WANGFORD   IN   THE 30s
By G   K   Reynolds
The small country village of Wangford situated on the main A12. Road from Lowestoft to London was, in the 1930s, a thriving and busy village. Now, with the by-pass, taking trade and traffic away from the village, it is now but a shadow of the place it was in days gone by.
Having written 'Village at War' (Wangford), telling what happened during those dark days of the 40s, I will now try to remember after almost fifty years what it was like in the 30s.  I left the village in 1950.
   Past Times
Being totally surrounded by farm land, with the River Wang at the Western end of the village, the area was a haven for the local children.  Always somewhere to go; always something to do. With Henham School a stone's throw away, all the children from the age of five until ten went to the school. It was divided into three class rooms. A Miss Barham had the infants, Miss Catchpole the intermediates and Mrs. Lees, the Head Mistress, the older ones who, on reaching ten or eleven, either went on to Reydon Area School or, for those who won a scholarship, to Sir. John Lemen school at Beccles.  Those going to Reydon and living a distance of more than three miles from the school, received a school bike.  Those going to Beccles caught the five past eight bus from Southwold to Bungay.  While at Henham School, the pupils learned to swim in the river at the rear of the school.  The 3rd Earl of Stradbroke had a diving board and hut out there for their use and Miss Catchpole taught swimming. The changing hut was more like a small garden shed with wooden seats.  While changing, the teacher had to hold a towel up between the boys and the girls, although in those days, we did not know the story of the "Birds and the Bees". One thing I can remember is that we came out of the school much dirtier than when we went in. We had a dirt covered playground with a flag pole in the middle, a shed which was once a canteen but now full of broken chairs and desks.  We also had a large meadow at the side of the school where we would play football and other games.  We had the run of the marshes until it was fenced off.

Each Christmas, the children would be treated to a party at Henham Hall by the 3rd Earl of Stradbroke,  and what a party. A small circus from London would arrive, to the delight of us all. The big moment would be when each child would get a present from the huge Christmas tree which had been grown on the park. One year, when the Earl was ill, we had it at the school and I can remember the workmen trying to get the tree through the door and knocking nearly all the trimmings down.  These parties carried on until the 40s when war had broken out and parties became a thing only to be remembered by us "old uns".
           Summer time would see us cycling around the countryside either bird nesting or chasing rabbits in the harvest fields around the village, then finishing up in the pool for a swim. No such thing as television then, but we always found something to do.   Sometimes we would get on our bikes and go to Southwold to swim in the sea, or go to Wolsey Bridge crab catching.  We were never idle as there was always something to do.  Mind you, we got up to mischief. Poor Lily Whoop, how we cheeked her. Scrumming Jack Brown's lovely Victoria Plums or Rev. Charles peaches, but vandalism - never.
Climbing trees on the park was another pastime in the 30s or fishing in the river. There were some good size fish in the river then.  I myself caught a seven pound pike in Dead Mans Hole and I know Tipper Townsend caught Pike even bigger than mine. Sometimes while looking for Stone Loach or little eels, we would often catch a small flounder, a flat fish which had got beyond the lock gates at Wolsey Bridge.
In Winter time, either when the snow had melted, and we got a lot more than we do now, or after a heavy rain, the River would flood all the marshes and it would resemble one big lake.
The back road beyond Duck Lane would be flooded each side of White Bridge and us boys would cycle through it getting wet feet into the bargain. And a clip of the ear when we got home.
Another pastime we boys had was The Gang. We would elect a leader and away we would go either to Reydon Wood, Liza's Wood or down the Parson's Lane to Parson's Meadow by the marshes. Then we would build a hut as our H.Q. before going to explore the marshes or the woods. Later, the hut we had down by the Parson's Meadow was flattened by a USAAF P47 fighter which crashed there, killing the pilot, (see Village at War) but us lads had long gone by then.

Just look at the village now in 1994; far more houses and people, but only one shop and the nearest pub is the Plough Inn which is almost out of the village.
In the 30s, shops and others in the village were as follows: Starting off at the Plough Inn, we had the Plough Garage run by Mr. H. Kinge, the Police Station and PC G.W.Reynolds. Until 1934, the police station was Mill House. Then it was the premises formerly Mr. Benstead's harness shop in the High Street and later FW Moss, electrical engineer, until a new one was built in 1936. Mill House is now a private house owned by Mr. F. Prime. On Pound Corner, Victor Howeld, wheelwright and undertaker, next to Mr. Prime and Sons, and opposite, in a wooden shop was H.J. Rayner. Living on the Hill, I spent many an hour as a small boy watching Mr. Prime shoeing horses and Mr. Howeld making wheels for the carts of those days. I also helped Mr. Rayner to make ice cream for him to take on his rounds of the villages.  I can remember sitting on Mr. Primes’ wall (still there) watching the soldiers marching to Pakefield rifle range from Henham Park Territorial Army Camp. This was a continuation from the WW 1 training camp and was subsequently used for the same purposes during WW 11 when the park seemed like one large army camp. Now nothing remains, not even the hall, just memories, and a pile of bricks.
H.T. Poll and later F.C. Hurn kept the big shop which is now the Post Office and the only one left in the village.  My first job after leaving school was working behind the counter with Molly Wythe. She suffered with chilblains on her hands in cold weather and I felt quite sorry for her.  In charge of the shop was Mr. Hughes who lived at Rose Cottage, then moved to the house next to Moreton’s butchers shop. My wage was 2s 6d a week, or in today’s money, 12 1/2p. His son Leslie was a great friend of mine and went, to school at Beccles after winning a scholarship.   Another pal of mine lived next door to him at the Angel Hotel (later called the Suffolk Poacher). This was Ronnie Rushmore and he had three brothers and a sister Doris who married Dick Rayner, son of Harry Rayner who had now taken over the shop opposite from Mr. Baker.  Next door was the White Lion Hotel (now a private house). It was run by a Mr. Bird in the 30s and later by Bob Harris who had twin boys Bobby and Cubitt (Cuey for short). He was blown up on the Trinity ship "Reculver" at the beginning of WW 11 and his injuries stopped him going to sea. he took over the pub. Next to the Lion was a small shop run by Nancy Rayner, daughter of Harry Rayner. She sold papers and sweets but after she died Tommy George took it over.
His poor wife was killed on 13 Jan 1942 during the air raid which demolished Waller's restaurant in Lowestoft where she worked. This was the worst raid that Lowestoft had.
Opposite the Lion Hotel, there was a row of shops and a garage run by Jack Spore. Philip Rumbelow had the sweet shop on the corner of Church Street and next in the row was Mr. Inwards and son who had a shoe shop. Fred Lugo had his cycle shop and was also chimney sweep, general factotum and Jack of all trades. The garage sold petrol from a single pump, hand operated, on the side of the road. Ernie Meehan's butchers shop was next with two big steps to climb to get in the door and if one forgot these on the way out, it would mean finishing up falling into the High Street. A fish and chip shop next was run by Teddy Goldsmith from Reydon until Jack Wiltshire took it over. When war broke out he was called up and it became the WVS canteen. On the corner by the Church gates was Nurse Ridgewell's little sweet shop and I can remember us kids on the way to school would pop in and buy a 1/2d Gobstopper. As you sucked it the colour changed and by the time we got to school our hands were just one sticky mess. Opposite was Alec Hill's bakery and cafe. Maisie Cook was the waitress. A cup of tea and a rose cake was the favorite. The Post Office was next door run by Mrs. Wythe (Molly's mum) and her husband Bertie who was one of the postmen of the village. He was wounded in WW 1 and could not bend his leg so he had a cycle adapted so that only one pedal would go round. He rested his bad leg on the fixed pedal.
Further down was the British Legion Club where we played Billiards and Snooker. Next door was Bernie Howeld who ran a grocery round in his van helped by his daughter Stella. Opposite was a Mr. Benstead who was a harness maker and when he retired, he moved into the Alms Houses which the Earl of Stradbroke had built in Southwold Road (Church Street). His shop became the Police Station for a while until a new one was built.  I remember the front room was shaky as there was a cellar beneath. Fred Moss moved in and had it as a wireless and electrical shop.
In Church Street were Mrs. Wiltshire and her hairdressers shop, then Mr. Barker's bakery and sweet shop. Tommy George had a gent’s outfitter opposite the British Legion Bowling Green. He sold up and took over Nancy Rayner's shop.
We had a Reading Room in the vicarage garden which served as a library cum social room for whist drives etc.  During the first part of WW 11, it was where the Firewatchers had their H.C. From 9-30 pm until 6 am, two men and two lads stood by. I still have my Fire Guard tin hat.  These were a lot lighter than the standard service type.  Down the Parson's Lane was the Women’s Institute Hut. A former billet and relic of the First War, it served as a dance hall, cinema and, for a while, an Army store.
Next to Rose Cottage, a Mr. Bailey had a boot and shoe repair shop over the archway.  You went up wooden steps to get to his workshop. Jack Brown lived further down the road where he had a taxi service plus farm produce, eggs etc.  Into Norfolk Road, Mrs. Broom had a very small sweet shop. Next, Dr Wight had his surgery, until moving down to Ford House after The Hon Agnes Eden died.   Next door was the Loyal Oak Inn kept by Mr. Alf Sago, he had a daughter Peggy. The Loyal Oak also had a Quoits team and I can still hear the sound of the horse shoes hitting the pin. While at a transit camp just outside Salerno Italy, in 1945 we played the same Quoits game and it brought back those memories of the 30s. The Chapel was just up the road from here and was run by
Freddy Prime and Mrs. Wythe who played the little organ there.
The allotments went from the Mill Footpath to the end of Norfolk Road by Pound Corner and a large area of these remains. Towards the bottom of Norfolk Road was the Sawyers Arms, known to locals as The Dickey or Barking Dickey because one of the former landlords kept a donkey which apparently brayed continuously. Mr. E Howeld kept the beerhouse for just on fifty years, Mr. Walker then took over.
I think this completes the commercial and public places of Wangford in the 30's.
Some of the villagers of the 30s
Fire Keable      Butcher 
Berry Keable     Postmen 
Tubby Brown         '' ''
Bertie Wythe          '' ''
Bucky Youngs     E.S.C.C. roadman
Ted AIdred       "     "
Also Special Constable and pumped Church Organ.

Harry Peck          E.S.C.C. 
George Lytton      "  ''

Fred Nunn           "  ''

Mr. Gerrell    Dr.Wight's Chauffeur

Fred Gant            farm worker 

Clifford. Woolnough ‘’  ‘’

Mrs. Winter
Spratt Walker Rev Charles ' gardener 

Mornie Walker    E.S.C.C.

Len Wythe      Cowman E of S *(3rd Earl of Stradbroke) 

Mr. Luxton      retired 

Herbert Snowling Groom   E of S 

Noah Cotton    ret. gamekeeper E of S

Miss Becker    see village at war 

George Martin milkman for H.Aldous 

George Lurkins milkman 

Jessie Moss   blacksmith   E of S 

Fred Gissing farm worker E of S 

Jimmy Thirtle Sen. woodman E of S 

Mr. Gaskin retired
Harry Kinge    Plough Garage prop.

 Mr. Saunders   retired 

G Ellis               fisherman 

Daddy Ellis             " ''       lost at sea 

Tommy Durrant      " ''

Ben Harvey   bricklayer E of S 

Bob Sutton        "         " 

Sid Langley       "         "
                  And Special Constable 

Ted Balls   gardener E of S 

Bob Cooner     "        "
And Special Constable 

Tom 'Rackham   farm worker E of S 

Harry Barber       marsh man      " 

Harry Lewis            ''  ''

Jimmy Wigg                  "   ''

Fred Bullard
Jack Ward     E.S.C.C. roadman 

Wimp Smith Sen..  Tractor Driver E of S 

Mr. Youngs     farm worker 

Sid Fisk       farm worker   (Elms Farm) 

Sid Clarke   Trinity House 

Mr. Clifford.  E. Counties Bus Driver 

Mr. Walker Van Driver for Poll & Hurn 

Mr. Peck   Cowman at Elms Farm 

Ted Muttitt Trinity House Lightship 

Mr. Page     retired 

Liza Ife   cow lady at Elms Farm 

Stanley Wright Engineer E of S 

Ron Agnes 'Eden retired
She gave medal each year to Henham School pupil 

with best attendant I remember Charlie Saunders

Stanley Wincup Caretaker Reydon School 

Charlie Cook 

Jack Saunders   retired 

Skipper Moore
Mr. Chapman     Cowman at Elms Farm

Billy Mouzer driver at Fordux  

Billy Rayner   "         "  

Mr. Lankester   retired  

Friday Utting timber yard E of S 

George Walker horseman    " 

Roland .Keable cowman      " 

Billy Barber
Mr. Walton    cowman at Elms Farm 

Mr. Baldry           retired 

Mr. Bridges               " 

Mr. Hyde-Clarke  " 

Steve Aldred       " 

Harry Whiteside Royal Navy 

L Dowding         "
Mr. Rawlings farm worker Elms Farm  

J Clack             "       "        "
"Dripping" King     "          "            "

G Freezer         cowman              " 

Mr. Drew    retired acct. 

and church organist. 

Mr. Mills
Harry Rayner and Ernest Hurn were also Specials, 

had businesses in the village 

and are mentioned elsewhere.
Some of  the young men and women of  the village.

Jack Lugo 
Doris  "
Spider Woolnough 
Eilly Walker 
Jean Winter 
Ruth  "
Rosemary Lytton 
George     " 
John Luxton 
Roy Luxton
Barbara  " 
Billy Elvin 
Jack Aldred 
Eric Wythe 
Edna Aldred     
Molly Wythe 
Billy Ridgewell 
Fred Prime 
Percy  " 
Peter Hurn  
Joan Hurn 
Dick Rayner 
Ruby Rayner 
Nelly Rayner 
George Rushmore 
Doris    " 
Sid Moreton 
Len    “
Albert Cooper 
Stanley   " 
Peggy Mills 
Hedley /Meehan 
Jack maunders 
Hilda   " 
Guy Page 
Snotcher Page 
Johnny Eppy 
Hub Walton 
Ivy
Brenda barker 
Bertie   " 
John Drew 
Peggy Sago 
Ray Clifford 
Doris Prime 
Iris  “
Noddy Youngs 
Cissie   " 
Leslie Burford 
Daphne Stockdale 
Fred Moss
Ernie  "

Billy Cook
Cissie   "
Dick     "        
Kenny Mower
Percy   Stockdale 
Beryl   More ton 
Rose   Cook 
Albert   " 
Billy Hazel 
Amos Gissing 
Roy Inward 
Ronnie   Ashton
Stanley   Utting 
Connie   Clifford 
Audrey   Utting 
Queenie   Utting 
Joyce   Balls 
Reggie   launders
SOME   OF  THE  YOUNGER ONES   -   MY  GENERATION
Eugene   Wiltshire
Ray Smith
Ronnie      "
Pamela      "
Frances   Bullard
Eric
"
Marjorie Youngs
   Phyllis    "
Ivan Smith
Dougie Howeld
Audrey Nelson
Georgina Kelson
Tiddler Ridgewell
Bertie     "
Derek (Dee Dee)  "
Violet:        "
Edna        "
Peggy Muttitt
Joan
Millie   Youngs
Leslie   Hughes
Ronnie   Rushmore
George Thirtle
Greta Martin
Eddie Hyde-Clarke
Alwyn     "
Betty     "
John      "
Peggy Townsend
Charlie Saunders
Dennis Walker
Derek
Wilfie Wright
Bug
 Willie   Gissing
 Kenny   Reynolds
 Joan
"                    
 Margaret   Gant          
 Russell        "               

 Joan Walker 
 Pauline Gent 
 Alan Wade 
 Kenny Gerrell 
 Eileen Winkworth 
 Olive Rawlings 
 Pauline Booth 
Tommy Wincup 
Leslie Elvin 
Vera  Ellis 
Brenda Barber 
Sheila Ellis 
Eva Winter 
Margaret Charles 
Veronica  " 
Kenny Whiteside 
Maureen   " 
Edna Lankester 
Sylvia Cook 
Lenny Dowding 
Noreen   " 
Fred Lytton
Florence  "
Sylvia    "
John      "
Brian     "
David Lurkins
John Clack
Ann Barber
Peter Harvey 
Brian Walker
Alfred Peck
Moreton  "
Patsy Rogers
Dennis Stockdale
Derek King
Iris Day (Mrs. Brown, The Hill)
Pamela Brown (Mrs. Giles, Henham)
Violet Peck (Mrs. Sutton)
The last three names are of evacuees from Grays, Essex, who came in late 1939 among many others whose names are forgotten most returned after a short while.
A few more items about the village
 In the 30's Wangford was a stopping place for the Gt.Yarmouth to London coaches. First, the Bee-Line ran the Journey, and then the Grey-Green took over. They operated a two-a-day service until well after the end of WW2.
At the time of the coronation of King George VI, the Earl of Stradbroke had a small garden chained off near the bridge in which he had four oak seats placed that had been made by his workmen at the Timber yard, Henham. It became a meeting place for all the village boys and girls until after WW2 and when only one seat remained serviceable; it was relocated on the corner between Norfolk Road and Duck Lane. The site was incorporated in the road improvement plan but one of the commemorative oak trees remains. 

Eastern Counties Bus Company ran a regular service from Southwold to Lowestoft (every hour and to Bungay via Beccles twice a day, Each year we had a Summer Fete and sports day on Henham Park which was the highlight of the village as everybody took part. There was the W.I. cake tent, the flower and vegetable show, a fancy dress parade and the children had their own competition to see who could collect the biggest amount of different wild flowers. I won it one year and Florence Lytton another year. In addition, garden fetes were also held by Rev Charles in his garden and these were always well attended.

There was a Church Sunday School, also a Chapel one and each year the children who attended them went on a Sunday School outing to either Norwich or Gt. Yarmouth. Ralph Herrington from Reydon ran the Scouts and Cubs. We met in the Reading Room in winter and on Henham Park in summer where the Earl of Stradbroke had a hut built for us. We did a lot of camping on Henham Park. The old scout hut was still there up until the late seventies. 

At Christmas time, Ruby Rayner would organize a Panto in the WI hut down the Parson's Lane. One year, she put on a show which included Ten Little Nigger Boys. I was number nine. Another time she put on Cinderella. Florence Lytton was Cinderella and I was the Page Boy. I can still remember my lines, "As I was going by the stair, I found this slipper lying there". I had to fit it on Florrie's foot and, of course, it fitted. 

                                                                                                            G.K. Reynolds.
The Wangford I knew 1930-40
 1 Undertaker
 5 -Public Houses 
 1 Police Station 
 1 Blacksmith
1 Wheelwright 
2 Bakeries 

2 Garages
1 Shoemaker
1 Doctor
1 District Nurse 
1 Hairdresser
1 Fish & Chip shop
2 General Stores 
4 sweet shops 

1 Footwear shop

1 Gents Outfitter 

1 Taxi service
1 Cafe
2  Butchers 

1 Vicarage

1 Policeman 

5  Police Specials. 

3 Postmen 

1 Paper shop 

1 Corn merchant 

1 Chimney Sweep 

1 Post Office 

1 Library 

1 Harness maker
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