/5). | was actually filmed holding a surveying pole, on top of

a large rock. It was out on the BBC news. Somelow | managed to come 3rd in the exams,
held at the end of term, for a number of years. | left school with no qualifications (O -levels),
but very good references. | got a job as a junior laboratory technician at Red Lion Lane
Grammar School near Shooter's HIl. The teachers | worked for were Mr Baily, Physics and
Mr White 'Chalky," Chemistry. My starting pay was £2/17s a week. | gave mum a pound,
saved a pound and had 17 to spend. | never knew such wealth! | had an account with the
Westminster Bank. | was very nervous going into such an awesome place to cash a cheque. |
started work early January 1957. | turned up at the school at about 8.00 am. on a frosty
morning, to find the other technician, Mr McCabb, was not there. The School Secretary sent
me up the road to where he lived. | found him to be an aged irascible Scot, most annoyed to
be made to go to the school so early in the morning during the school holidays. | was
shocked to see bottles of spirits on his sideboard. My main duties were to gather chemicals
and physics apparatus together and put them on large wooden trays in preparation for the
lesson. | learnt a lot doing this. | tried various pieces of physics equipment, and dabbled with
chemicals, being interested in science, astronomy and chemistry.

| used to make telescopes out of lenses purchased for a few pence from a Mr Knight's shop
near Woolwich Dockyard station, later in Plumstead High Street. His brother lived next door
to us at 82 Southport Rd. He had a good range of microscopes, lenses andmall telescopes
and a lot of war surplus optics. | never had a proper telescope but made them up from
spectacle lenses (1" diameter) and tubes made from rolled up magazines. An old music stand
was used as a telescope stand. My brother bought me a Norton'sStar Atlas, which taught me
a lot (I still have it). It described telescopes that | could never hope to own. | spent many
evenings out in the back garden with the Star Atlas and my homemade telescope. | saw my
first comet; it was in April 1957, in the constellation of Andromeda, as recorded in my Star
Atlas. | also used to collect and make chemicals at home. | did simple electrical experiments
with batteries and made gunpowder! | made a galvanometer, an electro meter and an
electrophorus. | had a book that had all the details to do everything a boy would want to do,

if he had the ability; which | didn't.

When | started work | also went, for two and a half days a week, to South East London
Technical College, Deptford, to study for the City and Guilds of Lond on Institute certificate
in Laboratory Technician's work. This certificate took around two years, and | passed. | went
on and got the final certificate as well. | think we were the first to do the course. | used to
travel by bus to Deptford and walk up Fri endly Street to the college. This was a grand place
to me. | bought a blazer with the badge of the college and a college scarf as well. One of the
teachers there was a technician in the Chemistry Department at Imperial College, South
Kensington. He told me there was a position for a technician in the Physics Department
there. | was interviewed by professor D.J. McGee. | got the job and worked as an assistant to
postgraduates doing their PhD's. While there | saw there were other technicians studying for
degrees (General Physics). | decided that | must get a degree in physics. After | got the Final
City and Guilds | went day release and night school at Woolwich Polytechnic to get three A
Levels in Physics, Pure and Applied Maths. | also took O-level Chemistry without ever going
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to a lecture; | learnt it all as a technician! So in 1964 | started my degree (BSc Special, Physics)
at Woolwich Polytechnic. | did not find it easy! | graduated in 1967. The lecturers were of
varying ability; Mr Fry (Maureen's father) a nd Mr Hyde were very good.

In early autumn, 1967 Maureen, baby Ruth and | moved to Devon. We lived at first in a
company house (STC) at White Rock (Paignton), then in December we bought a house:
White Acre, 6 Gillard Road, Brixham. Gillard Road is the roa d that leads up to Berry Head.
We joined the Baptist Church there. Mr Arthur Neil was the pastor. It was in Brixham that |
first went out preaching in a number of churches (Dartmouth and Stokefleming
Congregational, Dartmouth Baptist, Moretonhampstead Bapt ist and others). | worked at
STC, which is inland from Paignton. | worked on photo cathodes that are used in image
intensifiers. After five years in Devon we moved to Chelmsford. Lydia and Nicola were born
in Devon, Lydia in Torbay Hospital and Nicola in t he Cottage Hospital at the bottom of Rea
Barn, a steep hill in Brixham. On the Sunday morning of Lydia's birth (she was born about
mid -day) | was preaching somewhere. It was then afternoon when | visited Maureen and
first saw Lydia. Rebekah and Sarah were born in Chelmsford, in the maternity ward at St
John's Hospital, Wood Street.

| joined EEV (Chelmsford) and continued work on photo cathodes till 1993 and then in the
laboratory there until my retirement in December 2006. In 1985 | and others from EEV went
to Ei, a large electronics company, outside the city of Nis in Yugoslavia, to begin a
technological transfer of equipment and knowledge. This lasted till 1988. | spent about three
to four months in Nis. It was a remarkable time, working with young men an d women, all
being university graduates. | was able to meet with Christians in the town. We stayed in a
hotel in Niska Banja, a small village a few miles east of Nis. In 1985, on the initial visit, | was
knocked down by a taxi in Belgrade and spent two nig hts in the hospital there. | suffered
concussion, cuts and bruises and a very painful knee injury, which is still (2006) a bit stiff. In
1993 | was served with a notice of redundancy but was offered a position in the laboratories
at English Electric. | have enjoyed my years there. | retire December 8th 2006 (God Willing).

Maureen and | joined Ebenezer Strict Baptist Church, Chelmsford, September 1973. | am
(July 2006) the Sunday School Superintendent (commenced 1974) and a deacon (1976). Our
daughters Ruth, Lydia, Nicola, Rebecca and Sarah must tell their own story. | continue
preaching among Strict Baptist churches, UEC churches and Congregational churches as well
as open air preaching in connection with the Essex Protestant Council.
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My Years In Plumstead

Tony Pitcher

Tony aged one, 1936. and 'eiD28.187.

My name is Anthony John Pitcher, my mates call me Tony.

| was born in The British Home for Mothers and Babies in Samuel Street, Woolwich on the
22nd of November 1935.

My parents, Albert Charles and Violet Maud Pitcher lived at No 5 Ravine G rove, Plumstead
Common, my gran, grandpa and great grandfather lived next door at No 3 and on the other

side at No 7 lived my auntie Nell and uncle Ted. My other grandparent's on my father's side

lived in Maxey Road, Plumstead.

My father worked in the Abat toir at the top of Garland Road and my mother worked in
Adelaide House overlooking London Bridge during the war.

Our house was the third house down from the Woodman Pub. Opposite the Woodman was
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and Sheila Cleary. All the bus drivers and clippies along with lorry drivers from all over

such as Cuffs, Furlongs and lots of Saunders Haulage trucks would stop there every day for

a cuppa or lunch. We as kids used to buy packes of Smiths Crisps with the salt in a little

blue bag for tuppence in there.
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Nan, me, mum and Chum

We always had a good look round the lorries and trucks that were parked ther e to see what
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truck with a big tank and suction pipes which cleaned the drains in the streets as they
usually had old balls which the cleaners found floating in the d rains in the troughs on the
side of the truck and we would of course take them to play with.
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My best friends at the time were John Swanston, Denis Allen, Harry and Grace Capon, Peter
Thynne and Harry Denton who lived either in my street or in Sutcliffe Roa d just round the
corner.
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grandpa, front row; cousin Roy and me.
Just across the main road at the top of our street was a big common where all us kids would
play; it had an old lake down at the bottom that had been closed for years. The lake was
divided into two halves and had a walkway across it with a little island in the middle. It had
railings all round it and we had to climb over to get in and play. There was a tunnel at one
end that you could walk up bent over if you were bold enough as it had a lot of water rats
living in it, some kids ventured right up it's length which | believe went up to the Slade
School.

There was also Winn's Common, which had a paddling pool and the football pitches.

Plumstead Common had the cricket pitches and further on past the Old Mill there was a

putting green where you could borrow a golf putter and ball from the man in a little box hut.

There were tennis courts opposite. Bostdl Woods was a great place where we used to
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good fun in the winter when the snow came to go tobogganing on the common and ride

from the top to the bottom of the 'oller as it was called, we would be freezing cold and

wringing wet but we would not have a care in the world.

When war broke out in September 1939, | remember the first time the air raid siren went off.
| was buying an ice cream from Mr Butler's ice cream cart with my mother, just by the Ship
Pub opposite the Links shops.

The siren was about 20 yards away and it scared the hell out of me, | grabbed Mr Butler and
would not let go of him, | was only four years old at the time.

| went to Timbercroft Primary Sc hool from 1940 to 1946. We spent a lot of time in the air raid
shelters as the war was on and there would be air raids most every day. We kids would pick
up the shrapnel and incendiary bomb cases we found, being sharp and jagged these would
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make big holesin your pockets.

. The Ship Inn, Plumstead Common.

| slept in my auntie Nell's brick shelter in a hammock until we got our own Morrison indoor
shelter. We would stand on the Common and watch the German bombers drop their bombs
on Woolwich Arsenal. | remember seeing the whole of the River Thames glowing red all the
way to London in the Blitz, later on in the war we would watch the Spitfire's chase the
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you did not know where they would end up. Many at ime we had the front door blown off
and lots of windows broken from bomb blasts. The V2's were the worst as you never had any
warning they were coming, one of my friends from school Donald Lush was killed just as he
was leaving home for school, we had a sevice for him at Timbercroft School.
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| used to lay in bed at night listening to the German bombers coming over and hearing the
‘crump' of the bombs falling in the nearby streets, the ack ack guns firing into th e sky and
hearing a plane that had been hit screaming to the ground. You could look out and see the
searchlights crisscrossing the night sky looking for the enemy planes. The big barrage
balloons that seemed to be everywhere, all along the river Thames; the Germans would try
and set them on fire with their guns and it was a spectacular sight to see them fall flaming to
the ground when a balloon got hit. We had one on Winn's Common and one over on
Plumstead Common by the Links. | remember the Land Mine that fell in Alabama Street; it
did a lot of damage and killed quite a few people. We tried to get close to it the next day but
was told to keep away by the police. Also Duncroft Road where my friend Donald Lush was
killed, that was a mess when we got there, stuff strewn across the road and broken furniture
everywhere.

You got used to seeing bomb damage every day during the Blitz, houses reduced to piles of
rubble and fires all over the place. It was hard to walk down the streets on the way to school
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with the ru bble that was around, you had to literally pick your way over the stuff. Don't

know how the fire brigade and the ambulances got through the streets sometimes. There

were always people with shovels clearing and digging. We had a German plane come down

on Winn's Common. | remember it crashing and we all took off to see where it had crashed,

when we got there the Home Guard had got the pilot, who had bailed out, and the plane was
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tanner (6d) | think it was. My family were lucky because we never got bombed out; | think a

lady down the street got killed by a bomb landing on her house.

As kids we did not take the war as seriously as our parents, it was a good time for us
although everything was on ration, we had no sweets or ice cream. Mum used to get dried
egg out of a packet and whatever else your ration book allowed you to have.

On VE day we had a street party with bunting hanging from all the houses. It was the day |
got my first full size bike. It was an Armstrong, second hand of course. We had some shops
down at the Slade, Allen's the paper shop, also a electrical shop, Bogg's the greengrocers, a
barber and a few other shops, | used to cycle round to Allen's to get the morning paper every
day. One morning as | was coming back there was a bus parked at the bus stop opposite our
street and as | pulled out from behind it to turn into my street another bus coming the other
way hit me. | woke up in St Nicholas hospital with my a nxious mother looking very worried

at my bedside. | was very lucky, only the bike was bent and scratched. Mr Swanston took the
frame into the A.M.C. Factory, where the A.J.S. and Matchless motor bikes were made, to get
it straightened out and, with a coupl e of second hand wheels, it was as good as ever.

There were two characters who were always on the Common, one was the Park Keeper
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nothing, he always thought you were up to something or other. All the kids would try and

keep out of his way, you could spot him from a distance with his brown suit and hat and his

pointed stick that he picked up any litter with.
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hat, he would walk the common asking kids riddles, he had a big red nose, all the kids

would look for him. | think he may have been a religious man as he would give out little

printed cards with verses from the Bible printed on them if you got the riddle correct.

After primary school | went to Ancona Road Secondary School. One day, on the way back to

school after lunch, | ventured into the lake on the common and while crossing the walkway

in the middle | slipped and fell in and had mud u p to my neck. One of the older boys,
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wet clothes. | spent the afternoon wearing only John Swanston's overcoat while my clothes

dried on the radiator.
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1953 on my B.S.A. 250. 1954 on my A.J.S. Twin.
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Woolwich Central School for Boys in Bloomfield Road. | attended there until 1951. My
favourite teacher was Nobby Clarke, he would take a lot of the boys cycling in Kent in the

summer months and also took us to Brands Hatch to watch the motorbike races.

| played in the school football teams, usually the 2nd and 3rd teams, but was the youngest
pupil ever to play in the team, at the age of only 15, as most were aged 17 and 18, in the 1st
team. | remember playing for the Lipton Cup and | was only in 3rd year at the time.

I had a job after school doing grocery
deliveries for a shop in Herbert Road,;
| had one of those delivery bikes with
a basket over the smaller front wheel
to put the groceries in. | had to deliver
to houses up Eglington Hill and
surrounding streets. | usually had to
push the bike up the hills as the roads
were very steep in that area, but it
| was a good ride back down to the
' shop. This was in the late 1940's and |

Upper Eglinton Road, Plumybead.
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was paid about 15 bob a week and | would also receive some good tips from the customers,
especially around Christmas time. | gave the job away after about 9 months.

Usually when we finished school in the afternoon my friends and | would cycle down to the
A.J.S./Matchless factory in Maxey Road to watch the test riders test the new motorbikes.
They would kick them over and rev them up then rock the bike forward off the stand and
roar up the street, then, when they got back, they would sit there revving the bike up again
until they were satisfied all was OK. My mates and | would try and make sprung frames for
our pushbikes. We would get metal tubes and put big sp rings in them for the front forks and
put long seats with plungers on the back as well, we would cycle to Dartford Heath and ride
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actually doing it years ago.

Eventually | got my motorcycle license along with my mates, we had a great assortment of
bikes between us, most of which were of the 1930 to 1940 vintage as that was all we could
afford. My first was a Royal Enfield 125cc Flying Flea. | also had a 250cc B.S.A. ad a 650cc
Triumph Thunderbird, but my best bike was a 1953 A.J.S. 500cc Speedtwin that | bought
straight from the A.M.C. Factory that Ted Cook a test rider managed to obtain for me. My
mates and | would go to all the bike races held at such venues as Bras Hatch, Silverstone,
Thruxton and Goodwood, we also made a few trips to the Isle of Man to see the TT races in
the 1950's.

| left school in 1951 and became an apprentice Compositor to a Printing Company in
Deptford; | had to do a six-year apprenticeship with one day and two nights at Technical
College. | did my National Service in the R.A.F. between 1956 and 1958, and had a few
months left to do to finish my apprenticeship when | came out of the R.A.F. as | had got
deferred until | was 20. | did my square bashing at Padgate and my trade training at
Compton Bassett, then | was stationed at Newmarket and Stanbridge. | was in Aden for most
of 19578 when the Suez crisis was on. | worked in a few places after coming out of the
forces, at New Cross, Farringdon Street in the City, then at the end of Southwark Bridge
opposite Courage's Brewery. My last job in England was at J. D. Garrods in Plumstead High
Street near the Plumstead railway station.

| was in the 10th Woolwich Scouts and was in the choir of The Church of the Ascension in
Timbercroft Lane for many years. | got married there in December 1958. | lived in Dallin
Road close to Shrewsbury Park where we had two boys, one in 1961 and the other in 1963. |
played a lot of golf at Shooters Hill Golf Club when Er nie Vaux was the professional there; |
also played most of the public golf courses in nearby Kent.

We emigrated with our two sons to Sydney, Australia in December 1965. | remarried in 1975
to a lady from Manchester who also had two sons from a previous mar riage. We have 13
grandchildren and 4 great grandchildren between us. We live in Baulkham Hills a suburb of
Sydney.

I am now retired; | worked as a production Manager for a large Printing Company for the
last 10 years of my working life.

| play golf every Wednesday at Richmond Golf Club and teach Tai Chi on Monday and
Saturday mornings. | still support Charlton Athletic Football Club; we would go to the
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Valley as kids every home game, from just after the war in 1945. | can still remember most of
the old players names, and | have always followed them through their ups and downs.

| suppose if | went back to Plumstead | would find many changes have taken place, but |
know our old house at No 5 is still the same as one of my mates was good enough to take a
couple of photo's of it a few weeks ago for me (2008). | still remember Plumstead as it was
and it holds many fond memories of my childhood growing up there. There is howhere like
your roots. | will always remember MY PLUMSTEAD.
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My Uncle

Derek Crompton

| went to Conway School (19571963) and then to Bloomfield Road School.

My uncle Dennis Bowden, is the boy in the picture, the third in from right front row with the
school cap (Conway). My grandfather lived there before moving to Piedmont Road. My
uncle (the only one I know in the picture) died in 1956 in Kenya. These were taken on a day
visit to my uncle, Dennis Bowden, whilst he was on school evacuation in Kent at the start of
WW?2. Notice the gas mask boxes. After this my mother lvy took Dennis down to Cornw all.
Their mother followed. But my grandfather stayed in Plumstead throughout the war. He
also refused to have an air raid shelter. He left later on for Cornwall in the 1950's. He used to
work in the Royal Arsenal before retiring. | was too young to rememb er him.

. (P 8 s st t: o
Durham Road Coronation Street Party (1937).
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(Left) Dennis Bowden (the one without the stick) and unknown other person. (Right) My mother, Ivy
Crompton (nee Bowden) with the little girl Lyn Alexandra, our next door neighbour, and me.
My Plumstead roots are on my mothers Bowden famil y, originally from Devon in the mid
1800's.

Dennis Bowden is standing behind girl. The woman with the hat is his mother, Alice Bowden ( nee
Johnson). Others unknown
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