
A trip down Memory Lane  

 

I am a Manchester girl and lived in London Road Fire Station which is 

right in the heart of Manchester city centre, from being born to the 

age of 12.  

 

My Dad, of course, was a 

time served fireman. The 

fire station was huge with 

50 plus flats for fireman 

and policeman. There was a 

police station attached to 

us. Firemen were often 

asked to stand in police 

identity parades. As kids we 

could climb on an old fire engine, an old turn table ladder engine which 

was parked in the station yard and look into the police cells. We were 

often despatched with 

quite a few swear words 

from the prisoners in the 

cells. Words we had never 

heard but knew they were 

bad. 

 

The fire station entrance 

was through some huge 

wooden gates. These 

opened up into a very large red tiled training yard and around the 

outside of the yard on three sides, there were three balconies 

circumventing the building. It was here that our flats could be 

accessed. We occupied number 32 flat on the first floor. To gain 

access to the flats were two entrances at opposite sides of the 

station. And an entrance through the police station which we were not 

allowed to use. The first staircase was outside our flat and it was the 

iron staircase. I hated this staircase because the metal stairs had 



holes in, and you could see 

right through them. The 

higher you went, the worst 

it became, all the way up to 

the third floor. By the time 

I got there my knees were 

definitely knocking. The 

stone staircase although at 

the opposite side of the 

yard, was so much safer. I 

remember the steps being worn with so many footfalls. 

 

I remember the iron 

staircase with a sinking 

heart. I was brought home 

from school by another 

fireman’s wife as my Mum 

could not walk. All the way 

home she was acting a bit 

odd. When we arrived in 

the yard there was an 

ambulance. Coming down, 

the iron staircase, very awkwardly, was 

a stretcher with a person covered in a 

bright red blanket. I suddenly put two 

and two together and raced to the 

stretcher to see my Mum in great pain. I 

remember screaming and screaming as 

they took my Mum away. That time she 

was OK, but another time I did not see 

her for 9 months as she was in hospital. 

No children were allowed then, but Dad 

used to sneak us into the hospital 

grounds so I could see Mum through the 

window. I was heartbroken. For nine 



whole months, my brother and I lived at 

various aunties and friends’ homes. We 

still got the bus to our Manchester 

school, even all the way from 

Wythenshawe and Upper Mill, the top 

side of Oldham. 

 

Back to station life, life in the station 

was always exciting, fire calls were 

always played over the tonoi and as we 

got older, if we recognised the address 

we would try to race there before the 

engines arrived. We often came home in 

a fire engine after having been suitably 

told off.  

 

There was not a blade of 

grass or a flower growing 

in our fire station but 

somehow, we did n’t miss 

them. If you don’t know 

about them, you don’t miss 

them? I  have found some 

photographs which we 

took on our last visit 

1995?, when there was an 

exhibition of the potential hotel it was to become. Point one it looks 

like a prison, How could we be so happy there? Point 2 it is still lying 

derelict with yet another development proposition being pursued and 

now it is 2021! 

 

 I think all the firemen were very conscious of our city life, so they 

made an effort with us children. The duty fireman would give us notice 

that tomorrow would be a mending day. We would take our teddies and 

broken toys to this very patient duty fireman and he would do his best. 



My very favourite teddy in 

all the world, sadly now 

confined to the graveyard 

for very old teddies, had 

blue bead eyes for many 

years. We also had a 

swimming club on a Friday 

night at Leaf Street 

baths. 

 

Three best bits about the station. It had a huge tower where in the 

old days they used to dry the hoses. This tower seemed like 200 foot 

tall and was accessed through a door on the third-floor balcony and 

then up a very narrow windy staircase to the top. It took great 

amounts of courage to attempt to exit onto the 4 balconies, one each 

side of the compass and look down on the highlights of Manchester. 

We were always found out and boy did get into serious trouble 

because the balconies there were deemed unsafe. 

 

The second was the wide 

part on the second balcony. 

Here we could roller skate, 

skip and have a whale of a 

time. You can see the wide 

part in one of the 

photographs, it looks like a 

flat roof. Here too was the 

gym and if by chance the 

door had been 

inadvertently left open, we would sneak in and play on the apparatus. 

I remember rolling on the very heavy medicine balls. 

 

The other was the fireman’s pole.  If the firemen were on night duty, 

they were obliged to stay in the fireman’s bachelor quarters on the 

first balcony. The poles were accessed from their sleeping quarters 



and finished in the engine 

rooms where the firemen 

hurled themselves into the 

fire engines and were off. 

We were repeatedly 

warned not to go near the 

poles, simply because when 

the alarm goes the fireman 

react instinctively and 

immediate-ly and hurl down 

the poles at great speed. 

To be underneath the 

pole at that time would 

mean serious injury. 

 

Another exciting foray 

was the trip to the 

laundrette on the top 

balcony. I don’t remem-

ber the washing mach-

ines, but I certainly do the dryers. They were very tall, heavy pull-out 

metal monstrosities, which had poles in to dry your washing, great fun 

for holding on and letting the warm air waft all over you. Next door 

was the Fireman’s Training School. Men came from all over the world 

to train here and we would often sit down to tea with a cadet from 

Nigeria, Saudi Arabia and once an actual Prince! 

 

I loved my growing up years in this famous place.  
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