HOW IT WAS
It was Friday 21st October 1988 from Mum’s retireneungalow at 41, the Avenue,
Blunham Rd, Pat (my sister) and | went out foriaedto Sherehatch Wood. We were paying
a visit to the riding where our Dad’s ashes wegdtsced in 1977. A lovely tranquil spot that
Pat was hoping to enhance by sowing a few seetfedolorado State Flower — The
Columbine. It was her last opportunity before reitog to Denver USA the next day.

The sun shone on this beautiful afternoon. As meatowards Moggerhanger, my thoughts
turned back the clock to a Moggerhanger as it was fibout 1935 onwards, - before the
changes that we see today, and the likes, which sgirDad knew.

We drove up the hill from Blunham, through Charlteith Moggerhanger on the hillcrest
ahead. A slight dip in the landscape took us bgd#shanger Village Hall on our left. Its
flat roof had recently been converted to an angbed. | saw it as it used to be — the old
school that had served many years as an actiagegilall.

THE VILLAGE HALL (HE OLD SCHOCL MEEGERHANGER)

The two old classrooms were used for whist drigmegance hall all the usual community
functions. The old teachers room served as adqtclt was here that many a soiree was held
and many a tanner hop danced to. No discos timyadively local band of village lads —
Clifford (Puff) Watts on the piano, Billy Wilshenahe fiddle with his right foot thumping

out impeccable ‘Victor Sylvester’ style timing, Dpdean on the drums, sticks twirling and
symbols crashing. It would have even made Geneapgaroenvious. My word how they set
your feet tapping and then after God Save the Kimghad to find the last of one’s energy for
the uphill trek back to the village.

Another pianist entertainer at various villaged katial functions was a gentleman who lived
in Hatch by the name of Dai Edwards, a veteramefRirst World War. In battle he suffered
shell shock and was blinded yet managed to entettiai others at the piano. He would walk
from Hatch tip, tapping his way along Budna and@&tn’s Road guided by his faithful black
Labrador dog. His pianist prowess at tinkling thagry keys was a credit to a blind veteran.
Across the road from the village hall were thetafients. Dan had the next one to Harry
Watt's plot. Many a crop was grown there to gragetable and in my own small way |
helped out hoeing, picking peas or beans and pjakimpotatoes. It was quite a sight to see
Dad pushing his bike loaded down with 2-hundredivesgicks of spuds — one sack balanced
through the frame and one lodged between the saddi¢he handlebars. Lord knows how
many journeys he made to bring home that hardeati would then get a truss of straw from



Matthews Farm to insulate the potato clamp thavbeld construct in the back garden.
Inside the clamp he would store his potato cropugh he winter months.

A little further on and on the left hand side agbintrack road leads to a farmhouse in open
farmland. Next to the farm buildings there waar@é old triangular shaped orchard. This
was an open invitation to go scrumping — when asea. But, once caught, twice shy.
Continuing up the hill to the village proper we @to the council houses round the crescent.
My sister Jill and Terry now live there. No roadhmuses were there in those early days, just
a ditch by the side of the road and a steepishlzdak overgrown with Ash and other
hedgerow bushes including some wild plum saplir@s.the other side of the road a spinney
protects the row of council houses from the norithds. In one of these houses lived my old
school mate (Stibby) Emery. Many a time we spegéther touring the highways and
byways of the village and the surrounding countlgsclimbing trees. In one of those trees
we built a tree house. Once the spinney at thimoof Sandy Road we constructed a hut,
which we graced with a concrete floor. We had tbardiscarded bag partly filled with
crumbly cement power. We sorted out the lumpsraixéd the power with sand from a
roadside heap. The water we got from a handy ditchwe had great fun mixing and
spreading it with our hands. | wonder if that flé® still there?

EARLY DAYSAT SCHOOL
Opposite the council houses stands the impressmwevillage school where we were taught
the three R’s, parrot fashion. There were no cderpun those days. At first when | started
school there was an elderly lady teacher, a Misgp@tan, who taught the infants. My sisters
told me that Miss Chapman wore long bloomers tkedreled below her knees and these had
a pocket in for her hanky. They thought it wastidus. Miss Chapman remained a spinster
after her fiancé was killed in the Fintorld War

MaGGERMANGER  ScHooL .

Just before Christmas Miss Chapman would get allrifants to bring to school, various
Xmas pudding ingredients which she would then takme with her. There she would
prepare and cook a yummy Xmas pudding. On thedmgsbf school before the festive
holiday she would bring in the pudding and all itifants would get a share. Miss Chapman
was also noted for her homemade wine. Could Itveender, that just a little was used in the
mixing of those tasty Christmas puddings? At |ledisthe infants went home that day with
smiles on their faces. That couldthe reason why Miss Chapman urged us all to liak ou
plates clean so that we didn’t waste a drop!



Miss Markham was the headmistress and she tauglsetiiors. She was very keen for all

her pupils to write neatly and legibly when usihg pen and ink. We were encouraged to use
the copperplate style of script. “Now children,i9d Markham would say, “Don’t forget, it's
light on the up-strokes and heavy on the down ssdkHer examples written on the black
board couldn’t help but to encourage our effolew sad it is that the ballpoint pen was ever
invented. It has taken all the skill out of ounberiting, - the art has gone — no blobs to blot,
just incomprehensible scribble. Darts could be enaat of the old nibs, not so with a
ballpoint. The points could be broken off leavthg two sharp side barbs. The curved end
would then be careful split between the door aeddiorframe; a paper flight could then be
inserted in the split. Woe betides anyone caugltting them!

During the war an influx of evacuees from Londomreveilleted here. Roy, Terrance and
Beryl were just a few of them. In all about 1,310 were evacuated from all the major cities
and dispersed to various parts of the countrysitehe peak of the Battle of Britain, London
had 57 night of non-stop bombing and in DecembdO1®er 12,000 fires were started —
London’s greatest fire since 1666. Also duringula 38,000,000 gas masks were issued out
to the whole population.

Initially they were carried about with us wherewer went. They were snugly packed inside
cardboard boxes about 7 inches square by abogh&srdeep with a carrying cord. The ones
for the toddlers were called Mickey Mouse gas masidswere colourful red and blue. They
were produced in this fanciful fashion to encourdigeyoungsters that it was all in good fun
to wear them when, and if the need arose.

Those extra pupils (evacuees) put an extra strath® existing staff and so a teacher was
also sent from London with them. That teacher avBtiss Meredith Church. At 24 years

she was much younger than the other teachers amabsted a refreshing sparkle to the senior
pupils during those wartime restrictions, espegiathen she would sit cross-legged on the
corner of her desk. Miss Church was billeted vaithir and Mrs Hales in the council house
across the road from the school. She wasn't teo k& their outside toilet as the elderly Mr
Hales wasn't always too particular. Their son wasnsurance salesman and would call
round and collect your penny-a-week contributiomo such coinage now. It was worth then
1/240th of a pound.

Miss Church soon had girls knitting mittens andabklvas for the forces. She also got my
sister to knit some cami-knickers for her. Thegktony sister quite a time to knit and one
could gauge the time taken by the degree of discatin on the earlier parts as the garment
slowly grew. In my liking for drawing and paintingvas called upon to copy a picture of a
particular scene of some rocks by the seashoreMisatChurch was fond of. Later on she
had it framed. With a surprise visit to the schaftér almost 50 years Mrs Rowe sought my
sister Jill and gave her a package. She saide'@iis to your brother Keith — | don’'t want it
thrown away when I'm gone” It was the painting dhdone all those years ago!

At the back of the school and beyond the playgratodd a row of brick-built toilets (bucket
type) and on the other side was the school allotmBaring the war, some time was given to
growing food for Britain in the ‘dig for victory’ampaign. The block of toilets and the
playground was divided into two, the girls and ifttaon the south side and the boys to the
north side. The only time that the boys were afidin the girls’ playground was during the
quite frequent country dancing lessons. A partrienine was usually Daphne Hall. Most of
the boys were not averse to those lessons. Iwititer months the boys were given the
consent to water part of their playground that adjgacent to the partition fence that was
shaded from the winter sun. Prayers for a frasevgreeted with shrills of delight when
answered. Playtime never went faster than wheweve sliding down that sheet of ice.



When it snowed showers of snowballs would fly aver partition fence into the girls’
playground until we were admonished by one of gaehers.

When Miss Smith was teaching at our school in thesdime years, she and her fiancé were
married. He was a sergeant in the parachute regiame was in action during the D-day
landings in France. We then had to get accustamedlling here Mrs Rowe.

One day Mrs Rowe was casually watching the gidgiplg ball in the playground. From the
classroom window she saw the ball bounce overghed at the bottom. Knowing the gate
was locked and the fence was high, she thoughat'$tthe end of the game”. However,
moments later she glanced through the window agjaihsaw that the girls were continuing
their game with the ball. This intrigued her bexmshe was sure that the fence was too high
for the girls to climb and even harder getting b&xokn the other side. Feeling sure that the
ball would soon sail over the fence again, she weith to see just how it would be
retrieved. Patience was rewarded when over theeferent the ball again, sure enough,
moments later back came the ball and play contindémone had climbed over the fence and
Mrs Rowe was sure there was no one working on tther @ide, so how did the ball get back?
The only other thing she had seen was Noreen (\Whakyson visit the toilet after the ball

had gone over the fence and then return again vwheas back in play. The next day Mrs
Rowe kept a discrete watch again, this time froenttip end of the playground.

It was almost the end of playtime before the bahtover the fence. Sure enough, Wink
headed for the toilets closely followed by Mrs Rov&he was in time to see Wink coming
back up through the hole in the box-shaped woodah s/Nink had found a way of pushing
the bucket to one side and opening the flap ab#ok of the toilets and bringing back the
ball. That unsavoury method was barred from theara the flaps were secured.

The boys’ cloakroom was on the left side of theostland was over shadowed by two large
poplar trees and one Scots pine. Only the Scatsmw remains. The girls and infants
cloakroom was on the right side of the school amthat side stood a clump of two or three
white flowering cherry trees. Only the occasiomahi-cherry would ripen and they were
bitter — except for the birds.

On the right hand side of the flower and rose badelrive that led from the road to the
school there was a plot of land that was cultivditedir Whiteman. He and his wife were
the school caretakers and for a while | would hétp Whiteman (especially on Friday
evenings) with the sweeping, scrubbing and desikiialy to make the school spic and span
for the next week. In the winter | would fill tleuttles with coke for the all-night burner.
When required, | would clean out the clinkers fritva bottom of the stove. The coke was
kept in a brick barn behind a small orchard onl¢ffiteside of the school. For those that liked
hot milk the half pint bottles were heated aroumeltiot stove.

In the orchard there were apples, plums and p&aiten | helped Mr Whiteman pick the fruit
from these trees and | was allowed to take a fempkss home. The gathered fruit was
carefully taken to be stored on suitable racksharn built into the back of the Whiteman'’s
council house, which was conveniently oppositesttteool gates. The aroma from the fruit
when one opened the door was, to say the leasthmaiering. The stock had to be checked
and turned regularly because one mouldy fruit ceoloh spoil the lot.

Mr Whiteman performed many gardening, handymanfaneral tasks in several local areas.
Blunham cemetery and churchyard were cared for,dddwanger churchyard was also kept
in apple-pie order and grave digging was carrigdroboth villages. At Sandy, Doctor
Marshal's cars, garden and orchard were all kegatrchnd tidy and on Saturday mornings |
was employed to help out where and when neededWMieman was also adept at making
the useful besom from beech twigs and he had aaaekhich to make them. He used the



Spanish windlass method to tighten the bundle @fswhen split a hazel strap which was
wound round the end of the bundle in two placesiafmur inches apart. Mr Whiteman'’s
sedate, tall moustache was most notable when leehisike as he went about his business
at his usual leisurely pace.

BLUNHAM  RoAD.

Regular as clockwork — as indeed most people andgtseemed to be, he would come
running out of school on certain days when Mr WHiEBT rojan van could be seen parked
outside the council houses. Very patriotic waswhitby because he had his van painted
red, white and blue. The van had a headboard radwwer the top of the cab in the centre of
which was secured a working alarm clock. Alsdlas board were slots to allow the day
and the date to be displayed. Mr Whitby sold masgful things to the housewives on his
rounds from Zebro grate polish to elastic and fpns to paraffin. He also had a zinc-plated
tank that shone like chrome.

This was mounted at the back of his van and fill&tl his supply of paraffin. There were
various zinc-plated measuring cups hanging in a roéhere was something for everyone. If
he had not got it he would bring it next time héezh He was only too willing to oblige.

One outstanding feature of his forceful salesmanelais displayed on the length of both rear
doors of his van. It was his own unique persogdlisrose to advertise his wares.

It was ages before | was able to memorise the Wihitipo shown below.

HITBY'S

ANTED.




BEYOND THE SCHOOL
Not far up the road from the school by the enchefrow of houses there was a short lane that
led to a small thatched cottage where the Wilslined. Billy the impeccable fiddler in the
local band lived there. He had a brother, Ted hé acquired the nickname ‘Flem’. Where
he got that name from | never knew. It is strange some nicknames evolve. Take, for
instance, young Mick Craft who lived in the Bedfé®®dad. He was called ‘Worm’ until one
day it transpired he had swallowed a sixpence aradaanity ensued. The doctor was called
and he told not to worry but to make a regular &rmtMick’s motion. Hopefully they
would be able to retrieve the coin! Duly the coame back into circulation so to speak.
Then the nickname ‘sixpence’ remained with thosthéknow - nod, nod, wink, wink!

The opposite side of the road to the lane leadirthe Wilshires’ cottage stands the imposing
building of The Vicarage. It is now in private lisnand is a vicarage no more. The front of
the vicarage was discreetly hidden from view ofribeed by an overlap slatted fence and high
shrubs. There were two gates at each end of tioe f@nd both wide enough to accept entry
of a car. These gates were linked by a cresceqeshdrive that visitors to the main entrance
hall obscured from view of the road. The entramoe is in direct line to the front door.

The Reverend Davies was in residence in those ddgsad two cars, which were kept in
the old stables across the yard to the left ohtinese. | only ever recall seeing just one of
them being in daily use. The other was a Rileyaitlickey seat at the back and used on
Sundays. A large horse chestnut tree stood bettheenld stables and the road and a path
led into the vegetable garden, which Mr Whitemaoaénded. Adjacent to the fence
enclosing the garden from the road was a nice btikfibert nuts — nice and they were tasty
too!
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THE VICARAGE .
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The garden between the stables and the schooldthd fhat were edged with twisted rope
like tiles. There was an abundance of fruit trgresving in the garden including one pear tree
that was overhung with the large hawthorn hedg&wmeys’ meadow side. It was not often
that the fruit on that side of the tree manageeéeh maturity and the holes in the hedge
became a means of access for the more adventutplasay. At the back of the vicarage
there was a neat flower bordered lawn with an reoling fence. The view from the lawn
looked across the lawn beyond Gurneys’ meadow malysand the sand hills about 2 miles
away.



Next to the vicarage stands St John’s Church. s mvost churches it shrugs off all
changes. Saint John the Evangelist was erectbe aixpense of the late Mrs Dawkins at a
memorial to her husband The Rev E.H. Dawkins wied dn 1859. He was buried in the
chancel. The church was consecrated on July 86dt. 1 There are memorial windows to
Lieutenant Col Thornton and Jeremiah Titmas, tist Rarish Clerk. The church register
dates from 1861. The heating for the church wastipoed half way along the north side of
the chancel and was a large coke-filled stove.d8yischool lessons were held round it in the
winter and the coke was kept in a grass-covereéidruon the meadow-side of the
churchyard wall. It was entered by going down s@teps through a door let into the wall

on the inside of the churchyard. The coke waserephed through a metal cover in the top of
the bunker. Sometimes the top of the bunker wad as an effective podium when opening
fetes and other such occasions in Gurneys’ meaddw. meadow eventually became the
village playing field after the war. When thevR2avies retired The Rev Phoenix followed
him. He was of much smaller stature than his presisor however he became a very popular
gentleman and was liked by all. The ringing of sirggle church bell brought the faithful to
Sunday morning and evening services. George Jatapsd the organ and | was a choirboy.
On occasions | was called on to pump the orgamwslin the vestry. The Rev Davies and
Mr Bull, a lay preacher from Harrowden Rd, Bedfatternately conducted the services. Mr
Bull either cycled or bussed in to take up hisesitiepending on the weather. | preferred Mr
Bull's evening service because his choice of hymas more to my liking. The other church
in this alternative arrangement was The Churcht dfa®/rence at Willington.

There was an avenue of six yew trees that lineg#tle to the main door of the church.
Several white Horse Chestnuts overhung the soullh Whese were the providers of many
conkers when in season. There was also an Oa& @ildRedwood — one on each corner of
the east wall. There were two Red Horse Chestmitiway on each side of the front church
wall. Behind the one on the left and a little wagide stands the War Memorial. On
Remembrance Sunday Dad would stand proudly betrangtandard for the local branch of
the British Legion. At the sound of the trumpeddrast Post he would dip the flag in
memory of those that’s served and died in both wadsme year Dad had the honour of
carrying the standard at the Remembrance ServiteiAlbert Hall. It was a nervous time
for him but a proud one.

ST JoHN'S  CHurcH . MOGGERHANGER .




Opposite the churchyard gate there was an opeinatelt field behind a trimmed hawthorn
hedge with a 5-barred gate for access. The lieeokthe Old Guinea (or One Pound One),
as it was affectionately called was a Mr (Dollyniiwho used this ground as a market
garden to supplement his running of the public Bousurther along that side of the road and
on the wide raised grass verge stood a fully-gr&hm tree. This tree shaded the first of
three thatched cottages and out barns. Thesgesttarmed a square yard between them.
The post office was on the left. Burridges' cottags at the back and Mr & Mrs Rayne
(Betty Simms) was on the right. There was a comahwater tap out in the yard.

BLUMHAM  RoAD.

The cottage nearest to the EIm tree sadly caughofie fateful evening and was well alight
when Terry — my brother-in-law and | came home gnNorton ES2 motorbike, (LMJG6)
from an evening at the Grenada in Bedford. Som@as moments were had by both of us
as we sped along the Willington to Moggerhanged toaping that it was not the cottages
near the crossroads where Terry and my sistditl at that time with their baby daughter
Karen. As we reached the edge of the village tieacrossroads we breathed a sigh of relief
when we realised the fire was burning along thenaBam Road near the post office. By the
time we arrived on the scene, the cottage wher&#ymes’ lived was in a sorry state.
Hastily removed furniture and other belongings waled in the yard and all the firemen
could do was to hose down the thatch on the pdiseadnd the Thatch on the Burrage
cottage. At one time the corner of the ridge ofrBges’ did catch fire but the firemen were
quickly up to it and clawed away the burning thadcld extinguished the straw by a
concentrated jet of water.

The Daniels who ran the post office and store va¢se very concerned for their home and
livelihood. The police took charge of the posiad#fsafe and had organised a party to go in
and evacuate their possessions should the need alisckily this was not the case, damping
down of the now burned out shell and the fact that the mild breeze blew in from the West
had saved the other buildings.

THE NEW BUDGIE
During that period when my Norton was new, Mum hazkt budgerigar called Micky —
Green and yellow he was and a proper little chiadbetoo. When | rode home from work
and up the path into our back yard, Mum would saMicky “Keith on motorbike Bip, Bip,
round the corner”. It wasn’t long before Micky wemying it — especially when he heard the
sound of my motorbike coming up the path. OftammMwould leave the cage door open for
Micky to fly around the kitchen. When he had haduwgh he would return to his cage and sit
on his perch.



One day | was getting ready to go out and was alodutive a shave, | poured a kettle of
boiling water into a bowl in the sink and was lathg my face when a flash of green and
yellow swooped down into my bow! of hot water. W@ne vigorous flap of wings Micky
managed to extricate himself from the bowl anddigd to the floor at my feet. Panic
stations, we picked him up and put him in his cagevas soon obvious that he had badly
burned legs because he could not grip the perdhhistclaws. Mum sorted out an old
cardboard shoebox and lined it with a hand towge let him lie on that. | finished my
shave and of to work | had to go. Mum got readgatzh the next bus and with Micky in the
shoebox they went off to the vet. The vet wastootsure he would survive the shock but
said the only thing we could do was to apply somtelaurns solution to his poor legs twice a
day. Mum returned home with the solution and Miskgely in the shoebox. The ordeal of
the morning and evening routine of applying thatiment began. His poor little legs looked
red and raw. In fact, with no feathers they loogkeked and ready for the oven.

The best method we found to apply the solution wgsint in on with one of my old
watercolour brushes whilst holding Micky on his badgth the other hand. He would mildly
protest and the medication and would crouch abtt®m of his cage when we had finished.
As yet he was still too weak to clasp his percthwaits poor feet. Mum would put a drop or
two of whisky in his water and would just aboukttd him all day. Not a peep came from
him. | don’t think Dad noticed the level going down the whisky bottle! A few days passed
and Mum saw Micky haul himself up the side of thge with his beak and then back onto
his perch. There, unsteadily he leaned againditleeof the cage and managed to stay on.
We knew he was getting better because it becameanable for us to hold him in our hand.
He would twist his head round and bite with hiskbas hard as he could. We then had to
leave him in his cage. It was difficult to pains$ kegs through the bars of the cage when he
would squawk and run backwards and forwards alengdrch until we had finished.

Not long after that we saw new feathers startingrtav so we stopped further treatment on
his legs. He soon looked fully-fledged and his satf again. We had not expected him to
speak again after such an ordeal but he surprisedl and was soon chattering all day long.
| was sure it was the whisky that did the trickeedless to say he wasn't allowed out when |
shaved or vice versa.

THE POST OFFICE ~ SHOP
Back to the old Post Office and shop. This wasdafrtee three stores in the village in those
days and now there are none. It was a busy $titeo and you entered through a diamond
latticed front porch, which had a board seat dmegiside. The Post Office counter inside was
to the left just inside the door and immediatelyngiside was the letterbox that had been let
into the front outside wall. The store counterel@gou as you entered. There was a gate flap
in the counters that led to the Daniels’ living gaes at the back of the cottage. The other
door to the right led to their private front panoQutside the post office on the left end of the
picket fence stood the old red telephone box andtoethat, a telegraph pole. At times you
could shelter from the rain in the comfort of thepe box and watch for the bus from Sandy
to Willington. When they came into view you justchtime to make a quick dash to the bus
stop at the cross roads. Sadly the old red phorésha thing of the past and the new one no
longer serves that convenience being positionediaewpposite the vicarage.

Across the road from the post office stand a rodinef trees and when lime blossom is in full
bloom its heady scent wafts down to meet you aspg®s. The air buzzes as hundreds of
bees hurry to collect the bountiful supply of nect®uite a lot drips to the ground to be
pounced on by ants and other insects. A 5-baraesl lgetween the lime trees led to Gurneys’
meadow that ran along the churchyard wall. In liith the end of the churchyard wall in the
narrow strip of meadow was one of the many pondsuiere dotted about the village. It has
now been filled in, as it was heavily overgrownhwBrambles, Wild rose bushes and
Hawthorn. Just beyond the far corner of the chyaathwall where the Redwood tree stands



there was a wooden black-tarred shelter for Mr @yshtwo shire horses. He actually lived
in Barford Road Blunham. Inside the stable agfetime back wall was a wooden feed
trough. On the outside stood a galvanised wateigtr.

Ree on LIME BLOSSOM.

CHILDHOOD AND GAMESWE PLAYED
In the meadow there were numerous EIm trees growliingas in one of these that Stibby
(Ron Emery) and | built our tree house. There svhsamble hedge that divided the meadow
between the stable and the Sandy Road. In theleniddhis hedge stood the two Elms.
Stibby and | used to see if we could shoot our hoaue arrows over the top of them, - we
lost a few arrows that way. Another game we wqldyy at dusk was to stand together in the
open meadow and fire arrows straight up in the le would tense up waiting and listening
for their return to earth. We would also shootatighe bats as they weaved their way
overhead. At first we never gave it a thoughtoalsaw dangerous those games were.
Needless to say, we never actually hit a bat.

There were big patches of cow parsley growing értteadow and we had great fun carving
tracks in it. At that time we were living just ase the road at No 1 Dynes Lane. We had a
couple of pet rabbits and we would take them ihtorheadow where we would construct
tunnels made up of hooped twigs covered with laaggand cow parsley leaves. We would
then let the rabbits in one entrance would theckotdf this entrance with our coats. We
would then try to guess which one of the otheramtes they would emerge. Unfortunately
the rabbits would either just sit inside and muaualay at the grass or push their way through
the sides of our maze. The white rabbit was cdlis¢e and the black and white one was
called Jim. They were kept in separate hutchéseatear of our barn. The buck had a bad
habit of cocking his back leg, and then fire a ve@thed squirt at anybody that ventured
around the corner of the barn. To avoid beingsti@d, one had to pretend to round the
corner then at the last moment dart back for cotr. some reason Jim only seemed to be a
‘one shot’ rabbit.
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On the Sunday that Jim died, our Uncle Bert andtiduBis came to tea and it was befitting
that Uncle Bert officiated at its demise. With disiousness, Uncle Bert knotted his
handkerchief in each corner and solemnly placed his head. He positioned his spectacles
on the end of his nose and with hands holding eepdeprayer book he committed poor Jim
to the ground. Us kids weren'’t quite sure whanske of all that but it seemed to ease the
loss of our pet — in part at least.

Lots of plants grew amongst the grass in the meaddovrel had an acid vinegary flavour.
We would dig up Pig Nuts, skin, and eat them. fltmers of the cowslips were plucked and
popped into our mouths to savour. The hedgeroses@iovided a feast. The first new leaves
of the hawthorn were our bread and cheese. Fdiféhef me | don’t know why we called it
bread and cheese. Blackberries were in abundamcafter them came the Haws and the
Sloes. These were tart and made your tongue fuAlthough Hips were collected during
the war for their high content of vitamin C, thegere turned into Rose Hip syrup. We only
used them for the short stiff bristles round thedse We collected and used these as a very
effective itching powder. Another autumn delicélest | used to seek out for my Dad was
the mushroom and these could grow to the sizedofirzer plate.

Wild flowers were plentiful in different parts die¢ meadow but most widespread were the
Creeping Buttercups, the Meadow Buttercups andtisies. The Daisies at times looked
like drifts of snow. The red clover was a favoeidf the rabbits as were the dandelions. Ox
Eye Daisies grew in isolated patches and cowslgrewcattered around the whole area. At
the bottom of the meadow near a clump of spindly ees there was a patch of the meadow
that was wet and boggy. Here could be found aMiw Maids, Celandines and the
Goldilocks Buttercups. Growing close to the petendedgerow was the odd clump of
Violets. Indeed it was a meadow full of interessthie young naturalist.

One day Stibby and | were scouring the meadowdorething to do when, there in the
churchyard we saw Owen (Deafy) Hall, a mute geralemtho could only utter guttural
sounds. He was tending to a grave. Just forkaNardecided that we would creep up o him
and give him a bit of a scare. We crept over th# and made our way stealthily through the
gravestones towards him. We pulled our open jacketr our heads then burst out on him.
At first, startled and shocked he stepped back the=med sounds that we had not heard
before. He grabbed his stick and we were off $ikghot, weaving in and out of the
gravestone as he chased us. We split up and édéreswas still on our tail and closing so |
made a beeline for the wall and the meadow beyomaas over the wall in a flash and just
missed a whack across the backside as he let fityhis stick. | didn’t look back until | was
half way across the meadow. There he stood behandhurchyard wall waving his stick at
me. Wow, | thought, that was close. Stibby ahdd a laugh about it later on when we met
but we both made a special effort to avoid mediegfy for some time after that.

A large slice of Gurneys’ meadow alongside the maad to Sandy was taken over by the
local council with the intention of improving thaéarrow section of road. The trees and
hedgerow that bordered the road on the meadownsade cut down and uprooted. Earth
from a strip of meadow about 20 feet wide, was nasdadown to within a foot of the road
level and the meadow re-secured by an iron rafemge. The advent of war halted this work
and so this strip of land has remained as it wislethose years ago. Forgotten by the
council, | wonder?

During one heavy winter's snows — about 2 to 3fm we kids seized upon the opportunity
to construct an igloo. With the ample snow lyimgtbat waste ground opposite Dynes Lane
we set to with a will. We cut out blocks of snomdabuilt up the walls which, when met at
the centre at the top, we were able to stand ugansd/Ne cut a window in the wall and
constructed a small entrance tunnel. Proudly wedsby it, waving to the people in cars and
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busses as they passed by. Long after the thaile afpunmelted snow reminded us all of,
what was for us, a most enjoyable and memorableevtime.

Back to the entrance to Gurneys’ meadow in BlunRarad, on the same side towards the
crossroads, there was a beautifully clipped Hawilhadge that flanked the back garden of
the thatched cottages. This is where the Minnagstlae Browns lived. The hedge has been
up-rooted and houses are now built on those baaepa.

On the other side of the road between the Post®©#nd the’ One Pound One’ and set back
in the field beyond the ditch, stood a stately gese. | never did savour the delights of that
tree. It was too much in the open for scrumping o near its owner Dolly King.

AROUND HOME AND MORE
In the northwest corner of the crossroads stoo®ide Guinea in much the same position as
the new public house stands today — facing the mugid. The garage building was at right
angles to the public house with a large forecauftant of them and the pub. The tall pub
sign stood in the corner of the crossroads.

MOGGERHANGER CROSSROADS.

In the corner of the public house and the livingrgers, there was a bay window. Behind this
was the bar to the public rooms where Dolly andnife used to serve. A tap on the bay
window would eventually bring a response, whereuppenwindow would swing open and
your wants would be satisfied. There was a boftleeer for Dad; a packet of Smith’s crisps
— the ones with the little blue packet of salt,@dén Lemonade and sometimes the odd
packet of 5 Woodbines — though these were not @av@yDad. These were smoked either
behind the farmyard barn or in some other out efutlay spot.

From the front door of the pub, the way to the Gawds across the slightly inclined forecourt
and up a passageway between the publican’s liviagtgrs and the garage building. Rarely
did all reach their goal in time. At the end o tivening the distance that the stream had
flowed across the forecourt was a measure of tbeess of the drinking session’ especially
during the war when the service boys were in tofnime Gentlemen Please” and the
regulars would reluctantly wend their ways homechie’s voice above all others could be

12



heard in his loud, slow, local brogue, bidding geee individually “Good night”. From then
on peace would reign in the village.

At Christmas time Dolly King would allow Celia (ngjster) and myself to stand inside the
pub entrance to sing our Christmas Carols. Thep Marding would take round the hat for
us. This usually boosted our collection so thatweee able to buy chocolates for Mum and
Will's Wiffs for Dad and some other presents foe tlest of the family.

The old hand-operated petrol pumps and an oil etlsitood against the wall of the garage in
which Dolly used to keep his Lanchester car. bséhdays not many cars were owned in the
village. The petrol pumps were a bit of a bughdeabDolly; especially of he was serving and
chatting behind the bar. Indeed, the motoristtbdak very patient or he had to risk it to the
next town for a refill. Even when Dolly did condesd to serve, the laborious task of hand
cranking out gallons tried his patience to the tinTihis was even worse if he had to walk
back to the bar for change. Still times were nteigurely in those days. Now you have to
serve yourself.

The garage buildings along with their pumps hawg Isince disappeared. However a pump
and cabinet similar to those can be seen in thé&i8worth Collection at Old Warden. The
window at the end of the old garage building fatexlBedford Road and in it was displayed
motor artefacts, cycle spares and puncture reair Rll were shrouded in dust, dead flies,
wasps and cobwebs. Rarely, if ever, was the digglanged or cleaned out and the sun had
bleached the packets so that their identity wa®siieyond deciphering. The windowsill
was of a very fine abrasive stone that was worrydw#he middle by countless pocketknives
being honed to a keen edge while the owners weltengydor the bus, or just passing the time
of day.

At one time you could hire a bicycle from Dolly yrat a tanner a time. One time my sister
Merle did just that. She decided to ride overctawlell May Festival. Whilst there they had
an enjoyable time, however, on the way home ortbeopedals came off. One of the friends
rode ahead to let Mum and Dad know that Merle wanédate home. Dad set off on his bike
to meet her. When they met up Dad got Merle torsiber bike and he pushed her home with
one hand as he rode along side. It's my guesthdtgot a free pint of beer out of Dolly for
that faulty pedal.

Sunday lunch times Dad enjoyed his pint of beé¢hatocal and his pontifications on current
affairs in the confines of the public house earied the title of ‘The Professor’. Rarely was
Dad late home for his Sunday dinner at 1:00pmeéakl his pre-lunch pint seemed to whet
his appetite and he always ate his Yorkshire pugldiith a dash of gravy separately — unlike
the rest of us.

On the South East corner of the crossroads theoe st row of thatched cottages and the
Sandy end one was the home of Jill (my sister)ryTand their baby Karen. An additional
brick and tiled section had been built onto thid.em front of these cottages was a brick wall
with rounded copingstones on top. The height efutiall varied from 2 ft to about 4 ft by the
time it reached the corner of St John’s Road. Hererner pillar was capped with a nice
wide square flat stone. It was an ideal spotdenagers to sit and loiter — much to the
annoyance of Mrs Atkinson who lived in St John’sasB@nd cottage. The side and end
windows of this cottage gave Mrs Atkinson a panadcariew of the whole crossroads. She
would often be seen peeping from behind her custaistching the world go by! This was
her pleasure and she troubled no one. Now aletbEkcottages have been demolished and
replaced with brick buildings that lack the chaeadaif the past era.

On the opposite side on the north east cornereotitbssroads and set back from the main

road by a long front garden still stands what useoke the double thatched cottage of the
Minneys’ and the Browns'. It now has been conwito one home. In the front garden
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close to the Blunham Road there was a fully-groppl@tree, which used to crop very well
indeed. Standing on the crossroads corner justdritheir picket fence stood one of the
telegraph poles that lined the Bedford to Sandyymaad.

At the end of Brown'’s front garden there was a medsized black-tarred, lap-boarded shed
with red pan tiles. On Sunday mornings the dobdthie shed would be wide open and look
out upon the forecourt of the Olde Guinea, and a-gi@ed chair was positioned in the
doorway. There was no need to advertise becastady flow of customers would come
throughout the morning for Mr Brown to cut theinhat a tanner a time, (six pence on old
money or 2.5 pence new money). The widely helteb#iat a basin was used is hereby
denied because | sat in that large chair in macggions and no such utensil crowned my
head.

Almost opposite the Browns’ shed and on the otlther af the Sandy Road, and adjacent to
the garden the garden of Terry and Jill's cottagedanother of the village shops. The Bull
family ran the house and shop combined. A 4-fogh brick wall retained the 2ft high front
lawn; the entrance to the path was approach b tteps from an almost non-existent
pavement by a gateway in the wall. Many a weekenlde summer cyclist would stop by for
refreshing lemonade or an ice cream; they loungetth® lawn or sat on the curved wall
coping stones, their cycles propped up — en massgminst the wall blocking the narrow
undefined pavement. The Bulls’ had a son called, Rdubby lad, and it was my guess that
he ate most of the sweet profits (his sweet coupeam to go an awful long way during the
war)

MoGGERHANGER CROSSROADS.

After the war the Bull family moved away and Mr avids Buck took over the running of the
shop and | believe were the last tenants, it is agsivate home. Next door to the shop lived
Mr. & Mrs. Ashwell, an elderly couple.

A little way down the Sandy Road from the shop andhe other side, part of Gurneys’
meadow was purchased after the war and a houdeohutl The Randels’ lived in this new
house, which Dad helped to build with his carpeskijls after his D-mob form the army. He
also helped build other houses in the village.

Our milk in those days we collected from the Hafli&@mhouse dairy in a galvanised milk can.

The Farm is opposite the Methodist Chapel in Sh3oRoad. We would take turns to fetch
the milk, but if it was too dark and scary | wolde the one to go — being the eldest. One
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dark night, having collected the milk from the fadmvas happily swinging the can of milk
round and round, over and over, not spilling a drbpwn the narrow path by the Sandy
Road | went, on past the Flints’ house, which igagite the Randels’ house. Nearing the end
of the Flints’ garden and slap bang in the middlthe path stood one of the telegraph poles.
| continued to swing the milk can — | really hae #nack of it now — | knew the pole was
there but | misjudged it and on the next upwardsguhe can collided with the pole. The lid
went flying and so did about half the milk; the agas dented but luckily didn't leak. It took
me some time to find the lid in the dark then rendy | went home with the remainder of

the milk and my lame excuse that | didn’t see #iegraph pole in the dark. | don’t think |

had hot cocoa for supper that night.

There was quite a large piece of ground betweeflihts’ house and Dynes Lane; the
largest plot belonged to the Flint household. ®ter part of the ground was tended by the
tenants that lived at the far end of Dynes Lanke Wagstaffs’ and the Bunches’ were two of
the families that resided in that small yard. Wiagstaffs’ orchard and chicken run ran
alongside the lane. There is now a short seraad built on their gardens and several
houses and the telegraph poles have also disappaadehe lane and service road has been
renamed Dynes Place. Home for us in those eayly @as at No. 1 Dynes Lane with its long
kitchen garden running parallel to the Sandy Roatlthe equally long hedge, which Dad
would clip with hand shears. We had moved to Molggeger from Station Road, Blunham
when | was 7 years old in 1935 and had four ydesetbefore the start of the war.

During those early years in Moggerhanger, my sigkerle was taken seriously ill with
meningitis; she had knocked her head on the carineur sideboard and this seemed to start
off the illness. Merle lay in a coma on a camp dednstairs in the front room close to the
fireside. The Doctor ordered a subdued light anthe curtains were drawn shut to cut out
the afternoon sunlight. Daily he called rounddoK for signs of improvement and each time
he would offer Merle a sixpence, then one day Mtk it from him. From then on she
made daily progress towards a full recovery. ehrly period of Merle’s illness Mum and
Dad took turns in a round-the-clock vigil and wbrgh very weary and relieved when they
found that she was on the mend.

On Guy Fawkes night Dad would have a pile of gamiéish and hedge cuttings to add to
our collection of bits and pieces for the bonfik&e were allowed the usual sparklers whilst
Dad saw to the main show. Next door to us livedBleddalls’, the twin brothers Dennis and
Frank (Bim and Bom were their nicknames) and thister Joan mostly watched the display
from their window. One bonfire night they werelfieg really venturesome and they came
out into the yard for a closer look — | don’t knénem where or from whom that jumper
firecracker came — but come it did. We all thoughilarious because it was as though it was
attached to Bim and Bom’s tails, everywhere thegptiteappeared to follow. Eventually, its
energy spent and it petered out. Bim and Bom dahbhek indoors, crying as they went and
we didn’t see them again until the next day - natreat the window.

When the Beddalls' moved up to a council houseedf@&d Road our next-door neighbours
were a Mr and Mrs Craft and their son Peter. Outire war Mr Craft was taken prisoner in
the Far East by the Japanese and had to endunerttemdous conditions of the building of
the Burma railway. Thankfully he returned aftez thar and he finished his days as a
Chelsea Pensioner.

The Littles' lived in the next house along Dyneséand Ken - their son — was a year or two
older than | and he helped us build our igloo. Kemed an air gun and would often shoot in
the back garden when he could get the slugs fddé&was warned against pointing the gun at
people; however, one day he cheekily took aimsthim, forgetting the warning. It was
loaded and cocked and he pulled the trigger andltigegrazed his mother’s cheek close to
her eye. Luckily no damage was done but | newerlém with that gun again.
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When the war broke out Dad was employed by MitchaBivil Engineers — on the
construction of the many large petrol and oil sgertanks at Deepdale, Sandy. These served
the many airfields that ringed this area duringwlae years. Dad had served his
apprenticeship as a carpenter with J.P. Whiteseofd@d. In 1928/30 he was employed on
the construction of the R101 airship at Cardingiod one task he had was to paint in the
R101 identification letters and numbers after fige svriter had outlined them. He was also
one of the last workers to leave the airship beifigréatal crash on its maiden flight to India.
He had been helping to complete the fitting of¢habin and lounge carpets. He was deeply
saddened at the news of the tragic loss so soenfadthad worked on it.

Dad was 22 to 24 years old when he worked on tH¥ Rhe largest British airship, built by
the Royal Airship Works at Cardington and whiclsfilew on the 1% October 1929 (I was 1
year 5 months old at the time). The airship wa&tddng (236.8m) and had a capacity of
5,508,800 cubic feet (155,995 cubic metres) of bgdn. She crashed near Beauvais in
France and burst into flames on tieG&ctober 1930; of the 54 souls on board only 6
survived. No 1 Hangar in which the airship wadthgi820ft long by 250ft wide and stands
174ft high. The inside floor space is 205,00sqTfhe hangar still stands today alongside the
sister hangar which housed the R100.

7 KGL

_NOLERT e
M R10) AIRSHIP oN THE MOCR(NG MAST AT CARDINGTON

Mum learned her dressmaking skills at Madam Fitzglis in St Peters, Bedford (near what
was the Granada cinema) and her employer livedaoiR This dressmaking craft was to
stand her in good stead; especially during theimarshortages when old coats and dresses
were transformed into Sunday best or Easter Pdeatiéons, or just to keep pace with all of
us youngsters growing up. Hand-me-downs were ograsable after Mum’s nimble fingers
and her treadle Singer sewing machine were finistigdthem.
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Living at Barford when Mum learned her craft metat she had to cycle to Bedford daily.
Each time her journey took her through the wooded aound Cuckoo Brook — between
Barford and Renhold turn — and during the dark nrmgsand evenings she would pedal as
hard as she could, praying at the same time, ‘latrthe get through Cuckoo Brook safely’.
On one journey home Mum had the fright of herifleen she believed that a man had shot at
her wheel, she pedalled home as hard as she couoigityg along on her flat back wheel. It
was only when she got home that her Dad Ebendzeby’, Little told her in a reassuring
manner that it wasn’t a man with a gun but onlyfdw that her back tyre was punctured and
had burst! Mum loved her bicycle, much more th&wi€h on Sundays, and would often
sneak out for a ride. One of those furtive rideskther over Barford River Bridge, where, if
she stood up on her pedals she could see overitlgeparapets up and down the river as she
sped across. This time her foot slipped off helgband she fell off her bike, she grazed her
knee and arm and tore her dress. Back home thes@avsympathy, only ‘The Lord pays
back those that cheat on him’.

During the war years the Home Guard would pragtise manoeuvres in Gurneys’ meadow
and us lads would watch their — Dad’s Army — eBpdspecially when the local commander,
the rotund farmer Vic Davison of Willow Hill Farmdlhis stuff. One manoeuvre consisted
of seeking out and rounding up the enemy — who weitably camouflaged. This turned out
to be a big flop because us interested spectagmisgointing out where ‘Adolf’ was hiding
and saying ‘There he is Mister!” This was much/to's annoyance.

At first the Home Guard were called the L.D.V.hbught it was the L.V.D., the Local Vic
Davison group when in fact it was an abbreviationtfie ‘Local Defence Volunteers'. The
early days for them were somewhat of a farce, thegnt well but lacked basic organization.
Uniforms were in some cases ill fitting or non-ésrg and an odd assortment of arms from an
old shotgun to a pickaxe handle was all they couldter. The very thought that they could
protect us, or delay a crack well-armed enemy wakdd upon as a laugh and so it was light-
heartedly said that if ever they met up with therap it would be a case of L.D.V. — Look
Duck and Vanish. However, when you consider thesé volunteers took turns in keeping
watch on bridges and other key points as a prateetpainst sabotage, thereby relieving the
army and allowing them to concentrate on the gugrdf major installations, then they did a
worthwhile task, even after a full day’s work om tland or in the factories.

In built-up areas people were encouraged to cottdhamb blast shelters — the Anderson
Shelter was one of these. During an air raid peopuld safely shelter from bomb blast in its
confined half underground room. This set us ladsing that we needed one too, so in the
bank on the waste ground opposite Dynes Lane wavexed a shelter or our own. Poles
from the spinney down Sandy Road were used to stupgmece of old corrugated iron
sheeting for the roof, which we covered with ab@ébot of earth. We were very proud of
our achievement and one day as we were going tmsere heard the undulating wailing
sound of the air raid warning siren, we ran bacuoshelter and sat excitedly inside until we
heard the all clear. Needless to say when weettiate for school and we told the teacher
where we had been we were severely chastisedh#rrtok the shine off our shelter after
that.

Practice for the regular army in the build-up toDRy’ entailed extensive countryside
manoeuvres and | recall the time when the armypget gun emplacement on the piece of
waste ground opposite Dynes Lane. Whilst they whesee they were taken completely by
surprise by an air attack, a Lysander flew low dherschool then on over Gurneys’ meadow,
between the tall elm trees and dropped a flourldmagb on the gun site before they had time
to swing into action. They were effectively knoclad of that part of the manoeuvres,
however, they were compensated by Mum who let thave a loaf of bread and made them a
chocolate tart and boiled them some hot tinned spaapons allowing of course — so for us

it was a nice change.
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LYSANDER OVER GURNEY'S MEADOW.

The Lysander was a single engine 890 h.p. Bris@ldury radial engine, high wing
monoplane with a fixed undercarriage. Its maxingpeed was 219 mph flat out, although it
was happier cruising at 165 mph. Some Lysanders based at Tempsford aerodrome and
this was a dispatch point for wartime secret ageite Lysander was the ideal tool for this
job because of its ability to land and take ofifirehort, grass fields. With extra fuel tanks
attached to the wheel flaps it then had a randeld0 miles. It was only after the war that
we learned of these, fraught with danger, moomdibdestine flights, to set down and pick up
these espionage agents. Tempsford was not ontlyasse base for this activity but was also
used as a bomber base and was home to 161 andjtd8rsns R.A.F. Moggerhanger being
West of Tempsford was on the take-off flight paththose heavily bomb laden, four engine
Lancasters as they set off for their missions @rtemy held territory — at times just clearing
the tall elm trees bordering the east side of Gyg'n@eadow.

The Army gun team stayed one more night on theengrstund. That night there was a
moonlit sky and when | went to bed | looked oubaf bedroom window towards Bedford. It
was then | noticed a shadowy figure moving around/agstaffs’ orchard on the other side of
Dynes Lane. | then made out another uniformed&gyp in one of the fruit trees, he was
picking some of the fruit and then dropping it doterthe one below who was filling up his
open tunic. When they'd gathered their fill thegmt back along the privet hedge to a spot
near the telegraph pole where the hedge was treg,9queezed through and disappeared
across the road. It was said that a couple okehis from Wagstaffs’ hen house disappeared
that night. In the morning the gun, the lorry dhne soldiers had decamped.

Another time when looking out towards Bedford otieak but clear night | could hear plenty
of movement in the sky overhead, it was the distreaundulating throb of German aircraft
engines that filled the air that night. | coule sefaint glow on the horizon beyond Bedford;
I'd seen this glow many times in the London dirextbut where was the air raid taking pace
this time? The next day a brief news bulletinesfethat Coventry had been their target that
night, but how badly we didn’t know. It was onlyhen we heard the Prime Minister Mr
Churchill (Winny) himself speak of retaliatory raidn other German cities that we knew
how bad it must have been in Coventry that night.
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In fact for three nights in a row Coventry tookaupding, between November™,45" and

16" in 1940 over 500 German bombers dropped over & df high explosive bombs and
over 30,000 incendiary canisters devastated amiedihe city and its industry. There were
over 1,000 civilian casualties during those thrigats. This was also the result of retaliatory
action on the part of the Germans for us bombingiktu The nearest bombs to fall in the
Moggerhanger area were a ‘stick’ of bombs thatifedl line from Blunham station towards

the Barley Mow pub in Hatch. The first one fell mdside the end house that faced the station
on the road leading to Blunham mill and RidgewawdRoThe second bomb dropped near the
observation post halfway along Ridgeway. Two otheambs came down alongside the Hatch
road; one falling in the dip of the land in a hedyeand the last and biggest hole was blasted
right in the middle of a farm track on the ridgeeedless to say their effect on our war effort
was nil, but for us lads it was a highlight as warshed the area for shrapnel. The only piece
I recall finding was at the site of the bomb thadpgped on the railway line at Girtford.

The only ‘doodle bug’ (flying bomb) that | recakkaring was one evening in the latter part of
the war. | was upstairs at the time looking outhef back bedroom window when | heard
what | thought was a lorry labouring up the hiltlwa blown exhaust pipe. | ran through to
the front bedroom window and when | looked outéh@asn’t a vehicle in sight, the road was
empty. | then realized that the sound had pasgexhead so | ran to the back bedroom again
— nothing to be seen, | could only hear the re@edound of the pulse jet motor of the doodle
bug as it skimmed low over the countryside; | lit@ intently as | realised what it was. | was
also aware that some of the later models doublek b themselves when the motor cut out;
when it did | waited anxiously for the dull distehtud. It was reported next day that it had
fallen in the open countryside.

Dad was amongst the oldest age group to be catled serve in His Majesty’s Armed Forces
during the war. He was assigned to the Royal lartiland his training took him to mid
Wales to the artillery firing ranges in the Bred®eacons where he came face to face with the
army’s heavy field guns. After his training andalhtoo brief leave, his unit left for the Far
East. Their convoy of ships had to head out ineAtlantic Ocean before finally heading
south. This was done to confuse the ever-diligeeimy U boats. Being a gunner he spent
many a watchful hour in readiness on the ship’saintraft guns and this continued from
England all the way to India via the Cape of Goapélin South Africa. More training
ensued in India before he joined the British fongeder Lt General ‘Bill" Slim, Commander
of the 14" Army in Burma (Supreme Commander was Lord LouisiMbatten). They
pushed the Japanese from the border of India andf@urma. It was four days after the
infantry had captured Rangoon that Dad’s unit @Myeartillery entered the capital and found
that the struggle was all but over and his retunmd was just round the corner.
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THE FAMILY AT HOME AND OTHER NEIGHBOURS
No 1 Dynes Lane was getting too small for Mum asdapidly growing youngsters.
(Sandy Rd and Dynes Lane)
| was about 16 by then and out at work assistiegipe fitters on the same fuel dump at
Deepdale where Dad had also worked. The counpiioaed our need and so we were
allocated the house further down the road at NoT8s had been vacated by Roy (Whistle)
Wagstaff's Mum and Dad; Roy then went to live Witk granny in St John’s Road. With
Dad away in Burma | was quite pleased that we hawkxh house because it meant that |
would not have to clip the long hedge that was suchore at Dynes Lane. The hedge at No
23 Sandy Road was a bush in comparison. Howewene twas still the task to perform of
emptying the toilet bucket, (no indoor flush unitghose days), the contents of which had to
be buried in a suitable hole dug in the back gardéns was no mean task in winter when the
ground was frozen hard, extreme care was requisetbrslip on the icy ground. It was also
considered more discreet for that job to be dorkeunover of darkness. That was a further
hazard especially one pitch-black night in the imatblackout when one was not allowed to
show a light. | made many a request for the ottetse less paper — ever hopeful for the
task to be spaced out — but like us the entiranjab regular.

With only a small copper and a fire range to blod tvater on, bath night for the eight of us
was a lengthy drawn own process. The smaller ohear family would take their baths in
pairs and the following pair would have an extrgdéasaucepan of hot water added to the
previous measure. This gave time for the re-filedper to boil up again so that a fresh
change of bath water could take place and thegrexte list could take the plunge.
Arguments ensued as to whose turn it was to usel¢a@ water first. Mum kept us all to a
strict rota and it must be said that the war-timtlof 4 — 5 inches per bath was rarely, if
ever, exceeded — the copper couldn’t cope with riie that and Mum’s army pay wouldn’t
allow the cost. So we saved on water and fuelchvhias our contribution to the war effort.

Over the hedge at the bottom of our back gardem tvas a large meadow and when this had
been cut for hay we would have a real frolic in sheet smelling forage. In this meadow
there was a large area of mounds and hollows quare shaped pattern. These were the
moats. These hollows would sometimes flood in @riaind would provide us with a venue
for sliding on when frozen over. | know of no knoarchaeological record for the
construction but they were recorded on the OS nuitighed in 1935.

Beyond the meadow was Lady Wood; a few primrosew @n here but the best wood of all
where they bloomed in their thousands was in Cellpod near Northhill. We would set
off to pick bunches of them; we would take packstsrisps and a bottle of Tizer to sustain
us on our long trek. This took us through Lady Woacross the wood with the square wood
in the middle, along the rise overlooking Poolemrand Moggerhanger sanatorium on the
other side of St John’s Road. On through BudnanFard another long meadow with a
clump of Scots Pines at the far end, across one fied and there was ‘Our Beautiful
Primrose Wood’, just a stones throw away from tbetSPine trees.

Living next to us was old Mr (Grumpy) Craft and hisusekeeper Nancy Tasker, a well-liked
Londoner who was very partial to a cigarette thatidt hang from the corner of her mouth;
its blue smoke idly curling up as it slowly smoulelé away. At that point we were blessed
with a second-hand piano that stood against the faom wall that backed onto Mr Craft's
living room. All my sisters were eager to learrptay it and lessons given by Lillian
Matthews at the farm were at first enthusiasticptiyctised. Mr Craft, sadly, did not
appreciate this, who would after a very short wkiteck on the wall with his walking stick.
My sisters, angry at being disturbed would knoc&kbaith the poker on our wall. Mum had
to intervene and restrictions were severely limdadlaying time. so much so that interest in
playing the piano soon waned when the knock omddesignalled that Mr Craft had had
enough (hence their name for him - Grumpy). Oirggtbouldn’t be said of old Mr Craft and
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that was “He’s as deaf as a post?” We never lwatke in that quarter with Nancy, mainly
because she liked reading and smoking her fagsesspment much of her time in the kitchen
well away from the tinkling discordant notes of fhiano.

Mr Craft owned a tricycle, which | believe, was thay one in the village. It was a sensible
steed for an old man to ride, who could only tottleng with his walking stick. He would
hand his stick carefully over the handlebars ofttiéycle. How it never slipped into his front
wheel I'll never know. Then he would stand at faek between the two read wheels and
reaching forward for the handlebars he would ptaoefoot on the rear wheel crossbar and
scoot along with his other foot. When the requspded was attained he would shakily hop
forwards onto the saddle and would be away, mutha@musement of us watching kids.

It would be hard to imagine what Mr Craft would basaid had he known what was
to follow after he had passed on, because Mr & Glsbol were the next tenants to
live in the house. They had a son and a daughtee. son, Bernard was quite handy
at the keyboard and produced many a melodiousdnrkeir piano. We didn’t find

it offensive and we didn’t have to knock on thelvesice! Later Bernard acquired a
much grander instrument in the form of an orgarwals too large to go into their
front room. | believe it came from the village peawhen they got a new organ.
Anyway with a lot of huffing and puffing it was italed in their barn at the back of
the house. Not a lot else could be fitted in theah when Bernard was seated at the
console surrounded by his admiring audience. uhded to us kids just great,
especially as it was now playing popular musicaadtof dreary ole hymns.
Eventually Bernard purchased an electronic orgatlais did have pride of place in
their front room. Sadly his attentive audienceldao longer surround him.
However, we were privileged by living next door asaimehow the practice sessions
did notupset us as much as it would have done Mr Crafe. faMnd no need to knock on the
wall with our poker.

One of the evacuee girls, named Beryl would conigdrequently to our house and we
would all sit round the pine wood kitchen table ellvaway from 'Grumpy’ — chatting and
playing cards and listening to the latest songsrogrammes on the radio, plus the latest
gossip. Beryl was quite a card and we would aljfaand joke. One saying in our local
country dialect Beryl had off to a tee and that W&ls corffed, eh spewed ‘is ‘ole ‘at blew
orf. Ooh ‘er wor bad. That would have us all lgmwith laughter. How Mum would put up
with us all I'll never know. Paossibly it took henind of the fact that Dad was the other side
of the world fighting the Japs in the Burma campaig

The range in the kitchen on those chill drab wimights kept us all cosy, - even in bed,
because Mum would put some old house bricks irotles and at bedtime would wrap them
up in brown paper. These hot bricks would theplbeed in our beds. What a noise they
made with fidgety feet rustling the brown papdrorie accidentally knocked one out of bed
the whole house knew it. We had to make surethliegaGazunder was not in the line of fire or
we would have had to venture outback on a coldniggtt to relieve ourselves and we didn’t
want that, especially in the blackout!

Ration books for us lot enabled Mum to make a wiat®ice of food when it was available.
Even so, her Army allowance even restricted thatagh The free concentrated orange juice
and black current puree that some of us younggteabfied for, gave us a bit of a change and
we would spread the puree on our bread and ma&geeral things were rather bland in the
food line and Mum had pet names for them. Egg Mumak egg powder. Crippy Cracks
described cornflakes and Sawdust Cake was the yddiow Madera cake. | only fancied

that if | was able to spread some jam on it. Bbenjam was mostly marrow by bulk,
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flavoured and coloured a plumy red. Jams all seldméaste the same whatever the colour,
unless or course Mum made some wild blackberryagopde jam that was very special

indeed, - and when the availability of sugar petenit We were lucky in that we didn’'t have
‘Pom’ as it was called. This was dehydrated powdi@aato. | first encountered that in the

Army. It almost stuck one’s jaws together.

7

Potatoes /
Lo save {lour
(up to 3 potatoes, 3 flour)

Perhaps you're already familiar with the idea of
using potatoes to save flour? Onc hnuscwifc
was 50 keen on this that she wrole teo us
sungwnng |t should be included in th Potato
Plan. i)

So brere it is, Part 5 of the Potato Plan: Use
potatoes to save flour, when making pmll v,
puddings and cakes. You can use up to one-third
potatoes and two-thirds flour.

The potatoes can be either bmlcd or baked
in their jackets. (In some recipes you can even
use them grated raw.) The cooked potatoes
should be as dry and floury as possible. Simply
mash them down with a fork till theywe like
flour.. The potatoes can be cooked the day
before. . It's very casy to boil some extra and
set them aside, or to bake some whcn you're

using the oven anyhow . .

Don't be afraid to experlmcnt and watch out

for the recipes in this series.
Don’t forget the

other four points of the Plan

. 1 Serve potatoes for <3 Refuse second help-
breakfast on (hree days ings of other food. Have
a week. more potatoes instead.

2 Make your main dish @ Serve potatoes in
a potato dish one day a other ways than “plain

boiled.”

There was another cake that was sometime possilplgrthase, although rather rarely. It did

have some fruit in it with artificial cherry piecas well.

It was rather on the heavy side and

left a bit of a tang in one’s mouth after you hatea it. The cheese, well that was like soap,
but was improved if it was cooked on toast witrealdof Daddies Sauce. At one time | loved
pepper in the yolk of my boiled egg but the hogilartime pepper put paid to that love.

With rationing biting hard any additional ratiofisgm whatever source were welcome, -
whether it be the odd pigeon or rabbit that fatledive out its full life span. Even the barter
system, although frowned on, was neverthelessipeatcimy many.
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(1)
* ' Qrder, 1941 ; and
(2) Beadwsed/Surrendered your National Registration
Identity Card on attaining the age of 16 years.

It your new Blue Identity Card Is not issued to you
at the time of registration you should apply for it as soor
as possible at the local National Registration Office for the
address opposite,- producing this acknowledgment.

If ydu are asked to produce your Identity Card before
you obuin the new Card, you should produce this
acknowledgment.

YOU SHOULD KEEP THIS CARD CAREFULLY.

Registered under the Registration of Boys and Girls .~

et b PP

. .For N.R.O. - ~

(ili) Blue Identity Card Issued

Feaid.  His wife died
seven years ago. e
fomr sope :

_i\b«";ui

My sister Merle recalls when she was playing uplatthews Farm; she was invited on
several occasions, to accompany Mrs Matthews angduagest daughters on her weekly
shopping trip to Bedford. Mrs Matthews always terge shopping bags with her on those
trips and Merle wondered why one was always fulttogir way to town. One their arrival in
Bedford a beeline would be made for a certain sa&ad confectionary shop where Mrs
Matthews would pass a few moments in conversatighveould then leave the full shopping
bag round the side of the counter. They would #iktroop out and set about the rest of their
shopping spree. When this expedition was finighegt would call in at the bakers again
where she would pick up her still full shopping b&he would say her goodbyes and they
would set off for the bus and home. Back at thnfiirs Matthews would then take a bag of
sweets from the ‘never empty bag’ and offer theauad. Off went the girls to play in the
barns. With sweets rationed Merle assumed thatN&ishews had left the necessary
coupons in the shopping bag for the shopkeeperleMeas unaware that the whole contents
of that bag had been exchanged whilst they had teieig the rest of their shopping. Maybe
eggs for flour, cream for dry fruit or even banath fresh farm meat. Who knows what
other goodies had changed hands. This was miraomparison with other sharp practices
that went on elsewhere.

There were very few private cars due to petrobratig and busses only passed through at
peak times. That being the case the children cehib and top’ up the main road in

23



complete safety. You could mark of for Hopscotubyld roller-skate, if you were lucky to
own some, or you could trundle your hoop to youwartie content. The traffic was very light
indeed — unlike today! Mind you the petrol ratiogiat that time helped to keep traffic to a
minimum and was strictly enforced. At that timdérpewas even colour coded. Civilian fuel
was red, - one grade only; forces vehicles useel flel. Then there was green 100 octane
for the bomber aircraft. Finally there was a gate with a potent smell that was used for
high performance engines such as in the Spitfijletdéirs. It was, woe betide any civilian
caught with the wrong colour in his tank.

In those austere days Shank’s Pony (walking) wasinknown and paths were properly
maintained right up until the start of the war.eifmeglect continued after the war and where
at one time you could safely walk to Sandy and pbaokpaths now exist. The continued
encroachment of heavier and wider vehicles aloag,rthat were adequate in their day, has
seen the demise of those once frequently used.pattised, most of the wide verges have
also disappeared, those being attacked from aksttie farmer, the developer and the traffic.

On the other side of No 25 lived the Halls’. MrIHasas a market gardener and cultivated his
own ground as a wartime reserve occupation. He'tdicve to serve in the forces. Allan,
their son, was the same age as myself and passdublarship and went to Bedford Modern
School. His sister Joyce now lives next door tosmyer Jill in the crescent. Next to the
Halls’ at No 27 lived the Jackson’s. Mr Jacksolicated the small plot of land that was
between his house and the back gardens of the ©iouBynes Lane. Council houses now
stand on that plot. During the war Louise, th@iughter worked at the RAF station at
Cardington. It was there they produced many obidreage balloons (blimps) that encircled
London and many other cities and vulnerable plates) low flying air attack, thus forcing
enemy aircraft higher. They could then be cauglhé concentrated beams of searchlights
and shot down by Ack-Ack guns. Here brother Bilgrked up at Matthews Farm.

The Longhurst’s lived on the other side of Mr CratfiNo 19. Scot, the father of the family,
in his hay-day, used to keep goal for the SandyoAllhootball team. Later on, his services
were used by the Moggerhanger United team.

Next door to them, the Dawson'’s used to live amdtito sisters went to live with their Gran
and Granddad up the Bedford Road. They were caleidland Noreen. Wink, as Noreen
was known was my sister Jill's best friend. Affeey had moved the Harvey's came to live
there. On Sunday mornings while The Billy CottcemBl Show was entertaining on the radio,
the Harvey girls would come round and they woulgkly in the back yard with my sisters.
Then out would come the drinks of lemon or orangeadr even rhubarb juice, when in
season. Piccaninny, as we used to call the youo§ése Harvey girls would always be
offered the fancily decorated glass tumbler witticavn on it.

At No 15, in the next pair of council houses lited Dean family. Doug, the drummer in the
village band lived here and Sonny, the father viasays in friendly, rivalry with Dad as to
whose crops were the earliest and best vegetabldse eldest son Ron did his wartime
service as a Bevin Boy in the mines. | believe bigawas the only one in the village to be so
directed.

THE JOKE
Next-door to the Dean’s lived the Stacey sist@iisey were always prim and proper and kept
themselves mostly to one another. However, | diakla tale in later years concerning them
both. It was during the time when they worked upaggerhanger Sanatorium — as it was
called at the time. The sisters had a housephatitas badly in need of re-potting so they
sought the advice of the gardeners at the Sanatoridarry Watts (Dad’s neighbour
allotment holder) and a Frank Midgley from Sandyemvie gardeners there and they told the
sisters how it should be potted. A bit bemuseétank and Harry’s detailed instructions, the
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sisters asked if they would be kind enough to dorithem if they brought the plant to work
the next day. So it was agreed. The next dayptaeey sisters took the plant round to the
potting shed and left it there for Frank and Hanmgischievously, they set to work; they
potted the plant in the larger, correct sized gbtwvas then that they sat about their deceptive
hanky panky. They sorted out the largest pot tteyd find and half filled the two-foot
diameter pot with straw. On the top of this thiged with compost then embedding the re-
potted houseplant so that its pot could not be.sédinvas ready and duly at knocking off
time the sisters wheeled their bikes round to thténg shed to pick up their plant. Harry saw
them coming and pretended to be busy, meantimekHfistaned discreetly out of sight. “Did
you manage to re-pot our plant?” voiced the sistéres, all done” said Harry. “It's out
there in the yard.” So, out to the yard they teahp“There you are” said Harry. “What do
you think?” The sisters were dumb struck when sey the huge pot filled to the brim with
their plant sitting daintily in the middle. “Bubd’t you think the pot is too big?” said one of
the sisters. “Oh no,” said Harry. Just then Freaike round the corner, straight faced,
suppressing his pent up laughter. Looking atlreiarry said, “They think the pot’s too big
— what do you think, Frank?” “That,” said Franls the right size. What you have to
remember is that your plant has been restricted fong time in your old pot and to give of
its best it needs to be in large pot this sizedrrid gave Frank a wink. “Goodness knows
where we are going to put it now — and how we aiagto get it home,” said one sister to
the other. “Fetch the van,” said Harry. So ofinvErank and soon returned with the van.
The two of them huffed and puffed as they struggteldad the potted plant into the back of
the van. “Off you go and get the place ready fotaiput it in. We'll bring it round in half an
hour.” said Frank. So off went the Stacey sistatl worried looks on their faces.

When they disappeared around the corner and weraf earshot, Harry and Frank just burst
their side with laughter. But it was not over gstthere was their coup de grace — they had
yet to deliver the plant so they set about comgpthemselves for the finale.

The Staceys arrived home and frantically arrangsgloain which to place the huge pot. That
done, they watched out of the window for the vaartove. When it did they rushed outside
to tell Harry and Frank that it was OK to takenitstraight away. Frank opened the van door
and got inside. Ten taking the real pot out ofllige one he brushed off the loose compost
and handed it to the Stacey sisters. “We won iakn — you take it,” said Frank and Harry
together. At that they all burst out laughingari told me that they got on really well with
the sisters after that.

BACK TO THE VILLAGE AND GAMES
On to No 11 where Archie Hall lived with his motherArchie although vocally forceful
would always greet people in no uncertain wayJdgal accent always to the fore, like all the
tenants in that row. He maintained his garderotopete with the rest. Next to the Halls
lived the Dunhams and their father. Fred was a&mfDad’s and they got on well together
at work and socially. The Dunhams has a dauglalégdcSheila. The Prentices lived a
couple of doors further down from the Dunhams. t6ym one of the girls and | crossed paths
one day. It was in my early years in Moggerharayet as lads are apt to do — until taught
otherwise - stone throwing was a practiced arttirAés one’s skill and accuracy is
considered perfect. This particular time Cynthaswoming up the road and | was in the old
part of Gurneys’ meadow. With one or two stonesiynhand | decided to give her a fright.
My aim was sure, so why not - with intent to migstoe nearest fraction | let fly. The stone
hit Cynthia on the head and gave her a nasty g@simeone saw me throw the stone | was
severely punished. It was lucky that Cynthia wasatiously hurt or goodness knows what
they would have done to me. Later on | was onré¢laeiving end of a misaimed stone thrown
by Alan Hall. We were throwing stones at old cana skittle alley we had set up on waste
ground. We had agreed that when one of us wanted ammunition we could put up a hand
and go forward to pick up the stones. This wonlesbonably well until | went forward with
my hand raised. | felt a clout on the head behigdeft ear. The others said Alan had done
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it. | felt the place where | had been cut. Whéwok my hand away there was blood on it so
| went home crying to Mum. It was just a minor and Mum remembered the incident with
Cynthia so there was no sympathy, only a good bidimd a “Serves you right”. From then
on stone throwing was out for me.

The youngest of the Prentice boys used to play mittbrother lan. | was the eldest and lan
the youngest. | was out at work before he was.btan was the only one outside the
Prentice family who was able to comprehend whatthangster uttered and knew what he
wanted. | believe that his pal and family rounch hinderstanding what he was asking made
him ‘speech lazy’. In any event as his horizorsaldened he soon caught up with the rest of
them. It did seem strange on reflection that laumld so readily understand his every uttered
sound and its meaning.

In the very end house at No 1 lived the Watts famiThis is where CIiff, the pianist in the
village band lived. Mr Watts was a signalman anrthilway and it wasn’t hard to understand
why he spent most of his spare time in the grees¢®mgrowing Geraniums and Tomatoes. |
didn’t see the signal box that he worked in butas my guess that he had a window box or
two of geraniums to brighten it up. It was a casignal box or greenhouse. In whichever,
he felt at home.

Beyond the council houses was the spinney, therowhich Stibby and | had built the hut
with the concrete floor. Bluebells grew in the i@y and on its south side there were quite a
few Dewberries growing. | used to gather theséMom to stew. | would look forward to
those because they were always ready before gteBfackberries. We would play many an
evening down there and enjoy climbing up the sletiede saplings. We would sway
precariously to and fro — Tarzan fashion, as weght

At the end of the first part of the Spinney a faratk led to the field to the south. Vic
Davison farmed the ground at that time and he esyujrew corn in that field. The corn was
cut by a horse drawn cutter and binder, until ttheeat of the tractor. The tied sheaves were
thrown out at the side, the sheaves were then ¢ickeand stacked in stooks of six or more
and then left to dry. When dry they would be tdssp onto a cart by men using pitchforks.
They were then taken to be stacked to await theadof the threshing machine. We would
watch when the steam traction engine was set lipaérwith the large threshing machine. In
line with that was the escalator and all was drivgtbelts from the steam engine. We
eagerly watched as the threshed straw tumbledheféscalator and was spread out to form
the base of the new stack. We watched as it gigehand higher knowing that we would
be back there when all the grain, machinery anckearsrhad gone.

A day or two later we would go down to enjoy anotbithe thrills of village life. Back to

the straw stack we would go and we would climbth@stop of the stack and slide down the
sweet smelling slippery slope to disappear intdadbse straw at the bottom. This was not
always appreciated by the owner and one alwaysdbd watchful. Most stacks built in the
village had one thing in common and that was tleetfzat as the straw settled they tended to
become lop-sided and would threaten to spill dtltis error had to be checked by using a
wooden prop as a buttress to prevent it spillingatiiogether. These props were known
locally as Moggerhanger Men. They would be liketeethe natural posture of the local lads,
which was typical of them whenever a convenient wasupport was handy. It was said that
no one in the village could build a proper haystdck | wonder. Did the moonlit frolics of a
few gremlins have anything to do with it?

LANDMARKS

Back to the Moggerhanger crossroads and oppogitehBm Road, unseen now by Mrs
Atkinson, is St John’s Road — Budna Road (leadinipé treacle pits) we called it — where,
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on the right at the corner of Baxter’s front gar@ewl lighting up the bus stop to Bedford,
stood the only village street light. This samepaost is still there today.

“Does this lamp-post get bronchitis in winter
As he stands at the corner of the street?

When it's wet and windy and he starts to cough
Do his little light bulbs at the top fall off?

He hasn'’t got an overcoat or nightie

To cover up his cold bare feet

Does the lamppost get bronchitis in the winter?
As he stands at the corner of the street.”

The Baxter’s lived in the house behind their shvaipich fronted St John’s Road and here the
local kids would buy their penny mystery bags, ciate cigarettes, sherbert dabs and gob
stoppers or the liquorice skipping ropes and pipds hundreds and thousands sprinkled on
the bowl. Mr Baxter's back garden was a long teggestrip walled in by Matthew’s wall on
one side and their wall on the Bedford Road sitlevas boxed in by their house at the wide
end and their brick red pan-tiled out-house adjatethe bus stop. Beyond Baxter’'s garden
in the Bedford Road there was a small meadow. iBhidere Pippa Dawson kept his cow
and donkey. He and his family lived in the bungateext to the meadow. Violet Dawson,
their daughter, used a basic flat-topped cart dullethe donkey to deliver milk to her
customers. Violet would sit on the edge of the wéth her legs dangling down as she
coaxed the donkey along the rounds. To subsideseneagre grazing in the meadow the
Dawson’s would often be seen up the Budna Roadrgralzeir stock on the wide roadside
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verges. Avril and Noreen Dawson moved in with tlggandparents when their Mum and
Dad left the village.

Beyond the Dawson’s lived the Buckles who were smatket gardeners. On the other side
of the road is another row of council houses sintdathe ones in which we lived. The
Beddalls — our neighbours in Dynes Lane — had mawedone of these houses. Harry Watts
was another of the tenants and in the end house the Craft family. Mr Craft worked on
the Matthew’s Farm. When the children, playinghg farm, found out that he had been a
sailor in his early years, gave him the name ‘Pepeyan appropriate name for a jovial Jack
Tar. He was very keen on the local lads footleglht and was for some years, their trainer
until after the war Dad took over the task. Thasvalso where Mick Craft ‘Worm or
Sixpence’ lived with his brother John and his si§atty.

Back on the other side of the road and nearer dinle Road (Round Town) corner in a large
distinctive old house lived the Harding’'s. Thisnbere Mup Harding lived. Mup was a
tough guy character and very active in village iedfaespecially village fetes where he would
parade round in an old bowler hat. He stood owthatever stall he was attending and his
voice and his bowler hat brought the cash pouring i

e
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In the same group of houses as the Hardings' tvedHills' in their bungalow. It was sad to
recall that their young daughter was taken senoillsl All her teachers and friend at school
were deeply shocked when she passed away. Made@isienly about 11 years old.
Madeline Ullalea Goodyear Hill (her full name) aBeltty Craft were school friends. Betty
was very upset when Madeline died. How proud Madelould have been when her friend,
after many years of dedicated service to our looaimunity (now Mrs E Barrance) was
awarded the M.B.E. by the Queen at Buckingham Ralttdeed we all were.

LAst cb'fﬂ\GES o IHE wWAY 1 wWiLLieTow
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The fields opposite the Hill's bungalow by the litnees my sister Jill has found numerous
flint stones with fossil shells embedded in themleng link with the past. Round the corner
in Park Road beyond the orchard on the left-hadeé siands Browns Farm and its
outbuildings is where they kept their pigs in wooedéies. They also had quite a few ancient
apple trees in the vicinity of the farm and | woutthgine that the pigs had their fair share of
the apples. My sister Carol’s husband Tony Stafé&¥arren Farm Willington and Tom
Brown were friends. They would often be seen &irtRony and Traps trotting round the
country lanes taking in the view and the country ai

On the other side of the road is a spinney thaddrsrthe whole length of the road. Opposite
Browns a narrow strip of woodland extends out actbe fields from the spinney. A winding
path leads through it to the house in the middlee 1835 ordinance survey map shows this
house to be on the route of the old drive to Molggeger Park House. The house could have
been the old gatehouse. This has now gone ardtitreetoo.

Beyond the Brown’s Farm on the same side is agettawhich lived the Sanderson family
with their distinctive North Country accent. Totheir son went to Bedford Modern School,
Jean, his youngest sister was at the village schibiolus.

CHARACTERS~ALITTLE DIVERSION
To be seen touring the village on his rounds wasxasoldier of the First World War.
Serving in the trenches left him in poor healthe Wwhs the rag and bone man from Sandy
called Bumsey Johnson. He toured the districisrtdtty old cart drawn by an equally
scrawny old pony. He would call out at the tohizf voice “Rag a’ Bones”. His call was for
people’s cast-off clothing, their old stewed bonBsnes were used in those days to make
delicious meaty stock or gravy. He would also takey any type of scrap metal. You
would receive a penny or two for them. Today tbencil will take it away — if you're lucky
— but they keep the coppers! The scrap metal laeted.arkingson’s the Biggleswade,
Hitchin St scrap merchant. The rag and bones hddasell to Beestons at Blunham Mill
where the bones would be ground up to make bonéfergiiser. The rags were shredded
and mixed with shoddy received from the wool andlazomills in the north. In those days
there were very few man-made fibres and so scrderiabfrom the mills made an ideal
water retaining compost for the light sandy soitha Sandy area. Being of animal or
vegetable origin it readily rotted down in the gndu

Out of the ordinary local characters always acquioge lasting notoriety than the rest of us.
Geoff Fuller when 9 years old, who lived at Girddsridge, perpetuated Bumsey’s memory
in verse.

I’'m going for a nice long hike

Said Bumsey, getting on his bike.

On he rode o're field and fence

For he had but little sense.

Then the back tyre went off bang

Bumsey left his bike and ran

On he ran down field and lane

Until he ran back home again.

He ran inside and shut the door

And said “I'll not see that no more”

Bumsey stood outside Billy Sutton’s

Doing up his waistcoat buttons

When up came Bummit from where he dwelt
A carving knife stuck in his belt

He charged that old warrior without fear

And struck old Bumsey in the rear
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Billy Sutton owned the newsagent and store neafathend of Sandy High Street and
Bummit was Bumsey’s old mate and sparring partner.

HOME AGAIN
Back at the crossroads Pat and | drove into St'ddtwad past where Baxter’s old shop used
to be on the opposite side of the road. The mexaaadok over again. There stood
Wagstaffs’ thatched cottage with the black-tarreseen barns behind. Young Roy
(Whistle) lived here with his granny when Mum andddmoved from the village. As Roy’s
nickname implies, wherever he went he always wétsthe popular songs of the time.

il L >
51 Soun's ROAD To THE LEFT. BERFORD ROAD STRAIGHT AMEAD
In the long meadow between the Wagstaffs’ cottagkthe Halls’ Farm was another of the
many roads that were dotted about the village hisdone held many happy memories for us
as youngsters. Two sides of the pond had a se#pdn which grew small blackberry
bushes. At the far end an old tree trunk hadriedleross the water. There was a gentle slope
from the meadow into the pond at the other end.emthe frost had done its job we would
revel in the glorious delights and thrills of stidiunder a clear crisp moonlit sky till our
breath came out in puffs of mist, - our cheekd famgers tingling. One after the other we
ran, slipped and slid on that sheet of shiny iadirepup in a heap of arms, legs and bodies on
the ice against the old tree trunk. All of usdrte scramble up first and be ready for another
Cresta Run to shrieks of delight and laughter.

On the other side of the road opposite the meachabatween Baxter's shop and Matthew's
farmhouse there was a very high brick wall. Behirwdas Matthew’s kitchen garden.

v i B

PART OF (r'\ATT"HE‘NS FARMYARD .
The farmhouse stands at a right angle to the rd&e. farm was a favourite haunt of my
young sisters, when they used to play with Floreleghews. Edna and Lillian were her
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elder sisters. The farm, sad to say, is but a steadow of its former self, the numerous old
barns and out buildings are now in a state of dereand once they rang with the busy hustle
and bustle of farm life. This is where Popeye veaorkiriving the John Deere Tractor.

A quaint old chap came to the village. We callad Bpider, - not his real name of course. It
seems he hailed from the fens from round the Mwabech area. Why he chose to
continue his lay-about life style in Moggerhangevays evaded me. His home was an old
bakers box type horse drawn van with pictures pdiitt the wooden panels. Its somewhat
run down appearance went hand in hand with Spidésth-capped dishevelled looks. Mr
Matthews allowed him to park his van behind thenban the farmyard. Maybe it was Mr
Matthew's kindhearted gesture that encouraged littaamove on. How Spider used to pay
for his keep and what arrangement he had with Mitihavs was known only to them,
however, Spider did cook the potato peelings andupithe mash for the chickens in the
outhouse at the end of the farmhouse. He wasafitsoed to have his meals in there. Spider
always seemed to have enough ‘readies’ to takedtiintssBedford at the weekends where he
undoubtedly consumed enough of the hard stuff which to have a merry time. He would
then stagger to the Bus Station at St Peters th ¢hé last bus home. His overfriendliness on
those occasions was not always appreciated arayéipowering alcoholic breath was, to say
the least, off-putting. His broad Fenland voiceswather harsh and on many occasions the
bus conductor threatened to throw him off if hendiduieten down. Yes, there were bus
conductors in those days! | recall one time onldlsebus when Spider was in a particularly
obstreperous mood, which was more than the conduaiald stand. The warning went
unheeded by Spider so the conductor stopped thevasthough he knew he hadn’t reached
his destination. Convincingly he got Spider teedibark then rang the bell and left poor old
Spider a two or three mile walk home, much to timesement of the other passengers.

Fred Matthews would preach in the Methodist Chapebundays and his daughter Lillian
would play the organ. The Chapel is on the saae ai the road as the farm and just beyond
the barns and the meadow. My sisters were regtiemdees at this chapel.

When visiting gospel preachers came to the viliageas in Mr Matthew’s meadow that they
were welcome to pitch their marquee and sing psdis¢he Lord. We all enjoyed those
evenings whatever our calling and of course, acfugrange cordial and an iced bun helped
to swell the throng. One of the songs we sanbcse Band-of-Hope meetings was:

Jesus loves all the children

All the children of the World

Red and Yellow and Black and White
All are precious in his sight

Jesus loves all the Children of the World

We would sing this with gusto — at least twice dgrihe evening.

METHODIST  CHAFEL ST G0HMS  Ronb
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THE OUTING
A day out at the seaside was really something aptexiook forward to. It was the main
event on the Chapel calendar as far as us kidseegreerned. In preparation for that great
day my sister Celia and | would go peasing. Weldipick as many bags as we could to
build up our seaside spending money. In the gamtyof the peasing season one could get up
to three shillings and sixpence a bag. It seerged picking one of those sacks full and only
for 17.5 new pence. It seemed to me that everyottee villages would be going for this
special seaside trip.

I recall the earlier outings when we would be taka the back of a lorry with the heavy iron
and wooden seats from the chapel set out in romsd@ll to sit on. No standing was strictly
enforced. Nowadays that mode of transport woultbdgidden. Our assembly point was on
the Guinea forecourt. It was strange that we va#osved to board there considering the
Chapel strong teachings on abstinence. We ween ttaikm there to Sandy Station and there
we eagerly waited on the platform for the trainake us to Skeggy, as we called it. Boarding
the steam powered train the youngsters would musecure a window seat and on the way
there the usual bags goodies would be handed routhe children — apple, orange and a few
sweets were the usual contents. We knew when ssegaBoston Stump that we would soon
be there. The Stump, as it was called, could be & miles around the flat Lincolnshire
countryside. The Stump was the Boston Church t@atto be built on faggots laid down
prior to the building of the foundations to stogiitking into the peaty Fen countryside.

On reaching Skeggy we had a long road to walk tgjinadhe town to the beach, passed rows
and rows of souvenir shops and fish and chip sh@e shop in particular, | liked to linger

in was a shop where they made the lettered seasile They would make it in one big lump
moulding in the letters at the same time. Thew tledled it and finally drew it to the usual
rock sized sticks and cropped it to length. Thiggs intrigued me. When we got to the
beach we hoped the tide would be in — at least MnctDad did — because it sure seemed to
go out a long way. On our return journey thereentbe usual singsongs before reaching
Sandy Station. Our luxury mode of transport wdugdvaiting there to take us on the last leg
of our journey home.

Later on when coaches took over from the trainsvere deposited right in front of the
seafront. Most of these trips seemed to favoumvarth. There was the usual singing of
wary but happy refrains on the coaches and theg a@ng with no less gusto. One in
particular was ‘Daisy Daisy’ to which we would sitigese words:

Daisy, Daisy the coppers are after you,

If they catch you, they'll give you a month or two
They'll tie you up with wire

Behind a Black Maria

So ring your bell and pedal like hell

On your bicycle made for two.

That version was very popular with the teenagedsveas repeated more than once; the miles
seemed to fly by. Those teenagers favoured thie deats. Mid-way stops were made at the
roadside cafes (or caffs as we used top call thdmips to the loo and refreshments were the
order of the day and of course the inevitable famgs on the pin ball and fruit machines,
then it was on our way again. Many a small heasl naalding off before we reached home
safe and sound.

Hall's farmhouse stands opposite the chapel aatstsat right angles to the road with the

farmyard in front of the house. This is surroundedhe other sides by barns and a milking
parlour. It was here we that we came to collectroilk from the dairy at the end of the
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farmhouse. This is still an active farm today argre Daphne, my school day dancing
partner still lives.

During the spring and summer in the meadow nekalis farm buildings there is a large
patch of nettles, (at least there was), this sfas @ften a source of ‘Free Range Eggs’. You
see, the chickens used to venture into the meaddwoathem the patch of nettles was an
ideal nesting site. Although not a constant egipbuy it was the occasional bonus proving
you did not mind getting stung in the process. I'lakchard, further up St John’s Road, has
a high fence round it and several of the applesthesl large clumps of mistletoe growing on
them. Even today mistletoe is still growing tharel the clumps are now huge. One clump
would be enough to supply the whole village at Sthmas.

HALL'S FARMHOLSE ST JOHNS RD.

Beyond the orchard is a field and next to thatskart farm track that leads into the large
meadow that fronts the eastern and south side af was General Thornton’s house. This is
now the Sue Ryder Home. Alongside the road andaertd the farm track there was a long
low brick shed with a pan-tiled roof. Most timesawvhpassing, one could hear the steady
throb of a large engine emanating from insidewds, | believe working to power a generator
that supplied electricity to the Thornton househdlid steady beat is to be heard no more.
The house that backed on to this generator shetliraus been a rather noisy residence when
the engine was working. It seems likely that therhton’s had this unit installed before
electricity came to the village and it is possithiat its voltage was different from that
supplied by the grid, hence its extended use befibeeations were made in the house.
Beyond this house was another group of thatchedged before the drive to Thornton’s was
reached.

Opposite the generator shed was Brown’s meadowstliMbouses are built on there now and
praise be, there was, and still is, another pdrds pond also froze over during the winter. It
was open on three sides and at the back were hawdind blackberry bushes with a tall ash
tree amongst them. A relic of that ash is stidlrth It was usual for this pond to provide us
with the first slides of winter. | was one of ttugs of the gang, so well it befell my lot to test
out the ice. | would say to myself, as | gingexiged my way across the ice, “If it bends it
bears, if it cracks it breaks”. This didn't helpuah especially when it bent and cracked at the
same time. However, it was usually safe acrosgtitlevhere we would slide because the
water was shallow there.
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MocGERHANGER  HOUSE.

At the T-junction at the end of Browns’ meadow,PRpad goes off to the right and meets
the other section at the Park gates. A spinney hatfway along the south side. Midway
along the north side there is a block of housesratite front house lived the Ashwells’ and
their daughter Jill. Mrs Ashwell (nee Little) way Mum'’s cousin Emma and we used to
call her Aunt Emm. Her elder sister Aunt Nancyrggeer last days being looked after my
Aunt Emm and she was 101 years old when she passsd

Miss Chapman, the infant school teacher, livednia of those houses and another family, of
Indian origin, the Rhodes lived in another. Thes¥e two daughters, Rosemary and Patsy;
Patsy went to Bedford High School.

At the end of the south side of this section okHRwad there used to be an old large house
and for a time Arthur Hall and his wife lived theMy sister Celia and |, when doing our
rounds singing Christmas carols would be invitegsida to sing; we stood in a large hall with
an impressive staircase, it had an aura of pasbattdr times. That old house has now
disappeared and its history has gone too.

On the corner of the entrance to the Park on tipesife side of the road stands a cottage
where the Collis family lived, across the roadha tvall pillar is an old Victorian letterbox —
still in use today. The Park gateway leads uplting to the grand building of
‘Moggerhanger House’

In 1777 the estate became the possession of Rbbemton who sold it to Godfrey
Thornton, who was at that time Director of the BaflEngland. In 1790 Godfrey employed
architect Sir John Soane to modify the house toenitakore comfortable (carried out 1792 —
1793, and cost £3,287). Godfrey died in 1805 aedettate passed to Stephen his son, who
was also Director of the Bank of England. Stepiaah further extensions added and it is now
noted for its Doric—columned curved portico. IMEMHumphrey Repton, the landscape
gardener came to Moggerhanger House and prepaasas far improving the estate. His Red
Book which he presented them with described theséoult is too large and much too
ornamental for a farm house, while it is too smaalll too humble for a family country seat
and its distance from the capital is too greateont its being called a villa. | shall therefore
consider it as an occasional sporting seat.

Stephen Thornton died in 1850 and Colonel Godfregriiton, Stephen’s eldest son,
inherited the estate. Then in 1857 he died andss@d to Colonel William Thornton, second
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son of Godfrey. William sold it on to the Dawkifasnily and he and his family moved to St
John’s House in St John’s Road.
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By 1919 the estate had passed through several haddsas acquired by Bedfordshire
County Council. It was used as a sanatorium tatar bs Park Hospital as an orthopaedic
centre; this closed on Christmas Eve 1987. lisr&ulooked suspect until taken over in 1995
by a Christian trust called Harvest Vision. Thegk over the main house and 15 acres of the
grounds for the grand sum of £1, on condition thay paid for renovations and restoration of
the house. Restorations went ahead and, workesell with English Heritage it is now a
‘listed Grade 1 building’ and a grant from the lesyt of £3,000,000 has secured its future.

DETATIL OF THE ORNAMENTAL
; OCTAGONAL CHIMNEY POLS :
AND THE END RIDGE CRNAMENTATTON.

I’'m sure that Sir John Soane (1753 — 1837) would/ék pleased to know that one of his
country houses is now on its way to complete resitmn. Soane, a neo-classicist, was also
responsible for designing the Bank of England, DetwCollege and the Soane Museum in
Lincoln’s Inn Fields London.

Park Hospital was where the Stacey sisters workddagione time Mum worked there part
time as a seamstress maintaining the hospital.lilNgar to the big house in the park grounds
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there was a beautiful wood alongside the walleddrian style garden. This wood in spring
is covered in parts with a carpet of snowdropsglatso behold. (I don’t recall seeing Spider
exert to extreme physical effort for his livelihgdmit it's my guess that this is where he
picked his bunches of snowdrops that he sold oriddédnarket to support his meagre
needs.) In recent years the wood has been dordibgtButch elm disease. Behind the north
wall of the Victorian garden there was an icehotisis,was in keeping with all the large
country houses of the Victorian era.

During the war the army set up a camp site in #mk grounds under the avenue of trees that
led from the big house out to the Bedford Road ¢sfip the drive that led to Vic Davison’s
Willow Hill Farm. The Peacock family lived in a hee halfway along this drive, it sure must
he been a long lonely walk for young Snip (Phitippet to school). When my mate and |
heard of the army’s presence in the park we wdrkkefa shot so off we rode on our bikes to
investigate. Whilst we were there we saw a grougotdiers looking up into the trees so we
moved over to have a look. The soldiers had sqagemn fly up into the top of a tree and
when we pointed out to him where it was, he took aith his .303 rifle and fired, we
blinked from the loud report and when we lookediragdl we saw was a few pigeon feathers
fluttering down. | don’t think they got their pige pie and | doubt if that pigeon came
anywhere near that spot again — at least, not tthissoldiers were there.

A PARTING SHOT.

(1) He said, ‘Do not point your gun (2) So | fired, and the tree came down
At the dove in the Judas tree: Limed leaf, branch and stock,
It might go off, you see.’ And the fantail swerving flew

Up like a shuttlecock

Released into the blue.
And he said, ‘Il told you so.’

C. Day Lewis.
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DETAIL OF THE ORNAMENTAL
OCTAGONAL CHIMNEY POTS
AD THE END RIDGE ORNAMENTATTION.

Near the avenue of trees there was a long narrpaecand the long straight hazel saplings
provided us with ready-made arrow shafts. In thtemn we would go there and shake the
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hazel branches then pick up the hazel nuts whenfétieo the ground. On our way back
home through the park we would head for the walrags and seek out the fallen nuts from
amongst the long grass; those we added to ourctioife

Back to the t-junction in St John’s Road we head3iadna. On our immediate left tall lime
trees border the drive that lead to Colonel Willihornton’s house (St John’s House) —
entry in the General Post Office Directory 1854nakg the highest branches of these limes
grow many a clump of mistletoe, way beyond our lheac

For many years at Moggerhanger village school, Gifas we affectionately called him)
Thornton — retired — donated a large Christmasftethe children’s party and for each child
there was a present from him and his good ladyatvd@#hmoment that was, waiting for each
gift to be cut down from the beautiful tree. Wstdined eagerly for our names to be called
then we almost ran to collect our gifts, not fotiget to bow or curtsy to our benefactor — it
was the highlight of our evening. An evening thatl started with a sit down tea, to be
followed by a magician, a magic lantern show or satier entertainment. We were then
called upon to sing carols round the Christmasdm®mpanied at the piano by Miss
Chapman. These carols were our thanks to Genboahfon and all the willing helpers at the
party, then after the call for ‘Three Cheers’ arillappy Christmas to All’, the National
Anthem was sung, we all made our way home glowiitly happiness.

During the summer there were garden fetes; these edd on the big lawn in front of the
General’'s house and were in aid of charities. @frtbe highlights of these fetes was of
course 'Bowling for the Pig’. This was usually ébed by Mr Vic Davison. It was always
suspected that the No 6 hole was too small fob#tito pass through and until it was
demonstrated that it would indeed go through, tilewere eager to try their luck. After six
balls had been bowled and a record was kept atie @nd of the day if there was a tie, there
was a playoff. Sometimes the winner was unable&p the pig, in which case a deal was
struck, with Mr Davison buying back the pig. Feses still held here and are now in aid of
the Sue Ryder Foundation — a worthy cause.

When the Sue Ryder Foundation took over the hodditi@nal buildings were constructed
and it became a home for the terminally ill pattenbDad always admired the ornate chimney
pots on this old house and when he died his remmmabrcollection — instead of flowers —
was sent here.

By the roadside beyond the driveway to St John’agdaand on the same side lived the
Thornton estate manager in St John’s Lodge. Tlig®Plived here. Every year above the
road- facing window, bees built their hive betwéea roof and the ceiling of this bay
window. Usually after the lime trees had flowetlked honey would drip through the ceiling
(so I was told by Dick Philips, their son). Fronetroad you could watch the bees flying to
and fro from under the eaves of the window.

Continuing along this stretch of the Budna Roadhitaanches of the trees in the spinneys on
both sides used to touch in a canopy above the lnadince the Dutch elm disease the trees
have been drastically thinned out and now moshetall trees have disappeared leaving an
open sky above. Now only spindly saplings bortderrbadsides. There are two ponds, one
on the far side of each spinney, out of sight efriiad. Neither was good for sliding on,
there was too much overhang and undergrowth rcdume@dges and the reeds made the ice
unsafe.

The pond on Thornton’s side of the road was fed byream that flowed from the roadside
ditch at the bottom of the slight incline. Thisngowas difficult for direct access but could be
approached from Thornton’s meadow. The pond waallyshome to a family of moorhens
who built their nests way out of reach of lightgared hands. There were many an ivy
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covered trunk along the side of this spinney wiiiadl quite a range of nesting birds, but the
one | liked to find was the nest of the wren, santelaborate nest for such a tiny bird and
built with a roof and beautifully lined with dowrAt the end of the spinneys you could look
up ahead to Sherehatch Wood. The meadow thateftb@leneral Thornton’s house ended at
a hedgerow at right angles to the road, it wagspersed by a line of trees; the clump at the
end of this line were larch. The land on the saidle of the hedgerow was cultivated and
along the headland a foot-worn track led towarésetist across a style into another meadow
that stretched right up to the Budna and ThornGat®en road. Poole’s Farm backed onto
this meadow in the vale ahead, with Budna Farm thehill to the left.
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The meadow was full of all sorts of wildlife anaystal clear brook flowed along the lower
eastern side into a pond midway along the brodkis Was an ideal spot to watch frogs,
newts and tiddlers swimming and a jam jar cameaimdly in which to take home some
tadpoles. Watercress was also there for the taKiimpre were plenty of rabbits that grazed
this meadow, hares too. Quite a flock of ploveith wheir distinctive cry used to soar over
this area and partridge and skylarks would ne#iterlong grass.

Milkmaids abounded in the wetter areas of the meaaad in the spring the meadow was a
sea of cowslips; we would pluck the flower headd filha paper carrier bag, then take them
to Miss Chapman who would make wine with them. d¥ions and coltsfoot grew there too
and we gathered them in a like fashion. Patche®gfdaisies nodded their heads amongst
the yellow buttercups and daisies; a few wild atdstbhloomed there as well.
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To see a world in a grain of sand
And a heaven in a wild flower.
William Blake

That meadow has disappeared under the plough ahdtvits beauty.

Across the brook at the northern end of the meaaluivthrough a five-barred gate there was
another meadow. This was flanked on its north bideady Wood and on its west and south
sides by high hawthorn hedges. In the middle isf¢last-west sloping meadow there was a
square-shaped wood and its sparse trees allowekblaies to grow between them, although
the hedges around the meadow supplied the besfdrihose yummy blackberry and apple
puddings. The eastern side of this meadow waslyrfesiced in, with a line of Lombardy
poplars along it. Their tall tops proved fatal anight during the war. It was ori' April

1941 when a low-flying Lockheed Hudson of Coastain@and clipped the top of a couple
of poplars and it crashed into the meadow betweersquare wood and the southern hedge.
Sadly the crew perished. | picked up a few piedd3erspex from the windows of the plane
and fashioned them into rings and crosses. Wihesedventually went to, | do not know.
Even that meadow and wood have disappeared unel@tabgh.

In wartime, with the need for homegrown food thweesn’t as much widespread and
intensive farming as there is today. Indeed, witeeee was open farmland which was
considered a possible landing site for enemy tr@apying gliders, upright poles were
erected criss-crossing these fields, with wirestshred taut between them. These were
designed to cause the gliders to crash on laniirtge hope that it would immobilise most of
the enemy troops they carried.

Back to the Budna road — on the right hand sidehéyhe old water filter beds you get a
grand view of Moggerhanger House in the park wiéhgnowdrop wood sweeping behind it
and round to the left. On the lawn to the lefttef house stood a large cedar of Lebanon, a
grand tree emphasising the importance of the hoWdeen the house was used as a
sanatorium they held summer fetes on its closdlywtiand they were usually opened by
one of the local dignitaries.

We move on up the road to where an old crab appéeused to flourish, its tempting but tart

fruits attracted the unwary. Beyond the crab apptée field, nearer to the sanatorium, there
was another overgrown pond.
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A little further up the road from the crab applelam the other side of the road there still
stands the old oak tree. One day this was strydightning, the scar on its trunk is still
visible. From here and on by Sherehatch Woodraasfadeadman’s oak’ both sides of the
road are bordered by wide verges. It was alonggtierges that ‘Papa’ and Violet Dawson
would graze their stock. That was how things waerél the farmers grubbed up the
hedgerows, filled in the ditches then ploughed ithiw a few feet of the road. Even down
the Budna road the verges are but a shadow ofghstrglory. The various variety of violets,
the hips and haws of the wild rose and the hawthtbeelderberries and other wild hedgerow
fruits are now just a memory. When the wildlifeadles the farmer’s crops, he wonders why.
He then proceeds to scare the ‘pests’ away witls gmd noisy bird-scarers. There was peace
and a balance in the countryside in those days.

Opposite the Budna-Thorncote Green turn the faradlaed meandered at right angles along
a spinney and a hedgerow or two before joiningstheéhernmost end of the sanatorium
snowdrop wood. This route made for a nice cirastaalk with the winding path through

the wood taking you back to Park Road, ‘round toamd home. A wonderful Sunday
afternoon or evening stroll.

Before we leave this spot | recall that it was shelBudna road led to the ‘Budna treacle
pits’! | have yet to see those pits and that reshai sticky question, or could it just be the
mire in the Budna Farm yard? |wonder. The lanthe right of the road after the Budna
turn was farmed during the war by a conscientidajecior and on this piece of land was
another of the village ponds. This pond was surded by pussy willows; their silver catkin
buds would sparkle in the sun before they burst énglorious yellow. Bull-rushes also
flourished in this pond. Ponds were mostly manmadmetimes where clay had been
extracted for local brick making, or as a watefade for their stock where no stream or
brook existed. That being so there must have tsemore cattle in the area than there is
today, most land is now arable.

We now draw level with Sherehatch Wood. Just ms$ite wood there was a house called
The Wood House, but only the footings remained wiierknew it. Sherehatch Wood is to
the west of the road and it is criss-crossed kattece of ridings. They are beautiful to walk
along in the spring, especially when the bluebsiésin bloom. Sometimes one can be lucky
and find several white flowered blooms. Much rastdt could be found a butterfly orchid — |
only ever recall finding one specimen. Other \ilitdvers that were numerous along those
ridings were the violet, primrose, self-heal, bugieod anemone, figwort and the tall prickly
teasel.

Butterflies flitted to and fro, the brimstone, thgeckled wood, the orange tip, tortoiseshell
and the peacock, they all added more colour ancement to the wild flowers as you walked
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along the track on the north side of the wood, ast the B.B.C. TV mast (a recent
construction) then over the brow of the hill. Frbere the track goes on past Hill Farm then
drops down and eventually comes out at Willingtorssroads.

Sherehatch Wood, standing on top of the ridge beaseen from afar from many directions
and was an added attraction for another Sundasnafie walk from the village. Dad loved
strolling round this area, it was his favourite kyals indeed it was for many of Dad’s mates,
‘Squibber’ Jeeves, Fred Dunham, Jack Craft, Bitlble, to name but a few. Although Dad
lived and was born in Bedford, Queen’s Park ate&as considered in those days part of the
countryside and so Dad was always a country |&eaitt. Dad and Jack Danniels, with their
dogs, would often be seen alongside the wood ey@efll of a rabbit or two, or even a bird
for the table.

Many a winter’s Saturday afternoon I've been tosthwoods with Dad collecting the fallen
logs and braches for firewood. We would drag thdbdr to the edge of the wood to where we
had parked our bikes and when we had enough asséfwbuld hold Dad’s bike, then he
would carefully load the poles — some up to 10figle- across the handlebars and the saddle.
Then securely lashed in place and allowing the lednads to turn enough for steering we set
off for the long walk home. It could be said that were warmed four times with that winter
fuel, once gathering the logs, secondly cartingntheme, thirdly cutting them up and
stacking them in the barn and finally, sitting atedly in front of a nice warm log fire on a
wet or icy cold day.

In the middle of Sherehatch Wood at the junctiothefmain ridings there was a
gamekeeper’s hut. Near the hut lines were stratgden two vertical poles and all the
gamekeeper’s vermin trophies were hanging on ifés-+ I'm not quite sure if he did this to
warn other vermin to keep away, or to impress #tate owner that he was doing his job.
Some hanging there were fresh, like the jay andtbat, when | saw them and others had
evidently been there for some time and were juslesins.

At the southern end of Sherehatch Wood (Mox Hil§ Budna road ends at a t-junction on
the Northill to Cople road, and Cardington. Thpstsis called ‘Deadman’s Oak’ and is
marked on the maps of the area. The story goeésitiéef or highwayman met his just
deserts on the spot where the oak tree now stdhdss said that he was staked out spread-
eagle fashion until he was no more and that ontbeobak stakes took root; the oak tree that
grew still stands on that sharp corner to this dagdly the trunk is suffering the ravages of
time, from posters being nailed to it to modern-ttmg vehicles scarring its bark as they try
to negotiate the sharp corner.

In Sherehatch Wood near ‘Deadman’s Oak’ alongdkedast-west riding there is a small
clearing round a tall oak tree. Beneath this bismattered Dad’s ashes. (It was at his request
that they should be scattered in the wood and Wétéer place for a carpenter — under an oak
tree!) The sun shines down on this spot allowirgwoodland plants to thrive once more and
to re-establish themselves.

Pat and | visited that spot on that October dayvamitst we were there Pat sowed a few
aquilegia vulgaris, the Colorado State flower tblimbine (or as Mum called them, Granny
Bonnets). We will have to wait to see if any adsh seeds germinate. Not there long enough
to observe all the animals and bird life, and ke visit the grey squirrel let himself be seen
only briefly. So we left that tranquil spot foretfiora and the fauna to flourish, at the
southern end of Moggerhanger!
In the ‘Book of Remembrance’ for Dad we wrote: -
Resting where the Bluebells bloom, And the Oakésdall.
1906-1977 At Peace.
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In 1995 Mum passed away and her ashes were pestanr
her Mum and Dad’s grave in Blunham Cemetery.
1906-1995.

Three trees were planted on Decemi3et995 in Moggerhanger School grounds, to the
memory of Mum and Dad. They were donated and pthhy Auntie Bubbles and Uncle
Alec. Mr and Mrs Hyde (Mike and Shirley — cousin).

The other one was planted by Mr and Mrs Mann (Tercpusin)

The trees planted were:
Acer pseudoplatanus, ‘Brilliantissimum’

Robinia pseudoacacia, ‘Frisia’
Betula utilis, ‘Jacquemontii’

Reproduced for the Moggerhanger Website by kinthjs=ion of Keith Lawrence
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