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         The tower mill in Wangford it burnt down 7th Aug 1928

                             [A tale of Wangford 1930’s & 40’s]

                                 A TIME TO REMEMBER

I was born in Wangford In 1926 at Virginia Cottage in Church Street, My parents lived with my Mother's parents, Alice and Alfred Crowford. My Father's parents also lived in the village where they kept the public house in Norfolk Road called 'The Loyal Oak".
I have always lived in Wangford, except for five years when I first married, when 1 lived in London. Wangford was a busy village in my childhood, everything we needed for shopping was there. Where I lived in Church Street there was a baker's shop close by, the people who owned it were called Barker. Mrs. Barker was a plump jolly lady. When I used to buy my l/2d Cadburys chocolate bars, she used to let me slide the bars out to see if 1 had got the cards inside. I and my friends used to collect them and they were usually pictures of flowers, birds, or animals. At the top of Church Street there was a Haberdashery shop where my Mother used to buy all her cottons, buttons and wool, they also sold clothes. There was also a laundry close by (before my time). A Butcher's shop called Elmsleys was also in Church Street, which later became a Hairdresser's. Many years before being a Butcher's shop, it was a Bazaar (I have a picture). There was also a fish and chip shop.
In the High Street there was another Bakers shop called Hills. We used to pass it on our way to school and the bread used to smell lovely. Next door was the post office where we could buy our pens and pencils for school as they also sold stationery. There were also two more butchers in the High Street, Meehans and Moretons. It makes one wonder how they all made a living. On the corner was a grocery shop called Rayners (now flats). Nancy Rayner had a news agents and sweet shop (which is now Lantern Cottage) opposite the White Lion public house (which is now a private house). There were several little shops, Inwards shoe shop (later Rumbalows shop), also a cycle shop and a garage, a shoe repair shop and Meehans butchers mentioned earlier. During the war there was also a W.V.S canteen.
In Norfolk Road, Mrs. Broom had a little shop selling groceries and sweets, etc.. We used to buy our gob stoppers and aniseed balls there. Out sweets were wrapped in any squares of paper that she could find. There was also a bell affixed to the back of the shop door so she could come from the house to serve us. Some of the boys would open the door so the bell rang and run away, she got very cross, I remember she always wore a little woolly hat.
There were several pubs in the village, The Angel, White Lion, Plough, Loyal Oak,
 the Sawyers Arms, and also a few ale houses. We also had a dressmaker, her name was Mrs. Gaskin and she used to make my dresses'. Opposite where I lived in Church Street, lived Mr. Glutton. The house is now known as "Little Priory". Mr. Glutton was rather stern and he seemed rather old to me.
Births and deaths could be registered there after Mr. Glutton died. A family called Becker moved in, Harry Becker was an artist, but I can't remember seeing him. He may of died before they came to live in the village. His wife was, I think, German. She was a rather stern looking lady, always wearing black which was rather scary to us children. Janet, her Daughter was also an artist and an author. She would ask us into the garden to teach us to paint (not very successful). During the war she would visit the searchlight battery with her W.V.S trolley containing stamps, chocolate writing paper and what ever she could find.
Nearby to us lived Mr.& Mrs., Drew. Mr. Drew was a Prudential Insurance agent, always very busy. He was also the church organist. They had one son called John. He was older than me but he would always ask me to his parties, especially on firework night. He later became a vicar. We also had a nurse in Church Street, her name was Nurse Brown and she lived in "Baxter House". There was another nurse, her name was Ridgewell.On Pound Corner here was a Blacksmiths and further on in Norfolk Road an undertaker's. There was also "Polls shop", now the only one left in the village. I remember I used to go with my mum on Saturday to do the shopping with just a basket, no supermarket trolley. Little did I know that I would spend over 40 years working there.
We had a happy childhood in the 1930’s; we all went to Henham School (sadly now closed after much protest to Ipswich and London). The family next door to me were very much part of my childhood. Being an only child it was great to be with a family, and we still keep in touch. There grandfather's name was Harvey, he had some land at the back of Henham school which he used to cultivate. Sometimes he would take us to school in his pony and trap, which caused great excitement. He had a gate from his allotments to the river where we all learned to swim. I remember the gate was covered with white roses, they used to smell lovely (all gone now).
Miss Barnham was my first teacher at Henham School. She was a nice lady, always kind to me. She was deaf, so she would shout a lot. Miss Catchpole taught us next, she taught us to swim Mrs. Lees was the head mistress who lived in the school house with her Mother and her son, Peter. He served in the Royal Air Force during the war. We had a flagpole in the playground which we would dance around on May Day. After Friday afternoon we would have country dancing, I don't think the boys used to like that very much. When we had the church fete on the vicarage lawn we had to dance there. The boys used to have plots of land at the back of the school where they used to grow vegetables. We girls used to have sewing classes, and I remember that I made a dress and won first prize at the show on Henham Park; I still have the prize card. We used to make our own Christmas decorations for the classrooms; we also had a Christmas tree from Henham estate, where we were all invited to a party at Henham Hall. It used to be in the ballroom, we would sometimes walk through the wood to the Hall or Billy Martin would take us in the charabanc. We always had a present each and usually there was an entertainer like a magician.
Nearly all the children in the village went either to Church Sunday school, or chapel. The family next door and I went to Church Sunday school and each Christmas we used to have a nativity play. Our vicar, the Rev, Charles used to organize it all. His wife was always the Virgin Mary, my friend Florrie and I were the little angels kneeling by the crib. I remember we used to dress into our gowns and wings in the vestry and we were freezing cold.
I was also in the church choir until I became married. Nearly all the girls in the village were in the Girl Guides and our captain was Doris Waters, a school teacher from Southwold. We disbanded in 1939 when the war started; however, we started up again after the war. I helped until I married and moved to London. The boys had a Boy Scouts, and my cousin Bill joined and went to Holland for the World Jamboree in 1937. 1 still have a clog he brought me home with the date and "World Jamboree" on it. Both these clubs were held in the reading room which doesn't exist anymore. It was next door to the vicarage. There was also a library there as well where ray Mother used to help. At the bottom of the vicarage Sane was the Women's Institute where we used to have social evenings, dance's, whist drives, and sometimes concerts and films shows.
Next door, where I lived in Church Street there was a fish and chip shop and on Saturday evenings people used to cycle from nearby villages for their suppers. Sometimes a man would come with a barrel organ and play it outside our house. He used to have a little monkey as well. In 1934, we moved to Duck Lane (now Hill Road), and the family next door also went so we still lived close by. We used to spend hours playing over the Hulver hills just off Hill Road and the sandpit. We had to make our own enjoyment, and we never seemed to get bored. We used to gather blackberries in the autumn, also mushrooms. We used to get baskets full and they were lovely. On the field and marsh land near Hill farm, there were always lovely purple orchids growing; now there is a gravel pit.
Our milk was delivered from Hill Farm each day on a cart with a milk churn, and our Mother's were ready with their jugs to receive it. If it ran short we used to go to the farm after the afternoon milking and collect more in little tin cans. We would watch the milk being put through the cooler. I remember we had a shed in our back garden and used to dress up and have concerts, where the boys would give us sweets if we were lucky! Or cigarette cards which we used to collect as entry fee! We also used to play with a girl in Hill Road called Barbara. Next to the house was a bam and we used to take our dolls and play on the top floor. One day her brother took the ladder away so we couldn't get down. There was a hue and cry, with Mother's looking for us because we hadn't come home for our lunch.
At Easter time we used to go to Reydon wood to collect catkins and primroses to decorate the church. I remember when the first snowdrops were out we used to go to Fisk's Lodge at Henham to gather some, I remember a friend and I with some boys went to get some. However, we were unlucky as Mr. and Mrs. Fisk saw us and came out of the lodge with dogs shouting and waving their arms. We were scared stiff and fell over the fence and ran all the way home.
Opposite the shop was a wood called Liza's wood. Liza lived in a house near the path which we had to walk along to get to the wood. She would watch for us to stop us going into her wood to gather her violets. She lived in a row of thatched cottages which many years later were burned down to make way for the new houses opposite the shop called Priory Gardens.
We didn't leave the village much really, sometimes a bus trip to Lowestoft or Southwold. We used to always go to the Trinity Fair, every one who was anybody had to go there, and it was much bigger then. We had great fun and soon spent our money. We always had a church fete at the vicarage, and we had to get our best clothes out especially for the school dancing. I remember one year my Dad won the bowling for the pig competition, it was a real pig! He worked as a gardener at the vicarage so they had some outhouses empty where the pig could live.   Later that evening someone came to tell him that the pig was running wild around the village. It took half the village to catch it.
After Henham School, we went to Reydon. The children from Henham, Uggeshall, and Southerton were all issued with bicycles to get there, but as Wangford was
nearer to Reydon we had to provide our own transport. We either had to walk or catch the bus. Our bicycles came when we had a birthday or Christmas, I think we enjoyed Reydon School as there was so much more to do, Mrs. Williams the headmaster's wife taught us domestic science. We had to make our own caps and aprons and they had to be starched for each weekly lesson, woe betides us if they weren't. 

.My favorite master was Mr. Garrett. He used to cycle from Blythborough each day. Miss Hardy was our P.E. mistress, and we used to play a lot of hockey and I liked that. I was in Elgar house. We made friends with the Reydon and Southwold girls and the boys also!
In 1939 when war was declared we had more school mates who were evacuated from Grays and Romford. We had to share our school time with them. We made Sots of new friends then and I'm still in touch with one of them. I remember one day we had to go into the shelters on the playing field when a Stuka Bomber was attacking a ship just off Southwold, We were there quite a while until the all clear sounded. We were then told to get home quickly and if we heard any planes to get off our cycles and get into the ditches beside the road (not many ditches beside the roads now). Then with the invasion scare, the evacuee's either went home or to another area believed to be safe. I stayed at school for a while then I helped in the W.V.S canteen in the village and also at Henham Hall in the canteen.
I went to work in a local shop in 1943 and stayed until I married in 1949. After five years in London, I returned to the village and went back to the shop part-time until 1990. A lot of years, with many happy memories and some sad ones. I remember when 1 first went to the shop, everything that people needed was sold there, there were many shelves full of John White's boots, bed linen, clothes, straw hats, wall paper, stationery, and also at that time the post office came from its old point in the village (I also helped with that). There were two boys on the grocery counter, when they left to join the forces, we had to work everywhere in the shop. I could bone a side of bacon and skin a cheese, everything that was rationed had to be weighed, cheese, butter, sugar, tea etc.
We were kept busy in the shop despite the rationing. There was no self service then, everything had to be fetched for the customer. Some things were kept in the cellar, like the soap powder, oxodol, rinso soap and things that had to be kept cool. We would go down to the cellar many many times a day. All bills had to be added up, we used to get an allocation of shoes, boots and slippers from the shoe company, Buggs of Norwich. 1 remember one day in March 1944 we had just had our allocation and were pricing them up when I heard a terrible grating noise. Two B24 Bombers had collided just away from the village, the wreckage from the bombers fell on open land, one of the aircraft which fell in one piece caught fire and one of the bombs exploded killing all on board. When the rescue people were there another bomb exploded killing over thirty Americans and injuring many more. 1 guess it was a lucky day for the village.
The shop had a van which used to visit villages nearby. The son and daughter were both in the Royal Air force when the owner died, and the daughter was allowed home to help at the shop. She used to take the van out each day and I went with her when the usual girl had a holiday. I remember we went to a rather untidy house, there was a new baby and the lady of the house gave us a sherry in a not very clean glass. When she vanished into the kitchen with her shopping our sherry was dumped into a flower pot! We used to send and deliver telegrams, and I remember taking one to a Lady whose son
was a P.O.W in Singapore. It was to tell her that he was safe and coming home. She cried and I cried with her.
The shop counters had to be polished everyday and the scales also. I used to go round the village every Wednesday morning to collect orders and the money for the previous week's orders. The next day Mr. Bails used to deliver them on what was known as a trade bike, like the one Ronnie Barker had in "open all hours". The word used to get around when the Huntley and Palmers biscuit van was seen outside the shop. The biscuits came in big tins and all had to be weighed. We also had a coffee grinding machine, the boys used to grind the beans and then straight away take the ground coffee to Henham Hall.
Wangford was full of servicemen during the war and close by they were stationed at Reydon Hall, Henham Hall and also a Searchlight Battery at Henham.   When the searchlight was on it was almost like day. I belonged to the Red Cross during the War and couldn't join the forces because 1 was working with food. By the time I could register the war was nearly over in 1944. We used to have exercises with the army and the home guard. I remember on one of these occasions a young man called Nigel was brought to the Red Cross room with a leg wound and we had to get him out of his trousers, he nearly went berserk. Then the home guard threw a grenade at the wrong tank (a sandbag!) so the Army supposedly being the Germans tried to capture us, so we turned the A.R.P. water hose on them, the air was blue!
During the war the Americans were stationed near Halesworth, they used to come to the village a lot, it was the 489 Bomb Group flying Liberator Bombers. They would start taking offal dawn and fly round and round to get the right height for a formation. Then we would watch for them to come back, some with engines shot up, some sending flares to say there were wounded aboard. We were asked to their dances and parties and film shows. I saw the young Frank Sinatra in his first film there. They would fetch us in their jeeps and bring us home late at night. I had some hair raising rides, they didn't seem so strict about security as the R.A.F.
You could go almost anywhere, the hangers would be open so you could see the aircraft that had been damaged during the raid that day being repaired. 1 was friendly with a co-pilot and was able to get into his plane; ft must have been a scary thing for them to do. He went back to the states after 25 missions. I kept in touch until 1999 when sadly he died. His plane was called "pin up girl” and on the side his pilot George's little daughter was painted. I went to their 100 missions party, it was great and went on all day and I think I got home at 3'o clock the next morning, The food to us on rations was unbelievable, hot dogs, spare ribs, doughnuts all kinds of cold meats and lovely desserts. Edmundo Ross was there with his band, also other bands in other hangers.
The pubs in the village were always full, especially with the Americans drinking our warm beer. I remember one incident when five of them came out of the Angel at closing time worse for wear and seeing a road mans wheel barrow turned upside down on the path opposite the pub. They decided they would take turns pushing each other home, but when they started off the man in control let go of it and they turned over and over going down the hill. None of them were hurt, and it gave them a good laugh.

In 1943, two Thunderbolts collided and part crashed on the field opposite the post office. The pilot was in the cockpit but he was dead. I went across from the shop and several people from the village did also. There was nothing we could do. A young man in the village is trying to get a memorial plague for them. I hope he will be successful.
During the war we used to play tennis on the lawn next to the shop and also on the vicarage lawn. There were two bowling greens and a flourishing British Legion Club where the members could play snooker. We had a dart team at the "Angel" and we used to go round to local pubs playing for a barrel of beer sometimes. In the 1950's we had a new vicar, Canon Tidey, he had been a padre in Burma during the war. He and his wife took great interest in the village. She formed a young wives club and we had some great times, we went to see the then new Coventry cathedral, Woburn Abbey and shows in London "paint your wagon" and "my fair lady". They left after a few years but made a great impression on us as kind, caring people.
In the years I have written about, everyone knew everyone else and all helped each other. I felt I had to put my memories of Wangford in the 1930's, 1940's and 1950's into words just to let the village know that we were alive and kicking then. I could go on and on but I think I should finish now. I don't want to bore you. I hope to get this printed at a later date, I think people are interested in Wangford as it used to be, especially people who have recently come here to live. Wangford is a very special place to me, I hope that people will enjoy reading about this village in the 1930's and 1940's. I should like to thank my old school chum; Gordon who like myself cares about how we were long ago, also for his encouragement to put my memories on paper.
Kind regards,

                                   Joan Hunting 
I would like to add that without Joan’s help and people like her this website could not have been made.             Rod the webmaster.
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