


We need your support

Welcome to In Our Age. This issue marks the end
of subscriptions and the start of our
membership. From now on we're asking readers to pay at

the beginning of the year, £12 for individuals and £30 for groups.

Please fill out the membership form and send it with your
cheque or postal order to Herefordshire Lore. We cannot keep
going without your support!

We know that many voluntary groups, day centres and communal
homes enjoy In Our Age. This issue, supported by a generous
grant from Hereford City Council (who helped us off the ground
23 years ago), aims to reach those clubs and groups. We want
your members or residents to enjoy In Our Age and share their
memories and recollections just as many of our regular readers do.

Why not start by testing your knowledge in our Twenty
Questions (there's a question in there about Gilbert Harding).
We'll publish the answers in our next issue.

Belonging to Herefordshire Lore not only brings you your
reqular copy of In Our Age by post, it also entitles you to
come along to our Living, Local History events.

Don't miss the first, a look back at Royal Ordnance Factory
Rotherwas by local historian Julie Orton-Davies.

Mark Hubbard, chairman, Herefordshire Lore.
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I left school at 14 after our house in London was bombed
in 1940 and we moved to Belmont Avenue, Hereford,
writes Derek Lloyd from Wimborne. I started work with
Mr. Rawlins who ran an electrical contracting business
and electrical goods shop in West Street. In 1946 we
used to load up Mr Rawlings’ van every Thursday with

Hereford
City Council

Battery Life

dozens of low Voltage accumulators. They contained
sulphuric acid and lead plates in a glass container, about
the size of two house bricks. One of our routes was out to
Fownhope and we would call at houses and exchange the
charged battery for a discharged one. These would then be
recharged at the shop. To make your radio work you still
needed an additional high voltage battery about the size of
a cereal box. How technology has improved our life!

The Wonder of Woolies -
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Earpbicher’ i vl B of Mg W 1V,

yeal’-0|d ‘Christmas PR[T{:HA.ED & SI]HS
Temporary' in Woolworths, TAILORS, HATTERS & OUTFITTERS
Fign Street, Hereford on the e e Tamita “

toy counter, writes Rosemary
Lillico. After Christmas | was
put on permanent and moved
to Hardware on £2. 7s. 3d a
week of which my Mum took
£1. 10s for my keep.

As well as selling ‘home
management’ items -
hammers, saws, screwdrivers
and drills - we counted out
screws or weighed out nails
into correct-sized brown paper
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bags for sale under the
watchful eye of the floor walkers, Mr Fry or Mr Mitchel.

A stock order was put in daily and once a week the whole counter
cleared. The assistant in charge of my counter
came by train from Ledbury.
Later a local girl took charge.
She and another assistant
were my bridesmaids when |
later married: it was a happy
place to work.

We wore unflattering brick-
red overalls with a note pad

and pencil hanging on a string
from the belt. If you sold more
than three items you had to enter them on the note pad and
add them up. The notes were inspected by a supervisor.

Staff had to address each other as Mr. or Miss - | felt quite
posh to be Miss Harris at 15. Conversations between staff
were discouraged and you weren't allowed to serve your
relations. Dad sometimes came in for a cup of tea during his
dinner break. | was proud to be seen working there, but |
would be told off if | spoke to him for too long.

The store had its Tea Bar (run
by Miss Queenie Bethall) and
once a week the Manager,
Mr Love, would stand over a
glass topped partition and
give us a pep talk. Miss Spratt
who worked in the office was
much respected: she checked
and emptied the tills and put
out our wages. During post war rationing we were registered
with The Sugar King grocers, managed by Mr. Knight. Harry
Hartland's butchers was on the other side.

After two and a half happy years | was persuaded to join my
Mum at Thynnes Tile Works with a huge rise in wages - £6.0.0.
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Cheap chocolates

M?,' First
and office revision 2.
1 wanted to go to university, but my parents could not
afford to send me, remembers this 92-year old lady
interviewed by Carol Smith. So I left school at 17, having
passed my matriculation exam, which ensured me a job
in the wages office at Cadbury’s in Bournville. This
suited me very much as I enjoyed working with figures,
but it was expensive catching the tram to Selly Oak then
a bus to the outer circle and onto Bournville every day.

So my father bought me a bike for 4s. 10d. This was

much quicker too !

Our office, in an old store room, was extremely cold. If
we complained they just told us to wear more clothes. At
lunch time we ate in the terraced restaurant with
waitress service while the factory workers had to queue
up for theirs and eat separately.

There was a seconds chocolate shop where you could
buy imperfect chocolates in a bag, 7d for a 1lb. We even
had tennis courts — and I love tennis!

Although the company was strict at times, it was a good
company to work for and I was very happy there. I even
met my husband-to-be there. We were friendly at the
time, but dare not tell anyone as I would have been
moved from that department straight away.

Once a year Dorothy Cadbury would give us our
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Elsie Rex, left, prepares for a proper, hessian sack race at Overbury
Road, Tupsley. Elsie’s family ran H. C. Rex's Cottage Dairy from their
smallholding there until the late 1950s when they moved to
Bromyard. (Photo: Di Ingram).

Central Garage, Kington M)J'O%rSt

Ray Bird had just started work at the Central Garage, Kington
when he witnessed an air crash. Ray from Coldwells House, Holmer
had just turned 14 and was working at Alf Edwards' garage
opposite the Burton Hotel when two aircraft collided above the
woods. The collision destroyed the wing on one plane and the tail
on the second. The four men on board the planes were all killed.

Later, in 1947, Ray was called up for military service with the
Army. (He was stationed in London during the Queen's wedding.)
One of his duties was driving tanks onto transporters, a nerve
wracking experience especially when the tanks were almost
vertical before they dropped down onto the transporter. One
time Ray was hospitalised after burning his feet on a tank's steel
floor. But Ray always wanted to fly and he lived his dream when
he entered the Air Training Corp's 1205 Squadron and flew from
Shobdon and Madley aerodromes. He remembers aircrafts' bomb
dropping practise and flying in a Wellington at Shawbury.

Ray remembers Operation Pluto when a petrol line was run
across the Channel to provide fuel for the Allied Forces in
France and he recalls the last German prisoners-of-war being
driven down to Russell Square, London at Christmas 1948.
Ray ran Birds Garage in Kington with his Dad, Alfred (the man
who sold the first bus in Herefordshire, back in 1920). He was
also a part-time Hereford Fire Service man for 30 years.

Interviewer: Carol Smith.

Our star reporter at Coldwell House was Carol Smith. If
you'd like us to pay residents a visit call Eileen at
Herefordshire Lore. 07845 907891

The Kington Brigade with fireman Ray seated, bottom right, next to Jim

Morgan and Bill Price. Behind Ray from the left are Gerald Parry, Mike
Turner, George Phillips, Harry Tomkins, Bill Edwards and Alf Parker.
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From My Album returns in the next issue. Give us a call if you have some photos to share.
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Wartime Wardrobe

Joan Thomas from Hampton Dene,
Hereford continues the story of her
early life: in the final extract Joan
joins the Timber Corp.

Both the Land Army and the Timber
Corps had green and gold badges
with a wheat sheaf in the centre. But
the Timber Corps, which I joined,
also had a dark brown Bakelite cap
badge with a tree as the centrepiece.
Crossed axes also distinguished us
from the Land Army: the axes
adorned the arms of our greatcoats,
while similar axes in felt were worn
on the arms of our green pullovers.
The

“Gee! You girls are something else!”

Americans were intrigued.
were words intended to flatter. Well,
we were very colourful with our
vivid green pullovers and bright

green berets.

Our berets distinguished us from the
Land Army’s rather duller fawn-
We liked

our berets because they tolerated a

coloured brimmed hats.

variety of hairstyles and could be
worn at jaunty angles. We could pull
them forward or push them back so
as not to flatten the more bouffant
look. We could tilt them sideways or
balance them aloft cheekily. If you
did that you might be asked: “Have
you got a stiff neck?” (This might
have been a euphemism for “Have
you any idea how ridiculous you

look?”).

Our ties did not sit well with Aertex
shirts, but they smartened up our
Poplin shirts. Dungarees were worn
to work in, and they became the
forerunners of hot pants when we
chopped the legs off as short as we
dared for a touch of glamour in the
summer. Besides, it was easier to dry
our legs after a downpour, than it
was to dry our clothes. I'd never
taken a lot of notice of legs before,
thinking they were all much of a
muchness but my goodness, ours
weren’t. With perseverance and
thick socks our sturdy brown shoes
became wearable, though my feet
never forgave me. They donated two

enormous bunions and a couple of
painful corns.

Our greatcoats were fawn colour,
three—quarter length, heavy and of
superior quality. There was a vent at
the back for freedom of movement.
The epaulets were useful for tucking
our berets into, or preventing our
shoulder bags from slipping. The
Aertex shirts were easy-care, but the
Poplin ones looked better if you
showed the collar and cuffs an iron
occasionally.

Talking of Land Army coats brings
to mind the time when, Rose Ellerton
was having a wash in her room,
getting ready to meet her boy friend,
Derek, for an evening out. Rose’s
girlfriend, Josie, saw Derek talking
by the bicycle stands as she came up
from the dining room. She called at
Rose’s room to tell her so as she
passed. Rose wasn'’t ready yet and,
thinking she might be some time,
slipped out to ask Derek to wait a bit
longer.

As Rose was in

the middle of a

chatting together. She
pulled her coat further
round her as she passed
them by, forgetting the
vent at the back of the
coat.

The airmen burst into laughter as she
walked past. “Were they laughing at
me being in my curlers do you

think?” she asked Derek. “Oh no,”
said Derek. “They wouldn’t be
looking at your head.”

Do you have a story to tell? What
were your early days like? Write and
tell us at IOA.

Send us your memories
Call: 07845 907891

Email: info@herefordshirelore.org.uk
or send us a letter

full wash down

S{leth had SEO reaches more than
ClO es on. (]

5,000 ders,
grabbed her readers

Land Army coat
and slipped into
it for a
respectable
cover up. As she

neared the '

bicycle  stands J u St 'E7 5
she could see | (other sizes available)
several airmen

In Our Age

has a long shelf life,

no other History publication
covers the whole County and
all issues are archived

This eighth page costs

Contact In Our Age for more details
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The Bulls

A professional footballer, my father
Norman Adler (front row left) signed
for Hereford from Southport in the
summer of 1937, writes Pam Collins.
The only other player 1 know is
Emrys Warren, back row (third from
the right). Hereford could not afford
full time professionals in those days
and they found jobs for their players
to supplement the wages. My father
worked at the Ministry of Defence
(MOD) at Rotherwas while others
worked at Bulmers. The start of the
war in 1939 saw the end of my father’s
footballing career, but he remained at
Rotherwas until the late 50's. Emrys
worked at the MOD at Moreton on

Lugg until his retirement.

Pool Farm

I'm working at the Pool Farm dentistry
practice in Belmont Road, Hereford, writes
Judith Simmons. We would like to learn
more about its history: can anyone help?
Meanwhile one reader came across this
old hop workers' bothy near Bidney Farm,
Dilwyn recently, “unloved and unlisted” Do
recall your days on the hops?

Cheap fireworks

Reg South from Putson recalls his
friend Cecil who turned up at Holmer
School in 1946 with some six inch fuses.
They lit them and enjoyed watching

sparks shooting out. “Cecil had found a
small ammunitions dump in the
grounds of Holmer House, which
belonged to Mr. Hughie Hall owner of
the nearby cider works. Was this a
secret ammunitions dump, to be used if
the Germans invaded, Reg wondered.
Another time friend Cecil came to
school with a special dollar bill. They
were from boxes of similar notes that
had been printed by Anthony Hall, a
Hereford man who in the 1930s claimed
to be a direct descendent of King Henry
VIII. Hall attracted national attention
when he called on George V to quit and
issued his own currency during mass
rallies in St Peters Square, Hereford.
He died in the 1940s and was buried at
Little Dewchurch.

Life's a lottery

There's nothing new about the Lottery,
Malcolm Startin reminds us. He joined
Hereford Rowing Club at 17 in 1949 when
the club's finances showed just £270 in the
bank and the club consisted of some rotten
old boats and a crumbling clubhouse. By
1960 (the final year of Malcolm's role as
club captain) they had arguably the best
clubhouse and boats in Europe. They even
had an investment portfoilio of over
£100,000 and had distributed around
£300,000 to local charities. The windfall
came after a lucky train ride to Birmingham
when club members Geoff Hammonds,
Harry Pressey, Norman Groom, Fred Lee and
Malcolm shared their carriage with a
gentleman who ran a weekly lottery for his
local Catholic church. The Hereford
contingent set up the River Wye Guild
lottery. In the 1950s the Guild became the
Wye Valley Pools with its own printing
press, the St Owens Printing Company.
Competition from other lotteries and a
postal strike finished the local lottery in the
1970s. By then Hereford had a rowing club
that was the envy of the land.

The Austin Seven
Club was out in force

in Hereford High
Town in August for
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was a great day,
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writes

Rosemary
Lillico, “reminding me that Hereford is a
market Town with a history to be proud
of”. The Austin Sevens, their bodywork
gleaming, have been lovingly restored to
their former glory. The three-year-old
club is open to new members: call Stuart

Howard 01432 353100.

What Dads do

Anne Milne posted on our Facebook page the story of how her father, head gardener
at Brockhampton Court near Ross, became anxious about his parent's safety after the
bombing of Bath on 1942. He scrounged sufficient petrol to drive down in his Morris 8
(reg: VJ 8497) but could get no further than Cold Ashton seven miles away. He parked
up and walked to Bath and back to satisfy himself that all was well with the family.

(What did your Dad do? Let us know at 10A)



Dairy Days

Many of you have been in touch
regarding our appeal for
Dairy Days memories.

We're still collecting material
for our Little Herefordshire
Lore History on Milk. Here
some recollections from milk
maid Joy Atkins
Madelene Went.

“When 1 left school,” writes

and

Little Herefordshire Histories \

Joy, “my parents, the rector

and his wife at Upper Sapey,
moved in with auctioneers
Mr and Mrs Baldwin at Collington to make room for the
Poupart family who owned a jam factory in Birmingham.
I started milking the house cow. In due course the cow
went in with the herd with the bull. When I went to get
her in for milking the Hereford bull objected. He began

The Rotherwas Experience

“My Aunt said ‘We're going to work tonight and I'm not
coming home tomorrow: She never did. This curious
premonition involved one of the 6,000 women who worked
at Royal Ordnance Factory, Rotherwas between 1915 - 1918
and 1939 - 1945. She was one of the unlucky ones, killed
during the only enemy bombing of the city that happened
70 years ago.

Come to the Rotherwas Experience,
Julie Orton-Davies' Lunchtime History event
at St. Peters Square, Hereford
11.30 - 1.00 Saturday January 5

Presented by Herefordshire Lore, funded by Hereford City Council
Free to members, £3 non-members

Who? What? When?

Congratulations to Ann Morgan sand Tony Hitchings who
identified artist Jason Hodges' picture. 'lt's Widemarsh Street
looking north at the town gate, with the Farmers Club, which
is still there, on the right wrote, wrote Tony. Here's the Club in
1945, writes local historian Derek Foxton when fired broke
out. And the date? Friday April 13!

Pam Collins emailed us (info@heredfordshirelore.org.uk) and
Audrey called (07845 907891) to point out that the previous
Puzzler picture was of Mick (not Nick) Magor, a teacher and
football referee with a class from Hunderton School. Reg
South and his pals wracked their brains to identify the Good
Companions pub (I0A 25, page 5).

Test your skills on this town scene. But which town? And
where? Answers in the next issue.

to shove me and I had to climb the thorn hedge with him
shoving me and snorting. I survived!”

Madelene from Ledbury Road, Hereford recalled her
Mum’s Midnight Milkman. “He was so called because he
delivered milk at ten o’clock at night. This was during the
war and my mother was reported for getting extra milk.
However she split deliveries between the Midnight
Milkman and the Co-op so no offence was caused.”




Herefordshi

Living local hist

- Twenty Questions -

How well do you know your county? Resident's groups, day centres and individual readers are invited to test their
knowledge in our Bumper Quiz.

1. Name the famous 20th century composer and cyclist who takes pride of place in Hereford Cathedral Close.

7. The Queen's Jubilee in the Summer of 2012 celebrated with a pageant on the Thames. Hereford provided one the boats.
What was this boat called?

8. Up until the 1950's there was a theatre in Broad Street.
What was its name? And what is the Catholic connection with the man after whom it was named?

Readers, community groups, day centres and residential homes will
now pay once a year. The new rates are £12 for individuals and £30 (or a donation) for groups.
IOA costs just over £6,000 a year. The money comes from your subscriptions and your many kind donations. Print
and postage costs have risen. Paying once, at the start of the year, will help us plan ahead.
A year’s membership of Herefordshire Lore and regular copies of IOA sent direct to
your home. (Group members will receive 10 copies). Free or reduced entry to our History Events.

Fill in the form on the back of this page and post it with your cheque (£12 for individuals, £30
for groups) made out to HEREFORDSHIRE LORE to: Herefordshire Lore, PO Box 9, Hereford HR1 9BX.

Your next issue of IOA is due in February 2013.




12. Why is this Westland car special to Herefordshire? 13. Which supermarket stands on the site of this railway yard?

14. St Ethelbert Street, Hereford was the home of a well known 15. What does this Wye riverside building
Herefordshire doctor who visited his patients in his own have to do with art students?
pony and trap. What was his name?

17. What was this Gl doing at Leominster station?

18. Which war memorial is being unveiled here? 19. What was the name of this post-war housing estate?
And after which war? And why was it important to Polish people?

20. Which market town is this? Thanks to Julie Orton-Davies for helping with the quiz.
Answers in the next issue

M ake me a member of Herefordshire Lore.

Tick the relevant box: l:, Individual Member l:, Group Member
55 '+ =2
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