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The Heritage Lottery Fund is delighted to have helped this 

project and the Little Book of Memories which has resulted. 

For the Fund, heritage is all about people and how they 

connect to the past. 

Reading the book we get glimpses of 

those far off times and a sense of how 

Templemore Avenue School helped to 

shape the lives of the people who have 

contributed their stories. It is full of very 

personal recollections, and all the more 

passionate for it! Who would ever have 

thought that potato peelings could earn 

you money! Today’s younger generation 

ZRXOG�ÀQG�LW�KDUG�WR�XQGHUVWDQG�ZKDW�LW�
was like living during the post-war years of 

rationing, or even imagine how grimy East 

Belfast was in those smoggy coal-stained 

industrial years before smokeless fuel.

This Little Book of Memories is a reminder 

that the past is not always best captured 

in history books. History books tend to 

focus on big events and the great people 

of the past, seldom do they tell the story 

of ordinary people, or if they do it is only 

in passing. So it is clear that this book is 

not a history book, it is something quite 

different: it is a book about people and 

what they remember of the past; it is a 

collection of memories which would be 

forgotten for good if a project like this 

never happened.

Through this book we discover an urban 

landscape that does not exist anymore, 

except in people’s minds. These are the 

landscapes of our memory which can 

now be discovered by a new generation.

Paul Mullan
Head of Heritage Lottery Fund, 

Northern Ireland

May 2013
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Welcome to the Little Book of Memories – a wonderful collection

of tales and anecdotes that will take you on a journey 

through the hallowed halls of Templemore Avenue School. 

Whilst historical tomes have the potential 

to abandon the spirit of a people or 

place in favour of statistics, timelines and 

key events, this book offers the unique 

opportunity of walking in the footsteps of 

those who were schooled in, or at least, 

spent some time in Templemore Avenue! 

As the community of East Belfast is set 

to breathe life back into a school that 

served so well, this book reignites the 

memories of an era some may recall but 

all will enjoy. This is living history. A series 

RI�UHÁHFWLRQV�WKDW�DUH�XQTXHVWLRQDEO\�
personal but undoubtedly shared in the 

hope that the story of real life over the 60 

years of the school’s life is never lost. 

Resting under the shadows of the 

shipyard, one contribution from John 

Galbraith fantastically connects his 

youthful memory with the industry of 

the East, recalling that his grandfather’s 

“grease-stained boiler suit” used to stand 

“unaided in the backyard”. Poetically, 

he concludes, “I lived under the gantry 

cranes in a time of war, fear and pain. But 

it was a time full of love and care that I 

shall never see again”.

Ever heard of East Belfast’s agricultural 

hubs? Nor had I, but numerous 

contributions not only refer to the 

pig yards of Fox Street and Frazer 

Street, but the opportunity for youthful 

entrepreneurs to earn a little for 

themselves. Tuppence for a small bucket 

of potato skins or thruppence for a large. 

$ODQ�%ULJJV�UHFRXQWV�WKH�ÀUVW�FODVV�DFFHVV�

to the swimming baths one could enjoy 

with their hard earned thruppence.

Teaching methods and discipline may 

have changed over the years, but this 

ERRN�FRQÀUPV�VRPH�KXPRURXV�WUHQGV�WKDW�
continue today. Anyone with a sibling will 

be able to associate with Sarah Clarke’s 

frustration at being compared with her 

older, “quiet”, more “sensible” sister Lynda. 

In turn, Lynda should take comfort that the 

childish chides for wearing glasses haven’t 

progressed much through the generations 

either. It wasn’t personal!

I’d heard of a dunce’s hat, making the 

assumption such a tool of ridicule was 

saved for schools of fantasy, but Thomas 

Beattie seemingly had to model one for 

his class from time to time. And we know 

that schools often relied on the maxim 

that sparing the rod will spoil the child. The 

FDQH�DSSHDUV�WR�KDYH�EHHQ�ZHOO�ÁH[HG�LQ�
Templemore, but interestingly, Jim Bunting 

shares an amazing story involving Santa 

WKDW�FRQÀUPV�TXLFN�UHOLDQFH�RQ�WKH�FDQH�
may well have led to injustice. 

Through wartime and playtime, this Little 

Book of Memories captures the quirks of 

life at Templemore Avenue School and 

life in the heart of the East. Real people, 

real stories, real lives.

I hope you enjoy it as much as I did.

Gavin J. Robinson
Lord Mayor of Belfast 

by Gavin J. Robinson, Lord Mayor of Belfast 

Artist’s impression of Templemore Avenue School.

7HPSOHPRUH�$YHQXH�3XEOLF�(OHPHQWDU\�6FKRRO�ZDV�RIÀFLDOO\�RSHQHG�E\�
Lord Mayor William Turner on 2 July 1926. © Northern Whig Newspaper.

Northern Whig newpaper article 1926.

© Northern Whig Newspaper.

Harland & Wolff cranes. © Chris Hill @ scenicireland.com.
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about this book
This is a book of memories depicting life in East Belfast and 

of a community’s experiences of attending Templemore 

Avenue School.  The heartbeat of the project was created 

by past pupils and teachers; they have given so much of 

themselves in bringing this book to life.

Their stories reveal a solid education that 

kept them grounded, and teachers who 

helped to shape their pupils’ characters 

while encouraging them to strive for 

great things.

This book is about many things.  It’s about 

relationships. It’s about friendships, long 

summers spent playing football and 

getting into trouble.  It’s about going to 

GDQFHV��PHHWLQJ�ÀUVW�ORYHV��DQG�JRLQJ�WR�
the movies. The stories also reveal 

hardship and getting by with a real sense 

of community spirit, such as giving a 

neighbour milk or a cup of sugar, at a 

time when everyone was struggling.  

Life was very different to how it is today.  

There were evacuations during the war 

and families of seven, eight or more living 

in two-up two-down houses and surviving 

on weekly rations.  This book is about 

reminiscence.  It is about remembering 

the individuals that shaped the families 

and wider community in and around 

Templemore Avenue School.

Discipline was strict in Templemore 

Avenue School and lessons were learnt 

through punishment.  But there was also 

plenty of fun and laughter between 

pupils and teachers with sports, April 

Fool’s tricks, school trips, and cream buns. 

There was support, encouragement and 

success.  There have been careers that 

started in humble beginnings and with 

hard graft led to great achievements 

ERWK�DW�KRPH�DQG�IXUWKHU�DÀHOG�

Finally, this book is about sharing 

knowledge and wisdom, about reuniting 

with old friends and making new ones.

Our hope is that you - the reader of this 

book - will also remember the people that 

have inspired you, encouraged you and 

helped you to learn and grow.  We hope 

you will remember with fondness your 

school days and your youth.  We hope 

you have a lot of laughs along the way 

while you let your memories take you 

back to the “good old days”.  If you are 

still too young for that, we hope this book 

helps you to imagine how your life could 

be and perhaps to think about the person 

you will become.  Most of we all we hope 

you enjoy reading about the experiences 

of those who were part of the life, fabric 

and existence of Templemore Avenue 

School from 1926 – 1976.

by Templemore Avenue School Trust

Opening of Templemore Avenue School, 1926. © Northern Whig Newspaper.

Glastry School sports day, Portavogie, June 1961.

$ODQ�%ULJJV·V�DWWHQGDQFH�FHUWLÀFDWH� Jim Weatherup.
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'HSXW\�.HHSHU�RI�5HFRUGV��3XEOLF�5HFRUG�2IÀFH�
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by Templemore Avenue School Trust

Royal visit along Albertbridge Road, 1947.

Ulster Hospital after Blitz, 1941.

Lillian Totten on a motorbike.

2QH�RI�WKH�ÀUVW�SKRWRJUDSKV�RI�7HPSOHPRUH�$YHQXH�6FKRRO�%DQG��
ZLWK�$OÀH�%HOO�DQG�7RE\�0HUFHU����������



We swopped 

our parents’ 

bread 

coupons for 

sweets...Up 

the Newton 

in the Fifties.

Life Around 
Templemore 
Avenue School

 17 Life Around Templemore Avenue School



the club and the band
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We were just lads growing up in East Belfast. When it came 

around to the Eleventh and Twelfth of July, there was a band 

that actually started in the street at the bottom of our street 

and Gertrude Street, off the Newtownards Road. 

My father (James Beattie) started that band. He was well 

known in the area. 

There was a club in a building at the 

bottom of our street that was lying 

vacant. The building belonged to 

St Martin’s church. The name of the 

minister escapes me at the moment but 

I can picture him. My father went and 

approached him with regards to us 

getting the small building at the bottom 

of Gertrude Street for a youth club and 

he said, “Yes, but the only thing is, Jim, 

these boys will have to come to church.” 

So we had to go to St Martin’s church for 

sixteen weeks. Now Sunday school was 

no problem because Sunday school was 

just across the street from us in Foundry 

Street. I think a lot of us really enjoyed 

WKDW��EXW�LW�ZDV�GLIÀFXOW�JRLQJ�WR�FKXUFK��
so it was, back in those days. But we went 

and after the sixteen weeks got the club. 

There were lads from all around the area 

and further up the Newtownards Road 

and across the road that came to that 

club. When my father started the band, 

they all joined. 

I remember as well going to Elliot’s just 

over the bridges. We used to get these 

wee punch boards and sell them to try 

and get a uniform together, and we 

started off with busman’s hats. If you were 

lucky enough you were able to get a pair 

of black trousers. Someone, maybe your 

mother or a friend, would have sown a 

piece of red ribbon down the legs and 

that’s how that band started in those 

days, which is still going in fact to this 

very day. 

by Thomas Beattie
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“yes, but the only 

thing is, Jim, these 

boys will have to 

come to church.”

Top: Thomas Beattie.

Right: A summers day in Gertrude Street, late 1950s.



Pitt Street 

neighbours and friends  
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Our life revolved around the church in Pitt Street, but we 

also had a massive playground, just behind our house, off a 

wee street called Scotch Row. Between the playground and 

Victoria Park was where I spent most of my summer days. 

You could have left your front door open all day long. 

My mum worked but my aunt was there. 

Our house was number 7 Pitt Street 

and we would have climbed over our 

backyard wall and into the church. My 

dad was in the RAF and I lived with mum, 

my brother, my aunt Clara and cousin 

Jackie. When my dad came out of the 

RAF, it was about 1956, I had just started at 

the tech probably. Round about then we 

got a new house as the houses weren’t 

big enough for all of us once my dad 

came home, and we moved to 19 Pitt 

Street, two doors down on the other side 

of the church. 

She could have left my brother and me 

in the house with the door open and 

anybody in the street would have come 

in to see if you were all right. There was 

no trouble - it was so different, even 

from when I got married. When I got 

married I went down to Bangor to live 

and you used to come out of the door 

at night and the people there couldn’t 

understand because when we were 

brought up you came out of your door 

and there was always something going 

on. The women used to bring their chairs 

and just sit out and chat. My friend James 

McConnell lived just opposite us; our 

mums were very friendly and at night 

they would have sat to 12 o’clock either 

over at her house or at our house just 

chatting with the outside door lying open 

and the inside door just about caught. 

I remember one night I was in bed and 

they were sitting chatting away and I 

heard all these screams. I ran down and 

there was this big thing of a dog that had 

just pushed itself into the middle as they 

were sitting chatting.

by Alan Briggs

by Alan Briggs
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“when we were 

brought up you 

came out of 

your door and 

there was always 

something going 

on. The women 

used to bring their 

chairs and just sit 

out and chat.”

Top: Alan Briggs.

Above: Alan and friends.

Left: Alan’s brother Tony Briggs

outside Pitt Street Mission.



skins for a swim 

sweet favourites and the pools 
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If you got a sort of small bucket, I think you 

got tuppence in old money and that got 

you into the second class in the swimmers. 

If you got a bigger bucket you got 

WKUXSSHQFH��WKDW�JRW�\RX�LQWR�WKH�ÀUVW�FODVV�
LQ�WKH�VZLPPHUV�DQG�ÀUVW�FODVV�ZDV�²�ZRZ��
Well you could change and you got 

what they called the ‘ice box’ - it was 

absolutely freezing, but we would have 

queued for an hour or an hour and a half 

to get into the swimmers.  In the summer 

time we would have gone to the salt-

water swimming pool in Victoria Park, just 

opposite Shorts. It was freezing and dirty 

and they couldn’t keep it clean, but on 

summer days it would have been packed 

with people.  

On Saturday afternoons after football, 

there was no such thing as big changing 

rooms with showers. So you went up to 

Templemore and you paid thruppence 

and used the baths. You didn’t have 

baths in the house, and you just paid to 

get in, and the baths were big delft things 

you could really soak in and when you 

needed hot water you had to shout ‘hot 

water in number four please’; and your 

access to hot was limited. 

When I was sent for a message to the 

corner shop I always asked if I could get 

a chocolate wafer (my favourite was 

a duchess wafer) or a meringue bun. If 

my mother had the money she would 

agree and I would scoff the lot before I 

got home in case anyone would ask me 

for a share. I was the youngest of seven 

children and I was fortunate enough to 

get more than my brothers and sisters. 

We all lived in a two-up two-down kitchen 

house, nine people in all, and also my 

oldest sister’s husband and their son lived 

in our wee room between the scullery 

(kitchen) and the kitchen (living room). 

Times were very hard, not just for us but 

for everyone, so there was a sense of 

community spirit and if one family had 

GLIÀFXOWLHV�RWKHUV�ZRXOG�KHOS��

A family in our street won £58,000 on 

the pools (about £1.2million in today’s 

money) and everybody thought they 

were millionaires. I suppose they were 

in today’s terms. Real celebrities! 

by Alan Briggs

by Flo Brown
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“Growing up in East 

Belfast was tough; 

no one had very 

much money, no 

spare change for 

sweets or treats.” 

There used to be a pig yard in Fox Street. There was one 

round on Frazer Street as well, which is on the way towards 

the bridge over into the shipyard, and we used to collect 

skins (potato peelings). 

Growing up in East Belfast was tough; no one had very much 

money, no spare change for sweets or treats. 

Top: Flo Brown.

Right: Templemore Avenue Baths.
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I only had one sister who was 13 years younger than me, so I 

was grown up when she was born. My father worked in ship 

UHSDLU�DW�+DUODQG�DQG�:ROII��+H�VHUYHG�KLV�WLPH�DV�D�ÀWWHU�LQ�
KLV�HDUO\�GD\V�EXW�KH�GLGQ·W�ÀQLVK�LW��+H�ZHQW�EDFN�LQ������DQG�
was working as a labourer/helper down there. 

My mother used to do the work about 

the house and a wee bit of smoothing 

(ironing) of hankies. She took some from 

the factory in town; they would have 

sent her a whole lot. She smoothed 

them out and then folded them and put 

them in the wee boxes - you know the 

ones you used to buy the hankies in. She 

would have got so much for doing a 

dozen and sometimes I used to have to 

take them into town. I would get a bus 

into the centre of town and the factory 

was in Linen Hall Street. They had a bit 

of cardboard up the sides of all these 

hankies with a bit of rope round them, 

and I delivered these. Then my sister 

came along and things were different; 

we were living in a two-bedroom house 

so you just had to make do with the best 

you could, but there was no problem we 

were happy. 

You hadn’t a great deal to do, the only 

outlet you had was a couple of snooker 

halls on the Newtownards Road in those 

days. A place called Stewarty’s then a 

place called McMackin’s, but sometimes 

you weren’t allowed in there till you 

were over fourteen. Up till then I went to 

Boyland Club, which was a boys’ club. It 

was up in Lomond Avenue at the Arches 

and they had a football team. I went there 

and played for their junior team right up 

until I was about 15 or 16. I’m glad Boyland 

Club was there as I was at it every night of 

the week. A man called Bob Bishop, who 

was a Manchester United scout, opened 

it on a Saturday night for his “blue-eyed 

boys” of which I happened to be one! We 

would have had a game of table tennis 

or snooker and he used to send down to 

the wee chippy and you would have got 

a pastie or something. But that was your 

Saturday night. 

My mother, she used to do a wee bit of 

dancing (my father didn’t dance) and 

she would have gone to a wee dance 

sometimes during the week, but my father 

would have taken her up and he would 

have met her coming out and brought 

her down home.

by Harry Bruce

hankies for smoothing 
and boyland club
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“I’m glad Boyland 

Club was there as 

I was at it every 

night of the week.” 

Top: Harry Bruce.

Left: Harry as an infant.



seasonal games 

breakie on the boats 
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I always remember there was a season for things we played. 

There was a season for peerie and whips, there was a 

season for marbles, there was a season for skipping and 

there was a season for playing balls against the wall “one 

ball, two ball, three ball”. 

There was rosehip syrup that used to be shipped over from 

England. It was used for babies and they used to bring bottles 

of this rosehip syrup because there were no containers, and in 

those days there was thievery all over the place at the docks. 

Volleyball just seemed to have been 

invented when I was about 14 and 

we used to go to the playground in St 

Leonards Street in the good weather 

every day and play it. 

Going to the pictures used to be brilliant 

and something we always enjoyed. It 

was nine pence. My da would have sat in 

the “wee room” in our house on a Friday 

night havin’ his fry. I used to sit outside 

ZDWFKLQJ�KLP�WLOO�KH�ÀQLVKHG�DQG�WKHQ�
he’d come out and give me the 9d for the 

pictures. But you wouldn’t have asked him 

for it whilst he was havin’ his fry, no way!

Coming into the summer, all the potatoes 

would be coming in from the Channel 

Islands and Cyprus. We used to go into 

the shed, get some potatoes and have 

chips for lunch and sometimes chips for 

breakfast as well. 

Then there was a famous strike in 1966 

when all the ships (the merchant navy) 

went on strike all round Britain. There 

would have been a lot of ships tied up 

in Belfast Harbour and we used to go 

aboard this one ship every morning and 

the cook gave us coffee and he’d bake 

cakes for us.

There was a very famous boat in Belfast 

- it was called the Helen Craig. It used to 

serve Belfast to Preston and it sat right 

up tight to the Queen’s Bridge. Now, the 

new Queen’s Bridge wasn’t built, so it sat 

next to what was called the Transatlantic 

Shed. There was no electricity on this 

boat, everything was lit by oil lamps and 

D�ELJ�FRDO�ÀUH��7KH�ELJ�NHWWOH�ZRXOG�EH�
on boiling with water and you would go 

aboard and the dockers would give you 

tea and a bun that their wives had sent 

in and as a wee boy you got a bun or a 

biscuit. It was an exciting time.

by Marie Briggs

by Billy Childs
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“we used to go 

aboard this one 

ship every 

morning and 

the cook gave 

us coffee and 

he’d bake 

cakes for us.”

Above: Billy Childs.

Left: Queen’s Bridge.



cost of education 

many memories 
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If your parents didn’t have money then 

you might have gone to the college of 

further education. But there weren’t a lot 

of them, I don’t believe that many would 

have had the money to afford university. 

You could probably have counted on 

one hand the few that would have gone. 

Rationing continued until my late teens 

– coupons were required for sweets, 

clothing, food, and so on. I was a 

member of the church Boys’ Brigade 

and sang in St Clements’s church choir. 

My mother shopped locally, with 

occasional trips to the Co-op in York 

Street. I went to the butcher’s and 

greengrocer’s for my mother. 

by Sammy Clarke

by Jim Drennan
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“I was a member 

of the church 

Boys’ Brigade 

and sang in 

St Clements’s 

church choir.”

After you left eighth standard, if your parents had money 

and could afford it then you would have had a chance of 

going to university.

My father worked in Harland and Wolff. There were three 

children in my family and my mother remained at home. 

Above: Jim Drennan.

Left: Sammy Clarke.



flares and siren suits 
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I remember being very young and my mum was very, very 

nervous. These were war days and whenever they tried to 

bomb the shipyard my mum went out into the backyard for 

VRPHWKLQJ�DQG�RQH�RI�WKH�ÁDUHV�FDPH�RXW�MXVW�LQ�IURQW�RI�KHU�
and she squealed and yelled and of course it frightened us. 

Well, I’ve a lovely, wonderful memory of my father. Every 

Friday night I’d have met him and there was a little shop on 

the Newtownards Road in those days. 

We laugh about it now - my brother and 

I - but everybody else was hiding under 

the stairs or in the air raid shelters but not 

my mum. She had my brother in the pram 

and me beside him, and we were always 

aiming for the Castlereagh Hills. And then 

my mummy would just ask when the all-

clear came, “Are you sure? Are you sure 

it’s all clear?” and so we never got any 

further than Clara Street, but that was the 

life my mummy had and she would not 

stay in. My dad just stayed in. I couldn’t 

have been very old because my brother 

was in the pram, but I always remember, 

funny enough, going to bed with my siren 

suit on. That’s what they were called, with 

the zip up, with your leggings and your 

little hood - you were put to bed like that 

so when it started you were just lifted and 

away and that was part of it. 

by Carol Edgar

comics with dad 

Harry Parkhill’s, you called it, and my 

dad went every Friday night and he 

got the sweets and comics - the Beano, 

the Dandy, the Wizard and the Hotspur, 

which was probably for my brother. 

Those were lovely memories because he 

came in with a wee box under his arm, 

and I had loads of friends on a Friday 

from sharing my sweets. But it is a lovely 

memory because that was one of the 

highlights of the week; that was nice. 

by Carol Edgar
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“but I always 

remember,  

funny enough, 

going to bed 

with my siren 

suit on.”

Above: Carol Edgar.

Right: Carol and brother Jim Weatherup.



up the newton in the fifties 
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I remember – Hopalong Cassidy, Roy Rogers and the 

Lone Ranger, penny bars of chocolate, blackjacks and 

gobstoppers. We played cops and robbers, scored goals 

with a hankie ball; we wore short trousers, our feet sore in 

big black boots. Up the Newton in the Fifties.

Once I waited in a queue outside the Ritz cinema. Now 

where it once stood, I sip coffee inside Jury’s Hotel.

I remember – eating buttered bread with 

VXJDU�RQ�WRS��VDQGZLFKHV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�PDUJ�
and homemade jam. We swopped our 

parents’ bread coupons for sweets, got 

paid tuppence for a bucket of tattie skins. 

Up the Newton in the Fifties.

I remember – a penny cone from Fusco’s, 

Gemmel’s shop for pig’s feet and ham 

nabs. We paid a jam jar to enter the Pop 

and New Princess. We sat on planks to 

watch John Wayne. Up the Newton in 

the Fifties.

I remember – helping General Custer 

ÀJKW�WKH�,QGLDQV��VZLPPLQJ�KRPH�ZLWK�
Tarzan at my side. Buying the Beano, 

Dandy and Film Fun. Up the Newton in the 

Fifties. I don’t think I’ll ever see that again. 

by John Galbraith

old and new 

Once I danced the Tango in the Plaza, 

and jived to Dickie Valentine’s beat. Now 

when I enter through its doors a civil 

servant asks my business. 

Once I watched boats sail up and down 

WKH�/DJDQ��1RZ�D�JUHDW�ELJ�EOXH�ÀVK�
blocks my view.

Once the reek of Friday’s vegetables 

ÁRDWHG�IURP�WKH�PDUNHW�RXWVLGH�6W�
George’s. Now a multi-storey car park 

reaches to the sky.

Once the Queen’s Bridge echoed to 

the beat of twenty thousand feet. Now 

silence groans across the Lagan as it 

mourns the loss of Harland’s army.

Once I saw the streets of Belfast clash 

ZLWK�FRQÁLFW��1RZ�,�ORRN�WR�6WRUPRQW�KLOO�
and pray for peace. 

by John Galbraith
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“We swopped 

our parents’ 

bread 

coupons for 

sweets, got 

paid tuppence 

for a bucket of 

tattie skins.”
Top: Newtownards Road.

Left: Sweet shop, Newtownards Road.



origins 

snow falls on the road 
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I was born under the gantry cranes of 

Belfast, our Linen City. I heard the beat of 

three thousand feet marching down Dee 

Street, craftsmen on their way to the yard.

My great-gran always wore black; she 

stirred our porridge in a sooty pot that 

sat on the hob of a coal-brick ember. 

We waited at the kitchen table, bare feet 

ERXQFLQJ�RQ�WKH�IUHH]LQJ�OLQR�ÁRRU�
Grandad’s grease-stained boiler suit 

stood unaided in the backyard; water 

ERLOHG�RQ�IRXU�JDV�ULQJV�DQG�VWHDP�ÀOOHG�

the house and our eyes. Gran up to her 

elbows in suds and stuff.

7KH�ÀVK�PDQ�ZDV�VWLQNLQJ�RXW�WKH�VWUHHW��
Ardglass herring from his barrow, rubber 

apron coated with scales and guts. We 

put out the spud skins for the pig man 

then raced each other to our school.

I lived under the gantry cranes in a time 

of war, fear and pain. But it was a time 

full of love and care that I shall never 

see again. 

The memory is clear in my mind because I 

saw the streets of the Newtownards Road 

as I had never seen them before, or for 

that matter have ever seen them again. 

Streets and roads that had always been 

covered with the grime and dust of a 

densely populated industrial area were 

now all covered, white with snow. I was 11 

years old and to me it was like somebody 

had waved a magic wand and turned 

the streets and houses into a new world. 

A world that was white and cleaner 

than it ever had been before. The snow 

had covered everything - pavements, 

even the narrow cobblestone road of 

Vicarage Street where I lived was no 

longer visible. 

By about 11pm, people were out in the 

street; it seemed so bright you could see 

from one end of the small street to the 

other. Husbands and wives came out to 

stand at their doors watching the children 

playing in the snow - it had a street party 

atmosphere. Us kids went a little wild; it was 

something new. Snowballing and making 

snowmen was a new experience for most 

of us. Usually when it snowed in Belfast 

it hardly ever settled and turned to slush 

quite quickly - this was thicker than usual 

and it looked as if it was going to stay. 

Most nights our parents had us indoors 

by 9pm on weekdays and 10pm on 

Saturdays and Sundays, but the curfew 

was relaxed the night of the snowfall. I 

by John Galbraith

by Norman Gray

One night, I think it was in the winter of 1947, it started to snow 

quite heavily in Northern Ireland. Within a few hours most of 

Belfast and the surrounding areas were under a blanket of snow. 
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remember my pals and I left Vicarage 

Street and took a walk along the 

Albertbridge Road towards the Holywood 

Arches. It was late, around 11.30 pm as 

ZH�ZDONHG�DORQJ�SDVW�WKH�ÀUH�VWDWLRQ��
and the high Ropeworks wall; it was a 

different world to us. We went as far as the 

Connswater Bridge, facing the Ropeworks. 

Even the usual stench of the Connswater 

seemed to have disappeared. 

“I heard the 

beat of three 

thousand feet 

marching down 

Dee Street, 

craftsmen on 

their way to 

the yard.”

Top: Norman Gray.

Left: Harland and Wolff.



shopping at the arches 

sweet coupons 

friends, family and the doctor 
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She would hop on a bus to the Arches. I remember Inglise’s, 

Gordy Lemon, the Victory, Fusco’s, and Thompson’s the 

butchers. Happy times playing in the street, and preparing 

WKH�ERQÀUH�IRU�WKH�(OHYHQWK�QLJKW��

I remember standing in Willie Wilson’s shop on Friday nights 

or Saturday mornings with sweet coupons, taking ages to 

decide which of the sweets we would have, and I remember 

food rationing. 

There was no money to pay for a doctor so we went to the 

free doctor and dispensary at Templemore Avenue. A local 

woman would have attended at the home delivery of a 

new-born child. Most children were born at home. 

by Tom Haire

by Rae Halley

by Ester Hamilton
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“Our neighbours were 

very friendly and 

families helped each 

other out in times of 

GLIÀFXOW\�RU�VLFNQHVV�µ

For some time my granny lived with us and 

I accompanied her to the shops. 

The shopkeepers knew all about their customers and 

gave something extra to everyone at Christmas time. 

Our neighbours were very friendly and families helped 

HDFK�RWKHU�RXW�LQ�WLPHV�RI�GLIÀFXOW\�RU�VLFNQHVV��

Top: Tom Haire.

Above: Rae Halley and brother Thomas.

Left: Ester Hamilton and daughter June.



entertainment 
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As we got older, we started to go to the 

cinema and to go dancing at The Hut in 

&KDPEHUODLQ�6WUHHW�DQG�DW�:LOORZÀHOG�

Unionist Hall. I was keen on knitting for 

myself, listening to music and visiting the 

local shops at Price’s, Quinn’s and Burke’s. 

by Ester Hamilton

family memories 

My father was made unemployed 

when Avoniel Distillery closed. My 

parents got two shillings (10p) per week 

IRU�HDFK�FKLOG�LQ�EHQHÀWV�GXULQJ�P\�
father’s unemployment. We lived at 9 

Templemore Street together with my four 

brothers and four sisters so any money 

my parents had, had to go far. 

by Ester Hamilton

My much loved toys were a cloth doll that I made and a 

bracelet sent to me by my Aunt Susan from the USA. 

My father (Jack) was a labourer and my mother Elizabeth 

(maiden name Townsley) worked in Belfast Ropeworks. 
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“We lived at 9 

Templemore 

Street together 

with my four 

brothers and 

four sisters so 

any money my 

parents had, 

had to go far.”

Top: Ester Hamilton.

Left: Ester growing up.

Right: Ester and her brother Robert.



many memories 
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3XEV�ZHUH�SUROLÀF�DQG�EXV\�DW�ZHHNHQGV�ZLWK�PHQIRON��
It was commonplace for both parents to work. Women 

worked in mills or the like and men in the shipyard, aircraft or 

engineering, by the tens of thousands. 

Shopping was done at the Co-op, 

Shepherd’s, Stewart’s and Maypole of 

Lipton’s, as well as at numerous corner 

shops. Burke’s, Quinn’s, Price’s and the Co-

op were the local clothing outlets. People 

travelled by foot, bicycle or Corporation 

tram/bus. Bread, milk and coal were 

delivered by horse drawn delivery 

wagons. The use of a red telephone 

kiosk was a rarity. Visits to the doctor 

and waiting in long lines at school for 

WKH�GUHDGHG�LQMHFWLRQV�WHUULÀHG�XV�DOO��7KH�
pawnshops were very busy on Mondays 

and Fridays. Street gospel gatherings 

on street corners were commonplace 

during the summer. 

by John Hamilton
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“Street gospel 

gatherings on 

street corners were 

commonplace 

during the summer.”

Top: John Hamilton.

Above: John Hamilton.

Right: Stewarts, Newtownards Road.



“the light’s out” 

dust and ciggies 
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It was a small kitchen house I lived in with two rooms upstairs 

- mother and father were in one room and I only had one 

sister so her and I were in the other room. 

We would have played, would you believe, with the dust off 

the street. We brushed it in lines into a square and that was 

a house and we would have left an opening in it for a door 

and would have had a wee stool or something inside it. 

,�UHPHPEHU�ZH�KDG�D�ZHH�ÀUH�XS�
WKH�VWDLUV�DQG�WKHUH�ZDV�DQ�RSHQ�ÀUH�
downstairs and at night, when we were 

going up to bed, my father would have 

got the shovel and lifted the hot ashes out 

RI�WKH�ÀUH�GRZQVWDLUV�DQG�FDUULHG�WKHP�
XS�WR�WKH�ZHH�ÀUHSODFH�XS�WKH�VWDLUV�DQG�LW�
was lovely and warm. 

We had a gaslight that we kept lit for my 

sister and I all night and if we had been 

sleeping and the gas ran out somebody 

would have wakened everyone with, 

“Mummy, the light’s out,” and my father 

had to go out and put a penny in the 

meter and relight the gaslight. 

We would have gone round into the 

railway and lifted clay and brought it 

back and made it into a loaf and rolled 

it up for apples and balls and things like 

that. We played peerie and whip, we 

played skipping, hopscotch and we used 

to - I don’t know what they called it - but 

we used to collect ciggies and there 

were cards with them with photographs 

on them and we’d have played with 

them. Now, I was into the ones that had 

ÀOP�VWDUV�RQ�WKHP��<RX�ZRXOG�VHW�VR�PDQ\�
of them on the window sill. If I wanted 

somebody else’s different photograph, I 

would have put them on the window sill 

and they would have blown their ciggies, 

and if they blew over you won them and 

if they didn’t you didn’t win them. That 

was the way we exchanged things. 

by Maud Legge

by Maud Legge
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“We would 

have played, 

would you 

believe, with 

the dust off 

the street.” 

Top: Maud Legge.

Above: Maud growing up.

Right: Maud and friends.



back home 

marlies, fish and chips 
and the pop 
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I came back from the country aged 8 and went to Megain 

Memorial School for second and third standard. There were 

large areas of bombsites to play in and a graveyard as well. 

We played Cowboys and Indians around the streets of East 

Belfast, Thunder and Lightning (door knocking); we also 

played “marlies” (marbles). 

On Saturday mornings we went to the 

swimming pool and Thursdays after 

school to Templemore Baths as well. I 

remember going to the Co-op at Dee 

Street with my mum on a Saturday. We 

went up the road to the Arches to get the 

fresh veg and pastry for Sundays. 

I joined the Girl Guides and went to Bible 

class and church. After church dad took 

my brother and I on a walk till dinner was 

ready. Once I was involved in church 

life I made new friends and was not so 

homesick for the country. 

I went on messages for Mrs Barry for snuff, 

and cigarettes for my mum’s friend Jimmy 

Eccles. Our community had faced the Blitz 

and we were quite a good community. 

We played with a skipping rope and a 

game called French and German jumps 

with elastic bands. We played lots of ball 

games, throwing two or more balls against 

a wall and not dropping any. We played 

hopscotch and chestnuts on a string. 

Family life was lovely, mum always made 

sure we were warm and she bought 

XV�ÀVK�DQG�FKLSV��D�EDODQFHG�PHDO��RQ�
Saturday night. On the same night we 

KDG�D�EDWK�LQ�D�WLQ�EDWK�LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�ÀUH��
One bath did my sister and me; some 

families had ten children and at least two 

families had more than twenty children - 

how did they manage in a two-bedroom 

house? 

Occasionally we got to the Pop (cinema) 

and we never missed Sunday school, 

which has stood us in good stead. 

On leaving school at 14, I started work in 

the Ropeworks but soon moved on as 

MREV�ZHUH�HDV\�WR�ÀQG��:H�DOVR�XVHG�WR�
babysit our chums’ siblings and washed 

them in a big Belfast sink so that mum and 

dad could go to the Pop. The youngest of 

those children are now in their 60s and 

still blush when I remember those times. 

by Mary McDermott

by Doreen McKnight
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“Our community 

had faced 

the Blitz and 

we were 

quite a good 

community.”

Top: Mary McDermott.

Above: Mary and her brother William.



the jordon’s incident 

hungry ’30s 
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There was a shop called Jordon’s and it was in an older 

building. I remember one day we were playing football 

and we kicked the ball over the wall and somebody said, 

“Away round to old Pad’s yard and get the ball back,” and 

someone went round and came back.

As a family we didn’t have much but we were happy. I have 

three sisters and have great memories of them all. My parents 

ZHUH�ÀUP�DQG�HQFRXUDJLQJ��,�WKDQN�*RG�IRU�DOO�RI�P\�IDPLO\��

Oh dear, we were in trouble; he had the 

windows at the back of the bakery open 

and the ball had gone in the window and 

landed in a big thing of custard. Not only 

KDG�ZH�WR�SD\�WR�JHW�WKH�ZLQGRZ�À[HG��

he charged us for the custard as well and 

for the next lot of weeks we went round 

collecting sixpences and shillings off 

everybody to pay for it. 

We lived in Cable Street and played 

football, rounders, and cricket, we ran 

races and had gang meetings in the air raid 

shelters. We went to the pictures (cinema) a 

lot. We went to the New Princess, Popular 

(Pop), Astoria, Picture Drome, Strand, 

:LOORZÀHOG��:LQNLH��DQG�&DVWOH��

I was born in the “hungry thirties”, lived 

through the Second World War and 

was evacuated to Portrush then to 

Carrowdore (I went to school there as 

well). With rationing, and with our house 

being bombed while we were in it, life 

ZDV�GLIÀFXOW��

by David McMillen

by William McNaughten
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Right: William McNaughten.

Above: William and sister Cis.

Right: David McMillen.

Above: David and his friend Jimmy.



movie madness 
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I was keenly interested in movies and in those days 

nine pence got you into any. There were six cinemas in 

East Belfast then and there’s only one of them left - the 

Strand, up at the Holywood Road. There were two on the 

Newtownards Road, one on the Castlereagh Road, one on 

WKH�:LOORZÀHOG�5RDG�DQG�RQH�RQ�WKH�&UHJDJK�5RDG��7KH\�
were all within walking distance, you know. 

But there were six cinemas - this is all pre-

television of course, there were no TVs. My 

grandson was stunned when he asked me 

about television and I said, “Well you see, 

Andrew, we didn’t have TV till I was 18.” 

WHAT! “What did you do?” he asked. I said, 

“You found something to do, you know.” 

I used to go three or four times a week 

because it was nine pence or a shilling - 

well under 5p now - and you went with a 

crowd of six or seven friends. You went 

WRJHWKHU�DQG�LW�GLGQ·W�PDWWHU�ZKDW�WKH�ÀOP�
was, within reason, you just went. It was 

somewhere to be and this went on until 

you were in your early teens, and if you 

started taking a girl out you could have 

taken her to any cinema but if you were 

seen coming out of the Strand together 

“bells were ringing” - there must have been 

an engagement coming! 

Big stars in those days would have been 

John Wayne and Clark Gable and Bette 

Davis - these were the pre-Marilyn days. 

When The Quiet Man (a John Wayne 

movie) was made it was hugely popular 

here because it was basic, and I got to 

VHH�ZKHUH�WKH�ÀOP�ZDV�PDGH���LQ�&RQJ��LQ�
the West of Ireland. The place is still there 

and the village is still there as if nothing has 

been moved. You know, it’s just exactly 

the same. I met a couple of people who 

met John Wayne when he was over 

making the movie and I was down there 

with a friend over one weekend and oh 

how they talked about it; the village priest 

talked about it, the person in the shop 

talked about it, and this went on. Oh it was 

really popular, the same as when Gone 

With The Wind came out. 

Your big employers were the Mill and 

the Ropeworks on the Newtownards 

Road and they used to stop early to let 

people out because it was a three-and-a-

KDOI�KRXU�ÀOP�\RX�NQRZ�DQG�WKH\�FORVHG�
down early to let them go and see that. It 

was a classic.

by Billy Ralph
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My grandson 

was stunned 

when he asked 

me about 

television and I 

said, “Well you 

see, Andrew, 

we didn’t have 

TV till I was 18.”

Top: Bill Ralph at Marilyn Monroe’s grave.

Left: The Princess Cinema.

Below: The Castle Cinema.



fun and games 
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I remember coming home from school and going out to 

play football with a cloth ball. If someone had a real football 

(called a “caser” – I don’t know why) you were lucky. Two 

teams were picked, and of course the one who owned the 

ball was everybody’s friend. 

Lamp posts or two coats were goals. We 

played until it got too dark, and ran from 

the police when they came round as 

playing football in the streets was 

not allowed. 

I remember hitting a handball against 

the wall and heading the ball against 

the wall to see how many times it could 

be done. I remember playing “thunder 

and lightning” (knocking someone’s door 

and leaving a bottle on the window 

sill with a string tied to the knocker and 

of course the clatter when the bottle 

broke!), “churchy, churchy”, “one man” 

(trying to see how many could jump onto 

somebody’s back holding their arms 

against the wall, slightly bent over). 

I remember going to the Oval to watch 

the Glens and asking the older men to lift 

us over the stile. 

We lived in a kitchen house with no 

bathroom, just a kitchen and scullery with 

eight in the family and we got washed in 

WKH�VLQN�RU�EDWKHG�LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�ÀUH��

I joined the Life Boys and then the

Boys’ Brigade. I remember robbing the 

apple orchards and getting chased by 

the owners. 

I remember going up the Holywood 

Road to gather wood for the Twelfth of 

-XO\�ERQÀUHV���D�WUDGLWLRQ�VWLOO�FDUULHG�RQ��
People were not rich but they still seem to 

have had more than the lifestyle today 

gives people. 

by Sid Spence
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“Going up the 

Holywood Road 

WR�JDWKHU�ERQÀUH�
wood for the 

Twelfth of July 

ERQÀUHV�²�D�
tradition still 

carried on.”

Top: Sid Spence.

Right: Sid with his band mates and grandson.



Ok, tell me 

what were 

you doing? 

I was rescuing 

a reindeer for 

Santa!

Life At Templemore
Avenue School
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Left: Richard McBurney’s band registration card.



I used to think Mr Bunting had eyes on the back of his head 

‘cause he always caught you on doing something but he 

never said right away. He walked up the aisle past you and 

he might have turned round and said to me, for instance, or 

someone else, but he would have said to me, “Beattie, do 

you think I didn’t see you throwing that paper?” 

And he didn’t just tell you to get out of the 

chair, if you had long sideburns he would 

have grabbed your sideburns and he 

would have lifted you up out of the seat! 

Well, you had to get up out of the seat 

‘cause you knew it was going to hurt. 

In the corner, it used to amaze me 

because the only thing we had in the 

corner was like a big wardrobe. A big 

brown wardrobe, sort of a mahogany 

teak colour and it was basically books 

that were kept in there. But I also 

remember the top shelf, there was a 

dunce’s hat and whenever you messed 

about Mr Bunting would have told you 

to go over there, open the door and 

stand there and lift the hat out and put it 

on your head with your back facing the 

class. Humorous to think about it now! 

Fantastic times! 

the dunce’s hat 
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by Thomas Beattie
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“But I also remember 

the top shelf, there 

was a dunce’s hat 

and whenever you 

messed about Mr 

Bunting would have 

told you to go over 

there ... put it on 

your head”

Top: Thomas Beattie and friends.

Right: Thomas and football team.



So we were over at the swimmers (Miss 

Smith took us swimming, and then there 

was a Miss Jefferies) and we were coming 

out of the swimming baths, and this was 

on the other side of the road from the 

school, and there was a wee shop just 

across the way and we went to the wee 

shop. So instead of us walking up to go 

VWUDLJKW�DFURVV�WR�7RE\�0HUFHU·V�RIÀFH��

we just crossed where the wee shop was. 

Now, how we were found out I don’t 

know, but he got wind of it and we were 

sent for and we got two slaps with the 

cane on each hand for doing that and 

believe you me we never did it again. 

When Toby Mercer said you had done 

VRPHWKLQJ�ZURQJ�\RX�GHÀQLWHO\�GLGQ·W�
do it again! 

On the day we got married, the swimmers 

came over to May Street Presbyterian 

church in town, that was our church, and 

they formed a guard of honour with sticks 

and swimming trunks on the end of them. 

It was a school where you met great 

people and the teachers were 

DEVROXWHO\�WHUULÀF��

shop after the swimmers 

the swimming club 
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by Eva Beck

by Eva Beck
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“On the day we got 

married the swimmers 

came over to May 

Street Presbyterian 

church in town, that 

was our church, and 

they formed a guard 

of honour with sticks 

and swimming trunks 

on the end of them.”

Toby Mercer was strict. He was good, but he was strict. If you 

were crossing from the other side of the school, you had to 

FRPH�XS�WR�ZKHUH�KLV�RIÀFH�ZDV�DQG�FURVV�WKHUH��

It really was a good school and it got me into swimming and 

swimming was our (my husband and me) life, because Angus 

and I both coached some of the swimmers and it was the 

biggest part of our life, it really was. 

Top: Eva Beck.

Left: Angus Beck and swimming team mates.



I enjoyed Templemore Avenue and I thought it was a great 

school ‘cause I was on the football team so of course that 

made it all the more exciting. 

We didn’t have a football ground of our 

own; we played all of our home matches 

up at Strandtown, which is on the North 

Road. One of the things we used to do 

was take it in turn with the ball that we 

played with, bringing it home so you 

used it between that and the next match. 

The “caser” we used to call it; it was a 

leather ball, so you had it at home until 

the next match so you and your mates 

would kick it about until you took it back 

to the school. There was stitching across 

the ball and it was a bladder, you know 

the way with a tyre you would have a 

tube in the tyre? Well, with these balls 

the tube was inside so you had to get 

a pump and blow them up. Then there 

was a lace and if you headed the lace 

part it would have cut the head off you.  

Footballs today, the water and the muck 

don’t cling to them, but those balls on a 

muddy day were very heavy. 

The guy that took the football, funny 

enough, was a rugby guy - a guy 

called McClean - and a funny incident 

happened. A friend, James McConnell, 

DQG�,�ZHUH�WR�SOD\�LQ�WKH�FXS�ÀQDO�DQG�KH�
took us out into the playground for a bit 

of training on concrete, like. So he had 

this idea - he put a ball or a skittle in the 

middle of the playground and he had 

two teams. He blew his whistle and you 

had to dash forward to see who could 

JHW�WR�WKH�EDOO�ÀUVW�RU�JUDE�WKH�VNLWWOH�ÀUVW��
James and I dashed forward and we 

both hit it at the same time and the two 

heads came in (BANG) and the two of us 

ZHUH�QHDUO\�GRXEWIXO�IRU�WKH�FXS�ÀQDO�EXW�
we managed alright. 

the caser and skittles 

Life At Templemore Avenue School 58

by Alan Briggs
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“James and I dashed forward 

and we both hit it at the 

same time and the two 

heads came in (BANG)...” 

7RS��$ODQ�%ULJJV·V�H[DP�FHUWLÀFDWH�
Left: Alan Briggs, football team.



I always enjoyed school - well, when I got there. 

I was in the school choir and used to really enjoy it. One year, 

I think it was 1961, we were in a competition in the Assembly 

Rooms in Belfast and we came second. Oh, I thought it was the 

greatest thing ever to be part of a choir that won something. 

The thought of going always annoyed 

me, but once in the building I always 

thought, “Well I’m here now, I might as 

well make the most of it.” So that’s what 

I did. I did my best in all the lessons and 

accepted what I didn’t know and just 

thought I’d never know it!

When I was 14 and 15, we had a teacher 

whose wife was ill. He used to send me 

and my friend down to the launderette in 

Templemore Avenue with his clothes and 

we would get them washed and dried 

and folded and bring them back up to 

him. Dinger Bell once asked me to go into 

town for him to a chemist for perfume 

called Hartnell’s “In Love” for his niece. 

,�KDG�ÀYH�IULHQGV�LQ�WKH�ODVW�FRXSOH�RI�
years at the school and everyone used 

to call us “the 5 Ms”: Margaret, Margaret, 

Marie (pronounced “marry”) Marie (me) 

and Mavis.

fun once you’re there 

choir and messages 
for teachers 
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by Bobby Briggs

by Marie Briggs
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Above: Marie Briggs.

/HIW��%REE\�%ULJJV�H[DP�FHUWLÀFDWH�

“Dinger Bell once asked 

me to go into town for 

him to a chemist for 

perfume called Hartnell’s 

“In Love” for his niece.”



I attended Templemore Avenue School from the age of 

HOHYHQ�XQWLO�,�ZDV�ÀIWHHQ��6FKRRO�FHQWUHG�URXQG�DQ�RSHQ�
playground. Classrooms were around the length and 

breadth of the playground and if you had to go to the toilet 

or another classroom you were exposed to the elements, 

summer and winter. 

The school was heated by coal or coke 

and I always remember a hatch in the 

ground in Westbourne Street where the 

coal was dropped in. I loved school 

and my memories of some of my 

teachers were very happy ones. I was 

sporty at school and Mrs Nelson was my 

favourite teacher. She always took the 

good swimmers, even when it was not 

the turn of our class to go. We always 

practised for the yearly gala. I have 50 

yards, 100 yards, 150 yards, 200 yards, 

DQG�OLIHVDYLQJ�FHUWLÀFDWHV�WR�WKLV�GD\��,�
am very proud of them! I also remember 

Miss Herdman – she was just a fantastic 

teacher and a lovely person. I also 

played hockey on Saturday mornings 

for the school under the direction of Mr 

Cresswell. After the match the whole team 

was taken to Marshall’s Café, at the side 

of the City Hall in Belfast, for a cream bun 

and a drink. I always had a fresh cream 

éclair – it was just heaven! The only time I 

ever had fresh cream. 

My mother had occasion to visit my 

classroom (reason unknown) and the 

teacher wore a black pullover and 

a white collared shirt – hence my 

mother thought he was a minister and 

proceeded to call him Reverend. I 

cowered with embarrassment, knowing 

he was not a minister. I don’t remember 

KLV�QDPH�EXW�RQ�UHÁHFWLRQ�KH�ZDV�YHU\�
\RXQJ�DQG�SUREDEO\�LQ�KLV�ÀUVW�RU�VHFRQG�
year of teaching. 

0U��$OÀH��%HOO�ZDV�WKH�PXVLF�WHDFKHU�ZKR�
took us for lessons. I hated this because he 

always made you sing on your own and 

unfortunately I was not gifted with a nice 

singing voice. I still cringe at the thought 

of this! On all my reports I did very well in 

lessons, 18-20 for English, Maths and other 

subjects, but when it came to music it was 

always 3 or 4 – which goes to prove we 

can’t be good at everything! And certainly 

not musically minded! 

looking back 
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by Flo Brown
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“I loved school 

and my memories 

of some of my 

teachers were very 

happy ones.  I was 

sporty at school and 

Mrs Nelson was my 

favourite teacher.”

Top: Flo Brown in her school uniform.

Above: Belfast City Hall in late sixties.

Left: Templemore Avenue School’s hockey team, 1950.



They were good years, and I played 

in the football team from once I hit 

Templemore Avenue till I left Templemore 

Avenue. I stayed on, I could have left 

school at the Christmas, and I stayed on 

till July so I could play in the Schools’ Cup 

ÀQDO�WKDW�\HDU��,�ZDV�FDSWDLQ�RI�WKH�WHDP�
that year. But your life then was football. 

In our lunch hour, we would have gone 

and played football. Sometimes we 

went to the baths because Templemore 

Avenue Baths was just across the road, 

and some lunch hours we would have 

gone over there and had a quick swim 

and had a quick lunch. But the actual 

football pitches you played on were 

where I lived. I was born in Westbourne 

Street, which was blitzed in 1941. 

So there were twins who wouldn’t do a 

thing I told them, so I caned both of them 

and after dinner the door burst open and 

WKLV�ODG\�LQ�KHU�VOLSSHUV�FDPH�Á\LQJ�LQ�DQG�
called me everything but a gentleman. 

7KLV�ZDV�P\�ÀUVW�GHDOLQJ�ZLWK�SDUHQWV��,�
said, “What can I do for you?” and she 

says, “You beat my two kids! What you 

got to say about it?” and she had an 

umbrella and I thought she was going to 

hit me with it, and I said, “Boys, out you 

go, mummy wants you and doesn’t want 

me to teach you, you have now left the 

school,” and my knees were knocking, 

and she went outside with them and the 

next thing I heard was WHACK, WHACK, 

WHACK! I went out and she had beaten 

the two boys with the umbrella and she 

came and knocked the door. I said, “Yes, 

can I help you?” and she said, “Would 

you take them back?” I said, “Only if they 

are going to do what they are told,” and 

they did. 

the schools’ cup 

“you beat my boys” 
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by Harry Bruce

by Jim Bunting

I went into Mr Ewing’s class, that was sixth standard, and then 

ÀQLVKHG�XS�LQ�0F&XOORXJK·V�FODVV��<RX�KDYH�SUREDEO\�KHDUG�
of him, plenty of people knew him as “Siki” McCullough.

0U�0F&XOORXJK�VDLG�ZKHQ�,�ÀUVW�VWDUWHG�WHDFKLQJ�DW�7HPSOHPRUH��
´&DQH�DOO�\RX�OLNH�WKH�ÀUVW�PRQWK�DQG�WKHQ�,�H[SHFW�\RX�WR�SXW�
the cane away.” 
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“...cane all you 

OLNH�WKH�ÀUVW�
month and 

then I expect 

you to put the 

cane away...”

“They were 

good years, 

and I played 

in the football 

team from 

once I hit 

Templemore 

Avenue till 

I left...”

Top: Harry Bruce.

Left: Jim Bunting.



So he bought them in, maybe 100, and 

cannibalised them into 20 working ones 

and sold them or rented them out and 

he got the niche market. He married an 

Irish girl from here and he came back 

home and he settled out in Comber and 

he took premises in Frances Street. And 

apparently every time I passed by his 

shop window he said, “See that man? 

He taught me,” and his wife used to say, 

“You’re a liar, you’re as old as he is,” 

‘cause he went prematurely grey. And 

one time I went in, just at Christmas, and 

there he was and I got my wife one of 

these typing things that printed, it was 

before computers. He said to me, “Wait 

there,” and went and got his wife and 

said, “You stand there and you listen,” and 

she said, “You’ve said something.” I said, 

“He hasn’t said anything to me,” and he 

said, “Did you or did you not teach me 

at Templemore Avenue School?” I said, 

“I did and I got you into the printing.” He 

said, “Told you!!” and she said, “You’re a 

OLDU��\RX·UH�DV�\RXQJ�DV�KH�LV�µ�+H�ÀUVW�RI�
all started renting out to small businesses 

and then he got to hire out to the South 

Eastern Education and Library Board and 

supplied all of the schools. And because I 

taught him he always made sure that my 

computer was perfect. 

He would carefully carry it to the door, 

and then somebody would be there, 

open the door and he would be left 

holding the handle. “Sir, it wasn’t my fault!” 

Every time the same thing happened. So 

we called him Jonah and it kept breaking 

and at the end of the year he bought me 

a new mug, bless him. 

printing perks 

jonah and the cup 
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by Jim Bunting

by Jim Bunting
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“did you or 

did you not 

teach me at 

Templemore 

Avenue 

School?” 

I said, “I did and 

I got you into 

the printing.”  

Another chap - I couldn’t recall his name - I got him into the 

printing trade and he went over to England and in the printing 

trade he realised that printing was coming in, so he started 

buying up second-hand machines when people were changing. 

One young chap was a boy we nicknamed Jonah, I can’t 

remember his name, but he always wanted to carry your cup, 

and you said, “OK,” and he said, “Honestly, sir, I will look after it.” 

Top: Jim Bunting as a young teacher.

Right: Teaching staff at Templemore Avenue School, 1966 - 1968.



He said, “I told you, you wouldn’t believe 

me,” and I said, “Go and sit down, it’s 

original.” Never disbelieve a child! I went 

home, got the Telegraph, on the front 

page of the Telegraph there’s a picture 

of the wee boy standing in an entry 

with a reindeer, paw forward on the 

ground with the big horns down. It had 

escaped from the zoo and swam across 

Belfast Lough and was in and around 

Templemore Avenue. 

rudolph 
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by Jim Bunting

Another wee story. I never caned anybody if they had an 

original story for being late. I can’t remember the fella’s name 

- he came in and he says, “I needn’t bother telling you, you’ll 

not believe me,” and I said, “What? Tell me.” He said, “You’ll not 

believe me,” and I said, “Ok, tell me what were you doing?” He 

said, “I was rescuing a reindeer for Santa!” and I laughed and 

said, “Well that’s a new one on me, that is a classic one.” 
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“Never disbelieve 

a child! I went home, 

got the Telegraph, 

on the front page 

page of the 

Telegraph there’s 

a picture of the 

wee boy standing 

in an entry with 

a reindeer...”



And for 47 or 48 boys I think there was 

about 30 of us up at the front who had 

been at the football match. I think there 

were one or two had good excuses, but 

the rest of us were at the football match, 

so he said he would have to cane us all 

and we were going to get eight slaps, 

four on each hand, but I had just broken 

D�ÀQJHU�DQG�LW�ZDV�VWLOO�EDQGDJHG��+H�
came to it and he said, “Well, we can’t 

use that so we’ll just have to take the 

eight on that one hand.” It was sore and 

you know there was no sense in going 

home and telling your parents you had 

been slapped because you went to a 

football match ‘cause they just would 

have said, “Forget about it.” They weren’t 

going to come up and say anything to 

the headmaster. However the thing I 

think really stung us more than the slaps 

was Mr McCullough; when we all sat 

down trying to blow into our hands, he 

said, “I believe they were beaten into the 

bargain, so slap it into ye!”

the irish cup double 
disappointment 
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by Billy Childs

I remember very well Glentoran had drawn in the Irish Cup 

match up at Grosvenor Park on the Saturday and there was 

a replay. It was a Wednesday match and there were no 

ÁRRGOLJKWV�LQ�WKRVH�GD\V�DQG�ZH�DOO�WRRN�RII�VFKRRO�RQ�WKH�
Wednesday afternoon. On the Thursday morning, Mr Mercer 

came round into Mr McCullough’s class and said, “Any boys 

who weren’t at school yesterday afternoon please come to 

the front.” 
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“However the thing I think really 

stung us more than the slaps 

was Mr McCullough; when we 

all sat down trying to blow into 

our hands, he said, “I believe 

they were beaten into the 

bargain, so slap it into ye!”

Above: Billy Childs and 

football team.



Lynda did her homework and in the 

ZKROH�IRXU�RU�ÀYH�\HDUV�,�ZDV�DW�WKH�
school I never had any homework. 

One homework that I did have was 

about weights and measurements, I’ll 

never forget it. Dad worked at the coal 

company then and he used to take all 

the hundreds of weights of coal so he 

knew all about weights and measures. 

My teacher sent home a note saying 

that I needed to do this homework and 

my mum and dad thought, “Right, this 

night we will make sure she does her 

homework.” So dad sat down with me 

and he did the homework. Now, the bins 

in Templemore Avenue School. It was a 

mixed school and the boys went to one 

side and the girls to the other, and the 

only time you mixed was when you were 

in assembly. Well, the bins were right 

beside the girl’s toilets - totally unhealthy! 

That was where we sat, my chums and 

me, and I lifted out my homework and 

Dorothy Nelson and all the girls started to 

compare homework and nobody had 

WKH�VDPH�DQVZHUV�DV�PH��0\�ÀUVW�UHDFWLRQ�
was, dad’s done all of these wrong, so I 

changed all my answers. When we went 

into class they took the homework books 

off you straight away. You had to set your 

working out in a certain way and I scored 

dad’s out and did it again over the next 

few pages to match everyone else’s. 

That afternoon we were all trailed out to 

the front of the class when the teacher 

had done the homework. She had a pile 

sitting that were the good ones and the 

other pile which where the bad ones. She 

never gave you the book she more or 

OHVV�ÁXQJ�LW�DW�\RX��DQG�LI�\RX�GLGQ·W�FDWFK�
it, it was more than likely going to hit you 

on the head. So she gave us ours and in 

front of the whole class said, “Open it,” 

and there was a line through all of them 

and she wrote “COPY” on all of them and 

I just thought “Oh no”. “How come you 

all have the same homework?” she said, 

and I thought I would get away with it so 

I said, “Miss Williams, if you look at it I did 

the homework and had the right answers 

LQ�WKH�ÀUVW�SODFH��,�FKDQJHG�WKHP�EHFDXVH�
I thought my answers were wrong!” Miss 

Williams told us all to hold out our hands 

out and caned us all. While the others 

then went to sit down she told me to stay 

where I was and she got me to hold 

my hand out and she caned me again, 

because I should have had enough 

sense to know that the answers were right 

rather than following everyone else.

Life At Templemore Avenue School 72

by Sarah Clarke

One of my teachers - no I couldn’t say one, all of my teachers 

- had one thing to say about me and that was, “You are so 

different, I can’t believe you are Lynda’s sister.” Every class I went 

into that was what I got, because Lynda was very quiet and 

sensible. Then there’s me, I just say what comes into my head. 

the right answer all along 
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“Miss Williams, 

if you look at it 

I did the homework 

and had the 

right answers 

LQ�WKH�ÀUVW�SODFH��
I changed them 

because I thought 

my answers 

were wrong!”

Above: Sarah Clarke and her family.



You stood like soldiers because he 

wouldn’t have moved you until you stood 

up right and if there was any messing he 

sent you to the principal and then you 

got sent back to Siki, ‘cause Mr Mercer 

never slapped anybody. It was always 

McCullough and, I’m telling you, when 

he came down with the right hand, it 

was sore! So you would have kept in line 

with no pushing or messing because Mr 

McCullough missed nothing. 

She was sorry she threw it when my 

grandmother, Emily, arrived and 

threatened her. I also remember a 

teacher called Andy Clarke who always 

sat on a large cloth to save his trousers 

from turning shiny on the wooden 

chairs. Another teacher, Polly Barton, 

I remember she was a nice person. 

Life At Templemore Avenue School 74

by Sammy Clarke

by William Crothers

“Siki” McCullough was the “captain of the ship”. You went in in 

the morning and you lined up and he would have just stood 

and looked over everybody’s head. 

I remember several teachers and the headmaster - Toby Mercer. 

Mrs Watkins threw a pointer at me. 

slaps from ‘siki’ 

teachers 
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Right: Siki McCullough.
Top: William Crothers.

Above: 2nd row from front: Mr Mercer, Miss Barton, Mr Lancaster, Miss Hampton, Mr Bell, Mrs Nelson, Mr Taylor.



So my mum put cotton wool round the 

bottom of my hair so my hair, which was 

SRNHU�VWUDLJKW��ZRXOGQ·W�ÁLFN�RXW��0XP�
then started to trim my fringe and trim 

and trim and she could not get it even! 

I ended up looking like a monk whose 

IULQJH�KDG�UXQ�XS�D�KLOO��6R�ZLWK�P\�ÁLFNHG�
out hair, my chubby face and lots of 

freckles, mum did a great job for my 

school photo. 

I was interested in art and music, and was encouraged 

by Mr McCullough to do a painting of the shipyard 

works for the School Art Exhibition in 1950. I was 

privileged to be a member of the school band under 

WKH�GLUHFWLRQ�RI�$OÀH�%HOO��

Life At Templemore Avenue School 76

by Marlene Dempster

by Jim Drennan

the fringe dilemma 

favourite subjects 
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“I was interested 

in Art and Music as 

encouraged by 

Mr McCullough to 

do a painting of 

the shipyard works 

for a School Art 

Exhibition 1950.”

One of my memories was when our school photo was being 

taken. The night before, my mum (Anna Boyd), bless her, 

decided to trim my fringe, which was perfectly straight! 

,�WUDQVIHUUHG�IURP�%HHFKÀHOG�3ULPDU\�6FKRRO�WR�7HPSOHPRUH�
Avenue in 1946. Templemore was a large school and had 

much older pupils; it was very intimidating. 

Top: Marlene Dempster (left) with friend.

5LJKW��$OÀH�%HOO�



I was quite innocent and one of the 

experiences was when my friends and 

I, over lunch break, were playing over 

at Templemore Avenue baths. We were 

playing hide and seek and of course 

I was “it” and I was wearing this tartan 

skirt, so of course me being in the den, as 

they called it in those days, I was noticed 

and that was ok, nothing was said. So 

I was a bit dreading going into school 

the next day because I knew the teacher 

had seen me and nothing was said. But 

after school she said, “You sit there,” and 

she locked me in the classroom and she 

must have had to go out on duty and 

make sure the children were safe. So if 

I’m blamed in the wrong even to this day 

I will stick up for myself, even if I don’t like 

doing it. Our classroom was on Madrid 

Street and it was the lower window and 

there was a wee butcher’s shop opposite, 

so I decided I would just get out through 

the window and away I went. I was in 

big trouble, but when I went home I was 

really in tears about it because I knew 

I hadn’t done it so my father, dear love 

him, had to get out of the shipyard and 

had to come up and see the teacher 

because I was so distressed about it. So I 

was blamed in the wrong! 
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by Carol Edgar

Well, I had only two teachers in Templemore Avenue - Miss 

Lecky, Forms 4 & 5, and Miss Barton, Forms 6 & 7 - and when 

I was in both of those classes I am afraid I got into trouble. 

hide and seek 
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“Our classroom 

was on Madrid 

Street and it was 

the lower window 

and there was 

a wee butcher’s 

shop opposite, so 

I decided I would 

just get out through 

the window and 

away I went. I was 

in big trouble...”Top: Carol Edgar with brother Jim Weatherup.

Above: Young Carol.



One of my favourite memories was 

when I plucked up enough courage to 

DWWHQG�1RUWK�5RDG�SOD\LQJ�ÀHOGV�IRU�D�
football trial. My teacher Mr (Bap) Reid, 

who was also the school soccer coach, 

gave me a game during which I must 

have impressed him, but upon hearing 

I was leaving the school at the end of 

the year, informed me that I had left it 

too late, and as the team went on to win 

the Schools’ Cup (which was played at 

Cliftonville FC ground) you can imagine 

my disappointment. So one could say I 

have a bittersweet memory of my days 

at Templemore Avenue, but I hasten 

to add that the good times I enjoyed 

at Templemore far outweighed any 

disappointment. 

Rusting railings surround the school - to 

keep pupils in, to keep vandals out. Dust 

PRWHV�ÁDVK�LQ�HYHU\�URRP��GHVNV�VHW�RXW�LQ�
army fashion.

Mayhem in the yard. Cheers for Ernie 

Arthur and Willie Ennis, kicking each other 

over a hankie ball. Jackie’s schoolbag 

and coat mark the goal mouth.

Big Siki McCullough strides into the yard, 

he shouts for order, he claps his hands 

and the students quickly form into classes.

Toby Mercer peers through the window 

RI�KLV�RIÀFH��+H�KROGV�WKH�SRVW�RI�
principal, seldom seen by staff and 

students.

This is Templemore Avenue School. 

Seat of scholars and learning. A citadel 

providing tuition for working-class 

children from the “Albert”. 
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by David Fleming

by John Galbraith

schools’ cup disapointment 

schooldays 

I attended Templemore Avenue Public Elementary School 

for two years after being evacuated to Moy, Co. Tyrone, 

from 1940 to late 1942. 

The school stands, a citadel of learning, dominating the 

middle of the avenue. Three doors open for the tuition 

of working-class children from the “Albert”.
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“This is Templemore 

Avenue School.  

Seat of scholars 

and learning.  A 

citadel providing 

tuition for working 

class children from 

the ‘Albert’.“
Top: Schools’ Cup team, 1946.

Right: Wall Mural, Templemore Avenue.



The up side was I had to have drops in 

my eyes for 24 hours - a day off school I 

thought, but my mother had other ideas. 

I couldn’t see to read or write, however 

I could listen to the gruff tones of Mr 

Cresswell my teacher, as he attempted 

to impart knowledge in his own less than 

appealing style. He was a big man, a bit 

rough in appearance and approach, 

who always smelt of tobacco as he 

roamed the classroom smoking thin, 

short cigars. Mr Cresswell’s party piece 

was to make fun of those in his class 

at their expense - humour for him and 

the class; humiliation for the victim. In 

fairness he wasn’t discriminatory; all his 

pupils at some stage were the subject 

of his attempt at wit. My turn came at the 

impressionable age of 13 and as a result 

RI�WKH�VFKRRO�PHGLFDO��,W�ZDV�WKH�ÀUVW�GD\�

wearing my new red-framed glasses - not 

the round, pink-framed National Health 

ones for me I may add, a fact that eased 

my embarrassment. It was as Mr Cresswell 

walked up and down the rows of desks, 

WKDW�KH�DLPHG�KLV�ÀQJHU�LQ�P\�GLUHFWLRQ�WR�
answer a question. I duly stood up at my 

desk as was the custom and attempted 

to answer. However the question was 

a mere pretence to get me to stand, so 

he could say in his loudest voice, “Miss 

Clarke, do you know the rhyme - Men 

seldom make passes to girls who wear 

glasses?” My face matched the colour of 

my glasses as I wished the ground would 

open up and swallow me. Did it bother 

me? Just enough to wish I could introduce 

Mr Cresswell to my spectacle-wearing 

husband who is bigger than him, so he 

could teach him a lesson! 
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by Lynda Gibson

It was at a school medical, the one where the brass rods 

were run through your head for nits, that they discovered 

I needed glasses. I was devastated! I didn’t want to be a 

“specky four eyes”. 

“specky four eyes” 
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“Miss Clarke, do you 

know the rhyme - 

Men seldom make 

passes to girls who 

wear glasses?”  

Top: Lynda Gibson.

Right: Young Lynda.



Mr Cresswell came into class in the last 

hour one day and said, “Mr Parkes is 

getting married and we’re going to buy 

him something, what do you think? What 

do we do? Sort it out?” That was just 

him! So three or four weeks before the 

wedding we all brought in two shillings 

(10p), which was a lot of money then, 

and gathered it up every week. One 

day before he started class, Mr Cresswell 

gave Mr Parkes his gift saying, “Mr Parkes, 

you are getting married at the end of the 

month and the boys have bought you 

a gift.” Big Fred near cried, never said a 

word just took it and walked out of the 

room. When Mr Parkes came back to 

class he said, “Right put your books away. 

Does anybody drive a motorbike or like 

football?” and we all just sat talking about 

anything. He leaned back in the chair 

and put his feet up on the desk while 

ZH�DOO�FKDWWHG��:H�ZHUH�GXH�WR�ÀQLVK�DW�
3.30pm and when 3 o’clock came, he just 

said, “Right pack up and away you go!” 

So this one day when I took Billy to school 

with me, Miss Wallace, she was a lovely 

teacher, came down the back and said, 

“Who is this?” I said, “My brother ‘cause 

mummy’s not well and I have to mind 

him or else I have to stay off school.” That 

ZDV�ÀQH��%LOO\�VDW�DOO�GD\�GUDZLQJ�DQG�KH�
thought it was great getting a bottle of 

milk and everyone fussing over him and 

I ended up taking him to school with me 

that whole week. 
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by John Girvin

by Ruth Girvin

mr parkes 

our billy’s week at school 

Mr Parkes was a nice big teacher and he was getting married 

and it was through Mr Cresswell that we all got him a gift. 

I remember my mummy wasn’t well. I had a brother who was 

four at the time. I had to take him into school with me and I 

always sat at the back and the desks sat two people. 
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Top: John Girvin.

Above: Ruth Girvin and Miss Wallace.

Far Left: Young John Girvin.

Left: Ruth with her younger brother Billy 

and sister Frances.



First is Miss Wallace of room 14, 

you made me work and forbade me to dream,

for this I thank you with all my heart, 

and I’m sorry we ever had to part.

Next is Mrs Nelson in room number 12, 

in her class is where I now dwell,

ZLWK�\RX�,·YH�KDG�PDQ\�D�MR\RXV�¶ÁLQJ·��
the Pride of Erin was one I could sing.

You encouraged me in the interest of State, 

a subject I like but used to hate,

And now I’m leaving you it causes me pain, 

to think that I may never see you again.

My hockey teacher is Mrs Twadell. 

Oh how we all laughed when one day she fell.

6KH�ORRNHG�VR�IXQQ\�VWUHWFKHG�RXW�RQ�WKH�ÀHOG��
with arms above head and legs like a wheel.

But she, though embarrassed, laughed with us too, 

that practice match shall be forgotten by few.

Music is taught by Mr Bell, 

a friendly teacher whom I think is swell.

+H·V�JLYHQ�PH�FRQÀGHQFH�DQG�RIIHUHG�DGYLFH��
for this I thank him more than twice.

I’ve challenged the teachers in the game of badminton, 

and as often as not the teachers have won.

There is Mr McFarlane and Mr Bell, 

together and alone they play very well.

Mr Bunting and McLean play too, 

without these I wonder what the teachers would do.

For when a doubles match is decided, 

these four teachers for the teams are divided.

To these four too my gratitude I express, 

for many hours of happiness.

Mr McCullough is next in line; 

to me he’s been very kind.

He teases me when with the boys I’m seen; 

of you, sir, I am very keen.

And now the parting day is in view I want to say a big ‘Thank You’, 

for all you’ve done for me,
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by Ruth Girvin

leaving school 
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There are so many things I want to say, 

as I leave you all and go on my way. 

I want to thank you one and all, and so a tribute to you I call.

for Margaret, Mavis and Marie.

And so I say from the bottom of my heart,

 I dread the day when we shall part.

Last but not least is the school I love dear, 

I know when I leave I’ll shed many a tear,

for three and a half years I’ve been under your rule, 

and now I am leaving I’ll miss you, dear school.

You’ve taught me most everything I’ll ever know, 

it hurts me so to know I’ve to go,

But I’ll come back one day you’ll see, 

and together again we’ll be.

Until that day when my longing shall end, 

I’ll just say Au Revoir, my dear old friend.

Top: Ruth Girvin.

Right: Ruth as a school girl.



I was in the band from the start, and in 

1946 the parents of the pupils in the band 

purchased replacements for the second-

hand instruments we were originally 

given to play, as some of them weren’t 

in great condition. So the parents of the 

folks in the band set about fundraising 

in various ways to get money to buy 

QHZ�LQVWUXPHQWV��$OÀH�%HOO�FROOHFWHG�WKH�

original instruments by going round 

other bands and asking if they had any 

instruments that could be knocked into 

shape and made playable. It used to be 

that once you left the school you had to 

leave the band but they then changed it 

so if you were a past pupil you could re-

join. I re-joined and it was a great thing to 

be a part of the band.

I also loved being in the school choir, 

which seemed to be a joy for every 

PHPEHU��7KH�FKRLUPDVWHU�ZDV�$OÀH�%HOO�
who also conducted the band. Have to 

say, the most memorable for me was 

playing the trombone in the school band, 

as this is where I met my husband-to-be, 

%LOO\�*UHHQ��1RW�UHDOO\�ORYH�DW�ÀUVW�VLJKW�EXW�
at 23 years old Billy and I were married, 

that will be 53 years in September 2013. 
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by Billy Green

by Olga Green

instruments old and new 
In the band we had a tremendous opportunity to take 

part in music, we were able to travel and go to Holland 

for a competition. 

‘love at first sight’ and 
still going strong 
I have many memories of the four years I attended 

Templemore Avenue School (1947-1951), loving each teacher, 

enjoying each class. 
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Right: Olga Green.

Below: Billy and Olga at a dance.

“...the parents of the folks 

in the band set about 

fundraising in various 

ways to get money to 

buy new instruments.”

Right: Billy Green.

Below: Templemore Avenue School 

Band trip to Holland, 1951.



I can see myself going round the classes 

showing all and sundry my prize - a box 

of watercolours. The box was shaped 

like a crown and - wait for it - was bright 

yellow in colour! I was so proud but 

never did like the colour yellow after that! 

One morning I was late and knew the 

kettle wouldn’t boil in time for tea so I had 

a brilliant idea: put the tea leaves and 

water in the teapot and put that on the gas 

ring. Sounds good even now. What I didn’t 

know was you couldn’t put a china teapot 

on to direct heat! What a mess I had to 

clear up, and then the shame and horror 

of going to tell my own teacher about the 

mistake and then going to all the other 

teachers and telling them as well. Lessons 

then were learned the hard way. 
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by Rae Halley

by Rae Halley

competition 

the exploding teapot 

In Coronation Year there was a Recitation Competition. 

I recited “Le Morte D’Arthur” to the best of my ability and 

actually won the prize! 

I was chosen to make tea for the teachers and it got me out 

of a lesson every morning! 
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“What I didn’t 

know was you 

couldn’t put a 

china teapot 

on to direct 

heat!   What a 

mess I had to 

clear up...”
Top: Rae Halley.



I am back playing in the band at the 

moment. My favourite memory was 

being chosen to play Princess Miranda 

in an operetta. I think it was the only one 

produced. It was called “The Stammering 

Princess” and all the tickets were sold 

out. Billy Stevenson of Kathleen Street 

played the male lead. Toby Mercer, the 

headmaster, congratulated me on my 

SHUIRUPDQFH��DV�GLG�$OÀH�%HOO��0\�IULHQG�
Margaret Rodgers (also in the band and 

choir) and I used to stay in school after 

classes to practise our music and dance. 

The caretaker Jimmy Rea had to chase us 

home so he could lock the school up. 

I especially enjoyed a school trip 

accompanied by teachers to Brugge, 

%HOJLXP��LQ�������,W�ZDV�P\�ÀUVW�WLPH�DEURDG��

I am indebted to all my teachers and 

remember them individually for their 

efforts at teaching, enhancing my 

wider knowledge and experience 

in different ways. 
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by Ester Hamilton

by Irene Hamilton

by John Hamilton

teachers 

princess miranda 

school trips 

At Templemore Avenue School, the teachers were: Miss 

Smith, Miss Jeffries, Mr McCullough and Mr Mercer, the 

principal. I liked Mr McCullough, he was strict but fair and 

everyone got their work done for him. 

I was a member of Templemore Silver Band and also sang in 

WKH�VFKRRO�FKRLU��ERWK�FRQGXFWHG�E\�$OÀH�%HOO��

I remember a very enjoyable week accompanied by 

teachers staying at Dundrum in the old Nissen huts. 
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“My favourite 

memory was 

being chosen 

to play Princess 

Miranda in an 

operetta... It 

was called ‘The 

Stammering 

Princess’ and all 

the tickets were 

sold out.”

Top: Irene Hamilton.

Above: School trip to Bruges, Belgium, 1958.

Above left: Templemore Avenue School Band, 

1952 - 1958.

Left: Siki McCullough.



They opened my mind, challenged 

my thoughts, and gave me spirit and 

ambition. My teachers were Miss Walsh, 

Miss Dallas, Mrs Malone, Mr McClean, 

and Mr Parkes, not forgetting Mr Bell 

(music) and Mr Creswell and “Arky” his 

predecessor (science), Mr McCullough, 

the vice principal, and Mr Mercer, the 

principal. Thankfully I was not caned 

very often. 

I think he also played for Ulster. One 

Monday he came into school with his 

right arm in a sling, he was limping and I 

think he had a black eye. We thought “no 

school work today” but he used his left 

hand to write on the blackboard and you 

would not have known the difference. 

He once caned me for something I didn’t 

do but later recanted and promised me 

a “by” the next time. The headmaster was 

very keen to help us get on in life. Our 

house was bombed during the war and 

I had to be evacuated and so missed 

the opportunity to sit for a scholarship. 

He was very upset with me, but I did 

determine not to let it happen again. 
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by John Hamilton

by William Lucas

by Danny Mannus

life changing 

many talents 

missed opportunities 
My male teacher was strict but fair. He encouraged us to try 

all sorts of things. 

Mr Ross played rugby for Church of Ireland Young Men’s 

Society (CIYMS). 

The teachers of Templemore Avenue School were a major 

component in shaping my attitudes, interests, and values. 
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“Our house was 

bombed during 

the war and I had 

to be evacuated 

and so missed the 

opportunity to sit 

for a scholarship.” 

Top: William Lucas.

Above: Teachers. Back row: Mr McClean, Mr McCullough,

Mr Bell. Front row: Mrs Twadell, Mrs Nelson, Miss Wallace.

Right: Belfast during the Blitz, 1941.



Although they were both very enthusiastic 

and highly motivated, their training 

methods and tactical planning would 

have been more suited to the SAS. In spite 

of this, we enjoyed reasonable success 

LQ�WKH�UHVSHFWLYH�OHDJXHV��2XU�FXS�ÀQDO�
appearance in 1956/57 was, in fact, our 

VHFRQG�ÀQDO�DSSHDUDQFH��XQIRUWXQDWHO\�
we lost the previous year to Strandtown 

Primary School with a 3-1 defeat. Alas, no 

photographs to prove this. 

These teachers were both committed 

Christians and Mervyn Hagan, on Friday 

afternoons, held an after-school meeting 

in his classroom, which was open to 

all to attend. On occasion he invited 

friends along to speak; some of them 

had a missionary background that they 

enthusiastically described and informed 

us of their experiences overseas.
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by James McConnell

There were two teachers associated with the running of the 

football teams, a Mr Robert (Bob) McClean and Mr Mervyn 

Hagan, who gave a lot of their time to organising and 

encouraging the respective junior and senior sides. 

tough training 
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“Although they 

were both very 

enthusiastic and 

highly motivated, 

their training 

methods and 

tactical planning 

would have been 

more suited to 

the SAS.”
Top: James McConnell.

Above: Templemore Avenue School Football Team, 1956.



The pupils nicknamed him “Arky” which 

was a shortened version of the name 

Archimedes, the famous mathematician. 

One day our class was rehearsing a play 

(the name of which I cannot remember) 

in the classroom. A line from the play was 

“who let this thing in here” and just as this 

line was being spoken by one of the pupils 

the door opened and in walked Arky. The 

classroom erupted into laughter and even 

the teacher could not keep himself from 

laughing. I do not think that Mr Miller ever 

found out why the pupils laughed when he 

opened the classroom door. 

It was the year of the Festival of Britain 

(1951) and the Belfast Corporation (Belfast 

City Council, as it is now) organised 

this drama festival and each school 

education board (North, South, East and 

West) put forward a group to do a play 

and Templemore Avenue School did this 

SOD\�DQG�JRW�LQWR�WKH�ÀQDO��:H�ZHQW�WR�

Mountcollyer School, which was on the 

Shore Road somewhere. We all had to go 

and perform our plays and I think there 

were three on that night. We had a great 

drama group and our play was called 

“The Thief of the Crown Jewels”. I was 

Mistress Edwards and she was the wife of 

the keeper of the Tower of London.
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by Tom McConnell

I attended Templemore Avenue School from 1950-1954 and 

during that time there was a science teacher called Mr Miller. 

Mr Miller was a tall, thin man with dark curly hair and glasses 

and always had a drip at the end of his nose, which he wiped 

away with a handkerchief that he kept in his breast pocket. 

There was a drama group, taken by Mr Piggott. It was an 

absolutely brilliant drama group. 

“the drip”

the thief of the 
crown jewels 
by Mary McDermott
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“It was the year of 

the Festival of Britain 

(1951) and the Belfast 

Corporation (Belfast 

City Council, as it is 

now) organised this 

drama festival...”

Top: Tom McConnell.

Above: Tom and friend Roy.

Left: Thief of the Crown Jewels production, 

1951.



I put the marbles in a big jar on my desk 

to try and stop them from, you know, 

bringing their marbles with them. I wrote 

their names up on the board with the 

number of marbles that they had put 

in the jar. Miss Cinnamond came in for 

a chat and we saw Mr Mercer coming 

along the corridor and she said to me, 

“Oh pretend you’re getting something for 

me out of your desk.” The desk had an up-

lift lid and I lifted the lid up to get a piece 

of paper and the marbles went all over 

WKH�ÁRRU�DQG�WKH����ER\V�FRQYHUJHG�RQ�
the marbles. Mr Mercer came through the 

door in this chaos and just stood looking. 

Now maybe he had a sense of humour 

but he didn’t show it and as Molly was 

going out she turned to him and she said, 

“Oh Mr Mercer, I think Miss Herdman has 

lost her marbles.” He did go out and I had 

to restore order, but we never got the 

right number of marbles back to the 

boys again. 
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by Nell McDowell

I can tell you a funny story. We had marbles and there was 

a Miss Cinnamond - Molly Cinnamond - who also taught. We 

were not supposed to visit each other’s classrooms at all and 

if Mr Mercer had caught you he would have been very cross 

with you. It was marble season and the marbles were forever 

UROOLQJ�DURXQG�WKH�ÁRRU��DV�\RX�FDQ�LPDJLQH�ZLWK����ER\V��

lost marbles 

“’Oh Mr Mercer, I think 

Miss Herdman has lost her 

marbles.’ He did go out 

and I had to restore order, 

but we never got the right 

number of marbles back 

to the boys again.” 
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Top: Nell McDowell.

Above: Class picture P10, 1961 - 1962.



We had a list of places that they could 

visit and girls picked out where they 

would like to go, so I would have taken 

groups from my class and we went to 

places like the Ropeworks and any of 

WKH�ELJ�OLQHQ�ÀUPV��:H�DOVR�ZHQW�WR�WKH�
Coca-Cola place, you know, to see if 

there would be work and we had a 

catastrophe there. Somehow the wrong 

message got through to me and I was 

told that I had to take a group of girls 

to the Gasworks, so off we set to the 

Gasworks by public transport. There was 

no such thing as hiring buses. You either 

walked or went on public transport. 

We went to the Gasworks and walked 

around getting dirtier and sootier and 

then the man driving us said, “You know 

we have never had girls here before.” I 

said, “Have you not?” and he said, “Well 

no, it’s always boys.” I said, “Well I was 

told it was the gasworks,” and he said, 

´$UH�\RX�VXUH�LW�ZDVQ·W�WKH�*DV�2IÀFH"µ�
So we phoned the school and it was 

VXSSRVHG�WR�EH�WKH�*DV�2IÀFH��VR�RII�
we set and I literally was covered in soot 

and so were girls. So we got there and 

ZDONHG�DURXQG�WKH�*DV�2IÀFH�WR�VHH�
what sort of clerical work they could do 

DQG�ZH�ZHUH�DEVROXWHO\�ÀOWK\��,�PHDQ�
our hair, our faces, everything 

covered in soot. 
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by Nell McDowell

I moved up to P10 and I must say I always enjoyed my times there, 

the staff were very friendly and the children were great. We 

taught them everything except cookery; we had a teacher who 

WDXJKW�WKHP�FRRNHU\��<RX�DOVR�GLG�WKH�OHDYLQJ�FHUWLÀFDWH�DQG�ZH�
got out with the girls on trips ‘cause it was a kind of career. 

gasworks and soot 
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“We went to the 

Gasworks and 

walked around 

getting dirtier and 

sootier and then 

the man driving us 

said, “You know 

we have never 

had girls here 

before.”
Top: Nell McDowell as a young teacher.

Above: Belfast Gas Works.



He took the boys swimming and we 

discovered that some of the children 

LQ�RXU�FODVV�KDG�D�VNLIÁH�JURXS��,W�ZDV�
the end of the afternoon, or coming up 

to lunch, and they had brought in, you 

know, the tea chest with the string on it 

and the washboard and all the rest. Then 

ZH�XVHG�WR�KDYH�WKH�VNLIÁH�JURXS�IRU�

the end of the afternoon. You couldn’t 

do that now, I don’t think, in school but 

it was great and they loved it. We also 

had a little concert and when they went 

swimming they went home and got these 

WKLQJV�DQG�ZH�KDG�D�OLWWOH�VNLIÁH�JURXS�
concert then and it was great. 

Mr Mercer was the principal and he was 

very, very strict and he had a book in 

the morning, which you had to sign. He 

drew a line and there was a time you 

had to be in by, and if you were below 

the line he came and gave you a stern 

look. One morning he came to me and 

said, “You are not in the book,” and I said, 

“But I signed in,” and actually Miss Barton 

had signed in for me and when I looked 

at the book she had signed me in as Miss 

Shepherd. Herdman … Shepherd? Yes, so 

that was Miss Barton. 
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by Nell McDowell

by Nell McDowell

the skiffle group 

miss herdman 
I started out at school as Miss Herdman (my name is Nell 

McDowell), which caused confusion to Miss Barton. 

There was a great sense of community with the children. 

Mr Parkes came in and he was in the class next door; he took 

the boys swimming, and when he took the boys swimming 

I took the rest of his class into my room as that was the only 

way you could get round these things. 
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“Mr Mercer was 

the principal and 

he was very, very 

strict and he had 

a book in the 

morning, which 

you had to sign.”

7RS��7KH�7HPSOH�6NLIÁH�*URXS�
at Tower Street Youth Club.

Left: Roll book 1938 - 1944.

Roll book reproduced courtesy of 

Deputy Keeper of Records, Public 

5HFRUG�2IÀFH�RI�1RUWKHUQ�,UHODQG��
SCH/635/2/7.



The woodwork room was upstairs on the 

side of school looking out toward the 

Newtownards Road end. The teacher, he 

could not control the boys, so to control 

them he took the handle off the inside of 

the door so they couldn’t get out. As they 

used to take the tools and things, they 

used to end up with the boys in my class. 

I had this particular class of children, I 

think there was forty-something in it, some 

of the boys were quite poor. When they 

came down from woodwork the nice 

teacher used to come down and say he 

had lost his tools. I used to just say, “Boys 

come out, take your boots off,” because 

if they had wellington boots on the tools 

were down their wellies. “Take your coats 

off,” and the tools were falling out of them 

DOO�URXQG�WKH�ÁRRU��

This one time a very important message 

came for the teacher and Mr McCullough 

went to give him the message. Mr 

McCullough couldn’t get in because the 

teacher had taken the handle off the 

door. He banged and banged on the 

door; we all heard it and peered out to 

see what was happening. He couldn’t 

get in so he got the janitor to put a 

ladder up to the window outside. So Mr 

McCullough climbed the ladder and had 

to knock on the window to get this poor 

teacher’s attention. 
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by Nell McDowell

We had a very nice man came to teach woodwork; he was 

a real gentleman and some of the children were quite tough 

as some of them hadn’t very good backgrounds. That’s only 

some of them now, but some were great. Dear love the 

teacher, there was no two ways about it, he was a terribly 

gentle man.

missing tools 
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“’Boys come out, 

take your boots 

off,’ because 

if they had 

wellington boots 

on the tools were 

down their wellies.”

Top: An old woodwork room.



You moved around these rows 

periodically as your performance 

dictated. We were provided with two 

free bottles of milk (1/3 pint) every day. 

We were taken to Strandtown to 

play hockey, which was great fun, 

usually once a week and sometimes to 

Templemore Avenue swimmers where 

most learned to swim, but not me. 

On a few occasions the school choir 

sang in the Ulster Hall; it was great, we 

were so proud. 

We got the cane when work was bad 

or careless but were praised when work 

was good.

They’d say, “I want you to all show me 

your handkerchief.” Jimmy was the 

only one who had a hanky because his 

mother, she was very, well, Jimmy was 

the apple of her eye - so Jimmy was the 

only one with a hanky. They put him to 

the front of the line and he showed the 

nurse his hanky and instead of putting it 

in his pocket he just passed it to the one 

behind him and so on so she saw the 

same hanky with every boy in the class. 
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by Doreen McKnight

by David McMillen

school memories 

pass the hanky 
My friend Jimmy was a quiet wee boy. One of the things they 

did, every now and again, the nurse would come to the 

school and you had to line up and they looked at your hair 

to see if you had any nits and all this sort of thing.

We lined up every morning in the playground and were 

marched into class at 9am. There were at least forty pupils to 

a class in four rows starting with the good row and ending 

with the bad. 

“We were 

provided 

with two free 

bottles of 

milk (1/3 pint) 

every day.”
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Top and Right: Doreen McKnight 

and her daughter Dawn.



A teacher had newts and tadpoles in 

tanks and he would say to us, “Now I 

want you all to bring in worms to feed 

these things.” Of course nobody ever 

bothered and after a couple of weeks 

he was giving off saying, “Nobody ever 

does anything.” So somebody had this 

brilliant idea that what if we all brought 

in worms? So we went round the school 

and we then got all the wee fellas and 

said, “See if you don’t bring worms in, you 

will get a hammering.’” Half of Victoria 

Park was dug up and they brought in 

worms in tins and jars and the whole 

school was stinking – so that put a stop 

to his worms. 

There are lots of memories that I hold 

dear from that school, but the greatest is 

about Mr Mercer. When he heard that I 

was not sitting for the leaving exam, he 

DVNHG�ZK\�VLQFH�,�ZDV�ZHOO�TXDOLÀHG��,�
did not answer. Mr Mercer realised that it 

was the entrance fee and he offered to 

pay the two shillings. I accepted the offer, 

sat the exam and passed with honours 

in every subject. In later years I decided 

to visit Mr Mercer and pay my debt. He 

remembered who I was and said, “Maisie, 

you were not the only one I helped. 

There were a lot like you coming to 

school without a bite in their stomach for 

breakfast.” Times were hard since it was 

during the Depression and there was no 

work. This act of kindness has never left 

me, and my children and their children 

have heard the story many times. 

My abiding memory that causes me to 

smile is of our singing lessons in “Siki” 

McCullough’s class. The young boys from 

that area were more interested in Vera 

Lynn, Bing Crosby and The Andrew Sisters 

type of music and Siki had us standing 

with hands clasped across our chests 

singing: “Where’er you walk cool gales 

shall fan the glade”; “To be a farmer’s 

boy” and “She was a pretty little gosling 

and a gay young gosling he”. What I 

would give for a photograph of one of 

those lessons! That would be priceless.

Life At Templemore Avenue School 110

by David McMillen

by Maisie Harvey McNamara

by William McNaughten

worms in jars 

good deeds 

sing song 
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“Maisie, you were not the only one 

I helped. There were a lot like you 

coming to school without a bite in 

their stomach for breakfast.” 
Top: Boys swimming at Victoria Park.

Bottom: Victoria Park.



After arriving at the school pitches, we 

would have to get changed into our kit, if 

you had any, if not you just had to play in 

your school clothes. We not only played 

football, but cricket as well, which I would 

rather have played, less mud! 

I think it was on a Wednesday that we 

ZHQW�WR�WKH�VZLPPHUV��$W�ÀUVW�,�ZHQW�WR�
Templemore Avenue swimmers, the old 

Belfast Corporation Baths, then later to the 

newly opened Castlereagh swimming 

pool. In Templemore swimmers, there 

was a gentleman by the name of Mr 

Kirkwood, who was the swimming 

instructor. I think everybody was scared 

of him as he was very loud, always 

shouting at you if you didn’t do as you 

were told. I remember the long pole he 

used to hold while walking along the side 

of the pool. This pole was for holding 

your head up out of the water. Many a 

head had to be held out of the water. 
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by David Morrow

I remember going on the bus to Strandtown School to 

play football. Templemore Avenue School did not have a 

grass pitch, which made it awkward if you wanted to play 

IRRWEDOO��(YHU\�)ULGD\�DIWHUQRRQ�ZH�ZRXOG�ÀQLVK�WKH�OHVVRQV�
we had been given and then line up in the corridor outside 

the classroom and wait for Mr Kane. Mr Kane was our P7 

teacher and a very nice man as I recall. 

football and the swimmers 
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“In Templemore 

swimmers, there 

was a gentleman 

by the name of Mr 

Kirkwood, who 

was the swimming 

instructor. I think 

everybody was 

scared of him...”

Top: David Morrow.

Bottom: Young David.

Left: Templemore Avenue Baths. © Chris Hill @scenicireland.com.



We sold Christmas cards to raise money 

for the trips and the whole school became 

LQYROYHG��2Q�WKH�ÀUVW�WULS�WR�%HOJLXP��ZH�
had many members of staff including Mr 

	�0UV�0F&XOORXJK��WKH�SULQFLSDO���$OÀH�%HOO��
Nell Herdman, Cecil Richie and Margaret 

who was the principal’s secretary and 

a member of the school band. All the 

trips were a great success and helped 

to broaden the minds of pupils from 

East Belfast who had never been out of 

Northern Ireland before. 

The last trip to the Cote d’Azur was the 

one I remember the best, because at one 

stage it looked as if it would not happen. 

Over twenty pupils had signed up and 

paid their deposits for the trip to France 

but then the shipyard had a lot of pay offs 

and parents needed their deposits back. 

Luckily I had not sent the deposits to the 

tour company and I was able to return 

the deposits to those who requested 

them. This left ten pupils and I was able to 

arrange a trip to a holiday camp in the 

south of France. I was newly married so 

my wife and I took the remaining group 

over land, by boat and all-night train, to 

the Cote d’Azur. We had a marvellous 

time visiting Monte Carlo, Nice and Cannes.

In the ‘50s and ‘60s, discipline in 

Templemore Avenue School was strict. 

Pupils were taught to respect authority 

and have consideration for others. When 

it was time to leave, the classroom pupils, 

who sat in dual desks, left by numbers: 

1) stand; 2) take one pace sideways; 3) 

ÀUVW�SXSLO�RQH�VWHS�IRUZDUG�DQG�VHFRQG�
SXSLO�RQH�SDFH�VLGHZD\V��DQG�WKH\�ÀOHG�

out in lines. Pupils were well mannered 

and respectful. The years I taught at 

Templemore were some of the most 

enjoyable and I have fond memories of 

both pupils and staff. It was an excellent 

school and the pupils left well educated 

for adult life enabling them to go on to 

bigger and better things.
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by Fred Parkes

by Fred Parkes

I taught in Templemore Avenue School for four years from 

�����������,W�ZDV�P\�ÀUVW�WHDFKLQJ�SRVW�DQG�,�HQMR\HG�HYHU\�
moment. During my time there, I organised three school trips 

to Belgium and France. 

foreign trips 

teaching experience 
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“All the trips were a 

great success and 

helped to broaden 

the minds of pupils 

from East Belfast who 

had never been 

out of Northern 

Ireland before.”

Top: Fred Parkes.

Left: Mr McClean and Mr Parkes, School trip 

to Mont St Michel, St Malo, France, 1960.



On one particular 1st April, I lined up the 

boys in two lines in the corridor. I then 

said, “Shoes and socks off, socks in right 

hand and shoes in the left hand.” Then 

as they stood there I said, “April Fool!” 

They were not amused and to get their 

own back they let off a stink bomb in 

the classroom as we returned to the 

classroom after lunch. Fortunately, I was 

at the end of the line and smelling the 

stink I closed the door and remained in 

the corridor until the smell had dissipated.

I recall Mr McCullough, who was an ex-

British Army champion boxer, and would 

settle any personal disputes by placing 

the two boys concerned in the boxing 

ring for three rounds. These boys usually 

became lifelong friends. He was an 

excellent teacher and was much admired 

for his fairness and good educating skills, 

both academically and practically. 

I was inspired by him and did a 

presentation on New Zealand, which 

was displayed in the City Hall! Wow! 

I will always remember this teacher for 

his quiet, easy-going and interesting way 

of teaching. This ultimately affected my 

life because I eventually emigrated to 

New Zealand with my wife and two 

young boys 37 years ago. 

Victor Piggott also was a great cyclist 

and held the record time from Belfast to 

Dublin. I also have been a keen cyclist 

over the years. 
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by Fred Parkes

by William Pelan

by William Pelan

There was also humour and a mutual respect between staff 

and pupils. On April Fool’s Day pranks were played. Pupils 

were sent for a “long stand” and “striped paint”. 

april fool 

fight club 

mr piggott 
My favourite teacher was Mr Victor Piggott. He taught 

geography and made the subject come alive. 
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“I recall Mr 

McCullough, who 

was an ex-British 

Army champion 

boxer, and 

would settle any 

personal disputes 

by placing 

the two boys 

concerned in the 

boxing ring for 

three rounds.” Above: Fred Parkes and class.



When he transferred to another school 

he called back a few times to see how his 

class was progressing. My last year was 

with Mr McCullough - or “Siki” as he was 

known - and he was a legend. A giant of 

a man, he had to be tough because he 

was dealing with some tough guys. I saw 

him boldly lifting a guy by the scruff of 

the neck out of his chair at the desk and 

he took him out into the corridor and just 

shook him like a rag doll. His main subject 

was art but as with all the teaching staff 

he was well versed in other subjects. He 

took a poem by Oliver Goldsmith called 

“The Village School Master” and gave us 

the section to learn by breaking down 

each line to explain it in detail. He just 

taught it, spread it out and you took it line 

at a time and it sank in easier, it was great! 

Now even over sixty years later I can still 

recite it. Unlike Mr Logan, Siki McCullough 

could use the cane to great effect and I 

can recall a class of around thirty pupils 

receiving six of the best at one go. Still, 

he was an admired teacher for all that. 

My memories of these two gentlemen 

are still treasured after all the years that 

have passed. 
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by Billy Ralph

My last memories of my time at Templemore Avenue are 

FHQWUHG�RQ�WZR�RI�P\�WHDFKHUV��,Q�P\�ÀUVW�\HDU�,�KDG�0U�
Logan (known as Pa Logan). He was a pleasant and witty 

gentleman who specialised in history – my favourite subject. 

I never recall him ever using the dreaded cane! 

mr logan and “the village 
school master”
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“My last year was 

with Mr McCullough 

or ‘Siki’ as he was 

known and he 

was a legend.  

A giant of a man, 

he had to be tough 

because he was 

dealing with some 

tough guys.”

Top: Billy Ralph.

Above: Young Billy.



I forget what I’d done one day but she 

got the cane out and I was old enough 

to realise - I’m standing with my hand out 

and she had her hand right back and I 

thought, “If this cane connects with my 

ÀQJHUV�,·P�JRLQJ�WR�«µ���\RX�NQRZ��VR�
any time it came down I pulled my hand 

away and it came down and slapped 

her right across the thigh. She grabbed 

me by the wrist and I got an extra couple 

for doing that. So years later a neighbour 

in the street ended up in her class and I 

said, “Ask her does she remember me.” 

So she asked if she remembered Billy 

Ralph. “Indeed I do I remember! I had to 

cane that boy one day and he pulled his 

hand away!”

When school term started in September, I 

was still unable to walk. So my kind mother 

pushed me to school in a child’s pram. I’m 

not sure if anyone remembers this strange 

sight, but it is the clearest memory I have 

of life at Templemore Avenue School. My 

name then was Violet Dawson and I had 

two younger brothers George and Ken. I 

was so relieved when the casts came off 

and I was able to join the school hockey 

team. I loved sports at school and have 

great memories of playing at the pitches 

at North Road School.

Life At Templemore Avenue School 120

by Billy Ralph

by Violet Seeds

Miss Dallas, very twin set and pearls. 

On my twelfth birthday I was still in plaster of Paris from the 

tip of my toes to my knees. I had recently had an operation 

on both feet to correct the shape of my toes. This was the 

31st July 1949. 

missed me!

plaster of paris
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“Indeed I do I 

remember! I had 

to cane that boy 

one day and 

he pulled his 

hand away!”

Top: Violet Seeds.

Right: Pictured left to right: Sally, Marie 

and Violet.



One of the good drawings of the 

shipyard was done by a pupil called 

Drennan, which took pride of place 

in the art room. Another teacher was 

nicknamed “Arky” and he taught science. 

+LV�SULGH�DQG�MR\�ZHUH�KLV�ÀVK�WDQNV�
(he always seem to have a drip at his 

nose). He would write the lesson on the 

blackboard and when he got to the 

bottom would erase the top half and God 

help you if you hadn’t written it down in 

time. Another teacher was Mr Ross, he 

played rugby for the Church of Ireland 

Young Men’s Society (CIYMS) and think he 

came from Portadown. The other teacher 

was Mr Ewing (“Pa” Ewing). 

The whole school was there and parents. 

Mr Bell or “Dinger” as we referred to him 

(not to his face) had a great love for 

music and a wonderful gift of passing 

it on to his pupils. The school band also 

played - Templemore Avenue Band as 

you know, it continues to this day with 

some of the past pupils still in it. When 

I think of this service I still get a warm 

feeling of how it made me feel to be part 

of this carol service. I still love to sing today.
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by Sid Spence

by Lillian Watt

One memory I have is singing in the school choir - I think it was 

1962/63 - we had it in St Patrick’s church, Newtownards Road. 

Toby Mercer, I remember, walked with a walking stick. 

Mr McCullough - “Siki” - was the art teacher - if you liked 

to draw you couldn’t go wrong.

many teachers 

musical talent 
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“Another teacher 

was nicknamed 

“Arky” and he 

taught science... 

(he always seem 

to have a drip at 

his nose).”
Top: Lillian Watt.

Right: Young Lillian.



Life after Templemore
Avenue School
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Dear Sir, I 

would like to 

apply for the 

position of … 

advertised 

in the Belfast 

Telegraph...



,Q�IDFW�LW�ZDV�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�,�ZDV�LQWURGXFHG�
to Brylcreem hair cream, so it was, and I 

remember putting the Brylcreem on my 

hair. I also remember if myself and a few 

other boys  were going out at all, we used 

to get a small tin of Vaseline, take the lid 

off the Vaseline, put it on your hands and 

KHDW�LW�LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�ÀUH��7KH�UHDVRQ�ZK\�
you would have done that was because 

Vaseline as you know can be quite stiff, 

so it can, but when you heated it on 

\RXU�KDQGV�LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�ÀUH�LW�REYLRXVO\�
softened it up and then you rubbed it in 

your hair. It kept your hair stiff like the wax 

that those young people use today, so the 

wax I suppose is no new thing because 

we did it back in those days.

Life After Templemore Avenue School 126

by Thomas Beattie

2QH�RI�WKH�ÀUVW�ZHH�MREV�,�JRW�P\VHOI�ZDV�ZRUNLQJ�LQ�D�
chemist’s, so it was just basically at the top of the street and 

that was only a few hours a week, just delivering prescriptions. 

first job 
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“In fact it was the 

ÀUVW�WLPH�,�ZDV�
introduced to 

Brylcreem hair 

cream, so it was, 

and I remember 

putting the 

Brylcreem on 

my hair.”

Above: Thomas Beattie’s parents Jim 

and Anna with family and friends.

Right: Old Brylcreem Advert, image 

courtesy of www.historyworld.co.uk.



I went back to Templemore Avenue 

School and asked Toby Mercer, the 

principal, if he would write me a letter 

of support, which he did as I stood 

LQ�KLV�RIÀFH��(YHQ�WKRXJK�,·G�OHIW�WKH�
school, I was still nervous standing in the 

SULQFLSDO·V�RIÀFH�DQG�,·P�VXUH�KH�FRXOG�
see me shaking! The letter from Toby 

0HUFHU�FDUULHG�PH�LQWR�P\�ÀUVW�MRE�DQG�
subsequent jobs for a couple of years in 

the early 1950s.

“Dear Sir, I would like to apply for the 

position of … advertised in the Belfast 

Telegraph on Thursday night.” I sent out 

what seemed liked hundreds. Eventually 

I got the chance to sit the exam for 

6KRUWV�DQG�,�VWDUWHG�LQ�$XJXVW�DV�DQ�RIÀFH�

girl. After being in Shorts a year, I got 

promoted to a kitting clerk, keeping the 

records of the kit sheets for building the 

airplanes. That was a great job, but the 

administration involved was unbelievable. 
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by Bobby Briggs

by Marie Briggs

I managed to get a scholarship to the Belfast Technical 

High School, as did my younger brother Tommy Briggs 

and others. On completing the high school course I started 

applying for jobs but needed references. 

I went for several interviews. My older brother Bobby 

always helped me write the letters to apply for jobs. 

toby mercer’s reference 

kitting clerk in shorts 

 129Life After Templemore Avenue School

“Dear Sir, I would 

like to apply for 

the position of … 

advertised in the 

Belfast Telegraph 

on Thursday night.”

Top: Bobby Briggs.

Left: Letter of reference from Toby Mercer.



It was on the corner and I had to go there 

IRU�DQ�LQWHUYLHZ��7KHLU�ZHH�RIÀFH�ZDV�DW�
the top of the shop. I came home one 

day, I remember this day, I said to my 

mummy and daddy, “I have to go for an 

interview, the principal said that there is 

D�MRE�JRLQJ�RYHU�WKHUH�LQ�WKHLU�RIÀFH�DQG�
I was to go for the interview.” My sister, 

who is eight and a half years older than 

me, was working in a stitching place and 

she said she’d asked for a job for me 

too and I said, “That’s not fair, I want to 

go to this other place.” My sister said, “If 

you don’t go then I’m not going back to 

work.” So I had to go and another girl 

called Edna Macintosh got the other job. 

I then applied for a secretary’s job in 

a primary school where I remained 

for forty years and loved it, until my 

retirement in 2011. I met and worked with 

lots of wonderful people over the years 

and remain friends with them even to this 

day. I have been blessed! It is only when 

you are older that you realise just how 

hard times were for your mother and 

father – but we were happy. It certainly 

didn’t do us any harm. If you had a strong 

work ethic it certainly spurred you on to 

do well!
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by Eva Beck

by Flo Brown

I left school at fourteen and Toby Mercer always tried to help 

some of the children to get jobs; so he had told me that I had 

to go over to Allen’s - it was a big grocery shop, it was one of 

the biggest on the Newtownards Road - I always remember 

the name of it, Allen’s. 

$W����\HDUV�ROG�,�OHIW�FROOHJH�DQG�DFTXLUHG�D�MRE�LQ�WKH�RIÀFH�
of a garage on the Woodstock Road where I worked until I 

was married. 

that’s not fair 

secretary 
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“It is only 

when you 

are older that 

you realise 

just how hard 

times were 

for your 

mother and 

father – but 

we were 

happy.”

Top: Flo Brown.

Above: Newtownards Road.

Right: Eva and Angus Beck.



During my apprenticeship, which lasted 

5 years, I was moved about every six 

months to certain parts of H&W. My last 

year I worked in the Diesel Erecting Shop, 

which I loved. We built the engines for 

the ships being built at H&W, and also 

in other shipyards of Great Britain. I was 

promoted to foreman when I was 27 

years old. I travelled to other places 

to repair engines – Holland, Germany, 

Spain, Portugal, Italy and part of Scotland 

and England. My next promotion was to 

senior supervisor in Diesel Fitting Shops. 

The Engine Works stopped building 

engines in the early ‘80s. My next move 

was to H&W Ship Repair as engine 

manager until 1987. I retired from this job 

in August 1995 near my 59th birthday. 
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by Harry Bruce

I left school in June 1951 and started in Harland and Wolff’s 

Engine Works Gatehouse as message boy in August 1953. 

harland and wolff 
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“During my 

apprenticeship, 

which lasted 

5 years, I was 

moved about 

every six months 

to certain parts 

of H&W.”

Above: Aerial view of Harland and Wolff.

Above and right: Harry Bruce at work.



By that time most of my friends that were 

in secondary were heads of science or 

heads of history and I was nothing, but 

then I got the post of responsibility, which 

was slightly less than what they would 

have got.

Eventually they decided that Templemore 

Avenue was going to be a primary and 

they had a little infant school called 

Megain. Well they moved all the staff 

- P1s, 2s, 3s and I presume 4s - into the 

downstairs of Templemore Avenue 

and we were upstairs and a number of 

SHRSOH�OLNH�$OÀH�DQG�%HUW�ZHUH�H[�DUP\��
EXW�WKH\�ZHUH�DOO�TXDOLÀHG�IRU�VHFRQGDU\�
schools and they didn’t want to teach 

primary school. I had completed three 

years at Stranmillis, training to be a 

primary school teacher and then a fourth 

\HDU�LQ�VFLHQFH�VR�,�ZDV�TXDOLÀHG�IRU�
both. So Mr McCullough said, “Would you 

stay to give the P7s a start?” - I said yes. 

He retired and Mr Stanford came in from 

0HUVH\�6WUHHW�DV�WKH�ÀUVW�SULQFLSDO�RI�WKH�
SULPDU\�VFKRRO�DQG�,�WRRN�WKH�ÀUVW�3���

During that year, I saw there was no 

hope of promotion because of all these 

ladies. The principal of Megain became 

the vice principal automatically and 

then all the ladies had posts so there 

was no scope. A friend of mine in Braniel 

had a family bereavement and he was 

a music teacher and I said to him, “But I 

can’t teach music,” and he said to go and 

see Mr Massen, who was a Scotsman. 

I went and he said, “Can you play a 

gramophone?” I said yes and he said, 

“That’s all right, you can play music then.” 

I got the job! 

Then a year later Mr Massen says to me, 

“What the hell are you still doing here, 

why don’t you go for a degree?” I never 

thought of myself as a degree person, 

and he went and got the application for 

4XHHQ·V��VWRRG�RYHU�PH�ZKLOH�,�ÀOOHG�LW�
in, took it and posted it and I got in as a 

mature student. 
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by Jim Bunting

They decided that Templemore Avenue was going to 

be a primary school, up to P7, so I taught the last P10 

there was. I was the last because Bob McClean moved to 

Knocknagoney; when he saw what was happening he 

applied and got the principal’s jobs there. So people 

within did quite well with appointments. 

teacher 
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“Mr McCullough 

said, “Would you 

stay to give the P7s 

a start?” - I said yes. 

He retired and Mr 

Stanford came in 

from Mersey Street 

DV�WKH�ÀUVW�SULQFLSDO�
of the primary 

school and I took 

WKH�ÀUVW�3��µ
Top: Lanyon Building, Queen’s University, Belfast. Image 

courtesy of Queen’s University, Belfast.



I was a wee boy and I remember getting 

orange juice, two-litre tins of fresh orange 

juice from South Africa. There was a 

boat in from South Africa and one day 

the men came round and said to me, “I 

couldn’t get you anything today, Billy, but 

I have some pineapples.” But when I cut 

them they weren’t ripe, and this stuff was 

only coming back into Northern Ireland 

after the war and most of us had never 

seen a pineapple, I know I hadn’t, and 

bananas and all that. I said to him, “How 

did you know they weren’t ripe?” and he 

said, “Well I cut the top off them and they 

weren’t in those wee chunks,” and I said, 

“WHAT?” When I went home to my mother 

I said to her, “When you cut the top off a 

pineapple are they in those wee chunks 

that you get in the tin?” and she says, 

“No, son,” then I said, “But how do you 

know?” and she says, “Well you pull the 

leaf out.” And that’s how you tell if a 

pineapple is ripe. 
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by Billy Childs

In the young days at the dock as a message boy, things 

weren’t coming in the way you get them in the shops now. 

Fruit was just starting to come in and in those days there were 

no containers so everything came in boxes, and I remember 

PDQ\��PDQ\�GD\V�DV�D�\RXQJ�IHOOD�VLWWLQJ�LQ�WKH�RIÀFH��:H�
had little cranes that worked in the sheds and the men would 

have come round at lunchtime and said, “There are some 

apples in Pollock 6, here’s a few apples for you.” 

messenger boy 
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 “When you cut 

the top off a 

pineapple are 

they in those 

wee chunks 

that you get in 

the tin?”

Top: Billy Childs.

Above: Billy Childs and work colleagues.



I had been sent to Pettigo, on the border 

of Donegal and Fermanagh, to stay with 

Uncle Lanky Johnston and my cousins 

William and Phyllis; this was because of 

the Belfast Blitz. I was running around 

that night in May putting out incendiaries 

and small bombs which set everywhere 

RQ�ÀUH��0\�IDWKHU�KDG�JRQH�WR�KHOS�D�
neighbour, Mr Currie, who had rheumatic 

fever and was bedridden. On the way 

down the stairs, my father fell down 

while carrying his friend who was a 

plumber in the shipyard. While trying to 

save Mr Currie, dad broke his ribs and 

was worried that I would be killed if he 

remained in Belfast as the Luftwaffe was 

determined to blow Harland and Wolff to 

kingdom come. So the next day, broken 

ribs or not, he took me to Omagh, then 

changed trains to Buncrana and got 

RII�DW�3HWWLJR�6WDWLRQ��VR�,�ÀQLVKHG�P\�
last year at school in Dernesk School, 

returning to Belfast at the end of 1942 in 

time to join the TS Formidable. 

I went to work in Hector Black’s, which 

ZDV�D�JURFHU\�VKRS�ZLWK�IUHVK�ÀVK�DW�
%DOO\KDFNDPRUH��$W�WKH�DJH�RI�ÀIWHHQ��,�
followed my father into the shipyard as a 

shipwright. After serving my time I joined 

the Merchant Navy and sailed with the 

Union Castle Line and also enlisted in the 

Ulster Division of the Royal Navy Reserve. I 

served on the ship called the HMS Kirkliston 

which I had helped build at Harland and 

Wolff shipbuilders. To the world this ship 

was later named the Kilmorey. 

I remained a member of the Sea Cadets 

and visited many times when I was home 

on leave between 1949 and the 1960s. I 

then became Lieutenant Commander of 

the unit and remained Lt Com until 1977 

ZKHQ�,�OHW�WKH�&KLHI�3HWW\�2IÀFHU�WDNH�
over. The TS Formidable is still in full swing 

and has had several homes from its 

humble beginnings. 

Now 83 years old, I have very vivid 

happy memories and am still close 

friends with two boys who joined at the 

same time - Alan Kidd and Jackie Baine - 

and also many of the cadets who went 

through their unit visit me regularly. What 

an achievement! 
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by William Crothers

In 1943, the Sea Cadets was formed in the school. I was the 

sixth boy to join. It was run in the two rooms on either side of 

the main hall; they were called Port and Starboard, just like 

RQ�D�VKLS��7KH�&RPPDQGLQJ�2IÀFHU�ZDV�+XJK�7KRPSVRQ��KH�
was a retired Royal Navy Gunner. He had a soft spot for me 

and looked out for me; this was because both our fathers 

were Harland and Wolff shipwrights. 

navy 
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“I had been sent to Pettigo, 

... to stay with Uncle Lanky 

Johnston and my cousins 

William and Phyllis; this was 

because of the Belfast Blitz.”

Top: William Crothers as a Cadet.

$ERYH��:LOOLDP�&URWKHUV�DV�D�3HWW\�2IÀFHU�
in the Navy.

Left: Naval log book.



But that changed and I was kept on and 

didn’t get leaving until summer 1969. 

0\�ÀUVW�MRE�ZDV�DW�WKH�2UPHDX�%DNHU\��,�
had to travel up through the markets and 

dad would have dropped us over and 

then you would have got the bus home. 

Much to everyone’s surprise, as I didn’t 

like school much and didn’t do that well 

at it, I went on to work in social work in 

/RQGRQ�DQG�QRZ�GR�ZRUN�ZLWK�$VKÀHOG�
Girls’ High School as one of the transfer 

representatives. 

I was much involved as a church organist 

and choirmaster for most of my career. 

I was musical director to some operatic 

groups in the past. I still continue in my art 

interest exhibiting work from time to time 

in Belfast galleries and have particular 

interest in doing “black & whites”. 
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by Sarah Clarke

by Jim Drennan

by John Girvin

I left school the year the troubles started because the 

education authority had decided that the leaving age would 

go up from 15 to 16 and I was coming up to 15 that Christmas. I 

thought great, I’m getting to leave. 

I went to Stranmillis Training College and pursued a career 

in teaching.

making a difference 

creative touches 

handy man 
I liked science and the woodwork teacher was a big fella in his 

early 20s. He was interesting to talk to and I kept it up after I left 

VFKRRO��,�ZDV�D�PDFKLQLVW�ÀUVW�DQG�WKHQ�ZHQW�RQ�WR�GR�MRLQHU\��
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“I was much 

involved as a 

church organist 

and choirmaster 

for most of 

my career.”

Top: Sarah Clarke.

Right: Templemore Avenue School Band.



These are some of the places where I 

worked. My mother died when I was 

15 and my father when I was 16. I left 

Belfast in 1953 when I was 17 and went 

WR�(QJODQG�WR�ÀQG�ZRUN��,�IRXQG�ZRUN�
and except for going back to Belfast 

occasionally for holidays and to see my 

family who still lived there, I eventually 

settled in England, got married and raised 

a family and have lived there ever since. 

In some ways I still think of Belfast, even 

after almost 60 years, as home. 

With local government reorganisation I 

transferred to the Housing Executive and 

took early retirement in March 1999. Since 

then I have managed a private planning 

RIÀFH��WKHQ�D�FRPPXQLW\�SURMHFW��,�ZDV�
elected to the Belfast City Council at the 

last election and am a DUP Councillor. I 

am also a Harbour Commissioner. 
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by Ruth Girvin

by Norman Gray

by Tom Haire

I was more into sports and English and was always into 

books and ended up going on to do bookkeeping. 

I worked in various places in Belfast after I left school: the 

Shipyard, Ropeworks, Castlereagh Laundry, Musgrave’s. 

Within two weeks I got a job in the shoe department at 

the Co-op, but then did an entrance exam for Belfast 

Corporation and started on 1st September 1964. 

books, books and more books 

variety 

government 
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“I was elected 

to the Belfast 

City Council ... 

and am a DUP 

Councillor. I am 

also a Harbour 

Commissioner.” 

Top: Stormont Buildings. 

© Chris Hill @ scenicireland.com. 

Left and below left: The Ropeworks.



0\�ÀUVW�MRE�ZDV�LQ�,QJOLV�ELVFXLW�IDFWRU\�DW�
Connswater. I worked in the chocolate 

department. I had applied for a trainee 

position at Shorts. At my interview I was 

told that it was company policy not 

to employ anyone who was already 

employed! Another disappointment! 

I got a job in Hughes embroidery 

factory on the Mountpottinger Road - 

left Inglis factory and started a two-year 

apprenticeship there. Still not what I 

wanted in my life, I did so want to be 

a secretary. 

That came true when I enlisted in HM 

Forces. I worked hard, studied even harder 

DQG�JRW�P\�TXDOLÀFDWLRQV�DQG�EHFDPH�D�
secretary and then a personal assistant. 

I married my late husband Bob in 1962 

and I didn’t work again until my family - 

two sons and one daughter - had grown 

up. I then retrained and became a 

dispenser in a large chemist until I retired. 
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by Rae Halley

hm forces 
There was great disappointment in my life as I failed the 11+. 

,�UHDOO\�ZDQWHG�WR�JR�RQ�WR�%ORRPÀHOG�&ROOHJLDWH�6FKRRO�RQ�
the Holywood Road. That was my choice and nowhere else 

would do. So I stayed at Templemore Avenue until I was 14 

and then left to start work. 
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´0\�ÀUVW�MRE�
was in Inglis 

biscuit factory 

at Connswater. 

I worked in 

the chocolate 

department.”

Top: Inglis horse and cart. 

Above: Inglis Biscult Factory.

Above left: Rae Halley.



I married John (Jackie) Hamilton (a baker) 

in April 1943. We met at a dance in 1942. He 

was on crutches and sitting, having been 

injured from a bomb blast in the Blitz when 

working as an Air Raid Precaution (APR) 

warden. As I walked past he said, “Hello, 

Ginger, I’ll be taking you home!” 

We could not get housing during and 

immediately after the war and spent a 

GLIÀFXOW�WLPH�PRYLQJ�DURXQG�WKH�KRPHV�RI�
relatives. Eventually in 1947, we got a house 

in Kenbaan Street, not far from my mother 

and father and the homes of my brothers 

and sisters. I worked periodically in various 

factories in the locality in East Belfast. 

In 1957, we moved to a new house in 

Dunmurry with three bedrooms, an indoor 

toilet and bathroom with hot water. 

My husband Jackie worked very hard and 

all hours all his life. My son John was born 

in 1944, daughter June in 1947, and Patricia 

in 1957. I am very proud of my son and 

daughters and what they have achieved 

for themselves and their families. 

When I look back, my memories are of 

my wedding day, the birth of my three 

children, a family holiday we all had at 

%ODFNSRRO�LQ�������P\�ÀUVW�DQG�VXEVHTXHQW�
grandchildren, the weddings of my three 

children, invitations to the Royal Yacht 

Britannia and Buckingham Palace. My 

three holidays to Florida, USA, were 

really exciting. 
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by Ester Hamilton

great achievements 
0\�PRWKHU�(OL]DEHWK�KDG�WKH�JUHDWHVW�LQÁXHQFH�RQ�PH�
EHFDXVH�RI�KRZ�VKH�EURXJKW�XS�D�ODUJH�IDPLO\�LQ�GLIÀFXOW�
circumstances during the 1920s, ‘30s and ‘40s. 
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“He was on 

crutches and 

sitting... As I 

walked past 

he said, “Hello, 

Ginger, I’ll be 

taking you home!” 
Top: Ester and Jackie Hamilton and friends.

Above left: Ester and son John Hamilton.

Above: Ester and daughter Patricia.



I left the police in 2001 after 37 years. I 

had the opportunity at a senior level to 

travel extensively in my police service, in 

particular to North America and Europe, 

as well as the Far and Middle East, South 

America and South Africa. In 1989, I was 

awarded an Eisenhower Fellowship 

by the Foundation in Philadelphia and 

studied business and policing techniques 

in the USA. The police service availed me 

of the opportunity to secure a BA (Hons), 

MBA, BSc and Diploma in Criminology. I 

was awarded the Queen’s Police Medal 

in 1996 and the Order of St John of 

Jerusalem in 2000. 

Patricia and I married in 1964. My late 

in-laws, Catherine and Stewart Johnston, 

also born and raised all their lives in 

East Belfast, afforded me affection and 

wisdom. During the 37 year period of my 

police service, my wife Patricia (without 

complaint) and I lived in ten different 

houses. Our children, Trudy (born 1977) 

and David (born 1982), also endured my 

absences and movement. As a family 

we had great holidays, principally in 

North America. 
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by John Hamilton

police 
In 1990, I applied for a post with Greater Manchester Police 

and was appointed an Assistant Chief Constable. Following 

WKLV��LQ������,�PRYHG�WR�WKH�+RPH�2IÀFH�DV�D�'HSXW\�&KLHI�
&RQVWDEOH�DQG�ÀQDOO\�DV�D�&KLHI�&RQVWDEOH�WR�)LIH�LQ�������
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“I was awarded 

the Queen’s 

Police Medal 

in 1996 and the 

Order of St John 

of Jerusalem 

in 2000.”
Top: John Hamilton 

/HIW��-RKQ�DV�,QVSHFWLQJ�3ROLFH�2IÀFHU�DW�WKH�
Scottish Police College, Tulliallan.

Right: John and Patricia Hamilton.



I left it and got a job in the Belfast 

Ropeworks; we called it netting but it 

ZDV�EUDLGLQJ�DQG�\RX�PDGH�ÀVKLQJ�QHWV��
football nets and things like that and it 

was done as if you were knitting. You 

got a pattern and there were so many 

meshes instead of stitches that you had 

to put on the bar and you had to have 

different sizes of spools to make the 

different sizes of mesh. You started at the 

WRS�DQG�ZRUNHG�ULJKW�GRZQ�WR�WKH�ÁRRU�
and after you did that full sheet, you put 

a big rolling pin thing through it that was 

called a stretcher and you stood out in 

WKH�PLGGOH�RI�WKH�ÁRRU�DQG�SXW�VR�PDQ\�
meshes on it and pulled it tight. That was 

to stretch and tighten all the knots up and 

ZKHQ�LW�ZDV�ÀQLVKHG�LW�ZDV�VR�PDQ\�\DUGV�
long and four women would have pulled 

LW�RXW�RQWR�WKH�ÁRRU��7KH�IRXU�ZRPHQ�
would have come along with a yardstick 

DQG�PHDVXUHG�LW���WKDW�ZDV�ÀQH���DQG�WKHQ�
the “bogie boys” came and it took about 

three or four of them to lift it on to the 

bogie to take it away.

 Then I left there and I went back to the 

stitching again and I worked on the 

Old Kart Mills on the Beersbridge Road, 

which was where the factory was, and 

of course I was put to the stitching right 

away then and I loved it. I worked there 

until I was married. 

I also did work in my house stitching for 

the place that I had worked in and there 

I was able to look after my daughter; I 

could leave the door open and watch 

her. The machine was put in the kitchen 

and the guy would come and collect 

what I had made and brought me more 

stuff to sew. 

Then when more children came along 

I went out to clean houses - what we 

called the big houses, the people with the 

money - I went out and did that when the 

children went to school and then I was 

back for lunchtime. 
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by Maud Legge

stitching 
I left school and started work in a factory in a stitching place 

on the Dublin Road. I wanted to become a stitcher but I didn’t 

realise that you didn’t get to learn stitching right away, you 

had to run about going for tea and getting the other ones 

things. That wasn’t quick enough for me so I left there (by the 

way I walked it there to the Dublin Road and I walked it home). 
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“I left it and got a 

job in the Belfast 

Ropeworks; we 

called it netting 

but it was braiding 

and you made 

ÀVKLQJ�QHWV��
football nets and 

things like that...”

Top: The Ropeworks. 

Above: Maud Legge and friend Winnie.

Left: The Linen Mills. 



During this time, I remembered my 

promise to the headmaster and studied 

in the evenings at the local polytechnic 

and eventually became professionally 

TXDOLÀHG�DV�D�PHPEHU�RI�WKH�,QVWLWXWH�RI�
Electrical Engineers (MIEE). In 1963, my wife 

and I left Africa and I joined the Bermuda 

Telephone Company as its engineer. I 

WKHQ�EHFDPH�&KLHI�(QJLQHHU�DQG�ÀQDO�
General Manager and C.E.O of the 

company until retirement. I also became 

a Fellow of the Institute. I have always 

attributed my success to my association 

with Templemore Avenue School. 
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by Danny Mannus

many travels 
After returning from the countryside at the end of the war I 

MRLQHG�WKH�3RVW�2IÀFH�DV�D�PHVVHQJHU�DQG�WKHQ�WUDQVIHUUHG�WR�
the P.O. Engineering Department. In 1949, I went to Rhodesia 

(Zimbabwe) Telecoms where I stayed for almost 15 years. 
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“I have always 

attributed my 

success to my 

association with 

Templemore 

Avenue School.”

Top: Royal Navy Dockyard 

at King’s Wharf, Bermuda. 

Above: Danny Mannus.



The war had ended and the shirt factory 

no longer needed the workers it had (its 

main business was Army, Navy and Air 

Force shirts). After being paid off I went on 

the dole and signed on twice a week and 

got paid on Fridays. The Ulster Milk bar 

in Donegal Place was a favourite spot 

to have a coffee on dole payday. I then 

went to work in Mayfair Manufacturers 

(ladies underwear). I liked that; I started to 

make my own dresses and mum’s as well. 

Later in life, my husband, who had his 

own heating and plumbing business in 

Templemore Avenue, roped me into 

GRLQJ�WKH�RIÀFH�ZRUN��,�ZHQW�WR�WKH�
Rupert Stanley College to learn to type 

and Templemore School to learn the 

computer and worked in the business for 

the next 30 years. 
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by Mary McDermott

mayfair manufacturers 
I left school and started work in a job arranged for me by my 

Aunt Molly. It was in a shirt factory called Vollet’s and it was 

a long way from East Belfast, up the Crumlin Road. I travelled 

on two trams into town and then one up the Crumlin Road to 

Agnes Street – left the house at 7.45 am, awful! 
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“I went to the 

Rupert Stanley 

College to learn 

to type and 

Templemore 

School to learn 

the computer 

and worked 

in the business 

for the next 

30 years.”

Top: Belfast City Centre in 1960s.

Above: Rupert Stanley College.

Left: Mary McDermott, Templemore 

Avenue School class picture.



My secret ambition is to teach these 

lovely people to be good Kiwis and to 

speak English with an Ulster accent – 

kidding! So in conclusion, I owe a lot to 

Templemore Avenue School and the 

Northern Ireland educational system, 

which was, and perhaps still is, the best 

in the UK.

Then I got a job in Murphy’s on May Street, 

an electrical equipment shop, where I 

VWD\HG�IRU�WHQ�\HDUV��7KDW�ZDV�P\�ÀUVW�UHDO�
job. My third job was at Queen’s where I 

stayed for 21 years and generally it was 

an interesting place to be. There I made 

dozens of friends who were workmates 

and staff members. 
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by William Pelan

by Billy Ralph

many thanks 

life long friends 

Currently I am retired from medical publishing but am still 

associated with the University of Auckland and, in a voluntary 

way, teach English to people from Asia, Eastern Europe and 

elsewhere who have come to live in New Zealand.

0\�ÀUVW�MRE�ZDV�LQ�D�EXLOGHU·V�VXSSOLHU·V�\DUG��,�ZDV�WKHUH�IURP�
age 14-16 and detested it. 
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“My third job 

was at Queen’s 

where I stayed 

for 21 years and 

generally it was 

an interesting 

place to be.”

Top: Road to Mount Cook, Southern Alps, New Zealand. 

Right: Stained glass window, Queen’s University, Belfast. 

Image courtesy of Queen’s University, Belfast.



...but I was forever burning the tips of my 

ÀQJHUV�RQ�WKH�KRW�SUHVVHV�DQG�GHFLGHG�
to seek alternative employment while 

I still had the use of my digits. So after 

four weeks I started a new position in a 

bakery on Templemore Avenue putting 

coconut on snowball buns. I can’t 

UHPHPEHU�WKH�QDPH�RI�WKH�ÀUP�EXW�LW�ZDV�
a wee place that was above the shops 

on Templemore Avenue

I went on to serve my time as a boiler 

maker working in the Engine Works’ Boiler 

shop for sixteen years before emigrating 

to Adelaide, South Australia, where I 

DP�VWLOO�UHVLGLQJ��/HW�PH�VD\��ZKHQ�,�ÀUVW�
arrived if there had been a road back 

to Belfast I would have walked it, but 

gradually settled in. 
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by Violet Seeds

by Sid Spence

snowballs 

memories of home 

After I left school, I started work in a factory in Cromac Street 

pressing handkerchiefs ...

I started work as a message boy in Harland and Wolff at the 

age of fourteen.
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“I started a 

new position 

in a bakery on 

Templemore 

Avenue putting 

coconut on 

snowball buns”

Above: River Torrens in the City of Adelaide, South Australia. 
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Little Book of Memories is a collection of memories depicting life in East Belfast 
and a community’s experiences of attending Templemore Avenue School. The book 
is the result of The Templemore Avenue Trust’s People’s History Project. The heartbeat 
of which was created by past pupils and teachers; they have given so much of 
themselves in bringing this book to life. 

The book is a journey through the decades, through hardship, friendship and laughter. 
A true delight, this book will bring a smile to the face of every reader.


