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CHAPTER ONE 
 

OUR VILLAGE 
 
None of the guide books in the public libraries give our village of Flackwell 
Heath much publicity. 
"A small village on a spur of the Chilterns, which overlooks the Thames Valley 
to the south, Wye Valley to the North and East, with the furniture town of High 
Wycombe on its western flank." 
These few words are all Flackwell Heath seems to merit in a guide book on 
Buckinghamshire and, of course, if you compare Flackwell Heath with many 
other small Buckinghamshire villages we haven't much to show a visitor in the 
way of history or architecture. We have no quaint old cottages, no ancient 
Church, no medieval Inns. But we certainly have some unsurpassable views 
from our "spur on the Chilterns." 
From Cobacre (or Commonacre as it is more frequently called now) there is a 
sweeping panoramic view of the Thames as it snakes its way from Marlow to 
Cliveden. At weekends the sailing boats can be seen skimming gaily along the 
river at Bourne End and there is a splendid view of Marlow and Maidenhead 
and the lines of cars along Winter Hill, the popular beauty spot at Cookham 
Dean. Given the right conditions, the grand stands on Ascot Racecourse can 
clearly be seen on the skyline. I say clearly, but perhaps not quite so clearly as 
to support a claim I once heard an Old Heathen make, which was that he could 
see the time on the main stand with the aid of some powerful glasses. I would 
think they must have been extremely powerful! 
Some interesting views can also be seen to the North and East where distance 
lends enchantment to the sprawling industrial areas of the Wye Valley. 
Of course, the description "small village" is out of date for, with the tremendous 
development over the past few years, Flackwell Heath is almost a small town, 
and the population is still increasing if one can judge by the number of prams 
and pushchairs around. 
What of the village in the early part of the century? Its way of life — its 
population? Where did it derive its unusual name? These are questions often 
asked of we old "Heathens" by the newer residents. 
To satisfy this curiosity I recently wrote a series of small articles on the village in 
the old days for the Women's Institute (Evening) Magazine "Heath and Home". 
This set a lot of us old 'uns talking about old times. We thought our 
reminiscences of village life in the "good old days?" might be of interest to the 
newcomers and somehow the thing just grew. Several chats at both old 
people's clubs have 
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served to refresh my memory so, as spokesmen for all we "Old Heathens", I am 
going to try and supplement that brief Guide Book description and tell you a 
little of the past of Flackwell Heath. 
Firstly, the name. There are several theories about this. One is that flax thrived 
on the hill, and that the flack was derived from flax and, as it grew well, we get 
the word Flackwell. The Heath part, of course, is self-explanatory, as in the old 
days it was mostly heath and scrubland. I cannot subscribe to this theory as 
never, within my knowledge, has flax been grown at Flackwell, neither could my 
ancestors or old friends recall any crops of this plant. I would think that there 
would still be some evidence of it to-day if it grew so well. I think the second 
explanation is more likely to be the correct one. As we all know, there is 
frequently a breeze which whips up almost into a gale force wind on this 
exposed part of the Chilterns and, when this wind is blowing, the washing on 
the clothes line makes a loud flacking noise, and it was not unusual to hear the 
ladies call to one another "They do flack well to-day". Flack was the old village 
word for flap or dry and, indeed, the old local words have a certain charm. Think 
how descriptive the word Flack is. Just listen to the noise your own sheets 
make on a line in a high wind "Flack, flack, flack”. A lovely satisfying sound. 
Better than the chug chug of the modern spin dryer. 
So much for the name, except that it was always known locally as "Frackell' a 
handy shortened version. In fact, it is still used extensively by our near 
neighbours in the villages around and by many of the older "Heathens". 
For many years, the village was made up of four distinct hamlets, Heath End, 
The Common, Sedgmoor and Northern Woods, divided only by cherry 
orchards, copses and meadow lands and linked by rough flint narrow country 
lanes. These latter sufficing, as they were only required to accommodate horse-
drawn traffic which was few and far between. These separately named parts of 
Flackwell still exist to-day, but in name only as they are now linked together by 
the growth of new development. The original road names are still with us — 
Heath End Road, Straight Bit, The Common, Swains Lane, Chapman Lane, 
Dragon Lane, Blind Lane, and Whitepit Lane. What a lot of lanes, but they were 
truly descriptive. 
I think one of the disadvantages to the village throughout the years has been 
the fact that it has never been a parish in its own right, but was, and still is, 
carved up into three distinct parishes, Chepping Wycombe, Wooburn and Little 
Marlow, although, in latter years, the last two claim very little territory. As will be 
seen in a later chapter, this meant that the old village school at Swains Lane, 
could only accommodate children of the village until they were eight years of 
age, from that point they were required to attend the particular elementary 
school of their parish until they left school at 14. 
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Thus, depending which part of Flackwell one resided was the determing factor 
of where one went to school, and in the early years of the century this also 
applied more or less to marriages and burials, for it was many years before 
either of the places of worship was solemnized for these rites. It may be as well 
at this point to explain roughly which parts of the village came under the 
jurisdiction of the three councils. The western end, which embraced Heath End, 
the Common and the western end of The Straight Bit were Chepping Wycombe 
Rural; Elementary School Loudwater; burials at High Wycombe cemetery. The 
eastern end, comprising the whole of Northern Woods, including Blind Lane, 
Dragon Lane, Whitepit Lane and the eastern end of the Straight Bit was in 
Wooburn parish; Elementary School Wooburn; Burial Wooburn. Little Marlow 
parish took in Sedgmoor, the southern end of Chapel Road and, surprisingly 
enough, Chopstick Alley (Fair View Lane) at Heath End although, as I have 
said, the rest of Heath End was Chepping Wycombe; Elementary School Little 
Marlow Burial Ground Little Marlow. 
I am afraid the foregoing details may be rather boring but I must emphasise the 
unsatisfactory state of affairs that existed. I am fully aware that other rural areas 
had their problems, but I have always thought that probably due to our unique 
geographical position, that we on the hill have had more than our fair share. 
You see, we are isolated on the top of a spur of the Chilterns which really leads 
nowhere, whichever way one approaches, it must be up a hill. Oh! I know that 
in these days of motorised transport that it's easy, and its acute problems of 
access are a job to visualise these days, but they certainly posed problems for 
many years. 
Before the first World War there were less than 100 dwellings in the whole 
village with less than 500 population. Most of the oldest houses have now 
disappeared, to make way for the modern developments of to-day. The oldest I 
can remember, although occupied, were in a state of ruin when I was a boy and 
they would have probably housed the earliest settlers on the hill. Those I can 
remember most were longish bungalow type buildings of stone and clay. There 
was one at the entrance to Swains Lane, one opposite the present newsagents 
shop, another in Sedgmoor Road (some of this by the way is still standing but 
well enclosed). There were also one or two similar in Heath End and Northern 
Woods. There are some very old houses, still occupied, at Heath End, The 
Common and Sedgmoor. I would also think that the old houses in Chopstick 
Alley, now demolished, housed some of the first residents. They were, so I 
understand, of the Nomadic type, living on their wits and such clever poachers 
they were never short of a meal, or firing for that matter, for they were always 
found in the woods around the village chopping down trees for blocks for their 
own fire and for sale. It is thought that their constant use 
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of the chopper and the chopping, mostly done in the Alley, was where it derived 
its quaint name Chopstick Alley, and that it is nothing to do with Chinese 
residents! 
There was one old cottage which was a beautiful example of the masons art. 
This was Bottle Cottage, where the Chemist's Shop now stands. As its name 
implies it was faced up with all sorts of bottles, green, brown, etc. in intricate 
patterns, the bottoms of the bottles only, showing. 
Flackwell Heath really was a most beautiful village in the Spring, with its flower-
bedecked cherry orchards, green copses and woodlands of beech and oak, 
with wild cherry trees interspersed. Its meadow lands with carpets of buttercups 
and daisies and the winding lanes bordered by towering hedges of hawthorn 
and bramble. Yes a beautiful sight, if only we could have made permanent 
records of it with our cameras and colour film of to-day. But, alas, progress 
must be made, time marches on, people must live somewhere, so the orchards, 
copses and green fields, one by one disappeared to make room for the next 
new estates which sprang up and to-day have linked up those four separate 
units, I mentioned. 
Of course, the advent of the motor-car made this all possible so that our village 
in terms of time is now only a few minutes from the great industrial areas of 
outer London, etc. where most of our newer residents work. 
The growth of Flackwell started fairly slowly after the first World War. The odd 
house appeared here and there by the side of existing roads such as Blind 
Lane, Dragon Lane and Swains Lane. The first semblance of an estate, or at 
least a new road was Fennels Way. The odd local builder speculated 
somewhat; but mortgages were regarded too much as millstones by the rank 
and file, and these speculations rather hung fire. In the mid-thirties, with its 
ominous threats of War, quite a few business people from London snapped up 
those properties that were still unsold, and quite a brisk move was made in the 
erection of more which were to provide a home, in what was considered a safe 
distance from London, with its vulnerability to air attack. 
With the outbreak of War in 1939, the village had altered but very little, there 
was still its orchards and green fields almost untouched. It was after the War 
that things started moving. Only those with priority licences were allowed to go 
ahead, so it was only in the order of things that the Council Estate at Heath End 
was the first major estate to be built. This took in the fields known as the 
Grubbins Cowfield, etc. as well as a strip of what is now Wilks Park Football 
Ground. 
This rather large estate linked up with the Hostel, buildings with attendant 
kitchens, lounges and bedrooms which was built by the Government during the 
War mainly to accommodate workers engaged in priority work in the area. Its 
main approach was from Fennels Way. 
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This hostel has now been closed and is to be the site of a new Council Estate 
linking with the existing estates. 
It was not long before the Council Estate had to be extended, taking up the 
whole of the remaining land as far as The Oaks, a coppice on the Western 
boundary of Flackwell. By this time, Flackwell Heath, scheduled as a residential 
area only, became quite popular with the commuters and, as building licences 
and materials became more easily available, the developers stepped in and, in 
a very short space of time, orchards, copses and pastures disappeared and 
trim buildings took their place, so that the village soon assumed an entirely 
different character. Villagers, who had known every other villager, found many 
strangers in their midst. 
It might be a good idea hereabouts to set out how the growth developed, not 
necessarily in strict order, but through an old Heathen's eyes, giving the names 
of the new developments, and also the name of pastures, orchards, etc., as we 
knew them. 
Among the first was Greenlands (Roberts Fields), Georges Drive, Philip Drive 
and Green Crescent (Whitegates Estate), Strathcona Close, this estate being 
built in what was the gardens of a large country house, Strathcona, which was 
used during the war by an evacuated Insurance Company; Hedley Road (Bob 
Halls Field) and, later, the continuation called Cherry Wood Gardens (Walter 
Jennings Field) Sedgmoor Gardens (Sandpits and Champ Howards Orchard) 
the three roads off Blind Lane — Willow Close, Woodside Close, Wilfrids Wood 
Close (scrubland adjoining Wilfrids Wood) and opposite in Blind Lane, Little 
Close (Pratts Meadow), Fennels Farm Road (Salters Meadow) and Southfield 
Road (Austins Meadow), The Meadows (John Smith Orchard), 

 
The only school in the village until 1961. Old cottage now demolished. 
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The Orchard Estate (Roberts Farm and Orchard). 
The Churchill Estate was pasture land belonging to Pratt, a farmer, and land 
from Jennings Norland Estate, Juniper Hill County Primary School was built on 
what was the Norlands Turkey Farm. 
The Flackwell Heath Junior and Infants Schools were both built on land that 
was known as Lady Carringtons Recreation Ground. This was rather a rough 
uneven piece of pasture land that was given to the village by Lady Carrington. It 
was never much of a recreation ground as we know them today. There was 
never any facilities for the children, and all it was ever used for was football by 
the village youth, but even this was rather restricted as there was little of it level 
enough. 
In later years, tradesmen of the village grazed their horses there. After the first 
World War it became the home of the Village Memorial Hall, an ex-army 
building, which for many years was the focal point and until its demoltion 
around 1950, it was of great service to many local organisations. 
It was used during the war for a school for evacuated London children. It was in 
rather a bad state of repair in post war years and finally became a victim of 
vandalism. 
Despite the fact that the Rec was of very little use to the village as such, it was 
realised that the site was most valuable, and as a village school was in the 
pipe-line, covetous eyes were cast on it by the local Education Authority. 
The school became a reality during the later 1950's, but it required the sanction 
of a public meeting of the villagers. In spite of the fact that a primary and infant 
school was so badly needed, and that this was the obvious site, it was a hard 
fight to obtain the necessary sanction and it was only by a promise to build a 
Community Centre in the grounds that the Authorities got it through. 
There are two more developments which I have not so far mentioned — The 
Fairway and Carrington, both these estates being built on what where formerly 
allotments, the former belonging to the ecclesiastical estate of Wooburn Parish. 
Although I am not too familiar with the facts, I understand that the fair sum of 
money obtained for this site was put into a Trust Fund to be used for the poor 
and needy parishioners but, so far as my information goes, very little of this has 
come back to the Heath or its residents but maybe this is because the boundary 
of Wooburn Parish was pushed back and now there are few houses, if any, in 
Wooburn Parish, at Northern Woods. 
Another development started some years ago, known as the village centre 
(opposite Cherry Tree Public House) has made rather slow progress and, at the 
moment, is still incomplete. This is a central site, formerly Jennings Field and 
Kilnwood. As this development is advertised as complete 
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with shopping precinct, it is desirable that it should be finished as soon as 
possible as, with the tremendous growth of population, new shops are badly 
needed. 
The Kilnwood part of this estate was a small copse of mostly fir trees. There 
was a very deep dell or pit, which, it is said, was once a brick kiln. Old 
Heathens assure me that there definitely were bricks made but it came to an 
abrupt end when the few men operating the kiln left one day for a pint at a 
nearby Inn, when they returned, found that the pit had caved in, burying the kiln 
and its equipment. Apparently, the men decided to call it a day so presumably 
the kiln sunk without trace so to speak. 
The six public houses that exist to-day have been there since I can remember 
and, with one exception, on the same sites, the exception being The Green 
Dragon, the present fine modern building having replaced the old one nearby. 
All have, of course, been extended and modernised so that they are hardly 
recognisable as we knew them formerly. 
I have heard of other licensed houses that once existed, but the six, The Stag, 
The Magpie, The Green Man, The Cherry Tree, The Three Horseshoes and 
The Green Dragon are the only ones I have known in my lifetime. I would - 
doubt very much if the village has any ancient history, there is not much 
evidence of it, in fact I would think there were few, if any, inhabitants till the 
latter part of the seventeenth century, and this could be easily accounted for by 
the lack of water and the inaccessibility. 
The only link with the past, within my knowledge, was a cave in one of the fields 
flanking Sheepridge Lane. This was situated on the bank rising toward Fair 
View Lane. I have no idea what was its origin, but there is little doubt it was 
man-made and may have been the lonely home of one of our ancestors. There 
were periods in the past when this cave or cavity was opened up by the youth 
of that day and crowds of us would gather around awaiting our turn to descend 
into its gloomy chamber. As it has now been filled in for over 50 years, it is 
unlikely that there will be any further investigation. In fact, it is doubtful if anyone 
living to-day could find its exact whereabouts. I don't think I could. 
To describe it briefly, the entrance, a hole in the side of the hill, was about three 
feet in diameter, it then sloped down at an angle of about 45 degrees for about 
six feet. There was then a drop of two feet to a round chamber about six or 
seven feet in diameter and seven to eight feet high. It was all cut from the bare 
earth. 
Eventually, the farmer, no doubt tired of lads tramping his ground, filled it in. 
This must have been a big job. 
It does seem to-day that Flackwell cannot get any bigger unless some of the 
Green Belt is released for development, for we have almost reached saturation 
point with regard to building land. 
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Apart from the developments, it has been a source of wonder to us Old 
Heathens, the amount of what we have always thought odd pieces of useless 
land that must have been utilised for building. Even some residents with large 
gardens have sacrificed the privacy they have enjoyed over the years and now 
have neighbours in what was their garden or orchard. 
There are few green fields and, apart from the Golf Links, which is not wholly in 
Flackwell anyway, there is the public Recreation Ground used by the village 
Cricket Club, and the under 14 football club, the village fair twice a year, and 
where it is hoped that two hard tennis courts will be laid in the near future. 
There is a children's play area complete with swings etc. which is constantly 
fighting a losing battle with vandalism and lack of maintenance. Even so it is a 
pleasant spot, situated right in the centre of the village. There is also Wilks Park 
the home of the football Club, and given to them under trusteeship by Mr. 
Arthur Wilks in 1955, a very generous gesture from a man who was born and 
bred at Flackwell and very proud of it. 
In recent years a motorway, the M40 has taken a slice of Fennels Wood, but, 
as it is over the brow of the hill, little can be seen or heard of it and it has made 
little difference in this respect, but it has certainly put paid to another peaceful 
beauty spot. 
A new road that has made a tremendous difference to us is the link road from 
Spring Lane to Daws Hill Lane at Wycombe and which, at one point, goes over 
the M.40. This has brought Wycombe within a few minutes of Flackwell Heath, 
and has proved a great benefit to the many villagers who work in the town, as it 
has cut out the congested A.40. It has also meant that our near neighbours 
from Wooburn or Bourne End can also take the same advantage. 
The only drawback to this is that it has meant a terrific increase in traffic 
through the centre of the village, and, although a 30 mile speed limit has been 
imposed, most people think it should be reduced still further. 
There is now a fairly frequent bus service which comes from Wycombe to the 
Green Dragon and, at intervals, via Blind Lane to Bourne End. One bus per 
hour goes to Heath End via Fennels Farm Road and Oakland Way, a useful 
service for the Council Estate. 
As I mentioned earlier, we could perhaps do with a few more shops, although 
the present stores are modern, up-to-date and well patronised. These are 
almost all centred round the Common, Swains Lane area, which is rather a sore 
point with residents at the extreme ends of the village, and even if, and when, 
the new shopping precinct materialises it will also be in the same area. 
What of the places of worship? There was a building of brick and stone built by 
the Methodists, opposite the present 
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Methodist Sunday School, probably built in the early nineteenth century, and it 
speaks volumes for its solidarity when it still stands to-day as the ground floor of 
the Co-op Stores (now closed). Take a look at it when next you are passing. 
This was later used as the Methodist Sunday School, when the present Chapel 
on the corner of Chapel Road was built in 1881 and which, sad to say is 
scheduled for demolition at any time, again, to make way for road 
improvements. An alternative site has been offered in the old School grounds 
opposite and is likely to be accepted. 
Anglicans in the village mostly attended Loudwater Church, until a building was 
erected in Chapel Road, not far from the site of the present modern Church and 
Manse. This Church was built in 1959 and is in the ecclesiastical parish of Little 
Marlow. There was a building in Chopstick which was also used for religious 
purposes, but more of this in a later chapter. 
What has been the reaction of the original Heathens to the sweeping changes 
that have taken place during the last decades for the average Heathen is proud 
of his heritage. It would be true to say that the newcomer was not, at first, 
welcomed with open arms but, later, after taking stock of their new neighbours, 
they were accepted. 
I have often heard it said in the past that one could not be a true Heathen until 
he had resided in Flackwell Heath at least 20 years, and I would say there is a 
good deal of truth in this, at least it would probably be that length of time before 
he was accepted with that same loyalty that exists between Old Heathens. In 
describing this for my own part, I have made many friends among the newer 
residents and for whom I have the greatest respect, especially those who have 
settled down and are taking an active part in the various organisations which 
makes a place tick. 
However, there is quite a different feeling when I meet an old acquaintance 
who, like me, has lived his life in the village. This I can only describe as a 
feeling of extreme loyalty somewhat akin perhaps to old soldiers who have 
fought many campaigns together. 
 

" THE HARVEST " 
 
Once we grew cherries at Flackwell 
At Flackwell Heath on the Hill 
We grew cherries at Flackwell 
And our baskets we could fill  
With Early Rivers, Bigereaux, Napoleons, large and red. 
While juicy whitehearts, blackhearts too 
Hung waiting overhead. 
 
Away from the smoky valleys 
And the grime and the dust of the towns  
Our trees were like brides in the Springtime 
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Wearing their white blossom gowns.  
Yes, above the mills and factories 
Our trees grew so straight and tall  
That we had to hire long ladders 
So that we could pick them all. 
 
And at the end of the season 
Was the famous Cherry Fayre 
And people came from miles around  
To sell, or to buy, or to stare. 
And on those gaily decked stalls  
To gladden hungry eyes 
Were rows and rows of the famous  
Flackwell cherry pies. 
 
We pick no more cherries at Flackwell  
The trees and the ladders are gone. 
Houses fill the fields and woods 
The orchards are built upon. 
Our roads have cherry names though 
Just to keep tradition alive. 
There's The Orchard, Cherry Wood Gardens,  
Cherry Close and Cherry Rise. 
 
And those houses ring with the laughter 
Of happy children at play. 
And they're bright and healthy with cherry-red cheeks  
And modern clothes so gay. 
 
Far away from the smoky valleys  
Our children grow straight and tall.  
They play beneath our last few trees  
With skipping rope, toy or ball. 
 
You should see our lads play football  
In their shirts of cherry-red. 
And the old call "Up the Cherrypickers"  
Is not entirely dead. 
 
Yes, above the mill and the factories 
Our children grow straight and strong. 
You should hear them singing sweet and clear  
An old traditional song. 
 
So we still have a harvest at Flackwell  
At Flackwell Heath on the Hill. 
Our harvest's not cherries but children 
 A better harvest still. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 

"HIGH DAYS AND HOLIDAYS" 
 

What of the inhabitants? their livelihood, pleasures and general activities? 
The men, for the most part, worked in the paper mills in the valley, the furniture 
factories of High Wycombe, or on the farms. Wages in the very early days were 
very poor and, consequently, the standard of living not very high. They also had 
to work very long hours by to-day's standards. 
Shifts in the paper mills were 12 hours, 6 a.m. to 6 p.m. one week, 6 p.m. to 6 
a.m. the following week, and most mills worked all day Saturday, 72 hours one 
week, to 60 the next and all this for 5d. or 6d. per hour, so it will be seen that 
30s. to 35s. per week was about the family income. 
The furniture workers rate was probably a little more but the farm worker, as 
always, was considerably less, but they didn't have to contend with shift work 
and, having experienced a little of this myself, I don't think there is anything 
more soul-destroying. 
Another aspect of the long hours was the fact that there was no transport, it 
was either walk or cycle. One can hardly imagine in these days, when most 
workers have a car and good services provided by the transport companies, 
what it was like to leave home at 5 a.m. for work and then trudge up the hill 
after a long day's work, taking up at least 13 hours out of the 24. It will be 
gathered from this that there was little time for social activities, for, in addition to 
his job, most men had an allotment to garden, to keep the family well fed. 
Of course, no radio or television, so what did they do? Well, as I have said, 
there was little time for anything other than the garden in spring and summer, 
and in winter, it was to bed early, for there was little comfort in the cottage as 
we know it now — oil lamps, but more likely candles provided the lighting, while 
fuel was a big item in the family budget. Coal, if available at all, had to be used 
sparingly. Most families had a store of wood blocks, which had been collected 
and sawn the previous summer. 
Cooking was invariably done on the kitchen stove. Clothes were another 
headache for the head of the family, for most families were big by to-day's 
standards. Hob-nail boots and corduroy trousers were usually the order of the 
day for the men and boys. 
What of the ladies? Well, the stay-at-homes did just that, for there was nowhere 
to go, and no-one to see, except when they took a walk to the tiny village 
shops. 
There were many of the younger women who went to work. Those with young 
children farmed them on to Gran who was 
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always conveniently handy, because, in most cases, the girls married the boys 
of the village, and so made their home on the hill . There were one or two who 
caused a stir by marrying a 'foreigner,' a lad from a nearby village or town, but 
these were the exceptions rather than the rule. 
So you see, all the recent controversy about the wisdom of Mum's working is 
not new. My own mother and grandmother didn't give it a second thought. 
When the families had become too unwieldly for Gran to manage, Mum was 
glad enough to stay at home, happy in the knowledge that she had done her bit. 
There was not much choice of jobs for the ladies to choose from. Sorting rags 
(one of the raw materials of some kinds of paper), sorting, counting and packing 
the finished product in the paper mills. 
Some worked on the farms, in the dairy, delivering milk, or even in the fields. 
There was no such thing as a Milk Marketing Board, with its well-organised 
collection and distribution as we know it now. The local farmer, after driving his 
cows in from the pasture, would milk them (all this very early in the morning). 
He would then set off with his horse and milk float to deliver to his customers, 
the local families. No milk bottles as to-day, he would bring the milk to the door 
in a container complete with pint and half pint measure and measure off into a 
jug the quantity required, comparing very badly with the hygienic standards we 
now enjoy. 
To get back to the ladies, there were some girls employed by the more affluent, 
as domestic servants in the village and around. 
Some mothers took in laundry and roped in their daughters to assist with the 
washing and ironing. The money most of these girls earned was a mere 
pittance but every shilling helped, in fact, was a necessity, to exist at all. I 
expect the working mums of to-day would also claim that their contributions to 
the family standard of living is necessary and it's probably true, but it works in a 
rather different way. There is a great demand for ladies in industry and offices 
therefore it is not much bother for the younger element to get a job even part-
time, and she is thus able to help to meet the demands of H.P. payments, 
mortgage, car, etc. and maintains this high standard and what a splendid thing 
it is too! 
As for the family activities — Dad usually worked until Saturday lunch-time, that 
is, of course, if he did not do shift work. In the Spring and Summer most spare 
time would be spent on the allotment. Saturday evening was the highlight of the 
week for many of them. They would go to Wycombe, shopping. The street 
market in the High Street with its spluttering lamps, the immense variety of 
merchandise on show and the chance of a "bargain" was a great attraction. As 
the market, and the shops did not close until nine or ten p.m., there was plenty 
of time to browse and seek bargains. 
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The 5.50 from Loudwater was the most popular train and I expect it would be 
hard to convince our newer residents that the now almost deserted platforms, 
were packed with people at this time. There was also the added attraction that, 
as the evening wore on, many of the tradesmen with the stalls would decide to 
cut their losses and make sweeping reductions. Thus many of our forbears 
returned loaded, on the 9.15 p.m. train, to be faced, once again, with that long 
walk up the hill. 
I can remember, even at that late hour, the frying pan going on and Dad's 
"bargain" sausages or fish, being quickly disposed of. The younger element, 
who had started work, and had thereby earned the right of pocket money, 
patronised the picture palace, and the 10.5 from Wycombe was the train used 
by this lot. A seat at the pictures was 9d. Fare 5d. return, and the 1/2 lb. of hard 
sweets from the market 4d., a good time could be had by all for less than 2s. 
which was about the amount of their pocket money. 
Sundays? Those who wished could attend the church of their choice — 
Methodist or Anglican. There was another kind of Church or Chapel in Chop 
Stick Alley (the building still in good shape is now used as a dwelling) which 
was strictly non-conformist. I do not claim to have personal knowledge of this, I 
think it all happened a little before my time, but I understand from some old 
Heathens who did attend, that local people would stand and deliver their views 
on the Christian Faith. They did this under great stress for the unbelievers took 
a delight in coming to heckle and the meeting often finished in pandemonium. It 
was rather a different matter when the Salvation Army held a service there, they 
always brought a band and, for the most part, were undisturbed. 
The Sunday School Anniversary sometime in June was an event not to be 
missed, and visitors came from all around to the Methodist Church, which was 
always packed to capacity on these occasions. Special hymns were sung by 
the children and these were interspersed with recitations, here again it seemed 
the most important thing was to get through it without prompting. 
The Sunday School Treat that followed was an important date in the children's 
calendar. They were usually taken to West Wycombe Hill, sometimes Burnham 
Beeches. The tradesmen of the village always provided the transport so there 
was a motley selection, bakers van cart, farm cart, even coal cart all cleaned up 
and seats installed for the occasion. West Wycombe was always my particular 
favourite because there was so much one could do there. Explore the cave, go 
up into the ball at the top of the church on the hill, the excitement of sledging 
down the steep hill and, of course, donkey rides. Tea was always provided in 
the local Methodist Church. After tea, there were races, and, to wind up, 
teachers 
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of the Sunday School would scatter hard sweets from a large tin. This was 
always called a scramble and certainly lived up to its name. 
Another function always enjoyed by the Sunday School children was the tea at 
Christmas which was followed by a party. There were games sometimes 
followed up by a magic lantern show. 
The villagers were always proud of their brass (later silver) band. These were 
mostly local lads and, in their later years, achieved quite notable successes in 
contests. They often gave concerts in the old Temperance Hall, and, in the 
Summer, drew quite large crowds when they played on the Common on 
Sunday evenings. 
It was a great pity when they became defunct just before the World War II. The 
youth of later years were not interested. There were too many other interests, 
no time to practice, and the glamour of wearing the smart band uniform no 
longer appealed. 
There was also a concert party formed in the 20's. A lady newcomer to the 
village, named Betts, with some talent as an actress, infused some of her 
professionalism into the locals and, for a period, they were quite successful. 
Tom Sarney, Freddy Ward and Cyril Keats provided the red-nose and slapstick 
comedy so much appreciated by the locals who always packed the 
Temperance Hall. 
It must be understood that life at "Frackell' was entirely self-contained, so that 
the events I have mentioned above were red-letter days. 
Perhaps it would be as well to mention another event in the village calendar. 
This was "Cherry Blossom Sunday". There was no fixed date for this. It was the 
Sunday nearest to when the cherry trees were in full bloom, and this could vary 
as much as a couple of weeks, depending on what sort of winter and early 
Spring we had. Crowds of people from all around invaded the lanes and, 
believe me, it was a sight that lives in the memory. 
The cherry trees with their masses of white fragile blooms transformed the 
village into a fairyland. There is no tree, that blooms more profusely than a 
cherry and when there are masses of them, as there were at Frackell, it was a 
sight never to be forgotten. 
As I said, crowds of visitors walked around and would then usually slake their 
thirst at one of the locals before resuming their long walk home. 
Yes, it was good business for the landlords of the pubs, who always laid in 
extra supplies that week. 
There was another event which was looked forward to and appreciated — the 
Mill Outing. Most of the paper mills in the valley set aside one Saturday in June 
or July for this 
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and chartered a special train to the seaside for their employees and families 
and, needless to say, there were few who failed to accept this opportunity of 
seeing the sea, for the only time in the year. 
Again, I feel I must compare the lot of our forbears with those of to-day. We 
now enjoy a fortnight or three weeks paid holiday as well as the statutory bank 
holidays, thus enabling us to take advantage of the Tourist Agencies offers of 
holidays abroad, cruises, tours, etc. At the time of the mill outings, indeed up 
until the late 20's or 30's annual holidays with pay were unheard of. The only 
mill holidays were the bank holidays — Easter Monday, Whit Monday, August 
Monday and Christmas and Boxing Days and, except for the salaried worker, all 
unpaid. So, far from being holidays, these were another strain on the family 
purse. 
To get back to the mill outing. It was always a very early start from Loudwater, 
as sometimes the venue chosen (there was a different place each year) was 
quite a long way. It was always a happy occasion. In the corridors and coaches 
on the train there were scenes of conviviality and it was here that all those little 
niggles that had worked up between mates, inevitable perhaps, during their 
long hours of close contact, under not very congenial conditions, over the 
working year, were forgotten. Even sworn enemies became the best of friends, 
probably for some time to come until their fund of stories over the happenings 
on the outing were exhausted. 
The wanderers would return around midnight, tired but happy, with sticks of 
rock, loads of seaweed, buckets and spades, etc. to remind them of their 
wonderful day at the sea. 
I, for one, took this opportunity many times to visit the seaside once a year, and 
can still feel grateful to the Directors for "pushing the boat out" annually. 
What of the youth of those days with so little to amuse them. Football, as 
always, was a high priority. Unfortunately there was seldom a football available, 
so most of these games were with a tennis ball, or even a rag ball, with jackets 
for goalposts. 
In the season, many hours were spent bird-nesting and, most of the lads, were 
wizards at this. As it was then, with its woodlands and copses, Flackwell was 
virtually a paradise for birds and many of the rare kinds would nest there, and it 
was always this variety that were the most difficult to find, and the ones that 
posed the greatest challenge. 
A nest at the top of the highest of trees was never safe, for some of the lads 
were expert climbers. Their method of bringing eggs to the ground was to put 
them in their caps, or if there were not too many or too big, in their mouth. 
There was some vandalism but not so much as to-day, the reason for this being 
that there was not so much to vandalize, although the Methodist Church 
windows were constantly smashed on the Rec side, but this stopped when they 
were guarded with wire mesh. 
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There were no street lamps to take a pot at with stones or airguns, and, it 
should be mentioned here that some lamps in the village to-day are smashed 
over and over again and the repair bill is enormous. 
Boys Clubs as they were then called were periodically attempted by the 
Anglicans, Methodists and Temperance Hall authorities, but they rarely lasted 
for very long. I am sure that the poor people in charge of them were nearly 
driven round the bend. 
It was a rather curious fact that the boys and youths, and girls also, seldom 
made close friends with their counterparts in another section of the village (for 
as I mentioned before there were four distinct sections). In fact, they were quite 
hostile at times. All these local feelings were set aside, however, if any 
neighbouring village gangs tried anything on, as they often did, and the locals 
joined forces as blood brothers to repel the invaders for the honour of 
"Frackell". This local loyalty also extended to the football and cricket matches. 
Teams were chosen with strict impartiality, it was the village team and, as such 
supported wholeheartedly and vociferously by all sections. 
Many of the older schoolboys and youths were in clover when the newly-formed 
Golf Links became popular. They became caddies. They were divided into 
classes 1 and 2. Class 2 were the younger boys. On Saturday and Sunday they 
were in great demand and "got on" which was the local expression for engaged. 
The fee charged was 8d. per round for Class 1 and 6d. for Class 2. If they were 
engaged for the day it meant a morning and afternoon round. When the 
member after the morning round retired to the clubhouse for lunch, he would 
usually give his caddy a few coppers for a snack. 
The caddies were well provided for by a kindly old lady, Mrs. Lizzie Smith, who 
kept a shop in a converted front room near the links. She had a knack of 
sensing what these lads liked best, one of the most popular items being a large 
lump of bread pudding for 2d. This, with a bottle of pop, also 2d. set the lads up 
for the afternoon round. So you see, a caddy, first class, provided he "got on" 
for four rounds on Saturday and Sunday could, with his lunch tip, which was 
always called "extra" earn around 4s. to 5s. for his weekends work. 
So the conversation of two caddies making their way to the links on Sunday 
would go something like this:- 
"'Did yer 'git on' yesterday?" "Yeh. I got old so and so (and here a members' 
name). 
Wotyer git?" 
"Two rounds, 4d. lunch and a tanner extra." Which, translated if he was first-
class, the princely sum of 2s. 2d. for the 
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day. Some of the caddies eventually became first-class golfers and an artisan 
section was formed and has recently celebrated its 50th year of existence. 
When I say that many of them achieved scratch or low figure handicaps, golfers 
will know what I mean. Several of them have, over the years achieved fame by 
winning National Competitions. 

 
“MILL OUTING” 

 
Off to the station early 
To catch the special train. 
It's a bit grey over Will's Mum's way 
I hope it doesn't rain. 
For we’re off on our mill outing 
Our annual trip to the sea 
Everything's bought and paid for 
Including a big cream tea. 
 
There's Charlie already on platform 
And here come Fred and Jim 
And Ken and John and old Harry 
But I ain't speaking to him. 
Here comes our "puffing" special. 
I do love a ride on a train. 
It still looks grey over Will's Mum's way. 
I hope it doesn't rain. 
 
I do love a stroll on the good old prom 
And a kick and a splash in the sea. 
I'll drench old Harry with water 
If he should come near me. 
 
The weather it was perfect 
We had such fun at the sea. 
We ate cockles and whelks and winkles 
As well as the big cream tea 
We had pints in nearly all the pubs 
Played football on the sand. 
Then, tired of that, we went and sat  
And listened to big brass band.  
 
There's Charlie on the platform 
And here come Fred and Jim  
And here comes dear old Harry  
I've saved a seat for him.  
We still talk of the outing 
Harry, my mate, and me. 
How we made up our stupid quarrel  
And had such fun by the sea. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 

"CHERRY RIPE" 
 

If you had lived in Flackwell Heath before the developments took over the 
orchards, you would probably have been awakened at dawn, during mid-June, 
by the traditional cry of "They will 'ave 'em," banging of tins and an occasional 
terrific explosion. You would then know that the bird-starvers had moved into 
the orchards, heralding the start of the annual bonanza of cherry-picking. 
The bird-starvers job, as the name implies, was to keep the birds away from the 
ripening cherries at all costs. 
Birds, a source of beauty and delight in their place, are a menace to the fruit 
farmer, the worst offenders in this respect being the starlings which would 
attack orchards in droves and, if left unmolested, would in a very short space of 
time, completely denude a tree of its fruit. 
The only qualifications needed to be a bird-starver were a loud voice and the 
knack of making ear-splitting apparatus, such as rattles, similar to those used 
by football enthusiasts, stones in tins strung up in lines around the orchard, or 
even muzzle-loading shotguns. 
These guns, loaded as they were with powder and shot rammed down the 
muzzle and triggered off by a percussion cap, set up a tremendous bang when 
fired and were usually more of a menace to the user and innocent passers-by 
than to the birds. But it was the noise which was the important thing. These old 
guns had a kick-back like a mule and were a positive menace in inexperienced 
hands. I can remember two lads emerging from an orchard minus eyebrows, 
lashes and very little hair left, and with faces like nigger minstrels, the results of 
a carelessly thrown cigarette end or match into the gunpowder laid on an open 
newspaper under a tree. 
Perhaps this was a kind of poetic justice for these lads playing truant from 
school to become bird-starvers, were only following the example of their 
parents who, when the first cherries ripened, had no compunction leaving their 
jobs at the mills or factories to start their annual stint of cherry-picking. 
You see, during this few weeks of the cherry season, particularly if the weather 
and crops were good, a picker could, if he worked from dawn to dusk, which 
was usual, double or even treble his normal wages. Cherry-picking sounds 
simple, but it required a lot of skill and agility to earn good money. This skill 
seemed to be hereditary for it was always the same families who went into the 
orchards, some fathers and sons perhaps working as teams. They would look 
forward to this all the year almost regarding it as a holiday. I expect after 
months of routine work on a factory 
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floor, it came as a nice change to be one's own boss more or less and to work 
in an environment which was more natural to them. Yes, they were free, in the 
good fresh Flackwell air, and could sing and shout to one another all day if they 
wished. Indeed, they were expert purveyors of village news and gossip, passing 
it on from tree to tree and orchard to orchard. 

 
John Smith's cherry orchard. (Now The Meadows estate). 
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In many cases they would not leave the orchard, rigging up tents or shelters to 
sleep. Sometimes Mum would bring a hot dinner but, more often than not, 
rashers or sausages would be cooked on a fire which the bird-starver would 
keep going with dead wood from the trees. 
To give some idea of the pickers earnings. He was paid 1s. 6d. to 2s. per sieve 
of 24 lbs., according to accessibility of trees, abundance and type of fruit. Given 
the right conditions, and working all daylight hours, a good picker could earn up 
to about 24s. per day, which was not bad going compared with his 5s. to 6s. per 
day at his regular job. 
The price per sieve was usually agreed by the owner and picker. If crops were 
fairly consistent throughout the orchard they would settle for a standard price 
per sieve. If a tree was difficult of access or perhaps a sparse crop, a special 
price would be given. Accessibility was a determining factor, for if the trees 
were closely grouped it was difficult to rear the ladder. It was really amazing to 
see how a skilled picker managed this part of his job. Remember, there were 
trees at that time of 60 - 70 feet, and these required giant ladders of 72 rungs 
which were built with a four foot spread at the bottom to give stability, and 
gradually tapered to a foot wide after 10 rungs. It always required two men to 
rear these monsters. When they were in the air one of the men would take over 
and carefully balance and manouvre it to the required position for picking. If the 
tree was of good shape and symmetry the ladder could be rolled over to the 
next position, but there were occasions when a "cocketer" bough would cause 
trouble. "Cocketers" were boughs which stuck out from the general contour. 
This would mean taking down the ladder and re-erecting on the other side of 
the bough. I would venture that "cocketers" caused more bad language than 
any other aspect of the picking. It wasted so much time and energy. 
The wind was another hazard for, even in high summer, you can bet we had at 
least one or two gale force winds to contend with, and life became rather 
difficult. Looking back in retrospect it is amazing that there were few accidents, 
perhaps a tribute to the pickers skill. To pick at the speed required to earn good 
money, it was necessary that both hands were free, one to hold the bough, the 
other to "unhook" the fruit, so one leg was put through the rungs to form an 
anchor, while a gatherers basket, tapered, and holding about 12 lbs. was 
hooked in the most convenient position to drop in the fruit. When his basket 
was full, the picker would transfer the fruit to a sieve at the foot of the tree, 
making sure to cover and protect it. If there were cows or horses grazing, they 
would soon make a mess of a sieve of cherries. Besides pilfering the fruit, 
animals would sometimes use the erected ladder to rub themselves on, much 
to the consternation of the picker at the top. Some refused to work in an 
orchard where there were cattle and who could blame them? 
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In the evening the sieves of gathered fruit would be collected by the owner with 
a horse and van. He would first sign for the number of sieves to be credited to 
the picker. The vans would leave, to travel all night to the fruit markets of 
London. This journey was made three times a week, any surplus would be 
collected by local fruit wholesalers. 
So the life of the cherry-picker would go on for the brief five or six weeks of the 
season, by which time he probably had more money in his pocket than at any 
time in his life. The more prudent of them would provide his family with the 
necessities, but many of the more reckless would have a real old booze-up, so 
that, after a few days, his hard-earned cash had gone, but at least he had had 
the satisfaction of living it up for once in his life. 
Normally, at the end of the cherry season the fair came to the village, and made 
a fitting end to the bonanza. Sometimes the fair people fought shy of 
negotiating the hill with their horse-drawn vehicles and impedimenta not to 
mention the huge steam engine which supplied the motive power. But, with or 
without the fair, it was always a time for celebration, making their own 
amusements, somewhat after the style of the village fetes to-day. 
One of the most popular attractions for visitors was the stalls of the famous 
"Frackell' cherry pies. To those readers who have never enjoyed this delicacy, I 
can only say that, when made as our mothers made them, they were delicious. 
The art in making the turnover was to make the pastry so as to ensure retaining 
the juice. Of course, the real secret of these luscious pies was finding the right 
cherry, the small "blacks" or "buds" which were from the giant trees I have 
already mentioned. So with the passing of the giant trees saw the end of the 
right cherry for the cherry pies. Perhaps not quite the end, for there are one or 
two trees still left, and I have heard it said that some fruit farmers in other areas 
are experimenting to obtain these particular cherries from trees that are easy to 
pick, not like the rangy old giants of yesteryear. 
And so, with the end of the cherry season "Frackell's" staple industry as it has 
cynically been called, died a natural death till the next year. The carefree 
pickers would eventually return to their regular job, if they had a tolerant 
employer and there settle down till the blossom on the trees the following year 
would re-awaken the old urge to get into the orchard again. 
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" SONG OF THE FLACKWELL CHERRY-PICKER ” 
 

The banging of cans. The blast of a gun.  
Cherry-picking has begun. 
The whirring of rattles, the bird-starver's shout.  
The pale dawn sun just peeping out.  
Come leave the mills with their smoking stacks!  
Come and pick the 'buds' and 'blacks'.  
Leave the mills and the factories tall  
The steaming vats and the dusty salle.  
Let's hoist the ladder high in the tree  
This is the life for you and me! 
 
"Watch it lad, there's a cocketer bough!  
Here, let your father show you how.  
That's it. Now, hook your leg through there.  
The laden branch will soon be bare. 
The sun is warm. The sky is blue. 
This is the life for me and you! 
 
Better than school, better than mill  
Working here upon the hill. 
The season's short. Tomorrow will come.  
But meantime why not have some fun?  
We'll give the kids a nice surprise 
When we take some 'buds' for cherry-pies.  
We'll buy some boots for your brother,  
A Sunday gown for your mother.  
The sun is warm, the sky is blue.  
This is the life for me and you! 
 
The wind springs up and the skies grow grey.  
There's a big storm brewing Marlow way. 
But the ladders are strong and the men are tough.  
They never think they've picked enough.  
The wind it blows with an icy blast 
But the men cling strong to their cherry mast.  
They grin at each other and shout in glee.  
They are free as the wind in the cherry-tree. 
 
The cherries are picked. The ladders stacked.  
The groaning sieves into carts are packed.  
The season's over. The day is done.  
The pickers trudge home in the setting sun. 
 In the pubs some down a pint of beer  
And drink to the season the coming year. 
So if you should wake one dawn in June  
And hear the strains of this gay old tune  
A tin's faint rattle, a starver's shout 
The ghost of the cherry-picker's still about. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 

EDUCATION 
 

The most significant factor in the growth of Flackwell Heath in recent years is 
the new schools. It is unbelievable to newcomers, that, up to 1961, the only 
school in the village was the old school built in 1892 which stands at the 
crossroads at Swains Lane. This old school served as an infant school, taking 
pupils in the old days at three years old, until they were eight. They were then 
required to attend the elementary school of their parish, Loudwater, Wooburn 
Green or Little Marlow. 
The Education Act of 1870 which instigated compulsory state education had 
been largely ignored by the villagers of Flackwell Heath, in common with the 
residents of other such rural areas. The only school, if it could be called that, 
was in the old Sunday Schoolroom and presided over by an old lady, Mrs. 
Abbott, at a fee of 2d. per week per pupil which does not sound much in these 
days, but was quite a hefty slice of a large family income of, say 16s. per week 
especially if more than one child attended. Who could blame the parents, for 
there was no official school. So, in 1892 the Authorities built the Infant School 
and, in order to get the Act implemented, Attendance Officers were employed, 
and were soon on the doorstep if a child was constantly absent. They even 
rounded up those playing hookey in the woods or fields. 
Compulsory education did not meet with the approval of all parents for it meant 
that they were deprived of the few coppers the kids had been able to earn, and, 
also, greater efforts had to be made to try and keep them a little more 
respectable and clean. 
As a result, the Education Authorities were always regarded as enemies by 
some families. It was quite a common experience for an irate parent, 
sometimes both mum and dad, to come charging into the school demanding to 
see the Headmaster and, in a very threatening way, demanding an explanation 
why our ‘Johnny' or 'our Sally' had been punished, of course, having only heard 
the said Johnny or Sally's version. As most of these parents seemed to take the 
view that "he who shouts loudest wins the battle" most of these altercations 
could be heard all over the school. 
Yes, we have come a long way since those days, for to-day we have those fine 
institutions Parent-Teacher associations, Open Days, when parents are invited 
to see for themselves the progress their child is making, and can have a word 
with the teacher in a quiet sensible manner. These associations are a 
tremendous asset to the schools, taking great interest in the activities, raising 
funds for various projects and, in general, showing a great pride in the school 
their child attends. 
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It is only when one is privileged to attend functions at the schools such as at 
Christmas, Harvest, School Sports, etc., that one is able to realise the co-
operation that exists between the school staff and the parents. 
The fact that the old school could at any time accommodate new intakes gives 
some indication of how sparsely the village was inhabited. 
When I see the well-dressed youngsters of to-day, in their smart uniforms, 
complete with football, netball, gym kit, etc., I cannot help thinking what a 
motley crew we must have looked in my day. In fact, this is proved by 
photographs, old and faded, which occasionally come to light. Clothes were a 
great problem especially to those with large families, and there were many of 
these. Garments were handed down from oldest to youngest, even Mums' and 
Dads' clothes serving a turn. Shoes were a particular headache, and if a boy 
possessed any shoes at all they were the stoutest hobnails available. I say if a 
boy had shoes at all advisedly, because, I know from experience, that one of 
the most frequent excuses for being absent was the fact that the child had no 
shoes. 
No Social Security to take care of this sort of thing in those days. There is an 
old saying which I have heard my own mother quote many times "A tidy patch is 
better than an untidy hole", but, as I remember, there was always a galaxy of 
patches, in most cases not very tidy. Mum was only too glad to put on a large 
patch, irrespective of weave or pattern, to hold together the ancient garments. 
Handkerchiefs were almost non-existent, the result of which is best left to the 
imagination. We all had sleeves, anyway! 
On reaching the age of eight, the village kids were then required to attend the 
elementary schools of their parish, as I have already explained — Loudwater, 
Wooburn, and, in the early days, Little Marlow. The latter school was withdrawn 
from the list in later years and the few children who had been required to attend 
there were transferred to Loudwater. There were no School buses or transport 
of any kind so shanks pony was the order of the day. Imagine a pouring wet 
morning and the kids of Chopstick, Chapel Road and Sedgmoor facing the long 
trek over Commonacre or Sheep-ridge to Little Marlow, or the children of 
Northern Woods via Blackridge or White Pit to Wooburn. Loudwater was the 
easiest of access but, even so, meant a good trek through Fennels Wood and, 
of course, there was the equally long walk home for all of them after school. I 
cannot remember such things as wellington boots, waterproof macs or any of 
the protective clothing we know to-day. There was no central heating either, 
consequently very little means of drying wet clothes, or were there any spare 
clothes available to change into. In all the classrooms I remember there was the 
same form of heating — a large coke-burning Tortoise Stove, which usually 
lived up to the inscription "Slow but Sure".  
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If a child was thoroughly soaked, it was often sent home or, at best, allowed to 
drape sodden garments on the huge guard round the stove, but in a mixed 
school it was often embarrasing for a boy or girl to take off their outer clothing 
when there was often little underneath, and the little there was in a worse state 
of repair than the worn outer garments! 
I well remember an occasion when some of the brighter lads decided to aid the 
elements by rolling in wet grass with the bright prospect of being sent home. I 
am afraid the reward for their enterprise was not quite what they expected, six 
of the best with a whippy cane which made it rather painful to sit down for the 
rest of the day. 
Another thing I always remember with distaste was the sandwiches our mothers 
packed for us, usually in a sheet of newspaper for none of us had satchels. On 
a wet morning they became a sodden uneatable mass or, alternatively, in high 
summer as dry as chaff. Again, I often compare the "good old days?" when I 
see the spotless kitchens, dining areas and the splendid variety of meals that 
are prepared for to-day's children by the efficient kitchen staffs. There is a small 
charge for these meals, we all know, but they are subsidised by the Education 
Authorities. What a relief for present-day mothers to know that their offspring 
are having a good meal every day and being well cared for. 
What of the type of education at these elementary schools in the old days? 
Generally speaking, it was mostly concentrated on the three R's with other 
subjects somewhat secondary. They usually had five classes, or Standards as 
they were called. There was a separate boys and girls school where I attended, 
they seldom mixed the sexes in those days. On joining the elementary school at 
the age of nine, it was possible to move through the standards II to VI by 
maintaining steady progress each year. There were two exams, no eleven plus 
or pre-selection. The exam at Easter was the most important for this decided 
whether a child moved up or stayed. There were ten subjects with a maximum 
of ten marks for each. The ten subjects were: Reading, Writing, Arithmetic, 
Geography, History, Scripture, Drawing, Painting, Dictation and Composition. 
Dictation was really a test of spelling and punctuation while composition was a 
test to see if there might be any budding literary genius among us — writing a 
story or biography, etc. and, as the best of these were often read out to the 
class, we always strived to make our copy thrilling or adventurous. 
So it can be seen that, by moving up each year, one was able to reach the VI or 
top Standard a year or so before leaving school at 14. Once you had achieved 
that level you were really someone in the school and, although there was no 
such thing as the present-day prefects, our special activities were much the 
same. I believe we were called monitors. 
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As I said, there was no eleven-plus or selection procedure. Grammar and High 
Schools were only for those children whose parents could afford the fees. 
There were always children who were really good scholars and could have 
taken their place in any company educationwise. Again, there were children 
with exceptional talents, talents which, to-day, would be carefully fostered and 
brought to fruition in Technical College or College of Further Education. 
For instance, in my class at school, there were two boys each with a born 
talent, one was a particularly good artist with pencil or brush, the other was a 
wizard with clay or plasticine. Neither of these lads were particularly good at 
other lessons, but, as I said, they would have been coached given the 
opportunity to develop their talent in these days. As it was, one left school to 
work in a coal yard, and the other in paper mill, and their talents were thus lost 
to the world of art and commerce as no doubt were thousands more. 
There was never much time given to Sport or Physical Training, the quota in my 
day being an hour on Friday afternoons on Kingsmead, when we were almost 
left to our own devices. True, we did our best to organise football matches. 
Flackwell v. Loudwater, or in the boat race season Oxford v. Cambridge, and I 
can even remember a Liberal v. Conservative match, this probably at election 
time. We did our best to infuse some competition into these games but got little 
help from the authorities either in personnel or equipment. Our goalposts were 
two by two with string stretched across for the crossbar. The ball was usually 
flat or had the nozzle sticking out. 
As for the girls, I can never remember any netball court or posts. In fact, there 
would never have been room for this in the limited area of the asphalt 
playground. All I can remember is the squares drawn with chalk in the 
playground for hopscotch. This, together with skipping, was the limit of the girls' 
sport and Physical Education. 
Again, having been a football enthusiast all my life, I cannot help comparing the 
lot of the present-day youngster with those mentioned above. Organised 
leagues for football and netball, when they can play against other schools in the 
area. Here again, the parents are a great help with support, taking the teams to 
away matches. Then, of course, the sports meeting on the school sports 
ground, winding up at the end of the season with a highly competitive meeting, 
brilliantly organised on a Sports Grounds at Bourne End with all the schools in 
the district carefully grouped and competing. Yes, we have come a long way 
during the last few years for here we are now with schools all over the village. 
In 1961 Flackwell Heath County Primary School was opened (now Carrington 
County Junior School). In the same grounds Flackwell Heath County Infant 
School was built in 1965 (now known as Carrington County Infant School). 
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These schools bulged to capacity with children almost as soon as they were 
built, and in April, 1968, Juniper Hill County Primary School at the Northern 
Woods end of the village was built to relieve the strain on the other two schools 
and, it was hoped, give much needed breathing space. 
But, despite the addition of two temporary classrooms, Juniper Hill is now 
bursting at the seams, and Carrington County Junior badly needs the use of the 
Community Centre within its grounds to convert into classrooms. It is hoped 
that this will be possible when the new Community Centre is built. 
Now we have the ultra-modern Pembroke County Secondary School at Heath 
End, probably one of the finest schools in the country at the present time. This 
opened in September, 1969, and takes in secondary school children from the 
two village schools as well as Loudwater. 
The name Pembroke has already caused some speculation. Why Pembroke? 
which we all know as a historic seaport town in Wales. Is there any connection? 
I think it might be as well to give an explanation for there is a connection. 
The land on which the school was built was part of the Manor of Little Marlow 
as was quite a large proportion of the land in Flackwell Heath, all part of lands 
of the Earls of Mercia. After the Norman Conquest it was given by William the 
Conqueror to his brother Odo, the Bishop of Bayeux. From this gentleman the 
estate passed to the Honour of Wallingford, thus becoming Crown lands. In 
1189 the estate was given by Henry II to William Marshall first Earl of Pembroke 
and Striguil, and eventually passed by the marriage of his daughter to Gilbert 
the Red, Earl of Clare. 
When the first Headmaster of the School Mr. D. B. H. Jones, B.A., was 
appointed, it was one of his first tasks to suggest a name. He was very keen 
that the name should link up with the past, and it was only after considerable 
research among the reference libraries that be discovered the foregoing 
information for which I am most grateful. 
I am sure we old Heathens agree that the name is simple and dignified, and the 
link with the historical town in Wales has been noted by that ancient borough 
and has already led to fraternal exchanges, which will no doubt be a feature of 
the school in the future; and may it live up to its illustrious name. 
Mr. Jones tells me that the information re William Marshall first Earl of 
Pembroke, was from "Histories and Antiquities of Bucks" C.F. Lipscombe 
should any reader require any more information about this interesting character. 
 

CONCLUSION 
 

One last word about the old school, which has served us so well over a period 
of nearly a century. At the moment its fate is uncertain, but it certainly looks like 
being demolished 
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in the near future and thus another landmark will be gone. 
I feel I must pay tribute to those Headmistresses and teachers, who, over the 
years, launched us villagers on our careers in the world. Those I can remember 
are Mrs. Abbott, the Misses Anness, Miss Ripley, Kate Moore, Mrs. Wilson, 
Miss Mills and Mrs. Barnett. 
In conclusion, I hope that my comparisons between the schools of to-day and 
those of yesteryear have not conveyed the impression that I do not agree with 
the tremendous improvements in the standard of education to-day and the 
welfare of the children. 
I have tried to put into print the cold hard facts of conditions in my schooldays 
which I am sure the present-day mums and dads and children will agree were 
pretty tough. 
The cost of education to-day is tremendous but if I have succeeded in proving 
by my comparisons that it is all worth it, then I shall be perfectly happy. 

" THE VILLAGE SCHOOL " 
 
Red-brick walls and roof of slate  
Built in Victorian tradition. 
The little school awaits its fate 
Demolition. 
 
Such high windows! Built in an Age 
When children must not see 
The world outside. They must not see 
Women chatting, washing flacking, or the cherry-tree 
Blossom-decked in Spring like a bride. 
They must not be distracted 
By rumbling farm carts and delivery drays 
Or attracted by the racing, fleecy clouds 
And the sun's warm rays. 
 
Small heads bend humbly over desks 
Tiny fingers struggle to guide 
Cross-nibbed pens over copy-books. 
Sparkling eyes shine in pride 
When teacher praises neat work. 
The untidy still use slates 
And the squeaking chalk grates 
On the ears. 
 
In winter, the tortoise stove smokes sulkily 
And sulphuric fumes mingle 
With the steam from damp clothes drying. 
Cold fingers and toes tingle 
And Jane Barnes is crying 
Because her chilblains itch 
And Miss says she mustn't scratch. 
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Charlie Smith blinks back tears too. 
He is scared that teacher will catch 
Him out on the eight-times table. 
For, try as he will, he is never able 
To remember the dreaded nine times eight. 
 
But, in the afternoon, the stove begins to glow 
As the smoke clears and tears 
Are forgotten when Jane helps to stick 
cotton-wool snow 
On the high windows and Charlie's class 
sweetly sing 
Carols of praise to the Infant King. 
Ivy, cones and holly berries on the Nature Table, 
But soon the children will be able 
To pick the dainty, brave snowdrops. 
 
Then cowslips from Mill Mead scent the whole room 
With unmistakable, heady, sweet perfume 
And primroses which star gorsy heathlands 
Are bunched in small hot hands 
A present for teacher. 
And bluebells from Bloom Wood 
Ring, with beech leaf accompaniment. 
Thus, season pass as seasons should 
Timed by dandelion clocks picked during walks 
On Cobacre, where the girls split stalks 
Of daisies to make chains for necklaces and crowns 
Jewels fit for a Queen — even the Queen 
of an Empire. 
 
But Queens die like the flowers 
And crowns fit younger heads. Wars are fought 
As the school bell tolls the hours 
And the sun sets slowly on the proud Empire. 
Yet, reluctant to forget past glories 
Still on Empire Day in May 
The children wave their flags so gay, 
And teacher's flowers are patriotic too, 
White cow parsley, red peony and cornflowers blue. 
 
And a blood-red flower in a strange sad way 
Recalls another glory on Poppy Day 
When the children sit silent for an endless minute 
In remembrance of brave men. Men who were once 
Small boys at these very desks. 
The clever, the dunce 
The cheeky, the shy; for heroes like children, are 
a mixed lot and Death is not selective. 
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Life within those cosy red-brick walls 
seems unchanging. 
Each day broken into segments by the bell 
Which signifies a change of lesson. 
Reading, writing, sums and chanted tables, 
Sewing, handwork, singing, stories, fables. 
Yet, outside those walls, the world is changing 
Progress marches and the village is growing. 
The children hear no more cows lowing. 
On their way to be milked at nearby Fennels Farm. 
No more friendly clippety-clop 
Of horses hooves passing the windows. 
Houses spring up on top 
Of the hill, magically, like the mushrooms 
Used to in Austin's meadow. 
 
Soon the little school is bursting 
With lively children thirsting 
For knowledge, and hungry 
For school dinners in the new canteen. 
Yet still the builders speculate 
And vie to build the best estate. 
Buses, lorries, grocers' vans 
Deliver people, bricks and cans  
To their destination 
And still there is procrastination  
Over the site for a new school. 
 
 
But eventually the plans are passed  
The new school is built at last. 
But still the old school serves as an overflow. 
And, after morning assembly, children file  
Two by two, in crocodile 
Towards those red-brick walls. So still  
They laugh and chat and smile  
Beneath that old slate roof 
And the high windows are gay  
With more sophisticated flowers. 
Giant chrysanths, and prize-winning "glads" 
Or Gold-Medal roses grown by Dads  
Who need no more a vegetable patch  
To eke out the family income.  
And even humble tadpoles hatch 
Into opulent frogs not in mere jam-jars  
But smart aquariums and stick-insects 
Recline comfortably on branches in vivariums. 
The ancient cupboards bulge with books  
Toys, crayons and gay paints 
And the young teacher smiles as she looks 
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At the children's pictures of Helicopters, cars,  
Planes, rockets and space-ships  
Reaching out for moon and stars. 
But this is a brief glory, a short reprieve  
The children soon must take their leave.  
For still the village grows and grows 
And gloating Agents sell the rows and rows  
Of "Ideal Homes with lovely view."  
And the little school which served the few  
Is useless for so many 
So the doors are barred the gates are locked  
The old bell tolls no more 
There are cobwebs on the ceiling 
And dust on the wooden floor 
The grass grows long in the tiny field at the back  
And weeds grow through holes in the worn tarmac. 
 
Red-brick walls and roof of slate  
Built in Victorian tradition 
The little school awaits its fate  
Demolition. 
 

 

 
Old farm cottage with waggon ready for Sunday School treat. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 

BURIED TREASURE 
 

When taking my regular stroll through the village, I never cease to wonder at 
the remarkable changes that have taken place in what seems to me so short a 
time. I think of the winding lanes with high hedges which sometimes met 
overhead. These lanes were very rough with no sidewalks for these were hardly 
necessary as the only traffic on the roads were horse-drawn vehicles of the 
tradesmen with an occasional horse and trap favoured by the more affluent 
members of the community. 
Talking of these rough roads, it was always a red-letter day when the Council 
steam-roller was in the village and this also applied at harvest time when the 
threshing machines were working on the farms. How the children loved these 
old monsters! 
Of course, these days the roads are modern, tarmac, wide pavements and well 
cambered and drained, while there are few of the high hedges left. But it is what 
is underneath these modern roads that intrigues me. For here are the masses 
of pipes and cables which bring the essential amenities which have so 
revolutionalised the rural community living of to-day. Electricity, gas, water, 
main drainage and telephone. My mind goes back to what seems a short time 
ago when we had none of these facilities. 
I am often asked by some of the younger generation or the newer residents 
what we did and how we managed without these necessary facilities. 
I am afraid some of the answers on sewage in particular does not make 
pleasant reading but alas it is only too true. The Loo as it is now so widely 
known was called the W.C., Closet and other choice names I had better not 
mention, and was, in most cases, situated at the bottom of the garden, in some 
instances being shared by two or more families. And remember there were 
some very large families so it does not need too much imagination to realise 
how awkward and embarrassing it could be. 
Without going into too much detail, it is sufficient to say we have progressed 
from pits, buckets, and cesspits to the hygienic system of main-drainage which 
exists to-day. Of course, this modern system would have been impossible 
without water. 
Company water was piped into the village approximately 50 years ago and, 
until that happy day, water was a source of worry and anxiety to the residents. 
One of the disadvantages of living on the hill was this lack of water. Some 
residents relied entirely on water from the springs — Black-ridge, White Pit and 
Spring Lane being the most popular 
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sources. Some of the dwellings were thoughtfully provided with guttering so that 
rainwater from the roof could be channelled into huge barrels or tubs situated at 
strategic points around the house. In the early part of the century Mr. Fred Ford 
of Snakely Mill, Loudwater, (famous for its blotting paper) many of whose 
employees lived on the hill, performed a great service to the community when 
he had cast iron pipes laid under the surface of Treadaway Hill and pumped 
pure water into two cisterns in the village. One of these was situated on the 
Common, almost opposite where the War Memorial now stands, the other was 
in Heath End Road right opposite Old Heath Cottage, the present library. The 
cistern on the Common was most widely used. It was the larger and was 
covered quite securely and, in addition, it was watched over very religiously by 
an old retired gentleman living in the cottages opposite. 
These cistern reservoirs were a tremendous boon to the villagers and it was 
quite a common sight to see men with the old shoulder yokes with two buckets 
suspended making the journey from Sedgmoor or Northern Woods. 
The tank in Heath End Road was not such a success. It was not adequately 
covered and, not being so high, was much more easily accessible to 
mischevious youths and vandals. (Yes, we had some vandals in those days), 
who delighted in putting frogs, dead birds and other unmentionable articles into 
the cistern and, of course, there was no faithful old gentleman to sort them out. 
When company water was laid to the village from Marlow via Bourne End, not 
every householder or landlord took advantage, it cost too much to connect to 
the houses they said. But here again Authority stepped in and it became 
compulsory. I'll never forget the thrill I used to get when turning on a tap and 
getting as much cool clear water as I desired after years of drudgery in fetching 
water from the cistern. 
Electricity was brought to the village somewhere about 1930 all by overhead 
cable most of which has since disappeared underground thank goodness. 
Residents were rather quick to take advantage of this new amenity. Until then 
most cooking was done on the kitchen range. It was not long before the more 
affluent were indulging themselves with the new power and the cooking and 
ironing became less of a chore. 
About this time onwards there were many new developments, together, of 
course, with new residents. Many of these newer resident had been used to 
street lighting and these "foreigners" as we called them at once began agitating 
for this. The older villagers almost to a man stood foursquare against this 
frivolous proposal "rates are already high enough," they said. It was only after 
several public meetings and a few years, that authority ordained that street 
lighting must be installed, and I think the most biased of 
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those Old Heathens must admit it's to the great advantage of everyone. 
Yes, electric power had made a great difference to the life of rural areas. Gas is 
now also available and is automatically laid on to new estates as well as 
electricity, so the residents have a choice of either for cooking and heating. 
The telephone is another Hidden Treasure that is a tremendous asset, more 
and more households are having them installed and it is so necessary these 
days that it can no longer be regarded as a status symbol. 
There is another aspect of life these days which ought to be mentioned. Living 
on a hill has always had its disadvantages but not so much in these days of 
easy transport. The old horse-drawn vehicles of yesteryear always had a job to 
make it to our village shops, etc. I think particularly of coal. This came by rail to 
Loudwater Station. The coal merchant would bag it up from the truck and load 
his van. An extra horse was always required to drag it up Treadaway and I still 
remember the old horses sweating and straining to accomplish their task more 
often than not encouraged by much shouting and a touch of the whip. One half 
of the hill was left rough and stony to give the horses a better grip. When the 
load was safely to the top the lead horse was tethered to a handy tree or fence 
while the coalman delivered his load, then it was the same sequence all over 
again. Winter with its slippery roads made this impossible so, if it was a long 
spell, huge gangs of villagers would sally forth into the woods with saws and 
choppers to help out with the fuel problem. 
The huge powerful lorries make nothing of our hills these days and deliveries of 
food, provisions and coal are guaranteed whatever the weather, but I have 
known a time when the Heath was isolated for a week or so. 
Yes, all this hidden treasure under our roads and- in fact, the roads themselves 
have made life a lot easier and perhaps we old 'uns who have had to endure 
most of the foregoing hardships appreciate the changes more than the 
youngsters who take these 'wonders' for granted. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 

WAR TIME 
 

In common with other towns and villages, Flackwell Heath supplied its fair 
quota of men for the defence of old England in both World Wars and also, 
sadly, lost many of its sons who made the supreme sacrifice. Their names will 
be found on the Memorial Stone on the Common. In the first World War, life 
went on much as usual in the village for those of us left at home. 
Communications as we know them to-day with our radios and T.V.'s were non-
existent and the only news we got was from the newspapers or we were grimly 
reminded of the horrors of War, when the casualty lists were published or, on 
the return to the village of men invalided from the Services badly wounded. 
There is not too much I can say about life in the village at this period. 
Personally, what I can remember most was the call-up of friends who had 
reached the military age of 18, and as the war dragged on beginning to wonder 
if it would last to my call-up time. 
At the end of hostilities and the immediate period after, a committee of villagers 
was formed to do their best to uphold the Government's promise to make this a 
"Land fit for heroes" and a thanksgiving Fund was launched. This was on the 
whole very well supported, and the final result was the erection of the Memorial 
Stone, and a Village Hall, besides which a small gift was made to each man 
returning from service. 
The Stone, as we all know, still exists as a permanent memorial to all who lost 
their lives in the cause of freedom, but the Village Hall, alas, is no more, for 
after about 30 years of good service, it fell into a rather decrepit state and was 
finally destroyed by vandals. 
The Village Hall was a huge building, formerly an Army Gymnasium, purchased 
by the committee, and erected by voluntary labour in the Lady Carrington 
Recreation Ground and almost on the site of the present Junior School. It had a 
large main hall complete with a stage, toilets and dressing rooms, a room large 
enough to take two full-size billiard tables, with a smaller room for other games 
such as table tennis. It was also equipped with a fairly large kitchen and serving 
hatch. There was also an imposing verandah at the front. Altogether it was just 
what the village needed. A Men's Club was formed and was very successful, 
dances, concerts, etc. were held in the Main Hall. From all these sources of 
income a fair revenue was obtained, and the committee were eventually able to 
employ a caretaker to keep the huge place clean and tidy. 
But to get back to World War 1. There is just one more 
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memory which I feel I should write about. Situated at Northern Woods at the 
end of the Straight Bit, was a large water tower, built of concrete, four huge legs 
with the reservoir at the top, about 80 to 100 feet high. The tank was the village 
water supply, pumped from Well End. This was one of the things deemed to be 
vulnerable to the foul deeds of any German agent lurking around who might 
take a fancy to "poison the water" they said. As the outbreak of the war 
coincided with the school holidays, it was decided to mount guard with the local 
troop of Boy Scouts, of which I was a member. So, very religiously, we mounted 
guard from around 8 a.m. till 5 p.m. or at any rate until some us became bored. 

 
Old tower being demolished. New tower in the distance. 

 

I have often wondered since what we would have done had some ferocious 
foreign-looking gent appeared, and I have also wondered how our Intelligence 
people knew that these German Agents' hours were between 8 a.m. until 5 p.m. 
Of course, after about a week or so, the German Agent scare was forgotten and 
the water tower was left to its fate. 
The second World War was, of course, very much different, for we were all 
involved in one way or another, Civil Defence units had been formed and in its 
small way the village was ready when the Prime Minister announced that we 
were at war once more with Germany. 
This was the day that had been chosen to receive our evacuees, and, very 
soon after the Prime Minister's historic announcement, coachloads of children 
arrived at the Village Hall, the distribution centre. Waiting for them were the 
villagers who had volunteered to take them into their homes. After formalities 
were completed they were soon whisked away to share their lives with 
strangers. 



37 

On the whole, these children from Ealing Modern Secondary School settled 
down to village life very well. They were of age group 12 - 14 and used the 
village hall for a school. 
As we all remember, we had our first siren in the afternoon and the C.D. 
manned their posts smartly, anxious to show they knew the drill. Not like an 
over-zealous warden in a nearby village which shall be nameless, who donned 
his gas mask and paraded the village on his bike, signalling to scared villagers 
to do the same, and get to their shelters, if they had any. The result of this faux-
pas can be imagined. The scurry into their homes, the donning of the gas mask, 
and then out into the road, they didn't want to miss anything. So there, 
according to an eye-witness, was the strange sight of some people with their 
masks on trying to convince other people, who were without, so much so that 
those who had obeyed instructions had to take their masks off to explain more 
forcibly to their erring brothers. Net result when the enthusiastic warden 
returned on his bike still wearing his mask, no gas masks where he had 
instructed them to be, but being waved about to emphasise points in the 
arguments taking place. How this strange business ended, I never found out. I 
think my eye-witness was so convulsed with laughter that he had to leave the 
scene. 
In contrast to the first war there was so much happening in the village that I will 
leave the actual war to the historians, that is except the war in the air which was 
what concerned us most. There was very little doing during what I believe was 
called the "phoney war" period. The sirens which we had expected to hear 
wailing day and night were silent, and who could blame us if we were lulled into 
a false sense of security. We of the C.D. dutifully manned our posts but 
enjoyed, for the most part, undisturbed nights. 
I should explain here where the C.D. posts were. The A.F.S. as they were then 
called had their headquarters in a hut in the grounds of the Green Man, using a 
large garage there for their equipment. There were two Wardens posts, one in 
the pavilion on the Recreation Ground the other at Northern Woods in the old 
Green Dragon. 
The Home Guard formed later and had their guard room at the residence of Mr. 
E. Gomme on the Golf Links. This was a large annexe which Mr. Gomme put at 
their disposal and they did most of their drill on the hard tennis courts there. 
In the following summer, the enemy over-ran France and the Netherlands and 
this, as we all remember, resulted in the evacuation of our forces from Dunkirk. 
This was really our first link with the war for the gunfire could be heard quite 
clearly. Then came the scare of invasion, and the threat of parachutists being 
dropped to destroy lines of communications. This meant that all C.D. posts 
must be fully-manned during darkness. It was also found necessary to man our 
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main control for the area, situated at the bottom of Blind Lane, at a private 
residence. It was in the Summer and beautiful weather so there were not many 
hours of darkness. My own stint was from 2 a.m. till 6 a.m. on Mondays. It was 
all rather eerie for we were all convinced it was not beyond the bounds of 
possibility that these paratroopers would be dropped, so were were fully alert to 
the slightest movement. What we would have done had these fears 
materialised, I'm sure I don't know. We were not armed with pikes, or even 
bows and arrows! However, the summer wore on and the scare wore off. But 
there was distinct uneasiness what with the Germans massing on the other side 
of the Channel and their bombers now making sorties inland, mostly attacking 
airfields and other installations. We saw little of this in our area. We could hear 
the guns and the crunch of bombs but a long way off. We had any amount of 
sirens, of course, and, as it was an order during working hours to get to the 
shelters in the factories on getting the red warning, this disrupted production so 
much that the ban was eased. Then, in September of that year Jerry began his 
attacks on London. I well remember the first one on the docks. It was a 
Saturday night and the C.D. and A.F.S. were running a dance in the village hall. 
That is, those of us not on duty. The proceeds of this dance I believe was for 
the Spitfire Fund, and the hall was crowded. We had word from our chiefs not to 
cause a panic but to close down as early as we could, and all report for duty. By 
this time, however, most of the dancers had seen the light in more senses than 
one, for the sky was literally ablaze in the direction of London. We, therefore, 
had no difficulty in closing the dance. 
From our post on the Rec we had a marvellous view of the Ack Ack shells 
bursting in the sky, and the blinding flashes and dull rumbles of the bombs. We 
did have the occasional drone of aircraft overhead, but really had no idea 
whether it was ours or theirs. We had several searchlights with their crews 
around the hill, but they failed to pick the raiders up. This really was our first 
glimpse of heavy air attack, but not the last by any manner of means. When 
Hitler was making his heavy attacks on London, we were always on the alert for 
any enemy planes being driven out. 
We soon began to distinguish ours from theirs. From this point onwards the war 
in the air really hotted up and, as London was the target night after night, the 
local C.D. was kept on the alert, and from our hill, it was a frightening sight 
never to be forgotten with the bursting shells, and boom from the heavy bombs. 
We had the greatest sympathy for the Londoners, but at the same time felt 
thankful that we were rather out of range. 
Then attacks on airfields, etc. started, as well as London in the daytime and we 
all know that Hitler's plans were defeated by that gallant few in their Spitfires. 
There was a 
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brief quiet spell following the Battle of Britain and then the Nazis started new 
tactics and chose many inland towns as targets. We frequently heard enemy 
planes overhead on their way to them. For instance, when Coventry was 
devastated, I should think most of the enemy planes came over this area, and 
for about two hours there was an ominous drone of engines. 
The first bombs that dropped any where near us was at night when a stick of 
H.E. straddled Loudwater Station without doing any material damage. We had 
our first taste of bombs in the village when three H.E.'s fell around Sedgmoor 
Farm (now Orchard Estate) one just missing the dairy and making a huge crater 
in the orchard. Another fell at the back of Sedgmoor House, while the third, 
buried itself and failed to explode. This was about where the Churchill Estate is 
now. Then another lone H.E. fell in Fennels Wood early one Sunday morning. 
Many people claimed to have seen this plane being chased by a Spitfire, which 
was probably true for it was eventually brought down in the Aylesbury area. 
There was another night when literally hundreds of incendaries were showered 
in the fields which are now Fennels Farm Road, Southfield Road, Oakland 
Way, Buckingham Way and Wilks Park Football Ground. They did little or no 
damage to property but they did provide us with a scare and a thrill for this 
particular area looked like "Brocks Carnival Night." I expect there are many of 
the cases of these small bombs still in existence being kept as souvenirs. 
Soon after dawn that morning we went to investigate a report of an unexploded 
bomb in an orchard. We were expecting to find a cavity with a huge explosive 
buried and were a little apprehensive. We need not have worried, however, for 
we were met by a remarkably cool young lady who said "It's in here" indicating 
a wooden-roofed annexe which was apparently where she slept. On waking, 
she said, she had noticed a hole in the roof which she was sure hadn't been 
there before. She had then noticed that the frill on her pillow-case which 
overhung the bed by about six inches, had a scorch mark on it, which, again, 
she was sure had not been there before. Neither had the incendiary she found 
under the bed a little later. She had slept soundly and heard nothing of the din 
outside, nor the incendiary crashing through the roof, or what must have been 
quite a clatter as it hit the floor then rolled under the bed. We picked up the 
unexploded incendiary and departed, leaving the young lady getting ready to 
catch the early train to go to her job in London, and not the least perturbed by 
the narrow escape she had had. 
One enthusiastic member of the C.D. who, on getting to close quarters with his 
first incendiary, promptly smothered it with his brand new greatcoat (just issued) 
which, of course, did the greatcoat no good at all. The sting in the tail of this 
story is the fact that the incendiary was in the middle of the 
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road and not likely to do the slightest damage to man or beast. It was a long 
time before our friend lived it down. 
To those readers who endured the blitz in London or other big towns, the actual 
incidents I have described will seem trivial and compared to their experiences it 
is true, but I would like to say that, being so near to London, we were always on 
the alert, constantly heard planes overhead, and we knew that many German 
pilots, perhaps in difficulty or having a job to penetrate the defences, often 
jettisoned their load and, although it never actually happened, there was always 
the possibility. 
There were some people who would rather face the blitz in London than in the 
open country. For instance, two very tired looking ladies knocked on the door 
one Saturday afternoon and asked if we could put them up for a couple of 
nights. It had been so hectic in London that they longed for just a couple of 
nights' undisturbed sleep. We agreed to put them up and, of course, it had to be 
the Sunday morning that the bomb fell on Fennels Wood, not more than 100 
yards from my house. The next we knew was that the ladies, already packed, 
were enquiring what time was the next train to London. They said that at least 
they had some protection in London whereas here in the country they never felt 
safe! Apparently, they had not had a good night, for sounds which would have 
been drowned in the noise of London had been very disturbing here. 
As the war went on and we began to get the upper hand, it was a heartening 
sight to see hordes of Lancasters overhead on their way to give our enemies a 
taste of what they had given us and, of course, we had little or no air raids at 
this time. We in the village also saw the planes towing the gliders for the ill-
fated battle of Arnhem and, then, of course, at a later date the fighters and 
bombers overhead on their way to support the Normandy landing. Meanwhile, 
Jerry had tried his last fling, first the V.1 and the the V.2, a little late perhaps but 
rather terrifying for all that. We had one or two of the V.1 over the village when 
they had probably overshot their target, London. Again, our sympathies were 
with the Londoners for their is no doubt that these weapons were terrifying 
because they were unpredictable, the V.2 one never knew when or where to 
expect, and the damage they did was devastating. 
However, the Normandy landing put paid to all this and, eventually, the 
capitulation of the Germans. Like all other towns and villages throughout 
England, Frackell had its V.E. Day and, later, V.J. Day celebrations. 
Many streets and areas in the village had their own parties and it was really, 
surprising, what, considering the rationing, a tremendous success was made of 
it. All sorts of delicacies appeared as if by magic and, generally, the kids were 
given a fine time. 
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" SOLDIERS LAMENT " 
 
Did you think often of Flackwell 
In that bloody, muddy trench? 
Did you long for the smell of new-mown hay  
In that putrid battle stench? 
 
Did you long to be dribbling down the wing 
As you dodged the enemy fire? 
Did you wish you could hear valley churchbells ring  
And the sweet clear song of the choir? 
 
Did you think of Flackwell often 
As you went up over the top? 
Did you long to climb up Treadaway Hill 
Refreshed by Ma's tupenny pop? 
 
Did you wonder as you were dying 
If we'd remember you still? 
If your mates in the first eleven 
Would miss your shooting skill? 
If they'd miss your tail-end batting 
And your sneaky googly bowl 
If the choir would miss your strong clear voice  
Or the pubs your wit so droll. 
 
Did you think you fought for freedom  
In that "War to end all Wars"? 
Or did you suspect that your sons would fight  
For that same old noble cause? 
 
Did they think often of Flackwell 
As they flew in that sky so blue? 
Did they think of the Spring in Fennels Wood 
Those gay and gallant "few"? 
 
Did they think often of Flackwell 
In those great grey ships on the sea? 
Did they long for the bright clear Flackwell air 
And the wind in the cherry tree? 
 
Did they think often of Flackwell 
In those tanks in the desert sand? 
Did they long for a chat in The Tips or Stag 
A pint of beer in their hand? 
 
And if there's a life hereafter 
Do they think of Flackwell still? 
Do they pray with us that there'll always be 
Peace in our homes on the hill? 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 

"THE TEMPERANCE HALL, 
HEATH END ROAD." 

 
Many of the Heath's newer residents no doubt wonder what is the purpose of 
the rather gaunt looking building known as the Temperance Hall. What is the 
history of this not very elegant edifice? 
Up until recently its future was in the balance but first let's deal with its history. It 
was in 1875 that a gentleman named Edward Royds came to live in the village. 
He was a devout Christian and a great champion of Temperance. At that time 
there is little doubt that intoxicating drinks were the ruin of many of the poorer 
homes, for the pub was the only means of brightening the humdrum life of the 
menfolk and it was commonplace for a man, even with a family, to drown his 
sorrows, for a brief period immediately he received his wages. 
At that time, the Band of Hope, a countrywide movement to combat the drink 
problem, formed a branch in the village, Mr. Royds being the prime mover. He 
also was instrumental in persuading some of the prominent men at Flackwell 
and Loudwater, to build a Hall for, not only the Band of Hope meetings, but to 
accommodate functions of the village, provided, of course, they kept in line with 
the Christian and Temperance causes. These men set to work to raise the 
money by public subscription and, finally, most of them had to dig deep into 
their own pockets to get the job completed, Mr. Royds probably digging the 
deepest to raise the necessary sum. 
Mrs. Royds laid the foundation stone in 1881. Meanwhile, an administrative 
body was elected. Eight trustees from the Heath and four from Loudwater, 
together with Mr. Royds as chairman, and the Vicar of Loudwater. The trustees 
were required to possess the following qualifications according to the deeds:- 
"He must be a man of the Christian faith, a total abstainer and live within four 
miles of the building." 
The hall to be used for:- 
"Religious and philanthropic purposes, the Glory of God and to further the 
cause of Temperance." 
These quotes are from the original Minute Book still in existence which contains 
a wealth of information as to the uses of the Hall over the years. 
These uses were numerous, as will be gathered when it is realised it was the 
only building available in the village or even in Loudwater for that matter, for 
any public function. I will list a few, as follows:- 
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Band of Hope and Salvation Army meetings. Band Concerts and concerts 
sponsored by local organisations and the trustees. Political meetings both 
local and National. It became the Tent or branch of the leading Temperance 
Organisation who took over the functions of the Band of Hope. This 
branch was, and still is, known as the Edward Royds Tent. The Women's 
Institute also made it their Headquarters when the local branch was formed in 
1926. Jumble Sales, Bazaars and even a few wedding receptions. It was also 
used for taking the contributions to the Lady Carrington clothing and coal clubs 
and, once a year, for the collection of Allotment rents. 
Of course, in those days, amusement in the village was self-centred, and 
anything in the way of a concert or entertainment was always well patronised, 
the Hall usually being packed to capacity. 
The Hall trustees were responsible for the event of the year held on a 
Whit Monday when the village was "en fete". It started with a fancy dress 
parade, children and grown-ups, who paraded the whole village in decorated 
farm or delivery carts. Following this, there was a sort of sports meeting cum 
fete held in a meadow at Heath End, now "Wilks Park" the home of the 
Football Club. Gaily decorated stalls of sweets, fruit and toys, etc. added 
to the festive scene. There are several entries in the Minute Book 
worth quoting. Here are two that are typical:- 
"The field will be opened at 1.30. Admission: Adults 3d. Children 3d. per 
dozen." Presumably this was to cater for large families or parents willing to 
co-ordinate smaller families into groups of a dozen to take advantage of the 
reduced charge. 
Then follows a rota of gatemen to do the hourly stints right up to 7 p.m., 
so apparently there was no hope of getting in free however late one arrived. 
At 7.30 there followed the piece de resistance "GRAND CONCERT IN THE 
TEMPERANCE HALL, with local artistes, sopranos, baritones and child 
prodigies. The latter mostly recited, and it always seemed the longer the 
better, the chief aim being to get through without prompting and as quickly 
as possible. If a child achieved this, it was assured of terrific applause, no 
matter how the poem was rendered. 
The trustees always went to town literally in engaging an artist from an 
agency in London at great expense, usually a red-nosed comedian. There was 
great disappointment if the Trustees thought a change was due and 
slipped in a lady soprano or, maybe, a tenor or baritone. 
There is quite an amusing story concerning this. Apparently, there was a last-
minute substitution, a portly bass singer taking the place of a much-
advertised comedian. There was some consternation when he fussily prepared 
to sing. It 
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appeared that the chairman had not been informed of the change so that, when 
the gentleman opened up in a deep bass voice, the brighter lads in the 
audience, thinking this was probably a new approach for a comedian, duly 
obliged with applause and some hilarity. The poor man stopped in a dazed sort 
of way and only succeeded in making for more laughter and applause. It was 
then that harassed officials communicated with the Chairman. Order was 
eventually restored and apologies made, but there was much disappointment. 
Some of the older inhabitants will remember the ghastly framed sketches that 
used to adorn the walls. These sketches were head and shoulder pictures, and 
were really horrible, frightening in fact. Each had its own title of sin but I am 
afraid I have forgotten these, except one which was "'drunkard" and I think they 
were designed to depict the way one would finish up if a victim of the particular 
sin so described. I know the final sketch was of a smart man, complete with top 
hat and this, presumably, was meant to convey that this was the ultimate aim, 
for I believe it was entitled "Godliness". 
Yes, the old Temperance Hall has certainly had its moments. The erection of 
the Village Memorial Hall after the first Great War started the decline. It had 
better facilities and, of course, few restrictions. Between the wars there were 
fewer bookings for the Temperance Hall and it became almost solely used for 
meetings of organisations such as Women's Institute, Welfare, Independent 
Order of Rechabites, etc., perhaps in keeping with the rules, but not much of a 
financial help. There was just about enough income to keep the old place 
ticking over and in passable repair. 
It came into its own again for a period when the Village Hall became derelict, 
but, with the coming of the Community Centre, it became a great headache to 
the surviving trustees. When old Walter Keen of Loudwater died, a few years 
ago, aged 90, the last link with Loudwater was broken. It brought the number of 
Trustees down to four, including Secretary, Treasurer and Chairman. Every 
effort was made to increase this number but the rather strict qualifications made 
it impossible. When the Women's Institute removed their headquarters to the 
Methodist Sunday School building it severed the last link of the old chain. 
It was then that the Trustees, tired of fighting a losing battle, decided that the 
old place, as such, had served its purpose. Aware also that it needed quite a lot 
of money to restore it to a decent state, they obtained permission from the 
Charity Commissioners to sell it, within the terms of the deeds. Fortunately for 
both, the Roman Catholic Church, who had been searching for a ground or 
premises in the village were offered the freehold and negotiations have recently 
been satisfactorily concluded. The money that accrued from the sale has been 
put into Trust by the Charity Commissioners 
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and the interest administered by the Trustees to the sort of Charities, that is, 
Christian or Temperance, as laid down in the deeds. 
This all seems rather sad, but at least the old place will not be lost to the village, 
and, we hope, will be of great service to Father William Oddy and the Roman 
Catholic Church. 
I feel that before I end this chapter, some of the men who have given such 
service to the Temperance Hall should be mentioned for following Edward 
Royds and his fellow trustees, there has been Mr. Leonard Smith, Mr. Scott 
Evans, Mr. Henry Collins and of late years Fred Howard the younger being of 
great service. 
Then there is the devotion of the John White family, living in the old cottages 
opposite. John and his wife, Alice, looked after the caretaking and cleaning for 
many years, and, after their demise, their daughter, Mrs. Lee and, later still, Mr. 
and Mrs. Atkins, Mrs. Atkins being a granddaughter. Mr. and Mrs. Atkins still 
reside in the old cottages, opposite where John and Alice brought up a large 
family. 

 
Rural ruminations. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 

CRICKET 
 

The village cricket club has a very long history. The first records of the club 
commence in 1898, but it could be that cricket was played even before that. My 
own earliest memory was that they sometimes played matches on Wednesdays 
as well as Saturdays. These mid-week games gave the shopkeepers a chance 
to show their skills as early closing day was Wednesday and, remember, all the 
shops kept open till a late hour on Saturdays. The club were able to invite guest 
players and, at times, could field a very strong side. For many years the Club 
played friendly cricket, that is they didn't compete in any League or competition. 
They always played on what was John Smiths Meadow and now, as I have said 
before, the Village Rec. The men I can remember most in that era were a Mr. 
Soper, a business manager, Ernie Wheeler a well-known local sportsman and 
who I believe at one time kept goal for Wycombe Wanderers in the football 
season. Ernie was what was called a round-arm bowler, with a very curious 
action, but very effective. Mr. Harwood, mine host of the Green Man, was also a 
fine bowler. Josh Weston who was a huge man kept wicket. Josh had very big 
feet which he used very effectively behind the stumps. He was the custodian of 
the gear which he treated almost reverently, and, having lived near him, I can 
remember seeing him in his shed regularly oiling the bats and whitening the 
pads during the winter. 
He, despite his gruff exterior, was a good friend to we lads, and he encouraged 
us to play the game he loved by lending us any of the gear which had got a bit 
tatty, but we had the rough edge of his tongue if we failed to return it at a given 
time. 
Tommy Thurlow of High Wycombe was another who guested with the club and 
was a fine all-round cricketer. Tommy was famous for his founding of the 
Wycombe Cup (football which I shall write about in the next chapter) and was 
President for over 50 years of that competition. 
The years immediately after the first World War were great ones in the club's 
history, the chief reason being, a Yorkshire influence being incorporated. Three 
of that great county's sons came to reside in the village and did much to put the 
club on the map. They were the Scholey family, the brothers Tom and George 
and Tom's son, George. The brothers, now too old to play were of great value 
to the club. If it was connected with cricket these grand old men were in their 
element coaching the youngsters, serving on the committee and, being expert 
gardeners, keeping the pitch in fine trim. 
They would either one or the other stand as umpire, sometimes both, for visiting 
teams knew that if there was a Scholey 
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at both ends their decisions were always fair and just. George the nephew just 
demobbed also played a great part in the restoration of the club both as a fine 
all-rounder in the field and his profound knowledge of the game making him a 
successful captain for fifteen years. 
To illustrate his all-round abilities. He has, I know, made a century and I once 
saw him take nine wickets in a game for only a handful of runs. Although Tom 
and George have long since passed on, the name of Scholey still lives on for 
George (Junior) after progressing from Captain and Chairman for many years, 
is now the Club President, a richly deserved honour, and has now completed 
50 years service to the club. 
Another family, all great cricketers, came to reside in the village — the Meeks 
family, Jim, the father, a great all-rounder, had played for Glamorgan 2nd XI, 
but was then in the veteran stage but still a fine cricketer for all that. His sons, 
Jim, Stan, Bert, Les and Ken followed him and were all up to and in some 
cases beyond village standards. Ken was also a stalwart of the football club 
and had the honour of scoring the vital goal in the final of the Intermediate Cup, 
which gave the Heathens the honour of winning it for the first time. 
Another great player to join the club in 1922 was Gray Pegler, brother of the 
famous S. J. Pegler, the South African Test bowler. Gray, who came to reside 
in the village with his father, had many offers of a higher grade of cricket with 
other clubs, but, although he perhaps did not get the type of wickets to suit his 
style of bowling, preferred to stay with his village club. 
Gray was a grand sportsman, and a great help in the administration of the Club. 
He was Joint Secretary and Treasurer for 16 years. Just for the record, Gray's 
father was always of the opinion that given the same opportunities and first-
class wickets, he was as good a bowler as his more famous brother. 
Other great players of that era were Bert Comes, a Lancastrian and a brilliant 
opening bat. T. H. Mathieson, a Scot, and Chief Engineer at Hedleys Mill, a fast 
bowler, really fast, also a good bat. Polo' Davis, who had assisted several 
village clubs around the district until he came to reside at Flackwell. 'Polo' was 
an all-rounder with a batting policy of 'hit out or get out" and it really was 
something to see him when he did get set, boundaries flew from his bat. With 
all this talent available both from a batting and bowling angle, it was appropriate 
that they should have a great wicket keeper, Wally Barnes, probably the best 
the club has ever had. Wally was fearless and would stand up to stumps to the 
fastest of bowlers and, believe me, there was some fast stuff at that time. Other 
names that remain in the memory at this period or perhaps a bit later were Ron 
Orris, Bert Major, Bon Jameson and Cecil Allnutt. 
The Club, who now have a Sunday eleven, have competed 
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in the Wycombe League since the war and have won the 4th Division on 
occasions but, after a season or so in the 3rd Division they have always 
returned. They have several very good players but lost their most successful 
one, Ken Baker. Ken, who joined the club at sixteen took more than 100 
wickets in each of the next three seasons. He was invited to join Wycombe 
Cricket Club, the only village lad who has aspired that high and, since joining 
them, he has been their stock fast bowler, and took all ten wickets in a match 
against Gerrards Cross in 1969. It is quite on the cards that he will represent his 
county regularly in the near future. 
Albert Hawes the present Secretary, with his brother Wilfred, the brothers Mick 
and Spence Taylor, Francis and Doug Crook, Gil Kirk, D. Funnel and Francis 
Nash form the nucleus of the present team. 
Before leaving this chapter, I must record a red-letter day in or around 1928, 
Mr. A. E. R. Gilligan the well-known test captain was the cricket correspondent 
of the Daily Chronicle at that time. He, with the cartoonist 'Cumberworth" spent 
the season visiting and reporting village cricket matches, the report, with 
cartoons appearing in the following Monday's issue. He accepted an invitation 
from the Flackwell Heath Club and I believe their opponents were Frieth, who 
were always a good sporting side. Needless to say, the Daily Chronicle, despite 
the extra copies, were quickly sold out on the Monday. 
In retrospect, I think cricket in the village has always been rather secondary to 
football, for as long I can remember the youth of the village always seemed to 
prefer football, in direct contrast to villages like Hampden, Lacey Green, etc. 
who always have good cricket teams but not so good at football. 
By my foregoing remarks it will be seen that, when the village had a first-class 
side, it was chiefly due to Lancastrians, Yorkshiremen, etc., coming to reside in 
the village. There have been exceptions, of course, such as Wally Barnes and 
Kenny Baker but, by and large, football seems more popular even in the 
schools. Perhaps now we have a Secondary School with a first-class cricketer 
as Sportsmaster things will change. 
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CHAPTER NINE 
 

FOOTBALL 
 

The game of football has always been almost a religion at Frackell, and never 
more so than to-day. For besides the village club with its first and reserve 
teams, we have two under-fourteen, and the school teams, and never has the 
potential been greater, for they all thrive on success. 
I think it would be fair to say that the majority of youngsters have a great 
ambition and look forward to the day when they don the red shirt and take their 
places as a member of the Flackwell Heath Football Club. I can speak with 
some authority on this subject as my father was the first secretary in the early 
days and, since then, I have been connected with the club in one way or 
another. 
It is a far cry to those early days when they rejoiced in the name of "Little 
Droppers" and later Flackwell Heath Phoenix. Then, in 1907, they became 
affiliated to Berks and Bucks F.A. as Flackwell Heath. 
I must mention here that the fancy names above were rather overshadowed by 
our neighbours who had the remarkable name of Loudwater Lilliputians. 
Frackell, on their affiliation adopted the colours of red and white symbolising the 
red and white cherries for which the village was then famous. They were known 
as The Cherry-pickers as, no doubt, many of the team were, but since we now 
have few cherries this name no longer applies and they are now widely known 
as the "Heathens". 
From 1907 till 1914 they had one notable success, when they won the 
Wycombe Combination League. This success was celebrated in no uncertain 
manner. The team, with the cup paraded the village in a wagon, decorated in 
club colours, led by the band, and on reaching headquarters, the Green Man, 
their most ardent supporters, the children, were given a drink from the cup 
(non-alcoholic of course) and a bun. 
When the club was re-formed after World War I they were always a good side, 
but had no successes trophywise. The season 1929 - 30, was no doubt the 
commencement of the long period of success, which has persisted until the 
present day. They won three competitions during that season, which well and 
truly put them on the map. The most prized one of these was the Wycombe 
Cup, always recognised as the English Cup of the local teams, a competition,by 
the way, which the "Heathens" have now won on nine occasions. 
Following that memorable season, until the outbreak of war in 1939, the 
Heathens gained success after success, and there was at least one trophy on 
the sideboard every year. They had a large following. There were often crowds 
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of 500 to 1,000 at their home games, and these occasions were really 
something as the enterprising committee had installed a loud-speaker for music 
and announcements and official programmes were issued. The only regrettable 
feature of this era to we Flackwell loyalists, was the dearth of talent on the hill, 
good enough for the high standard now demanded, and this meant importation, 
a common enough practice among clubs at that time. There was no such thing 
as village loyalties, success was the only thing that mattered. For several 
seasons prior to the War, the Heathens team did not contain any local lads, and 
were dubbed the 'League of Nations" team. It made no difference, however, to 
their supporters, who only wanted a winning team to cheer. 
As both football and cricket teams shared John Smith's meadow it was never a 
very satisfactory arrangement for there was a constant difference of opinion at 
the overlap of seasons, and the cricket club, also progressive, saw no future in 
spending money on improving their wicket when football was being played all 
over it during the winter and leaving them little time to prepare it for next 
season. 
In the mid-thirties the Football Club President came to the rescue by offering 
one of his fields at Heath End (now Wilks Park). It was only by tremendous 
efforts, that the club members by cutting and rolling what was after all only a 
rough pasture, got this ground into good trim. They also put a boundary fence 
round the pitch, so the Heathens were one of the few Junior Clubs where the 
spectators were not crowded on the touchlines. This required a good deal of 
money, but the Club were extremely lucky to have as their Secretary Ron 
Hawes (now deceased) who not only ran the club in a very efficient manner, but 
who was well up in the local dancing world. He organised dances every 
Saturday in the Village Hall and acted as M.C. and, as he was so popular, drew 
large crowds of dancers. These dances put hundreds of pounds into the club’s 
coffers. The Headquarters at this time was "The Magpie" — very handy to the 
ground, and Mrs. Ball, the landlady, proved a great friend to the Club, providing 
them with a fine club and dressing room on her premises. The Club was really 
going places when the War broke out in 1939, and big plans for the ground 
were envisaged. Of course, the War put an end to all this and most of the lads 
were soon in the services. We regret to say that two of the finest players and 
nicest fellows ever to have worn the red shirts, lost their lives, Dave Hutton in 
the Middle East and Doug Hogg with Coastal Command. 
The Club suffered a severe blow, on their re-start after the war, for they heard 
with dismay that the Housing Authority had purchased a strip of their ground at 
Heath End to comprise part of the new estate being built, and this could only 
mean one thing, to return to their old ground, no longer Smiths Meadow, for, 
soon after they had left it in 1935, 
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the Council with the help of public subscription had purchased the land for a 
Village Rec and Children's Playground. 
The one redeeming feature was that they had also erected a pavilion and 
dressing-room which solved that problem. Of course, this state of affairs was 
not at all satisfactory to the Cricket Club for they had spent much time and 
money improving their playing facilities and there was, once again, the problem 
of the overlap of seasons. However, things again sorted themselves out for it 
was found that, now the Council Houses were finished, there was still room for 
a full-size pitch at Heath End, a little more restricted than formerly on the 
outside perhaps, but quite satisfactory. So the club members had to get to work 
once again to get it into good order as Mr. Arthur Wilks was quite willing for 
them to use it again. 
It was a regrettable fact that all their previous fencing, even the goal-posts, had 
been stolen during the War period, but they went one better and put a fence 
around the pitch, concrete posts this time to enclose the playing area. They 
also fell in with the new idea of goal-posts of tubular steel, and with the help of 
a loan from their benefactor, Mr. Arthur Wilks, they had dressing rooms built on 
the ground, complete with showers. It would be only fair at this point to mention 
some of the men who worked so desperately hard to restore the ground to its 
old stature, and to whom present and future members will always owe a debt of 
gratitude. 
Mr. Arthur Reeves (President), Mr. Ken Wootton (Secretary) (how fortunate the 
club has always been with its choice of secretaries), Lew Ashcroft (Chairman), 
Bernard Seymour (Treasurer) with Charlie Springell always a stalwart 
committee member. 
It was in 1955 that Mr. Arthur Wilks, a man always proud of his birthplace, and 
who was now patron after many years as President, made the historic decision 
to give the ground to the club, under trustees. He had sold all the surrounding 
land for development and had many tempting offers for the football ground, one 
offer he told me of £24,000. So in 1955, Wycombe Wanderers provided the 
opposition team for the Official Opening, by an old friend of Mr. Wilks', Frank 
Adams of the Football Association, and who, a few years previously had given 
Wycombe Wanderers Loakes Park, which he had owned. Indeed, the deeds 
are almost identical with those of Loakes Park, the main features being always 
amateur, no professional football and, while there is a Football Club, they have 
a ground to play on without let or hindrance, but with Trustees to keep a 
watchful eye on things. 
It was only right and proper that the Ground was named Wilks Park, in honour 
of a grand old Heathen, who, by his generosity, had preserved for all time one 
of the few green fields left in the village. 
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It was rather interesting to note that, immediately following the war, there was a 
majority of local lads who represented the Heathens, and this has remained so 
ever since. In fact, in the period from 1965 to 1969, there has been as many as 
nine in the side, the majority from the Council Estate, which so nearly robbed 
them of their ground. 
Before ending this saga of the Football Club. I feel I must mention some of the 
important successes, for, since that memorable 1929 - 30 season, there has 
seldom been a season when a trophy of some sort has not been won, around 
40, in fact, in 40 years. 
The biggest honour was probably the winning of the County Junior Cup and, 
later, the Intermediate Cup, twice, the greatest honour it was possible to obtain. 
Champions of the Great Western Suburban League on two occasions, a league 
which contained some of the best junior sides in Middlesex, Herts, Berks and 
Bucks. The Wycombe Cup (Senior) has been won nine times, and the 
Wycombe Combination League 12 times, in addition to many more minor 
competition. 
It would be fair to say that The Heathens boast a better record that any other 
village club in the area, one could almost say the South of England I am sure. 
The greatest honour that can come to any player is to be chosen to represent 
the County and, over the years, the following have received that honour. Eric 
Hildred (goalkeeper), George Rutland (right back), Warwick White (inside right), 
Charlie Darby (inside left), Tony Springell (right half), and Andy Przybylak 
(centre-forward). The latter two are members of the present team, and Tony 
skippers the county side. 
When one looks back over the sixty-odd years of the Club's existence, it will be 
found that there are three families to whom they owe much of this success, the 
Wilks, Darby and Springell families. 
 
The Darby Family 
 
Four brothers, three of whom at one time or another played for the club. Frank, 
the present Secretary, is the exception. I have mentioned previously how lucky 
the Heathens have been in their choice of Secretaries, and Frank is one of the 
best. The job of Secretary these days is more exacting than ever, but Frank, 
who also acts as Treasurer, has the reputation of being one of the most efficient 
in the district and the Club owe him a debt of gratitude for the tremendous 
amount of work he puts in. His brother Arthur has, for many years, been 1st XI 
Manager and a successful one at that. We must also mention Mrs. Arthur and 
Mrs. Frank Darby who most ably support their husbands in so many ways with 
the club laundry and the management of the successful tea bar at Wilks Park. 
Of the other two brothers, Lionel is a committee 



53 

member and Charlie one of the Wilks Park Trustees. The four brothers made a 
nice gesture to the Club when they presented a trophy to be awarded each year 
to the member voted the best sportsman of the year. Brian Lay was the first 
winner last season. 
 
The Springell Family 
 
Charlie, a former committee member and father of Tony, Geoff and Dave. 
Charlie put in a tremendous amount of work to get Wilks Park in order again 
after the War and has always been a great asset to the club. Tony with his 
brother Geoff, run the very successful under-14 teams. Geoff as Secretary 
Manager and Tony as coach. 
The under-14 set-up is a credit to both of them. The teams are always smartly 
kitted out and floodlights for training have recently been installed as well as 
showers. They are also very successful from a playing point of view, there is 
great potential in these teams. 
Dave Springell, when his playing days were over, immediately took over the 
trainers job and it speaks volumes for his enthusiasm and his desire to do 
things correctly that he has attended courses at professional level at Queens 
Park Rangers ground at Loftus Road. 
 
The Wilks Family 
 
The name Wilks probably appears in the Club's history further back than the 
two previous families. Bob, the first Secretary, was followed by his sons, myself 
and Ken, a period of 25 years between them. We have already mentioned 
Arthur, the donor of Wilks Park. Fred Wilks was chairman for some years, while 
Jim was a Club Captain. 
I was proud to be made President, following in Uncle Arthur's footsteps and am 
also Chairman of the Trustees of Wilks Park. 
Alf and Joe Lewis were also great servants of the Club when their playing days 
were over, both being Club Chairmen for many years, while Alf's son, Reg, was 
Treasurer. 
Before I close the success story of football in the village there are three more 
names I would like to mention. Ken Crook, one of the few locals to achieve 
Senior Status. He played a few games for Wycombe Wanderers senior side. 
Since his return to the club he has up until last season skippered the First XI. 
He is now a valued committee member and helps to train and coach the teams. 
Ken was a fine sportsman and skipper. 
Mike Keen, former Q.P.R. skipper and now of Luton Town, who resides at 
Frackell takes a very great interest in all aspects of football in the village. Mike, 
who was skipper when Q.P.R. achieved fame by winning the League Cup had 
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the honour of receiving the Cup on behalf of his team at Wembley in 1967. He 
coaches the first and Reserve XI's and really puts them through strict training 
routines. 
Norman Lunnon, mine host of the club's headquarters, The Cherry Tree, and 
Chairman of the Club keeps a scrap book of the Club in his bar, which he is 
always pleased to show visitors. 
I am hoping to write a detailed history of the Club as my next project. There are 
many persons and achievements deserving of recognition and I hope to cover 
everything in that some time next year. 
 

" TEAMWORK " 
 

Thud of the ball. Smell of the turf.  
Excited cheers of the crowd. 
Gramp and Dad on the touchline  
Their beaming faces proud. 
I wave to them so gaily 
As we line up ready to play 
But my stomach cramps in panic 
And my heart is thudding away. 
For this has always been my dream  
Since my first wild kick at a ball 
To play for the Flackwell First Team 
And score a winning goal. 
Gramp he played in the twenties 
And Dad just after the war 
And here I am in the seventies 
Listening to the fans loyal roar. 
Watch me racing down the wing 
And hear the fans all cheer! 
"Up the Heathens. Good old Frackell" 
I beat two men in the tackle 
But the third has a confident leer. 
I'll wipe that grin from his face 
I'll pass him and score a goal. 
But then I remember Dad's pep-talk  
"Eleven parts make one-whole 
They don't want stars in a team, lad 
You mustn't hog the ball." 
So I pass the ball to the skipper 
His way is clear to the goal. 
So I didn't score for Flackwell 
My dream didn't quite come true 
But I've earned my place in the eleven 
And I've learned about teamwork too! 
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CHAPTER TEN 
 

THE VILLAGERS 
 

There have been occasions, especially with this chapter, when I have sought 
information or confirmation of some of the facts from several of the few original 
Heathens that are left. This has been most rewarding and informative, and, 
almost without exception, they have asked me not to forget old "so-and-so", and 
here an almost legendary character's name has been mentioned. So, as we 
have few famous people to write about, I feel I must keep faith with my old 
friends and write about some of the Old Heathens, who, if not famous outside 
our village, at least remain in the memory of those of us who are left. 
First of all, I am indebted to Simeon of the present generation of Sarneys for 
providing me with facts regarding one of his ancestors, John Sarney, who was 
sentenced to death by a special commission set up at Aylesbury in 1831, for 
the part he played in the machine-breaking riots at local paper mills in 1830. 1 
do not propose to get too much involved with this industrial revolution, but I 
would like to say that Sim has done considerable research, and has some 
interesting documents concerning this affair in his possession. But for any 
reader who would like to know more about this, information is contained in the 
book Bucks Curiosities of local History, legendary and romantic. 
To quote from this book, "John Sarney was 56 years old, with a wife and six 
children. He kept a small beershop in Flackwell Heath, his character was 
irreproachable. Unfortunately, he was known to be a spokesman for the men, 
and, for this, he was sentenced to be hung as an example. As a result of 
petitions supporting his cause, the sentence was eventually commuted to 
transportation for life to Australia". 
There were many other Flackwell men sentenced at the same time to 
imprisonment for life, some with large families. 

Edgar Wallace 
Perhaps we can hardly claim this famous novelist as a true Heathen but he did 
live in Blind Lane for many years where he wrote many of his thrillers and at 
least his last resting place is among many of our forbears at Little Marlow 
cemetery. 

Jennings Bros. 
The business of Grocers, Butchers & Bakers, established in 1870 by William 
Jennings and carried on in later years by the sons William, George, Peter and 
Walter and of these only Peter survives. The premises are those now occupied 
by the Lee V.G. Stores. 
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The Jennings family also owned considerable acres of land, most of which has 
now been sold to developers. This business, the oldest in the village, has been 
altered and enlarged over the years. 

Wilks Bros. 
Here again, three brothers who were grocers. Arthur, William and Fred. They 
bought the site and building of the old Methodist Sunday school. The building 
which I have mentioned before and is still the base of what, until recently, was 
the Co-op, next to Swains Market. The grocery business was established 
around 1910 and there was keen rivalry between them and Jennings Bros. 
When they sold out to John Simpson around the mid 20's, William was already 
established in a large nursery at Bourne End, Arthur continued his job as a 
salesman, combined with running his farm in Swains Lane. The farm itself, 
known as Salters, later Fennels, was situated on what is now the entrance to 
Fennels Farm Road. There was quite a fair acreage to the farm which has now 
all been developed, Fennels Farm Road, Southfield Road, Bernards Way and 
Fennels Way. 

Dorothy Walker 
Since I have been dealing with the original Frackell shopkeepers, I must 
mention Dorothy Walker and her grocers-shop — in fact she deals in almost 
everything. Dorothy took over the business created by her father, Arthur in 
1921. This shop at Heath End provided a long felt want in this area and, in fact, 
still does. 

Alfred Burnham 
A village lad who, from boyhood desired to become a missionary. After much 
study at a Theological College he fulfilled his ambitions and was a Methodist 
missionary in the West Indies for many years. On retirement, he came back to 
his old village to reside and it was he who was responsible for enlarging the 
Methodist Sunday School which adjoins the Methodist Church, in memory of his 
only daughter who died rather tragically. 

John Smith 
Civil John he was always called, a very kindly man who was a farmer living just 
off the Common, and where his youngest son, Stan, still lives to-day. Civil John 
was the man who always, without demur, let his ground for a peppercorn rent to 
the football and cricket clubs. This ground is now the village Rec, and The 
Meadows estate was once his cherry orchard. 
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The Smith Family, Chapel Road. 
This was a family who farmed land in the Commonacre and Sheepridge Lane 
area and lived in the old farm house, which stands back just off the southern 
end of Chapel Road. The father, with those of his sons who were able-bodied, 
managed the farm work. I say able-bodied because four of the sons were 
chronic cripples and who, perhaps, in these days of wonderful surgical skills, 
might have been made at least a little more mobile. 
They rejoiced in the names of Smithey, Doggy, Ducky and Secky, at least that's 
the only names I ever heard them called. Secky perhaps the least mobile, was 
really a creative genius. Realising that, even with the aid of sticks, he could go 
no more than a few yards, Secky would sit in a shed in the yard surrounded by 
junk brought to him by his friends, the village lads, with whom he was a popular 
figure. There were old bike wheels and frames, even penny-farthings and pram 
wheels. In fact, anything that had a potential value in Secky's mind. 
He built himself a number of tricycles, each succeeding one better than the last. 
He would then propel himself by his hands to the village, usually stopping at the 
cross-roads at Chapel Road for hours. The highlight of his day, however, was 
when the lads came home from school. They would push him around the 
village. Wherever he desired to go he was never short of motive power, and the 
faster the lads went the better Secky liked it, but I can never remember him 
capsizing. 
Secky really surpassed himself with the last model before he died. He had long 
realised that, when there was no-one to push him, his progress was painfully 
slow and hard so, with a series of bicycle chains and a fixed wheel such as 
were fitted to bicycles before the free wheel, he made himself a bike which he 
could propel with his hands of course, for his old legs were useless. Secky thus 
became quite independent, although always glad of a push when the lads were 
around. 
What a brave man Secky was. 
Smithey was much more mobile than Secky although he always used two 
sticks. Smithey, always with an eye to the main chance, made himself some 
pocket money by catching wild birds and selling them. His methods were rather 
cruel, but they were very successful. He would go off in the early morning to 
Marlins Pond, not far from his home, with one or two cages and a tin of bird-
lime, a very sticky substance which he would smear on to sticks and branches 
around the edge of the pond. The area around Marlins at that time was a birds' 
paradise and all kinds visited the pond for a drink or to collect mud for their 
nests. Lots of them, of course, settled on these lime-smeared sticks and, once 
they did, 
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they had no hope of getting away. Smithey would then collect the bird and 
clean it with a solvent, then pop it into the waiting cage. 
The captured birds would then be transferred to his aviary, a fairly large lean-to 
building at the farm, where they seemed fairly happy. There was usually a large 
variety of wild birds, the biggest majority being linnets and goldfinches. Smither, 
with his tremendous knowledge of birds, knew exactly what sort of food to 
collect for their needs, and he would often send we lads to the fields to gather 
thistles, and all sorts of seeds. 
Smither always had a market for his birds. Pet Shop owners from London would 
visit him periodically and take all his stock. Later, perhaps, to be sold in 
Petticoat Lane or other street markets. 

Harry Bartlett 
I have mentioned Flackwell Silver Band in another chapter. In the early days of 
its formation, Harry was Flackwell Band, at least he put in a tremendous 
amount of work for it and, in the early days, they used to practice in his large 
builders shed at Sedgmoor. 

John Bradley 
John, a Lancashire man, only spent the later days of his life at Flackwell. On his 
retirement as a chief engineer, he devoted his life to public work for the village, 
and he took a great part in the siting and the eventual building of the Junior and 
Infant Schools in Chapel Road. 

Arthur Reeves 
Originally from Wooburn Green, he married one of the Wilks family and, from 
that time, devoted his life to Frackell. He was a director of E. Gomme, furniture 
manufacturers of High Wycombe, and, before retirement, played a great part in 
the development of the famous G-Plan furniture. An officer in the first World 
War, he was, for many years, the President of the British Legion, and, such was 
his popularity, that he was also President of the Football and Cricket Clubs. 

Ted Gomme 
Managing Director of the family business mentioned above and was also 
prominent in the development of G-Plan furniture. He resided for many years on 
the Golf Links estate. Also an officer in the First World War he placed a large 
annexe and his grounds at the disposal of the Home Guards in World War II. 
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Billy Carter 
Billy a very kindly popular man with not an enemy in the world. With his wife, 
Margaret, he devoted his life to the Anglican Church and, in his later years, 
achieved an ambition for which he had worked very hard, the establishment of 
the Church in Chapel Road, a fine modern building. He was for many years a 
lay reader. 

Billy Gardner 
Although Billy was another who did not actually reside at Frackell he spent most 
of his time here, at the Golf Links. He was, at first an artisan member and their 
secretary for many years, and eventually, the secretary of the All England 
Artisan Society and, in this capacity, was chief organiser of the "News of the 
World" artisan championships each year. Billy was a great character and 
became friends with most of the leading golfers of the day. 

Harold Smith 
If there is one old Heathen that everyone knows and this includes most of the 
newer residents, then that one is Harold Smith. A son of Civil John, who I have 
already mentioned, Harold has inherited many of his father's characteristics. 
Tracking around the shops with his old bike, Harold has a cheery word for 
everyone. 
A few years ago he received a well-deserved honour when he was elected 
President of the local branch of the British Legion. He is, by the way, one of the 
few original cherry-pickers left. 

Miss D. H. Austin 
A very much respected lady, who came to reside in Fennels Way in the early 
twenties, having spent many years in the West Indies. She, with Miss 
McDougall, Miss Ashby, and Miss Griffin were some of the first members of the 
Women's Institute which was founded in 1925. All of these ladies took a great 
interest in the village and Miss Austin wrote a booklet about the village in 1928, 
which I have before me as I write. 
In it there is some interesting data, mostly gleaned from W.I. members, who 
spent their lives on the Heath. To quote her own words. "This story of the old 
days in Flackwell Heath is of necessity conjectural and incomplete, all criticisms 
therefore which may help to correct and amplify, will be gratefully received." 
I was pleased to note that she agrees with me that lack of a Parish Church, 
therefore no parish of its own, has always been a drawback. Also that lack of 
water and difficult access 
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did not encourage the people of those days to live on the hill. They had plenty 
of water and churches in the valley. 
Although she quotes the old version of how it derived its name (the flacking on 
wash days) she thinks her own version, though less picturesque is the more 
likely. I will quote her briefly and readers can take their choice. 
"The wells and springs which abound on the Heath. Well, nowadays means a 
hole dug in the ground for the purpose of reaching water but was originally 
identical in meaning with spring. It has the same sense as bursting forth, Flack 
is probably connected with Flash and like the latter is derived from an Anglo 
Saxon root meaning a swift rushing. If this connection is accepted (and the 
presence of springs in such numbers on the Heath lends ample confirmation) 
then the meaning of Flackwell becomes clear at once." 
My only criticism of this rather ingenious break-down of words is that I can 
never remember such a profusion of springs or wells to warrant it. However, as 
there seem to be no records officially, there is not much point in arguing which 
is right or wrong. 
 
Miss Austin's little booklet is well worth reading and it would be interesting to 
know how many copies of this still remain. 

Roy Jennings 
Roy, son of the aforementioned William and his wife Mabel Jennings, was born 
with an infirmity which confined him to a wheel chair. This did not deter him 
from making good use of his life. He studied at home and, although he was 
regrettably refused admission to the local Grammar Schools because of this 
infirmity, he was determined to make good, and gained an Honours Degree in 
Languages and a B.A. 
Roy always took a great interest in his village football club and, for many 
seasons, was always there home or away, rain or shine, his mother taking him 
in her car. In fact, she became as great a fan as her son. These journeys must 
have been an ordeal for him, for he had to be lifted from the car to his chair and 
back again when the game was finished. In addition, of course, once he was in 
his chair and wheeled into position he had to withstand all the rigours of the 
weather. Despite all this, Roy was always cheerful and the Heathens had no 
more ardent a supporter. It says much for his enthusiasm for soccer that, when 
on holiday, he always visited professional games. His mother has told me many 
times of a visit to the famous Rangers ground lbrox in Scotland and of the 
kindness and courtesy extended to them by the Rangers officials. 
Roy, not content with being a spectator, helped in any way he could with the 
running of the local club. He did much of the correspondence and was their 
press secretary for 
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many years. This meant receiving all local results by 'phone on Saturday 
evenings and transmitting them to the Press Association for publication in the 
Sunday papers. 
A brave chap was Roy and a tribute must be paid to his mother and father for 
the loyalty and devotion they always gave to their son. 
Mrs. Jennings is unstinting in her praise of what she calls the "Old Heathens" 
for the kindness and help shown to her throughout her son's life. 

Harold Hughes 
Founder of H. F. Hughes and Son, Builders, of Northern Woods. Has lived in 
the village for 73 of his 80 years and can be claimed as a Heathen. Started his 
business soon after the First War in partnership with Jack Saunders. After this 
partnership was dissolved, Harold carried on with his son and later his 
grandsons. He has been a parish councillor for many years and has served his 
term of office as Chairman. He was also a bell-ringer at Wooburn Parish 
Church in his younger days. He has a fund of stories about the old village and 
villagers. Have a chat with him some time when visiting his retail shop, you will 
learn a lot about Frackell. 

Ernest Seymour 
Ernest first came to work in the village as accountant at Jennings Bros. shop. 
He then became founder member of Seymour Taylor, Accountants, of High 
Wycombe. A man who always maintained an interest and put in a lot of work for 
the village as a Rural District Councillor and in many other ways. He gave his 
name to a road in the Old People's Council Estate, Seymour Close. 

Amos Chilton 
Amos, a village lad, who had little or no education but nevertheless made good. 
He worked for some years for R. White the mineral water people and suddenly 
made up his mind to emigrate to South Africa. He there set up a business in 
mineral waters, and built up quite a big trade. He called his product Hubbly 
Bubbly and I understand it is now produced in this country. His sons are now 
carrying on the business in South Africa. 

The Rixon Brothers 
Harry and Arthur Rixon, were confirmed bachelors and lived for as long as I can 
remember in the old cottages which stand back in Sedgmoor Road. They were 
considered experts on cherries and were always in the thick of it during the 
picking season and transported cherries in their horse van to the London 
markets. They rented a large allotment (now Carrington Road)  
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largely for budding cherry trees, taking stocks from the woodlands and budding 
or grafting them. Many cherry trees in the village and elsewhere were of Rixon 
stock. 

Dickson Park, Esq. 
For a great number of years, Mr. Dickson Park resided at Sedgmoor House, 
and, in the early part of the century, was almost looked upon as the Squire. He 
supported most organisations in the village financially but took very little active 
part. 
He made it known at the commencement of World War I that he would give 
every man who joined up a shilling but I have often heard it said that he had to 
call it off as the response was greater than he bargained for. 

Mr. Cork (Gaffer) 
Gaffer Cork, as he was popularly known was the Headmaster of Loudwater 
School for over 40 years, therefore was responsible for the launching of many 
of the lads of the village on their careers in life and, for that reason, I feel we 
can claim him as a Heathen. A quiet unassuming man, kindly and tolerant, he 
always commanded great respect. 

Leonard Smith 
Leonard was a baker and grocer in the building now occupied by Wilks 
Superstore. He also kept the post office for many years. A devout Anglican 
looking after their interests in the village. He was also secretary of the 
Temperance Hall. I often wonder what Leonard would think if he saw what has 
been made of his old premises. 

The Folleys 
The huge business of sand, gravel, ballast and Ready-Mix of the Folley Bros. 
whose excavations can be seen so vividly in the Thamesside areas from 
Bourne End to Sonning was really started from Flackwell. Mr. Folley, Senior, 
owned the grocers shop at Heath End (now the laundrette) and in course of 
time took over Sheepridge Farm, and the surrounding land. His first sandpit at 
the end of Sheepridge Lane and on the Marlow Road was so successful that he 
gradually acquired more land on the banks of the Thames, and, with the 
assitance of his sons William, Henry and Archie, built up a very flourishing 
business, I would think one of the biggest of its kind for miles around. 

Mrs. Dormer 
Mother of Hedley, she was the official layer-out and also acted as midwife, so 
spent a good deal of her time either bringing villagers into the world or seeing 
them off. She was 
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a great character, and it was a well known fact that, whether bringing 'em in, or 
seeing 'em off she would not start her job until she had been supplied with her 
glass of beer. Following this, she would help herself to a huge pinch of snuff 
and was then primed for the job in hand. 

The Doctors 
In the early days of the century and well within my memory, there was no 
official Doctor in the village, in any case, with no National Health Insurance, it is 
doubtful if most of the inhabitants could afford one anyway. There was a 
gentleman by the name of Tapping who lived in the cottage opposite Wayside. 
He was the local quack who dispensed alleged medicine at a shilling a bottle, 
and I would hazard a guess that the prescription was the same for all ailments. 
He was known to use large quantities of bi-carbonate and this dissolved in his 
well water (there was no other water at that time) no doubt cured? all ailments 
from indigestion to ingrowing toenails. 
Dr. Parker was the first qualified Doctor that I remember, followed by Dr. 
Atkinson and Dr. Findlay, but those most of us remember in more recent years 
were Dr. Wright and his partner Dr. Lowe, the former retired fairly recently and 
the latter died a little before this. 
Dr. Selbourne Bailey of Bourne End a well-respected man, and a great 
character had many patients on the hill and, in his early days, used to do his 
rounds on a very upright bike but later graduated to a chauffeur driven car. Dr. 
Bailey who lived to a very old age died only recently. His son, Alison, a very 
popular figure on the hill, has always attended to the Flackwell Heath side of 
the business and has his surgery in the Straight Bit. He visits his patients in a 
Rolls Royce Silver Cloud, which I am sure he won't mind me saying is a far cry 
from his father's pushbike in the old days. 

Mr. Stowe 
Mr. Stowe (I never did know his Christian name) lived at Heath End and, before 
the advent of the motor-car used to hire his horse and trap to take the more 
affluent to the railway station at Loudwater and what was more important, their 
journey done, meet them and bring them back up Treadaway Hill. In later years, 
in face of competition, he bought a car and continued his taxi-service. He drove 
his car much as he had driven his horse and never seemed to get used to the 
extra horse-power, consequently, he was regarded as a bit of a menace by the 
other drivers. 

Jameson Bros. 
It was in 1903 that a real old Cockney, Henry Jameson, brought his family to 
reside in Chopstick Alley. Two of his sons later made their names in local 
history. The eldest was christened Harry but has always been known as Bon. 
Bon, 
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a joiner, decided to start his own building business in 1928, and was joined by 
his brother Arthur a few years later. Arthur was then employed at Soho Mills 
and took a leading part in the Trade Union Movement. After a few years they 
dissolved partnership and Bon moved to the Marlow area, where he set up a 
large business and has, I understand, built over 1,000 houses in that town. He 
served for many years on the Marlow Urban Council and has served as 
Chairman. Bon, always a popular figure at Flackwell, was a fine footballer and 
cricketer. 
On leaving his brother, Arthur built several estates in the Bourne End district, 
Chalklands being one of the first. He bought and lived for many years at Glory 
Hill Farm, made famous in the novel by Clifton Reynolds. It was Arthur who 
returned to his native village and bought some of the Jennings acres, the 
Kilnwood Estate, which is now being developed and, which I said in a previous 
chapter, has an area set aside for shops which are so badly needed. Since 
writing this chapter, Arthur passed away suddenly so it could mean a further 
delay for this project. 
So far, most of the people I have mentioned were those who in one way or 
another had played their part in the development of Frackell but there are many 
of the real old "Heathens" who, for other reasons, live on in the memory, and 
most of these are still known by their nicknames, which were colourful and 
expressive so I will endeavour to deal briefly with them and their peculiarities. 

Blacknag Wilkes 
A character famous for his stentorian voice and the amount of clothing he 
always wore, summer or winter. Never less than three pairs of trousers, three or 
four undervests and shirts, an unspecified number of waistcoats and jackets 
and, in winter, a huge overcoat. I can remember him walking around padded up 
with his layers of clothes, looking somewhat like the astronauts of to-day. He 
was the star turn at the local football matches when he dressed up, Red Indian 
fashion, complete with feathered headdress, while his terrific vocal efforts were 
of great encouragement to the Cherry-pickers as they were then called. 

Sunny Anderson 
Sunny resided in the house I have mentioned, Bottle Cottage, He was a great 
character, with his short clay pipe and floppy sun hat. He was a born comedian 
and had a fund of stories, which he told in his inimitable droll manner. He was 
fond of watching the local side at cricket and his withering sarcasm if a catch 
was dropped, failure to take a short single, or a bowler being hit for a few fours, 
was widely appreciated by his fellow spectators, but very embarrassing to the 
player. I know, I have had some. For many years Sunny looked 
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after the Memorial Stone and, in later years, Chris White and Sim Sarney have 
carried on the good work. The stone has thus always been a credit to the 
village due to the efforts of these fellows. 

Hedley Dormer 
Hedley, another cripple, lived at Heath End and, most days, would make his 
way to the crossroads at Swains Lane. He was a popular character and was 
almost constantly supplied with cigarettes. When there was money about such 
as during the cherry season, Hedley would be feted at one or other of the pubs 
and often had to be carried home. He made what was for him, one marathon 
journey per year, the day of Fords Mill Outing. Hedley would make his slow 
tortuous way down the hill to Loudwater Station to see them off. Goodness 
knows what time he got up for, as I said before, the excursion left around 6 a.m. 
However Hedley must have found it well worth while. He did it every year. The 
trippers, already excited, were always in a generous mood and Hedley was well 
set up for a few weeks pocket money. 

"General" Gould 
General Gould saw service in the Army and was in the Sudan campaign with 
General Gordon, a campaign he fought many times over to entertain his cronies 
at The Green Man. Indeed, after a few pints he claimed a close friendship with 
the famous Gordon, so much so that his friends conferred on him the rank of 
"'General" — hence the nickname. In deference to his Army career, the 
"General" always wore a peaked service cap. In fact, the village wits claimed he 
even wore it in bed. 
There were, of course, many other characters over the years who, if not 
famous, were well-known, and were perhaps worthy of mention, but a line must 
be drawn somewhere, so I must content myself with those I have included. I 
feel I should include a list of nicknames that I can remember, for, at one time, 
everyone was blessed (or cursed) with one of these. Sometimes the father's 
would suffice for the family but, in many cases, each member had his own and 
it remained with him throughout life. In fact, many people were better known by 
their nick-names than the ones their parents had given them. A colourful list I 
am sure you will agree. 
 

Some Frackell Nicknames 
Grubby, Dosset, Red Neck, Spider, Dilling, Grubber, Udder, Long Tom, Suet, 
Nip, Duzzle, Todney, Sandy, Dodger, Shack, Doughy, Titch, Hommocky, 
Kruger, Brummy, Bastin, Fessor, Slippy, Foxy, Jewy, Waggle, Goller, Punch, 
Damager, Doddles, Hummer, Caysher, Stillpot, Rant, Gadget, Fatty, Rasher, 
Nanky, Fleming, Eggy, Turnup, Piggy, Cack, Yank, Dool, Sotchel, Digger, 
Shaker, Darky, Dollop, Spook. 
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LAST CHAPTER 
IN RETROSPECT 

Having finished the foregoing chapters as intended, I feel perhaps there are 
some things I should have mentioned, things which perhaps did not tie up with 
any particular chapter. One of these that comes to mind, is the tiny hamlet of 
Sheep-ridge, a satellite, if one might term it that, of Flackwell Heath. The 
residents of Sheepridge have, in the past, shared our sorrows and joys and I 
think have always regarded themselves as part of our village, although in the 
parish of Little Marlow. There are some very old cottages most of them lived in 
for many years by the same families. The Bradleys, Ony's, and Ludgates are 
some that come to mind. These old cottages have now been modernised and 
few, if any, of the old residents remain. 
The Crooked Billet, that picturesque old pub, was always a target for the 
chairmakers; of Wycombe, many used to take a walk through Bloom Woods, 
and, after slaking their thirst at the Billet, walk back, probably via Keep Hill. It 
has always been noted for its cider, and a past landlord was very appropriately 
named Claude Bulmer. 
The Community Centre is another place to which I have only briefly referred 
and, as this plays such a big part in the life of the community, I feel I should 
give some details. This modern building, built in the Carrington School grounds 
at the same time as the school in 1961, and was, as I have already said, the 
bargaining point that turned the scale at the public meeting to decide if the Lady 
Carrington Recreation Ground should be handed over to the Education 
Authorities for the site of the new school. 
It is a fine modern building and, as such, an improvement on the old Village Hall 
but lacking the space and facilities. The site is central and ideal from that point 
of view, but it has never been a satisfactory arrangement either to the 
committee or the School Authorities, owing to the fact that it is actually in the 
school grounds, which means that the gates must be left open when there are 
functions in the centre, thus leaving the school vulnerable to vandalism. 
Fortunately, they have not suffered much of this, but there is no doubt that if a 
satisfactory alternative site can be found for a new centre, it would be a 
blessing for all concerned, and the present centre could be used for much 
needed extra classrooms, which the Education Authorities have desired for a 
long time. The offer of the old school in Swains Lane, as a temporary Centre 
has been turned down, quite rightly in my opinion for, although it has served the 
village well over the years as a school, I am afraid it would be not at all 
satisfactory as a Community Centre. 
Meanwhile, a hardworking and constructive committee are 
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busy raising funds for the new building, their latest venture being a Carnival 
Week at the end of August in which they are hoping all other organisations will 
help to make it successful. 
It is to be hoped that all their efforts will meet with the success they deserve, 
and that, before very long, we shall have a new Centre, which will be in keeping 
with the growth of the village. 
I have so far only referred to the Golf Links very briefly, but I feel that so few 
villagers enjoy its facilities these days, that we can hardly claim it as part of our 
village life. 
Formed in the early years of the century the course, part of which is in the 
valley, has been fairly popular over the years but, although many famous 
golfers have played on it, there has never been a top-grade championship 
played there. I think its undulating character has been rather against this. When 
the artisan section was formed soon after the First World War it was confined to 
residents of Flackwell Heath and Loudwater but, in common with the parent 
club, many of its members now come from farther afield. 
Most villages have their ghost stories and Frackell has its fair share of these. 
Miss Austin, in her booklet, quotes "the ghost of Little Minchin hastening across 
the road at Tread-away Hill, a flickering candle held in the hollow of her hand". 
Then we have the ghost of Spirits field. This is the field which I have called the 
Grubbins in a previous chapter, and where the council estate now stands. The 
path which used to lead across the field to Fennels Wood was the main 
footpath to Wycombe Marsh and very much used. It was this footpath which the 
spirits were supposed to haunt, and tried to lure the traveller away from it. Only 
recently, while discussing this with an old Heathen, she told me that her aunt 
had quite a battle with the spirit, who grabbed her arm and tried to lead her from 
the straight and narrow. This story was told in all sincerity by my friend, 
although I have no idea what would have happened had Aunty not resisted! 
The third is the ghost of Thomas Chase. At least this one can be identified with 
a real person. Thomas Chase was a non-conformist and was accused of 
heresy by the clergy. He was incarcerated and tortured in the prison at 
Wooburn, and eventually died there, the blind Bishop of Wooburn alleging that 
he had committed suicide. He was buried in Norland Woods and his ghost still 
haunts the crossroads (said to be Whitepit Lane) and can be heard muttering 
that he did not commit suicide but was murdered by his captors. Well that's the 
story anyway. 
Another thriving institution I have so far had little to say about is the British 
Legion, who have their headquarters just off the Common. They are now in the 
process of erecting another more modern building on the same site. They have 
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their own Men's and Women's Sections and are very well organised. 
Next door, and almost opposite, are two banks, plus a solicitors office thus 
keeping the village in line with its near neighbours. 
The writing of this book has revived many old memories. I have tried to put 
them on paper honestly and as authentically as I can. It deals with the period I 
can remember, a period of 60 years of the 20th Century. 
As I have said in a previous chapter, I have not, except on rare occasions, or to 
quote dates, gone back beyond that period. Neither have I delved into local 
history books or files of the local paper. Fortunately, I have been blessed with a 
fairly good memory, but if, for any reason, I have been in doubt, I have 
consulted several Old Heathens for confirmation and to these good friends, I 
tender my sincere thanks. 
It has been a long task but one which I have enjoyed doing, for at the back of 
my mind all the time has been the thought that, unless someone puts the record 
of our lovely village on paper its history in the 20th Century would be lost. 
Perhaps some people will think this little book worthy of a place on their 
bookshelves or libraries and, some day perhaps, someone of a future 
generation will take up the story where I have left it. 
In the meantime, we old Heathens wonder what is its future? Will there be more 
green belt country released for development? And will this what is now a small 
town become bigger than ever? In say another 20 years? Lastly, will those 
people whom we now term the newer residents come to love and respect 
Frackell as we older Heathens have done when they themselves become Old 
Heathens? 
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