
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    AAnn  II nntt rr oodduucctt ii oonn  

 

This story of Nelson and Flora TRETHEWEY depends entirely on the reminiscences and 
recollections of some of their six children and this inevitably confines the clearest memories to 

the years between the two great wars. 
We will never know the detail of their do mestic life in the first decade of the 20th century. 

We have no contemporary words from their own hand with which to recreate an image of life 
that my generation did not experience. Family stories from this period are scant, so I have 
resorted to illustrat ion to bring a glimpse of understanding to the milestones in their lives. 
#ÏÕÒÔÓÈÉÐȟ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȟ ÂÉÒÔÈÓȟ ÈÏÕÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÊÏÂÓ ÆÏÒÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÁÍÅ×ÏÒË ÏÆ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÙÅÔ .ÅÌÓÏÎ 

and Flora did not waste words and saw no reason to record anything so ordinary. 

CCoonntt eenntt ss  
 

SECTION 1 
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It  is not my intention to bore my reader by delving into the dim and distant 
past, but it is essential to understand the nature of the area that attracted all 
four of the families of my grandparents ð the family WALLIS and TRACEY; 
TRETHEWEY and KNOTT all found their way, at different times, to the immediate 
vicinity of Weston Mill Lake and known to most as ôthe creek.õ 
 

Francis Wallis was probably the first to arrive, before the census of 1881 located him in a 
cottage at West Ham Terrace, right on the shore line of the creek. His family was a mining 
family who had gradually moved eastward from west Cornwall until they were enticed from 
the slopes of Bodmin Moor to seek industrial work in the burgeoning Naval Dockyard. John 
Traceyõs story is completely different. He had come from an agricultural background and 
rural community in Tamerton Foliot. His father had succumbed to the economic need of 
labouring in the dockyard, but John found it difficult to leave his love of the land. Eventually 
his need to compromise and to live closer to his work in the dockyard brought him to the 
terrace of cottages in Weston Mill Village at the head of the creek. However, it was the Royal 
Navy that dominated the lives of the other two families. Henry Trethewey arrived in 
Keyham in the early 1890õs to work in the new Naval Barracks before moving to a new 
terrace facing the water front at Camelõs Head. Whilst it was 1913 before the newly married 
Knottõs settled into their house on the Jackson Estate in Bridwell Road, overlooking the 
Weston Mill Lake. 
 

   

TTThhheee   ooolllddd   SSSaaallltttaaassshhh   rrroooaaaddd   
 

Early maps of the rural area we now know as Plymouth are very sparse and were made 
predominantly as military surveys.1 They were preoccupied either by fortifications and gun 
batteries for the soldier, or by navigational marks and water depths for the mariner. It is not 
until we reach the latter part of the 18th century, that we begin to see the network of 
highways and byways that criss-crossed the area. The Old Town Gate on the north side of 
Plymouth traditionally led to Tavistock, but it divided immediately outside the gate creating a 
westward highway that threaded its way to the nearest crossing point of the River Tamar at 
Saltash Passage. In those days there were three major river inlets or ôlakesõ on the eastern 
bank of the Tamar and these sent their tortuous tentacles far inland. Two of these had to be 
skirted at their head. The first was that of Stonehouse Lake and the road from Plymouth just 
touched its extremity at Pennycumcuik, before climbing the hill to the crossroads we now 
know as Milehouse. It would seem that there has been crossroads here for centuries as the 
road from Stoke to Tavistock is a traditional route. On descending the hill from Milehouse 
we reach the upper reaches of Keame (Keyham) Lake on our left, so we take the lane to our 
right and head up onto the high ground in what is now the North Prospect housing estate. 
The River Tamar is now to be seen away to our left and we then descend to the third and 
final Lake at Weston Mill Village.2 It is not certain whether a bridge existed at all three 
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crossing points, but here at Weston Mill the ancient bridge survives to this day. The road 
from the village up to Kings Tamerton is steep, very steep and near the top there was a 
blacksmithõs shop for very many years. Shortly afterwards the Travellerõs Rest Inn made a 
very welcome sight as our destination approaches. From Kings Tamerton the lane led along 
the ridge now represented by the line of Peterõs Park Road and Normandy Way, before 
dropping down to the waterside at Saltash Passage. 
 

The antiquity of this route can be confirmed in the journals of an Elizabethan traveller who 
passed this way in 1540.3 He had crossed the Tamar at Saltash and ridden over the bridge at 

Weston Mill before he wrote, ñthe ground between Ashe (Saltash) and Plimmouth hath 

good corn but little wo(o)d. And so it stayed, with its modest collection of country houses 

for minor gentlemen largely untouched, until the second decade of the 19
th
 century. 

   

   

TTThhheee   NNNeeewww   TTTuuurrrnnnpppiiikkkeee   RRRoooaaaddd   
   

The story of Camelõs Head begins when the Turnpike Act of 1823 caused the building of a 
new country road to bypass the difficult lane we have previously described and we now 
know that new road as Wolseley Road.4 This new road was straighter and more level than 
the old road, but it still had one major obstacle ð Weston Mill Lake. This incursion of the 
River Tamar into its eastern bank was the largest of all the lakes and creeks in terms of its 
width from north to south and its penetration in land. The new road entailed building along 
the reclaimed east bank of one of its south facing fingers, but the Turnpike Company was 
still faced with a considerable inlet to cross. They decided to build a wooden bridge to carry 
the Saltash Road over the creek and this was completed in 1827. It was constructed of 
pitched pine with a floor deck of 3-inch planks supported on struts. Rubble was laid on this 
deck to a depth of 2-feet to form a roadway.5 
 

In order to recoup their investment, the Turnpike Companies were allowed to install toll 
gates and one such gate, with a house, was built on this road. Accounts of its position vary. 
One says that it was near the bridge,6 another that it was opposite a house known as Oak 
Villa,7 but I am inclined to accept the evidence recorded for the first survey of the Ordnance 
Survey in 1867. It sites the toll house at the junction of the New Saltash Road (from 
Keyham) with the as yet unnamed New Turnpike Road (Wolseley Road). 
 
 

WWWhhhaaatttôôôsss   iiinnn   aaa   NNNaaammmeee???   
   

When the bridge was built, the owner of Ham House, Mrs. Collins, on whose estate it lay, 
was advised to build a waterside inn and a foundation stone for it was laid in that same year 
of 1827. A modern historian has suggested that it was built for the benefit of those labouring 
on the building of the turnpike. I doubt that, as the landed gentry were normally opposed to 
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the encouragement of any form of drinking among the labouring class.8 It is more likely that 

those who knew the area realised that the 4ÒÁÖÅÌÌÅÒȭÓ 2ÅÓÔ at Kings Tamerton would now 
have lost its passing trade which would be redirected along the new turnpike. 
 

The new inn was named 4ÈÅ #ÁÍÅÌȭÓ (ÅÁÄ )ÎÎ as it was believed at the time that this crest 
formed a part of the coat of arms of the Collins Family and had been in use for 200 years. 
However, when Dr. Trelawny Ross arrived at Ham House, he found that the crest had been 
mistakenly attributed to the family. The mistake was not corrected until 1911, but by that 
time it was far too late to change. The whole area was generally accepted to be named 
Camelõs Head.9 
 

So, that was the explanation of the origin of the name. Or was it? A contemporary and 
prestigious local historian begs to differ. C.W. Bracken proffers a completely different 
explanation. He suggests that it originates from one John Kemyll, who held land in the area 
during the reign of Edward I (1272 ð 1307). His researches suggested that this name was not 
only the root of the name Camelõs Head (from Kemyll), but also that a variant spelling of the 
name transposed into Keame, and is the origin of the modern name of Keyham.10 
 

In 1828, the Camelõs Head Inn was not an isolated building, for a small terrace of cottages 
known as West Ham Terrace was built at the same time. This terrace survived for about a 
hundred years when they were severely damaged in a violent storm which led to their 
demolition sometime between 1923 and 1928.11 The promenade ð or prom ð that we knew 
as children was created from the rubble of our relationsõ houses. 
 

   

TTTwwwooo   rrraaaiiilllwwwaaayyy   cccooommmpppaaannniiieeesss   pppeeennneeetttrrraaattteee   ttthhheee   aaarrreeeaaa   
 

The building of the turnpike made it so much easier to travel through a previously unseen 
area and as a consequence it inevitably attracted the inquisitive visitor and among them 
would be numbered the opportunistic entrepreneur, but the transport revolution was only 
just beginning. It would take another generation, almost thirty years, before the stage 
coaches, horse buses and waggonettes were forced to acknowledge the arrival of the railway.  
 

The South Devon Railway steamed into Plymouth from Exeter in 1848 and having arrived, 
they stopped. Ten years later the Cornwall Railway Company was heading towards Plymouth 
from the opposite direction ð Cornwall ð intent on bridging the Tamar, but to reach their 
declared destination they also needed to cross Weston Mill Lake. They achieved this on the 
4th May 1859, when the first train steamed along the broad gauge, single track and crossed 
the lake on one of Brunelõs standard timber viaducts. 
 

This was ôprogressõ but it was occurring at a snailõs pace. The tides on the river quietly came 
and went for another thirty years before the navvies of rival railway company arrived. This 
time it was the Plymouth, Devonport & South Western Junction Railway Company and the 
year was 1887 when work began on the construction of 22 miles of railway line to link 
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Devonport Kings Road with Lydford. By 1889 it had finished its embankment across the 
Weston Mill Lake and a standard gauge double track was laid across it. The lined opened on 
the 2nd June 1890 with a magnificent new station for St. Budeaux.12 
 

Unfortunately the effect of their engineering work on the topography had some unexpected 
and unwelcome repercussions. At the point where the lake was bridged by the single span of 
the steel bowstring bridge, the width of the lake had been reduced to a mere 35 feet to 
accommodate the foundation of the bridge and the 135 feet length of the bridge itself. This 
blocked the free flow of silt in and out of the lake and mud banks began to accumulate. The 
old turnpikeõs ôShaky Bridgeõ began to look decidedly unsteady on its already wayward legs. 
 
 

111888999000   ïïï   aaannn   iiimmmpppooorrrtttaaannnttt   yyyeeeaaarrr???   
 

Looking back it would seem that 1890 was a year that precipitated change on a grand scale. 
It had been slow in coming, but the tide of industrial advance could not be prevented from 
reaching Camelõs Head, which had remained much the same as it had been for the last 65 
years. 
Keyham was already growing. The new Naval Barracks opened its gates for the first time in 
June 188913 and Johnston Terrace was advancing along its perimeter, facing the New Saltash 
Road. 1890 was also the year in which the Admiralty decided to extend the Keyham Steam 
Yard so that a new generation of much larger warships could be accommodated. Before that 
happened, another great industrial phenomenon was swept aside. It took only one weekend 
to consign it to history. It was the weekend of the 20th -22nd May 1892 when the rails of 
Brunelõs Broad Gauge were ripped up and dumped on the scrap heap. Huge gangs of 
workmen sweated their way through the area, across the Weston Mill Viaduct and on into 
Cornwall. This event was the harbinger of another great change to hit the GWR before the 
curtain was drawn on the century. 
 

The Admiralty secured their Act of Parliament for the Keyham Extension in 1895 and on 
the 1st January 1896 they accepted the tender of Sir John Jackson, fresh from his knighthood 
for rescuing and completing the Manchester Ship Canal Project. By April work was under 
way to fill the Keyham Creek as a first step in creating a whole new dockyard on 118 acres of 
land only 41 acres of which already existed above the high watermark.14 The reclamation of 
the mudflats around the south-western entrance of the Western Mill Lake and the creation 
of docks, wharves and basins would permanently change the appearance of this once rural 
backwater. At its peak, over 3500 men would be employed on a task expected to take up to 
ten years to complete. Ideally, homes would be needed for them and for the workers that the 
new dockyard extension would employ. This fact was not lost on Sir John Jackson and he 
would make an allowance for them in his plans. 
 

The Ordnance Survey of the area dated 1895shows the situation in graphic detail, just before 
the house building boom hits the district. There were only 29 houses in the immediate 

vicinity of the #ÁÍÅÌȭÓ (ÅÁÄ )ÎÎ. The first existing houses occur at the point where the New 
Saltash Road met the Wolseley Road. Across the road from the fishpond, Oak Villa stands 
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on the corner; a semi-detached house and then a detached lock-up shop follow it, before the 
eight cottages of West Ham Terrace are reached. These seem to be arranged in two groups 
of three with a semi-detached pair in the centre. Exactly opposite this pair (Nos. 4 & 5) 
stood the scar of an old quarry, which had probably been opened to provide the stone to 
build them. Also standing just here and opposite No.5, is the 2-MILE stone from Plymouth 
which was still there at the turn of the 21st century. After crossing the wooden bridge and 
reaching the northern bank, the traveller encountered a terrace of 17 houses known as 
Harbour View Terrace. In all probability these were almost new in 1895 and for the moment 
they stood alone, overlooking the districtõs biggest problem ð the Shaky Bridge. 
 

   

TTThhheee   hhhooouuussseee   bbbuuuiiillldddeeerrrsss   aaarrrrrriiivvveee   
 

At the beginning of 1896, the first new houses began to arise on the opposite side of the 
road to West Ham Terrace. It was named Brooklyn Terrace and the overall plan allowed for 
four blind avenues to lead up the hill, at right angles to the main road as far as the new 
railway line, which was now in the ownership of the London & South Western Railway 
Company (L&SWR). The first of the three blocks of eight houses were already complete. 
These were numbered 4 to 11, but these were followed by 23 to 26 and I suspect that these 
were the last block of houses incorrectly numbered. In fact, for a number of years the 
published Directories seemed to be incapable of portraying this terrace accurately with its 
regular interventions by the grid of avenues. 

 

By 1897 all 31 houses in Brooklyn Terrace were occupied and on the other side of the bridge 
Harbour View Terrace had nearly doubled in size to 29 houses which now included Rodney 
Street. The small terraces opposite them, running down to the waterside, were also 
complete,15 so the existing population was now set to grow into a sizeable community 
clustered around the shoreline of Weston Mill Lake. Inevitably, this placed an increased 
demand on the use of the main road from one side of the lake to the other and that meant 
ôthat bridge.õ 
 

The state of the bridge was discussed at the St. Budeaux Parish Council meeting of the 11th 
November 1897.  Twelve-inch holes had appeared in the road deck which were a menace to 
both pedestrian and vehicular traffic. The only solution was to remove it and build yet 
another embankment, but this time an embankment to carry a new road.16 It was a nice idea. 
It was the only practical solution, but as is the way in England ð it didnõt happen. 
 
 

EEEllleeeccctttrrriiiccc   tttrrraaammmsss   mmmaaakkkeee   aaannn   aaappppppeeeaaarrraaannnccceee   ooonnn   ttthhheee   ssstttrrreeeeeetttsss   
 

Within a matter of a few weeks the Devonport & District Tramway Company was registered 
in 1898 and empowered to build 5 miles of track within the borough. In 1900 the 
Devonport Corporation secured additional powers to build a further 4 miles of track, one 
line of which would reach Saltash Passage. The Tramway Company used only electricity 
supplied by the Devonport Corporation generating station at Stonehouse Creek and a full 
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service began running on the 26th June 1901 with 25 rich chocolate brown and cream 
tramcars. 
 

Most of the cars had been built in America at the Philadelphia Works of the Brill Car 
Company, but the last five cars numbered 21 to 25 were Brush cars bought secondhand 
from a company in Birmingham. Two of these ð 22 and 24 ð were allocated to the small 
ôtemporaryõ shed built at the end of the timber bridge and close to Harbour View Terrace, 
yet this section was cut off from the rest of the system on the other side of the lake. How 
did they get the cars over there, if the bridge was too delicate to take their weight? Perhaps 
they arrived by river and were unloaded at the ferry landing slip at Saltash Passage. 
 

I am sure that the Companyõs passengers were not at all perturbed by this unusual shuttle 
service. Travelling from Morice Square in Devonport, travellers had to alight outside the 
Camelõs Head Inn and walk across the 750 feet length of the often windswept bridge to the 
tram waiting on the other side at Harbour View Avenue.17 The winter evenings would have 
made this a dark, dreary and occasionally dangerous excursion which the authorities quite 
freely admitted, but these were hardened people who were used to walking on surfaces that 
would make us cringe today. Fortunately their discomfiture lasted no more than two years. 
   

   

AAA   nnneeewww   vvviiiaaaddduuucccttt   fffooorrr   ttthhheee   GGGWWWRRR   
 

Whilst all this was happening, just a few hundred yards to the west, another huge 
undertaking had brought both work and chaos to the shores of Weston Mill Lake. In 1899, 
in spite of modernising its line into Cornwall with the new standard gauge some seven years 
previously, the G.W.R. schedules were still seriously hampered by the single track out of 
Plymouth to Penzance. Replacing all the aging wooden viaducts could not be put off any 
longer. J. Charles Lang, a contractor from Liskeard18 began the huge task of building a 
magnificent new bridge to replace the old viaduct. 
 

If the wooden structure had been considered flimsy, then the opposite was true of its 
successor. The four new latticed, iron girder spans were each about 170 feet long and the 
total length of the bridge was 1152 feet. It was 47 feet above Spring High Tide and had a 
wooden slatted footbridge suspended along its length on the eastern (landward) side. The 
vibrations caused by the passing trains encountered by the pedestrians on the footbridge 
eventually led to it being renamed ôShaky Bridge.õ 
For me Shaky Bridge19 was a familiar friend, always there and often used, but in retrospect it 
was truly magnificent. It was unique among the slimmed legged stone viaducts of Devon and 
Cornwall. It was second only to Brunelõs masterpiece at Saltash, but was it necessary to build 
such a massive edifice? If they hadnõt Camelõs Head would have been the poorer for it. 
 

A new Keyham Station opened on the 1st July 1900,20 to celebrate the arrival of the double 
track railway from Plymouth, but it was another three years, almost to the day, before the 
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new viaduct was opened for the transit of passenger carrying trains.21 It was not until the 
first trains had begun to run on their new alignment that any attention could be paid to 
dismantling the 31 redundant wooden spans over its 1200 feet length.  
 

   

SSShhhaaakkkyyy   BBBrrriiidddgggeee   dddiiisssaaappppppeeeaaarrrsss   
 

And so the work continued during 1903. As gangs were occupied dismantling Brunelõs old 
bridge, more workmen were busy reclaiming the mudflats in front of Harbour View Terrace, 
so that a straight and solid embankment could be built to support the road to St. Budeaux 
and Saltash Passage. It would have been a relatively straightforward task to fill the small area 
approximating to two acres in front of the embankment of the L&SWR, but it was a clever 
piece of reclamation to build the new embankment alongside the old wooden ôroadõ bridge? 
Its deck may not have been very level, but the OS map shows that its alignment was dead 
straight. 
 

While all this major work was taking place in the neighbourhood, Nelson Trethewey had 
courted and married. He had lived in Ireland and Cornwall, but he had returned to Plymouth 
to live within the sight and sound of the massive developments that would create the world 
with which he would become familiar. He decided that this expanding creek-side community 
was the right place to settle. His new wife had been born there and it was a good place to 
raise a family.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

                                                           
21

 Devonport Dockyard Railway by Paul Burkhalter page 43 ï Completed 3rd or 5th July 1903 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   
 

 

 

 

  

 

Looking W from Ham in 1830 (left) and SE towards Ferndale 
Avenue from Weston Mill Quay (right). 

 Looking NE from Keyham to the new Jackson Estate (left) 

 NW towards Harbour View Avenue and Hamoaze Avenue (right and not on map). 
 

1895 



 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

HHH eeennnrrryyy   aaannnddd   JJJaaannneee   TTTRRREEETTTHHH EEEWWWEEEYYY   rrreeetttuuurrrnnn   tttooo   ttthhheeeiii rrr    nnnaaattt iii vvveee   TTTooowwwnnn   
ooofff    PPPLLLYYYMMM OOOUUUTTTHHH    

The family settles in Camelôs Head and the area becomes  

 home for the next seventy years  

 

It was not until 1897 that Pensioner 
(ÅÎÒÙ 4ÒÅÔÈÅ×ÅÙȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÉÎ Á 
street directory for No.36 Johnston 
Terrace, a house that had been listed, 
since 1893, in the name of W.P Rowe a 
#ÁÒÐÅÎÔÅÒȭÓ -ÁÔÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÅÒÒÁÃÅ ×ÁÓ 
numbered from 2 to 43 with the latter 
house being the one whose end wall is 
facing the camera on the right of the 
1890 picture above. Just four doors away 
from Henry lived John Vercoe and his 
shop was between the public house and 
the Post Office. However, shops come 
and go yet the terrace remains largely 
unchanged a century later. Even the 
front gardens have survived intact 

Not one clue has emerged to suggest where the family settled when they first arrived in Plymouth. For six years they remain 
hidden, but it would seem reasonable to look for them in the new terraced housing that was being built progressively 
northwards around the perimeter of the Dockyard and Barracks from the Albert Gate. Nelson needed to complete his 

schooling, but again it is not apparent where he might have done so. The nearest school was attached to the church of St. 
James the Great, just a brisk walk away along the new Keyham Road towards the Albert Gate. However, I think that we are 

faced with the possibility that Nelson did not resume his schooling preferring instead to look for a job. 

 

Nelson Trethewey was 13½ years old when he found himself back in Plymouth, the town he had left as a two-year old toddler. 
He had no recollection of it. He had grown up in County Cork southern Ireland where his father had been a Coastguard. He had 
spent the last eighteen months roaming the wild and magnificent cliffs of the North Cornish coastline around Boscastle until 
ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÒÕÎ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÆÁÃÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ #ÏÁÓÔÇÕÁÒÄ #ÏÔÔÁÇÅȢ &ÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙ (ÅÎÒy 

had been offered a place in the newly opened Naval Barracks in Keyham as an Able Seaman on an annual contract and he 
entered the ornate gates for the first time on the 15

th
 July 1891. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

36 JOHNSTON TERRACE 
 

The photo dating from 1890 (preceding page) and 
the map dated 1895 show exactly the same thing. 

The southern terrace extends from No.43 to 
No.21 and ends at the gap left for the entrance 

into the proposed Keyham Station. The northern 
terrace has just two houses complete, yet the 
Street Directories for 1885 and 1893 show a 

different, confusing picture. They suggest that 
thirteen houses had been built by 1885 and eight 
years later all but Nos. 24 & 25 were occupied. It 

is a complete muddle, yet two years later the 
edition for 1895 shows a complete and 

recognisable terrace numbered from 2 to 43 with 
a Wesleyan Mission Chapel at the top. 

Only the shop fronts had changed 
by February 2002 

 

 

 

  

No.36 is now No.180 SALTASH ROAD 
 

Wesleyan 
Mission Chapel 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

DAVID SALE  
Gas Fitter and Sanitary Plumber  
65 & 67 Fore Street, Devonport. 

Nelson was 15 years old in January 1893, the same year 
that has been attributed to these photos by the reputed 

photographer Francis Frith (top & right). Nelson is alleged 
to have served an apprenticeship with this family 
business, an apprenticeship that he would have 

completed in 1898/99. It was usual for apprentices to be 
paid-off once their indenture was complete, but there 
would have been ample work for a gas fitter in those 

days. Electric trams had not yet arrived on the streets, so 
Nelson would have had to walk from home to the shop 
ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ $ÏÃËÙÁÒÄȭÓ 3ÏÕÔÈ 'ÁÔÅ ÁÎÄ 

ÏÐÐÏÓÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÎÏ×ÎÅÄ !ÇÎÅÓ 7ÅÓÔÏÎȭÓȢ 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
Nelson stands with his father Henry for a birthday portrait 

in the studios of Mr. J. Grey at 33 Union Street. His 
mother is not in the group and the wearing of sashes 

suggests that this ȬÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÁÇÅȭ marked his entry into 
Ȭ&ÒÅÅÍÁÓÏÎÒÙȭȢ ! ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ .ÅÌÓÏÎ ×ÁÓ 
associated with the RECHABITES who were a Victorian 

Temperance Society with links to Methodism  
The photo was destined to be the only likeness of Henry 
to survive for on Tuesday 14

th
 February 1899 he died at 

home of bronchitis. Two days later, Jane made the 
following announcement (right) in the columns of the 

WESTERN DAILY MERCURY  
!ÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ Á Ȭ.ÁÖÁÌ &ÕÎÅÒÁÌȭȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ 
is no trace of it in local newspapers in spite of the fact that 
others were frequently reported. Yet the anchor motif on 

the headstone must carry some significance. 

 

 

5 BROOKLYN TERRACE 
 

In 1897, when we discovered Henry & Jane Trethewey living 
in Johnston Terrace, Brooklyn Terrace was still being built, 

in fact the only houses complete were those in the first 
block (above) now situated between Erith and Second 

Avenues. By February 1898 Henry had moved his family into 
No.5. It was next to the end house in which lived a builder 
called Charles Payne. Did he build the terrace, I wonder? 

It was a good move, to a new house in a development area, 
but Henry would enjoy it for only a very short time after the 

9
th

 January 1899, his sÏÎ .ÅÌÓÏÎȭÓ ΨΧ
st
 Birthday. 

 

TRETHEWEY  ï Henry the beloved husband of 
Jane Trethewey, aged 47, who passed away in Jesus 

at 5 Brooklyn Terrace, Camels Head 
on February 14th 1899. 

Funeral to leave the house for Plymouth Cemetery 
at 2 p.m. tomorrow (Friday)  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The Weston Mill Viaduct of the G.W.R 
1900 ï1903 

 

Family legend has it that Nelson worked on the 
construction of this bridge as a riveter. This is not 

impossible, but his skills would have been more suited to 
the installation of the gas main and lighting that 

illuminated the wooden walkway that was built into the 
east side of the bridge. No proof of the story has ever 
been found. All three views are seen from the Keyham 
shore looking towards the site of the Jackson Estate. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The inscription illustrated (above right) was found inside the cover of a Birthday Book given as a present 

from Nelson to Flora WALLIS. The book came from the stationerôs shop of Wood & Tozer at No. 39 Fore 

Street and must have been bought whilst Nelson was walking to and from his work at David Saleôs. This 

small and innocent token has survived more than 100 years to bring its story of the courtship that must have 

blossomed between two people living close to one another. Most young people in those days were very 

closely supervised and relationships often developed in the churches and chapels of their home locality. We 

know that the Trethewey family had Wesleyan Methodist connections and that Flora in her youth was keen 

on the hymns of Moody & Sankey. We also know that there was a Wesleyan Mission Chapel at the end of 

Johnston Terrace (above left circled), so where better to meet and to talk. At the beginning of 1896 Nelson 

was already 18 years old and their relationship was to last for more than 60 years. It was a long courtship 

too, for it was another SIX years before they married in the Gloucester Street Wesleyan Chapel in Morice 

Town as the new chapel being built in Admiralty Street did not open its doors until the end of 1902. 

 

GLOUCESTER ST 

CHAPEL 

No photo has yet been found of the 
Wesleyan Chapel whose site was on the 

corner with Mooncove Street and it had a 

school beside it. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

No photo has yet been found of the 
Wesleyan Chapel whose site was on the 

corner with Mooncove Street and it had a 

school beside it. 

 

 

 

 

6 WEST HAM TERRACE 
 

When Nelson married Flora in March 1902 their home addresses were no 
more than a few yards apart on opposite sides of the street, but in which 
house did our couple set up home together? It would seem reasonable to 
ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ .ÅÌÓÏÎȭÓ Íother Jane, but she had 

remarried at the end of 1900 and by Feb 1903 Richard Ford occupied No.5 
Brooklyn Tce. The Baptism Register on the following page proves that they 
×ÅÒÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ &ÌÏÒÁȭÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ÏÆ ΧίΦάȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ Á ÓÉÇÈÔ 
of their cÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ ÂÉÒÔÈ ÃÅÒÔÉÆÉÃÁÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÇÁÐÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÐ ÏÆ 7ÅÓÔ 

Ham Tce shows that the cottages had fair-sized gardens at the rear and 
although the children are seen here playing freely on the Edwardian streets, 
I expect the garden was enjoyed by Millie at least until she was big enough 

to join the other children. The Wallis family had lived in the terrace for many 
years and Flora grew up living just three doors away from her Uncle Sol (her 
ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒɊȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÐÏÉÇÎÁÎÔ ÔÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌ at rest in Weston 

Mill Cemetery, just a few yards from one another.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

  

 

 

 

 
 

The first baptisms took place in this new chapel in November 1902, but the first two TRETHEWEY 
children were the only ones baptised on that July day in 1906. Frankie was just eight weeks old, 

but Millie (Right) must have been walking. Note the mistakes with the names! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was said in the family that early 
in their marriage, Nelson and Flora 
had a small shop at Harbour View 

selling gas and plumbing 
hardware. It was simply an 

extension of the trade that Nelson 
ÈÁÄ ÌÅÁÒÎÔ ÁÔ $ÁÖÉÄ 3ÁÌÅȭÓ ÉÎ 

Devonport. The shop was NOT a 
success and Flora was NOT an 

enthusiastic shopkeeper. 
 

It has always been implied that the 
shop must have been the premise 
that we see today as it had been 
there for as long as anyone could 
remember. However the earliest 
known contemporary image from 
1902/3 shows a surprising picture 

(left). The house has been 
demolished. 

 

 

1 HARBOUR VIEW TERRACE 
 

The 1902 picture revealed a neat little end of terrace house 

that must have later disappeared. The lane behind the terrace, 

known to everyone as óStoney Hillô was there in 1895 

although at that time it led nowhere. The houses were new and 

had been built to fit into the space between the road and the 

railway line. So why was one demolished so soon? The street 

directories are not very helpful in clarifying the situation, but 

in 1905 we see, for the first time, reference to a ó1Aô occupied 

by the Richards Bros. óSaddler & Hairdresser.ô Now is this 

the first occurrence of the little shop fronting the main road 

and clearly divided into two sections? Each successive year its 

occupants changed. In 1906 it was Richards & Frost ï Cycle 

Makers. Then in 1907 it was J. Rhodes ï Boot Maker and 

Mrs. Harris ï Secondhand Clothes. In February 1908 the new 

edition showed a Mr. Stiff ï Butcher, but no sign of the 

TRETHEWEYôs, at least, not in 1A. This was also the month 

that Phyllis was born and it is significant to note that the new 

resident in No.1 was N.R.TRETHEWEY ï Plumber.  

I cannot imagine that meat and gas mantles were compatible, 

but the shop had embraced two different commodities on 

more than one previous occasion, so why not now? Note also 

that the end house has become double fronted. It was altered 

at sometime before 1914. 

 

 

Harbour View Terrace under construction in 1895 (below) 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 
 

7 SECOND AVENUE 
 
 

.ÅÌÓÏÎȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓ ÆÏÒ 
the first time in the directory for 1910 that was 
published in July 1909 and it was here that the 

family expanded and grew up. The avenues 
became like a small village to the children as it 

provided all their needs. School, shops, 
ȬÐÌÁÙÇÒÏÕÎÄÓȭȟ ÃÉÎÅÍÁȟ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÁÍÓȠ ÁÌÌ 
were readily accessible, so it is natural that 
this house should provide the most vivid 

childhood memories. 

 

 
Nelson and Flora never owned the house 
and they were content to pay rent to a 

landlord for over 50 years until they finally 
died in 1961.A visit by the Ȭ0ÁÒÉÓÈ 2ÅÌÉÅÖÉÎÇ 
/ÆÆÉÃÅÒȭ from the corner house opposite 
was dreaded between the wars and is a 

reminder that domestic hardship was never 
far away from these avenues. He remained 

there until the outbreak of the Second 
World War. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

The QUADRANGLE dominates 
the Keyham Yard and covers six 

acres, yet no contemporary 
image has been found to show 

any of the work of the ICE Shop. 

 

The St. LEVAN GATE at 
lunchtime in 1910 with a 
Devonport & District tram 
heading for Camels Head 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

32 years of service ï began with a Belsize car 

ò Father  looked after a BELSIZE car belonging to a  

Captain Franklin and he got him a job in the  

I.C.E. Shop in the Dockyard.ó Quote Nelson Trethewey Junior  

 

Captain Philip FRANCLIN MVO RN was appointed to HMS VIVID on 22
nd

 June 
1911, the day of his promotion to Captain. At that time HMS VIVID was the 
name given to the RN Barracks in Keyham with its main gate opposite 
Johnston Terrace. However, this officer was to become Principal of the local 
War College from the 1

st
 August 1911, a college which I believe was situated 

within the boundary of the Albert Hospital in Marlborough Street. To be a 
Member of the Victorian Order also implies a connection with the Royal 
Family possibly as an Aide or an Equerry, as it is a decoration entirely within 
their personal gift. So, less than four months after the arrival of this influential 
officer, Nelson was delighted to be offered a place in what must have been an 
embryonic Internal Combustion Engine Shop within the Quadrangle of 
Devonport Dockyard. He started work on the 20

th
 November 1911 as a 

mechanical fitter. Fifteen months later, on the 27
th

 February 1913 Captain 
Franclin was appointed to the command of the aging armoured cruiser HMS 
SUFFOLK. He would not be in need of a car during this commission, for he 
was due to take her to the North American Station for the next three years.  
 

 
This Record Card was found 
by chance in the Dockyard 
Personnel Office in 1978 
awaiting destruction. The 
uniform hand suggests that 
it was written at one sitting, 
yet the dates flow through 
to 1945 which is AFTER his 
retirement on 9 January 
1943 - his 65

th
 birthday. It 

appears that he retired on a 
weekly wage of 58 
shillings, an increase of 
only 22 shillings in 32 years! 
That is a mere 61% in a 
working lifetime or one rise 
every four years, when for 
TEN of those years there 
was not a single penny rise!  

 

4×Ï ÉÍÁÇÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÄÅÃÁÄÅÓ ÓÈÏ× ȬÍÅÎ ÏÎÌÙȭ ÏÕÔÉÎÇÓȢ .ÅÌÓÏÎ 
was not gregarious, nor was he a drinker, so he did not belong to clubs. 

Were these outings for the ICE Shop staff? 
 There are 23 in the first, but only 12 in the second.  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Memory is notoriously fickle, yet reminiscence acquires a status undeserved when not supported by the facts. 

Millie and Sylvia in particular have very clear memories of the cinema at the bottom of the avenue where their father is 

alleged to have been the projectionist. Yet, how much of that memory was personal and how much of it was sibling stories, 

is hard to decipher. To try to date those experiences is contradictory, as the two girls were separated by 16 years. Millie was 

18 in 1922 and probably beyond participation. My father also had his memories and together with those of Sylvia they must 

date from the period 1922 to 1930, by which time Grandfatherôs interests had moved on to his own cars. However, the 1990s 

saw a flurry of correspondence in the Evening Herald as readers of the right age competed for the óbest reminiscence.ô One 

thing that is certain is that no one is sure whether or not the cinema had a name and no photographs have come to light taken 

during its existence as a cinema. It makes its first appearance in a Trade Directory for 1920 as the PICTURE PALACE. This 

changed to the WOLSELEY CINEDROME by 1928. 
 

Fred Hallett was born in 1909 and he wrote to the newspaper in 1996 saying that,  

The interior consisted of 10 seats each side of a six-foot aisle. The rowdiest kids always raced for the seats against 

the wall, where the owner, Mr. Davis, could not reach them. He countered this by standing in the aisle with a long 

pole which he used to knock the head of any troublemaker. The youngsters would stand on the seats shouting 

warnings as the express thundered towards the helpless Pearl White, tied to the railway track by the bearded villain 

when suddenly óTo be concludedô would be flashed on the tiny screen to howls of disapproval. 
 

Another correspondent was Pat Ghillyer who was born in 1915 and he says, 

The projection room was over the main entrance and the window seen in the photograph was the re-wind room. I 

knew Billy White the Chief Operator. During the mid-1930s he would sometimes lock up the cinema after the last 

house and cycle home to Hastings Street in the Town Centre. One night on his way home he collided with a car and 

later died of his injuries. 
 

The most comprehensive description came anonymously to the paper in 1989. It said, 

The late lamented building was originally called the WOLSELEY CINEMA, but then changed to the NEW 

WOLSELEY CINEMA, complete with flagpole and flag. I saw many excellent films there, but due to the unreliability 

of the engine that generated the electricity, one could not always be guaranteed a show. Saturday matinees cost 2d 

for the afternoon show. Excitement reached its height when the lady pianist walked down the gangway with her music 

case. Then we knew the show was about to begin. The first three rows were wooden benches, but the magic of the 

óflicksô overcame any discomfort. At one period during the silent era, the lessee ï Mr. Taylor ï played the violin, the 

piano AND the drums. Among the silent films I recall were óWay Down Eastô and óThe Great White Silenceô a film of 

Scottôs Antarctic expedition. The first sound film shown in 1929 was óDark Red Rosesô featuring Stewart Rome and 

Frances Doble. However the era of the super cinema was dawning. In 1931 the giant Regent opened its doors with its 

3254 seats and both the Hippodrome and the Gaumont could offer 2500 seats. So in November 1931 I was present at 

the last show, when the film óOn the Airô was screened. 
 

This is a bygone era. The map of 1914 shows the building as an óAssembly Hall,ô yet during those óroaring twentiesô the 

whole TRETHEWEY family enjoyed its new life as a small cinema to the full. 

 

 

 

 

 

Plymouthõs Smallest Cinema 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I suspect that this photo was taken in recognition of the 
37)&4ȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÔÏ +ÅÎÔ ÉÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ΧίΩΪȢ Nelson and Flora 
stand proudly in front of the car in St. FRANCIS ROAD. 
$ÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÕÐ #ÈÅÒÒÙ 'ÁÒÄÅÎ !ÖÅÎÕÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÁÃÃÅÓÓ ÔÏ #ÁÅÓÁÒȭÓ 

Camp, a favourite spot for a picnic with commanding views to 
France on a clear day. Already the banana is peeled for 

Frankie while Millie and Sylvia, Fred and Birdie, Nelson and 
Flora are sharing out the sandwiches. The date c1932. 

 

Doris and Millie, Nelson and Flora pose in the immaculate 
ARROL JOHNSON after having reached St. FRANCIS ROAD 

safely. The date is reputed to be 1933. I think it was earlier. 

St. FRANCIS ROAD 

KINGSNORTH GARDENS 

 

 

MARINE 
GARDENS 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                              

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Opened in 1928 

MILLIE 
DORIS 
SYLVIA 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
  

 

 

 

 

The earliest photo based on Sylviaôs age 
which must be 8-10 years old and 

therefore 1928 to 1930. Millie is fourth 
from left next to Fred with the glasses. 
Birdie kept a summer lodging house, so 
the others are unknown, except Herbert 
with ófagô left. Without a cap, there is 
some similarity between Nelson and 

Clifford. 

  

Flora wore a different hat each year and photos can be 
matched due to that fact. Nellie has dated this photo 1938, but 

the location is unknown. Flora has the same hat in the 

previous photo in the boat in Marine Gardens 

These were the days when photographers roamed the 
promenades snapping away and hoping for a sale. This looks 
like one such photo. Nellie says it was 1933, but Sylvia could 

be slightly older 1933-35. Nelson was only 55 years old. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SECTION 3 
 

A MEMORANDUM TO MY READERS 
 

The segments of this anthology were compiled at different times, in different 
formats using different technologies. 
 
As I approach my 80th birthday I feel impelled to attempt to bring them 
together under one cover. 
 
It will not read like a book, but it has a time line. If it is halting in places then I 
apologise for my amateurism. 
 
It embraces two generations and with one exception (Frankie died 1941) I 
knew them all. This is my heritage and the heritage I must preserve and pass 
on to future generations, so that they may understand where we came from 
and what made us what we have become. 
 
The preceding pages are my own work. It is an attempt to understand and to 
illustrate all that was discussed about the early life of my Grandparents. They 
did not leave a single word to astonish or admire. Life was all that mattered to 
them and it was not always easy. It will become clear, however, that they were 
enigmatic and their pastimes did not follow the stringency of other families. 
 
Grandfather was a colourful character, but he was not an extrovert. He was an 
independent thinker who was enthralled by all the new technologies of his 
day, but he also enjoyed being alone, lost in a reverie of possibilities. 
 
The following pages are compilations of conversations and letters generated 
by myself and my brother Ken with those family members who were prepared 
to talk of their memories. Millie and Sylvia were the most fluent, mainly 
because their memories were pleasant memories coloured by their position in 
their parentõs affections. Phyllis, Doris and my father Nelson were less 
forthcoming. My father was in fact quite bitter about facets of his life and that 
is revealed in the conversations I had with him. He had an empathy with 
Doris who was used by her mother as the familyõs scullerymaid, the lowest 
order of the servants below stairs. So, it was my mother, Nellie, whose 
recollections are the mainstay as she became quite close to both Phyllis and 
Doris. Indeed even in Australia Phyllis was very affectionate and reliant upon 
Nelson and Nellie for advice and support as we shall see later. 
 
For the moment, this next section begins with a family chart ð an essential 
display in any family history. 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

NELSON 

RICHARD  
Bn 20 Aug 1912 

Devonport 
Died 

17 Jan 1992 (79) 
Plymouth 

 

 

Helen Elizabeth 

KNOTT  
Bn 10 Mar 1912 

Plymouth 
Died  

11 Nov 2005 (93) 
Torpoint 

 

 

 
 

HARRY  

NELSON 
Bn 9 Jan 1878 

 Plymouth 
Died 

17 June 1961 (83) 
South Brent 

 

 

Eric Herbert 

SANGWELL 
Bn 1 Sep 1909  

Plymouth 
Died 

10 Nov 1988 (79) 
Plymouth 

 

Flora  

WALLIS  
Bn 7 Feb 1880 

Plymouth 
Died 

31 Oct 1961 (81) 
Plymouth 

 

Amelia 

 
Bn 19 Dec 1904 

Devonport 
Died 

21 Nov 1988 (83) 

Okehampton 

 

FRANCIS 

HENRY 
Bn 22 May 1906 

 Devonport 
Died 

30 Mar 1941 (34) 
Plymouth 

 

 

Doris 
 

Bn 22 Dec 1909 
Devonport 

Died 

5 Jun 1998 (88) 

Plymouth 

 

Dora Ellen 

SNOWDEN 
Bn 9 Mar 1907(2Q) 

Devonport 
 
 

15 April 1933 
St. Philipôs Weston Mill  

Married 21 December 1935 
St. Philipõs Weston Mill, PLYMOUTH 

 

 3 children 1931-40 
 

1931/2Q (April?) 
Devonport District 

 3 children 1937-50 
CHART 5 

Franklin Falconer 

CLARK 
Bn 20 Jan 1907 

Plymouth 
Died 

12 Jun 1980 (73) 
Brisbane, Australia 

 

3 children 1938-47 
 

TRETHEWEY 
Family  

Camels Head, 
Devonport, 

PLYMOUTH 
 

Devised 20-09-2009 

              

 

CHART 6 

Married 7 March 1902 
Gloucester St Methodist Chapel, DEVONPORT 

Gloucester St. Methodist Chapel Devonport 
 

Phyllis 

 
Bn 20 Feb 1908 

Devonport 
Died 

7 June 2001 (93) 
Brisbane, Australia 

 

28 August 1933 
St. Philipôs Weston Mill 

Chart 4 
 

 
 

Revised 20-12-2015 

 

Dora re-married Harold MORRIS 

on the 11 June 1949 in St. Philipôs Church 

Sylvia Flora 

 
Bn 26 June 1920 

Devonport 
Died 

 14 Aug 2015 (95) 
Buckfastleigh 

 

 

William J 

APLIN 
Bn 3 Sept 1918 

Ashburton? 
Died 

26 Nov 2014 (96) 
Buckfastleigh 

 

Leslie Charles G 

WESTLAKE 
Bn 26 Dec 1917 

Plymouth 
Died 

25 Jan 1966 (48) 
Ashburton 

 

 

3 January 1942 
St. Philipôs Weston Mill 

25 April 1970  
St. Andrews Ashburton 

2 Children 1948 & 53 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

   DORIS (8)                  NELSON (6))                PHYLLIS (10) 

       FLORA (38)                    MILLIE (14)                          FRANKIE (12) 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Our Grandfather Harry was thought to have had 

connections with the Coastguard Service, thus 

accounting for the birth of his only son in Ireland. 

He lived in Johnston Terrace opposite the Royal 

Naval Barracks and was known to have been a 

Freemason.
22

 Unfortunately he died whilst still 

quite young and his wife Amelia married again to 

become ROUTLEFF. Harry might have had a 

brother who went to Canada (not true). 
 

My parents, Nelson and Flora, were both staunch 

Methodists. Flora played the organ at the mission 

church in Admiralty Street, Keyham whilst Nelson 

played the violin. On the 18
th
 July 1906 Amelia and 

her brother Francis Henry were christened together 

by the Minister, Alfred Bishop. A newspaper 

article written at the time of its demolition and 

rebuilding states that the foundation stone for the 

Keyham Victoria Wesleyan Church was laid in 

1901
23

 and its Baptism Register records its first 

baptism during November 1902. This building was 

a very large church designed to accommodate 1000 

people and it boasted a large hall with a stage in the 

basement beneath. I visited it just after the 

demolition workers had taken over and during their 

lunch break I sneaked one or two internal 

photographs. It was built to replace a Mission 

Chapel that stood on a triangle of land just at the 

point where the Saltash Road crosses over the GW 

Railway line. (Editor). 

 

Amelia describes her father as a man of many 

interests. Photography was one of them and he 

                                                           
22

 From a photo circa January 1899 he is most likely to 

have belonged to the ORDER OF RECHABITES 
23

 Evening Herald 25 February 1982 

would take photographs of the family on a Sunday 

morning when they were dressed in their best 

clothes. The plates were developed under the stairs. 

He was also the projectionist at the Camels Head 

cinema and all us children had a free pass. I can 

remember going six nights out of seven. He built 

his own cinematograph machine and used to show 

silent films to the children. Carbide lamps were 

used for illumination and I remember these for their 

nasty smell.  
 

He spent a great deal of time ómucking about in 

boatsô and I remember the óMYRTLEô being built 

in the backcourt at 7 Second Avenue. It was only a 

small boat with a petrol engine and upholstered 

leather seats, but it was too big to get out of the 

back gate and some of the wall had to be removed. 
 

Later on he acquired an old óClub Boatô which he 

christened óPEARLô. Rowing clubs were very 

popular at this time and many of the boats used by 

them had been acquired from the Navy. óPEARLô 

acquired an engine and a funnel was made for her 

at David Sales. She also had a mast on which we 

flew the Union Jack and at the top of the mast was 

a brass ball from a bedstead. When she was 

finished the family often used her to go on camping 

expeditions and the favourite destination was 

Lopwell on the River Tamar and long before the 

dam was built there.  
 

Being a fitter by trade he was always building 

machines. He built one of the first motor cycles in 

Plymouth. He worked part-time in a garage in 

Johnston Terrace and sometimes borrowed a car to 

take the family out. Eventually he won a Lagonda 

in a raffle. It had a ódickeyô seat at the back and this 

NEVER A DULL MOMENT 
Amelia   (Millie) born 19th December 1904 

 
 

From interviews conducted by Ken Trethewey in the late 1960ôs and from the conversations and 
correspondence with Clifford Trethewey (nephews) with additional supporting material. 

 

 
Auntie Millie was a gentle, lovely lady whose view of life was 

always positive and encouraging. She always seemed to be 

interested in anything and everything that other people were 

doing and she was always ôfunõ to have around. However it is 

patently clear, in retrospect, that she wa s pampered by her 
parents and was never expected to become involved in any of 

the routine household tasks. Consequently she became 

ôundomesticatedõ and throughout her life was reliant on other 

people to provide the daily essentials. This situation, togethe r 

with her undoubtedly simple view of the world around her, led 
her to see her life at Camelõs Head only from the positive 

perspective we would expect of her. I am sure that she would 

have been shocked to read the descriptions related by her 

brother and mi ddle sisters.  
 

 



little car was nicknamed the óbathô by Frankie. 

Then came the sky blue Arrol Johnson which in 

turn was succeeded by the Swift.
24

 I well remember 

that being the eldest and with very small hands I 

often found myself holding vital pieces in awkward 

places as father assembled a new machine.  
 

Of course he had a workshop in the backcourt but 

he was also extremely fond of animals and often 

kept pets. One favourite was a chicken that 

developed the habit of sitting on his lathe whenever 

he was working in the workshop. On one occasion 

something frightened it and it flapped into the 

middle of the family bowl of rice pudding. 

Ironically its liking for the workshop led to its 

death for it swallowed a ball bearing mistaken for a 

grain of barley. I recall that at one time he had 

rabbits but it was the boys who had to feed them 

and they were not allowed to eat themselves until 

this was done. As children we were given a little 

pocket money. At first it was only a halfpenny but 

later it was one whole penny. On Saturday nights 

mother would always put a small packet of sweets 

under our pillow as a Sunday treat. 
 

A certain Miss Mitchell figured in the lives of the 

family. She lived on her own in Wolseley Road and 

made clothes for us children. Consequently she 

always spent Christmas with us at No.7 Second 

Avenue.
25

 Christmas was also a time when we 

would visit my Grandparents Routleff at 

Merrymeet. On these occasions father would take 

his ornate brass gramophone with its enormous 

trumpet. I remember my Grandmother telling me 

that when she was a child she was óstolen by the 

gypsiesô for a short time and while she was living 

in Ireland, they were crossing a river by boat with a 

cow when it fell through the bottom of the boat. 

She was very fond of perfume and had a keen sense 

of humour.  
 

When Grandmother became ill they came back 

from Merrymeet to live in a single room in Crozier 

Road (off Alexandra Road) and when she 

eventually died of a skin complaint Grandfather 

came to live at No.7. 
 

Twenty months before her death she wrote the 

following, ñI have very fond memories of my 

childhood days with two dedicated parents who just 

missed their diamond wedding anniversary (1962). 

They could not afford to send me to College, but 

whenever I applied for a job as a teacher, I was 

accepted. Father was a talented mechanic. He had a 
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 There were TWO Mitchells in Brooklyn Terrace during 

the period. Mitchell J arrived at No. 7 in 1905 and 
Mitchell W.H. arrived in 1920 and both were still there 
in 1932. 

workshop over the garden at our home in Camelôs 

Head. He converted a club rowing boat into a 

motor cruiser with a cabin and we travelled up river 

for camping holidays. My wonderful father was 

photographer and he processed his photographs 

under the staircase. He was a musician and he 

designed the decorative pipes for our organ. Mother 

was an organist and we sang hymns to her 

accompaniment on a Sunday. Before the advent of 

wireless, father entertained us with black and white 

films on a screen. I think he helped with the 

projection of films at the local cinema.ò 
 

His time as the cinema projectionist at the tiny 

cinema has been covered on a preceding page. 

What she has not said is that Flora occasionally 

played the piano during the silent movies. 
 

It never seemed to occur to Millie that the life she 

described was incompatible with a family income 

that had to support SIX children. 
 

Among Millieôs final musings she reflects upon the 

beginning of her life when her parents ócould not 

afford to send her to college.ô There is no acrimony 

just the fact that ówhenever I applied for a job as a 

teacher, I was accepted.ô Some of those letters 

survive and I have included references to them on 

the next page.  
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A tattered school report dated 22
nd

 December 1921 from 

the HIGHER ELEMENTARY SCHOOL gives a very 

revealing glimpse into Millieôs abilities. She was just 17 

years old. It had been a good term. Millie had a secured a 

ódouble firstô in both term and examination work in a 

class of just sixteen pupils. She was good at most subjects 

and if there is a weakness at all it is to be seen in 

Geometry. The Higher Elementary School was situated in 

Keppel Place in Stoke, just off the top of the Albert Road. 

It was a strange building with its inevitable division of the 

sexes being horizontal rather than vertical. The boys 

occupied the bottom two floors whilst the girls had the 

top two, but their recreational playground was on the 

roof. This photo of the girls on the roof dates from 1914, but its high railing can still to be seen to this day.  

The building was opened about 1906 and its tuition was 

free to those who had passed the Entrance Examination. 

It boasted a distinctive bronze badge that could be bought 

at Prynneôs in Devonport for one shilling and the girls 

wore them on their straw boaters. Like most other schools 

in Plymouth at the time, it was in the hands of the 

military hospital authorities from 1914 until 1917 and 

Millie joined the school from Camels Head School which 

she left on the 27
th
 April 1917.

26
 

A Testimonial dated 20
th
 July 1923 written by her form 

mistress of 1921, Winifred Wavish, states that Millie was 

a student at the school for 5 years. It continues to describe 

her achievements in glowing terms and highlights her 

results in English, Geography, Botany and European History. 

However, this was only one of three Testimonials that were written 

in support of her application for a job at the Cawsand Church of 

England Girls School. So where had Millie been during the 18 

months that intervened? For twelve of them she had been a Pupil 

Teacher in the Girls Department of Camelôs Head School. Again, 

the words of someone who knew her at the school are encouraging. 

ñShe has shown an interest in her work and great care has been 

taken in the preparation of lessons. Her illustrations are carefully 

done. She has a bright and encouraging manner with the children.ò  

The third and final Testimonial was written by Herbert Moysey, the 

Curate-in- Charge of St. Philipôs Church in Bridwell Road. It says 

that she has been a Sunday School Teacher there for ósome timeô and 

added that she is óa communicant member of the church.ô This is an 

interesting piece of information as it implies that she could have 

been a regular member there since the church opened in 1913 
27

 

when she would have been just nine years old. 

Millie lived in Cawsand and taught at the school there between 1924 

and 1934 when she applied for and secured a position at the 

Exbourne village school where she spent the rest of her life. 
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 Articles in the Evening Herald dated 26
th

 & 29
th

 January 1981 and Camels Head School Admissions Register 
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 Confirmation often takes place at the age of 14 years or sometimes less ς for Millie circa 1916 ς 1918. 

A DOUBLE FIRST AT SCHOOL 

YET PARENTS CANNOT AFFORD TO SEND GIRL TO COLLEGE 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In 1921, when he was just 15 years old, he took an apprenticeship in a Brass Foundry in Mill Lane in Plymouth. 

It was situated just off the Russell Street/York Street area of the Town. The working conditions were appalling. 

Frankie had to stand for hours at a time at a machine he nicknamed óthe mangleô, churning out brass, domestic 

water taps by the thousand. No attention was paid to the cleanliness of the óworkshopsô and no attempt was 

made to carry away the brass swarf generated by the various machining processes. Consequently the operators 

stood and walked continuously amid mountains of sharp and dangerous slivers of metal which gradually 

penetrated their footwear. Saturday afternoons were spent sitting on the scrubbed kitchen table in Second 

Avenue, while Nelson carefully extracted the bright, sharp shavings which later caused so much suffering. 
 

As the apprenticeship drew to its conclusion (circa 1927), the general employment situation was deteriorating.
28

 

Employers were increasingly reluctant to pay a living wage and Frankie was offered a job as a Journeyman at 

£1-10s-0d per week. He refused the offer and was promptly sacked. This condemned him to four years of 

unemployment in the days of the dreaded Assistance Board. 
 

As a young lad, Frankie had shown an aptitude for the piano and Grandmother and Grandfather arranged for 

him to have piano lessons with a local teacher. They also bought an upright piano, which was kept in the front 

room along the back wall, and Frankie was the only one allowed to play it. Then came the dark days of 

unemployment supplemented only by an occasional, brief labouring job. Frankie was so often unemployed that 

members of the Assistance Board would visit the house to assess the possessions of the family (means testing) 

before any financial assistance was agreed. Of course when they saw the piano, the family was ordered to sell it. 

Nelson and Flora refused. I must assume that they were then given nothing.  
 

Strawberry fields lined the steep sided valley from Weston Mill Village, through Ham woods towards 

Honicknowle and these provided six weeks of work each year, gathering the crop for market. However, it was 

the Dockyard that provided the most frequent if short-lived wage packet, but the work was dreadful. 
 

On the 10
th
 April 1930, two newly built sloops to be named HMS HASTINGS and HMS PENZANCE were floated 

out of the Shallow Dock in South Yard which they had shared, side-by-side, since the previous July.
29

 During 

their final stages towards completion, Frankie was one of a number of men hired to scour the new teak deck 

which had become scuffed and stained, and return it to a condition acceptable to the Royal Navy. The caustic 

sodas and scouring materials laboriously rubbed into every inch of these decks removed the skin and nails from 

Frankieôs hands. His brother Nelson recalled that he felt hurt and angry at the sight of those damaged hands that 

could play a piano with such sensitive skill. 
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 The General Strike lasting 9 days occurred  on 4th to 12th May 1926 
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 Devonport Built Warships since 1860 by Lt. Cdr. K Burns pages 78/80 

Industrial disease kills talented musician 
 

ñHe was a victim of the depressionò says brother 
 

Francis     (Frankie) born 22nd May 1906 and Dora SNOWDEN 

From the recollections of Nelson & Helen Trethewey 
 

 

It began with a photograph. I had never seen a good likeness of 
Frankie before and the similarity of the face in the book with that of 
my brother Ken was most striking. We were turning the pages of an 
album in Dorisôs front room in Efford in 1988 following the funeral of 

Eric Sangwell 
 

Frankieôs own premature death in 1941 at the age of 34 had 
obviously affected my father quite deeply. He spoke emotionally of 
this gentle, sensitive and musically talented man who became a 
victim of all that was wrong with the 1920s and 30s. His brother 

describes Frankieôs life as follows 
 

 



 

  

In 1988 the Admiralty Floating Dock AFD 58 was a familiar sight to me, moored in the NE corner of 5 Basin, 

but its predecessor provided work, labouring inside the double bottom of the dock, cleaning out its bilge prior to 

repainting. Nelson, who by this time was familiar with the sight of such labouring gangs, was taken aback by the 

apparition in filthy canvas overalls and cap whom he encountered walking through the Dockyard one day in the 

early 30ôs. Was this really his brother? 

It was clear that Nelson held his brother in very high esteem and his concern eventually brought its reward. 

Nelson was very friendly with a Leading Draughtsman who was in charge of the Record Room and one day 

during a regular visit as Nelson recounted Frankieôs misfortunes to him, he said ñI wish had known that this 

morning.ò It transpired that the Secretary to the Admiral Superintendent was counted amongst this chapôs circle 

of friends. A quiet word in that influential ear changed Frankieôs situation dramatically. At last his 

apprenticeship had been recognised and he was offered a job as a Ship Fitter. 

 

HASTINGS and PENZANCE were two of fourteen Bridgewater Class sloops launched between 1928 and 1932. 

These two pretentious mementos of their launching are not symbolic of the damage done to those who had to 

work their fingers to the bone. 

 
 

It was the word ôFitterõ that appeared in the Marriage Register 
for St. Philipõs Church on the 28th August 1933, but this was a 
strange ceremony. Nelson knew nothing of the wedding until 
the morning of its happening. He is believed to have got up for 
work (Saturday mornings in those days) and his Mother told 
him of the event. Certainly she was the only family witness, as 
presumably her husband Nelson senior was due at work along 
with everyone else that morning. 
 

It seems strange to me that two brothers could appear to be so 
close, yet one of them just happened to overlook mentioning 
that fact that he was getting married. Why was it a closely 
guarded secret? Why was Nelson not asked to be his Best Man? 
Was this a wedding in the full sense that we understand it, with 
bridesmaids, guests and reception? I would guess not. Dora 

Snowdenõs parents were long serving caretakers of St. Philipõs Church and it is believed that they or their 
family also looked after the Mission Hall in the back lane before that. However, at the wedding Doraõs 
father, Thomas Snowdon, is recorded as being a ôDrillerõ ð a common Dockyard occupation at that time. 
 

Frankie and Dora had just seven years together. After Frankie died on the 31st March 1941, Dora eventually 
married again. Her second husband was Harold Morris who was the organist and choirmaster at St. Philipõs 
Church and they married on the 11th June 1949. I remember them well living in No.1 Northumberland 
Street (on the corner of the back lane) and I have always thought it strange that until I started asking 
questions in the 1960õs, no one had thought to tell me that Dora had been my Aunt. 
 



 

 

 

 

Phyllis   born 20th February 1908 and Frank CLARK born 20 January 1907 
From the recollections of Helen Trethewey 

 

Helen Knott had only just begun courting Phyllisõs brother 
Nelson (August 1930) when Phyllis confided in her that she 
was pregnant. At that stage no one else knew, but eventually 
when her parents were told, they were totally opposed to the 
marriage. Frank Clark was the son of their next-door 
neighbour, so the wedding at Plymouthõs Register Office was 
a ôshotgunõ affair and her parents refused to attend it. The 
baby boy, Terry, was born on 20th October 1931. It 
happened to be the day before a church bazaar at St. Philipõs 
and Helen Knott was sharing a stall with Dora Snowden. 
Helen recalls that the news had inevitably become a topic of 
discussion among the ladies and it distracted attention away 
from the bazaar itself.  
 

Sylvia recalls that Phyllis had a job as a waitress in the 
Criterion Café in Garrett Street, Cawsand where she lodged 
during the week and Millie was in the habit of having meals 
there after school. It was here that the famous variety artist 
Gracie Fields would stay when she was appearing in 
Plymouth and Millie is reputed to have become a familiar 
acquaintance of hers. 
 

Following their hurried wedding, it was not long before 
Bill Clark acquired a barberõs shop in Garrett Street, just a 
few yards from the Criterion, where he also sold 
cigarettes, sweets and ice cream during the week as well as 
cutting hair. However on Sundays he took his wares to 
Whitsands leaving the shop in the care of Phyllis. When 
Shirley was born in 1934, Phyllis couldnõt manage the 
shop, so Nelson and Helen travelled across the water to 
help by looking after it. 

In that same year, 1934, Millie left Cawsand School for a 
new appointment in Exbourne. It has not been said how 

much these two 
sisters valued 
each otherõs 
presence in the 
village, but it 
became a brief 
interlude in their 
lives which were very different. Phyllis seems to have 
been quite happily settled in her circumstances. There 
were three children at home in Garrett Street when War 
was declared and put an end to everyoneõs 

contentedness. (A post war account follows later) 

 

 

Unplanned Wedding Leads to Emigration 

CRITERION HOTEL (Right) 1955 

 

Sept 1939 War Registration 



 

 

 

Doris   born 22nd December 1909 and Eric Herbert SANGWELL born 1 September 1909 
From recollections of Helen Trethewey 

 

Four months before Frankieõs rather unusual wedding, there 
was a more conventional one in the Trethewey family as Doris 
married Eric Sangwell at St. Philipõs Church, Bridwell Road on 
the 15th April 1933. Eric was a clerk at Plymouthõs Ice Factory 
on the corner of St. Andrewõs Street and Palace Street. This 
seems now to be a quaint oddity, but in the days before 
refrigeration technology had become widely accepted and 
understood, this was the only means of keeping meat and 
particularly fish fresh for transportation. The business, known 
as ôBIDGOODS,õ was owned by the Modley Family and Eric 
was destined to work for them for the rest of his working life. 
Ericõs parents lived in Beacon Park. His father, Lieutenant 
Herbert Sangwell RN, was retired and he was almost 
contemporary with Lt. Frederick Knott, whose daughter Helen 
Knott was about to become engaged to Dorisõs brother Nelson.  
 

For as long as anyone could remember, Eric had a motorcycle 
and sidecar and this probably played a critical role in their 
courtship as they did not live near to one another.  

 

Unlike Frankieõs wedding, Dorisõs father and mother were both 
present as witnesses and Nelson senior had obviously agreed to take the Saturday off on this 
occasion.30 However, he 
would be seeing a lot more 
of his daughter and new 
son-in-law as they initially 
moved in to live at No.7 
Second Avenue and 
presumably parked the 
motorcycle in the garage 
behind Ferndale Avenue. 
 

It is uncertain how long they 
lived at Camelõs Head, but 
they acquired a flat 
overlooking Friary Station at 
17 St. Judeõs Road which 
was quite close to Ericõs 
work at Bidgoodõs. 
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 St. Philipôs Parish Church Marriage Register has been seen, but is only in transcript on-line 

 

This very large end house 
had a separate entrance 
from an outside staircase. 
In 1939 it looks as if they 
occupied the ground floor 
with Colin ï closed record. 

 

 

 

 

No Surprises from Doris 
 



COLD COMFORT REIGNED SUPREME 
 

òWe argued about who should scrape out the rice pudding dish.ó 
 

Nelson    born 20th August 1912 
From his own recollections 

 

 

 

The birthrate of the TRETHEWEY Family before 
the First World War was at two-year intervals. 
Millie was born in Hamoaze (West Ham?) 
Terrace in 1904, Francis in 1906, Phyllis in 
1908, Doris in 1910 and myself in 1912. All 
except Millie were born in 7 Second Avenue, a 
two-bedroom terraced house with a kitchen and 
scullery annex, rented from a Jew called Mr. 
Black. We never ever saw our landlord and he 
made no repairs to the property to my 
knowledge. The house was lit by gas mantles 
and had no indoor water supply. Bathing was 
accomplished with the aid of a galvanised tub on 
the kitchen floor and we washed in the scullery. 
 

My first recollection dates from 1916 when I was 

being taken in a push-chair to Saltash Passage. On 

rounding the bend in the road that gives the first 

sight of the huge, grey, tubular form of the Royal 

Albert Bridge, one of my sisters shouted, ñLook! 

Zeppelin!ò This produced a frightened yell from 

me, as I had already become aware of this German 

airborne threat. 
 

Camels Head Infants School had not long been 

built,
31

 but it was being used as a convalescent 

centre for wounded soldiers and I distinctly 

remember the four playgrounds being crowded 

with men in pale blue suits and red ties. Many of 

the locals handed bunches of flowers to them 

through the school gates. 

 

When the time came for me to start school (1917), I 

had to go all the way to St. Budeaux for the 

Victoria Road Infants School and I can only 

vaguely remember trundling to and fro. However, I 

can clearly remember the excitement of Armistice 
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 The foundation stone was laid on the 25th April 1911 but 
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Day on the 11
th
 November 1918 and the subsequent 

presentation of celebration mugs in a field in 

Pemros Road in August 1919, now occupied by the 

R.C. Church of St. Paul.
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Cold comfort reigned supreme in our home. All 

five of us children slept in the front bedroom. 

Frankie and I slept together in a small iron 

bedstead, whilst all three girls shared the larger 

double bed. We had to undress in complete 

darkness. Candles were considered to be too 

dangerous for children. There was a grate in the 

room, but I donôt ever remember a fire gracing its 

hearth. The call of nature during the night meant a 

long and fumbled journey out into the cold, 

blackness of the back yard to a spider infested box 

toilet. There wasnôt even the luxury of a hot water 

bottle. 
 

The small back room was the only room where any 

kind of heat could be found as its tiny grate 

flaunted a miserly excuse for a fire. The large 

scrubbed table in the kitchen was the place where 

we ate all our meals and the scullery was the place 

that housed the wash boiler where Doris always 

seemed to be struggling with the washing. The 

downstairs front room was considered to be out of 

bounds to us children except on a Sunday. Then 

being the Sabbath, we were allowed inside to listen 

to Mother playing Moody and Sankey Hymns on 

the American Organ or to wonder at Frankie 

tinkling away on the keys of his special prize, the 

piano. 
 

Of course these were the times when the husband 

dominated the household and usually controlled the 
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purse strings. When Sylvia arrived in 1920, this 

increased the pressure on the family income and 

Father, being only an Engine Fitter in the 

Dockyard, could only provide the bare necessities 

of life. He was also a very practical man and his 

interests demanded a portion of the weekly income 

which reduced the housekeeping allotment. There 

was little to spare for pocket money for us children. 

I donôt ever remember it exceeding two pennies per 

week. Often there was a frenzied search of the 

kitchen cupboards for a crust of bread, followed by 

a dispute as to who should have the prior claim to 

it. We also used to fight over the empty, metal 

baking dishes after a milk pudding had been 

consumed. The burnt scrapings were considered to 

be an added delicacy. Having said that, we were far 

from being starved. 
 

It was also in 1920 that I celebrated my eighth 

birthday by joining the St. Philipôs Church Choir. 

There were few cars on the road in those days as 

the tram reigned supreme. They ran along Camels 

Head to Saltash Passage having come from Morice 

Square in Devonport, but we could also get a tram 

to Plymouth via Millbridge. Tuesdays, Thursdays 

and Fridays always saw an increase in the number 

of lorries bringing farm produce from Cornwall to 

the markets in Plymouth and Devonport. Speed was 

not an issue. Barely 15 m.p.h. was as fast as they 

could manage and there was even the occasional 

steam lorry among them. 

The picture I describe is one of largely quiet roads 

and this allowed all the youngsters of the area to 

play their games in the streets unhindered. Marbles 

was a favourite game but they were not the 

coloured glass variety so coveted, they were a kind 

of coloured clay, gritty and brittle and we could use 

them to mark out the limits of the playing area. All 

the boys collected cigarette cards as almost every 

cigarette packet carried a card in it. The search for 

packets absorbed a lot of our time, but we also 

evolved games with the cards that would allow us 

to increase our collections. One such game was 

óDrop Cardô. The rules were simple. A card had to 

be dropped from an agreed height in an attempt to 

cover a card already lying on the ground. If it did 

so, then the ówinnerô kept both cards. A more wild 

form of excitement was indulged when running 

with a steel hoop and hook down the steep avenues. 

The adults frowned on this activity because they 

could anticipate the consequences of a sudden loss 

of control. The hoop, which was quite heavy, 

would career off on its own towards the main road 

at the bottom and a potential accident loomed. At 

one time I acquired a set of roller skates and I knew 

that the only way that I was going to be able to 

keep them, was to hide them. In my naiveté I 

thought that this would be my secret. It wasnôt. It 

soon got back to father that I had been seen 

careering around the avenues on wheels and that 

led to their confiscation. 
 

Of course with so many boys available, teams were 

easily formed and two teams could become a 

competition. One team game involved a whole 

bunch of boys lining up one behind the other and 

bending down from the waist with a óheadsmanô at 

the front. The other team would then send its 

members one at a time, to leap onto the backs, as 

far forward as possible. This continued until there 

was a collapse. If there was a collapse then the 

jumping team won, if there wasnôt, then the 

standing team won. Of course all this was 

accompanied by a great cacophony of shouting and 

cheering. 
 

Some of the ógamesô we indulged were not really 

games at all; they were dangerous pranks. Jumping 

on and off moving trams when the conductor was 

upstairs, was one of the most common. Hanging 

onto the back tailboard of a lorry was another, but 

the wildest game of all was practiced in the warm 

summer holidays, when we would be attracted to 

swimming in Camels Head Creek. Near the main 

GWR Viaduct and behind Harbour Terrace there 

was a small beach and when the tide came in it 

lapped around an old stone pedestal from the 

previous bridge. We would scale this pillar and 

leap off it into the water in total disregard for our 

safety.
33

  
 

It must have been around 1920 that the Camels 

Head Primary School became available to us and I 

now had a much shorter journey to make. In fact it 

was only a few yards, literally two streets away 

from Second Avenue. Discipline was very strict 

and the cane appeared for use on frequent 

occasions. Then early in 1923 came the 

óScholarshipô. We were never told how we had 

fared in the examination we were simply told that 

we had ópassedô. My chosen school was Regent 

Street Intermediate School situated on the other 
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 The line of the old railway was 41 feet above Spring High 

   Tides ς the stone piers only supported vertical timber posts. 


