
52 King Edward Avenue 
 “Normanhurst”  

My parents had the house built  about 1927. My father,  Albert  Edward Harrison applied for the
£100 subsidy grant in October 1926 and the plans were drawn up by H.C. Hunt of 12 Alma Road,
Winton, Bournemouth. I believe it and No. 50 were built on a double plot owned by Mr. Rose.  
I was born in 1936 and, apart from going to college in Portsmouth and then teaching in Kingsclere,
for a few years, I have lived here all my life.  
The room pattern remains much the same, except that the outside toilet was removed to enlarge
the  kitchen/scullery, and a toilet was installed under the stairs in what was originally the pantry.
More  recently I have extended the dining room to make an extension with patio door and large
windows.  Central heating has replaced the open fires, but the upstairs grates remain in place.
  
During  the  Second  World  War,  my  father  was  the  local  Air  Raid  Warden,  they  had  their
headquarters on the corner of King Edward Avenue and Mayfield Road. He also used to spend
nights firewatching at Pitman’s shoe and boot shop, which was next to Beales. At the start of the
war we just sheltered under the upturned chairs in the front room - I still have the original suite
though it has been recovered from the original blue. Later we had a large shelter which occupied
almost all the floor space in the front room, which we shared with the Macmullens at No. 54 and
the Moxhams opposite.  We kept  chickens and rabbits.  Despite  my father’s  re-assurances the
chicken invariably used to get out after he went off to work on his bicycle and it was my job to
retrieve them -  sometimes without  incurring  the wrath of  the formidable Mrs.  Gifford -  Wendy
Crump's grandmother. We had to supply other people with eggs - sometimes I went with my father
to  deliver them; I think that was probably so that he could buy their feed - he also boiled up potato
peelings which made a dreadful smell - and he was banished to the garden to mix up the feed. Old
Mr. Hawkins, who lived opposite, used to come across when chicken had to be killed. During the
war I was friendly with Betty, she had a slightly hunched back, and was an evacuee living next door
at 54; we also had a lady living in our front bedroom - I used to be fascinated when she put on her
make up.  

There were about 14 or 15 children in the Avenue when I was growing up. Most of us went to
Winton and Moordown to school. I didn’t like school very much as I got lost the first afternoon and
ended up crying on the doorstep until I was found by the head teacher! During the war I think we
only went in the mornings; I also remember having to lie down for a nap in some sheds. In those
days the Infants, Junior Boys, Junior Girls, Senior Boys and Senior Girls were all on the same site.

King Edward Avenue really was an Avenue with trees and we used to play out  in  the road -
sometimes a line was stretched across for tennis (dropped for the very occasional motor car); and
the trees came in handy as bases for rounders; we also played French cricket,  and traditional
games  like The Farmer’s in his den. Sometimes we went across to the rec - just opposite in
Evelyn Road  and still there today but much more safety conscious!!! I was always a bit scared of
the long slide  because I grazed my arm when gripping the side while descending - Mrs.. Crump
(Wendy’s mum)  patched me up. We soared really high on the swings and a long swingboat  which
accommodated several  of us. We didn’t need to be supervised by adults but there was a park
keeper.  

Margaret Elves, at No, 48 was a special friend - their house had a cellar where we had a wound-up
gramophone and records; the cellars continued all the way under the house, and as a special treat
we were sometimes allowed to come up through the trapdoor into the kitchen. I remember that the
Wheelers, at No. 42, also had a cellar, and I used to be fascinated by their gas lights.  

On the opposite corner to the Tudor House, there was a small shop - at one time it was run by a
Mrs Marks, and later by the Misses Barton - it was handy for ice creams and sweets and also for
any groceries forgotten, when shopping at the corner of Coronation Avenue and on Wimborne
Road.        
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