
EDITORIAL 

‘There are three types of people, 

Those that can count and those that can’t.’ 

                                                               Marcus Du Sautoy 

 

Christmas seems a long time ago and I have just walked round my garden and counted over a 

dozen plants in flower, they lift my spirits and give promise of better days to come. 

We are indeed fortunate to live in an area where nature is celebrated and cared for.  So many 

lovely gardens, a nature reserve famed for its Snowdrops, a festival celebrating Daffodils, a 

Site of Special Scientific Interest noted for its Orchids and approaching from beyond the 

village the first things we notice are the trees. 

 

Our past is also celebrated in the pictures we have uploaded onto a special website devoted to 

pictures of the past in over 50 villages – www.ccan.co.uk, the Cambridgeshire Community 

Archives.  Have a look and see how we have done.  We still have many more pictures to 

upload so if you would like to learn how to do it, get in touch, we need a few more people to 

help us. 

 

We are fortunate in this edition to have pieces by Helen Augar, Anthony Cooper, Mary 

Cooper Gallo, our regular weather report from Bill and a special report on the repairs and 

restoration of the Church by Jeremy Murray.  The last major restoration was in 1875-77 and 

it will be of interest to people in the future to know how the Church, our oldest building, has 

been cared for in the 21
st
 century.  It is now considered that the Font is Saxon, older than 

previously thought. As the earliest church would probably have been wooden, this is an 

exciting link to that first building. 

 

 Shirley Wittering and Angela Rimmer, Joint Editors  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.ccan.co.uk/


THRIPLOW WEATHER IN 2010 

 

2010 will be remembered for its snow, its dull days and its lack of high 

temperatures. The hottest day was 9th July at 88°F and the coldest night was 

19
th
 December when the thermometer dropped to 11ºF, only one degree above 

the lowest we have had for twenty years. There were nine days in December 

when the temperature did not rise above freezing; the most notable spell being 

between the 18
th
 and 21

st
. For the ten days starting December 17

th
, the mean 

night time temperature was 21.8 degrees F and the mean daytime 32.2. The 

averages for December are 38 and 45 degrees F.  

 

2010 – Temperature and Rainfall 

 2010 Mean 1980-2010 

 °F °C °F °C 
Daytime temperature 59.6 14.2 58.5 14.7 
Night time temperature 43.4 6.3 47.6 8.7 
Average day/night 50.5 

 
10.3 53 11.7 

 2010 Record 1980-2010 

Hottest day 88 (9 July) 31.1 97 (3 .8 90) 36.1 
Coldest night 11 (19 

Dec))  
-11.7 10 (31.1.87 

& 12.12.91) 
-12.2 

 

 2010 Annual Mean 1982-2010 

 Inches Mm Inches Mm 

Rainfall 23.2 589 23.2 589.0 

 

Precipitation 
 
April was the driest month with only 0.8” of rain. August was the wettest with rain 
falling on seventeen days totalling almost 5”. Snow fell on four days in January, 
seven in February and, unusually, in November and December. That which fell on 
27th and 30th of November was on the ground until 4th December but more fell on 16th 
and 18th (8”) of December which was still with us until 29th. Sadly for the betting 
fraternity, although there was still snow on the ground on Christmas Day, none 
actually fell – in Thriplow at any rate. 
 

Guy Fawkes Night 
 
It rained all day on November 5th with 16.4 mm (0.65”).  The  temperature did reach 
65ºF however,  
 

Daffodil Weekend (20th and 21st March) 
 



The Saturday was dull and damp with a cold wind blowing. The daytime temperature 
reached 60 degrees F.  Sunday saw overnight rain with the temperature reaching 59 
degrees F with some sunshine. 
 
Gardening 
 
From a gardener’s point of view, it was not a good year. I had a poor potato crop with 
pests brought about by the weather which also, because of the frozen ground, made 
it difficult to lift carrots and parsnips and itinerant mice had a good chew at the 
beetroot. 
 
In the Sky  
 
Once again there were things to see in the sky but not in Thriplow because of the 
overnight cloud cover. I did manage to see a meteor in November but not the annual 
November visit of the stream of meteorites know as the Leonids. There was a partial 
eclipse of the sun on 21st December but it was cloudy! 
 
We have just gone through the coldest year since 1996 a state of affairs which, I 
have no doubt, will be blamed on global warming! 
 
 
475 words                                                                                                Bill Wittering 
 

 
The Thriplow Society Christmas Tree outside the Village Hall December 2010 

 
 
 

 



REPAIR AND RESTORATION OF THE PARISH CHURCH  

 

For the last 800 or more years maintenance work and improvements have been necessary to 

the fabric of St. George’s Church and it is still going on. We are very fortunate that the initial 

building was so sound that we only have to maintain it and there has been no need for a major 

rebuild. 

 

Examples of repairs done to the Church between 1639 and 1872 are in the Church Warden’s 

Account Book which is kept in the Cambridgeshire Record Office  
i
but by 1866 major work 

was found necessary. This was done between 1875 and 1877 and some of it was 

masterminded by Sir George Gilbert Scott, the well known Victorian Architect – there are 

some good examples of his work and his opinions here - not least of which is the replacement 

pillar in the north east corner of the crossing where a clunch pillar was replaced by a 

sandstone one. He was well known for this as he preferred sandstone to clunch - it being 

harder and more durable. There are other examples of his use of sandstone in the Chancel and 

the Vestry.
 ii

 

 

 
The south Transept in 1866 drawn by R.R.Rowe 

 

One of the early finds in 1875 was the font which was under a pile of plaster in the south-

west corner of the nave. This font is made of Purbeck marble (the Purbeck hills are about 140 

miles away from Thriplow) and was probably made and carved in the 10
th

 century so it is the 

oldest piece in the Church. No records have been found giving any further details of how it 

got here and when. The Vicar at the time (The Rev. John Watkins) insisted that it be restored 

and moved to a central position near the west door. It was mounted on a new plinth and 

dedicated to the memory of his brother who had been killed in France on September 17
th

 

1874. In the late 1990’s a visitor to the Church confirmed that the font was Saxon. On leaving 



one of the others in his party said ‘do you know he is considered the greatest authority on 

fonts in East Anglia?’ It is good to have had it dated by one so knowledgeable.  

 

Further new work and maintenance must have been carried out in the next 100 years and 

sadly there are only few records of what was done. We do know that the organ was installed 

in 1908 and Michael Moule’s grandfather remembered seeing it arrive by horse and cart from 

Millers in Cambridge. 

 

 Heating was first installed in the Church in 1885 and since 1928 the Church had been heated 

by hot air generated from a large boiler under the north side of the nave, hot air coming 

through the gratings in the floor.
iii

 The boiler had to be lit at 2.00 am for a Sunday morning 

Service! Electricity arrived in the village in 1947 and the first installation in the church was 

completed the next year; sometime later electric tubular heaters were installed under the 

chairs and on the window sills. In 1978 wall heaters were added to the tubular heaters but 

they all gradually ceased to be effective so night storage heaters were installed in 2001. At 

the same time the West End was re-ordered with new cupboards and shelves for the storage 

for hymn books etc. These storage heaters proved to be not man enough for the job and 

following a very cold spell in December 2009 it was agreed that a new hot water radiator 

system would be the only effective way of heating the Church. This project was possible as a 

very generous legacy had been made. The system was finally commissioned a few days 

before another very cold spell descended upon us in December 2010.  It must be noted that 

we were now able to have a hot water system since the Church had received a donation to 

cover the installation of a water main in 1998 and only a short extension of the water supply 

was needed to feed the boiler. 

  

Having electricity available in the Church it was possible for a blower for the organ to be 

installed. For the first forty years of the organ’s life in St. George’s it was ‘hand pumped’. 

The original pumping handle and support woodwork is stored in the vestry and the string 

which carried the ‘pig’ is still hanging from the bellows. A ‘pig’ is the name for the lead 

weight which gave an indication of the available air for the organ. The first blower was 

replaced in 1982 when the organ was overhauled. It was completely rebuilt in 2008, the 

bellows releathered and a trumpet stop was fitted – this involved 56 new pipes and a new 

cabinet to hold them. 

 



 
Organ with side panels off during repairs June 2008 

 

In the 1980’s a report on the condition of the tower was requested by the Diocesan Architect 

and in it was identified the need for strengthening to the top of the tower by putting a 

concrete ring beam under the parapet to stop the walls being pushed outward by the weight of 

the spire (4). This was done and other work at the top of the tower externally was also carried 

out while scaffolding was up. Had this not been done it would have been impossible to accept 

the kind offer of a donation to pay for the bells to be rehung in a new steel frame in 1995. The 

5 bells installed in 1743 had not been properly rung for at least 100 years and because a 6
th

 

bell had been given at the same time, permission was given to have the old bells retuned.
iv
 

 



 
Scaffolding around the Church during repairs July 2010 

 

The Church is at the highest point in the village (spot height on the Ordnance Survey map is 

given as 106 feet above sea level) and it is not surprising that there has been a number of 

occasions when storm damage has occurred. Recent records show damage in 1976, 1984, 

1986, 1988, 1989 and in early 2007 the top part of two sections of the large window in the 

north transept were blown in. It was then found that three of the four sections had to be 

reglazed. In the severe storm of early 1990 not only were many slates blown off but major 

work was subsequently needed to the north transept and west end gables. Other window work 

has included a new stained glass window in the east wall of the north transept (given by The 

Thriplow Society to mark the year 2000 and has been much admired by visitors – of special 

note has been the superb colours); the reglazing of the west window (2008) and the two 

windows on the south side of the nave (2010). 

 

Roofs require attention from time to time and reslating has been carried out to the south 

elevation of the chancel roof, the east elevation of the south transept, the south elevation of 

the nave and the west elevation of the north transept. Much repointing of the external flint 

walls was done at the same time while scaffolding was up.  Redecoration of the nave was 

completed in 1982 and the rest of the church done in 1994. The redecoration of the chancel 

and the transepts involved stripping off the emulsion paint which had been used shortly after 

the war, we think, and taking the walls back to plaster before applying limewash. 

 

In 2001 the chalice was remade by a prominent London goldsmith and silversmith who had 

recently retired to Suffolk and some interesting details were discovered by him. It was made 

by one Thomas Buttell in 1569 and is one of 31 pieces of plate made by him in 



Cambridgeshire churches. Similar chalices are in St. Mary’s Fowlmere, All Saints at 

Shepreth and St. Laurence at Foxton.  

 

There have been other improvements and additions in recent years including:- 

Lower part of the spire releaded (1998) 
v
  

Flagpole installed on the top of the tower (2001) 

The Church rewired and the lighting improved (2002) 

 A new light at the entrance to the Churchyard (2002) 

 A sound amplification system installed (2005) 

 The driveway relaid (2008) 

Sink installed in the North Transept (2008) 

A new lightning conductor (2010) 

 Rabbit proof fencing to the Garden of Remembrance and the south and west 

 boundaries of the churchyard (2010) 

  

 The members of the Parochial Church Council greatly appreciate the donations of 

many individuals over the years (a number of these have been anonymous) and especially the 

Daffodil Weekend grants – it is acknowledged that these grants have been possible due to the 

major contribution of the Villagers to the success of this event since 1969.  

 

Jeremy Murray 

 

 

                                                             
i CRO P156/5/1-2, a copy of the Churchwarden’s Accounts is with the Thriplow Society 
ii Thriplow Journal Vol. 3/2 1994 
iii Ibid, Vol. 9/2 2000 
iv  Ibid, Vol 2/2 1993 and 4/1 1995  
v
 Ibid, Vol 6/1 1997 

 
 

The Open Road 
 

I first started coming by Thriplow over 60 years ago. The first time was to attend a military 

training camp on Thetford PTA, the area just north of the town still reserved for military 

purposes, including a village from which the people were evicted during the Second World 

War. 

 

In those days the army travelled in convoys, with the vehicles keeping close together at 

regular intervals, shepherded by Don Rs (Dispatch Riders) on motor bikes. Unfortunately the 

route we used was then punctuated with railway level crossings. One of those crossings was 

at Whittlesford and another was at Six Mile Bottom, near Newmarket. If any of those 

crossings closed to traffic your convoy would break up, a situation only retrieved by those 

who had got through the crossing stopping and waiting for the others. Even in those days this 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

would cause havoc. Other delays would be caused by the need to go through places like 

Baldock, Royston and Newmarket, none of which had then been bypassed. 

 

All this was before I acquired a car. I had been a keen cyclist since early in the Second World 

War, when the last thing my father did for me before joining the Army was to give me my 

first adult sized bicycle, a Royal Enfield. It was a faithful steed for twenty years, cable brakes 

but no gears. 

 

Cycling early in the Second World War was a delight. After Dunkirk, and before the 

Americans came, rural roads were virtually empty of traffic. The only vehicles to be wary of 

were the “Queen Marys”, 60 feet long and designed to carry the wings or fuselages of 

aeroplanes. The Americans were rather a menace not only because the drivers were not used 

to cyclists but also because their trucks, being left hand drive, enabled the drivers to judge 

within inches how much room they could leave you – which wasn’t much. If you encountered 

tanks it was best to get right off the road! 

 

One could take liberties on rural roads which one could not possibly take today, like zig 

zagging to and fro across the road to get up hills. One had to be wary of hazards like sheep 

and cattle being driven on the hoof, taking up the whole width of the road. Roads were 

mucky with cow dung and sheep droppings. 

 

Lorries were much smaller and slower in those days. Indeed, they were supposed to keep to 

20 mph (they bore 20 plates), although they usually went rather faster. Many cyclists would 

hang on to the tailboard of a lorry or, if it was going too fast for that, they would cycle close 

behind to take advantage of the tail wind. 

 

In towns cyclists found safety in numbers. Road surfaces were, however, hazardous, like 

granite sets or tar blocks (wooden blocks impregnated with tar), and usually covered with a 

thin layer of horse dung. One soon learned to take tram tracks at a wide angle, otherwise your 

wheels could get stuck in them. Also in towns metal strips were often tacked down to the 

road surface with large dome headed tacks instead of the white lines of today. These strips 

stood proud of the road surface and it was wise to take them at a wide angle as well.  

 

And to think that I would make a point of watching the motorways being built.  Little did I 

know. 

 

Anthony J Cooper 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

DON’T TRY THIS AT HOME, 

Robin Cooper 

 

“So what do you think electric is” said Mary as we watched the men who came to put the 

poles on the other side of the road. They dug deep holes and put the poles in then they came 

with ladders and put a big D shaped piece of metal with some white bits attached onto the top 

of the pole. Then they came back, a week later with a big truck. This had some huge things 

like cotton reels on the back. They tied the wire from these reels onto the white things. When 

they had gone away at the end of the day we could go out and see what they had been doing. 

The poles were smelly, and had drips of black on them that stuck to your hands. Under each 

pole there was likely to be small lengths of wire that had been cut and discarded during the 

installation. These were made of heavy copper and covered with some woven, slightly sticky 

orange fabric. It was just about possible to bend the cable and if you could find some bits of 

the wire you could bend and shape it into different sorts of decorative animals. 

 

 One of the other boys and I climbed a tree that had been pollarded to make a way for 

the cables. We stood on the stump to see if we could touch the bottom cable but couldn’t 

quite reach it. Probably this was before the power was connected; at least I like to hope so. 

Anyway I suppose the bottom cable was probably earth, so it might not have been a problem. 

 
Filling the Copper 

 

 The next time Mary asked me the question was when the three of us were 

 top to tail in the front bedroom. We had a big double bed. Mary and Frances lay at the top 

end and I lay between them at the bottom. Phew, smelly feet. Well except on the day we had 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

a bath. This was usually a Monday, when the wash water had been heated in the copper and 

emptied into the bath that was made of smoothed concrete, moulded to a bath shape but 

without taps and built onto the kitchen wall.  Once the washing had been done it was filled 

with the blue grey soapy water. We either had blocks of Wrights coal tar soap that smelt nice 

and went yellow transparent when wet, or some solid red or green blocks. I liked to do the 

mangling. We used to have an outside mangle. It was a big affair that I could hardly reach to 

turn, with wooden rollers and big gears. Then we got one that could be clamped to the 

kitchen table. It had an aluminium tray to collect the water from the mangled sheets, smooth 

rubber rollers and a black handle on the top to adjust the roller gap. Best of all I could just 

about lift it and set it up with Mum or one of the others, put a bucket on the floor and take the 

water out of the smaller items of laundry such as pillow cases. We could then get them into 

the garden and hang them on the line if the props were down. Surreptitiously, I liked to put 

my fingers into the rollers and just squeeze them gently, don’t ask, I have no idea. 

 “Anyway”, she said, this being a couple of months later when each house had its 

installation completed and actual working lights.  

 “What do you think it is?” We knew that if you touched the chimney of a paraffin 

lamp you could get burned, but candles were different. If you were very quick you could pass 

your finger through the flame and it was possible to collect a little hot wax as it dribbled 

down the stem into the bowl below and then mould it into a small object. What about 

electricity…… my Dad had warned us not to play with it or stick things into the sockets but 

finding out - that would be different. 

 

We knew that it was hot, because the bulbs were hot, but the grey cabling down the wall was 

not hot, nor were the domed brown switches. When Frances was out of the room she said to 

me;  

  “Let’s test it!” We switched the light off and stood on the bed. There was a wall 

mounted light with a bare bulb directly over the bed head. We waited till the bulb was cold 

then Mary unscrewed it. We switched the power on and took it in turns to stick our fingers in. 

Mary claimed it didn’t hurt much and her fingers weren’t burned but she wasn’t anxious to 

repeat the experience. Naturally, I had to do it as well. It wasn’t too bad. Fortunately I was 

standing on the bed and therefore was not earthed. All I got was an unpleasant twisty, pinchy 

squeezy sensation that ran all the way up my arm then gave me a jolt. We decided against a 

next time. 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

.  

The Kitchen Range 

In the colder parts of the year it was one of my jobs to light the fires, at least the 

range, and in the winter in the living room, before everyone got up. That is except my Dad as 

he had usually gone to work 

 It was simple enough. First I had to clear the grate. I used a piece of stick to break the 

ash from the cinders and a hand brush to clear the ashes into the tray below. I placed any half 

consumed coals to one side as they could go back on. The hearth was usually still pleasantly 

warm. I removed the metal tray and used a brush and pan to collect any stragglers, I poured 

the ashes into a newspaper and folded this into a double layered parcel, and I would take 

them outside later and put them on the compost heap. My Dad told me that the minerals 

helped the plants to grow.  Next I replaced the metal front and grate then scrunched up an old 

newspaper into balls and laid some kindling across it in a criss-cross pattern. Once a week I 

enjoyed cutting up the kindling, first splitting the logs with a small axe, usually these were 

pieces of elm that we got from the farm or of cuts of timber framing from Hodge Sheldrick or 

sometimes used split logs that came in a sack on the coal lorry from Cambridge. I made a pile 

of strips from the logs then usually chopped them into two short lengths so that they would fit 

the grate. These I collected in a basket before putting them into the store shed to dry.  

After the kindling, I laid on some pieces of coal or maybe briquettes and added any 

left-over cinders salvaged from the night before. We had a can of paraffin that we used for an 

upright room heater in the conservatory. So I got that and splashed paraffin liberally onto the 

assembled fire. After giving it a moment or two to allow the white fumes to twist up from the 

still warm cinders, I chucked on a match to light the paper at each corner. Then once the 

flames started to curl up the blackened char and smoke and flame licked the wood, sparking 

the splintered surfaces.  I put the fireguard over the front of the fire and covered the upper 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

two thirds with a sheet of newspaper. This encouraged the draught up the chimney. Usually 

there would be a satisfactory roar as the flames took hold. However, this could be deceptive, 

all the paper got burned but the wood went out and the coals didn’t catch, so I waited until I 

thought that the fire had taken hold before taking the paper away. Had to be careful though 

because, if the heat was intense, the paper I was using might start to crisp and I had to take it 

away quickly to stop it catching fire. Once the fire was going well I could go through to the 

kitchen and repeat the process with the range. This wasn’t usually hazardous even for a seven 

year old, but I could remember a previous occasion when having lit the range, the paper I had 

been using was an old copy of the ‘News of the World’ and a particularly juicy piece had 

caught my eye. Carelessly I sat back against the range and burnt my bum. On Monday the job 

wasn’t finished with the range. I drew buckets of water and filled the copper then lit a fire 

under that so that it was ready for the weekly wash and our afternoon bath. 

 

To be continued. 

 

 

A Mayor of Toronto’s Thriplow Connection. 

                    

 
 

  

When we moved here in 1962 my daughter Sally was a young girl and went to Thriplow 

School. The headmistress was Joan Miller who lived in the School House with her elderly 

father and young son David. We became very friendly with her and saw a lot of each other. 

When her father died she went back to live in Canada. I heard that she died in 2001 and that 

David had become Mayor of Toronto. For some reason, I decided to write to him and to my 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

surprise I got a very nice reply saying how delighted he was to hear from me as he 

remembers my family very well and how he used to look forward to coming to my house for 

tea and how much our friendship meant to his mother. The letter said: 

“It has been a privilege to be Mayor of Toronto, Canada’s largest and greatest city. We have 

made great progress over the last seven years, enough to allow me to move on, so I shall not 

be running for election in the fall.” 

He also enclosed a book that he had just published. It was all about people he knew in 

Canada but the introduction astounded me. He called it ‘Early Years’ and it was about his 

mother who was born in East Anglia and attended Avery Hill teachers’ training college in 

London. Her first job was teaching the youngest children at a school in Dagenham in 1939-

40. It was a working class neighbourhood at the height of the Blitz and was heavily bombed 

and this gave Joan her anti-war passion. After the war she and her brother Jim emigrated to 

Canada and later Joan moved on to the US where she met and married Joe Miller. Joe died of 

leukaemia shortly after the birth of David who takes up the story in his book: 

“Mum then took me back to England, where she had obtained employment as a headmistress 

of a local school in a tiny farming village, Thriplow, in Cambridgeshire. My first memories 

are of living in Thriplow with Mum and Grandad.  

I loved Thriplow. We lived in the school; across the street was Parker’s Eggs where ‘Auntie’ 

May and ‘Auntie’ Nell took care of the free-range chickens and a few sheep. They also had 

an egg-vending machine- still the only one I have ever seen.  

 

Feeding the chickens in Bacon’s meadow, 1930s 

What else was in the village? The church, of course- all was run by the Church of England 

and we went every week. Also in the village were the landed gentry and their magnificent 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

properties, the workers’ cottages, council houses (where my friends John, Colin and Gary 

Betts lived), a small middle-class subdivision of ten houses or so, a shop, a pub and a 

working blacksmith. That was about it. 

But we had fun. The Betts and I, and older boys who were farmers’ or workers’ sons, played 

soccer and cricket, played in the streams and fields, and were generally free to do as we 

wished. With one exception; every night my mother corrected my English- I spoke like a 

local farmers’ son and she insisted, every night, that I speak the Queen’s English. When I 

protested that I wanted to speak like my friends she would say, ‘If you sound like a farmer, 

that is what you will be.’ For a working-class woman, the idea of her only child’s future 

being limited by his accent was unacceptable. She was so determined that, in 1966, with the 

aid of a scholarship I had won, Mum sent me to a private school in Cambridge (the Perse) 

instead of her own school so I could have the education she thought was essential..... 

Mum, Grandad, and I had holidays- generally we went to the sea- by train to Folkestone, or in 

the summer to Butlin’s Holiday Camp where loudspeakers would play ‘Oh What A Beautiful 

Morning’ and we would eat at long group tables with other holidaying families. At home 

Grandad loved to make his toast over the coal fireplace using a long fork, and would roll his 

own cigarettes from tinned tobacco. He took great joy from his vegetable garden in the back, 

and was none too pleased when he would catch me playing with my toy soldiers in the potato 

plants. 

In February 1967 my grandfather died, and Mum decided to move to Canada, to Ottawa, to 

be near Uncle Jim. Canada was searching for teachers at the time, and Mum was able to find 

a position with the Ottawa public school board........My mother taught at elementary schools 

in Ottawa, always taking night and summer university courses in order to get her degree 

(which she ultimately received in 1975 at the age of fifty-six).....She taught me to read before 

I attended school- leading to a lifelong love of reading. I had another lifelong love, though: 

sports.”  David goes on to talk about his life but there isn’t room to tell you about it here. He 

got into Harvard, became a lawyer and is married with two children. His book is called 

Witness to a City: David Miller’s Toronto and is co-written with Douglas Arrowsmith. It is 

available from Amazon.com or you are welcome to borrow mine! 

Helen Augar 

 

Editors note: In the Thriplow Journal Vol.12/2, 2003, Peter Speak also wrote about David 

Miller. 



                                                                                                                                                                                              

GLEANINGS 

 

Thanks to Lewis Stone for the gift of a model of a Lister 3 wheeled Wagon that he found in 

a model engineering exhibition.  Similar to the one that used to reside in the field behind 

Middle Street (part of Thriplow House grounds).  It had a small petrol engine in the front and 

the driver stood to steer it.  Lewis remembers it chugging around the field, probably 

collecting eggs when the field was part of the Winter Egg Farm. (See Journal Vol 3/3, 1995). 

http://www.igg.org.uk/gansg/12-linind/ind-veh.htm  is a wonderful web site devoted to all 

types of haulage.  It seems that the small front wheel made it suitable for tight cornering in 

small spaces.  Unfortunately we don’t have a photo of it.   

Thanks must go too, to Angela Rimmer who has managed to obtain a copy of George 

Sheldrick’s autobiography and has donated it to the Society. 

Our next meeting is the Annual meeting on Thursday April 14
th

.  The Committee are happy 

to stand again but we do have room for more Committee members.  If you would like to join 

the Committee you would be very welcome.  We meet about five times a year usually on a 

Monday evening. All you will need is a member to propose you and another to second you.  

If we have too many an election will be held at the AGM.  Anthony Cooper, 3 Lower Street, 

will be happy to receive your nomination. 

After the business of the Annual Meeting we are looking forward to hearing Paul Nevett 

talking about ‘In the Mother Tongue’, the making of the English Bible.  Many of you will 

remember Paul from the shop and we are looking forward to welcoming him back to 

Thriplow. 

The Smithy will be open during Daffodil Weekend, 26 and 27 March and again we have a 

blacksmith firing the forge and making wonderful things on both days.  The exhibition in the 

Gazebo this year is entitled ‘Transport in Thriplow’, do come and see it if you can. There will 

also be an open day during the Summer, on Saturday July 16
th

 2011. 

In April it will be subscription time again and although we had to cancel the Barn Dance we 

have managed to keep the subscription to £6 thanks to your generosity.   

 The Editors 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.igg.org.uk/gansg/12-linind/ind-veh.htm


                                                                                                                                                                                              
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




