
David Burrows George 

David was the last born of the six children of James and Ellen George of Bangor, 
County Down, Northern Ireland.  The family lived at 14 Dufferin Avenue, Bangor 
which was not only the family home but also his father’s boot and shoe making 
business. His mother was a dressmaker. His father was a veteran of the First 
World War.  He never knew his first-born brother Edmund who died at only four 
days old in 1909.  His eldest sister, Sarah, known as Sadie, pre-deceased him 
when she succumbed to tuberculosis in 1937.  The third born child of the family 
was his sister Annie(Anne) who lived to be 99 years old and passed away in 2012 
with such fond memories of her brother through to the end of her life.  
James(Jim) was the fourth born and lived for 78 years whilst Elizabeth, known as 
Elsie, was the fifth born and lived for 87 years.   

David lost his mother when he was only 8 years old so that it was his sister Annie 
who accepted the responsibilities for her youngest siblings.  She told stories of 
how well behaved David and Elsie were when they were called in for their supper.  
It was in 1933 when David’s father re-married introducing David’s step-mother, 
Lydia, to the family. 

             

David was educated at Bangor Central P.E. School and, on leaving school, entered 
the service of the Post Office in the engineering department at Telephone House.  

Annie supervises David and 
Elsie on a donkey ride. 



He joined the RAF in December 1943 and trained in England.  On completion of his 
training he led the cadet parade of his unit and was recommended for a 
commission with a very high percentage in the examinations.   

David spent his last Christmas at home in Bangor where the family now lived at 8 
Donaghadee Road.  His last letter to Anne was written on Wednesday 3rd January 
1945 and records a fondness for ‘Liffy Water’ (Guinness) . . .  

 

It was written from the Sergeant’s Mess at RAF Scampton . . .   

 



David had met and fallen for his girlfriend Marjorie whilst at Lindholme and: 

 

 

He spoke with fondness of his relationship with Elsie’s daughter, his niece, 
Frances . . .  

 

Little did he know that this was to be the last letter to Anne as he signed off just 
19 days before his death at the tender age of 21 years. 



 

It was in November 1945 when The Spectator printed a tribute to him: 

                     

 


