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The Balsall Heath Local History Society was founded in 1979 with the aim of promoting interest in our local history. To meet our
aims we work with local schools and community groups organising exhibitions and events. We have also produced several publications.
We are a registered charity and rely on grants and donations to achieve our aims. For more information on our work, or to volunteer

and help please contact us.

IN THE PATH OF THE TORNADO PR, INTHE PaTH

Just published by the History Society is “In The Path of The Tornado”. This full colour
glossy book recounts the events and aftermath of the 2005 tornado through the
words and cameras of many who were there. The vivid memories and images bring
the incident to life; it still leaves you marvelling that nobody was killed.

OF THE

The book also features the 1931 tornado which followed a similar path. This was
widely reported at the time but over the years was largely forgotten. One who didn’t
forget it was May Pearson who, to her amazement, found herself on Ladypool Road in
2005 facing her second tornado!

The book is available for £4 from the History Society.

Below: Sparkhill, 1931 and Alder Road, Balsall Heath, 2005

NEXT MEETING
Thursday 28th January
7:30

The Venture

(Malvern Street by the
farm)

Sweet Memories -
rediscover delights of the
past

Sweets always inspire
nostalgia and so this should
be an entertaining night. |
expect Cadbury’s will get a
mention but my choices
would be pear drops, rosey
apples or lemon sherbets.
And did | just see a flying
saucer go past?!

ARCHIVE PICTURE

Left: Balsall Heath Road
This view of the road is
undated but is certainly from
the early part of the
twentieth century. It is
thought to be taken nearer to
the Pershore Road end than
the Moseley Road end.



mailto:chris.sutton@stpaulstrust.org.uk
http://www.digitalbalsallheath.org.uk/

AN UNEVENTFUL LIFE?

The article to the right appeared in the Birmingham
Daily Post on 31* March 1941. There is no context given
at all for publishing it. None of the surrounding articles
has any relevance to it. So what we have is a stand-
alone piece about what one supposes to be a typical
resident of the area.

THE STATE OF LADYPOOL LANE

Some years earlier, below, the Birmingham Daily
Gazette of 7" October 1869 reported on the
proceedings of the Balsall Heath Local Board. Among
matters for discussion was Ladypool Lane (as it was
then known).

A Mr. Woodward of Clifton Road thought he knew
where all the stolen timber was going... stored for use
until Bonfire Night! But this was only part of what he
called the “theft and vagabondism” in Balsall Heath...
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Mr. WoorwarD said that his object was to call atten-
tion to the matter. .
lock-up were pr , the state of things complained of
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AN

UNEVENTFUL LIFE

EMMA OF BALSALL HEATH

Emma is a short little woman svith
frigzy grey bair and a flat rather
childish face. The events of her life
are soon told. She was the youngest
of three sisters living at Balsall
Heath., The eldest married well; the
next went into service and was
‘i restless-like "' and wanderetl as far
as Farnham, in Surrey, and then
wanted to come back to Birmingham
and finally found good work at a
hospital. But Emma lefs school to
Inok after ber father, and when he
died nfter years of ilfues.s there was
her stern old mother who had to be
taken ont in a bathehair and finally
died of a stroke. 1t svas only ot odd
periods hetween the home nursing
that Emma conld hersell earn any-
thing. Now she keeps house for
Cousin Bob, who used to be con-
cerned with electricity up at a tram-
way depot and now performs odd jobs;
and, tgough over sixty, she has a
round of eleaning (excluding Monday,
when she washes lor hersgﬁ .

It sounds an eventless and not too
gheerful life, but Emma is always
cheerful, 1 met her at an office
which she comes to clean on Tuesday
afternoons. She entered remmdmﬁ
me of a bustling little lhen, an
hegan, like everybody else to-da{l, to
t«’lﬁi of air raids, * We shan't have
anything more had,” she said firmly
in her vibrant naive voice.

A dry remark came from Emma's
“ lady.” “ That's heen her cry every
week.'”

Sitting a moment before the stove
to drink a eup of tea before she began
work, Emma was led to talk about
her youth. Asa child of eight, more
than fifty years ago, she u with
her sister, to stay at Canon ffrome
in Herefordshire, Her uncle was

amekeeper on a hig estate, and he
Eud a farm as well. ﬁ'llere was a long
dairy, and one of the wicked things
she and ber sister did was to cre
each side along the pails of milk wi
the cream on fop, dipping a finger in
gach, cross one another at the end
and make & return journey down the
opposite side, Once they dipped into
n covered pail and had a terribly-
salt mouthful, Tt was eream prepared
for butter-making.

One ecvening on arrival she was
promiséd a cup of milk warm from
the cow. It was a very nervous
cow amd she was told to be careful.
Holding her cnp, she stole up on tip-
toa; then suddenly stumbled across
tha bucket. Over went the milk, and
the cow raced to the ather end of the
field, her tail etraight in the air.
“You'd better go to bed,” said her
aunt.. ' ¥From that day,” Emma
explained cheertuily, ‘‘I've been
alraid of- cows,” :

There were excursions with her
uncle 10 feed the pheasants. Once ha
went rabbit-shooting, and teak with
him a dog from the kennels and the
two little girls, The dog killed a
rabbit, ' and he beat the creature se
crnelly 1 said to my =sister, ‘Let's
come away or he may start on us
next.' e was only young then.”
There were loppy days when elder
cousins, maids at the big house,
would come down to the cottage and
bring friends, also maids, with them ;
and talk ahout grand doings. ** They
married gamekeepers or gardeners.’
Then there was church, with a chair
and congregation mainly com posed of

cople from the hig housa; ** bowi
y one another like country people
0,

At home in Birmingham there
were high lights, too: *“ Lhursday at
school, when the elergyman came to
take us for Seripture, We used to
wear pinafores, and 1 always asked
for a clean pinafore for Thursdays.
The clergyman had a very long
beard, and when he got cross he used
to thump his chest.” )

The elder sister went into service
at a large house near. ' Once

ther sent me up“wn.h a parcel, and
my sister said, * Would you like to
see the dinner-table?' She had to
arrange the flowers, and order from
the gardener what she wanted, 1
shall pever forget that room. There
was a grand piano in the corner, and
then the table with flowers in the
middle and trailing green plants at
the corners. A long piece of glass
went down the centre, like water,
and on it were coloured ships in
china.” )

Just then the ister's mistress came
down the stairs. ‘‘They were wide
stairs, and she was in shot pink and

reen silk with a train. My sister
had to pull me back. 1 was that lost
m gazing."” But the mistress was
kind, ' She did not mind the child
Feenng in at ler dinner-table; and
ater, when the little sister maid was
unwell, she called at the home to
enquire. ‘‘She came in a carriage
with -two brown horses, and ‘tﬁe
coachman had a black cockade in his
hat.” But the girl (who had a
wandering  spirit), when she re-
covered, made her mother very angr,

by changing her work in spite of all

o kindness,

Emma said: “ Well I must get
on,” and energetically began to
sweep the office floor; but her lady
in her turn began to talk of the nld
servant, Emma had come to the
family long ago for about four years
in between bouts of home nursing.
She had always a ready tongue. Onca
the door-bell rang, and Emma went
but soon shut the door. Later she
?oked her head into the sitting-room.

t was somebody selling yeligions
literature; *'but I told them you
were well up in that sort of thing,"

Emma's house, which she shares
with Cousin Bob, is not palatial; it
alpans_ straight on to th}%atrcet. But
the kitchen behind is glorified with a

olished ancient oak dresser with

rass handles: a dealer has offered
Emma as much as £100 for it. Also
in the kitchen is a budgerigar, and
there are others outside. Emma
teaches them to talk., In the small
Fatch of ground behind Cousin Bob
has built a greenhouse. In summer
one always knows when Emma has
been on a visit, for she leaves a mixed
nosegay behind her. ** You can only
call it a nosegay. I think she cuts
the stalks so short because she doesn’t
want to pick any buds.”

Emma is fond of children.
Tuesday until rpcenial‘y
to clean with an apple or an orange
for the child in the family, One
Christmas, when the bog was. only
just over a year, she brought an
enormous parcel which_slie said he
must open himself. It was a wheel-
barrow, which gave him  more

leasure than anything else, goes
o tea with her and she produces
stewed fruit and a jig-saw puszle and
a cat that * jiggles its tail
Richard adores her,” .

A hard-working dreary life scen

Every
she has come

ing | from the outside; from the inside,

apparently, mainly pleasure. 4




