
It was wonderful to read your article in the june issue of Heswall  

Magazine regarding the bombing at my old school, St Peter’s, and I 

would not be surprised if you receive many responses from the Heswall 

baby boomers predominantly written, I suspect, with rose-tinted glasses 

as it really was a time of ‘what you didn’t have, you didn’t miss’. The 

school was basic with no frills and split into five classrooms, each 

crammed with pupils numbering in the mid to high 30s per class.  

Four classes were separated by a railed fold-back wooden and glass 

partition, which could be opened up for special occasions. The fifth 

class was in the pre-fab adjacent to the school. Teachers were  

Mrs Sullivan, Mrs Bentham, Mrs Nettle, Mr Jarvis (later Mr Rankin), 

Miss Earl plus headmaster ‘Pop’ Edwards, not forgetting caretaker  

and wonderful character, ‘Jotter’ Pover.

The playgrounds were split into two – Juniors and the Big Playground, 

both of which were adjacent to the bombed out remains of the  

headmaster’s house which, as I recall, was roughly cleared, but still  

very much a dangerous area supposed to be out of bounds to pupils.  

In the small Junior playground there was a covered area known as the 

Old Bike Sheds, which had massive cast iron circular supports, which 

on many occasions said ‘hello’ to children’s heads. I remember  

crashing into one and Mrs Sullivan coming outside with her eyes 

widening as the lump on my forehead reached the size of a duck egg. 

The playground surface was pretty uneven and many a limb suffered 

under the impact. My two front teeth piercing through my bottom lip 

and a huge scrape down my chin can attest to this. A quick visit to the 

Children’s Hospital on Telegraph Road, a couple of stitches and back to 

school the next day. I think they must have had to restock the first aid 

kit on a weekly basis…

Sectioned off next to the bombed out area was the jam jar store, 

containing what seemed like thousands and thousands of them. Pupils 

were encouraged to bring the jars to school and these were then 

regularly sold off, the proceeds going towards the new school building 

funds. I can’t recall what the target figure was, but it must have been 

huge – no doubt one of your other readers will be able to help. Pop 

Edwards had to keep a detailed check on the numbers of jars on Friday 

afternoons compared with Monday mornings, as on more than one 

occasion a trolley loaded with jam jars was seen at the back door of the 

Maypole (on Pensby Road) exchanging the haul for quantities of broken 

biscuits! Not guilty Your Honour, but I do know someone who might be 

able to help!

Also next to the bombed out area was the school gardening plot, 

which was maintained by the pupils and overseen by Pop Edwards and 

Mr Jarvis. Strangely enough, I can’t remember whatever happened to 

all the produce we grew. Perhaps it was sold to boost the new school 

building funds?

All the teachers were wonderful and caring and I have very fond 

memories of them all, and a few others as well. If we were good, Mrs 

Sullivan would recite “I know an old woman who swallowed a fly...” and 

if we were really good she would get out the wind-up record player and 

we would listen to tunes such as ‘The Flight of the Bumble Bee’, which 

was very popular. Old Pop Edwards would soon let her know if it was too 

loud though.

Mrs Bentham and Mrs Nettle always seemed to be in control, but had 

a gentle approach and Mr Jarvis, I seem to think, was a pretty good 

shot with a piece of chalk. He was also in charge of sports activities, 

but wasn’t too pleased one day when he was bowling and was hit for a 

six. Peter Hough, I think, broke the cricket bat and got a clip round the 

ear for that. Miss Earl travelled in from Wales on public transport each 

day. One day she was late, and told us she had seen a ghost –  

apparently it was a misty morning and she saw a Roman centurion 

crossing in front of her, but only the top half of his body was visible. It 

transpired it was on the spot of an old Roman road, but the road had 

been three feet below the surface of the new road, hence the reason 

for seeing only half the body. I don’t know whether she was making it 

up but she certainly had our attention that day.  

Caretaker ‘Jotter’ Pover really was a character and had many a story 

to tell. I remember once when we had been let out of school, there he 

was walking up School Hill with a shotgun under one arm, a ferret in his 

pocket and something in a bag over his shoulder.  

Thawing out frozen milk bottles next to the radiators, lukewarm dinners, 

toilets at the bottom of the playground, ink monitors, Maypole dancing 

(yes, Maypole dancing!) and sports days which were exciting affairs 

involving the whole village community. Simple pleasures of the Fifties.

In later years (mid to late 60s) when the school was taken over by 

the Boys’ Club, Gary Watson and I used to practice there on a Saturday 

afternoon with a couple of bands we were in, and oh how small the 

school looked then. How on earth they packed in the number of pupils, 

I don’t know, but it did have really good acoustics – better than the 

Cavern! Happy days!

John Hayes, (Now Northumberland)

Happy days 1954 to 1959
(before ‘Elf ’n Safety’ and not so PC)                                                                                         

View of Headmaster’s house destroyed in 1941 bombing

18 HESWALL MAGAZINE • AUGUST 2017


