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A Bucket and Spade Job
and this does not mean a visit to the seaside!!
May 1995. Note from the Newsletter Editor... I am pleased to say that I have persuaded one of our village's older
inhabitants to put pen to paper and let us all share his reminiscences of Dry Drayton in the past. What follows is
the first of a small series of articles which I hope will be of interest not only to the older local inhabitants but also
to anyone with an interest in life in the village as it was.
When I was about five years old, some eighty years ago (now you can guess my age!), I went with my mother to
visit an aunt in Cambridge. During this visit I had a call of nature. I was able to manage by myself at this age but
I was instructed that after 'doing my duty' in the nearby WC I had to call my mother as it was different from ours
with regard to the plumbing as ours was a 'Bucket and Spade' job.
I admired its lovely white marble throne which was a glory to behold. When mother came in, she instructed me
to pull a chain hanging, as I thought, from the ceiling. This I did and behold, after a rattle and clattering of metal,
a gush of water arose as if the heavens had opened. I thought it was a storm.
When all became quiet, I looked in the throne and said, 'Where has it all gone, Mum?'. It was all explained to
me later, but it was a visit I never forgot.
Now, to get to that stage in our village took some 40 years and in four separate steps. I will describe each one:
No 1. The old method used for hundreds of years was the 'Spade and Bucket' job. Most houses had a large
garden and sometimes close by (or not too close!) was the closet. This contained a bench type seat in which was
cut a hole some 12 inches in diameter - this was called the 'throne'. Underneath this was placed a huge bucket
made for the job which fitted under the throne. The bench seat had a hinged top which was lifted to remove the
bucket (and contents) about once a week.
Now, to do this job, generally at dusk, grandad lit his pipe or cigarette and with his spade dug a hole in the garden
about 18 inches deep. He emptied the contents of the bucket into the hole and filled the hole with soil - a job
well done! The garden always produced a good crop of vegetables the following year, especially tomatoes. This
process is now called recycling or making use of waste produce!
No 2. I had a bungalow built in 1936 and at that time a bucket with a metal surround fitted with a hinged seat
was invented. The owner was supplied with a chemical which was put in said bucket and was supposed to work
and destroy all contents - it did not work very well!
No 3. A few years later, water was laid on (about 1940) and, with planning permission from the Chesterton Rural
District Council (which was in power then), we could at last have flush toilets to do the job of disposing of the
sewage. You had to build a brick-lined hole some six feet deep and about three feet in diameter which was at
least 30 - 40 feet from the house and connected from the house to a soakaway (as it was called) by glazed pipes
four inches in diameter. As we in this area are on Blue Boulder clay soil after about 9 inches, the soakaways did
not do as they were intended, in fact, the liquid did not drain away as it would have done on sandy or chalk soil.
To solve this problem, some of the owners found the locality of land drains and connected overflow pipes to
these. For several years this trouble caused friction between neighbours and farmers as the sewage went into
the local ditches, etc. In fact, the bottom or lower end of the village suffered from sewage spoils seeping
everywhere from the top end. Sometimes the smell was awful and created bad feelings all round.
No4. About 1954, mains sewerage came to the village, so this solved everybody's problems and we are now back
to when I had my first visit to the flush toilet. We have gone full circle!
PS. I have an old dictionary which defines the word 'loo' as a card playing game. It gives a new meaning to the
modem expression 'going to the loo'. I thought you went for other reasons!!
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Building New Scotland Farm and its first 40 years, Mr. Terah Franklin Hooley
The Building of New Scotland Farm and its First Forty Years under the Ownership of Mr. Terah Franklin Hooley
My story starts in the early 1900s up to about 1946, when the property was sold. At that time Scotland Farm’s
land covered just under 1,000 acres and included Church Farm, now owned by Mr. Pearce. It took up a large
area on the south-west side of the Parish corner, and all the land on the south side of the main Dry Drayton road,
from the church up to the main A45 road, excluding the 90 odd acres owned by Chivers Farm and the field called
‘France’. So, it was nearly two miles from Dry Drayton church up to a field called ‘White Pitts’ which ran up to
the corner near the Hardwick turn. (When the new A45 was built it cut a few acres off its boundary). Its boundary
also ran along the old A45 up to Childerley Gate and down the adjacent Childerley Estate (about half a mile),
joining the main Dry Drayton road’s west side by the old farm entrance (another quarter of a mile). Now coming
from the A45 for about half a mile on the west side, is a private road off the main road which runs down to Old
Scotland Farm. This comprised a large farmhouse (now modernised and extended), two cottages at the rear and
the usual farm buildings. This was the situation up to the early 1900s.
Now at that time there lived two well-known men in the financial world who, by fair means or foul, made a lot
of money - their names were Horatio Bottomley and Mr. Terah Hooley. Mr. Hooley bought Scotland Farm (as
described above), moving from Papworth Hall (now part of Papworth Hospital), where he lived in style! Having
acquired the property, he then decided to build a new set of farm buildings on the main road nearly opposite the
old farm. I cannot state precisely when they were started but I do know they were finished in 1906 and 1907. It
is general knowledge that all the bricks and building material for these buildings were carted from Oakington
Station by horse and cart. Now a horse and cartload is about 1 ton, so you can imagine what this entailed in
horse power and time with men to build the farm buildings and 20 houses - and all uphill!!
Mr. Hooley, being a well-known pig breeder who showed his pigs all over the country, commissioned the building
of large cattle barns with well-built side buildings. (Because of the changes in farming today these are now used
as Business Units.) The 20 houses were erected in five pairs each side of the cattle barns and were built to the
‘deluxe’ standards appertaining at the time! They each had a small well dug just outside the kitchen to catch the
roof rainwater (no piped water being available in those days!). Connected to the well outside was a hand pump
over the kitchen sink - a modern wonder! The buildings were constructed of solid brick and having stood some
90 years (and now modernised) will, I am sure, stand for another 90 years! This also applies to the six built for
Mr. Hooley at the same time (45 to 55 High Street, Dry Drayton) to a different specification - i.e. four rooms, 2
up and 2 down. The houses were known as Victory Terrace. (Fifty years later, I owned 53 and 55 and helped
modernise them). In all Mr. Hooley had 32 houses, tenanted by his workmen until about 1920 - i.e. the 20 ‘new
farm houses’, 2 at the Old Farm, 2 at Church Farm near the church, 2 in Pettitt’s Lane (subsequently to become
one, now owned by Dr. Organ), and the 6 in Victory Terrace.
Having explained how the New Farm came to be built, I will now tell you what I know about the Hooley Family
as my story so far revolves around Mr. Hooley Snr. who had two sons, Terah and Ernest. I do not know if Terah
Jnr. was married before he came to live at Old Scotland Farm, but he was married with one daughter and his
brother Ernest living with them in the 1920s and part of the 1930s.
During 1906-1920 the six houses called Victory Terrace in the village were all tenanted by his own workers. My
Father was one of these, and I started my school days from Victory Terrace at the age of four in 1913. Now
around 1920, I think for financial reasons, Mr. Hooley moved out all his tenants from these six cottages and the
two in Pettitt’s Lane, and sold them off, mostly to retired people, priced at around £350 each.
Of the two brothers, Mr. Terah Hooley was the main farmer - Ernest being mostly classed as another worker (he,
and another worker named Perse from Childerley, were noted for their amorous activities in the local area and
well known for their choice of local ladies!). Now Terah was classed as a ‘Gentleman Farmer’ and a good one at
that. His manager was a Mr. William Hobbs, who will be remembered by several older people today. He was a
big man and had to address Mr. Hooley always as ‘sir’ - as did all the workers. Mr. Hobbs lived in the house next
to the main buildings. All the workers in the houses on the farm had to keep the gardens back and front spic and
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span, and all the front gates, which were painted white, had to be kept shut - if not Mr. Hobbs was instructed to
threaten them with the sack - Mr. Hooley being very strict about tidiness.
At that time all the fields were about 20-30 acres in area and had small hedges around them, some 2-3 ft high these had to be trimmed back each year. (Nowadays these fields are made into vast prairie-like areas to
accommodate the huge combine harvesters that replace the manual work of farm labourers. Harvesting is now
carried out mostly sitting in comfort in an air-conditioned cabin, doing the work in a couple of weeks that, in my
early days, took months!).
I will now carry on with Mr. Hooley’s life in the 1930s up to 1946 when he retired and sold up. In the 1930s
agriculture was in a poor way - wheat selling at less than £25 per ton. Mr. Hooley was again in financial trouble
and, as a counter measure, had to dispense with a lot of his men in the farm cottages. They were given the
option of renting the cottages or moving out and the cottages let the general public for rent. (There are still
several people in the village who did at that time work and live in the farm cottages).
His work staff was cut so low that he had to employ extra help to get the harvest in - so, for two harvest seasons
(1934 and 1935) I actually helped on his farm, working (which was hard manual labour) on every field and acre
on the farm. (At that time, all the fields were named. For example, the one opposite where Adrian Peck’s
bungalow now stands, was named “Mile Tree” because a big tree stood in it close to the road, which was just a
mile to the village).
At harvest time, which was of course with horsepower, we had to work in pairs. The first job was to go round
the outside of the field with a scythe to clear a path for the three horses pulling the binder which tied the sheaves
up and dumped them on the ground. We then had to pick these up by hand and put them into shocks of ten or
twelve to dry out. A horse and cart were then used with one man pitching and one man on the cart loading the
shocks; they were then taken to the stackyard to be put into ricks or stacks to be thrashed out in the winter using
machinery which needed ten men to work it. Mr. Hooley had a big rickyard on the site where Adrian Peck’s
bungalow now stands, and another one on the site at Church Farm (where Mr. Pearce now has his pigsties). The
work was really strenuous because Mr. Hooley was a hard man. Although stacking elevators had been invented,
he would only allow these to be used when building haystacks - he would not allow corn sheaves to be dumped
on the elevator as too much corn was lost in the process! (This job is now done in one operation with a combine
harvester.) Tractor power took over from horsepower in 1940. This state of affairs went on until 1946.
Now besides Mr. Hooley’s financial problems, he also had domestic trouble which resulted in Mrs. Hooley leaving
the farm with her daughter and divorcing him. His brother Ernest also left and set up a butcher’s shop in
Comberton and later moved away. After a few years on his own in the Early 1940s, he struck up a friendship
with a Miss Parsons who was Head Teacher at the village school. Despite her being several years younger than
Mr. Hooley, they were subsequently married and lived at the farm until he sold it in 1946. Shortly after leaving
the village, Mr. Hooley suffered ill health and his new wife nursed him until he died a few years later.
Sid Martin, March 1996
Editor’s Note: This is the second article written by Mr. Sid Martin, a senior inhabitant of our village. He is well
qualified to look back on the farming life as it was, as he has now passed his 85th milestone and during the first
40 years of his working life he worked in agriculture on nearly every field and acre in the parish! During our chats,
I learned some interesting facts about Sid and now pass the following on to you, as he put it:
“I started work in the holidays at 12 years old, left school aged 14 and took one of the only jobs going then which
was ‘on the land’. This was all heavy manual work and you were passed out as a fully-grown man if you could
carry an 18-stone 2¼ cwt sack of wheat up a small ladder on to a tumbril cart. I achieved this when I was aged
20. It was hard going until 1940 when I and other local men got more permanent work with the newly set up
‘War Agricultural Committee’, mostly working with farm machinery which had just replaced horsepower. In 1952
this Committee was closed down, and, after a break of about two years, I switched from agriculture to apiary
culture - ‘Beekeeping’. Having been in this line some 30 years as a hobby, I gained enough knowledge of the
subject to qualify for the post of Bee Disease Officer for the four counties (as they were then) of Cambridgeshire,
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Huntingdonshire, Isle of Ely and the Soke of Peterborough (now all united). I did this job until I retired 20 years
ago. Now this job involved quite a lot of paperwork, for example, form filling and reports, so it was good practice
for putting pen to paper.”

More stories of the past by Sid Martin - Arthur Frohock
Last month, Sid Martin wrote about Terah Hooley, the owner of Scotland Farm to the south-west of the parish.
This month we read about another well-known farmer, Arthur Frohock, who farmed on the other side of the
parish.
This story is about the life of a Dry Drayton farmer named Arthur Frohock who farmed some 7-800 acres of land
in the north-west of the parish. At this point I will say that we should give thanks for Mr. Frohock, because it was
he who gave the village land and the labour to build the first Village Hall. This started a social life in the village
which until then had no meeting-place except for about half a dozen public houses, which in those days were for
men only, and the old rectory or the school which were used on rare occasions.
My story starts in 1910. Mr. Frohock lived in Phypers Farm in what was until recently the village shop but was
then the farmhouse with its surrounding farm buildings. It was on the boundary of Proctors Farm and almost
next door to the farmhouse.
The farmland boundary adjoined Rectory Farm (now owned by Mr. Carter) and ran straight up to the Lolworth
parish boundary). From here it continued for 1.5 miles along the boundary to the Lolworth service station and
then along the A14 to a point nearly opposite Slate Hall Farm. This land took in Radegund Farm which had then
no houses - only farm buildings - and a 52-acre field which went up to the top of Crafts Hill; this land is now part
of the golf course. It then ran along the Plantation which separated it from Mr. Searle’s 20-acre field (now owned
by Mr. Warren) and came back to the village by a private green lane. This farmland also included a 5-6-acre field
opposite Mr. Frohock’s farmhouse, which was developed later to become Cotton’s Field, of which more later. It
is interesting to note that in all this large area there was only one house for farm workers, which is still standing
today at Bar Hill. The rest of the farm workers all lived in houses in the village and walked each day to Bar Farm
about a mile away along the Drift.
I started working for Mr. Frohock on every acre when I was 12 years old. Like Mr. Hooley, who was farming in
the village at the same time, he was a hard man to work for. If you didn’t pull your weight you were soon sacked.
On Friday nights wages were handed out at the back door of the farmhouse by Arthur himself. On reaching 21
years of age you received 30 shillings (£1.50 in ‘new’ money) for a 50-hour week over six years. For a month at
harvest-time you had double pay for the longer hours worked. With this extra money you set yourself up for the
year with clothing and suchlike. The wages were fixed by the Wages Board and remained static for ten years or
more until 1939 when the war started, and it was on this sum that I married in the 1930s.
In those days, of course, you walked everywhere, and the farm ran on horsepower. Tumbril carts were used for
farm transport and they were pulled by huge horses weighing half a ton or more. When I was about 16 my job
was to drive the cart. This meant that you took an empty cart to the harvest-field and led the loaded cart and
the horse back to the farm.
Now we had a rig horse called Turpin who had great acceleration on the word ‘Go’. One day I got in the tumbril
cart and, before I could give the word, Turpin was off. I had not got hold of the reins to control him, so he made
for the gateway on his own and hit the post. Instead of the post breaking it stood firm and the cart went over
on its side, tipping me out as it did so. Fortunately, no bones were broken. The farm workers had to unharness
Turpin before he could get himself up (unharmed). There was no damage to the cart either when the farm
worked lifted it upright.
A tumbril cart was put to sad use one day. Mr. Frohock had a working horse keeper for many years, a good
faithful servant by the name of Phillip Dodson who had lost his wife and lived all alone at Bar House Farm. In
those days we only had horse-drawn hearses, but none could get down the Drift in any case when Phillip died,
because it was too muddy. So, the only transport we could use was a tumbril cart. It was cleaned up, Phillip’s
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favourite horse was put in the shafts and corn sacks were lain on the bottom of the cart for a soft rise. My
brother was the leader of this cortege up the Drift to the churchyard there to be met by the Rector of Hardwick
who conducted the service at the graveside where Mr. Dodson was laid to rest with full respect. Mr. Frohock
was there. One of his farm workers, Jack Doggett, had married Phillip’s daughter Sally, and as he not only sang
in the church choir and rang the bells but was verger and sexton too, it was he who dug the grave for his poor
father-in-law.
Mr. Frohock took over all the farmland in the early 1900s and was helped by his uncle Jacob who farmed and
lived at Grange Farm Lolworth on the adjoining land. Arthur was married and had two daughters, Joan and
Mollie. Arthur would help on the farm at times with the machinery and even with the milking, which came in
useful as you will read later. In the 1920s he lived in style; he went hunting with his neighbours and owned the
first motorcar in the village.
His workforce consisted of about sixteen farmworkers, three housemaids and a manservant called Charles
Thompson, who lived with his three daughters in one of the three brick cottages opposite. Two of his sons, one
of whom was called Sid, worked on the farm. Sid courted and married one of Arthur’s housemaids Eira and the
two lived all their married life in the first council house opposite Victory Terrace. Most of you will remember Eira
for all the social work she did, they were a much-loved couple in the village. Eira died in 1985 at the age of 83
and Sid died in 1988 aged 90.
In the late 1920s Arthur Frohock ran into financial troubles, what with bad corn markets and domestic problems.
An old hunting friend, Ben Brooks of Childerley Hall farmed Rectory Farm, and, when the farmhouse became
vacant, he offered it to Arthur and his family with a few cows. It must have been very humiliating for him, as he
then had to milk his own cows and ladle out the milk to his former employees. He delivered it by motorcar round
the villages for many years.
What happened to the farms? Chivers bought the bulk of the land including Phypers Farm, and Bar Hill and
Radegund Farms were later sold for development as Bar Hill village. Proctors Farm changed hands many times
until about 1950 when Ben Searle took it on before selling most of it to Mr. Pearson of Grange Farm Lolworth.
Ben retained 3-4 acres and now several new houses have been built on some of the land now known as Searles
Meadow. Now all that is left of the farmlands is a 20-acre field on the most southerly corner of the land and a
5-6-acre field opposite the farmhouse. These two fields were bought by Mr. Warren, a fruit farmer near
Wilburton. He planted the big field with plums and apples and the small field in the village with strawberries and
raspberries. Local village people went ‘fruit-picking at Warrens’ for many years.
About 1970 Mr. Warren sold off the top part of the field for housing and the houses were sold off separately as
they were built. I would call this development of ten houses, now called Cotton’s Field, a businessman’s paradise
for several reasons: it is a quiet cul-de-sac; there is a lovely view of the countryside looking towards Cambridge;
it is a short walk to the school, chapel, church, bus stop and Village Hall. No traffic roars down by night and day
as it does at this end of the village. I rather think that Arthur Frohock himself would like to have retired there!
Sid Martin, September 1996

Frohock’s faithful workers
Last month, Sid Martin referred to several village families. This month he unravels the Ingle, Markham and Impey
families, amongst others. When you have read his account, you will understand why, when you mention a name
to one of the older village families, they always seem to say, "Oh yes, he's my cousin”.
Arthur Frohock, about whom I wrote last month, engaged a big family named Ingle to live in Proctors farmhouse
and to work on his land. The family consisted of Father, <missing text here?> called his four sons - Ern, Bert,
Perce and Fred - and three daughters - Ada, Rose and Alice.
At the north end of the four thatched houses opposite the church lived a thatcher, Joshua Markham with his wife
and family, consisting of four daughters - Miriam, Elsie, Jessie and Frances. All were staunch members of the
church.
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Now three of the four Ingle sons married three of the four Markham daughters:
Ern married Elsie in 1923
Bert married Jessie in 1924
Perce married Frances in 1933
When they were married, Ern and Bert lived next door to each other in the two cottages which are now the
Nevilles' house in Park Lane. Perce and Frances married and lived with Mr. and Mrs. Markham until the latter
died in the 1940s. The eldest daughter Miriam married a widower, Mr. Chapman, and lived in the house next
door. Thus, the two families continued to stay very close to each other.
All the Ingle wives had children, and, in fact, Frances' daughter Pearl still lives in the village with her husband.
Frances was the church organist for several years and still played until 1980. She died in 1989. Sadly, her husband
Perce died much earlier in 1965 at the age of 60.
Towards the end of his life Ern lived in a council house near Oak Crescent. He was a church verger and caretaker
for several years until he died in 1977 at age of 82.
When Arthur Frohock had to retire from farming, Fred Ingle senior lost his job. He then got a job with Terah
Hooley at Scotland Farm and by that time the elder sons, Ern, Bert and Perce, had married, so that left young
Fred and Alice at home with their parents. When Fred senior retired from Scotland Farm, he decided to take a
job at Caldecote, two miles away across the old A45. One evening in about 1932, as he was crossing over the
road, he was killed by a motorist - a sad end. This then left young Fred and Alice at home with their widowed
mother.
I was always a great friend of Fred and we always went about together. One night at a dance in Fenstanton Fred
met a young lady called Beatrice whom he courted for about two years. They then got married and lived for
about two years in one of the cottages at Scotland Farm. They went to live at Hemingford Grey where they spent
the rest of their lives. They are both dead now.
As for the three Ingle daughters, Ada married Jack Dilley who worked for a time on Arthur Frohock's farm, but
then moved away. They have since died. Rose married a Mr. Morlin and went to live at Toft. As for Alice, the
youngest, she married Jim Starling and lived near Mother at Scotland Farm. Sadly, Jim died of lung trouble when
he was still quite young. Alice married again and went with her daughter Sonia to live in St. Ives. They may well
be alive, but Alice would be in her eighties.
Another of Frohock's faithful workers was Jack Doggett, who lived in one of the two cottages on the left-hand
corner of Pettitt’s Lane. He was the main stacker on the farm, which meant that at harvest time he built the corn
stacks or ricks in the farmyard and, when the corn was threshed out, he built the straw stacks. He was a staunch
churchgoer; he sang in the choir, rang the bells and was also a verger. You may remember from my last article
that he was also the gravedigger.
Next door to Jack Doggett lived a Mr. William Impey, a well-known village name. In fact, some of his family are
still living in the village, so I must write quietly! Mr. Impey was a hard-working man, as I know, for I worked with
him. He was a good all-round farmworker - he had to be, because he reared a big family, consisting of four sons
and five daughters. Most of them were born and brought up in the house on Pettitt’s Lane or in one of three old
houses in Cotton’s Field. When Arthur Frohock gave up his farms, the Council had just built a block of new houses
in Oakington Road. One of these had four bedrooms, so this was allotted to Mr. Impey and his brood. One by
one they flew the nest, but about eight years ago the family bought this house which is now occupied by Jean
Hamit. We were all saddened by the death of her husband who had such a fine voice and sang with the
Cottonpickers. But Jean is still with us and her many friends hope that she will be involved in the community and
with the local Methodist Chapel for many years to come.
These were some of my friends and fellow workers on Arthur Frohock’s farm.
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The story and history of Victory Terrace, and how No. 57 came to be built.
Victory Terrace, i.e. Nos. 45 – 55 High Street
If you travel up the High Street you will pass a house which until recently was the village Post Office and shop
but is now restored to its former glory as a farmhouse, known as Phypers Farm in the 1920s. Proceeding further
along the High Street on the left you would have passed Proctors Farm, now gone, and where the village hall
stands you would have seen open grassland until you arrived at a row of red brick houses, just by the right turn
into Pettitt’s Lane; these are the subject of my story. They are not terraced houses as their name suggests, but
three separate pairs of houses with side entrances to the back of each house. They were built about 1906 for
Mr. Hooley, the owner at that time of Scotland Farm. as houses for his farm workers. In 1914 my father was one
of his farm tenants and I started my school days from there. Mr. Hooley, I think for financial reasons, sold them
off in about 1920 and the farm workers had to move out. They were bought mostly by retired people for about
£380 each.
These houses differ from the Scotland Farm cottages, in that they were just two rooms up and two down, with
the front room door opening onto a small garden 2-3m wide leading on to the High Street. Each house had an
open fireplace. The living room at the back had stairs in the corner and a kitchen cooking range. About 14 feet
back from each house there was a brick-built building containing a coalhouse, a WC and a washroom which
housed a built-in copper with a fireplace and chimney to heat the water for washday. The building had a
continuous roof the whole length of all the separate outhouses, so to get to each back garden you had to go
under an archway and, as far as I know, you still have to! At that time the area between the outhouses and the
houses (some 14 feet wide) was an open space which was used as a playground by us as we grew up there.
(Subsequent owners had kitchens or other modernisations built on this land.)
Why Mr. Hooley chose to buy this corner site to build these houses, I do not know, particularly as he had nearly
1,000 acres on his farm, but they are built on an ideal site with views from the back bedrooms over Childerley
and Lolworth.
The houses are now 90 years old, and no doubt will stand for another 90 years, if the brickwork is anything to go
by - the bricks and mortar are so hard (a plumber's nightmare) - as I learned by experience working in the houses
later on!
In 1944 my late brother, Bernie Martin, bought No. 53 and it was at this time that the open space at the back of
the house was blocked off as he, and other owners of the houses, built kitchens by their back doors.
When Victory Terrace was built in 1906 there were no other houses or bungalows nearby and these six houses
stood out like a cornerstone for the village at its most northern corner and were admired by all. (It was not until
the early 1920s that council houses were built opposite them on the other side Of the High Street.)
No. 53 was owned and tenanted by various members of our family until the 1970s. We had hoped that my
mother would move into this modern house, but she declined to do so and it was agreed by the family that I
could buy it (in 1961) at its market value which was around £2,000. I later bought No. 55 and an adjoining plot
of land. No. 55 (the end house) had stood empty for 2-3 years - the last owner being Mrs Day, a keen member
of the Methodist Church, who had died. The house was in a very poor condition with missing slates and collapsed
bedroom ceilings. A member of my family being a builder, suggested that if we could buy it at a reasonable price
we could repair it and make the two houses a pair, modernising them at the same time, i.e. install hot water
systems and make the washhouses into bathrooms. (Quite a formidable task as there was no sewerage in the
village at that time, though there was piped water which came in 1952). As I was a keen businessman, I
negotiated with the solicitor selling the house and was able to buy it for £1,100 (he had asked for offers over
£1,000).
Modernisation then proceeded and, as mentioned above, there was no sewerage to the village, so we had to
build a big brick building with three separate chambers called a septic tank. It required as many bricks as building
a garage plus three inspection chambers. With the help of my family (all tradesmen) we completed the job in
four months, working mostly at weekends. I should mention here that we did have one extra worker, the late
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Mr. Reg Willis, who was the main digger of all the foundations; a human JCB - known to us all as the “Pick and
Shovel Wizard". When the houses had been completely modernised (i.e. new ceilings, bathrooms, hand basins,
hot water cylinders and flush toilets) I rented them out for about ten years.
As I write this, I recall one item - the size of the baths, and wonder if they are still in place? I was instructed by
my builder (l being the works manager!) to buy two baths so I went to a local builder who said that he had two
in cast iron going cheap as they were outsize, being over six feet long. As my bathrooms could house these, I
bought them for £25 each (at today's price they would be about £600-700).
We now move on to the story of how the two adjoining garages (owned by No. 53 and 55) and house No. 57
came to be built. To tell this we must go back to 1906 when the houses were originally built. At that time a big
vegetable garden was essential to one's livelihood, and as the width of each house was only 14-15 feet there was
not enough room for a good sized vegetable plot so this is how the problem was solved: the first four houses
were given gardens with width of the six houses, and the last two houses had their gardens run by the side of
the end house (No.55) and abutted right up to the High Street. That is why the first four gardens are offset at
the back. Now my building partner and myself could see a potential building plot on these two joint gardens so
I applied for and obtained permission to build a house on this site which I subsequently sold to a Mr. Leach (who
then lived at Scotland Farm) for £300 less 40% tax, in force at that time for converting garden land to building
land, leaving me £180. Beside the building plot I found I had enough spare space to build two garages for No. 53
and 55. Now in the late 1920s I attended night school for two years to learn woodwork/carpentry. The school
owned a wonderful set of tools and supplied a good tutor to teach us how to use them. This training proved
invaluable to me in working life as I have since made many garages, garden sheds etc. So, it was no hardship to
tackle the building of two garages with the help of the late Mr. Reg Willis. They were constructed of a timber
framework and corrugated asbestos sheeting and passed the building inspector's test except on one count - no
timber must show inside as it was considered a fire risk, so I had to get some flat sheets of asbestos and line
them inside - they then passed as OK. That was in the early 1960s and a few weeks ago I saw that the garages
are still standing - it is over 30 years since they were built - and I am pleased to see that they now have modern
‘up and over' doors.
No. 57 and the two garages having been built, there still remained the far end of the corner plot, full of weeds.
which was owned by the late George Missen. Now about this time (1970s) Mr. John Doyle, our local builder, was
looking for a building site and bought this plot and built himself a house. To complete it, we now have a new
footpath to Bar Hill.
As you walk by these houses today towards Bar Hill one notices that they have changed a lot - some with new
modern front doors and all modernised. What a corner plot of weeds and bushes now all built on since I took
over in the early 1960s. Having bought No. 53 and 55 for £3,100 and after spending a considerable amount of
money on modernising them, we sold them in the early 1970s for around £5,000 each* - today's price, I
understand, is about £60,000+ - that's inflation!!
Sid Martin, April 1996
* Sid’s niece, Gillian Bilton, married Chris Turner in October 1973 when they purchased No. 55 from Sid.

Characters in the High Street
This month I am going to take a walk up Dry Drayton High Street and up Pettitt’s Lane - the policeman’s paradise,
for at one time no fewer than seven policemen lived there.
We start at the top of the hill opposite the High Street sign, where three modern houses now stand. In the 1920s
the plot of land on which they stand was a grass meadow owned by the Three Horseshoes public house opposite.
The brewery sold this field some 50 years later, but the pub sign was left on the site for many years. Next there
was a horse pond, beyond which a gate led into a 5-6-acre field, now known as Cotton’s Field. Some thirty yards
further on stood three red brick houses, then another gateway and two cottages with thatched roofs at right
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angles to the road, which are still there today. The next house you came to was a brick house standing on its
own which was the post office and general stores, owned by the Walker family.
The post office, which had the only telephone in the village, was kept by Fanny Walker and her brother Fred who
was the postman. He always rode a lady’s cycle which he said was easier to mount and dismount. Fred married
the village schoolteacher and when she died, he married her sister. When his second wife also died, Fred married
Janet Scambler and they lived in one of the two cottages they owned on Pump Green. They also owned other
land - a plot next to Coventry field on Pettitt’s Lane, which he used as a farmyard, and two or three fields with
orchards on the opposite side of the lane. When Fred died Janet took over the post round, but she distributed
the letters from an old pram. As Fred had no family from his three marriages, the Scambler family naturally
inherited his houses and land.
We move along the High Street now, pausing to enjoy the decorated wall and well-kept lawn and garden of Mr.
and Mrs. Cole at the corner of Pettitt’s Lane. Here, before 1960, there were allotments on both sides of the lane
until the first sharp bend by Long Lane. The two cottages, now modernised, still stand on this corner and
diagonally opposite them stands Jasmine House, where the Irish family live, and Annie Harley’s Spinney Cottage.
Jasmine House was once the Queens Head public house. Back in the 1920s Mr. Frank Thompson was the landlord
and he had four daughters - Marjorie, Alice, Grace and Kathleen. I went to school with Kathleen, the youngest.
He also had three sons, named Reg, Bernard and Arnold in that order. Now Mother and her three daughters
were staunch churchgoers and they always occupied the long pew on the left side just inside the door, facing the
other pews. Mrs. Thompson and her four daughters felt they were a cut above the farm-worker class and dressed
up to show their style. Mrs. Thompson was of large proportions and sat like Queen Mary with her family of girls.
No boys attended, except Reg, who always sat in one of the small pews at the back - crunching sweets.
The four daughters wed as follows: Grace married a Mr. King, a fruit grower living at Girton; Marjorie married a
builder and went to live in Barton; Kathleen married Mr. Archie Clark, a farmer at Caldecote. Alice was a junior
teacher at Childerley Gate School, which stood on the right-hand side of the A45 near the Caldecote turn. Alice
used to cycle the three miles from her home in Dry Drayton - no mean feat. She married a Mr. Brightwell late in
life and changed the name of the pub to Jasmine House, which she no doubt felt was more elite.
As for the boys, Arnold, the youngest, married a Scottish girl and went to live in the north; Bernard married Violet
Huddlestone, a postmistress and local newscaster, and they loved in one of the cottages on Pump Green
belonging to Mr. Walker. This cottage with its big open fireplace was the local post office at this time.
Reg was well known as the local roadman, employed by the Council. His ‘length’ of road was Scotland Farm and
the village. Reg spent a lot of time in some farm buildings on the road where a man called Dave Watts kept some
pigs. I remember that one year he was allowed to leave his job on the road to help with the Scotland Farm
harvest. I was his workmate. Reg liked his ale and, when he had one or two too many, he had to rest on the
road to sleep it off. Reg was not one for hard work. In 1914 he was called up for war service and, when he was
asked what his occupation was, he replied, “My father doesn’t work now, and I help him”.
The Queens Head was closed as a public house in about 1915. Until 1940 or so the Thompson family ran a dairy
farm from the house and adjacent buildings. The only thing I remember about the house was a big room which
may have been the tap room in former days, and which used to be hired out for village functions before there
was a Village Hall. The Shepherds’ Club, for example, one of the big occupation clubs which provided pensions
and financial help before the days of the Welfare State, held monthly meetings in this room which faced southwest and overlooked the fields.
Reg married Alma, one of the live-in maids at the old rectory, and they went to live in the thatched wing which
was then attached to Jasmine House. After the death of Walter Brightwell Alice continued to live at Jasmine
House and regularly went to church Sunday by Sunday. Reg continued to live in the cottage and spent much of
his time on the seat at the end of the High Street waving his stick in greeting to passers-by. So, they lived closest
to each other, but so very different from each other, until they died over twenty years ago.
Sid Martin, November 1996
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More of Sid Martin’s Memories – The Rectory and the Church
At 86 Sid believes he is the oldest male living in the village. He went to school here and worked on nearly every
acre in the parish. When he married, he lived just two miles away in Hardwick for over 30 years, but always
visited Dry Drayton church. His two daughters were married here and he himself later moved back into the village
to the bungalow which replaced an old thatched cottage on Oakington Road where he still lives. This month he
remembers the life of the church when he was young, and the role churches of all denominations still play.
The old rectory was built in 1830 and is a solidly built country house with about 24 rooms with several acres of
land to go with it. It is approached from the High Street up a wide drive and on the right side just in the drive is
a lodge house. Mr. Gifford, the gardener, loved in this house for thirty years and more. He was the general
handyman who kept the home fires burning with wood and coal, filled the oil lamps with paraffin and cut the
lawns with pony power. (The pony had to wear special shoes so as not to damage the grass). We used to play
croquet here and on Ascension Day we had a nice picnic tea and played in the lovely grounds.
Mr. Wingfield, the rector, was a widower when I first went to the church in 1916. He lived in the rectory and had
two maids, Alma and Susan. A lady of good education named Miss Reeve ‘lived in’; she was Sunday School
teacher, choir mistress and organist.
My mother was a staunch churchgoer, and we her children had to attend Sunday School which was held in the
school. We then went over to church for Morning Service at 11 o’clock, which was less well attended that the
Evening Service at 6.30. At this service the choir normally consisted of about 12 men and 10 boys. We all
crowded into the vestry in the tower where we donned our white surplices. We waited until the clock bell rang
its last right for the half hour. This was our cue. As the notes of the first hymn started, we were ready to come
out, boys first, in pairs, all singing with our hymn books in hand. In this processional hymn we marched down
the aisle to our seats in the chancel with the boys in front and the men at the back. Between eight and ten girls
also sat on chairs around the organ where Miss Reeve was playing. At the end of our prayer book service we
sang a recessional hymn, forming up again in pairs to march back down the aisle to the vestry. Here the rector
turned to say a prayer and then the congregation filed out of church.
On summer evenings the local people together with a group of 20 or so people who would have walked over
from Scotland Farm, summer and winter, gathered in small groups to discuss the week’s work or the rector’s
sermon. No rushing away to see the telly then!
On Christmas Day the Evening Service was at 3 pm after which we received gifts of money and then went to a
big room in the Rectory for a Christmas party at which we sang carols.
As Mr. Wingfield grew older, he was sometimes too ill to take the service and Mr. Gifford would have to rush
over to Ridley Hall in pony and trap to bring back someone who could take the service.
Mr. Lucas became the rector in 1930 and he was followed in 1934 by the Rev. Allan Armstrong, who came over
from Ireland with his family of three sons and one daughter, Violet.
Violet married a young man who was working locally, and his name was Leo Hawkes who we remember with
great affection. In spite of constant ill-health, he did sterling work for the church, fitting black-out at the church
windows, keeping the dilapidated old hot water system going - and it is still going - and cutting the churchyard
grass for many years. The Armstrong family bought the old rectory in the early 1950s when it was pronounced
redundant and Leo and Violet built a house in the grounds in 1960. When they moved to another new house
shortly before Leo died, Robbie and Scottie moved to Derrymore where they carry on the family tradition of
service to the village.
Although Sid was brought up a good Anglican, he was quite broad-minded enough to value the Pope’s blessing.
Read on:
In my young days, married with a family, a week in Hunstanton was much as I could afford. But 50 years on
things have changed and now going abroad is a normal event. Ten years ago, my wife and I visited nearly every
country in Central Europe by land, sea or air and on a trip to Italy we spent a day in Rome visiting the Coliseum,
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the Sistine Chapel, the Vatican with its Swiss Guards and then on to St. Peter’s Church. It was around four o’clock
and we wondered why thousands of people were collecting there. We joined the crowd and discovered that
every afternoon at that time the Pope comes out on to the balcony to say prayers and to give all those assembled
his blessing. We were there and so we got this great honour. An interesting fact. Did you know that St. Peter’s
dome is the largest unsupported dome in the world? The second is at St. Paul’s Cathedral in London and the
third in the village of Mostal on Malta. A big bomb dropped clean through the roof here during the war, but it
did not explode. It hit the floor and finished up outside the church. No-one was injured. The bomb is now in a
showcase inside the church - or it was when we went there ten years ago.
Sid Martin, December 1996

Tribute to the Methodists at Wesley Church in Cambridge
On some summer evenings my wife and I occasionally went over to services in Wesley Church where we got to
know some of the congregation. They invited is to their Friday Luncheon Club which we have now attended for
14 years. We have made several friends, including the voluntary helpers who come weekly or fortnightly. Sadly,
my wife’s poor health prevents her from going out much now, but she hopes to go for the Christmas lunch as
she did last year. Last year I brought 20 Christmas cards and had this poem typed in to express our feelings to
the kind helpers who have waited on us through the years.
You may like to read it:
A TRIBUTE TO THE WESLEY CHURCH FRIDAY CLUB HELPERS
At the Wesley Church Friday Club most Fridays we meet
To chat with our friends and a nice meal to eat.
The ladies who serve us are so nice and kind,
A more friendly group that you never would find.
When the luncheon is served it is so nice and hot
As they put it in front of us right on the spot.
They rush round and serve us with our every need
And they do all of this with very great speed.
They come every morning and work till late noon
To wash all the dishes, the plates, forks and spoons.
As this is the last time this year we shall meet,
I think we should thank them for this our last treat.
On behalf of all who are met here today
With God’s gentle Blessing these kind words I say.
We thank them for all this year’s work they have done
And hope to see them again when next year it does come.
For now, friends, I hope you have like what I wrote
For now I must end on a rather sad note.
When due to our age there are things we can’t do
The time it will come when we seek pastures new.
Best wishes to all and a Happy Christmas 1996 from Sid and Nora Martin

Farms and Homesteads
This month I am returning to the subject of farms in the village, many of which have gone in the last 50 years.
Since about 1940 horse power on farms has been replaced by tractors, and farm buildings which included stables,
corn barns, cattle sheds, pig sties and cart sheds are all now redundant and have been replaced by those big
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round metal constructions, some 20-30 feet high. These grain driers do the job of drying and storing the corn
grown on the farm. Most big farms, Church Farm for example, contain one or two of these constructions, and
smaller farm-owners are generally able to share.
Now until 1940 this village had between 12 and 15 of these farms, now there are only 4. I will describe what
happened to five of these farms on the 1952 map which have now disappeared, and what has happened to the
land on which 1 have worked many a long day for the princely sum of £l.50 a week.
I will go first down the drift on my map to Bar House Farm. Its land has now been developed to be Bar Hill village.
The old farmhouse still remains near the library. Number 1 down! Back in the village High Street there was
Proctor's Farm, owned by Mr. Ben Searle, now all demolished and the site redeveloped. The land is now sold to
Mr Pearson of Lolworth. That's number 2 gone. Next door Phypers Farm has disappeared, but the farmhouse
which was the local shop and post office remains. It is over 100 years old and still stands in all its glory with an
extension over the back door where I used to queue up for my weekly wage. There goes number 3. Opposite
this farm standing in a few acres of grassland was a farm called Cottons Farm. I worked on it in the 1920s. A big
bam stood exactly on the site of 6 and 8 Cottons Field. End of Farm number 4.
Now we move down to the Methodist Church and next door is Warrington Farm and further along the road is
Church Farm. These two farms are not mentioned on any old maps, because they were made up from 'parent
farms'. Church Farm was an offshoot of Scotland Farm and Warrington Farm was part of View Farm opposite.
No-one seems to know how Warrington Farm got its name. Maybe it was drawn out of a hat? In the 1930s it
consisted of wo houses owned by Chivers, the jam-makers, and they came under the management of View Farm.
At that time, a man with three sons was engaged to work on the farm and his name was Mr. Pearce. In the early
1950s Chivers decided to sell off most of the land and houses they owned in this village, so in order to make it
more saleable, they made the houses into one and with outbuildings and a few acres of land it was called a farm.
In my young days it would have been called a homestead. -It was bought by a Mr. Cox who ran it for a few years
as a pig farm. Then it was sold to the late Mr. Walter Scambler who grew a few Christmas trees on the road
frontage. Later on, it was a site for horticultural machinery and then for the Universal Fencing business. Now at
last the site has been sold for housing and two big houses stand like guardian angels on its north side. After
suffering years of commercial activity may it now rest in peace!
Now we go up to Church Farm adjoining the church boundary. In my young days it was never a separate farm as
such, until two houses and sixty acres plus 15 acres from a field called France were sold off separately from
Scotland Farm, when Terah Hooley retired. In the period from 1906 to 1940, this land was worked with the main
farm; its horsepower and also its workers were supplied by Scotland Farm. The two workers who lived in the
houses had to walk up to the main farm, except at harvest when the Church Farm land was used as a stack or
rick yard. In the two seasons 1935 and 1936, I worked there with Reg Thompson as my partner building these
stacks. Two other well-known village names worked here too - Bill Impey and Bill Huddlestone. Bill Impey's son,
also known as Bill, went off to the 1939-45 war and came back with his wife Cath, who died several years ago.
Bill, who now lives near me, worked on this farm for over 25 years. Church Farm was eventually bought by Mr.
Charles Pearce, who is now retired and lives at Hardwick with his wife Ruth.
Now the farm lies quiet except for the occasional use of the big storage tanks for drying grain. As for the houses,
lo and behold! a big change has taken place. The Pearce family had the builders in and made the two houses
into one big residential house with a large garage. The adjoining land has been cultivated, no doubt to be made
into a beautiful garden, very pleasing to the eye of church attenders as they walk by.
Sid Martin, January 1997

Pettitt’s Lane - today and yesterday
In the 1920s Pettitt’s Lane was so little used that it was little more than a cart-track with grass and weeds growing
in the centre. As you came to the sharp corner by Fred Walker’s cottage there stood the two brick-built cottages
which are still there today, but beyond them there was open land until you came to a big thatched cottage, called
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Harriet’s Cottage, so called because the widow who owned it was called Harriet and she was my mother’s aunt.
Beyond the cottage the grassland continued as it is today until you came to the entrance to the allotments,
known as Goldfields. Then there were two or three small fields containing orchards between the allotments and
the thatched cottage at the end called Honey Hill Cottage. These fields also belonged to the Walker family.
On the right side of the lane was a big grass meadow called Coventry and at that time it belonged to the Queen’s
Head pub owned by the Thompson family. This large field continued almost to the entrance to what is now Dr
Organ’s house, but just before this at the corner of Coventry field Fred Walker owned a plot of land which he
used as a farmyard.
In the 1950s a firm named Kirk built a row of bungalows on Coventry Field, now owned by the Searle family.
Some were built to a standard size and some were built to order. Some people brought their own plots and built
their own specifications. The last one on this side of the lane belongs to Ian Alexander. All of these bungalows
have a lovely outlook towards Madingley and Cambridge.
On the opposite side of the road the late Charlie Baker’s bungalow has been replaced by a large house, recently
built with a dominating view over the bungalows opposite. Val Perrin, the writer of our Nature Notes, lives here
with his family. Beyond the meadow there are several other fine houses until you come on the well-kept hedge
and garden of Mr. and Mrs. Coppin at the corner of Pettitt’s Close, which now contains, like Cotton’s Field, some
twenty ‘executive-style’ houses. Back in Pettitt’s Lane there are two more houses, the last of which before Honey
Hill Cottage belongs to Mr. and Mrs. Scambler.
To sum up - Pettitt’s Lane has about 20 bungalows and Pettitt’s Close twenty or so houses set in an ideal country
situation, and what was once a simple farm track has become a kerbed road and no through traffic - a living
Paradise for young and old. You lucky people!
My Memories by S.G. Martin. April 1997

Trinity College Farm
This will probably be the last article written by Sid Martin in the village, although he will continue to write on the
village, as he will be moving permanently to Langdon House in Cambridge. Nora is already there and they are
very pleased with their room, the food, and with all the kindness and consideration shown by the staff there. We
wish the Martins every happiness in this next phase of their lives and look forward to further episodes about the
recent past of our village.
I shall carry my account of Park Lane and on to Oakington Road both as it was in about 1912 and as it is now in
the 1990s.
I shall start from Mr. King’s property. In 1912 there was, on the north side, a three-acre orchard on which stood
the Prince of Wales Public House. This was demolished in the thirties and an asbestos clad bungalow was built
on the site by a Mr. Pratt. Later Mr. Milburn, whom many of you remember, bought it. Next to this in a 2-acre
orchard there was an old thatched cottage with boarded sides called Woodhouse, of which more later, and
adjoining this house on its northern side was the well-known Footpath 13. This was the boundary line between
the larger orchard and Trinity College farmland which was rented out to various tenants. In those days it was
rented to a farming family called Papworth.
Trinity Farmhouse was just by Woodhouse and had its full complement of farm buildings. In the farmhouse
working for the Papworths was a Mr. Bob Impey who was the father of several children. In the 1950s Chivers
Farms, who owned Trinity Farm with all its land, took the top off the house and made it into two small bungalows
for their workmen. The land and the bungalows were sold to Mr. Charlie Pearce and then to the Searle family
who converted it into one dwelling. The Vertues occupied it for a time until they moved into their new house,
‘Courtlands’ and sold the other house to Mr. and Mrs. Jenkinson-Dix.
Further down the road there was a 2-acre field of allotments and by that a small grass meadow owned by the
Kidman family. The Kidmans built a house in which John and Hazel Hacker <missing text?> now live near the
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school. From here on there was open farmland as far as the A604 (now the A14). In the 1930s the village needed
more houses and the local Council, in their wisdom, decided to build on this Trinity Farmland and that is how the
village acquired 18 council houses and 14 bungalows nearly a mile out of the main village with its post office and
stores. Very bad planning on someone’s part!
In 1914 Trinity Farm had a new house built for their farm foreman, Mr. Berridge. He vacated Woodhouse and
moved into the new house which still has a plaque saying 1914 and is still owned by Chivers Farms. A young
couple moved into Woodhouse and had a family of five children - three boys and two girls. The eldest was named
Sidney George and is the writer of these memories. My mother Ethel saw to it that we went regularly to church
and Sunday School and Mother was well known for her ‘stab rugs’ which she sold for church funds. Times were
hard in the 1920s and I remember going to glean corn in the harvest fields to make flour for home-baked bread.
The rent for the cottage was 2/6 a week - half a day’s pay. We all went to the village school and later on got
married and went our separate ways. In 1952 the Papworth family who owned the cottage and its two acres of
orchard sold them to me and my parents lived there until my father died in 1967. In 1972 I had the Woodhouse
demolished and had the new bungalow built. Now we have sold our bungalow and are moving into Cambridge.
We, the Martin family, have lived in the village for 83 years from 1914 to 1997, one of the longest living natives
of the village.
Sid Martin, August 1997

Sid Martin’s Memories – The Five Bells
This month I will carry on down Oakington Road and describe the Five Bells public house and outline its history
from 1901 until it was sold with its land to the Golf Club owners in the early 1970s. At that time, it was run by
the Parcell family, who later married into the Hacker family. When old Mr. Parcell got killed at Oakington Station,
they had already moved away to Crouch Farm ¼ mile away. Another tenant, Mr. Spriggs, ran the Five Bells for
two years, but the council found an excuse to close down the public house as there were too many along the
Huntingdon Road.
Two brothers called Warrington, who ran four or five butcher’s shops in Cambridge, then bought the public house
and its 30-40 acres of land situated on the left-hand corner site which we knew as “Five Bells Farm”. These two
brothers also owned land in various other villages and three acres down the Drift, which is now part of Mr.
Warren’s field together with the corner field on Park Lane with its old Baptist Chapel and two old cottages in
High Street, now the site of Mrs. Wright’s house.
The Warrington brothers made it into a proper farm. They employed a family named Butler, who lived in what
had now become a farmhouse. Mr. Butler had three sons: Andrew, Perce and Harold and a daughter named
Ruth who all went to Dry Drayton School in the 1930s. Their farmland adjoined Charlie Searle’s land on the west
side as far as the small field which contains the sewage plant, known as Pincushion Corner.
At this time the farm was all horse powered.
‘Five Bells’ with its open cart shed, being one mile out of the village, was a main ride out for us youths in the
1920s. It was a special treat to see the odd motor car go by and the cart shed was used to store cycles when bus
services started going into Cambridge down the old A604.
The Butler sons moved away when their parents died, and they all went to live in Oakington where the boys
married Oakington girls. Andrew worked for the Chivers Jam Factory until he retired. Perce also worked for
them as a farm manager on various farms, but out of religious conviction he refused to work on Sundays, so he
handed in his notice and ended his life as a jobbing gardener. He was a very well-liked man.
When the Butlers moved out, a Mr. Whitechurch moved into the farmhouse and managed the farm for some
four or five years. He had a very attractive daughter, who married a Mr. Crow of Bourn who are both still alive
today.
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By this time the Warrington brothers had died, but a son, Douglas, now grown up, took over the farm. He put
Mr. Alfred Harper into the red brick house, the last person to occupy it before it became empty when he retired
in about 1965. Alf had a son, known as Alfie, who married Elsie Gifford about whom I wrote in an earlier article.
I think they would be about my age and they are still around.
About this time in the 1970s Bar Hill had expanded and a golf course had been started. The proprietors
approached Doug Warrington about his big corner site and, being a keen businessman, Douglas dug his heels in
and commanded a good price for his 30-40 acres. So, Five Bells Farm was all demolished and the land was taken
over by the golf course. Doug Warrington died in 1976.
So, end my memories of another of the lost farms of Dry Drayton.
Sid Martin, September 1997

My memories of the Crematorium
Written from Langdon House by Sid Martin, until recently a Village resident
Now if you pass by Hackers’ Fruit Farm you come to our most easterly corner of the parish, which contains that
well-known building, a place many of us visit and the last resting-place of some of our present age - the
Crematorium. This year it celebrates its 60th year, as it was built in 1937. I imagine there are not many men
around who know its history as I do, for I helped build it. In 1937 a family named French had a house built behind
what was then the Travellers’ rest public house, just one mile out of Cambridge on the Huntingdon Road. The
family consisted of five people, two men and three women. The women ran the post office and stores in
Richmond Road and the two men, Alfred and Charles, ran a business called Alfred French and Sons, Millers’ Corn
Merchants and Animal and Pet Food. It was named Gusto Mills and it is still running today, though under new
management.
A crematorium was much needed in this locality, as the nearest was at Norwich or at Golders Green in London.
Now the French family, like the Warrington family in a previous article, owned land and houses in several villages
in the county. Charlie French, who owned a 10-15-acre grazing field adjoining Hackers Fruit Farm on its northern
side, separated by a public bridleway, sold this land to a consortium and a Norwich building firm started work on
the site in January 1937.
At this time I was working as general handyman and lorry driver for the French brothers, but a semi-skilled man,
as I was, you earned £2.50p (in old money) a week, in the building trade - a big rise from my present job. So, I
left and started work for the building firm. As you know, the soil is blue clay six inches below the top soil and, as
the land abuts on to the main road, lorries with building material could not get near the building site, so all
building material had to be barrowed from the road to the site. It was hard going for several months, but things
improved with the drying March winds. Another problem arose through the lack of piped water. After rainwater
could no longer be relied upon, I became a watercarrier with yoke and buckets transporting the water from a
well and pump at Hackers Farm. And I had another job to do for two- or three-weeks cleaning mortar splashes
from the new brickwork with a wire brush and a chemical. Piped water came along later when the building was
half-finished. When the job was over, which it was in about November just sixty years ago, all you got was one
hour’s notice, as was usual in the building trade. No redundancy money then.
At first trade at the privately-owned ‘crem’ was very poor, as cremation was not then a popular choice and very
expensive and, I think, this caused them to have financial problems so the County Council took it over and as the
years rolled by cremation became a more widely used manner of departing this life. Indeed, about two or three
years ago, business was so brisk that the premises were extended to double its potential. We now have an east
and west wing. This well-known building is in our parish.
Sid Martin

17

Sid Martin’s Memories – Request story, Scotland Road
This month I am doing a request story. In July I was at a village function and a well-known lady asked me when I
was going to cover her area - the Scotland Road area. Well, that time has now come, so I hope it will please her,
as it covers the area up to Rectory Farm.
My story starts in the 1920s when I was ten years old. The Rev. Richard Winkfield was living in the Old Rectory
and the road frontage of the rectory grounds was the brick wall which is still there today. There was then an
open piece of rectory land, about 50 yards long, with trees. Then there was a fenced-off plot of land containing
four cottages in one block, known as Rectory Cottages. They were tenanted as follows: Mr. Dilley lived in
Number 1, Mr. Fitch in Number 2, Mr. Blunt, the churchwarden and bell-ringer in Number 3 and in Number 4 Mr.
Jim Stearn, my grandfather, who had a big family of two sons and five daughters. One of the daughters was my
mother, Ethel.

When my mother married Charlie Martin and had a family, we, her children, used to visit out grandparents, so I
was well acquainted with the west side cottage at Number 4. These cottages were the usual ‘two up, two down’.
Downstairs consisted of a Front Room, used only on Sundays, and the kitchen-cum-dining room, which was used
for all purposes - dining, washing, bathing - the lot plus a copper. About four yards back there was a long wooden
building in four sections, one for each house, containing a small coal shed and a closet for sanitary purposes,
each one fitted with a wooden “throne” and a supply of newspaper, (but this was not for reading). In times of
need at night you went on this visit by candlelight or in windy weather by a lantern.
To the west of my grandparents’ cottage a ten-acre grass field went right round the rectory. We called it Ship
Close, but on the map, it is called Sheep Close. In the field there was a big pond, used for cattle, which is still
there today. Another grass field went up to a rough private road, now owned by Mr. Carter, but at that time it
belonged to the Brooks family, who owned the Childerley Estate and lived at Childerley Hall. The farm consisted
of 2-300 acres. A Mr. Ted Binge lived in the farmhouse. He was a horse keeper, as at that time horses worked
the land.
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My grandparents owned an old HMV gramophone, complete with a big horn. As a special treat, especially as my
birthday was close to Christmas, Grandfather used to carry the workbox and Grandmother the detachable horn
from their home at Number 4 down to Woodhouse on a winter’s night for us to hear the latest records. This was
no mean feat on a dark winter night.

I do not know how old the cottages were, but in the late 1940s my grandparents died, and I believe the cottages
were demolished sometime in the 1950s. From then on, the new houses and bungalows built up to the 1980s.
The first turning we come to along Scotland Road leads up to the Coach House, which was part of the old rectory.
The bungalow Highlands stands on the very spot occupied by the four cottages and in the garden of Solway, now
owned by Heffers, lies the pond I mentioned earlier. The grass meadow is now St. Giles cricket ground.
I have now covered nearly all the farmland in the village, so this may be my last memory, but I shall do more
writing from where I live and pass it on to the Newsletter.
Sid Martin, December 1997

People (from Langdon House)
In a Home like this one we meet people from all walks of life, both as residents and as care assistants. I noticed
a middle-aged man on duty in various shifts known to us all as ‘Jim’. He was good at all duties - making beds,
helping with wheelchairs, working in the kitchen and serving meals with his apron on - the lot. I noted that Jim
had a good strong voice, so I asked him if he would read a piece of poetry I had written concerning the very good
care we get here. This he readily agreed to and did it to perfection at our mid-day lunch one day. When I thanked
him afterwards, he told me that he had another part-time job. About a week later, just before Christmas, the
management had booked Histon Salvation Army Band to entertain us residents in the main lounge. First the
band gave us a good half hour of carols and there was Jim to conduct in his smart Army uniform. Then after the
carols Jim took over with some first-class humour, suitable for us old folks. He is a superb entertainer. He made
us laugh heartily with his witty tales and did some remarkable acts imitating various instruments that they play.
All in all, it was over an hour of excellent entertainment. Jim said he had been in the Salvation Army since he
was five.
Sid Martin, February 1998

More Memories from Sid Martin – village life and getting old
After a short Christmas break, I have decided I can bring out a few more memories as I was presented with two
pens as gifts - so here I go again.
You know after 50 years of mostly hard manual work, plus another 20 years of semi-retirement, I have been able
to come into a good Home. My subject this month will be Village Life and what happened when you got old in
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the 1920s up to just after the 1939-45 war. There were Residential Homes then only for the upper class and
monied people. All villages with populations varying from little hamlets of about 100 inhabitants to those with
up to 1,000 or more had their own church, school, shop and post office. The bigger ones had several shops for
various commodities, from food to clothing, depending on the size of the village.
In Dry Drayton, as I knew it at that time, the population was around 3-400 and has not increased a great deal to
date. So Dry Drayton will be the subject of this article. As you may know, it is surrounded by villages of the same
standard, each with its own church and vicar. Most of these villages and small towns have increased in size and
their new building estates added on, and some with just in-filling to replace the old lath and plaster cottages with
thatched roofs. A few had to remain because of a Preservation Order. Dry Drayton had no big estates as such,
but does have 2 or 3 small developments, such as Cotton’s Field. The Council built a group of council houses and
bungalows in Oakington Road; about 18 houses were built from the 1930s onwards and the 14 bungalows several
years later. The first six council houses and bungalows in Oakington Road; about 18 houses were built from the
1930s onwards and the 14 bungalows several years later. The first six council houses were built in High Street in
the early 1920s and other small groups later.
Pettitt’s Lane is another larger development from only about 6 houses in the 1920s to around 20 bungalows built
from 1950 onwards. Then came Pettitt’s Close which contains 20 executive-type houses. Apart from these new
developments and various odd houses classed as in-filling on various plots, the village has not extended much
from the 1920s as I knew it then. However, the population has increased from 3-400 to 5-600 inhabitants and
the old cottages I knew have nearly all become modern houses. I should also mention that when the Hooley
family had New Scotland Farm, they built 20 new houses on the farm and 6 more, called Victory Terrace, as well
as 2 at Church Farm and 2 in Pettitt’s Lane - a total of 30 new houses. They were all solid red brick-built houses
with slate roofs, a modern wonder in 1906 when they were built.
I will now go back to the 1920s and describe what the people did and how they lived and worked there.
The village only had a primary education, so we children never got a very high education. I myself got to the top
class at 10 years old, so the last three or four years were just a ‘kill-time’ effort. The only outlook for us boys was
land work; the girls mostly went to live-in jobs as maids to the gentry in Cambridge and had a half-day on Sunday
to visit their parents - a half hour journey. For us youths it was a half-day outing to town on Saturdays to go to
the pictures. Cinemas did not open on Sundays, so we just went around to town and back.
Nearly all the men worked on farms in those days and lived in tied houses which went with the job. For instance,
the Ingle family of Father and four sons all worked together on the late Arthur Frohock’s land and lived in the
Proctors Farmhouse for 20 or more years until he went broke in the 1920s to 1930s. His land is now Bar Hill
village. There were a few tradesmen who worked in their own houses. I remember a tailor, a cobbler, a bricklayer
and a carpenter at that time. In these villages there were always one or two well-known village names Huddleston, Markham, and Impey were three of ours, and they nearly all had big families of seven or eight
children or more.
Nearly all the women married local men; some may have met and married men from the next village, but it was
only a 3 or 4-mile cycle ride away. When you married in the local church half the village would attend both the
ceremony and the reception, consisting of home-made cakes etc. Marriage was for life, as the Bible stated. If
the man turned out to be a drunkard, the wife still had to put up with that and rear a family of 6-10 children.
Most of the houses had outside toilets called closets. Downstairs there was a front room used only on Sundays
and holidays. There were wood or coal burning open fireplaces, but the kitchens were fitted up with cooking
ranges which had an open fire on one side and a big oven attached to the other side to cook in and bake bread.
In the centre of the kitchen, if space allowed, was a kitchen table. On the centre of this stood a big oil lamp to
supply light for playing cards, Ludo, Snakes and Ladders and other games. Some kitchens had coppers to supply
hot water for washing. The more modern houses had a separate outside building for a toilet and a coal shed.
Women in those days were not expected to go out to work, with the exception of farmers’ wives. However,
some, like my mother, used to go out cleaning corn during harvest to make her own bread, or blackberrying in
season to make a few extra ‘bob’.
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Women had their babies at home and stayed in bed for one or two weeks, sometimes longer. In the 1930s nurses
would call. In the 1920s most men joined a Sickness Club; the one I joined was called Shepherds’ Club, two others
were the Oddfellows and the Foresters’ Club. The fee was about sixpence a member, and, if one got a doctor’s
certificate, one got ten shillings a week Sick Pay. With farm works’ wages at thirty shillings a week one may
wonder how they managed on this small amount. I will explain that in my next article, because one thrifty family
lived very well and, in a few years, bought a PIANO - a luxury in those days.
As the families grew up and married, it was looked upon as a duty to care for parents in old age until death - no
Homes then as there are now. When people got ill and had to call a doctor, the patient or family had to pay the
doctor’s fee until the State Health Service started in 1947. If necessary, the doctor would dispense a bottle of
medicine; it either killed or cured and tasted awful! I would add that there the doses were marked with notches
on the bottle to make it easy for the patient.
In those days the men would meet at one of three or four local pubs in the evenings for a drink and a chat with
friends; sometimes they had worked with them all day. A pint of beer was threepence and big wages were thirty
shillings or £1.50.
Sid Martin, March 1998

More Memories from Sid Martin – Village life in the 20s and 30s
The subject of this month’s memory will again be about village life in the 1920s and 1930s. I should explain that
parts of this story repeat some of the others, but this cannot be avoided as it is on a different basis - about
families, not land and farms.
Regarding money, I shall stick to old coinage - 12 pence to the shilling and 20 shillings to the pound and on garden
areas 4 rods = 1 acre, as allotments and gardens will be mentioned.
In the last article the housing situation was explained, also the duties of wife and family. Next comes the man’s
part, but before this I will give a brief history of the Martin family. My father lived in Hardwick at that time. His
parents kept a public house called the Chequers. He was one of a family of thirteen children. His name was
Charlie and he married my mother, Ethel, a local Dry Drayton girl, one of a family of seven children, named Stearn.
After their marriage they lived for a time in Hardwick, where I was born in 1909 and my brother Ron in 1913. In
1912 they moved to Victory Terrace, Dry Drayton. My father worked in a tied cottage which went with his job.
In 1914 the Hooley family who owned these houses decided to sell them, so Charlie and Ethel, Ron and I, a boy
of five, had to move out and find another home and Father had to find another job, a problem at that time.
Then in Oakington Road Trinity Farm owned the land and an old farmhouse which went with it. They decided to
build a new house at that time for their farm manager, Mr. Berridge. So, he moved out of the old thatched
cottage with wooden boarded sides called Wood House. Mr. Berridge and his family moved to the new house
next door built in 1914 and now owned by Chivers Farms and my parents with their two sons moved into Wood
House. The rent was two shillings per week and that is the house in which we (all 5 of us later) were brought up.
I don’t know how it happened, but Nature took its course and our family was nicely spaced out 3-4 years apart in fact, my youngest sister is twenty years my junior. My family consists of three boys, Sid, Ron and Bernie (sadly
now dead) and two girls later, Maisie and Daphne, now all married. Thus, it was much easier for Mother as we
all grew up.
My father was a small man and, as he had to compete with men with more muscle, he found it very hard going.
In the 1920s-1930s he had to get jobs as and when he could, but in 1922 the Searle family came to live in and
farm Crafts Farm opposite. This was a godsend for my father, as he got a regularly job with him for a few years,
as did Mother, as you will read later.
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Wood House and the ‘new’ house next door
Now for more about the man’s part in helping to rear big families. The man of the family would work nine hours
a day on a farm, mostly living in tied houses rent free. After a good evening meal all summer they would work
in their own big gardens which went with the house. Most of them, including father, used to hire or pay a rent
for a local allotment to grow vegetables and fruit; any surplus to their own needs would be sold to produce extra
income. There were two fields of these allotments in the village - one in Oakington Road next to the new Council
bungalows, 14 in all, each with a rod of land. The other field of allotments was in Pettitt’s Lane, about 12-14
plots, but they are only half size i.e. 20 poles and they are still there today. There is another field called Friesland,
1½ miles out next to the Crematorium, owned by a Charity Trust, but now let out to a local farmer. To finish off
the day the men would have a pint at the ‘local’. Concerning wages, at Harvest Month for longer hours the men
had double pay - £3 for four weeks - and this extra money would go on warm clothes, shoes etc. for the winter.
Having now described the working life of both parents at the start of family life, one wonders what social life was
available at that time in this small village. Up to the 1920s-1930s there was only the local school for occasional
whist drives and so on and the women met at local homes for Mothers’ Union meetings.
The Ingle family had come to live here, and they worked for the local farmer, Mr. Frohock at Proctors Farm. An
unusual event happened in the Ingle family, in that three of the Ingle brothers, Ern, Bert and Perce, married three
sisters from an old village family named Markham. The Markham family lived opposite the church and were all
brought up to the staunch church people. When they married, they all lived in the village and these three Ingle
brothers started the social life here in the 1920s. That social life gathered momentum and has continued today
- 50 years on.
The Ingle brothers were very versatile. When Mr. Frohock gave a plot of land to the village, the local Council
bought an ex-army hut, which was rebuilt in sections on the present site of the hall. The building was mostly
done by the Ingle brothers, as described by John Hacker. At that time, I was working with them and very much
admired the effort they put into the social life of the village for fifteen years or so.
Frances Ingle was the church organist and she and her brother-in-law, a good violinist, formed a duet and played
for dancing on many occasions. Then other small bands arrived, and the village became a noted venue for miles
around, with young people coming from Cambridge and other places. To liven it up still more, a Cockney lady
took over the Three Horseshoes pub. For fifteen years or more the old Village Hall flourished, and many couples
met and danced there, and later married. The Hall became less popular in the late 1930s and when the 1939
war came it lost all popularity. However, it still had to be used during the war and into the 1950s for Council
meetings. Today it is a flourishing success since it was rebuilt in 1961. Most days various functions are held there
and even a Christmas pantomime is put on.
Mr. Frohock was looked on as the village squire and employed about twenty men, so, when he went broke, it
naturally caused an upheaval for several families, including the three Ingle families. Perce, the youngest, was
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still all right as he lived with his wife’s family and got a job with the local Chivers Farms in a nursery. Sadly, he
died at the age of 60. Ern and Bert got work with the local Council, which also supplied two houses for rent near
the church. Bert died before retirement age, but Ern was able to carry on and, when he retired, he became
caretaker of the church. He died in 1977 aged 82 years.
There are still some of the Ingle family living in the village; one old couple, related to another brother who lived
in Bourn, recently celebrated their Golden Wedding. They also have a married daughter with a grown-up family
who both live in Pettitt’s Lame, so the Ingle families are still around.
Sid Martin, April 1998

Sid Martin’s Memories – Wood House and motorcars
This month before I carry on with my family story, I will write more about Wood House, of which there is a photo
taken about 1930 in last month’s edition. Built at its side there is a Kissing Gate, which is the entrance to the
public footpath. It had also a good brick-built chimney stack. All old thatched houses had this type of chimney;
they acted as the main king pin or stack to keep the building upright and were the main structure of the houses.
There are about half a dozen of this type of house still left in the village: one in Park Lane has the year it was
built on it - 1670.
I had Wood House demolished in 1972 and had a new bungalow built as it stands today, well back from the road,
so that it is in the building line with the house next door, built in 1914.
Before 1920 the village had no modern facilities - for instance, there was no electricity until about 1940. Work
outside in darkness hours was done by oil lamps or lanterns with glass globes. There was no piped water and so
no flushed toilets, except in farmhouses and the rectory in which they had fitted up their own systems. ‘Ordinary’
houses had the usual crude sanitary toilets with a spade and bucket job weekly. Drinking water was collected
from pumps over wells; most farm premises had such pumps and there were three public pumps: one is still
standing near the school; one opposite Church Farm, but has not been removed; and the third I remember being
dug in 1920 on Pump Green, where it still stands. Most households collected rainwater from the house roofs for
washing and baths on Saturday nights. Baths were taken in tin baths in front of the fire, the same water being
used for all the family so that there was no waste.
Now to come to food supplies and shopping. Nearly opposite the Village Hall is a brick-built private house, well
over 100 years old. In 1920 it housed the Village General Stores, selling grocery items such as sugar, butter and
tea. It was owned by the Walker family. Fanny Walker ran the shop and her brother Fred was the local postman,
delivering letters, telegrams and so on. Here was the public telephone. Fred lived nearby in one of the two
houses the family owned facing Pump Green.
At that time, we all relied on horsepower for farming or transport. Even the mail was collected and delivered by
a red mail van by horsepower. Tradesmen came around with horse and cart three days a week with bread from
Oakington. I remember one baker, named Bert Smith, who also carried on delivering bread to Hardwick 7 miles
away. A butcher came from Swavesey to deliver meat. Many workers made small sties and bought two pigs
each, called young weaners. These were fed up to 100 lbs in weight and were then killed. The pork lasted several
months. Wild rabbits were shot, and tame ones reared for the table. All kinds of poultry were reared, so we
were never short of eggs or meat. Of course, meal had to be bought for the pigs, but the poultry was fed on
waste from the kitchen at very little expense.
My first visit to Cambridge was by carrier’s cart. Bicycles were our normal mode of travel for work or for visiting
friends. Then, as now with cars, if you could not afford new ones, you bartered for second-hand ones and this is
what I did. However, when I was 18, I bought a new 3-speed bicycle. It cost £5 - over three weeks’ wages at that
time. Farmers and the gentry used their own ponies and traps as transport for business and social visits. Some
traps or buggies were quite smart with rubber-shod wheels, which can be seen at shows today.
Around 1918 a family called Impey kept the Black Horse Public House opposite the school. They ran a carrier’s
cart to Cambridge on Wednesdays and Saturdays. It was used mainly by ladies who had reached an age when
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they found the cycle journey too much. When I was about eight, my mother decided to take me to Cambridge
by carrier’s cart as a special treat. The 4-wheel trolley was drawn by Tom, a well-known local horse, about
racehorse size. He lived in a grass field behind the Black Horse. We booked our seats - about 6d each - for a
Saturday. Tom was harnessed to the 4-wheel trolley, which had wooden seats about 2 feet high, arranged each
side and front and back. Seating capacity was 12-15, all passengers facing inwards, dressed for all weathers. At
10 am Tom was ready for action, and we were off. Tom’s cruising speed was about 7 miles per hour, so our 5mile trip took about three quarters of an hour with a touch of the whip. We arrived at the Merton Arms, the
unloading point, about 11 o’clock. After about four hours’ shopping, we boarded our transport and set off for
home. Tom’s clip-clop on the return journey was muffled by the continuous chatter of the shoppers about their
bargains, but we arrived home safely. Sometime previously Mr. Impey, the landlord, had died, leaving his widow
with nine children to run the pub and the carrier’s cart. Soon after the trip described above Mrs. Impey died also
and the nine children had to be divided between relatives. The pub was taken over by a Mr. Rivers, a well-known
bell-ringer, and, when he died, his son Reg, a good cricketer, took it over during the last war.
Our friend Tom had some sad times. When the Impeys moved out, he was bought by Mr. Frohock, the farmer,
to do light farm work, but Tom’s last job was degrading for him. At that time stacking elevators had just been
invented to carry the corn sheaves up higher for stacking. A power unit was put in to drive the elevator unit with
gearing driven by a horse going around in circles. Tom was harnessed to this for a time in the harvest season,
but fortunately, soon after this, little mobile petrol engines took over Tom’s duties.
About this time motor cars took over transport. The first two cars in the village were owned by Arthur Frohock,
who had a model T Ford in the early 1920s. Later he had an ex-army Sunbeam. I had my first car-ride in this.
Then the Rev. Richard Winkfield had a new Bull Nose Morris car. Soon after this, cars came into their own in the
early 1930s. A new Ford Eight cost £100 and a Morris Eight cost £120. In 1930 I bought a new 2½ hp motorcycle
for £31. It had a Villiers 2-stroke engine and could carry two of us easily.
My first driving licence, which I received on 22 March 1930, cost me five shillings and was signed by Ashley
Tabrum, the Council Clerk at the time. I still have it to this day well over sixty years on - my address Wood House.
Of course, I have had several more since then. Finally, a few words concerning the price of petrol. Can you
believe - petrol was much dearer than it is today? Work this out: a day’s pay for a lower paid worker was 5-6
shillings and this bought about 3 gallons of petrol at 1/8d a gallon; today he would get at least £30 a day and,
assuming a price of £3 per gallon, he could buy 10 gallons today.
Happy Motoring!
Sid Martin, May 1998

Painting of Wood House by Sid’s sister-in-law, Georgie Martin
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Sid Martin’s Memories – Dry Drayton in the 1920s
This month I will write more about the small village, Dry Drayton, as it was in the 1920s - its inhabitants and
houses as they were then.
About a mile from Scotland Farm there were four houses on the left called Rectory Cottages and next came the
Rectory with over twenty rooms. The rector was Mr. Wingfield. He employed about four live-in maids and a
man named Mr. Gifford who was gardener cum handyman. He lived in the Lodge at the entrance to the big drive
up to the rectory. Nearby was the Three Horseshoes public house and next to this was Phypers Farmhouse. This
was where Arthur Frohock lived. He owned and farmed around 800 acres of land, some of which was developed
as Bar Hill village in the 1960s. Like the rector he employed four live-in maids and he employed around twenty
men on the farm, who mostly lived in tied houses which went with the job. Arthur Frohock used to go hunting
with Ben Brooks, a local farmer, who also employed 10-12 men from the village. They walked to work for him.
He farmed around 1000 acres of land of which went with Childerley Hall, over a mile away.
We will now leave the High Street and go back down the hill to a village pump which stands at the corner of the
Park, the huge 20-acre field at the centre of the village. Turning left we come to the Chapel and a T-junction
where, facing us, is a thatched cottage with 1760 written on the chimney breast. On the western side is an open
grazing field. In the 1920s there stood about ten lath and plaster houses, some of which stood end ways to the
road. Further along Park Lane stood four more thatched houses, now replaced by two new ones. Turning left at
this junction and some 200 yards further on stood the Prince of Wales public house. On the right side of
Oakington Road stood our timber-clad thatched cottage called Wood House. In all there were thirty or more
thatched houses dotted about the village; now only about eight remain, three of which are in Pettitt’s Lane.
Now to write a little more of Wood House, our ‘country residence’ and family home, until we all married and
went our separate ways. As we boys left home our mother helped us on; more of this later. Wood House was
200 years old. It had all the mod. cons. available at the time. The thatched roof acted as insulation against all
weathers, hot or cold. The air-conditioning was regulated by mother who always had her sash window open in
her bedroom. It was the usual four-roomed house, two rooms below and two bedrooms above. The ceilings
were 6 feet high, so it was easy to repair the lath and plaster, as was often needed. The outside walls were all
timber-clad, so no repairs were needed there. Central heating was supplied by the big kitchen range; it heated
the big chimney stack going up the centre of the building and heating all four rooms. If it was not warm enough,
more clothes were put on. We three growing boys occupied the back bedroom. When the girls came along, they
had to start life in the front bedroom with Mum and Dad until we boys moved on and the girls took over our
deluxe bedroom. Both bedrooms had sloping ceilings, so they were easy to decorate.
At that time wardrobes for the working classes were not to be had so we stored our clothes in tin trunks or
clothes boxes. I made my own at woodwork classes; it fitted well under the sloping ceiling behind the beds. The
main front bedroom also contained a large chest of drawers, two chairs and a washing stand set, consisting of a
jug, basin, soap dish and a ‘jerry’.
Going down the short ten-step stairs one arrived at the living room. If mother’s air vents were open, and they
usually were, one got full fresh air treatment at no extra cost. In the centre stood a big round table with a large
oil lamp with a painted globe which gave a good light. To go out through the back door, to the closet, for instance,
the air vents would come into full power. To get out we had to step up and bend our heads to miss the top of
the door frame. Then came a porch to store prams and so on and adjoining the porch the washhouse used for
all purposes. It was fitted up with a table holding an oil stove for cooking. Later on, when piped water came to
the village a standpipe was installed. For sanitary arrangements there was a small wooden building some ten
yards away called the closet. It contained the usual seating arrangements and was complete with a shelf on
which stood a candlestick, matches and newspaper so that visits in the dark were catered for. Smoking was
allowed too.
Next to our vegetable garden there was a two-acre orchard owned by the twin Papworth brothers from
Oakington. In 1942 when I was about 12 years old, I was keen to have a hobby and it was agreed that I could use
the orchard for a nominal rent of one shilling a year to keep poultry and later bees.
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Our rent was 2s 6d per week, half a day’s wage. Up to this date the landlords had kept the house in good repair,
but the kitchen ceiling was always falling down. The landlords had the ceiling plaster all removed and a lovely ½
inch match board ceiling put up, which was much admired by us all. Then some repairs were needed to the main
cooking and heating arrangements and this really upset the landlords. Then the bombshell came. They said that,
after all the expense, if they had a grudge against anyone, they would leave our home - our haven - to them in
their will! Was this a threat to give our home away or a compliment? We carried on paying our rent as usual,
but from that date onwards we dared not ask for help with repairs. I was then at an age when I could do most
of the repairs and I did this from that time on with a little family help until our home was demolished in 1972.
Thus, for fifty years with sweat, toil and tears I looked after Wood House.
Next month I will describe how I was able to buy this valuable property and call it our own in 1952 and how
Mother, by will-power and hard work, was able to buy a piano to put in the Front Room.
Sid Martin, June 1998

My Memories – family life story continued
This month I will continue with our family life story. It was a typical one at that time but like today some families
worked to improve their lot, while others were quite content to plod along from day to day without making any
special effort. Mother was the dominant one of our two parents - Father did his best but at times she had to
control him because he liked a drink or two.
My Mother was the most hard-working woman I have ever known. She could turn her hand to anything, such as
cooking, sewing or plucking poultry; her hands were never still. In the latter part of her life she spent weeks or
years making her well-known stab rugs, made from old cloths cut into strips and stabbed into sacking. Some
went to all the family and a lot were sold to local people. The money paid was all given to church funds - she
was a keen churchwoman. We - all her family - had to follow this tradition as we grew up.
Mother was great on the need to earn and save money. Her bank was a tin box kept in the top drawer of the
chest of drawers in her bedroom - a ‘safe deposit’. Right from my early youth and that of my two brothers,
between times Mother did outside work, picking strawberries and other fruit at Chivers Farms in the summer
season, but she always made time every Monday evening to do the weekly washing. Her more regular job was
with the Searle family who came to Crafts Farm opposite us in 1922. It was still hard work. Father got a job with
them and Mother was employed to help with the farmhouse chores. At that time Maud and Vic Searle had two
sons - toddlers - so needed Mother’s help. She also helped then in their orchard which adjoined the farm, fruitpicking and plucking poultry as required. By that time the Searles also ran a milk round, selling dressed poultry
and eggs.
Maud Searle and Mother got on well together. Both were keen social workers for the village. This may seem
strange, but Mother had an agreement with Maud in that, when times were hard, she never took money for her
services but had farm produce instead - eggs, milk or extra meat. I’m sure the balance of goods was slightly in
Mother’s favour, for she never bought milk.
Mother’s tin box gained weight over the years. One of the Huddlestone family and a great friend of Mother’s
had a daughter who could play the piano and bought a piano at that time. Wireless had just arrived, but to own
a piano was a luxury. Mother checked her bank balance and found she could raise the money - £32 cash. So, it
was my duty to go to Millers Music Shop to buy it. Then it was delivered and installed in the front room. None
of us could play it, but we had a cousin in Cambridge who could, and he used to come to tea on Sundays. Then
the front door was opened wide for all the passers-by and neighbours to hear the Martins’ piano being played
on the loud pedal every Sunday! This is especially during summer to Mother’s delight.
I was in full employment then on Arthur Frohock’s farm until 1930 when he went bust and I had to get other
work. Also, at that time Council houses were being built, so some workers left their tied houses and rented
these, so they could get better wages. Mother could see what was happening and, as we three boys were getting
to an age when we would be contemplating marriage, she drilled into us boys to try and get our own homes and
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not to have to pay rent all our lives. Fortunately, we were all able to achieve this goal and, although we had to
borrow from family friends, in a few years we cleared our debts. In fact, we all took on extra paying side-lines to
make more money. My two brothers did pig farming and smallholdings while I took up beekeeping. Working
people, like ourselves, used to put money into the Post Office Savings Bank. The interest rate was 2½% and at
that time houses cost between £400 and £500.
1952 was a year of great rejoicing for my parents. We boys had all left home and were living in our own houses.
Out of the blue came a letter to me saying that the Papworth brothers were willing to sell the property. I had
approached them earlier about this but at that time during the war years and sometime after fruit was making a
good price, so no sale then. A few years later however prices fell and as my parents were sitting tenants, they
were first in line to buy this property. It was left to me to buy the house and its 2-acre orchard. We had a family
meeting and it was agreed that I could buy the property in my name, but our parents would live there rent-free,
and I would take over the orchard. They were delighted to think that this wonderful mansion, with the piano
still in the front room, they could call their own.
The orchard had been neglected for many years, but I was glad to buy it, for it had a good variety of fruit and an
ideal situation at the lower end for my bee-keeping hobby. My parents were happy with this arrangement and
lived on in this haven of rest until Father died in 1966 aged 86. Mother carried on a few more years, but had a
stroke when aged 82, so she had to go into a Home where she died in 1977, aged 89.
By 1974, Wood House had gone, and the 2-acre orchards were two 1-acre plots, each with its own bungalow.
We all had our own orchard, but found that fruit hardly paid for the labour, so we decided to pull the whole lot
up and set them down to grass. A local farmer cut the hay for himself, so each year it was kept tidy and no work
or expense to me.
This will be my last memory, sad to say. In my youth I worked on nearly all the fields of Dry Drayton and travelled
all its highways and byways many times and I have written about it all. Later in life for twenty years I worked in
nearly every town and village in the eastern counties on my working job in the bee world for the Ministry. So
not I can lay down my pen and like Frank Sinatra can say that I ‘wrote’ it my way. I was induced to write by John
Hacker and relieved him of his duties for a while. I hope he still carries on; I wrote about 20 articles in 3 years
and the editors will have a complete set of my last five memories of family life.
Sid Martin, July 1998

Paradise Cottages by Joy Dunn
In a previous issue Sid Martin described these cottages as he remembers them when his grandparents lived in one
of them during the 1920s. Joy Dunn has written from Fenstanton with photographs taken of her husband, Arthur,
and their two daughters at the time of the demolition of those cottages in the early 1950s. 1500 old peg tiles
were rescued from the roof and used to repair, amongst other buildings, the abbey building in Chesterton.
The girls had just climbed up the battens from behind and appeared beside Arthur uninvited. They came down
with no trouble later. We laid ladders up the roof, placed old doors on them, and slid the tiles to the ground,
where we took turns to catch them in heavy gloves and stack them. It took two or three days to do at a weekend.
The walls of the cottages were clunch built and some of the roof at the back was thatch. The chimneys were
extremely solidly built. In fact, to try to dislodge one stack the Walkers tied strong rope round one and attached
it to their car - tried to rev up and tug it down. The car just spun in the road and the chimney was as firm as ever!
No traffic much in those days.
There was a bread oven at the back, attached to one of the cottages. Brick-built to about 3ft and then domed
over and covered in lime to quite a thickness. Old Reg Thompson asked if 'we had found the cobble'. There was
indeed a large stone cobble at the back inside the oven. Apparently, when the oven was hot enough for baking,
the cobble showed up white among the bricks, so then the red-hot ashes were removed and food put in to bake.
Joy Dunn, August 1998
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My memories – the Stearn family
This month I will tell you about another well-known Dry Drayton family named Stearn who lived and worked here
about the same time as the parents of the Kidman family. But before this I have had a Red-Letter day which I
will explain. It was Thursday 10th September 1998. I was able to pay a visit to Dry Drayton to visit some friends
and also the churchyard to get more information about dates etc. for this article and I noticed it must be a Red
Letter date for the church to have modern gas heating installed. The old system as I knew with its trenched in
grating and old caste iron pipes must have been over 100 years old. Now if I live for another three months I shall
be in my 90th year and must be a lucky man to pay the church another visit at my age but can assure you pipes
etc. are now getting so like those in church and need renewing.
I will now get on with my story. The Kidman gravestones, as you know, are about half-way up the church path
on the right hand side and I noted that old Mr. John Kidman died in 1949 aged 91, and also that Mrs. Bertha
Kidman his wife died in 1945 aged 76 years, so a much younger person than him. I also noted the Kidman family
have several gravestones at the back of the church which go back hundreds of years in the village, so they must
have lived here then. We will now leave the Kidman graves and pass four more graves which must be old
parishioners until we come up to another 'cleaned up as new gravestone' with its overhanging trees all cut back.
This was done by a granddaughter and her husband of the late Jim and Rebecca Stearn the subject of my story,
and by a coincidence it was cleaned up at the same time as was the Kidman families. This grave is only a few
yards from the church door entrance.
Jim and Rebecca Stearn were a well-known and respected church-going family who lived in the village all their
lives. They lived in one of the Rectory Cottages the 40 years I knew them. They had a family of five daughters
and two sons. One of the daughters was my mother named Ethel, so you will note the Stearns are my
Grandparents from my youth. Jim worked at Childerley Hall Farm until he retired, he lived until he was 80 years
old and died in 1945, and his wife Rebecca died in 1945 aged 81. Now in those days the children had to care for
their parents until death and I remember my mother asking the doctor what she had died of. His reply was
nothing much is wrong, but her body has just worn out with age - no residential homes about then.
Jim and his wife and all their family used to attend the church services regularly every Sunday and in those days
all families had their own pews. The Rev. Wingfield was the Rector at that time and he always preached from
the pulpit. Now relating to the cleaned-up grave surround you will see a square plaque in the centre under which
is interned, or buried, the ashes of our parents Charles and Ethel Martin who were both cremated. Father died
in 1966 aged 86 and mother died in 1977 aged 89. This was done in 1977 by the local vicar and attended by
three of their children. Jim Stearn had a brother near his age named Arthur who also worked on Childerley Hall
Farm at that time. I don't know when he died but I expect both he and his wife Harriet are both buried in this
churchyard. They had no family and lived in Pettitt's Lane in an old thatched cottage no. 15, and it still carries
Harriet's name. You will remember in my story about the Kidman Family who had no family left in the village 28

it’s quite a different story with the Stearn family. I will explain this now in detail as part or branch of our family
tree.
I mentioned earlier on, the Stearns had seven children who nearly all married and some had big families. I shall
concentrate on our side of the family branch, the 'Martin Family'. From our side there was five children who had
in turn a total of 13 grandchildren. They nearly all lived in the surrounding villages.
Now my late brother Bernard who is buried in the new wing of the churchyard whose widow still lives in the
village had three children, a son who sadly has died had two children, one daughter is married but has no
children. The other daughter is married and has seven children and still lives in the village. So as I see it this
branch of the Stearn family tree still have seven great-grandchildren of the Stearn family still living in the village
of Dry Drayton, which is a most unusual even to occur in this day and age in today's world of young people who
continue to always be moving around.
When I was writing the Kidman story it reminded me that I never covered the Childerley Estate in my Farm
Memories so next month my final memory will be 'The Childerley Estate' from 1900 to 1940.
Sid Martin, November 1998

Sid Martin's Memories
This month I will describe Childerley Hall estate as I knew it from 1920 under the Brooks family up to the year
1957 when Mr. Ben Brooks sold up.
The Brooks family owned the Childerley estate way back in the 1800s. In the early part of this century Mr. John
Brooks and his family were living and farming here, as I am told. I don't know what other family they had but
they had two sons, John and Benjamin, who both joined up in the army during the 1914-18 War. The first son
John was killed in action, but Ben came out of the forces after the war during which he was promoted to major.
He also had an M.B.E.
Until 1918, Mr. John Brooks, Ben's father, had managed the estate with the help of a Mr. Dilley as farm manager.
John Brooks must have been an old man then and he died in 1927. This left his son Ben in full charge. When
John Brooks died, he left each of his workers one week's pay for each year of service. The Kidman family and my
grandfather who were employed by him at that time came in for this legacy. When Ben Brooks retired in 1957
the estate was bought by the Jenkins family who still own it.
The farm has around 1,000 acres and is on the north-west side of Dry Drayton. Although it comes under Dry
Drayton as a postal address, Childerley Estate is a separate parish or hamlet and is marked as such with its own
boundary markings on the 1983 map. The boundaries adjoin Scotland Farm's east side from the old A45 and due
north for about a mile to Rectory Farm. Its northward boundary runs up towards Boxworth, its most northerly
corner, and then back due west adjoining a farm boundary known as Battlegate Farm and runs along beside this
up to the old A45 again.
The only road to the estate is on the A45 opposite the Caldecote turn. At the entrance to this road is an old
chapel building which is the cornerstone of Dry Drayton parish and is now privately owned. The road to
Childerley Hall is about one and a half miles long. It was kept in good order by the estate management. At that
time up to the late 1930s the farm and transport were all horse-powered, but I do remember that the Brooks
family did own a small Foden steam waggon which had solid rubber tyres and which was used to ferry grain to
the mills.
The hamlet consisted of a stately Hall and five houses and one bungalow on the A45. Then there were eight
cottages situated at the Boxworth comer of the estate. These were called Boxworth Cottages as their access was
via Boxworth village. All these houses were tied cottages which are now all gone. Ten to twelve men used to
walk to work from Dry Drayton which by the fields is about a mile away. At that time Rectory Farm was run with
Childerley Hall - another 200 acres, until it was sold off when Mr. Brooks retired.
Sid Martin, December 1998
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The Workers on Childerley Farm
In the 1930s Mr. Ben Brookes, like Mr. Hooley next door, had to dispense with some of his workers and employ
extra labour to get the harvest in. For two harvest seasons I worked on all the fields of corn on the estate which
I described in detail in my Scotland Farm memories. It was all manual labour with horses to cart the com from
the fields to the farmyards to be pit into large ricks or stacks which were thatched out during the winter.
Ben Brookes was of a more congenial nature than, for instance, Terah Hooley next door. I remember that it was
arranged that we could buy beer at threepence a pint on the harvest field — a great luxury at that time and the
envy of other farms. Ben Brookes was a popular man in the hunting field with the local fox-hunting pack. He
employed at that time a man, Bert Thulbourn, and his twin sons who all worked with horses. Bert was the main
houseman and groom for Ben's hunting horses. His son Perce reared his family on Childerley estate and he had
a daughter named Janet. She was able to give some help with this article with dates and so on. She has now
reached retiring age and has a grown-up family, but she still carries on with domestic and social work in this
village. Her married name is Mrs. Dean and she lives on Madingley Road.
At Childerley, there was a little chapel adjoining a small lake. On its upper floor there was an organ and in the
1950s Mr. Whittaker from Hardwick. There was also a small church adjoining the Hall which, I am told, got into
bad condition, and had to be restored as part of the main building.
To return to the farm workers. In the 1920s in addition to all the houses mentioned with tenants working on the
estate another ten or a dozen men from the village used to work on the estate and on Rectory Farm, which was
worked with Childerley Farm in those far-off days. They used to come and join in the village social life, visiting
public houses and the newly built Village Hall. But when farm work was replaced by oil power and machinery
horses had to go, as did most of the manual labourers. What took months of hard work in the harvest fields is
now done by combines in a week or two with very little manual work. For in the late 1930s Ben Brookes, like all
farmers, had to move on to modem methods and cut down on horse-power. I don't know how long this took,
but I am told that when he retired in 1957 they held a farm sale of all his livestock of pigs, sheep, cattle and
horses and old and new farm implements. It took three days. The old farm carts went for bargain prices. Having
sold up, Ben Brookes and his wife whom had no family retired to Cambridge where he lived until he died in 1960
at the age of 71? His wife died in 1969. They have a gravestone in the churchyard along with other members of
the family.
Between 1940 and 1970 I became tenant of a small area of plantation, which I used as an apiary for my beekeeping activities. At first Mr. Brookes was still around and later I carried on with the new owners, the Jenkins
family. Their first great improvement was a good concrete road 1 ½ miles long from the A45 to the farm and the
hall. A new bungalow was built alongside the old one, which still stands at the entrance on A45. This was for
the farm manager, a Mr. Wreford, who was a good friend to me as we used to meet during my weekly beekeeping visits until I pulled out in 1970. So ended my forty-year contact with Childerley Hall Farm.
Sid Martin, January 1999

My Young Days
This is my memory, taking me back about eighty years, to what youngsters did when I was between 8 and 18
years old.
Girls used to have skipping ropes and spent hours with them doing up to one hundred jumps in a session. Then
they played hopscotch on a level piece of ground. They chalked squares about two feet apart in groups of about
six and then they put a stone in one and hopped to the next square. I think perhaps the girls had a more maternal
instinct in those days because they nearly all played dolls. Some had shoe boxes for cradles, but most parents
scraped together money to buy them doll’s prams and doll’s houses. I made a doll's house for my daughters and
remember using a cotton reel for the chimney. They too spent hours playing with their dolls and putting them
to bed.
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As girls grew up and left school at 14 years old to face the world, things were bleak in country villages. They
either had to work as domestic servants in local farmhouses or go to town and 'live in', visiting their parents on
their half-day off a week. But in Dry Drayton many decided to stay at home and do factory work which meant
cycling either five miles to Chivers Jam Factory at Histon or four miles to Girton Laundry. This was four or five
miles each way and in all weathers. The jam factory had a buzzer which rang out loud and clear so that you could
hear it for a radius of five miles. The times of work were from 8 in the morning to 6 at night — a long day. I think
about three out of every four girls preferred this way of living until they got married. Indeed, some carried on
after marriage, and even after rearing a family they went back to work at the factory as there was always a good
social life after working hours. There still is, even though the factory has changed hands and the buzzer has
stopped blowing. The laundry at Girton has closed.
As you ladies get in your cars to bring your children to school you can think that about twenty girls and boys
walked to school in all weathers from the Scotland Farm houses.
And now the boys and how they amused themselves. One game was marbles. You made a small hole in a level
bit of the playground and got your marbles out of a small bag. From a certain distance by using your thumbs or
a finger you flicked each one in turn into the hole. The first one to get, say, ten marbles in the hole was the
winner. You've heard of people losing their marbles? That's it. Another game was top spinning. You got a length
of wood, tied a piece of string on it and wound it round a top which you could buy, and it would spin round for
some minutes. But my main subject is 'trundling'. At first girls and boys used to buy wooden hoops and a stick
to bowl along the road - there were no motor vehicles then. But to 'trundle' you needed more skill. You had to
get a nice strong stick about 2 feet long. Then you found an old cycle wheel, removed the tyre and tube and so
on and then you had a wheel with a nice open rim. You put the stick in the open rim and took off, but like cycles
the momentum kept you going, or you fell off. That was trundling. More of that later.
As there was no television, we had to make our own pastimes in the long winter evenings. We would sit round
the big table in the living room, in the centre of which stood a big oil lamp, and we played all sorts of children's
games such as Snakes and Ladders, Ludo, draughts, dominoes and card games, boys and girls together.
Dry Drayton has only a primary school, so for both sexes the last three years was mostly a waste of time spent
playing around. As we boys left school at fourteen the outlook was grim. It mostly meant land work and low
wages, but if you got work on Chivers Fruit Farms you could later get a job in the factory at a better wage, which
several men did. When we became teenagers and bought cycles we used to cycle to town to the pictures or
theatres on a Saturday afternoon, leave our cycles in a shop (paying 3d for storage) and walk to the town centre
to a venue of our choice. Another attraction was the well-known Dorothy ballroom and I well remember another
dance centre around a bandstand in the centre of Christ's Pieces - now all gone.
Sid Martin, February 1999

Sid Martin died in April 2003 and this was the last of his memories I could find. Some other items follow.
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A tribute to the late Bernie Martin
by his older brother Sid. 1994
Bernie, as he was known, was one of the few people in the village who was born here, went to school here,
worked locally and died and was buried here at Dry Drayton. In his young days he was a real terror and worry to
his parents and lived his life to the full, both at play and work. While I am a retiring and shy person, he was the
opposite and would always be up front and was a good 'mixer'.
Bernie was born in the old thatched cottage as 'Wood House'. In 1972 this was demolished, and I have a
bungalow built on the site. We always got on well together in fact we had more like a father and son relationship
in some ways, as I am 8 1/2 years his senior. In all his 'exploits' he used to consult me and in his earlier building
programme, I helped him in many other ways when I could. On the other hand, he also used to help me when
he could, later in life.
Bernie started work for Chivers Farm at Slate Hall Farm when he was aged 14. He worked later at the Factory as
a lorry driver, a rise from £1.50 to £2.50 per week, which in those days in the 1930s and 40s was a good rise, as
at that time it was hard going, and you worked or starved. In the early 40s the Land Army had a hostel here and
Bernie, who was a gay bird(!) met his future wife Georgie who was living there, and they got married in 1944.
They had three children, two girls, Jackie and Gina, and a son named John. Jackie still lives in the village and has
a big family. Gina has no family and lives with her husband Charlie near Newmarket. John lived at Hilton but
sadly died nine years ago rather suddenly at the age of 38, leaving a wife and two children. Bernie was one of a
family of five, three boys and two girls. It was our mother's wish that as we all got married, we would buy or
build our own houses and not pay rent all our lives. By hard work we all achieved this, which was no easy task in
those hard times.
For a start, Bernie bought a cottage, 53 Victory Terrace, and lived in it for about seven years. At that time (1951)
my mother had an Aunt Harriet who owned a thatched cottage with a few acres of land in Pettitt's Lane. She
was able to buy for Bernie an acre of this land which butts on to the High Street. This proved to be a 'good buy'
as it proved to be in the 'building zone' and Bernie was able to benefit from this financially by selling two other
buildings plots - one just recently.
In 1951 Bernie, now having got a family, decided to have a bungalow built with the help of a builder, Mr Wynn,
with himself doing the labouring work. After a few years he decided to have another go and with the help of his
brother-in-law, Harry Carter, he built another bigger bungalow which is more secluded and suited his wife
Georgie who is a talented artist.
In 1954 1 started a fruit agency round but after three months a slipped disc meant I had to give up. Bernie left
his lorry job and took this on. At the same time, the post-delivery round became vacant, so Bernie took this on
too. Also, he had three acres of strawberries at Oakington. To help him and his family with this he also engaged
several local ladies for fruit picking. Another of his jobs was serving at the bar at the Histon British Legion Club
for several years in the evenings - this was right up his street! I helped him in many ways in the fruit growing
venture as I then lived on the old A45 two miles from here. He built a small mobile shop which I used to help
him erect each strawberry season on a site close to my home. Bernie quite often never had the tools for the job,
but he had a flair for borrowing from all known friends and neighbours! He carried on these jobs until he retired
in 1983, aged 65.
He died aged 76 just five months before his 50th wedding anniversary. All his life Bernie had the gift of mixing
well and he was popular for his witty talk at all public meetings. He was a keen businessman and would always
have another go to get a keener price! Sadly, he had heart trouble a few years ago which slowed him up, but he
died suddenly without any pain or suffering (as he wished).
Finally, I and my family would like to say thank you to John and Lesley Vertue, our neighbours, for all the time
and help they gave us at this sad time, especially on the funeral day.
Sid Martin, Oakington Road, Dry Drayton
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It’s all birds and bees for Sidney

Cambridge Evening News, September 1975
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Sid and Nora Martin (picture)

Sid and Nora Martin in October 1973
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Whilst searching back-copies of the Newsletter for Sid’s memories I came across other interesting pieces of Dry
Drayton history, a few of which are appended here:

Dryton discusses the Village Sign
In 868 A.D. Knight Oswy made a gift to Crowland Abbey in Lincolnshire of 8 hides and 4 vigates of Land along
with the Village Church of Draitone. A hide of land in this area was roughly 120 acres. This area plus the use of
common land for grazing and hay making was considered sufficient to support a Lord of the Manor with his family
and servants. Until very recent times most of local farms still conformed to that approximate size. A vigate of
land was about 20 acres, 4 hectares in metric measurement. These were usually farmed as smallholdings by
villeins and free men.
In all 1,000 acres of our Parish lands were held by Crowland Abbey for 700 years, until the dissolution by King
Henry VIII in 1543.
Of the sign itself, the post was given by Mr. Adrian Peck. It appears to have been an old ship’s timber that for
over 100 years had been part of' a barn at Edinborough Farm, that used to stand to the west of Blackthorn
spinney. Part of this wood still stands back towards Childerley, halfway between the village and Scotland Farm.
All the carpentry, shaping and mortising of the cross member and braces were the work of the late Mr. Charlie
Baker.
The unusual fourteen-spoked donkey cartwheel was given by Mr. Walter Scambler. Whilst the shield with its
symbols, beading and welded fittings was undertaken by Mr. David Wyatt Snr.
The original painting in traditional colours was the work of Mr. Peter Jeevar now living in distant parts.
The whole concept and its implementation was carried out by public spirited members of our Village community,
who gave the materials, their time and expertise freely for the love of OUR VILLAGE.
DRYTON, 1992

Paradise Lost by Dryton
One often hears of the destruction of tropical rain forests with its devastating impact upon all resident life-forms.
Yet we do not countenance the fact that a similar process is taking place here in Dry Drayton. This insidious
demands by mankind in his selfish pursuit of his own interests, too often at the expense of the rest of creation,
is having a dramatic effect on this planet, the gem of our universe, our beautiful living world that has given birth
to the creation of life in all its myriad forms - from vegetation to fungi, from insects to animals - all of which are
now under threat through carelessness or greed from us, the most ruthless and selfish creature this earth has
ever produced. What will be the long-term effect of continual eliminations? Got or Nature has modelled a
creation in which each life-form is dependent on others, like pieces in a jigsaw; lose one piece and the picture is
incomplete’ lose more and destroy the wholeness of its conception. One only has to cast one’s mind back a few
years to realise the rapid and tragic course of events here in our small parish.
Ten species of orchid once grew in village woodlands. Both woods and orchids have been sacrificed to man’s
‘progress’. The wild cornflowers that added splashes of vivid blue to the cornfields of my boyhood have
completely disappeared; the red poppies are now a rarity and even the enduring charlock has given way to the
garnish inflorescence of its close relation - rape. Other less well-known plants have gone for ever from our parish.
Birds have suffered likewise, primarily through loss of habitat and of their essential foods. Some species have
completely abandoned Dry Drayton, such as the highjar, the corn crake and the quail. The voice of the nightingale
that used to regale us all night in early summer in the Laurels, now known as the old rectory grounds, is for ever
silent. Many small birds, such as pipits, buntings and warblers are now rarely seen. The lapwings or peewits no
longer nest around here, for they, like other birds, find that modern, intensive arable farming is no substitute for
the rough pastures and rustic, hit-or-miss cropping of the old mixed farms. The economics of today demand
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ever-increasing yields so that the corn stalks stand so thickly clustered that it is difficult for a bird to find space
enough to alight, and virtually impossible to spread its wings enough for a take-off. Even the once abundant
skylark is becoming a rarity.
Machines of ever-increasing size cultivate, harrow or roll wider and wider swathes, crushing and destroying
everything that is incapable of fleeing before them. To all this add the anointing by chemical sprays whose effects
often go far beyond the intended target. Herbicides destroy the ‘weeds’ which are essential food plants for
various creepy crawlies, which in turn are a necessary source of protein for baby birds. At the same time, seeds,
upon which many life-forms depend for their food in the winter, are never formed. These poisons not only kill
aphids and caterpillars and threaten man’s precious crops, but often do untold damage to unintended victims.
So, it is little wonder that the resident bird population is declining and that the summer migrants are finding it
difficult to survive, let along raise a family. Even the cuckoo, whose constant cry by several birds from various
directions became irritatingly monotonous not so many years ago, has now become so rare that it is a joy to hear
it. The loss of hedgerows having taken its toll on small birds, many species of which served as foster-parents to
the parasitic cuckoo, it is now difficult for the parent bird to find a nest capable of receiving an egg. At the same
time the cuckoo’s diet of hairy caterpillars that flourished in the hedgerows has been severely reduced. How
many times did you hear the cuckoo this year? And what about the swallow? There is a saying that ‘one swallow
doesn’t make a summer’. If this year is a fair indication, we shall be rather short of summers in the future.
Changes in farming practice from mixed animal husbandry to an almost entirely arable agriculture in this area
has made stockyards redundant. These were the prime breeding ground for flies, the loss of which may delight
the housewife but is a matter of great concern to the swallows, swifts and martins.
The loss of insects is particularly acute in this area where we have so little permanent pasture. Undisturbed soils
full of fibrous roots, covered and permeated by decaying vegetable matter were an ideal habitat for a multitude
of ground-living invertebrates, both predators and prey, many of which develop from their larval state into flying
insects - beetles and moths, for instance - which in turn provide a valuable source of food for higher life-forms.
Old rough meadowlands hosted a multitude of plant species that provided, through their roots, stems, leaves,
flowers and seeds a wealth of foods for a host of Nature’s little creatures.
Ponds were once essential as a means of conserving water here in Dry Drayton. Practically every meadow, and
there were many, had its own watering-hole to provide drinking water for the animals. Each of these holes had
its own miniature eco-system from microscopic diatoms and daphnia (water fleas) to frogs and newts. Every
large pond used to support a pair of moorhens and dragonflies graced the village with their dazzling splashes of
colour as they flitted back and forth. On warm still summer evenings gnats emerged from their watery nurseries
to perform their nuptial dance in columns of thousands while night-flying bats swooped through them. Their
lifestyles too are restricted by the loss of mature trees with suitable cavities. Our hermetically sealed houses
offer no rafters to the bats, and they and other creatures get little welcome in our sanitized homes.
Although farmers are used as the whipping boys for the destruction wrought on the countryside, nevertheless
every one of us in the developed world has some share in the blame. Our houses, factories, roads and every
vehicle using them is an abomination to the natural world. Yet however ingenious and clever we are, we depend
for our survival on the elements and on living nature, both of which we exploit and abuse. It is not possible that
future generations may bless this age for its technology but curse it for its wanton waste and destruction?
Dryton

Jack
All our lives my family has lived in close association with pets, birds and animals, both domestic and wild. Father
was a keen amateur naturalist with great depth of feeling for all creatures. His enthusiasm kindled a similar love
and respect in the whole family. There has never been a time when any member of the family has been without
some pets, domestic or ornamental birds, animals in variety, fishponds in which frogs, newts and tadpoles are
welcomed. Many kinds of insects have added their attraction, including silkworms and honeybees, to say nothing
of multitudes of moths and butterflies. Among all these pets the most outstanding was a pet jackdaw.
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In May 1952 a fledgling jackdaw was taken from its nest. This was an acceptable practice at that time, since
wildlife was so abundant. There was no need of laws for the protection of wildlife, apart from game laws whose
sole purpose was to preserve a few choice species, simply for the pleasure of the wealthy upper class. To indulge
their blood lust, then boast about the size of their bag at the end of the day’s shoot, after which they took no
interest in the purpose of their slaughter.
This baby bird was taken great care of and it became a remarkable pet. It was never confined to a cage, apart
from one brief period later in the year which will be explained later. It quickly adapted to become one of our
family. When once it had mastered the art of flying, it had complete freedom, both in the kitchen where it was
fed and outside. It may be a lapse of memory, but I do not recall ever having a mess to clear up once the bird
became a proficient flier.
Jack, as the bird was named with great originality, a name to which he responded, would accompany any member
of the family out and around the fields. On long walks he would perch on one’s shoulder, frequently flying ahead
to wait on some convenient branch until we approached when he would rejoin the party but never leaving us
out of sight.
Jack used to enjoy the congeniality of a ride on one’s shoulder, though he did have some painful experiences
when alighting on someone’s nor versed in his habits. They would instinctively knock the bird off, fearing an
attack by some bloodthirsty crow. Jack quickly learnt who could be trusted. He loved to be caressed and would
close his eyes in ecstasy when the crown of his head was gently brushed with a finger against the lay of his
feathers.
Jack enjoyed accompanying us as we were hoeing strawberries, when his truly amazing eyesight could be
witnessed. He could spot minute creepy crawlies at unbelievable distances. Amongst his greatest joys was to
destroy cutworms. These ground-living caterpillars with a shiny head and rudimentary legs are often mistakenly
called leatherjackets, which are true maggots that change into daddy-long-legs (crane flies), whereas cutworms
become moths. Jack would pick them up in his bill, place one foot upon the creature, then tear them apart. He
was never seen to eat one, nor did he eat earthworms. One of his great delights was to feast on woodlice,
centipedes and beetles, particularly when they came from beneath a stone which he prompted anyone to turn
over for his convenience. Loose bark removed from dead wood provided a wealth of tasty titbits that appealed
to his gourmet taste. His preference in junk foods were cheese and raw pastry, my mother being an excellent
pastry cook. These he would demand whilst sitting on the open sash window of the kitchen, his prime vantage
point and one that was to play a major role in years to come. Jack also found my parents’ bedroom window
where he would enter to sit on the bed rail and call for them to get up and make his breakfast.
Late in the autumn Jack disappeared. It was taken for granted that he had returned to his own kind, as other
pets from the wild had done previously. But this bird was to prove an exception. He returned after a few weeks
in a sadly dishevelled state, with the feathers he still regained covered in mud, and scarcely able to fly. He
managed to perch on the kitchen mantelpiece about the AGA cooker, where he sat in a most dejected state with
his head tucked under a wing, showing a little interest in life and none at all in food. There used to be a strong
belief that semi-domesticated creatures would be given a rough reception when returning to the field. If that
was the case with Jack, he must have had a mega rough and tumble by way of initiation, since from then on he
always had a drooping wing. It was at this point that Jack was caged for the first time in his life - in a large parrot
cage until he had recovered enough to take care of himself once more.
But this bird was made of stern stuff, returning to his natural way of life at a later date, still returning to demand
a feed occasionally. When breeding time came, he went absent only to return later with a ravenous appetite,
filling up his beak pouch. He was up and away to Madingley, where he was undoubtedly feeding young, often
returning several times a day. Eventually his mate accompanied him but would wit warily on the house roof,
though it did eventually venture as far as the kitchen window. Even so it would only feed at a discrete distance
whilst Jack regularly took food from one’s hand.
It was at this time that we realised that Jack was really Jill, but the bird didn’t seem to mind.
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For fourteen years this bird would turn up begging for food in times of drought and severe winter weather, when
natural foods were in short supply, but particularly when rearing young. On occasions the young birds would
accompany ‘mother’ after leaving the nest to sit on the roof whilst Jack would shuttle between kitchen and
babies as she tried to satisfy their hunger. Apart from these occasions we never saw Jack in a flock, only with
her mate with whom she seemed to mate for life.
Dryton, January 1998

Dry Drayton Village Hall by John Hacker
The old Village Institute, an ex-army hospital hut from the 1914-18 war, was purchased and delivered by a steam
lorry from Felixstowe for the sum of £70.
Mr. Arthur Frohock, a local farmer (one of the original trustees) gave the site to the community on a 99-year
lease at a rent of one shilling per year. The sections lay neglected in a heap for some time until a group of willing
lads took the job in hand in 1926. Two of Mr. Frohock’s employees, Ern and Bert Ingle, were possibly the initial
inspiration when the work of building the two-foot-high foundation walls commenced. The building stood on
these - the floor being supported in places across its width by pillars, some of which later collapsed leaving a
nicely sprung floor with a movement of several inches up and down, particularly during the war time when the
‘Palais Glide’ was a popular dance!! Yet despite all their most determined and vigorous efforts, the boisterous
youths in their escape from the horrors and privations of the time, failed to open a crack, let alone collapsing the
old platform.
The building was a sectional wooden structure with a slightly smaller floor area than the present hall. It stood
closer to the road since there was no need of a car park at the time of its construction. Heated by two open fires
on the far side, whose straight flues claimed any warmth there may have been, they were just about as effective
as our present heating arrangements! Its lighting system was quite unique - this was a gas unit installed in a
wooden shed behind the hall - a gift from another trustee, Mr. Bed Brooks of Childerley Hall. It used calcium
carbide (which gives off acetylene gas when mixed with water) and the inflammable gas was then piped into the
building where its illumination worked satisfactorily except in winter when the water froze. The only form of
heat available at the time was a naked flame which could not be used near the apparatus for fear of explosion.
Working on the principle of the old carbide gas bicycle lamp, one wonders what the fire insurance premiums
would be today for using a highly flammable and explosive gas in a wooden structure!!
Behind the building there grew a bed of gigantic stinging nettles obscuring the gas hut and making the old
wooden ‘loo’ inaccessible - which undoubtedly benefited those vigorous and prolific weeds!
The first Dry Drayton Village Institute was declared open by the Rev. Senior of St. John’s College in 1927. It was
to serve the community for a full generation until the old place began to show signs of wear, partly through the
ravages of time, partly through neglect, since the initial enthusiasm for its maintenance had faded along with the
excitement and jollification that was engendered during the war time revels.
On 26th September 1961, Mr. Cyril Phythian made a proposal that a new Village Hall be built to replace the old
Institute. A public meeting was called for 16th October 1961, when it was agreed that the old structure was
beyond repair. A committee, under the Chairmanship of Dr Irwin Peck, was elected to look into the possibilities
of building a new hall. Outline planning permission was granted on 23rd October 1962, by which time a sum of
£1,300 had been collected, and this from a community of less than 500 who, with few exceptions, were wage
earners in the lowest income bracket. Other donations were received from the small businessmen who plied
their wares in the area and the Parish Council donated £100, along with the proceeds from the sale of one acre
known as ‘Sparrow Fields’ on which Lolworth Service Station now stands. With interest, this amounted to
£290.11s1d and was held by the Rural District Council. We understood that the field was sold to Mr. Alf Everson
for £200, but the sum was actually £185, and the rest was interest.
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All but one of the original Trustees had passed on, leaving legal problems which required the Chairman to journey
to London to get them resolved. In March 1965 the project was registered as a charity which required the lease
to be amended from the 99 years to 999 years.
By early September a tender from Wynns of Histon had been accepted and an offer for the purchase and removal
of the old building agreed. (The original estimate was £4668.3s.4d). Early in 1966 work was started on the new
hall, to be completed and equipped ready for the opening ceremony by Alderman Francis Jeeps, Chairman of the
Cambridge & Isle of Ely County Council, on 24th June 1967, at a cost of:
Final payment hall
Additional Architect
Legal Fees
Equipment
Total

£5,030
£ 100
£ 30
£ 425
£5,585

Of the many involved in its creation, special thanks are due to: Mr. and Mrs. Sid Thompson, the first caretakers,
who lavished much care and attention on our newly acquired treasure; Mr. Tom Bilton who gave his time and
expertise in installing the electrical fittings; Mr. Harry Carter, for many years an active member in our community
who at that time was Foreman Carpenter for Wynns. Harry took upon himself the job of Clerk of the Works,
attending to every detail in the construction and, in doing so, devoted many more hours in a labour of love than
his union would have approved. He also acquired the first furnishings; tables, chairs, etc. second-hand, which he
stripped, repaired and re-vanished in his own time.
It was Dr. Irwin Peck who accepted not only the challenge and responsibility of building the new hall but also for
raising the necessary funds. Being a good husband, this latter chore he delegated to Mrs. Peck, who gave sterling
service, soliciting every possible source for funds - from local businesses and organisations, from the village and
its people, and from anyone who had connections with our community no matter how remote - everything from
donations, Deeds of Covenant and fund raising events to collecting weekly house contributions. Dr Peck devoted
almost six anxious years to the joys and frustrations of meetings, travelling, organising and planning before he
savoured the happiness of success.
Even then he continued as Chairman until the last payment was made, only relinquishing the commitment of
office when the Hall was completed, fully funded, furnished and operating as a viable enterprise.
If Dr. Peck will forgive the lapse of almost fourteen years, the village, its people and organisations owe him a dept
of gratitude. “Thank you, sir”.
John Hacker, 1981 (re-printed in June 1996)

Letter to the Editors from Folly Rook
Tradesmen
I thank Dryton for a nostalgic journey into yesteryear. How well I remember those cheery tradesmen, especially
the oilmen. Living in an environment of candle and oil lamps, oil cookers and heaters, I loved to sit by the driver
and sack up that aroma of paraffin and candle wax.
May I also be allowed to add a few names that belonged to pre-war Drayton? A Drayton when all the families
were poor, but some poorer than others, except of course for the Rector, Teachers and the Hooleys of Scotland
Farm. Naturally there were those, as now, who thought they were a cut above the rest!
Dryton recall s early motorists; does he recall Professor Pegg from Pettitt’s Lane with his ancient Renault? Or
Rev. Winfield's big saloon, chauffeured I believe by the late Mr. Gifford. When I was 4 years, I had a habit of
throwing stones at the Rector's car, possibly because there were a lot of stones on the road in those days. One
day he stopped the car and diplomatically offered me a penny not to throw stones. The penny meant nothing
to me then, but I took it and waved as he passed from then on. Unlike Bernie Thompson, who had a small farm
next door. One day I found a nest of his goose eggs and accidentally broke one. Being curious, I broke the rest
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to see if they were all the same inside, when along comes Bernie — he threatened to cut off both my ears if he
ever saw me on his land again. Quite a different approach, but equally effective!!
Did Dryton ever go to Cambridge on Canham's bus? That was before he sold out to Eastern Counties. It was a
26-seater and was a mucky sort of colour. Then there was Mr. Canham the grocer from Swavesey who never
allowed my mother to forget a thing. And Freestone who clattered about in his Model T van laden with groceries
and cakes and things. Cliff Stearn from Oakington used to do his round for Moores Stores in a little slow-moving
Austin 7. Cliff retired the other week from the Burwell branch of the Co-op where he had been manager for the
past 25 years. Burgess the oilman has a son Desmond, known to us contemporaries as “The Spy” because of his
Humphrey Bogart mode of dress. He now owns a greengrocery shop along Burleigh Street.
Morley was the oilman in this village: he came from Cambridge in a clapped-out Bean. It had a vast paraffin. tank
at the rear and all his hardware hung from, or was in shallow trays along both sides, or tied to his front mudguards
— coconut mats, etc. were slung over the bonnet. When he retired his assistant, Jack Gunn, took over the round.
When he joined the army, his wife carried on the round for a while. Mr. Gunn was taken prisoner by the Japs at
Singapore but survived.
Old Tom Knibbs the Elsworth Butcher did his rounds in a pony and trap. I remember him best for his pork cheeses
(brawns). His grandson, Billy, gave up the round only a few years ago to concentrate on his shop. When I asked
him why he gave up he said philosophically: "waste o' bloody time and petrol!”.
I remember Fred Dellar’s motor bike and sidecar, but I remember better his modern chain-driven Singer car,
which he drove with only one arm, which was undoubtedly easier than his motor bike. But surely, Dryton, Mickey
Dellar, his eldest son, took over until his untimely death?
Before I close I would like to remind you that we had two shops in the Village In those poor old days! The Misses
Fanny and Alice Walker ran the Post Office and Stores at what is now 47 High Street. It was a dark, smoky little
place where I used to buy ½ oz. of Arts of Ook (Hearts of Oak) nearly every day for my old grandad. Billy Missen
had the other shop; a corrugated tin roof lean-to attached to his house. Billy had a grocery- round in other
villages. He owned a Raleigh 3-wheeler van which had a motor-bike seat and handlebars!
Have you ever wondered who this Dryton, chap is? He has always lived in this Parish, but I don't ever recall him
coming to our school. As a young 'un he went to Oggerton School, then because he was more scholarly than
most of us, he went to the County High School by train from Westwick, mark you! This was most acceptable to
us because it gave him the opportunity to raid the ash trays for fag ends for our clay pipes that we got free with
sherbet dabs from Billy Missen. (Billy was our own Granny Missen’s husband.) Strangely we gave up smoking
when we realised that tobacco was no better than dock leaves and the pith from elder stems!
Please keep writing, Dryton, it is good to remember Drayton as it was with its dairy herds and sheep lands,
convoys of horse-and-carts and clouds of butterflies!
Sincerely, Folly Rook. May 1978

End Note
Most of Sid’s memories were typed for him by his niece, Gillian Turner, nee Bilton. Gill’s husband Chris has
complied these memories from her files and from copies of Dry Drayton village newsletters held in the
Cambridgeshire Collection at the Central Library.
If anyone would like to offer additional articles and/or photographs to complement Sid’s memories, then please
contact Chris who will be pleased to add them.
We trust readers will find Sid’s memories interesting and informative. We have enjoyed compiling them.
Chris and Gill Turner. Oakington Road. October 2020
chris@turner-bilton.com
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