
James Bell goes to Episcopal School Infants – the Mulberry Tree

[bookmark: _GoBack]At St. Davids School we had a lesson about Silk Worms, we used to keep them at school and at home. We fed them on the Mulberry leaves from the Blind institute.
 
The blind made all types of baskets and sold them in there shop on St Davids Hill.
They were made from withies and were soaked to make them supple.
They kept large quantities in a shed next to Rock side.
In 1945 they caught fire and it was a large blaze.
 
After the blitz one of the Banks I think it was Lloyds Bank used the front part of The institute for a period.  
  
The Exeter Technical School took some classrooms during the war at the Institute The entrance was from Haldon Road the wall was removed next to St. Davids Parish Hall 
 
The Playing field at the back was little used.
Episcopal School did not have a playing field,
The blind institute field was on the other side of the wall dividing the two Schools
but The Institute would not release the field to any one else 
The Blind institute did not socialise.
 
I think that is all I can remember about The Institute as we used to call Exeter Community Centre, but could tell more about St. Davids and even about a haunted house in Blackhall Road.


I lived in Haldon Road, which was about 400 yards from Episcopal School. I first went to Episcopal School infants, which was situated in part of the Episcopal Girls School in Mount Dinham. The entrance was between the school and St Michael's and All Angels Church.
Before the Second War, Mount Dinham was a gated community. You may still be able to see the gate pillars at the top of Dinham Road. The pedestrian gate was opened during the day, and the vehicle gates were open as required. The gates were removed during the war. There is one thing I remember, which I think it was about 1936-1937. We were playing inside, and there was a tremendous crash – a tall chimney had fallen through the roof of one of the buildings.
In 1937, I started at St. Mary Arches Infants, Miss Webber was the head teacher and the deputy teacher was called Miss Jordon. The class room was tiered with the teacher sitting on a stool at a high desk. In 1938 we had some siren drills when we had to leave the school and take shelter in the Catacombs in Bartholomew Street.
I had four pennies which I kept dropping on the floor. "If you do that again James I will take them away from you", I did, so she did and put them in her desk. It was normal for the teacher to let you have back what had been confiscated at the end of the lesson. "No you can not have them you have been too naughty, wait until the end of the week, then no, you must wait until the end of term," which was still a few weeks away. At the end of term I was leaving to move up to St David's School.
In May 1942, Mary Arches School was so badly damaged it never opened again. A few days after the bombing I looked over the devastated school, and went in my old classroom, and tried to remember the boys and girls I spent time with, only a few months before. (some of them had been killed, or there homes destroyed.) The desk was still there – I brushed the fallen plaster off the top, lifted the lid, and there were my four pennies, still there! I suddenly felt guilty and thought God was looking, so closed the lid and walked away.
There were some outside toilets, with an entrance at both ends. The sit down section was a series of seats placed over a large pipe which flushed periodically, There were no doors. We boys would run in with our hand over our mouths calling "Ah Ah Ah", while the girls sat with there navy nickers around there ankles. We would run out the other end while they screamed! – we were all about 10 at the time.
Young tragedy
Once, in 1938, I walked to school across the Iron Bridge on the way to Mary Arches – I was five at the time and I used meet a red headed boy my own age – named Sayer who lived over the YMCA billiard room at 5 Lower North Street – at the corner of Bartholomew Street. The entrance to his house was round the back, down a slope from the coach station in Paul Street. A lady, who I assume was his mother, would walk with him as far as the corner of Paul Street and Lower North Street, and watch him as he went across Lower North Street and the road to the Iron Bridge, when he met up with me – she would wave and go back. We would walk along as far as St. Mary Arches Street, cross the road and go up to the school.
There were some alms houses (Lant's Almshouses) on the right from the corner after Seaton's dairy, just before you get to the malt house. These alms houses had half doors and the old ladies would spend there time sitting looking out over the half door. We got to know them and always had a chat if there was time, and on the way back we were given cake or sweets. There was a high pavement and my friend liked to jump up and down from the pavement to the gutter, some times he would only walk in the gutter because he liked to walk abreast with me as the pavement was narrow. One morning he stepped out right in front of a Devon General Bus which killed him instantly. I did not know what had happened as there was such a commotion, one of the old ladies took me into her house and kept me there while the mess was cleared up and the fire brigade washed the road down. They first thought that there were two of us under the bus, later in the morning a teacher came to collect me and took me to school.
I will never forget the nuns who brought to the school, hot cross buns and other goodies on high days and holidays. I still bless the memories of them.
Turf wars
The boys living in Haldon Road (where I lived), and the boys living in Looe Road, had an on going turf war with each other, which had been going on for years. There were some tremendous fists fights, as well as brick fights. How any of us avoided serous injury I do not know. These fights were continued in the playground, there were three brothers called "Long" from Looe Road – two of them went on to be mayors, and the other became an alderman. They served Exeter well and the City can be justly proud of them.
My Parents had 12 children; father was an auditor, and amongst his interest, he invested in property. I remembering him telling me that during the slump, it was possible to buy a freehold shop in the High Street for a £1000!
In the early 1920s he bought a house next to Bramdean School in Homesfield Road, Heavitree. He started a private school, employing staff to run it. The school was fully equipped. He did a spot check only to find there were more pupils present than what was in the register. The appointed manager, and her colleague were pocking the extra fees! I think the school was called the Little School and had its own uniforms. It was not a success and closed in under two years. Father's business ventures all failed, he was only successful with investment property.
The schools that we seven brothers attended were.
Gilbert – Bramdean, & Exeter School  Ernest – Bramdean & Hele's School.  Frank – Hele School. Harold – Episcopal School (Head Boy)  Charles – Episcopal School (Head Boy) & Exeter Technical School James – Episcopal School & Exeter Technical School Marcus – Episcopal School & Exeter Technical School
My five sisters attended. Mable – Maynard School. Marjorie – Maynard School. Elizabeth – Episcopal Girls School  Edith – Episcopal Girls School Hilda – Episcopal Girls School.


James Bell goes to St David's School

In the years 1938 to 1939, St Davids School, Dinham Road, Exeter, and the Episcopal Girls and Boys Schools were rebuilt and refurnished. All the old type desks were replaced and the large slate blackboard were change to a roll around green canvas which was set into the wall. The old desks had a cast iron frame with two box's with lids bolted on to the frame, at the top of the lid in front of the henge there was a groove for pencils and a hole for the inkwell. There was a fold up bench seat for two, and a wooden back plate.
When all the furniture was replaced it was piled up in the playground for any one to take. We ended up with lots of desks in our back garden in which we played schools at home. Eventually they were broken up for fire wood and the iron went for scrap.
A lesson in life
The Head Master of St. Davids School was Mr. L. F. Bellman – a real gentleman. The following is the best lesson I learnt from him for which he will always be remembered.
I went to the School dentist in Southernhay West, he looked into my mouth and said "oh dear. Some of these will have to come out, but not to worry we are not going to take them out now, I will give you a form to fill in... You will need one of your parents, and your teacher to sign it as it will be in school time."
They gave gas in those days, nitrous oxide, or laughing gas, they called it, but it was no laughing matter. Father signed the form, and the next morning I knocked on the headmaster's door.
"Come in, oh its you young Bell, What can I do for you?"
"Please Sir, you have got to sign this form."
He glanced at it and handed it back to me, and said he had not got to do anything, "now off you go, off, off."
That evening my father said "did you get the form signed?"
"No – the headmaster refused to sign it."
"What ever did you say to him?"
"Please Sir you have got to sign this form."
"James, that's not the way to ask. You go back to him and say. Please Sir would you be so good as to sign this form?"
The next day I knocked on the Headmaster's door, "Come in. Oh it is you again young Bell, What is it this time?"
"Please Sir would you be so good as to signed this form."
He took it from me, and smiling over the top of his glasses said, "I would be delighted", and signed it with a flourish. It was then that I realised that there was a quality in asking. Asking was important. Asking was very important.
Wartime teachers
During the war many of the teachers were called up, some volunteered or were subject to direction of labour. This meant that there was a shortage of good teachers and the schools were run by unqualified or retired teachers – added to that, there was the increase in numbers as a result of the evacuees from London, and the fighting which took place between the local boys and the Londoners.
We had a retired teacher called Mr. Wimpy. He suffered from shell shock as a result of his experience in the First World War. He had a very short fuse and often got in a terrible rage and shout and scream. He would start by shouting at the ceiling, "GOOD LORD DELIVER US" and rush around the class thrashing all the desks in turn with his stick and end up hiding under his desk howling. He never hit us but if he did not pull himself together quickly, we would fetch Mr Bellman.
He would come and put his arms around him and say "come along old chap its all right its all right," then he would take him out to his office and some one else would sit with us for the rest of the day. The last time it happened, Mr Bellman sent for an ambulance and we never saw him again.
The graveyard and the playground
The St. Davids School Playground used to be part of the graveyard of St. Michael's Church. The bodies are still there! They placed many of the headstones around the walls – they may still be there. When I started at St. Davids, the left hand side (as you look at the school) of what is now the playground was fenced off as there were still prominent graves. The authorities removed the fence and the head stones and tarred all over the graves, no graves were opened! I watched the workman doing it. Countless children have played and danced over the bodies of the dead.
James Bell goes to the Episcopal Boys School

I watched the rebuilding of the Episcopal Girl and Boys School. Nearly all the girders, bricks, and building material went up Rockside from Dinham Road. The girders, some of which were very large, were needed to span the two halls in four places each. These were unloaded at the top of Dinham Road placed on wooden rollers and pulled up Rockside by two shire horses as far as the boys school yard.
Rockside was a narrow lane, scarcely more than 8 feet wide through out its length, which stretched from Dinham Road, to Bonhay Road. A large part of the school yard wall had been removed to get the girders in where they were needed. There was an extended Summer Holiday in 1938 to enable the bulk of the work to be done.
School Staff
At that time the Rev. Harold Treneer was the head master – he was a very gracious man, a real Mr Chips, every one loved him. I only had Mr Treneer as my head master for one year before he retired. When he retired there was a gathering of all the local dignities and Mr Treneers daughter (who was married to a clergyman) was asked to read from a passage in The Book of Revelation – she was unable to find Revelations and she had to asked her husband to find the reading.
Treneer was followed by a dreadful man – A.F.D. Badcoe. He was married with a daughter and lived in the School House in Mount Dinham. It was said at the time that he only got the job because his father had a senior position in the Education Ministry. He was most unsuitable, the boys hated him, as well as the staff.
The Head Mistress of the Girls School was Miss G.A.Gillatt she lived in the Headmistress' School house attached to The Girls' School in Mount Dinham.
The teachers I remember at Episcopal boys school were.
1, Mr James, deputy head, the boys called him Jumbo because he was overweight.  2, Mr Dingle, assistant head. 3. Mr Twigg. 4. Mr Hopkins, Music & Science – I learnt a lot from him. 5, Mr Pike, taught art. He wore some heavy rings and he would rap you around your temples with them when he was displeased with you.
Alfie the caretaker
Then there was Alfie Webster, the Caretaker, who was the headmasters pet, and spy – he would report you for breaking school rules. As a result he got a hard time from the boys. Alfie Webster also had a newsagent and tobacconist on the corner of Dinham Road.
At the end of each day we had to put our chairs on the desks so that he could sweep the classroom. We put all the chairs just on the edge and one touch of his broom and they would all fall down like dominoes. The school had a large coke boiler, and when there was a delivery of coke, Alfie went down to the boiler room to shovel the coke away from the bottom of the chute as it came down. The boys blocked the entrance with a blank and only pulled it away when there was a huge pile. There was a rush of coke it buried Alfie, he came up the steps gasping for breath and black as coal – he was met by the boys Jeers, one up to us! 
Church school
Episcopal School was very much a Church School (Anglican) and although it was attached to St. Michael's & all Angels and being a high church, there no working relationship. The school's link was with St. Davids Church, in which we some times went as a school, such as Ascension Day – after Singing "Hail The Day That Sees Him Rise Alleluia" we had the rest of the day off.
When you started at the School, you were put in one of four houses, named after former Bishops of Exeter.
1 Offspring Blackall 1708-1716 2 Charles Edward Curzon 1936-1948 3 Henry Phillpotts 1831-1869 4 Frederick Temple 1869-1885 later Archbishop of Canterbury.
The house you represented remained with you all the time you were at the school. Each house had its own colours. You received marks for a good report and debit marks for bad behaviour. These marks were added or deducted from your house, each class were told each week who was the winning house. A shield was presented at the end of term to the winning house.
The morning assembly was often like a church service and lasted for about an hour. We said the Lords Prayer, and often the Apostle's Creed, on Fridays the Catholic Creed, and sang one or two hymns. We sang the church's calender, taken from hymns ancient and modern. Most days there was a bible reading and a short homily. About every couple of months the Bishop was present. All the hymns were rehearsed – I have never forgotten them, and an appreciation of poetry which remains with me to this day.
Owning to the war there were many times for special prayers. I particularly remember the school praying for the Channel Islands when they were starving at the end of the war. In Mr Treneers time, the school ran like a well oiled machine the atmosphere changed when he left. The Christian emphasis of our morning assembly was slowly phased out, by Mr Badcoe and replaced with a secular presentation. It spoke so much about the man.
Two of my six brothers, Harold, and Charles were head boys, before me, I did not follow there example. Brother Marcus followed after me.
Punishment
When Mr Badcoe introduce himself to the boys, and his staff, he stood on the platform and told us he was selected from 135 applicants, and he was the one chosen, so he was the very best! (God help us!). He went on to say that we could approach him at any time and that he was always available. But if you did, he would bite your head of; it was like disturbing a vicious reptile.
He went on to say that he was keen on discipline, for without discipline there would be chaos. "And boys we don't want that do we? I don't hear you. do we? do we? come on we are in this together Do We?" so we all said we did, and that was the way it went – we were bullied into agreeing to his methods with out any discussion. He went on to list a set of rules, 'parameters' he called them, and we the boys not him, were to set the punishments if any rules were broken. He then listed what the punishments would be and we had to agree to them immediately.
Having got the nod from us he said "Now you have set the Rules and the Punishments, they were nothing to do with him, the boys had decided how to run the school!"
The punishments consisted of a series of corporal punishments, which he would he would administer as and when necessary, by a school thrashing. These took place about every two weeks, at the end of assembly, when the boy in questions was called out of his file and told to come up on the stage. His infringement was mentioned, and the punishment read out. On a table there were laid out six canes of different thickness the boy was told to pick one, and hand it to the Head Master. The Head Master would then slash the air with it and say "so you think this won't hurt. I'll show you." He would then start to hit the boy with it, and then order one of the teachers to hold the boy down while he thrashed him. The punishment was usually six strokes of the cane, but he just went on hitting him, often until the boy ran off the stage with the head master shouting abuse at him for being a coward!
I well remember when I had a school thrashing (we all did eventually). He lost his temper as he was caning me and carried on hitting me, I ran off the stage, out of the hall back to my class, with Badcoe, slashing at me as I ran back down the corridor. I sat at my desk protecting my head with my hand as he hit me as hard as he could with the cane, even on the side of my face, we were alone in the classroom while he shouted abuse at me.
Before Badcoe came it was rare for any one to get the cane. Badcoe ruled by fear, if Hitler had come to Britain, Badcoe would have been promoted. In my opinion he was a Sadist. If Badcoe did today what he did then, he would be locked up.
The school riot
In about October 1945 a large consignment of oranges arrived in Exeter the first that we had seen since the war started. All the boys were eating oranges and throwing the peel down in the playground, as well as that it was conker time and conkers were added to the mess. It really was a disgrace, and Badcoe went mad, screamed at us and shouted all sorts of abuse at us from the platform. He said no lessons will take place until the playground was cleaned up.
So for the next hour the playground was cleaned up and two dust bins were filled. He then came out with the staff, and shouted further abuse, saying what dirty homes had we come from. Some people did not know how to look after a dog, never mind you disgusting lot.
This was said in front of his staff. The boys exploded, tipped the dustbins over and belted Badcoe and his stall with the contents and advanced threateningly towards Badcoe and the teachers. A number of the boys ran to the door of the playground and ran out. Two teachers held the door closed, but the boys pulled them aside and left. Afterwards there were only about a dozen boys left, It was mid morning and we had no lessons that day and none until the following afternoon. The register was not called for two days, and we did not see Badcoe for two weeks.
I went to look up the Episcopal School records at the Westcountry Archive (means Devon Record Office) s only to find the Episcopal School records are Sealed until 2025. !
Exeter Technical School
About 1943, Exeter Technical School, which was situated in Bartholomew Street, was taken over by the army and large sheds were built in its grounds. The Technical School was moved to the Blind School on St David's Hill. An entrance to classrooms was made by removing a wall next to St David's Institute in Haldon Road.
In 1946 I started at Exeter Technical School in Bartholomew Street. Not all the building was available, so the classrooms were split between two old board schools, one in Exeter Street, and the other in Exe Island. Later the school was moved to some army sheds put up during the war in Belmont Park. Before moving again to a new school out on the bypass.
James Bell – things I remember, 1930s and 1940s

The cattle market in Bonhay Road and the pig market opposite, and the overflow market for sheep in Exe Island.
Cattle and sheep driven up Fore Street Hill, High Street, Queen Street, or towards London Inn Square.
Flocks of sheep in New North Road going towards Cowley.
The position of horse and cattle troughs in Exeter
Leaving home, on my own at three and half and sitting in the horse trough at the clock tower, on a hot summers day followed by a ride home in a police car.
The flutterby's in Northenhay during the War.
The German plane on display in Northernhay .
The Exeter Regatta.
The Exe Bridge to Double Locks Annual swimming race.
The three landing stages between Exe Bridge, and the ferry where rowing boats could be hired.
The winters the Exe Froze and there was skating on the river below Exe Bridge in 1940 & 1947.
The Haven Bank Fairs.
The Fairs on cleared bomb sites in Sidwell Street and later the Festival of Britain in 1951 followed by an Ideal Home Exhibition.
The High Street Swimming Baths before the blitz.
The position of the air raid shelters, pill boxes, and emergency water tanks.
The barbed wire chicanes in position all round the city and the approach roads, in expectation of an invasion in 1940.
Armed guards on all bridges, tunnels, railway, police stations and chicanes.
Numbered signs on approach roads and through towns, 10, 20, 30, 40, some with a coloured and shaped backgrounds, marshalling convoys of troops and supplies to temporary camps in preparation for D-Day. All road signs had been removed. Many of these numbered signs were still in place years later.
The military parades during the war, and the crew of H.M.S. Exeter marching through Exeter when they were given the freedom of the city in 1940.
King Edward VIII opened the bypass bridge over the Honiton Road in 1936. (I was there with my father)
The visit of the King & Queen in 1942.
The 1949 the royal visit of King George VI, Queen Elizabeth and Princess Margaret.
Taking your gas mask to school and keeping it ready under your desk.
As a result of a shortage of milk bottles, free school milk was delivered to schools in churns and baled out into children's individual mugs.
The constant ringing at midnight of the St. Katherine's (St Kerrians - editor) clock bell in North Street, during the invasion scare. Bells were only to be wrung to warn of the invasion.
The St Sidwell Church bell which was still intact in the ruins after it was bombed, but disappeared for ever after a few days.
The Roman Pavement in the basement of Waterbeer Police Station – it was a right of passage for children to go and see it and then write compositions about it.
In my early teens, I twice left my bike outside the police station, and out of shear devilment went in and threw an army thunder flash over the counter. I was half way down Pancras Lane before I heard the bang!
Horse deliveries
Before the trams came, there were horse buses, and horse drinking troughs were provided through out the city they were still in place in the 1950s. Trades men still used Horses extensively in the 1940s. The following used horses when visiting households.
The baker – Daily  Milkman – Daily Coalman – Weekly Wet fish – Weekly Rag and bone man  The butcher had a van and called three days a week.
The baker boy, had a horse called Charlie. The baker would fill a large basket with the usual orders and take the orders to about five houses without moving the horse. He saved the last delivery for the pretty lady and stayed awhile. Charlie would stamp his foot, and always used the occasion to defecate. I was ready for him and he did it right in my bucket. Horse manure two pence a bucket! Charlie would sometimes move further up the road out of protest. Friday wasthe tradesmens collection day so they were slower on their rounds. The drivers had a wedge on a chain to put under the wheel to stop the cart from moving. When Charlie's wedge was put in place, we knew the baker boy would be away for some time!
The G.W.R. and the Southern Railway kept shire horses that pulled a covered waggon to deliver and collect parcels. Shops, offices, and commercial premises, put a sign out side – either G.W.R. or S.R. or both. The driver would stop collect the parcel give a receipt and go.
Householders placed a jug outside, with a muslin cover weighted down with beads, this was to stop birds from drinking the milk. The milkman had two dipper measures half pint, and a pint. He had to collect the jug and fill it with the order, from a churn, record it, return the jug and cover it with the muslin.
New North Road facing Exeter Prison was only half surfaced, making it one way from where the terraced houses ended until you got to the bridge? There was only one footpath. There were the remains of a wire fence made of railway sleepers, in the middle of the road, dividing the road surface from mud and puddles. The curb on the unmade foot path was in place, and as a little boy I would walk all the way on the curb, if I stepped off it was into a muddy puddle. This bit of road was not completed until early 1940.
Americans
My friend Ginger Garnsey and I used to chat up the American boys, and tell them that our sisters just "Loved Americans."
"OK kiddo takes us to them."
"Oh but we have to go to the fair. Right boys, lets do that and then the girls."
Hows that for a deal, After we had been on everything they said "OK boys take us to the girls."
We lost them in the crowd! A few days later we came face to face with them, my but didn't we have to run!
The Gospel Hall
In the summer of 1945 the chapel I attended had special services on Saturday evenings for service men & ex-prisoners. This consisted of a short gospel message with hymns and choruses, followed by some light refreshments. The Italians had been free to walk around Exeter for some months. The Germans had been working on farms and were brought in. It was well attended with British, American, Canadian, Italian and German Solders – all young men. The Americans were brash, the Italians were out of there depth, looking for a cross and some holy water, the Germans were overwhelmed and in tears.
Afterwards when we were all milling around together, trying to understand each other, as we drank weak tea and ate indifferent cake and margarine sandwiches with home made jam. It was so surreal only a few months before these young men were trying to kill each other, but now brought together in peace.
Memories of shops
Nortons Cycle Shop on Fore Street Hill, which sold carbide for your cycle lamps. It came in tins and had to be kept dry, it was like gravel. A few chips in the lamp add water, it then give off a gas which you lit. If the lamp went out you repeated the process – no water – simple, you peed in the lamp and away you go.
Walton's Fairy Land, with Disneyland themes, and a small menagerie with exotic birds, monkeys, and lions. A long queue stretching up Goldsmith Street, ending with a some times tearful meeting with Father Christmas – "Have you been a good boy/girl?"
"Oh yes I've been ever so good, can I have fort/dolly". Then with a small present, you moved into the toy department!
Shopwork
All the shops had shop blinds with the name of the shop written on the blind. Each shop had an indispensable junior, or a school leaver who was at the bottom of the pecking order and was at every ones beck and call. There duties included, arriving early and removing the gates placed in front of the entrance to the shop, sweeping, dusting and polishing the floor, washing down the marble entrance with a mop and cleaning the window sills and frame. The windows were cleaned daily by contractors.
Dealing with soil emergencies such as vomit, dogs, and once a cow came into the shop and left his calling card! Guess who had to clean it up! Receiving delivery's, unpacking, checking invoices, packing and labelling goods for postage, weighing parcels to assess postage cost, write cost on parcel filling consignment notes, and the post book. Put aside special orders enter in book and general stock record, brush all stock before putting it away, fold and tie up packing cases, label and return to head office.
Place, Please call sign, outside for GWR or SR to collect. Collect filled rolls from local cafe for the staff and make tea. Deliver urgent orders if in the city. Go to the Bank for coinage. Tea break 15 minutes, (if you were lucky) lunch 45 minutes. Hours 9 am to 6pm, six days a week with half day Wednesday, all for the princely sum of 30 shillings a week.
This in the years 1949-1951 – it was known as hands on training, it must have been good, as I was the manager at 21. About 4pm each day you took to the post office your days parcels with a filled in postage book which was then stamped for each item. All the shop juniors were there, mostly girls – it was the social highlight of the day where dates were made and liaisons arranged. Caw, have you seen the new girl in Swears & Wells, she's really something, I'd like to put some weight in her step!
Back to the shop, the manager is cashing up. It is 10 minutes to 6. "Bell," gates, blinds. You would get the blind pole and push the blind back as all the others were doing, and lift the gate on to its brackets. The manager, having cashed up, filled in the days return for head office ready to post. The days takings were put into a leather numbered wallet with a brass lock along with the Banks paying in book. You were the last to leave with the manager, you then walked with him to the bank night safe. Very few shops kept money on the premises. The night safe was set in the bank wall, with a small bronze door. The manager would open the door, inside was a open top cylinder, in which he placed the leather wallet, when the door was closed the cylinder would revolve and the wallet would slide down a shoot to the vault. The next day I would go to the bank to collect the empty wallet and the stamped paying in book plus coinage for the days requirements. There was always a small petty cash and rarely was there a discrepancy. Some shops did not allow the bank to open the wallet, it was opened in front of a staff member, and checked by the teller. When takings were high in the city, and senior staff were making for the night safes, and you could feel the tension in the air, and notice the police presence.
Shops were very proud of there window displays, and did every thing to make them appeal. Blinds were pulled out over the pavement to stop the displayed goods from fading. Some shops had basements, which were used as stock rooms. When it rained the young men would pull the blinds out to allow ladies and girls to wait and perhaps look at the window displays – sex was in the air!

James Bell – other things I remember from 1940s

We children loved to imitate grown ups in all sorts of ways. We used to sing the songs that we heard the grown ups singing. We would parade round the playground singing at the top of our voices. I can only remember some of the words but others may recall them.
During The King Edward VIII crises it went partly like this. (About Mrs Wallis Simpson)
She's been married twice before and now she is knocking at Edwards door. If I had a piece of fat I would throw it at his hat And he would not be my King any more.
And as the Second War started.
We are going to hang out the washing on the Siegfried line. Have you any dirty washing Mother dear.
You are in the army Mr Brown. You and your baby went to town You had your breakfast in bed before, You won't get it here any more.
Kiss me good night sergeant major. Tuck me in my little wooden bed. Sergeant major be a mother to me.
Run rabbit run don't let the farmer get you with his gun.
Goring has only one ball, Hitler's are so very small, Himmler's so very similar. And Goebbels has no balls at all!
And when the Yanks came over.
The prairie moon shines bright in June, Deep in the Heart of Texas. You remind me of the one I love, Deep in the Heart of Texas.
Beautiful, beautiful blue eyes. I'll never love brown eyes again.
Bang, bang went the trolley, Bang, bang went my heart beat.
There will be blue birds over the White Cliffs of Dover. Tomorrow, just you wait and see.
We were still allowed to have bonfires on November the 5th. But instead of burning Guy Fawkes, we burnt effigies of Hitler, Goring, and that motley crew, with Mussolini, and Tojo. Our bonfire was at the top of Richmond Road on Bystock Green. We boasted that it was the biggest in Exeter and the Express and Echo came and took our photo on it. The fire station expressed concern, before we were raided by a number of men in a lorry who told us they were from the council. They took half the bonfire up to the top of Hoopern Street on land joining Hoopern fields. For the next three years, the Hoopern Street bonfire spontaneously caught fire, after midnight in the early hours of November the 5th. Of course I knew nothing about It !
VE Night
Victory in Europe was a night to remember. The parties went on all night.
Roll out the barrel we will have a barrel of fun, Roll out the barrel we have got the hun on the run......  Better than Mafeking Night, father said.
It's a wise man who knows his father especially if you can traced your conception back to those times.
It was followed a few months later by VJ night, Victory over Japan, when the whole thing was repeated with huge bonfires; street parties every where, (which) a few of us would gate crash. The parties were often advertised, were not held on the same day, and were spread over many months. Every firm and parish had an excuse for a party, particularly when the boys came home. There were large military parades. Flags everywhere, of all the Allies and services. Time to get out your I spy book of flags. But the utopia of peace did not arrive, Shortages increased, black markets continued, spivs, wide boys, and goods of all sorts available over the back of a lorry. Not sure of something, don't ask, the answer will most likely be No, or confirmed it's illegal. Army surplus available ever where; add to that, we had to feed the devastated rest of Europe, and the tens of thousands of prisoners. Finding a place to live was impossible -every one was living cheek by jowl.

James Bell - shelters, gas and chicanes

Chicanes
During the 1940s, when invasion was thought to be imminent, chicanes were put in place on both sides of the Iron Bridge, and on the Exe Bridge, along Bonhay Road and several along Cowley Bridge Road, and around the Clock Tower. No doubt there were many more, but were out of my area. These were made up from two timbers crossed Andrews Cross style, joined to gather by a horizontal timber. The whole bound together by barbed wire, or by coils of barbed wire.
Traffic was stopped and the drivers questioned, and identities checked. I remember crossing the Exe Bridge in a bus, when the bus was stopped and a soldier entered – I felt very grown up when he asked for my identity card, and I had it with me.
The high path from the New North Road fountain to Duryard, and on to West Garth Road was covered in barbed wire, intersected with sandbag emplacements, behind which were soldiers with machine guns. The BP petrol storage station, in King Edward Street had an armed guard patrolling outside, for most of the war. Peep lane was closed by coils of barbed wire, and entry to Rock Side steps was restricted.
Pill boxes
On the corner of Hele Road and St Davids Hill, with another very large one high up behind it on the Inland Revenue site. At the junction of Prince of Wales Road, and New North Road. On the left of the entrance to Thomas Hall, in Cowley Bridge Road. High up on the bank above the bus stop at Cowley Bridge and on either side of the railway bridge at Cowley. There were large pill boxes on both sides of Cowley Bridge and on the city side of the Exe Bridge.
Concrete cones, cylinders, and cubes each weighing about a ton with an iron hook embedded in the top to assist moving were placed by the side of roads, ready to be moved in position to obstruct tanks and enemy vehicles. These remained in laybys through out the war.
Air raid shelters
Many road, and streets had public air raid shelters, built on the road way and footpath restricting traffic. These consisted of a concrete base about 30 feet by 20, divided to make four small rooms, furnished one side with two tier bunks, and an Elsan toilet, no privacy. There was a central corridor with a door each end. Electric light was provided, but was seldom working for privacy's sake, and for reasons of nefarious activities when there was not a raid on. It was built completely of brick and cement about 8 feet high inside, plastered out side with a reinforced flat concrete roof. There were large ones of this type such as in the centre of Sidwell Street, from the Odeon to York Road. and under the Iron Bridge.
Other notable Shelters were under the Civic Hall, Rougemont Hotel Basement, the Catacombs, on the Quay and opposite St David's Station. During a raid patrons in cinemas and the theatre were asked to leave and the programme was stopped.
Blast walls and personnel shelters
Blast walls were provided free to many house holders. These were built of 11 inch brick and were about 8 feet high and were erected at the rear of the property. Some house's were given extra internal support to large rooms and basements. A steel reinforced table with a wire surround underneath was also available that was called a Morrison shelter.
And for the garden there were Anderson Shelters made of thick curved galvanised steel. It involved a lot of preparation, digging a suitable large deep hole, placing the galvanised sheets in position bolting them together and covering with the soil you had dug out. I think these air raid precautions were means tested because we never had one.
The Air Raid Warden
Most streets had there own Air Raid Warden – ours lived next door. His duties included maintaining blackout restrictions. He would shout, "Put that Light Out" if you showed only a chink. You had to keep a record of all personnel, maintaining gas masks. and adding changes to the gas masks, because of additional dangers. You went to him if you had lost or damaged your gas mask, he provided larger masks as the children grew and gave advice. In a Gas Attack alert he used a rattle. In the early years of the war there were painted panels, out side police and rail stations, libraries and parks. I think they were painted yellow – if they went green there was gas in the air and you put your mask on. You were advised to follow emergence instructions to the letter, with the danger of Butterfly Bombs and UBX.
He gave demonstrations as to how to use the stirrup pump which was issued to every house holder. Incendiary bombs only cause a problem when they have something to burn. Explosive incendiaries are a different matter – every house was encourage to have a bucket of water, sand and stirrup pump handy, and a long handle covered shovel on the top landing to deal with the incendiary.
We had a plan as to what to do in an emergency and personal evacuation procedure. We had two twin prams preloaded, with ground sheets, blankets and tents. The wardens house had a sign saying "Wardens Post". There was also a Central Wardens Post Called the A.R.P. "Air Raid Precautions" from which he received instructions. The warden had a dark blue uniform with an arm band, he wore a steel helmet, with warden written on it or just W. Some were painted black, ours were all white. He or she, was an important person in war time society.
British Restaurants
British Restaurants were made available to give a basic meal at a low cost, free from coupons. Exeter had a number including the Civic Hall, St Luke's College, Fore Street Hill, Exe Island and Buller Hall.
Police and Air Raid Posts
There were direction signs to all Air Raid Shelters and capacity stated, as well as to Water Tanks. Because there were no street lights, accidents were bound to happen; curbs, and lampposts were painted white, and road obstructions had a small red light shining face down at the base. Emergency water pipes were installed in the gutters, bringing river water from the Exe in case of fire. Where the pipes were joined there was a raised connection, and many legs and hips were broken tripping over them.
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