
On reading a past issue of Heswall Magazine, I write in answer to the 

invitation from Jenny McRonald and Roger Lane for memories of local 

shops, (with apologies for extra snippets I have included).

My grandmother, Nanna, and her eldest daughter moved to the Wirral 

in the spring of 1934, buying adjoining newly built houses on Pensby 

Road. My aunt’s husband was away at sea at the time and she wrote 

with the news that she had a new home for herself and her six-year-old 

son and baby daughter, having moved from their house in Mossley Hill. 

My parents and I stayed most weekends with Nanna and when my 

mother’s other sister left to be married we moved in with her  

permanently early in 1939.

Almost opposite, on the corner of Rosemead Avenue, set well back, 

was Smiths the Bakers where Nanna would send me to buy a large 

sandwich loaf at fourpence halfpenny. These were baked in one long 

length and cut to size while still warm; each square end was loose and 

feathery, just inviting a small girl to pull some off and eat while returning 

home. I only enjoyed this once, because Nanna was very strict and I 

was chastised.

On the opposite corner, starting the run of shops, was Roots the 

Chemist, then Watson’s Post Office, sweet and paper shop, Hartleys  

the Drapers, Reddys the Butcher, and Duffs the Cakeshop where a cat 

was often asleep in the window. Next was Phylis Green, the Ladies  

Hairdresser, she was next door to a wonderful smelling chandlery.  

There may have been one more shop before the greengrocer at the 

end, probably where the library is now.

Walking up the hill, also set well back, was the large square building 

which was the original Co-op grocery. In the flat above the Co-op lived a 

pair of very domesticated gentlemen – I recall travelling on a bus where 

I heard them discussing their jam making. Next I remember Laurelhurst’s 

Market Garden, where Nanna sent me for potatoes and greens.

Set back opposite the Co-op was another grocer: the right side of the 

shop was run by Mr Lofthouse, and on the left-hand side, divided by an 

archway, was a drapers run by his wife. They were very kind to my aunt 

and uncle who had moved to stay at Nanna’s with an elderly relative of 

my aunt and my young cousin. After their house was bombed in 1941, 

Mr Lofthouse allowed them to what furniture they were able to salvage 

in his garage. A year later, Lobley & Jones Estate agent found them a 

bungalow opposite the Pensby Hotel where the family lived for many 

years. Many years later, after I had married and moved away, I visited 

my mother with my young son and daughter and saw a small sweet 

shop called Stringers had opened nearby, opposite Watsons.

With my cousin from next door, I walked up the hill each day to the 

Pensby Preparatory School in the garden of Mrs Crammond’s house 

in Ravenswood Road. We would go a short way along Downham Road 

North, then turn right into a cinder path where a gate in the fence led 

us into the back garden and the small one-storey school, which had a 

veranda and a lot of glass. lt was converted in later years into a  

domestic bungalow.

My cousin and I went to Nanna’s at lunchtime, but there was a rule 

that if children were out when the air raid siren sounded a householder 

would have to allow them shelter until the ‘all clear’ sounded. We took 

advantage of this once and called at one of the row of elevated houses 

just before Kylemore Drive. A tall gentleman answered: he had a caged 

canary and made us feel welcome, giving us a drink and biscuits.

Often there were lumps of shrapnel to be collected from the pavement 

in the mornings. Although I sat under the kitchen table losing a lot of 

sleep for many night during air raids with my caged budgie, thankfully 

no bombs ever fell near us.

From a shop on the corner of May Road opposite the Postal Sorting 

Office, I once made an unwise purchase of a chemistry set. On returning 

home my father said: “That’s not staying!” So it was returned  

immediately for a refund. My mother was very ‘easy going’ and allowed 

me whatever I wanted. It was only at weekends I really saw her as, 

along with other ladies, they filled the vacancies left when the men 

joined the Forces. She worked in the Customs department at Hatton 

Garden, Liverpool. On Sundays she baked delicious apple pies, and 

her hot sausage rolls were very rich – I still have the platter she always 

served them on.

What interested me was how, given our small weekly fat ration of two 

ounces of butter and four ounces each of margarine and cooking fat 

per person, she still managed to produce such excellent pastry. The tip 

was to boil the sausages the previous night and leave the liquid to go 

cold. Then, the fat which had risen to the top could be lifted off and 

added to the flour to make pastry.

Barnston Woods was quite nearby over the fields and I often waited 

for a friend there, entirely alone but never once feeling scared or  

nervous. On one occasion I crossed over Barnston Road and climbed 

a wall to pick a bunch of rhododendrons, although, of course, the road 

won’t have been as busy as it is now.

During my married life we moved house many times. We started off  

in Wallasey, then spent 18 months in Liverpool; we lived 27 years in 

Oxton and 33 years in Bebington. On downsizing four years ago, it was 

a surprise to find a property that suited me not very far from my  

grandmother’s house where I grew up.
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Edith Jarvis about 1935, outside 322 Pensby Road
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