
EDITORIAL 

 
Once more Christmas approaches with its season of celebrations, carol singing, Bazaars, 

Dances, and the exchanging of presents.  The Thriplow Society will make its usual 

contribution by providing an illuminated Christmas Tree to be erected outside the Village 

Hall. This should be lit from around Advent to Twelfth Night.  

 

This autumn we arranged two speakers, Alan Stripp, from Linton, who spoke about his 

experiences with the famous ‘Enigma Machine’ and Bletchley Park.  It became clear that 

Alan had spent only a brief period at Bletchley, but was an authority on its effects in the last 

war.  His principal work had taken place in India where he was decoding signals sent by the 

Japanese in that theatre of war. Our second speaker was Peter Speak who had agreed to talk 

about ‘Keeping the Waters at Bay’, the story of draining the Fens, on September 22
nd

.  On 

this night however the village was struck by a mini-tornado, and as the Village Hall was 

entered all the lights were extinguished! A large tree had fallen across School lane nearby.  

The talk was postponed until 17 November.  Please note, from your programme the next one: 

Chloe Cockerill of the Churches Conservation Trust, who will speak about ‘Churches in 

Retirement’ on 19 January 2004.  Our attendance at these meetings usually numbers around 

twenty.  As we have around eighty household members we should be able to muster a few 

more.  Tear yourself away from the television just for the evening!  

 

In this issue there is a short account of a real Dick Whittington story.  David Miller who 

attended the Village School in the 1960s has just been elected the new mayor of Toronto, 

Canada.  His mother Joan was Headmistress before she and David moved to Ottawa.  As 

mayor of Toronto David has now one of the most prestigious public appointments in the 

whole of Canada. In another article, that by Bryan Howe examining ‘The Howe Family of 

Thriplow’, there is mention of Sir Robert Howe who became governor-general of Sudan. He 

is buried in the churchyard in Thriplow. The influence of Thriplow extends far and wide! 

 

Peter Speak and Shirley Wittering, Joint Editors. 

 

 

 

 



Arthur Leslie Charles Humphreys CBE 

 

 

Arthur, who died on 29th August 2003 aged 86, 

was a founder member of the Thriplow Society. He 

was a Kentish Man and moved to Thriplow from 

Chislehurst in 1978. 

When he left grammar school, he joined the 

business machine company (as it was then), ICL, 

and worked his way to the top becoming Managing 

Director. When he retired some twenty years ago, 

he was Deputy Chairman. He was a member of the 

Charles Babbage Institute and made frequent trips 

to the United States to attend its meetings. 

His great loves were firstly his family – he had two 

sons and a daughter, a stepson and stepdaughter, 

grandchildren and great grandchildren. He 

thoroughly enjoyed cricket and was a member of 

the Marylebone Cricket Club, supported Kent and, 

of course, England. He was President of the 

Thriplow Cricket Club. He was no mean opponent 

in bridge and enjoyed bridge holidays and cruises. 

Travel was one of his greatest enjoyments and not long before he died, he was planning a trip 

to Panama as sailing down the Canal was one of the few things he had not done. 

His job resulted in the cementation of many friendships throughout the world and the 

bestowal of friendship by Arthur made you a friend for life. 

Sadly, his second wife Audrey whom he married just before moving to Thriplow, died some 

ten years ago. He presented a crucifix to the Church in memory of Audrey. Later, he married 

for the third time, Terry, who now lives in Australia. 

He was Chairman of Thriplow Parochial Church Council for many years, a member of the 

Friendship Club, Thriplow Society, Royston Probus, and his firm’s Double Majority Club for 

those who had been with ICL for 42 years or more.  

He loved people and was never as happy as when he was throwing a party as many villagers 

will remember. Arthur’s photograph albums were full of pictures of people he had met all 



over the world; the fact that he was at Machu Pichu, Ayers Rock or Niagara Falls when the 

snap was taken was beside the point! It was the people that mattered to him. 

He was a great friend and neighbour to Shirley and me and we shall miss him very much. 

 

Bill Wittering 

 

Gone to earth old friend, 

And lost to mortal view. 

Good luck to you, where ere you wend, 

Green fields and pastures new. 

 

 

 

 

This poem was found on the internet – it would seem to be based on the work of a maker of 
patchwork quilts as all the allusions are those relating to quilt making. Perhaps the quilt 
was of the village in which the maker lived. 

 
 

HARVEST TIME 
 by Con Connell 
  
 Our village holds no special place 
 In history. Its public face  
Would cause no traveller to pause, 
Its landscape merits no applause. 
  
We love it though. And love declares 
Its memories, in patchwork squares,  
And fabric images that bind 
The heritage we leave behind. 
Each public, private thought portrayed,     
Each delicately appliquéd. 
  
We stretch our memories on frames, 
Without exaggerated claims, 
Knowing each proud biography 
Embroiders our geography. 
This warning, too, our needles know, 
That as we reap, so shall we sew. 
 
 
 
 

     

 

 

 

 

 



THE HOWE FAMILY OF THRIPLOW & ELSEWHERE 

 

 

Henry Howe at the Bury 1890 

 

 It all began like this. Researching one's family tree is not, apart from a few 

exceptions, a favourite pastime of the young. Then we think our ancestors will always be 

there to answer questions. When we do get the urge, all we have is a few snippets of past 

conversations but no-one left to fill in the details. So now in my seventies I've joined the 

growing throng of amateur genealogists trying to fit pieces of a jig-saw puzzle, 90% of which 

are missing, into a recognisable picture. Maybe it's the challenge of the detective work that 

gets us going. 

 

I knew that my father's family moved to Sawston in 1912, and the Thriplow connection had 

stretched back for many years. A short while ago I  contacted Shirley Wittering to see if she 

could help, and she very kindly sent copies of Church & School records referring to Howe & 

How.  This was a good start, I was able to go back three and possibly four generations to the 

early 1800s and compile a basic diagram showing how they fitted together.  Census forms 

also help but they are only a snapshot of a particular day once every 10 years.  My great 

grandfather was Henry Howe (1831-1910), a gardener at The Bury for most of his working 



life, and who lived in the Lodge until he retired.  Purely by chance I acquired a photograph of 

him dated 1890. Preceding him was a Jonathon Howe (married Alice Archdeacon 1827), who 

could have been Henry's father but there is no record of a Henry among his children. The 

recorded baptisms are Lydia 1831, Frederick 1832, Martha 1835, Sarah 1837.  1837 was also 

the year that Jonathon died.  

 

Henry married Sarah Gambie in 1853. They had nine children, Frederick 1855, John 1856, 

Charles 1858 (died aged 2 months), Elizabeth 1859, Herbert 1860, Edward George 1863, 

Rachel 1867, Leonard Josiah 1871 and Ellen 1873.  Of Henry's children, Frederick was a 

carpenter, and married Mary Arnold of Whittlesford. They had 3 boys and a girl. The 1901 

census shows the family in Southgate, London.  One of the boys, Frederick, trained as a 

dentist, and I'm told that each summer many of the family gathered in Fowlmere for a 

combined holiday and free dental treatment. John married Sarah Jellis of Horton, Bucks. circa 

1890. John was also a gardener and gamekeeper, living at the Lodge, so must have worked 

with or taken over from his father. They had 6 girls and 4 boys.  

  

A number of the boys became railway men, and the most interesting was Herbert. He went to 

live in Derby and married a local girl, Min Lacon, in 1891. They had 4 girls and 2 boys. The 

eldest was Robert, and he gained a scholarship to Derby School, then to St. Catherine's 

College, Cambridge. This was in 1912, and when war broke 

out he volunteered and was given a commission in the 

Sherwood Foresters. He was posted first to Cornwall where he 

met his future wife. He then took part in the Dardanelles 

Campaign and was taken prisoner. He spent his time studying 

languages, and on demobilisation he entered the Diplomatic 

Corps. A 'world tour' followed with various posts in 

Copenhagen, Belgrade, Rio de Janeiro, Bucharest, Peking and 

Addis Ababa. Each move meant promotion, and an eventual 

knighthood. As Sir Robert he was finally chosen to become 

Governor-General of the Sudan, the last person to hold the 

office. The country was then administered jointly by England 

and Egypt; this was a job to daunt any man; it is physically the 

largest country in Africa with a population of around 28 million. What reforms he was able to 

make were soon undone and the problems remain to this day. After nearly ten years in office, 

Sir Robert retired to his home at Lostwithiel in Cornwall to pursue a somewhat simpler life. 

Although many of this large family were somewhat disdainful of the peasants at the lower 

end, Sir Robert never lost the common touch. One of his charitable acts was to grow a 

bamboo hedge in Cornwall, to help feed the Giant Panda's, Chi-Chi and An-An when it was 

hoped to get them to breed.             

 



My grandfather was Leonard (1872-1930). He married Ellen Mary Nunn (1867-1936) from 

Whittlesford in 1896. Their children were Sidney, Eva, Blanche, Graham (my father) and 

Harry. Apart from Harry, the others attended Thriplow School until they moved in 1912. 

Leonard's trade in the 1901 census is given as 'stationary engine driver'. He was evidently 

employed at Sawston Paper Mill to keep the steam engines running to drive the machinery, 

before the mill converted to electricity.  It so happens that one of the engines is now at the 

Cambridge Museum of Technology, and it was a great joy to me to discover it among the 

other treasures.  Sidney was apprenticed to Maynards of Whittlesford, he then joined the RAF 

in 1919, serving in Iraq for much of the time, returning to civilian life in 1926.  Eva married 

Frank Challis, a leather worker, at Sawston and they eventually went to Abingdon, Oxon. 

Blanche married Fred Cox, RAF, stationed at Duxford, where he served until 1946 by which 

time he had achieved the rank of Warrant Officer. Graham finished his schooling at Sawston 

and went into the Paper Mill, leaving after 40 years service. Harry, the youngest, joined the 

Royal Navy and served on the 'Royal Oak'. At the age of 27 he developed a tumour and died 

in 1935. Had he not, he probably would have perished along with the crew when the 

battleship was sunk early in the war; a great pity. From his photographs he was certainly the 

best looking one of the family. 

  

So here we are, just a few of us left in the world. Do I regret not being up there with 'the 

nobs'?  Not really. But I'm sorry that I didn't inherit a bit of the gardening gene which so 

many of my forebears had in abundance.  And I have seven grandchildren to keep the story 

going. Maybe.    

 

Bryan Howe. 

   

Editor’s note, Bryan lives in Sawston and has been a member of the Thriplow Society for 

several years. He is the current secretary of the Sawston Society. If anyone would like to get 

in touch with him regarding his family tree, I shall be happy to pass on his address. 

Shirley Wittering.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



GLIMPSES OF THE PAST –  

 

FROM PCC MINUTE BOOKS AND EARLY CHURCH NEWSLETTERS 

 

 

Thriplow Church showing the lamp put up in 1883 

 

25 & 26 June 1883. A succession of storms passed over Thriplow. Several accidents 

happened in villages around us. 

 

Nov. 1883 A new standard lamp has been placed at the entrance to the churchyard and has 

already proved itself an immense boon. [I understand it was taken down during the First 

World War in case it attracted German aeroplanes or zeppelins. It was then ‘lost’ until it was 

rediscovered by the Rev. Jim Mynors in the bell tower under some sacks. The PCC wanted to 

restore it but it was too far gone. It stood at the top of the entrance path not far from the 

South door. Now it has been replaced by the gate with a very handsome electric lamp.] 

 

In winter 1884, services were held at the home of Henry Carter, the Heath. On 20 October, 35 

persons attended 

 

November 1885. Lambert Woodard, vicar, wrote: “In poor country villages, like Thriplow, 

the offertory barely covers the expenses of cleaning, lighting and heating the church.”  

 

13 July 1929 A Midsummer Night’s Dream was performed [at Thriplow House?] by Thriplow 

Drama Club at Thriplow Fete. There were two performances. 

 



January 1949. It was decided to sell the vicarage. The Archdeacon said it was not possible to 

find a priest for every parish as (i) there was a shortage of clergy, and (ii) the fall in the value 

of the pound! 

 

1952 The Vicarage was sold. Must not be styled ‘The Vicarage’ and must only be used as a 

private house. 

 

Nov 1953. Churchyard extension cost £72. Some of the bricks for the wall were donated by 

Mrs Jackson from her large bakery chimney. 

 

1954 Louvres installed in tower. 

 

Chairs – It was agreed to obtain two new chairs and place them at the back of the church for 

the congregation to see. May 1956 – it was agreed to buy eighty. Some older chairs and 

benches were discarded 

 

18 March 1957 - Mr Vinter was thanked for the memorial window to his father. 

 

12 June 1974 - New school hall was opened. 

 

April 1975 - Weather vane of stainless steel erected. Donated by Geoffrey Vinter. Tablet 

carved by Mr Hislop placed on side of church tower. 

 

25.4.1975 Commonwealth War Graves Commission to be asked for the sum of £1.50 each 

towards the upkeep of the war graves of Pte Howe and Arthur Ison. 

 

6 March 1977 Rev. Malcolm Donald inducted.  

18 April 1983 – It was reported that Fred Gambie’s medals had been stolen. They were 

exhibited in a small wooden case mounted on the tower door. [Fred Gambie was custodian of 

the Smithy for many years and was often seen riding around the village on his tricycle. Was 

this the one that previously had belonged to John Softly the Postmaster?] 

 

Bill Wittering.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Picture for the School 

 

 

 

On Friday October 17
th

 Oliver Walston presented on behalf of the Thriplow Landscape 

Research Group a picture painted by Shirley Wittering. She had been asked to make the 

picture to celebrate the work the Group had done with the children. Several members of the 

Group were there too. 

The painting was based on the 1886 Ordnance Survey 6 inch map of Thriplow. This map is 

so accurate that each individual tree is marked on it. It marks the large Elm that stood at the 

top of the playground by the fence where Barbara Speak remembers reading to the children in 

its shade on hot summer afternoons.  

Just the north east corner of the map was drawn which included the School, Church, Anno 

Dom and Bacon’s Manor. Around the edge of the painting were drawings of the buildings as 

they would have been in Victorian Times (the title of the picture). There are also paintings of 

the animals and people of the time such as an otter which Sheila Andrews saw as a child, 

skylarks and frogs. There are children playing marbles and a man ploughing with a horse-

drawn plough. The orchids are there and the pump in Anno Dom to remind people of how 

recently piped water came to Thriplow, indeed Oliver told the children that he still obtained 

his water from a pump. 

The picture was presented during afternoon assembly and the following song was sung as 

Harvest Festival was just over. 



PAINT BOX 

 

Cauliflowers fluffy and cabbages green, 

Strawberries sweeter than any I’ve seen, 

Beetroot purple and onions white: 

All grow steadily day and night. 

Chorus: The apples are ripe, the plums are red, 

   Broad Beans are sleeping in a blankety bed. 

 

Blackberries juicy and rhubarb sour, 

Marrows fattening hour by hour, 

Gooseberries hairy and lettuces fat, 

Radishes round and runner beans flat. 

Chorus: 

 

Orangey carrots and turnips cream, 

Reddening tomatoes that used to be green, 

Brown potatoes in little heaps 

Down in the darkness where the celery sleeps. 

Chorus: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



FROM THE ARCHIVES 

 

Thriplow School Log Book, one hundred years ago - 1903 

 

Principal teacher, Miss Isobel Walker 

 

March 10
th

 – Average number 108.9 

 

April 24
th

 – This week being ‘Thriplow Feast’, the registers were marked at 1 pm instead of 2 

o’clock and the children dismissed at three on Thursday and Friday. 

 

June 16
th

 – This morning 21 were absent. A notice was sent to the local attendance officer Mr 

Softly but had no effect on getting the children to school. Lessons have been taught as usual 

but it is impossible to get on with the work when so many are allowed to absent themselves. 

The children would be working in the fields. 

 

July 18
th

 – Attendance this week has been rather better. A holiday was given Wednesday for 

the Sunday School Treat. 

 

July 22
nd

. – Summary of H.M.Inspector’s Report – Mixed School: This school continues to 

improve. Written work is neat and careful and both Geography and History are distinctly well 

done. 

Infant class; The Infants are intelligently and successfully taught. Care must be taken that the 

classroom is not habitually crowded. 

H.M.Inspector reports that Physical Training is not taught in accordance with the approved 

scheme.  

The school accommodation is at present insufficient for the average attendance. This should 

be at once remedied or the grant next year will be endangered. 

 

July 31
st
 – A holiday was given on Thursday for the ‘Flower Show’. 

 

August 7
th

 – Monday being Bank Holiday the school was closed. A holiday was also given on 

Tuesday afternoon owing to the children staying at home to be vaccinated. 

 

September 18
th

 – School opened today after seven weeks holiday – 104 were present. 

 

October 2
nd

 – Attendance this week has been very good except this afternoon when eight 

boys were kept at home from school. They were employed by the farmers. 

 

October 23
rd

 – Two children have Whooping Cough. 

 

November 6
th

 – Attendance has been poor owing to several children having Whooping 

Cough. 

 

November 15
th

 – In the infant room nearly half the children are absent through illness.  

 

December 10
th

 – School closed from tonight by medical authority. A great many of the 

children have Whooping Cough. 

 

1904, January 11
th

  - School re-opened this morning – 100 being present. 



 
 

As we do not have a picture of the school children for 1903 this is one of 1910. 

 

Back row:- from left – Reginald Kingsley, ?, ?, ?, ? 

 

Middle Row: - Dorothy Moule, Doris Wright, Minnie Fuller, May Blows, ?, Lily Neaves,  ? 

Neaves 

 

Front Row:- Mabel Gambie, ?, Caroline Pettit, Winifred Robinson, Ivy Gambie, May Parker, 

Ivy Neaves, Lily Moule 

 

Front:- ?, Sidney Fuller 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

THRIPLOW BOY, MAYOR OF TORONTO 
 

                    

 
 

  
David Miller who is remembered as a young boy at the local school by many of today’s 

Thriplow residents was recently elected to the prestigious position of Mayor of Canada’s 

largest city, Toronto. David lived in the 1960s in the School House with his mother, Joan, 

who was Headmistress, and his grandfather who tended the school’s garden. Amongst his 

classmates were Stephen, Hillary, and Alison Speak, Sally Augar, and Douglas Sheldrick.. At 

the age of eight David moved to Ottawa after the death of Mr. Green, Joan Miller’s father. 

 

Joan obtained a position as Librarian in Ottawa and David eventually became a pupil at one 

of Canada’s best known public schools where he became Head Boy. He followed this by 

entering Harvard University in the United States to read Law, and later joined a law firm in 

Toronto. In the elections for the mayoralty he received 285,286 votes, 44 per cent of the votes 

cast. He declared that he hoped the year 2003 “will usher in a new hope of opportunity and 

greatness for the City of Toronto”. 

 

David also commented after his election that the education he received in England placed him 

academically ahead of this school peers, but remembered having to deal with feelings of 

animosity because of his plummy accent.     

 

Peter Speak. 

 

 



TREES OF THRIPLOW 2  

The Pines of Rectory Farm 

 

The two fine trees shown in the photograph grace the garden of George and Olive Deller in 

Middle Street. They are Pinus nigra (black pine) one of the common names of which is 

Austrian Pine. They were introduced into this country mainly for ornamental purposes in 

about 1835. George tells me that these trees were there when his father took over the farm 

in 1928 and were therefore probably planted by Arthur Coles Ellis who sold up his estate 

in Thriplow on 10
th

 November 1928. 

Another variety of Pinus nigra, the Corsican Pine, is planted extensively in Thetford Forest 

in Norfolk & Suffolk as it proved to be more resistant to pests and diseases than the native 

Scots Pine (Pinus sylvestris), grew straighter and produced better timber and enjoyed the 

dry sandy conditions there. An interesting story is told of this variety: Just before World 

War II, a Corsican seed merchant named Mr Ursulus offered to sell the Forestry 

Commission some Corsican Pine seed at about half the normally accepted price. The seed 

was planted and the resultant trees turned out to be the branchiest, most misshapen 

specimens ever. The war resulted in the complete disappearance of Mr Ursulus and the 

location of the trees producing this unfortunate seed has never been discovered. 

These trees were scheduled for early felling at Thetford and have probably all gone by now 

but they gave a new name to the records – “Ursuline Pine”! 

 

Bill Wittering 
 



 

 

 
 

Congratulations Kath Pettit 90 on Thursday 18
th

 December 

 

A Profile of Cath was printed in the Thriplow Journal No. 3/1 1994 

 

 

 

 

 



GLEANINGS 

 

IN MEMORIAM – Arthur Humphreys died on 29
th

 August, 2003. He was a founder 

member of the Thriplow Society, one time Chairman of the PCC and of the Thriplow 

Cricket Club. We send our condolences to his large family. Bill Wittering has written a 

Profile of him elsewhere in this Journal. 

 

THANK YOU to Jim and June Rowley for the gift of a handsome flat mahogany display 

case with a glass lid: it will be ideal for showing small items. Jim and June have moved to 

Devon and we wish them well in their new home.  

 

THANK YOU too to Sheila and Eric Cracknell of Sherald’s Croft for a glass-fronted 

cupboard in which to display small items at Daffodil Weekend, that otherwise might get 

lost.  

 

THANK YOU also to MICHAEL MOULE who is taking a break from the Thriplow 

Society Committee for a while. He has been a loyal and enthusiastic member of the 

Committee. He will remain a member and we hope to see him and his friends at our 

meetings. 

 

This new ‘improved’ verse of one of our most familiar harvest hymns was sent to the Daily 

Telegraph recently – it was sung in a Scottish church at Strathpeffer. 

 

We plough the fields with tractors, 

With drills we sow the land; 

But growth is still the wondrous gift 

Of God’s Almighty hand. 

We add our fertilizers 

To help the growing grain, 

But for its full fruition 

It needs God’s sun and rain. 

See His gifts within us 

Around us and above? 

Then thank the Lord, 

O thank the Lord, 

For all his love.  

 

  

Date for your diary:- 

Saturday February 14
th

 2004. Madame Tuck’s Victorian Magic Lantern Show. Home cooked 

Supper. Victorian Costume. £7.50 including a glass of wine. 

 



 

 

 

 

 


