
Some boyhood wartime recollections, from Roger Goodwin 

(formerly of 5, Lystra Rd, Moordown)

Introduction

I  lived  in  Moordown  for  many years  but  originally  came from Southampton,  and  was 
evacuated to Bournemouth at the beginning of World War 2. Five children, myself included 
were billeted in the St George Hotel, on Bournemouth's West Cliff. The whole of the time  
we were there, was treated as a great adventure. 

My mother was a Red Cross helper and she managed to visit us every now and again. My 
brother, and two other boys, were in the same room at the top of the stairs. The view from 
the window extended from Boscombe Pier right round to Sandbanks. At times we could 
see large ships coming and going into Poole Harbour.

A lot of time was spent playing amongst the pine trees (which are no longer there) on the  
top of the cliff and going down to the beach, until it was barricaded off. 

I do not remember much about life in Southampton, certain things did like going to the  
'Percussion', About 8 or 9 of us would go to a house down the road from where we lived 
and beat seven bells out of  drums, cymbals,  a xylophone,  castanets and a triangle.  I  
always seemed to get the triangle, probably because I was the youngest. If it had not been  
for Hitler, I might have had a life time working in a famous orchestra as a triangle player!

However, the war commenced and we were evacuated to Bournemouth and life in general 
for us all was disrupted. My Mother and Father decided that the best way for us to be like a 
family again would be to find a house to rent for the near future, so we came to live in  
Moordown at No. 5 Lystra Road. We lived there for many years and it proved to be a very  
nice area to settle down in.



Schoolboy Memories of Moordown, During World War 2

Winton & Moordown Boys School - Early War Years

Headmaster - Mr Arthur, known as Ted Arthur - Josh or Daddy Arthur (Small in stature, 
face like a monkeyl)

Science Master - Mr Wheat - Sammy Wheat

Art Mistress - Miss Findley - used to wear a gold chain on her left ankle to donate that she  
would go out with American Soldiers. 

In the early years of the Second World War there was in the region of 34 boys in a class. 
Two air raid shelters were built for each classroom. A hole was made in the outer wall of  
the classroom for each shelter, and a brick built shelter was built out into the playground.  
Each shelter had a form on each wall to take eight boys or so. We all had an Oxo tin full of  
rations, comprising of a packet of biscuits, bar of chocolate, Horlicks tablets, barley sugar  
and several other bits and pieces to last us a while, should there have been any day light  
raid by the Germans. We all had our own places in the shelter - gas masks were carried at 
all times during the beginning of the War.

Every Monday morning for several years, boys that had six pence were encouraged to 
bring it to school and buy a sixpenny saving stamp, (to help the time war effort). There was 
a graph on the wall in the assembly hall, which recorded how much one had saved. There 
was also a list that told us how much was needed to purchase a Soldier's rifle or steel  
helmet or parts of a Spitfire. It was a great incentive to us boys, We would also celebrate 
Army Day, Navy Day and Air-force Day.

 Another day that we would celebrate was the  24th May ,Empire Day, where some of the 
boys would go up on the stage in the assembly hall dressed as Lions, Monkeys, Bears, 
Kangaroos and the  like  to  represent  animals  that  lived in  the Countries of  the  British 
Empire.  The  assembled  school  would  sing  patriotic  songs  and  cheer  as  the  animals 
walked about on the stage. We all enjoyed the excuse to make a racket.

The Corporation stored a lot of their bleached bungalows in the playground and some of 
the boys  who had found dog-ends on the way to  school  would go behind them for  a 
smoke! lf caught, Josh would give them the cane. One got the cane for any disobedience, 
which accounted for the fact that in the main the boys were quite well behaved. A very 
different scenario from today, from what one hears! 

Just opposite the school, in Mayfield Road, on the right hand side looking away from the  
school, in the driveway of the second house was kept a fire engine. I believe it was for use 
by the A.F.S. However, it was a magnificent specimen complete with mobile fire escape 
and a very large brass bell. 
One summers day a band of about eight of us were making our way home, having just left  
school, when one bright spark said ''I bet no one could climb up and ring the beII?'' 
This was too much for one of the Joblin brothers (who incidentally were always up to  
mischief). He climbed up, grabbed hold of the lanyard which was attached to the clapper,  
and gave it a vigorous shake! The sound was deafening. Needless to say we all ran!

 



The following morning, during assembly Daddy Arthur arrived on the stage, He recalled 
the episode and demanded that the offending boy should give himself up. The demand 
was met with silence, and once more the demand was made. It was met with a boy putting  
his hands up and saying ''Please Sir, I was walking on the other side of the road, it was 
Joblin'' The outcome was Joblin being thoroughly thrashed and the creep being given a 
good bashing after school. 

In May 1940, the Allied Forces returned from Dunkirk, and Winton and Moordown School  
was taken over to billet French and Belgian soldiers. This was good news for the pupils 
who found that they were unable to go to school. Some of the boys would still go up to the 
school during the day and speak to the Soldiers through the railings. (Railings which were  
removed and used for the War effort), We would take the soldiers home made cakes and 
other titbits.
They would give us souvenirs in return, for example cap badges, badges of rank, and 
other  bits  of  equipment.  I  was  given  several  badges  including  some German  Wings,  
complete with a Swastika, which one of the Soldiers had a taken from a German Soldier  
during the campaign, I was also given some leather bullet pouches (Belgium Army).
 
Later on during the war, after the Americans joined in, we used to make a point of walking 
to  and from school,  via  Wimborne Road,  One could  often  encounter  a  few American 
soldiers and the occasional request ''got any gum, chum'' would prove fruitful! 

There were several club/scout troops in Bournemouth. Moordown had one called the 43rd 
Bournemouth Troop, which met in a hall in Edgehill Road. The Church which it belonged to 
was on the corner of Victoria Park Road and Edgehill Road. 
l joined the Cubs approximately 1942 to 1943, then the Scouts. Our 'Akela' was called Mrs  
Kirtley, and our 'Baloo' later emigrated to Australia. It was a very good source of learning 
about ones country, and also shaped boys into becoming responsible citizens. 

One evening, whilst at a meeting the air raid siren sounded, A few minutes later, someone 
came into the hall to say that there was a dogfight going on overhead, so we all left the  
building to watch it. It was between aircraft of the RAF and the Luftwaffe. We saw one of  
our aeroplanes shot down. The pilot could be clearly seen ejecting from his plane, but his  
parachute  failed  to  open  and  he plummeted  to  his  death.  Later  on  the  Bournemouth 
Evening Echo reported that the pilot's name was Cecil Hight, aged 22, from New Zealand. 
His was one of eleven allied aircraft (his being Spitfire number 26988) sent to engage the  
enemy, a force of 70 bombers and around 200 fighters. Pilot Officer Hight was shot down  
by one of the bombers tail gunners. He is buried in the East Cemetery at Boscombe. A  
road in Kinson is named after him, Pilot Hight Road.

One of the lads who came to Cub meetings had a relative who worked at Gerald's Bakery, 
which was on the corner of Wimborne and Ensbury Park Road, and sometimes would call 
in and would get a roll straight from the oven.



Mr & Mrs Stack, their daughter Shirley and son Paddy, who lived next door but one to us, 
had  an  indoor  Morrison  Shelter  (named  after  the  politician  Herbert  Morrison)  and 
sometimes we would go round to visit them during air raids, but the novelty wore off and 
we made do with getting under the stairs, The other type of air-raid shelter was called the 
Anderson. The Coward family had one, they lived at the bottom of the cul-de-sac in Lystra  
Road. One day an adder snake appeared in one of the corners. l am ashamed to say that  
we killed it by throwing stones at it. 
There was a communal shelter in Nursery Road; if you went through the 'cut' in Redbreast  
Road, it was on the right hand side. It was covered with sandbags and had an air-raid 
siren on the top. On the left hand side of the cut was a corner shop that sold groceries,  
There was also a corner shop of Lystra and Redbreast Road, it was owned by Mr & Mrs 
Cutbush.  Mr Cutbush was  also a family  portrait  photographer.  We used to  spend our 
sweet coupons in his shop, and when he weighed out the sweets, he would often pop an 
extra one in the bag. 

After  an air  raid  we would  always  look for  bits  of  shrapnel  and cartridge cases when 
walking to school. Once or twice during the war my brother and l would hold an exhibition 
of bits and pieces including shrapnel, cartridge cases, army badges, bits of uniform, a 
German steel helmet, and several other war related items. We also had a hand grenade - 
- heaven knows where from it came from, and come to think of it, where it went! 
We would charge a small entry fee and all the monies collected would be sent to some 
sort of military charity. My brother and I would also save farthings, and give to a charity.

A Lady called Mrs Green used to live next door to the Stack family, in Lystra Road, and  
one day she took me to lunch at The British Restaurant in Winton, as a treat. It was vile -  -  
--the greens were boiled white and watery, the boiled potatoes were just bits, and the meat 
was all fat. I didn't like it, but since it was drummed into me not to waste food, I managed 
to get it down. I think it costs sixpence for a plate of dinner - about all it was worth too! 

We used to listen to the radio a fair bit,  programmes like 'Worker's Playtime',  'In Time 
Tonight'  and  'ITMA'  with  Tommy  Handley.  Every  Sunday  evening  there  would  a 
programme of music which was made up of National Anthems, from countries which had 
been over-run by the Germans. It was quite stirring. 

My brother managed to get hold of some snares from a neighbour, and decided to try and 
catch some rabbits. We went to a field down Muscliffe Lane, where he had seen rabbit  
holes, and decided to try our luck. After several  abortive attempts he caught  one and 
brought it home. After having the riot act read, and learning about poaching, it was cooked  
and served up for lunch. We all voted that we had not tasted anything like it. Probably 
because it has been poached! 
Another  source  of  food  came  from Rose  Gardens.  A  man  who  lived  there  owned  a 
sausage making machine, and every now and again he would get meat from somewhere  
and make sausages. Word soon got out that he was in production, and a queue would 
soon form. l found it fascinating to watch the meat filling up the skins. 
Thinking back, it was probably horse meat, which would be for pet food, but had a green  
dye on it, which could be cut off, but it was only supposition.



In order to help stop windows from shattering with bomb blasts, we had to have safety 
tapes criss-crossed on them. We also had to have black-out curtains or rolling blinds. The 
roads ended up being very dark, and pavements awkward to walk along at night. Static  
water tanks were erected in various places all around Bournemouth, and the network of 
pipes, roughly 9-12'' in diameter, were placed down main roads, in order that firemen could 
attached their hoses to them when needing extra water to fight fires, There was a pipe 
down Wimborne Road. One weekend my uncle (who worked in the munitions factory at 
the Royal Arsenal, Woolwich) came to visit us, His train got into Bournemouth Central at  
21.00 hours, and he set out to walk to Lystra Road, where we lived. Crossing the road in 
Moordown, he tripped over the pipe. It  turned out that he hurt  his knee and since the 
doctor had it bound up, he couldn't get about. This meant that he could not get back to 
Woolwich at the end of his stay, and would not be able to go back to work on the Monday.  
Because of the type of work that he was doing, he had to get the Police to verify that he 
was incapacitated, which resulted in a constable visiting the house. 

When Halifax JP137 came down in the meadow at the end of Lystra Road, we where 
afraid that it would be carrying a heavy bomb load. AII we could hear was the noise of the 
ammunition going off. The following morning, we went scavenging and found a small piece 
of twisted metal, painted green and kept it for many years. When it came down, apart from 
the damage in Wimborne and Malvern Road area, there was also damage to properties in 
Lystra  Road.  Among them were  a bungalow owned by Mr & Mrs David Ferbrache at  
number 20, the house opposite, occupied by the McCartys, and a house partly up the hill, 
owned by the Wadleys.

One Winter when the snow had been extra bad, we had a sledge and used to go down 
Redbreast Hill. One evening brother Mike was going down pretty fast, went out of control  
and hit a lamppost, Fortunately being wartime, sandbags where put around lampposts for  
use in putting out incendiary bombs, otherwise he would have split his head open. 

Just before D-Day, there was a lot of activity at Hurn Airport, preparing aircraft and gliders 
for  troop carrying  and training pilots,  every  now and again one would  make a forced 
landing or crash. One day one crashed at Holdenhurst, several boys, my brother amongst 
them, started stealing bits for souvenirs. It was not long before the Police arrived and they 
were taken to the police station in Christchurch. They were let off after a good talking to.  
My mother and I had to go over on the bus to collect him.

When D-Day came the sky was full of aircraft, all going one way, to France, The whole sky  
was full of bombers, fighters and gliders being towed by 'tugs', They just kept going over,  
and we were all out in Lystra Road, cheering.
After the D-Day landings, one of the large newspapers published a map of Europe, it was  
quite detailed. We pinned it on the wall in the dining room, and every weekend we would 
draw a line where our troops had advanced to. We also had pins with Allied flags and  
swastika on them, which would be moved as was appropriate.

On V E Day, we all went down the Square in Bournemouth, people were singing. dancing 
and shouting, Every now and again a yellow trolley bus would try to get through and we all  
banged on the sides, I would think it was quite horrendous for the people inside! 

(Written by Mr Roger Vincent Goodwin, formerly of 5 Lystra Road, Moordown)


