
Acacia Days

In 1946, I started my school life, at the Acacias School.  I was an only child and as children 
did not go to nursery of play groups then, it was a big event for me.  Fortunately my cousin 
Judy Murphy, started then as well, so we were company for each other on that first scary 
day.  We went through the big gates and up the windy path, to the big old house, formerly 
‘The Acacias’.  Two wings of single storey classrooms had been added on, and I was taken 
to one of these classrooms and put in the care of Miss Goulding.  Miss Shepherd was the 
headmistress but was superseded the following year by Mr Nelson.

My mum and Aunt took it in turns to take us to school on the bus, but eventually this task 
fell to my cousin Brian Murphy, as he was two years older.  Sometimes before we caught 
the bus home, we would cross Burnage Lane to ‘Masons’ shop, opposite the school to buy 
a 1d sherbet, in a paper cone.  The tell-tale lemon-stained fingers were a dead giveaway to
our mums unfortunately.  I remember vividly the occasions when we had to remain in 
school until collected by an adult.  This was because thick fog enveloped the area.  As I 
lived at Fog Lane, it seemed appropriate that we had to walk back there, scarves over our 
mouths and torch lights bobbing in a silent world.  A nuisance for parents but great fun for 
us children.

As I progressed through the school, I started to have my lessons in the house proper.  All 
its main rooms were used as classrooms.  Up the grand staircase, the bedrooms too were 
used.  Mr Nelson had his office there and at the side of his room there was a back staircase
which led down to the staff room.  This would have been used by servants in past times, 
and was out of bounds for pupils.  I thought of them as ‘secret stairs’ and was convinced 
that the house was riddled with other secret passages and hideaways.

School dinners were eaten in the hall, they were not very exciting, but with post war 
shortages, we were ‘forced’ to eat everything on our plates by the formidable Mrs Rich.  I 
still have an aversion for Bread and Butter pudding, because after being made to eat it, I 
would always go to the toilets to be sick!!  Once we were called into the hall, and given an 
apple and orange, sent to us by the Australian Government.  A rare treat.

Group School Photographs were not taken, but every year we had to line up in the 
backyard which ran alongside ‘Clifton’s Garage’ and have individual ones taken.

I remember my days at The Acacias fondly, and especially recall Mrs Horsefield, Mr Owen 
and my final teacher Mrs Gallagher.  She had the task of guiding us up to our 11+ 
examinations.  

I can’t remember many classmates and usually search ‘Friends Reunited’ in vain.  
However, I do remember Michael Tobias, Michael Batson, Christine Fielding, Valerie Berry, 
Lesley, Rod and John Howarth, and the FitzJohn family.  It would be lovely to hear from 
them all again.

By Carole Farrow nee Martin



Showing prefab buildings used as classrooms

 


