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JANUARY 2002 
 

TO THE PEOPLE OF LISVANE – PREFACE 
 

I originally intend to write my account concentrating on what I could remember of my 
time as an evacuee. However, after a very eventful re-visiting of Lisvane, I felt the 
need to follow it up with my experiences and events during and after the visit.  It all 
turned out to be very exciting for me and my family.   
 
I cannot guarantee that everything I remember is 100% accurate e.g. I remembered a 
sister and brother as Peggy and Cecil Mustard, but I only discovered during my 
recent visit, when trying to trace them, that the surname was MUSTOW. 
 
I have tried to keep everything simply written, so that the children of Lisvane can 
understand my feelings and impressions. This may encourage their interest in their 
history and how the kind people of Lisvane welcomed strange children into their 
homes in time of need. Just imagine the parents of these children, who were having a 
hard time back home, needing to know that their children were safe and being cared 
for. 
 
Don’t forget the village school. Suddenly a few country pupils multiplied into dozens 
of new town children. There were only two classrooms to cope with children from five 
to eleven – spanning six grades. That must have taken some organisation under 
stress.  So 10/10 for Miss Alexander, the other teacher (wherever she may be) and 
Mr. Lipshitz – plus the villagers of Lisvane. Now let us go back to August 2001. 
 
 
AUGUST 2001 

 
PART 1   Memories of an Evacuee, May 1940 – August 1941, 60 years on 

 
When I was invited by Gillian Lawson to write an account of my experiences as an 
evacuee, there were so many memories buzzing around in my head it was difficult to 
put them into some sort of meaningful order. I felt the only way to cope was to divide 
the time into categories so that it did not matter too much about the time order. If the 
memories were important to me I jotted down dozens of little reminder notes and 
divided them into the headings in the contents page. 
 
INTRODUCTION 
 
I have always known that being evacuated in 1940 to Lisvane changed my outlook on 
life. Those 16 months away from home were the most influential part of my early 
education. The changes to a completely different environment and village community, 
plus the many experiences during that time, have remained with me forever. I 
suppose that is why I keep coming back, firstly with my husband, 1953 then with my 
daughter 1973 and now with my family and four grandchildren. During the past year 
or so my grandchildren have been learning at school about the wartime evacuees. At 
my granddaughter’s school I gave a talk to the children who were performing in a 
production of “The Evacuees”. It was very moving for me and prompted me to 
arrange this visit. I often speak to my grandchildren about my time in Lisvane so I 



thought it would be much better to bring them to Lisvane instead of pointing to a place 
on the map. 
 
I am writing this before our visit, so I may write a follow up account later on. 
 
The most exciting part of this coming visit is that Miss Alexander, former 
headmistress of the Old Village School, is still in Lisvane. We have kept in touch – 
usually at Christmas time, and visited a few times. 
 
Now we are looking forward to a re-union, with the help of Doreen Hall, and a visit to 
the Old Village School, with the help of Gillian Lawson. Then a walk round Lisvane, 
visiting whatever I can remember, and whoever I can find. 
 
 
PREPARATIONS AND JOURNEY TO THE UNKNOWN 
 
Early in 1940 full time schooling stopped. Half of the school was taken over by the 
army as a barracks and training ground. With half a school and only one playground 
left we only had two days a week. Many hours were spent outside the school railings 
watching the young men marching about and exercising. 
 
April 24th 1940. It was my 8th birthday. We didn’t usually have birthday presents, but I 
had a new coat, clothes, shoes and a haversack. I was told that I was going away for 
a holiday with my two cousins and a group of other Jewish children from the 
Synagogue. I was quite excited as I thought it would be the seaside, like Southend or 
Brighton. They were the only other places I had ever been to. 
 
On May 8th 1940 I was dressed up in all my new clothes, plus gas mask, haversack 
containing sandwiches and fruit, and a suitcase. Around my neck on a piece of string, 
hung a white enamel-drinking cup. Pinned to my coat, a brown luggage label with just 
my name, CELIA KALINA. The children and mothers met at the Synagogue and were 
taken by coach with escorting teachers to Paddington Station. I was told to look after 
my two cousins on the journey but could not understand why all the mothers were 
crying or upset when we were going on a holiday. All my mother said was to behave 
and write letters because she did not know how long I would be away. No one knew 
where we were going until the parents received the first letters from the children. 
 
During the train journey teachers came round. We played games, ate our sandwiches 
and drank out of our enamel cups. My two cousins, girls aged 6 and 5, were not too 
happy. I’m afraid I cheered them up with visions of the seaside, which never 
materialised. We were separated at our destination as they went to another village. I 
did not see them again for three months when they came with their mother to visit me 
on their way back to London. 
 
 
THE BILLETS – HOME LIFE WITH OTHER FAMILIES 
 
It was dark when we eventually arrived in Lisvane and bundled into the village hall.  
We sat on rows of chairs at one end while the prospective hostesses stood looking at 
us. I was chosen quite soon by Mrs Mills from “the big house”. She later told me that I 



was the neatest little girl there – so my mother did the right thing dressing me up and 
putting my long hair into plaits. What followed was like a dream.   
 
I could hardly believe where I was taken. The big house had a maid, a gardener and 
Mrs Mills companion, who took care of me most of the time. I had a beautiful 
bedroom all to myself, which was heaven after sharing with one or more of my older 
sisters. I thought I was living in a palace, being waited upon and thoroughly spoiled.  
It certainly cheered up my parents when I wrote home. 
 
Unfortunately after two months, Mrs Mills was taken ill and I had to move. I went a 
short distance away to Annette (Netta) and Jack Sharp, in a bungalow called “The 
Cherries”. They were very good to me, as if I was the child they never had. Their 
original spare room had been converted into a bathroom. This part was curtained off 
so the rest of the area became my bedroom. It was still quite large, although nothing 
like my “princess room” in the big house. The garden was large and I was quite 
happy. 
 
The Sharps were a couple in their thirties and really much better for me in the long 
run. My new life in Lisvane was so different and exciting, that I was never really 
homesick. I had to write home every two weeks with news of school and 
“adventures”. Mrs Sharp always added a note at the end. I enjoyed most of the news 
from home, especially when it came in a parcel, like a new red tartan kilt and ribbons 
for my long hair. 
 
The news that I was sad about was that my sister Lily was married in October 1940.  
Then my favourite Uncle Ben was married and I missed both weddings. 
 
Before the school holidays began another group of evacuees arrived in Lisvane from 
Birmingham. Many of them were infested with head lice, quickly passing them on to 
the other children, including me. I had no idea what it meant and was very frightened.  
Worst of all it became the unhappiest experience of my stay but ended up as a happy 
event. 
 
To my horror I had to have my long curls cut off and to add insult to injury there were 
terrible hair treatments and nit combing to endure.  It was much more severe and 
prolonged compared with today’s modern treatments. I was so ashamed I did not 
want to go to school or go out to play. Mrs Sharp was very understanding. She 
explained that I was not the only one and my hair would soon grow again. She was 
right about one thing. All the girls at school were sporting the new “short look”. 
 
A few days later, Mr Sharp came home with a little white terrier puppy for me. His 
name was Gyp and he was my consolation present. I had never even held a puppy 
before and here I was with one to look after, take for walks and play with.   
 
My parents were not told about the “hair incident”, as Mrs Sharp said that they had 
enough to worry about. 
 
The rest of my time there was very full and enjoyable. Mr Sharp worked for his Uncle 
in the large house next door to the bungalow. He took care of the estate – farmland 
and woodland. Sometimes he took me for walks with Gyp to see the horses and 
woods. I thought the woods looked like fairyland in the snow. 



 
Mrs Sharp encouraged me to knit and sew which skills I had mastered at home. The 
whole village was knitting khaki scarves, socks and blanket squares for the soldiers. I 
made scarves and squares. She also let me help with dusting and polishing and even 
washing up standing on a wooden stool at the sink. I thought this was very grown up. 
 
I was experiencing all sorts of different foods that were new to me, although Mrs 
Sharp wrote to my mother to find out about Jewish dietary law and what I shouldn’t 
eat. I remember Mr Sharp bringing home some freshly picked mushrooms. I had 
never seen them before. Mrs Sharp cooked them and gave me one to taste – I was 
hooked on them straight away. When I went back home, my mother did not know 
where to buy them or cook them. I did not taste mushrooms again till I was eighteen. 
 
In the country food was more easily obtainable, many foods being home produce like 
chicken, eggs, orchard and soft fruits and wild cobnuts and blackberries. All there for 
the picking – all new to the little town girl. 
 
Christmas was another new event for me. I was Jewish, so it was not one of our 
festivals. Mrs Sharp explained a bit especially the part about Santa Claus. I was 
shown how to hang up my stocking by the fireplace and leave a mince pie with a 
glass of milk on the hearth. I thought the room looked so beautiful with decorations 
and a pretty Christmas Tree. 
 
Imagine my surprise on Christmas morning to find the refreshments were gone and 
the stocking full of goodies like sweets, little trinkets, printed handkerchiefs and a 
ceramic bottle of Devon Violet scent. I still have this bottle – my only souvenir of that 
time. The present from Mr &Mrs Sharp was a small red umbrella – my very own 
umbrella. I was wishing for rain. 
 
The next excitement was the snow. Only once before had I experienced any snow but 
this was really deep. The garden covered in a white blanket with the bushed like 
white mushrooms breaking the surface. 
 
Mr Sharp took me out togged up in warm clothes and wellies to show me how to 
make a snowman, complete with hat, scarf and pipe. It was taller than I was, and 
stayed there for ages till it melted away. Gyp was not happy with the snow. He was 
still too small and sank into the deep snow. When I called him he just stood at the 
door and barked at me. This was the time for the villagers to take toboggans up the 
Graig mountain to ride down. The surface was like a sheet of ice but I don’t 
remember any accidents. The only thing I hated was snowball fights, especially when 
a snowball hit my face or neck and all the melting snow trickled down. Apart from 
that, the only winter in Lisvane was the most enjoyable ever. 
 
By February, all of the evacuees from London and Birmingham had returned home.  
Mr. Lipshitz, our Jewish Teacher, and his family also returned. The leftovers from the 
London Group were myself, and Hannah with her young brother. They were 
Jewish/German refugees. Their family escaped from Germany but lived in London.  
Tragically, except for her father, they were killed by a bomb. Then more tragedy. The 
little brother died of meningitis in Lisvane. I couldn’t understand all this at the time. I 
just remember Hannah, a serious quiet girl. 
 



When a landmine damaged my parents home, my family left London to move to 
Newcastle upon Tyne, to stay with relatives.  They settled there, so that I went back 
home to Newcastle instead of London. 
 
During 1941 the bombing started in South Wales. Some of the bombs probably 
destined for Cardiff Docks were dropped around Lisvane.  One night we were on our 
way back to “The Cherries”. We could hear planes and rumblings.  We all jumped into 
the ditch under the hedges. Then there were five loud bangs. I was crying and 
frightened but it all went quiet, so we ran home. Another night Mrs Sharp lifted me out 
of bed and put me to sleep under the heavy kitchen table where I stayed all night 
during a raid. My parents heard of the raid in South Wales on the news broadcast and 
decided to come for a visit.  I was so excited about seeing my Mum and Dad again. 
 
In the meantime, Mrs Sharp had been re-called for nursing duties, so I was going to 
be moved again.  When my parents arrived I was torn between them and leaving 
Lisvane, but I did not want to change billet.  We all agreed it was best for me to return 
with my parents to Newcastle.  They stayed for two weeks in the Griffin Inn – the last 
holiday they would have in many years to come. 
 
I went round Lisvane saying my goodbyes to the village.  I left tearfully, “The 
Cherries”, Mr & Mrs Sharp and Gyp, at the end of August 1941 to go on another 
adventure to Newcastle upon Tyne. 
 
There by hangs another tale! 
 
 
SCHOOL LIFE AND LEISURE TIME 
 
The inside of the Old Village School as far as I can remember, was one large area 
divided into two classrooms by a partition incorporating a door.  Two large fireplaces 
heated the classrooms in winter.  Miss Alexander was the headmistress but taught 
the older class.  It seems strange that although I remember many things in detail, I 
cannot remember the name or face of the teacher I saw every day!   
 
I always loved school so I was happy to be back to the every day routine, especially 
as we had such different and unusual kinds of lessons. I started to learn Welsh.  By 
the time I left Wales I was fairly fluent and listened to the Welsh News when I 
returned home.  It was soon lost so that I only remember how to count up to ten and 
part of the National Anthem. 
 
The school used a plot of land in the grounds for mini allotments, where we learned to 
dig, sow seeds and care for our little crops.  I was so proud to take back my first 
bunch of radishes and carrots. 
 
The nature walks were wonderful.  We learned the names of trees and wild flowers 
and how to soothe nettle stings with dockleaves.  I kept a book of pressed flowers 
and leaves.   
 
Watching everything growing was so fascinating.  At home we ate everything without 
thinking of the work of growing and harvesting, cows meat and milk, sheep and wool, 



chickens and eggs, blossoms and fruit, wheat and flour, grass and hay and so on.  
This was so much food for thought. 
 
When the season was right we carried buckets with us to collect acorns for the 
farmers to feed the pigs.  When we took them to the farm I remember being allowed 
to throw a handful of acorns into the pig sty while holding my nose tightly. 
 
Learning about Wales was almost like a new religion.  So many stories and songs to 
learn.  The celebrations for St David’s Day on March 1st lasted the whole of one 
school day.  We sang all the special Welsh songs.  The older children performed a 
Welsh Play.  Parents and Guardians were invited and had refreshments.  We played 
a game with two teams, to compete for the best score in the number of things in a 
house – in Welsh.  Each person said “In my house I have a ……….. but then had to 
add everyone else’s item.  Just like the old tale of “The house that Jack built”. 
 
Of course we studied the 3 R’s to a very high standard, as I discovered when I 
returned home.  I had covered the work the new school was doing and I was bored 
for one year.  Looking back I could not see how that was done when the Welsh 
Village School covered so many other interesting subjects. 
 
We were not allowed to forget our own Jewish Heritage.  One of the Jewish teachers, 
Mr. Lipshitz and his family, complete with organ stayed with us in Lisvane.  He held 
Religious and Hebrew classes for us.  We also celebrated our own festivals like the 
New Year and Festival of Lights, called CHANUKAH, which usually came round 
Christmas time.  The Jewish children did not go to Church and no attempt was made 
to convert us, but we still enjoyed these other festivities.  At that age religion did not 
seem so important. 
 
When it came to Christmas time at school it added to the excitement of Mrs Sharp’s 
stories.  I liked the carols and stories.  Miss Alexander said that the school needed a 
Christmas Tree.  I told her about Mr Sharp’s work and would ask about a tree.  Mr 
Sharp took me to the woods to choose a small fir tree.  I chose a pretty little tree 
which Mr Sharp dug out.  Mrs Sharp planted it in a decorated bucket and it was 
delivered to the school complete with a fairy for the top.  I was allowed to help 
decorate the tree.   Miss Alexander told me many years later that it seemed strange 
for a Jewish child to have started a new tradition for the school, as every year, the 
estate provided the school with a tree until it closed. 
 
When I returned to Lisvane with my seventeen year old daughter in 1972, we 
discovered the new school.  The Old School was redundant.  I felt quite sad, but am 
now looking forward to going inside it once more. 
 
 
PEOPLE I REMEMBER FROM LISVANE 
 
This is just a list of people I remember by name: 
 
Mrs Mills – my first billet hostess. 
Miss Alexander – Headmistress of the Lisvane Village School – strict, kind and fair. 
Netta and Jack Sharp – I lived with them for fourteen months. 
Eddie Edwards  - Mrs Sharps brother: a frequent visitor and good friend. 



Mr Edwards – Station Master – Father of Annette and Eddie.  He married again and 
with the new Mrs Edwards had 5 or 6 more children.  They lived in a converted 
railway carriage with extensions.  The children were half sisters and brothers to Netta 
and Eddie. 
Gwyneth Edwards – who did play with me although she was two years older. 
Noel Edwards – eldest of these children.  He wanted to join the Airforce. 
Other Edwards Children – Hughie and Donald – I did not like them as they were 
rough and rude and made fun of me.  I never liked going to their house. 
Mr. & Mrs Fields (Auntie Mu) – kept the village Post Office and Shop.  They were 
always friendly. 
Mrs Grosvenor – Old lady with one leg.  Lived in a tiny cottage on Graig Road. 
Mr & Mrs Humphries – Friends of the Sharps. Mr Humphries gave me an old tennis 
racquet in a press which I used for many years. 
Mr & Mrs Griffiths (not quite sure of name) – Uncle & Aunt and employer of Jack 
Sharp,  Lived next door to “The Cherries” in the main house.  They owned a large 
estate of farmland and woodland. 
Maisy Tamplin – Local girl at school who lived on a farm in Graig Road.  She had 
long plaits.  Maisy tried to show me how to milk a cow, but I could not manage it. 
Cecil Mustard* - Local boy at school with memorable name!   
Peggy Mustard* - Sister to Cecil, and friend of Gwyneth Edwards.  She was very 
lively and a tomboy – always up to something daring.  I was too scared to join in and 
stood back in awe to watch.  I once tried to copy her doing hand stands against a 
wall, but fell over.  I didn’t  try again. 
 
*I have since found that the surname was Mustow not Mustard!. 
 
 
 
PLACES VISITED AND MEMORABLE EVENTS 
 
By today’s standards, any of the under mentioned will seem very ordinary and 
commonplace, but to me at that time, each one was a special event or new 
experience. 
 
Summer 1940  - We went to Barry for a days outing and played on the beach.  Very 
soon after this the beaches around Britain were closed to the public until the war 
ended. 
 
Autumn 1940 – We went on to Tamplin’s farm for haymaking.  I learned how to use a 
fork to make little haystacks.  The children were allowed to ride on the horse that 
pulled the hay cart. 
 
December 1940 – My first live performance at the theatre.  I was taken to Cardiff to 
the pantomime to see “Jack and the Beanstalk.  I could not get it out of my mind and 
still remember the main song.   
 
April 1941 – We went on the train to Caerphilly for my 9th birthday.  Mrs Sharp bought 
me a new summer dress, sandals and a small handbag.  This was my first shop 
dress.  All my clothes were made by my father – a tailor and my mother and two older 
sisters who were dressmakers. 
 



Saving Stamps – Everyone was encouraged to save money.  I had the occasional 
penny which I saved to buy a sixpenny stamp to stick in my red Post Office Savings 
Book.  By the end of my stay I had saved the grand sum of five stamps to the value of 
two shillings and sixpence (now 12½p).  When I went back home I found that Mr. & 
Mrs Sharp had added stamps to make it up to ten shillings I thought I was so rich. 
 
Invasion Precautions – All over the country side all the road signs and road names 
were taken down as a precaution for enemy parachutists or invasion. 
 
The mail always arrived, as the postman knew the roads in this small village.  Just 
look at it now. 
The Motorbike – Mr Edwards travelled to the station on his big motorbike.  He often 
popped in to visit his daughter Netta, as the bungalow was on his way.  Sometimes 
he took me on the back of the bike to the station, for an hour or two.  I would potter 
about picking a bunch of wild flowers for Netta.  It was fascinating watching the levers 
being operated for points and signals.  There always seemed to be someone I knew 
either waiting for a train or getting off. 
 
Best of all I loved the “wild” rides on the motorbike.  There were no safety laws in 
those days.  No helmets and no one to watch the speed.  I could not do that when I 
grew up, not even on my own son’s motor bike in the seventies. 
 
Concluding  
 
I hope this account gives a little insight into the feelings of an eight year old, away 
from  home and family.  It must be a very impressionable age for the memories and 
effects of those fourteen months as an evacuee have remained for sixty years. 
 
 
Celia Stern.       
   
 
 
Read On for Part 2 (next page) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Introduction to part 2  
 
Have you ever been out shopping or to any other public place like the theatre, a local 
meeting or even a holiday abroad, and suddenly bumped into someone you haven’t 
seen for years?  You stand and chat for a while or go for a coffee together, to talk or 
gossip about old times, friends and mutual acquaintances.  Maybe you make 
arrangements to meet again.  Didn’t you have a little excitement for a while?  Didn’t 
you say to your family later, “You’ll never guess who I met today. 
 
Well, that is how it was for me with my visit to Lisvane, except that it was engineered 
and not by chance.  The resulting pleasure was two fold as I also had expectations.  
Fortunately these expectations were fulfilled but instead of going home to tell my 
family, they came with me to participate first hand.  I sincerely hope that the people I 
found enjoyed the encounter as much as I did.    
 

RETURN TO LISVANE 
 
Planning 
Once the decision was made to visit Lisvane with the family, the phone was in 
constant use, making calls to my daughter, two sons and their families.  The big 
question was – when can we all go at the same time but only in the school holidays 
and outside other previous commitments. 
Unfortunately my youngest son Peter and his girlfriend Sarit, could not manage any of 
the dates, so we would be a party of ten – Myself, my husband George, daughter 
Janet, son-in-law Terry, granddaughter Joanne (8), son Alan, daughter-in-law Batia 
and grandsons Guy (13) Daniel(11) and Ethan (7). 
Then all the calls to and from Lisvane.  Miss Alexander handed over arrangements to 
her friend Doreen Hall who in turn put me in touch with Gillian Lawson about going 
into the Old Village School. 
Gillian Lawson is the Clerk to Lisvane Community Council.  It was during this 
conversation that she asked me to send any memories of my time as an evacuee. 
I know from experience that the Lisvane evacuees were some of the lucky ones.  In 
other parts of the country some evacuees had a bad and sad experience.  Here was 
my opportunity to say “Thank you” to Lisvane. 
Through the internet we found accommodation in two adjoining cottages in the village 
of Manmoel, arriving on Saturday August 18th in three cars.  After settling down we 
spent a noisy evening planning our five days in Wales. 
A call to Doreen Hall confirmed our visit to Miss Alexander for Tuesday and heard 
that Gillian Lawson left the key to the village school. 
We used the other four days to visit Cardiff Castle, St. Fagans, Techniquest and the 
Showcaves of Wales (Abercrave) all good family outings. 
 
Detective work 
Tuesday August 21st 2001 is Lisvane Day!  
We drove into Lisvane through Llwyn-y-pia Road from Graig Road.  I was looking out 
for “The Cherries” but missed it.  (We found it later). 
 
First stop the Post Office.  Surely the proprietor of the Village Post Office would know 
everyone!  Unfortunately she was away on holiday and the temporary assistant knew 
no-one personally. 
 



The Good Samaritan 
 
One of the waiting customers heard the conversation and offered her help.  This 
chance meeting with Margaret Hockin solved my problem.  I asked her how long had 
she lived in Lisvane.  She said jokingly “I’ve been here for thirty six years and I am 
now an accepted member of the community!”  I said that thirty-six years was not long 
enough.  She was quite taken aback.  When I explained that I was looking for some 
people I remembered sixty years ago, who may still be in Lisvane, she said “Oh! You 
want Muriel Fields, she knows everyone”.  Now it was my turn to be taken aback.  I 
had heard that Mrs. Fields died, but it turned out to be Mrs. Fields senior, mother of 
Pop Fields.  Things were looking up.  Margaret Hockin said, "come back to my house 
and I'll find her phone number.  As we went towards her car I called out to my family 
“I’ll be back in ten minutes”.  So the post office was the best place to start after all. 
Margaret soon found Muriel Fields number and called her there and then.  She 
explained that a former evacuee was in Lisvane to visit old acquaintances and find 
out where they were.  I was invited over straight away. Margaret offered to lead the 
way.  She forgot to mention to Muriel Fields that we were a party of ten! 
 
Revelations 
We arrived in a convoy of three cars, watching a little anxiously as Margaret rang the 
doorbell to explain about the party of ten.  Muriel Fields was very amused.  She 
smiled and waved to us all to come in.  We were soon talking away, introducing 
everyone and asking lots of questions.  There was plenty of reminiscing about my 
time in Lisvane, all the evacuees and about all the people I knew who were now 
gone.  This is when I found out all these things:- Cecil Mustard was MUSTOW, his 
sister Peggy (now Mason) still lives nearby and Cecil not too far away.  Their father, 
Harry Mustow lives opposite the Post Office.  In 1940 they lived at Malt House Farm. 
Maisy Tamplin still lives at Panteg Farm, where she tried to teach me how to milk a 
cow.  The Cherries, my billet, is still there, but the entrance has been altered and the 
hedge is very high. 
The “Big House” where I was first billeted was demolished to make way for the 
motorway.  Suddenly it was time to leave.  We had an arrangement with Doreen Hall 
to take us to the Old Village School before we visited Miss Alexander.  Notes were 
made of relevant phone numbers and cameras flashed before we said our goodbyes.  
Off we all trouped back to the village.  I think Margaret Hockin quite enjoyed being 
part of the re-union and hearing some history first hand.  We were certainly thankful 
to have met her. 
 
Meeting the Voice  
We “invaded” Doreen Halls house at 2.30 p.m.  Doreen and I had spoken on the 
phone a few times.  She was most helpful in sending me useful information and I was 
looking forward to matching the face to the voice.  My family were enjoying all the 
fuss, especially the children.  After some introductions there were welcome 
refreshments and a chat.  Time to go…………… 
 
Back to School 
As we drove into the school grounds it all looked so different.  First, there was this 
out-of-place cabin, and then, no grass.  But cars come first these days, so there had 
to be a car park. 
Doreen unlocked the door and in we trouped.  It looked much smaller than I 
remembered.  As soon as I walked into the classroom it was so familiar.  The partition 



looked like the original one with the integral door.  From where I used to sit in the 
classroom I could see Miss Alexander at her desk, if the door was open.  The 
fireplaces are closed up now as they have central heating.  Photographs were taken 
of me sitting in my old place, then all of us in front of the firplace.  It all felt strange as 
I wandered around.  I could almost hear the Welsh songs.  The grandchildren found it 
difficult to imagine that this was the whole school. 
Once outside again, Doreen took us to look at the Foundation Stone bearing the 
school motto.  Miss Alexander had asked us to look at it.  The stone is just under the 
eaves on the wall overlooking Rudry Road.  It is carved in Welsh, stating that the 
school was opened in 1913. 
The inscription translated says, 
 
                                                 “First with the plough is 
                                                  First with the scythe.”   
 
Interview with the Headmistress 
At last it was time to visit Miss Alexander.  The children had heard so much about her 
that now they were worried that perhaps she would be too tired to see us all at once.  
They knew about her painful condition of what she herself calls, “my poor old face”. 
Everyone waited by the gate while I rang the doorbell.  Imagine our surprise and 
delight when Miss Alexander answered the door herself with a big smile and called, 
”Come in all of you”.  You don’t argue with the headmistress! 
We seemed to fill the room.  I sat on the settee with Miss Alexander the children sat 
on the floor at her feet and everyone else round the room.  Miss Alexander started 
telling tales of school life with the evacuees.  The children were quite rapt, especially 
when she turned to wag her finger at me and told them, “She was a naughty girl 
sometimes”. With a big wink in my direction.  Then came the test.  The children were 
given various dates and had to calculate peoples ages.  Thank goodness they 
passed.  My family were hearing stories “from the horses mouth” of incidents I have 
previously mentioned.  We were so amazed at her memory and zest.  There was no 
doubt that Miss Alexander was enjoying our visit as much as we were, posing for the 
camera with amusement. 
Before leaving I gave Miss Alexander a recent photograph of my family in all our 
finery at a wedding.  We said our goodbyes to Miss Alexander and our thanks to 
Doreen Hall for all her help. 
A week later Miss Alexander wrote to me enclosing photographs of herself with pupils 
before the school moved and still showing the lawns.  She wrote, ”I love the picture of 
your family and keep looking at it as it graces the front room with that of my family”.  I 
remembered the picture of her dear young brother who was a pilot and lost his life in 
the war.  The letter certainly made the trip even more worth while. 
 
Finding “The Cherries” 
We ambled back to the school car park, marvelling about Miss Alexander and how 
well everything was going on our special day.  The whole family were really making it 
special by sensing everything I needed or wanted to do or see.  There were no 
complaints, just joining in with the pleasure. 
Once more we drove the length of Llwyn-y-pia Road and suddenly saw, near the end, 
a gate set back from the road.  The cars parked, I went with my daughter, Janet and 
daughter-in-law Batia to investigate.  Underneath some hanging foliage was a sign 
“The Cherries” BINGO! 



We took a chance and walked in.  It was different.  No longer a bungalow, with  
another storey. The old porch was gone and it looked wider. The lady of the house 
answered the door, looking a little puzzled at three strangers.  We explained our 
“mission” and she was very helpful, giving us permission to take photographs.  I 
pointed to the right, “That must be the bathroom”.  The owner said it was at the other 
end.  How could I be mistaken?  When I used to go towards the porch from the living 
room the bathroom (my bedroom) was on the left.  She explained that the old porch 
was closed up and a new entrance made on the other side – making it all the 
opposite way round.  Hence the different entrance from the road.  She then asked us 
to come in and look round.  Of course it was different but I could still visualise the old 
lay-out where I lived for fourteen months.  They photographed me outside my 
bedroom (bathroom) window. I was quite overwhelmed by everyone’s kindness and 
willingness to help. 
 
Up the Mountain 
We started off again at the corner of Graig Road.  As a child I remembered the Graig 
as a mountain.  It was the first big hill I had ever seen.  We drove past the land on the 
right which was once the ‘Big House’, my first billet, and over the motorway.  We went 
up the Graig as far as we could to admire the view for a while. 
We realised that it was getting late and not possible to do any more visiting today.  
We decided that George and I would return to Lisvane on Friday to complete our visit.  
We all had plenty to talk about on the way back to Manmoel and the rest of the 
evening. 
One of the stories they all found amusing was the time Janet and I visited Netta and 
Jack in 1972. For them it was an event to travel to Cardiff or Caerphilly.   We 
persuaded them to come to London and stay with us so that they could go to the 
Horse of the Year Show at Wembley Arena.  We lived three miles away at the time.  
We gave them a lift to Wembley Arena and picked them up again.  Netta said “ I 
thought you said you lived ‘round the corned’ from Wembley, it took fifteen minutes! 
They did not enjoy driving in that London traffic and couldn’t get over the size of 
London.  To us, fifteen minutes driving is round the corner. 
 
Lisvane on Friday 
It was quite surprising that of the few girls I remembered both Maisy Tamplin and 
Peggy Mustow (Mason) are still living in Lisvane. Of course they were surprised by 
“the voice from the past”, but both invited us on Friday.  Our luck was still holding. 
 
On Friday morning we all left Manmoel at 10 a.m. to go our separate ways, after a 
very enjoyable time in Wales.  George and I headed for Lisvane. I wanted to potter 
about the village looking at places I remembered.  First, the Church Hall, where we 
evacuees arrived and were “chosen”.  It looks very modern from the outside.  I 
daresay the inside is more cheerful now.  Then the Church Gaye - I–used to think it 
was an old well as I had never seen one like this before. 
Across the road, Fields quaint little shop has been replaced by characterless modern 
units – Progress?.  The Griffin Inn looks the same – I think.  I had never been inside 
but in August 1941 my parents stayed there for two weeks. 
Once more through Llwyn-y-Pia Road, a quick peek at “The Cherries”, turn right into 
Graig Road and on to Panteg Farm to find Maisy.  The long bumpy farm lane opened 
out to a lovely garden and farmhouse.  It was a replacement of the original which 
burned down. 



Just imagine, two senior citizen ladies meeting up after sixty years.  I would never 
have recognised Maisy – no plaits!  There was plenty of catching up to do, as well as 
drawing on old memories from 1940 – 1941.  All to soon it was time to visit Peggy.  
We left after the customary photograph with a box of freshly picked tomatoes, a little 
bit of Lisvane to take home. 
Somehow in that short distance, we managed to lose our way somewhere along 
Cherry Orchard Road.  We soon found Peggy waiting for us all smiles.  More stories, 
lots of chat and we walked round the lovely garden. Peggy said she would tell Cecil 
about me thinking the name was Mustard.  The time we talked about seemed to be 
another world.  Many children had to walk a long way to school.  Peggy and Cecil 
living at the Old Mill Farm must have walked a mile or more.  There was no transport 
then.  How can children today imagine times with very few cars, no televisions or 
computers or washing machines and sometimes no electricity or gas, and certainly no 
fridges?  Yet life jogged along steadily.  Children made their own amusements 
indoors and out.  In farming families children helped out on the farm.  I must confess I 
prefer the hustle and bustle and comforts of modern life. So there ended our visit to 
Lisvane, but there was more news to come when I arrived home. 
 
Finding Mr Lipshitz 
When Miss Alexander told me that the name of the accompanying teacher was Mr. 
Lipshitz, I realised he was the same teacher at my children’s comprehensive school.  
It is a Jewish school in North London.  The name was too unusual. 
Janet and Alan were busy on the internet, making enquiries and putting messages on 
the school website.  Then we had “lift off:.  A former school acquaintance of Alan’s e-
mailed to say he knew Mr. Lipshitz’s granddaughter Jessica and we were soon in 
contact.  Mr. Lipshitz is in a residential home now.  Sadly, he is suffering from 
Parkinson’s disease, which affects his memory.  Jessica’s mother and aunt were the 
two little girls I remembered in Lisvane.  The phone lines were buzzing again, having 
conversations and reminiscing with Judith and Yardina.  They arranged a morning for 
us to visit him.  He was very happy to see us, but remembered very little of Lisvane.  
He did recall the stray bomb that fell near his billet.  So do I!  We showed him 
photographs although he did not seem to recognise anyone.  Suddenly he turned his 
wheelchair round to the organ and played old songs that we knew.  That was some 
performance for a 94 year old.  Mr. Lipshitz came with us in the lift right to the front 
door, to say goodbye.  I felt so sorry I had not found him years ago.  His whole life 
story is one of dedication to young people and needs a book in itself. 
One more discovery.  Mr Lipshitz was in touch with Hannah through the years.  She 
settled in Israel with her own family.  The message comes out very clear from all this.  
Don’t wait sixty years to look up old friends – keep in touch.  However, it is better late 
than never, and I have gained a great deal of pleasure and surprises from my 
searches. 
I would like to think that one day my grandchildren will take their children to visit 
Lisvane where their grandmother was an evacuee. 
 
Finally I would like to thank Gillian Lawson for encouraging me to write my account 
and through this many people have been re-united and Lisvane has a bit more history 
to record.                 
 
Post Script 
When speaking to Celia in the summer of 2002 she informed me that Mr. Lipshitz had 
died on 24th March 2002.   
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