
Editorial 

We must always have old memories and young hopes.’ 

   Anon. 

 

Several people who were at Thriplow School in the 1940s and 50s have contacted me to say 

they have no memory of a gallery in the school, (see last Journal, Spring 2010, page 13).  

This occasioned me to study the relevant documents more closely with a view to writing a 

history of the school.  This in turn led me to some fascinating details of education in this 

village.  But to return to the Gallery, I’m sure Mary Cooper Gallo was probably remembering 

her previous school.  She had been to two schools before the age of 5½ years; it’s no wonder 

that her memories would be a bit confused when reflecting back after a sixty five year gap.  

We all are convinced we remember things as they were, yet talk to two different people about 

the same occasion and you get two different accounts.  Memory is selective and we are at its 

mercy. 

That is why it is so important to record things as they happen and to write down on the back 

of photographs who the people within them are.  Tom Doig in his excellent talk in September   

impressed upon us the value of noting names and dates when photos were taken; we all have 

pictures of our grandparents and aunts and uncles and places with no names on them; how 

will our descendants know who they are, let alone village historians of the future. 

 

A new member, Chris Taylor, from Winter Park, Florida has been tracing his How and 

Sheldrick ancestors.  He and his brother have spent many hours transcribing the censuses for 

Thriplow from 1841 to 1911.  They have now put them on line at  

http://imahowe.com/thriplow.htm .  This will be a great boon to those tracing their family 

trees as the original censuses are very difficult to read. Thank you very much Chris.   

 

The next meeting of the Thriplow Society is on January 20
th

 when Mike Petty will be talking 

about Cambridge in the inter war years.  We meet at 8.0pm at the Village Hall.  And don’t 

forget our annual Barn Dance on 12th February. 

 

Shirley Wittering and Angela Rimmer, joint editors. 
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FROM THE ARCHIVES 

 

On going through the School folder in the Thriplow Society Archives, I came across a letter 

dated 1970 (below) from The National Society which is now the Church of England Record 

Centre.  The letter is to the Rev. Cannon Woodard who had been asking about the origin of 

the School in Thriplow.  

 It would seem that the school was started by the Vicar, the Rev Butler Berry in 1832 and in 

1837 it became united with the National Society by the Rev John Jenks.   

 

So where was this cottage it mentions as being the original site of the school?  I had 

originally thought maybe it was the small flint building now subsumed into the old Vicarage 

in Church Street as it was the vicar who ran the school, but the other day I came across a 



letter dated 1934  in the Vinter papers housed in the Cambridgeshire Record Office in Shire 

Hall, Cambridge.  It was addressed to Mr Vinter by a Mrs Sarah Custerson nee Wallis; she 

stated that she was born in College Farm, now Manor Farm, in Church Street and that her 

mother ‘was the first mistress to teach in the (then) new school and when she first went to 

Thriplow she told us she taught in a cottage by the Drift Road leading to your (Mr Vinter’s) 

land’. 

The only cottage by the Drift road in 1934 was the house now lived in by Peter and Mary 

Duff, Honeysuckle Cottage, although its old name is ‘Careless’,  a name which dates back to 

1279. 

 

Careless Cottage, Church Street, the original school house. 

There are various references to paying for the school in the Churchwardens’ and Overseer’s 

accounts, the earliest I have found so far being 1765. 

 The present school was not built until 1863 and the school log book doesn’t start until 1875, 

so it would seem that there is quite a lot to find out about the when and where of education in 

Thriplow before then.  We already know that there was a non-conformist (British) school in a 

building in Fowlmere Road, where Geoff and Mary Axe now live, between 1844 and 1876.  

Remarkable that two schools should funtion in such a small village for 32 years. 

This puzzle has piqued my curiosity and I intend to research the  history of education in 

Thriplow as it should make interesting reading. 

Shirley Wittering 

 



TREES OF THRIPLOW 10 – HORNBEAM (Carpinus betulus) 

 
Hornbeam tree in Middle Street, Autumn 2010 

 

Hornbeam is often mistaken for beech though its name (Carpinus betulus) suggests that it is 

more likely to be confused with birch. It is however in the hazel family for, like hazel, it bears 

catkins. There are not many hornbeam trees in Thriplow, in fact the only one I know is at No 

30 Middle Street, the home of the Garretts, and this is shown in the photograph.  

 

The hornbeam makes a fine hedge looking very much like a beech hedge; in the winter it 

retains a lot of its leaves when they have turned brown retaining a degree of privacy for the 

owner.  As a result of the floods of 2000-2001, I lost about 20yards of my yew hedge. I 

replaced it with hornbeam and it is coming along very nicely. Some of the finest and oldest 

hornbeam hedges I have seen grow in Bramfield forest near Hertford.  

 

Hornbeam timber is very hard and, for that reason, it was not very popular with the carpenters 

of the past as it blunted their tools too frequently. It is said to be first class as firewood giving 

an intense heat and lasting well. 

 

Because it is so hard it was used in the past for making cogs in wind and water mills, pulleys 

and yokes for oxen and milk maids. Nowadays it is used for tool handles, mallets, wooden 

balls and skittles, butchers' chopping blocks and musical instruments especially the small 

wooden parts inside pianos. 

 

Bill Wittering 



The Bungalow before electricity.  Part II. 

By Mary Cooper Gallo 

 

Robin had his own bedroom when he was older, but had episodes of sleep-walking, in which 

he would climb out of his bedroom window, walk round to the back door in his pyjamas and 

wake up, cold and crying to come in,  Dad tried putting light struts across the window, but 

Robin pulled them out.  After he climbed out during a snowfall and got a bad bronchitis, dad 

had to screw heavy-duty planks across the window.  I always thought it was a good thing that 

we lived in a bungalow. 

 

We girls had a fairly large room, and in winter it was warmed by a round heater with a 

pierced top and a door for putting in coal or coke.  As the fire flickered, the holes would 

make patterns on the ceiling.  We would watch the shapes on the wall and make shadows 

with our fingers.  I used to make up stories for the other children, and sometimes we would 

have concerts by tying pieces of waxed string onto the bed head, holding them taut with our 

teeth and plucking them.  I used to read under the bed covers with a torch, but this was 

forbidden to save batteries and, I was told, my eyes. 

 

Every Saturday, when I was small, Mum and I had to go on the bright blue bus to Cambridge 

to visit the eye-doctor in the out-patients’ department at Addenbrooke’s Hospital.  They tried 

to find out why I couldn’t see well, trying all sorts of drops, bandages and horrible pink 

National Health spectacles with curly springs that wound round the ears.  In the end, they 

found that Mum had got Toxoplasmosis from a cat when she was pregnant with me.  I got 

used to having a lack of vision and didn’t have to use glasses until just recently. 

 

In the winter of 1947, Peter was only a baby, and I was eight years old.  I remember reading 

in the newspaper that there had been terrible blizzards and snowfalls all over southern 

England, that the air force was dropping bales of forage for isolated farms and herds of 

animals.  They were also expecting bad weather in East Anglia.  Well, it started to snow; and 

it snowed for four days; the howling winds blowing drifts against our bungalow.  I don’t 

remember dad being home, because when the glass in the windows cracked with the weight 

of the snow, mum mixed up some glue and pasted brown paper over the cracked windows.  

There were 11 foot drifts against the house, which probably meant 8 or 9 feet in the open.  It 

felt like being in an igloo, even the glass ceiling of the conservatory was covered and eerily 

dark.  Luckily, we had enough oil for the oil-lamps and they had just delivered coke, so we 

were autonomous.  There was food in the larder, but we had to open the front door because 

there was no ventilation, and it was getting stuffy and headachy.  Fortunately, although snow 

had drifted into the veranda, the door opened inwards.   Mum wasn’t strong and she had the 

baby, so we felt that we had to look after her.  Robin, who was four, said that he was the man 

of the house, so he, three-year old Frances and I started trying to dig our way out with a coal 

shovel from the bunker and the small shovels from the fireplace.  We poked a broom handle 

up through the drift on top of the veranda to discover bright blue sky and fresh cold air.  My 

memory gets a bit foggy here, but I think Dad somehow came home on a truck, and that the 

snow melted after a few days. 

 

Oil-lamps and candles were the only means of lighting the house at night or on dark 

afternoons.  The oil-lamps had double wicks which had to be trimmed; otherwise they burned 

unevenly, leaving a smear of lamp-black on the glass chimney.  They gave a golden, 

spreading light, good enough to do homework by, and clear enough to sew by, but we only 



had a few.  In order to go outside when needed, there were torches or a hurricane lamp, but 

mostly we used candles indoors.  

 

Each of us had a boat-shaped candleholder with a looped handle to go to bed with, and when 

we were safely in bed, Mum and Dad would tuck us in and snuff out the candle. At 

Christmas, there were special candleholders shaped like shells which were clipped onto each 

branch of the Christmas tree.  Coloured candles were cautiously placed in each holder, so 

they were upright and there was no branch nearby to risk catching fire, then, on Christmas 

Eve, they were ceremoniously lit. The beauty of a candle-lit Christmas tree was something 

very special.  The flicker of the flames making patterns on the walls, the little parcels 

wrapped among the branches, the smell of the pine branches warmed by the candle flames 

and the decorations we children made were all part of the joy of Christmas.  Every year we 

threaded tiny tufts of cotton-wool onto thread and hung them on the ceiling with sticky tape 

so it looked like a snowfall.  Mummy also painted frost patterns on the windows with a warm 

beer-and-Epsom-Salts concoction.  We all made coloured paper chains at school and Mum 

brought out garlands in the shape of bells and concertinas.  She usually painted a tree branch 

white, put it in a corner and hung red ribbons and Christmas cards on it.   Once, at the annual 

church jumble sale, I bought a folding Victorian crèche scene made of thin cardboard, and 

every year, I pulled it out, repaired it, and put it near my bed at Christmas.  

 

When electric power arrived in Thriplow in 1950, the type of electricity furnished to rural 

areas was different to that in the towns.  I remember going with Mum to Woolworths in 

Cambridge and watching her choose the first light bulbs for our house.  The display offered 

rural and city bulbs as well as different switches and plugs.  Robin and I climbed on a chair 

near the mirror over the mantelpiece, sticking our fingers in the light socket to see if we could 

get a shock, which we did, but it actually wasn’t very strong.  

 

This reminds me of the time when Dad was repairing a television, and had turned off the 

main safety switch.  Mum, thinking the electricity had failed, turned it back on.  Dad 

screamed at her to turn it off, jumping up and down with the television stuck to his hands.  If 

the current had been stronger, he would probably have been electrocuted. 

 

Our telephone number was Fowlmere 219, and with Mum being unwell so often, and with 

four children, it soon became of vital importance.  We were not allowed to use the telephone 

by ourselves, which was no hardship because we were not used to it anyway.  In order to 

phone, one had to call up a central telephonist with the number you required, and hang up.  

After a while, she would call you back to say that the other person’s telephone was ringing. 

 

 

Many Apologies to Mary Cooper Gallo for spelling her name wrong in the last Journal. 

 

Don’t forget Robin’s stories in his book ‘Tales of Thriplow’ can be bought in the shop. 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Plan of the Bungalow in Church Street 
 

  

1) The 
Veranda 

2) The girls 
bedroom 

3) The 
Doctors Surgery 
/later my room 

4) Peters 
room earlier my 
room 

5) My 
parents room 

6) The 
sitting room 

7) The 
kitchen, showing 
range, larder bath 
copper, sink , indoor 
pump 

8) The 
conservatory 

9) Apple 
store 

10) Coal 
store 

11) The 
lavatory 

12) Greenho
use 

13) The 
garden store / shed / 
playhouse 

14) The 
garage, (Williams 
pear tree the way 
onto the roof) 

15) Compos
t heap / bonfire 

16) Thumpe
rs table (Morrison 
shelter) 

17) The 
drive 

18) Church 
Street 

19) The Sheldrake’s apple orchard with chickens, bees, geese,  
20) daffodils, hyacinths and narcissus   
21) The field ( Death of a King) 
22) My garden patch 
23) The hole in the hedge (Death of a King) 
24) The gate and path through to ‘Windy Ridge’ and Hodges work shop 
25) The Gate  
26) The hole to Australia / jumping pit 
27) Bramley apple tree / Pirate ship / Place to peel onions for chutney. 
28) Outside pump 

 



 TAKING A FORCEFUL LINE 

 LEY LINES IN THRIPLOW 

 

Do you know that at least two ley lines run through Thriplow?  Come to that, do you know what 

a ley line is? 

 

In the early years of the last century Alfred Watkins, a brewer's representative from Hereford 

and a noted amateur photographer with, it seems, a good eye for country, noticed what seemed 

to be a pattern in the landscape. He observed that notable ancient landmarks such as churches 

appeared to lie in straight lines. Moreover ancient boundary and other stones and archaeological 

sites were to be found close to these alignments, together with prominent features on the skyline, 

such as "notches".  He also maintained that these alignments were also marked by the straight 

lengths of certain ancient tracks and crossroads. 

 
 

Watkins dubbed these lines "leys", and they have become ley lines.  He believed that they were 

ancient trackways.  To him prehistoric man, travelling across country long before roads were 

established, would take a "bee-line" across country, picking, say, a prominent landmark and 

walking straight for it.  As a route became established he believed that it would be marked with 

stones or other artefacts,  some of  which would acquire a mystical or holy significance, if only 

to inhibit people from moving them. With the coming of Christianity churches were built on the 

ancient holy places. Watkins also put forward a theory of how a ley line could be established 

beyond the line of sight by a primitive method of surveying. 

 

Watkins first put his ideas into a booklet "Early British Trackways", published in 1922. 

However it was his second book "The Old Straight Track", first published in 1925
1
, which really 

caught the public imagination. The Old Straight Track Club was promptly founded and 



members began to find ley lines all over the country.  Since then ley lines have become mixed 

up with folklore and mysticism and "parascientific" interests.  They are treated by those of 

mystical bent as "lines of force", detectable by dowsing, and some even associate them with 

flying saucers ("UFOs") and other phenomena. Ley lines have never been taken seriously by 

archaeologists and historians. Watkins apparently visited Cambridgeshire and published in 1932 

his "Archaic Tracks around Cambridge"
2
. In that book he identified two "alinements", as he 

called them, which cross Thriplow, which he numbered 38 and 41 (see diagram, taken from the 

book). He describes them as: 

38 2 miles of Icknield Way (past Heath Stud Farm) - Short field - road - 

Road Junction - Road through Whittlesford - Thriplow tumulus - 

Goffer's Knoll 

41 West Wratting Church - 298 ft Trig point - one mile of present day road - 

Pampisford Church - (Hill Farm) - Road junction Thriplow* - 

Tumulus at Melbourn - Linlow Hill with tumulus, 220 ft 

*At the top of Middle Street 

 

A more detailed survey of ley lines is found in ‘The Ley Hunter's Companion’ by Paul 

Devereux and Ian Thomson
3
. This will introduce you to ‘geomancy’, described as: 

 ‘the ancient art of divining centres of energy on the Earth's surface, and the 

artificial modification of the terrain to express their geometric relationships with 

other centres’
4
. 

Indeed there is or was an Institute of Geomantic Research, based in Bar Hill, run by Nigel 

Pennick, a prolific writer on the subject. ‘The Ley Hunter's Companion’ describes a ley line 

which is said to run from Fowlmere Church, along the northern edge of the Fowlmere Road - 

claimed to be the ancient Ashwell Street - through Thriplow Church, across to Whittlesford 

Churchyard and on to St Peter's Babraham, a narrow section of the Fleam Dyke regarded as 

significant, St Mary's, Westley Waterless and a feature described as a ‘moat’ some distance on. 

Two other features are considered worthy of mention. One is the fact that our pub is called ‘The 

Green Man’ and the other the fact that on Whittlesford Church tower there is a "sheela-na-gig", 

described as a type of ‘obscene"’ archaic sculpture believed to refer to the Earth Goddess. 

 

This ley line is also mentioned in Shirley Toulson's book ‘East Anglia - walking the Ancient 

Tracks’
5
. This book also describes the ‘Nuthampstead Zodiac’.  The pattern of the countryside 

around there is said to represent the signs of the Zodiac. 

 

But this isn't all! By some calculations Thriplow lies on "the Great Alignment" or the "St 

Michael Line"
6
, a ley line to beat all ley lines!  It is said to run all the way from St Michael's 

Mount to the East Anglian coast, taking in Glastonbury Tor, Avebury, Royston Cave and Bury 

St Edmunds, amongst other places, on the way. It was the subject of ‘The Sun and the 

Serpent"’by Hamish Miller and Paul Broadbent
7
 and featured in a television programme.  The 

authors dowsed their way along the line, sometimes in a moving car. They clearly enjoyed 

themselves, as on at least one occasion the line of force happened to go through a pub about 

lunchtime! 



Do ley lines exist? If so, what do they signify? It is impossible to say.  The evidence for one 

must depend upon the number and choice of points regarded as significant and the amount of 

leeway allowed, i.e. how much a point may lie off the line. By definition any two points can be 

connected by a straight line.  Watkins took the view that five points had to be in alignment for a 

ley line to be established.  I suppose that a really long line would have to follow a Great Circle 

route to allow for the curvature of the earth. Watkins's theory seems more sound than those 

which have been put forward since. Much of the ‘St Michael Line’ roughly coincides with the 

ancient long distance route now known in part as the Ridgeway and the remainder as the 

Icknield Way. There was clearly an element of geomanticism in former times, as witness the 

care with which churches are aligned. The Chinese were also sensitive to the natural forces 

which they believed fashioned the landscape which they were careful not to disturb when 

erecting buildings, a doctrine known as feng shui. 

 

 
The Sun setting behind Fowlmere Church on 31

st
 October, All Hallow’s Eve 

 

And from the Fowlmere Road the sun does rise over Thriplow Church on May Day and set over 

Fowlmere Church at Halloween... 

Footnotes 

                                                             
1. Reprinted several times since. There is an Abacus paperback edition published by Sphere Books 

which may well be still in print. 

2. Copies are held in the County Record Office in Shire Hall and in the Cambridge Collection at the 

Central Library. 

3. London, Thames & Hudson, 1979, copy in Central Library. 

4. Pennick, Nigel "Geomancy" (Cambridge, Cokaygne Publishing, 1973) 

5. London, Whittet Books, 1988 



                                                                                                                                                                                              
6. See Michell, John "The View over Atlantis" (London, Sphere Books, 1969). All high points on the 

line are connected with St Michael and the lower points tend to be connected with St George. 

7. Launceston, Pendragon Press, 1979 

Anthony Cooper 

Editor’s note, The Green Man Pub has not always been known by that name, before it was The 

Green Man, it was the Gardner and Spade.  See 

http://thriplow.org.uk/cms/index.php?page=greenman 

 

 

WHITE BURDOCK 

In Wild Flowers Every Child Should Know (1914), Frederic William Stack gives us a number 

of other common names for the plant, and a good bit of its popular lore: 

BURDOCK. COCKLE BUR. BEGGAR’S BUTTON. CUCKOO BUTTON 

Arctium minus. Thistle Family. 

 

Children delight to gather the shaggy green burs of the Beggar’s Button and form them into 

birds’ nests, baskets, dolls, and a various assortment of similar playthings. They well know, 

too, the bitter taste they leave on the fingers. The Burdock is a large, coarse, bushy, branching 

http://thriplow.org.uk/cms/index.php?page=greenman


                                                                                                                                                                                              

biennial, growing from two to four feet high. The large, rough stalk is very leafy, and is 

round and grooved. The toothless, hollow-stemmed leaves are large, broad, and alternating. 

They are pointed-oval in shape, more or less wavy, and rather thin and veiny. The lower ones 

are heart-shaped. The small flower head is composed of numerous silky, tubular florets of 

varying shades of purple, gathered into soft tufts and set in a rather large, conical green bur, 

which is thickly covered with many sharp, spreading, long-hooked, and sticky bristles. They 

are set on short stems in irregular terminal, bunchy clusters. The root and fresh leaves are 

employed as a remedy in blood and skin disorders, and also for swellings and rheumatism. In 

Japan the root is known as Gobo, and is a popular vegetable in the country. Burdock is a 

familiar plant commonly found around neglected buildings, and along fence rows, roadways, 

and in pastures patches along streams and in swamps, and flowering from May to July. The 

flower stem resembles the leaves, but is larger, and from one side, near the middle, it sends 

out a thick, fleshy, tapering spike, which is densely crowded with minute, greenish yellow 

florets. This spike is tender and edible when about half developed. The root which has a 

strong, aromatic fragrance, is used by country people when dried or candied, as a remedy for 

dyspepsia, and as a stimulant and tonic for feeble digestion. Calamus appears to have been 

known to the ancient Babylonians, and also by the Greeks. It is used in India to some extent, 

and the powdered root is an esteemed insecticide in Ceylon and India. It also produces a 

volatile oil that is largely used in perfumery. Calamus can always be identified by the 

fragrance emitted by the roots, and for edible purposes similar roots should be avoided. The 

interior of the stalk is sweet. It ranges from Nova Scotia to Ontario and Minnesota, south to 

Kansas and the Gulf of Mexico. Also in Europe and Asia. This species grows from two to six 

feet high. 

 

Shirley Wittering 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

DATING OLD PHOTOGRAPHS. 

 

In September Tom Doig gave a fascinating account of the history of photography and showed 

us how to date our family photographs.  Several members brought their  photographs and 

were very pleased to have them dated by Tom. 

The first photos date from 1833; they took at least half an hour’s exposure so it was not until 

the 1840s that photographs of people could be undertaken. The photo was put onto the back 

of a glass frame and surrounded by a chamfered gold embossed frame, often with a velvet 

cover.  As can be imagined they were expensive and only the rich could afford them. 

By 1860 Carte de Visit, small portable photos on thick card were available for about one 

shilling and became extremely popular.  Photographers put their names on the back often 

proclaiming, quite erroneously, that they were patronised by the Royal Family. 

Tom pointed out that fashions were not always a good way to date a picture, for every mile 

from London, the fashions became a year out of date.  Often the subject hired a costume to be 

photographed in, this often showed up by the long sleeves and long trousers and the 

enormous top hats.  To keep the subject still they had their necks clamped in an iron clamp; 

this can sometimes be seen behind the person.  Babies were often held by their mothers 

hiding behind the chair, and can sometimes be spotted by the sharp eyed.   

 

This picture is taken by Robert Clark in 1907; his trademark was his bicycle which he often 

showed in his postcards. 

Shirley Wittering 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

GLEANINGs 

 

We were extremely sorry to hear of the death of Diana Seaton of Church Street on 12
th

 

November 2010.  All who knew her found her charming and friendly.  We send Jo and her 

family our deepest condolences.  

Many thanks to Kevin Clarke, after much searching he has managed to find a surveyor’s 

Chain, this was used to measure land, especially during the enclosure process.  It will be 

housed in the Smithy. 

Thanks must go too, to an anonymous person who put a copy of the 1928 sale particulars for 

the Thriplow Estate, there was a note but no name or address, so please get in touch if you 

read this, so that I can thank you properly. 

 

A special thank you to Pat Easthope who has recently re-printed ‘Welcome to Thriplow’.  

This useful little booklet edited by Pat and Bill Wittering is given to every newcomer into the 

village.  It is a list of clubs and classes, libraries, dustbin days, doctors, dentists and shops and 

many other useful names and telephone numbers.  It is updated regularly so we only print a 

few at a time.  If you know of anyone new moving into the village please let us know so that 

we can give them a copy.  Thank you. 

 

We were sorry to hear that Oliver Walston has had a stroke and is in hospital.  We wish him 

a speedy recovery. 

Thank you to Sharon and John McGinty for the gift of a Christmas Tree which the Thriplow 

Society will put op outside the Village Hall for the villagers to enjoy. 

Next meeting is on Thursday 20
th

 January 2011, when Mike Petty will be talking about ‘The 

Inter-war years in Cambridge’.  The meeting starts at 8.0pm. 

 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

 

 

 

 

 

Christmas Greetings from the Thriplow Society 

 


