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Th e Pre f a b Ye a rs

Brian Clare grew up in 17 Meliot Road on the Excalibur Estate, which later became the home of the Prefab Museum.
My family spent most of the war years in
Leicester where my father worked in an aircraft factory and we moved back to London
shortly after VE Day in 1945. Initially, my
father went to live with his mother on Plumstead
Common but mum, my brother Barry and sister
Tina (Anita was born in July 1945) and I went
to live with mum’s parents in Woolwich. About
a year later we moved into the prefab (with my
father) in time for a bitterly cold winter. It was
one of the worst winters on record.
Rationing was still in place, food and
fuel could not be delivered due to the
weather and there were frequent power cuts – I can
remember pushing an old pram down
Bellingham Road to collect coal from the station yard. Nevertheless, the prefab was a modern,
unheard of style of living for us with a fridge,
immersion heater, hot water, indoor bath and
toilet, built-in cupboards and storage space and
fitted kitchen. The source of heating was a very
efficient fire in the living room. It had to be
cleaned and re-lit every morning and that was
usual in all dwellings in those days.
I had taken the 11-plus in Leicester and
passed and obtained a place at the Roan School
Greenwich (then a grammar) and to get there I
either walked down Torridon Road to Brownhill
Road to catch the 75 bus or down Whitefoot Lane
to Bromley Road to catch the 54 to Blackheath.
Barry went to Torridon Road Primary and did
so well that he gained a scholarship at St Paul’s
School in Hammersmith and to get there he had
to catch a Green Line bus at about 7.30 in the
morning.

Tina Clare and her mother at 17 Meliot Road,
Excalibur Estate, 1950s. Copyright : Clare family.

Tina also passed the 11-plus and went to
Prendergast Girls School at Lewisham. I made
many friends in the neighbourhood and was
mad keen on football. I spent hours playing
the game at Forster Park. I took the very last
School Certificate exam in 1950, passed at
matriculation level (with a ‘Distinction’ in
French!) and opted to stay on in the sixth form
taking French, Spanish and Latin without any
clear idea of what I wanted to do. Just before
Christmas 1950 my father asked me what I
wanted to do when I left school and I said I did
not know, so he made me leave the following
February. He had arranged with a friend of his to
give me a job in the circulation department at the
News of the World.
A couple of months later he left for good and
eventually my mother divorced him. From then
on poor old mum literally scrubbed floors to
make ends meet and, regrettably, it was only
when I became a parent myself that I realised
what sacrifices she made for us. In 1952 I undertook two years of National Service – it certainly
did me good.

Barry Clare and Jimmy O’Mahony (Eddie’s oldest son)
at 6 Persant Road or 17 Meliot Road,
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When I left the army in August 1954, instead of
returning to the News of the World I started work
in an advertising agency in Fleet Street. At this
time I was very much into football and through
my group of friends met my wife Jean who lived
in Longhill Road. It would be easy to feel bitter
that my father forced me to leave school when I
did, but if I had not, that whole pattern of my life
would have been different and I probably would
not have met Jean.

Just before I was called up I was introduced to jazz
by a friend and Barry and I became enthusiasts for
the music; when I finished my army service I was
a frequent visitor to a thriving jazz club at the old
Tiger’s Head at the foot of Whitefoot Lane.
Sometime in the mid 1950s I bought a motorbike
which, at first, I kept in the hall of the prefab. When
I left, there was a dent in the metal cupboard in
the hall. Eventually I managed to build a shed for
the machine in the garden. In the late 1950s
I traded the motorbike in for my first car – an old
Morris Oxford, which we obviously had to park
in the road. I learnt to drive it without any driving
lessons and passed my test first time. The car was
quite old and on a trip down to Maidstone, the
big ends disintegrated and we were towed home.
This required some serious repairs that I could
not possibly afford, so Barry and I jacked the car
up in the road and more or less rebuilt the engine
ourselves.
Our immediate neighbours at No 18 were the
Jupps with whom we got on very well. I seem
to remember that the family at the far end of our
‘alleyway’ leading to Ector Road were called
Hutchinson and they had a daughter called June.
Across the road and several houses down the
alleyway opposite was a Mrs Gladys Dyson who
mum was very friendly with. I was quite friendly
with a lad called Billy Welch who lived further
down Meliot Road.
When I finished National Service in 1954 I was
still a football enthusiast and played at various
times for Catford United, Goldsmiths United and
Brockley FC and I am still in touch with a few
of my friends from those times. Jean and I
married in April 1964 and bought a house in
Sidcup and then moved to Welling where we now
live. We have two married daughters and five
granddaughters and will shortly be celebrating
our 53rd wedding anniversary.
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