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Bob Elliot’s memories of Cherry Hinton continue in this newsletter and my favourite ferrets are back!  As 

well as looking at the history of this area our society is interested in activities/events that we have all 
shared in even if they didn’t take place in Cherry Hinton.  John Gates shares memories of his National 
Service, our Chair Ken remembers an archeological dig when he was at school whilst his wife Sue met 

Fred Dibnah at the Museum of Technology.  Jean Seymour gives feedback on Oddfellows and Brookfields 
Hospital mentioned by John in the last newsletter.   If you have any similar memories wherever they took 

place please email them or they can be typed just give me a  phone at C.210724!  

The Day Sue Hames met Fred Dibnah at the Museum of Technology

Fred on top of the  Scaffolding on the 
Museum of Technology Chimney

Fred with his glass of ale talking to Sue

When Fred Dibnah came to Cambridge by Sue Hames

An article in the last newsletter, showed a photo taken from St Andrew's Church Tower,  where the 
chimney of the Pumping Station, by the river Cam, now the Museum of Technology, is visible in the 
distance.  This brought back memories of Spring 1992.   Fred Dibnah, the Bolton Steeplejack, who I 
know many people enjoyed watching on his TV programmes, came to work on the chimney. The 
Cambridge Evening News had stories, and pictures, of him as he carried out repairs, scaling the 
chimney, no harness!
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When Fred Dibnah came to Cambridge by Sue Hames – 
Continued

I was a Special Needs Assistant at a local Secondary School.  
One of my pupils, a great lad, knew about Fred, we talked 
about him, he liked watching his programmes and watching 
him repair, or demolish, by setting explosives, many 
chimneys of different shapes and sizes.  The lad was amazed 
by Fred's climbing abilities. He also enjoyed how Fred 
mended traction, and other steam driven, engines.  He 
thought Fred was so skilled, but so very down-to-earth in the 
way he talked, that he even swore at times!  Also how Fred 
dressed.  Clothes and cloth cap covered in grease and who 
knew what else.  My lad liked to take himself off to the river 
at Chesterton to fish. The solitude helped him cope with 
'life'. So he was pleased and excited on such a trip, to see 
Fred working, and related what he had seen to me the next 
day at school. 

Fred climbing the chimney

I told him there was going to  be an Open Day, where Fred would be meeting the public that 
weekend.  I tried to persuade him to go, hoping his elder brother might go with him, knowing his 
parents wouldn't. Although full of bravado, shy and insecure really.  Not good enough for 
someone famous.   Having worked with the lad since he was 11, I had to go and try to get an 
autographed photo for him.  He would have been fine as Fred was very approachable, spent time 
with everyone.  He was enjoying  an ale 'to whet his whistle'.  Fred was sympathetic to my lad's 
story and said he found school hard and was more interested in doing things with his hands. 

So I had my signed photo which 
gave my lad much pleasure. The 
book he didn't want which I 
completely understood.  Imagine 
everything written appears as a 
foreign language you don't know, 
or a page of scientific or 
mathematical calculations, you 
have no hope of understanding.  
Who really understands the 
working of the human brain if 
this same brain can remember all 
the school subjects you  are 
learning, and recount them back, 
almost word for word!

The book, residing in our bookcase, will always be treasured.  It brings back memories of meeting 
a man of Fred's life and stories.  Even if Fred came from Lancashire, me being half Yorkshire!  Also 
memories of helping youngsters, particularly this lad, who overcame all adversities life had dealt 
them going on to have good jobs and families of their own.
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A Parish Council for Cherry Hinton in 1894
As we approach the local elections I was looking through the Cherry Hinton Chronicle indexed and 
edited by member Sheila Beck, I came across these articles  which show how we got our present 
Cherry Hinton Ward.  Interesting to see that the first meeting appeared to show this wasn’t 
needed but a public petition then reversed this decision.   Great to see several candidates putting 
themselves forward.  Several names are familiar!
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The Cherry Hinton I Knew As A Boy by Bob Elliott - Part 2
Bob was member Tony Mason’s Uncle.  In April’s Newsletter Bob’s memories took us from Coldham’s 

Lane down the High Street over the Railway Crossing past the council houses on the left with Mr. 
Dogget having a field behind the houses going down to Fulbourn and another field behind the private 
houses on the other side of the High Street.  I found the Map below in the Chronicle which illustrates 

a lot of the area that Bob was talking about – it shows the Vicarage with the Green outside and 
possibly the large beech tree where Bob settled his differences with the school bully!
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The Cherry Hinton I Knew As A Boy by Bob Elliott -Part 2
(I think Bob starts by talking about the opposite side of the High Street to Fisher’s Lane)

After the 3 farm workers houses came the farm, a large farm house set quite a long way back from 
the road, down the drive he had walnut trees but would not let you walk on the grass under the 
trees and when he was ready he would have one of his men with a long pole to beat the trees and 
get them down.  Mr. Reeves who lived in Fishers Lane was the cowman who looked after the cows 
and  milked them.  Then his daughters skimmed the milk and made butter.  You could have a pint of 
skimmed milk for a penny and if no one was there when you called you put the money in the jug 
and left it on a ledge and went back later.

One day there was no water in the house and on investigation they found the tank that was up on 
high had sprung a leak so they had to get a very big crane and a new tank, the old tank was put 
over the yard in front of the house.  Plover filled it with straw and put his ferrets in the tank and 
they just went wild.  He put wire over the top and the only way you would get them out was to tie 
a dead rat on the end of a stick and hold it under the wire for just a second and get half a dozen 
hanging onto the rat!

When the harvest was on during the school holidays you could be asked to help and would be paid 
a pound a day to lead the horses out in the fields and on Friday or Saturday Mr. Doggett would be 
waiting to pay you so you went home like a King with £6 in your pocket.  He never worked on 
Sunday and was always in the Chapel at Harvest Festival Time as well as  providing a sheaf of wheat 
and oats for Mr. Burton’s pulpit.  Next to his farm was Hall Farm but they only had cows for milk 
and not much of a farm at that!

Going back to Fishers Lane was a water tap near the road because none of the houses had water 
on them, and I often put a yoke on my shoulders and filled Grandma's butt up for her.  The 3 
houses right at the bottom of the lane had a well to get their supply from.  One day old Reubens 
yard was infected with fleas so the council put him in a home and his dog so they fumigate his 
house, he was a mystery man, had no job.  People said he was a poacher they reckoned if you were 
about you would find him walking all over the place.  There was once a poet  who went all round 
the villages writing about each of them.  For Cherry Hinton he wrote  "Strong men have run for 
miles and miles when one from Cherry Hinton smiles".  They must have been a serious lot in those 
days!

After Hall's Farm was a footpath (Love Lane) that went to Mill End Lane and the brook, the 
back end of Doggetts Farm and another small farm that was just for milk and this led to a 
load of allotments and the footpath was alongside the brook leading to Mill Road that 
went into the heart of Cambridge from the footpath by Hall's Farm. 

'Hall Farm, Cherry 
Hinton High Street 
(1925-1935).
 The children are on 
the stile to Love Lane 
(courtesy of the 
Cambridge Antiquarian 
Society)' 
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Map to Illustrate Bob’s Memories
Roy and I annotated this earlier map – it shows many of the buildings that Bob mentions.
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The Cherry Hinton I Knew as a Boy  by Bob Elliott -Part 2 Continued
We then have 2 or 3 houses on the right, then a very small cottage that housed an old lady, Jane 
Elwood, on her own (Tony Mason says this is the old thatch still standing), then 3 or 4 houses 
followed by the Chequers Pub that had a large room at the back.

Cherry Hinton High 
Street (1919) 
showing thatched 
cottage looking 
south towards the 
Chequers Pub on 
the left (Donated by 
N Cullup)

Photos of the Chequers Inn
'Chequers Inn and Chequers Lane, Cherry Hinton (1900-1920) with cottages next to what is now the 
recreation ground (courtesy of Cambridgeshire Collection). Cottages Destroyed by Fire, Saturday 12th 
September 1931' 
The Chequers Public House, Cherry Hinton High Street (1890-1910). Donated by V. P. Noble

The village band had band practice on a Wednesday or Thursday evening.  One year the Village 
Band went to Crystal Palace for the All England Championship but only managed to get by the first 
round, the standard was so high in those days and one band was so good it won it several years 
running. 

 Next to the pub was the shoe repairers that had a bungalow and his workshop out at the back then 
it was the recreation ground going back to Doggett's Field.  Then came Squire's House, don't know 
what they did, might have been a farm years ago because they had a lot of outbuildings behind the 
house. 
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The Cherry Hinton I Knew as a Boy  by Bob Elliott -Part 2 Continued
Over the road was the Unicorn Pub that had been in the Yaxley family for years.  After Father Yaxley 
passed away, Mother Yaxley kept it on then when it got too much for her, Daisy the daughter looked 
after it until the brewery told her if she wanted to keep it on she would have to get married, so she 
married an old boy friend Jim Brooks and kept the pub.  They had one daughter before they split up.  
Daisy always had one lifelong friend, her golden retriever, who would go round the pub and sit in front 
of you. To get rid of her you had to put a penny in her mouth and she would then put it on the counter.  
Daisy would give her a large biscuit which she in turn would give to whoever gave her the penny that 
was her party piece!

'Looking down Mill End Rd with The Red Lion Pub on the right ( 1905-1910). The 
forge is behind the tree opposite. Courtesy of The Cambridgeshire Collection.' 

The side road that led behind the Unicorn was the only thing that separated it from the Red Lion Pub 
of another brewery.  Opposite the Red Lion was the Blacksmith's shop and I often went there to watch 
him shoe the horses or pump the bellows to keep his fire roaring.  Coming from the blacksmith's were 
2 houses then Mansfield's house and Grocery Shop, then 3 or 4 cottages and Mansfield bought a plot 
of land to have a house built for his retirement and a bit further was a large water pump that had it's 
water from a spring and all the farm browsers filled up from there to take it out to cattle in the fields.  
Opposite this water pump were several houses, Rootes the baker and Smith Grocery Shop that a 
brother and sister ran together.  The Spring was all fenced off and flowed into the brook as well as it 
was fed from the Hall.

'Post Office, Cherry 
Hinton High Street 
and village pump at 
corner of Mill End 
Road (1913-
23)courtesy of 
Cambridgeshire 
Collection' 
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The Cherry Hinton I Knew as a Boy  by Bob Elliott -Part 2 Continued
A little further up on the left side of the road was the Robin Hood pub with its sign of an Archer 
with his bow and the words said "Ye Gentlemen and Archers good come in and drink with Robin 
Hood, if Robin Hood be not at home come in and drink with Little John".  This was a very bad cross 
roads junction. 

Robin Hood and Little John public house (1950) (Donated by N Cullup) 

Robin Hood and Little John public house from Queen 
Edith's Way.(January's For Sale sign on Spinney site) 
courtesy of Cambridgeshire Collection.( 1953)

Opposite the pub was a thatched 
cottage on the border of the 
Spinney woods that went for about 
150yds and reached the road 
opening of the cement works chalk 
pit.  

At one stage the only vehicle going 
through the village apart from the 
Co-op milk cart and grocery 
waggon, a baker came from 
Fulbourn with his horse drawn 
pony and cart and would be full up 
when he started but by the time he 
was through the village he would 
be empty.  The road up past the 
Spinney branched off to Lime Kiln 
Hill and Queen Edith's Way. 

The lime kilns were on the right side going up the hill and the pits were always burning chalk to 
make the lime. Then over the hill were more fields that Mr. Doggett grew wheat, oats or barley 
plus some sugar beet as he rotated his crops.  During the shooting season he would arrange 
shooting parties where you would be asked to join as a beater to drive the birds over the guns 
and you would get £1 for the day plus as much as you could eat when the shooters had finished 
eating but there was always plenty to eat.  Mr. Doggett always filled the giant basket that was 
brought to the field.  On a good day they would have shot over 250 birds, partridge and pheasant 
with an odd hare or two and rabbit it was usually a very good day and sometimes the shooters 
would give you a tip to help out.
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From Our Chair – Ken Hames
Castle Hill Archeology

Dear Members,

I hope you are all well and have enjoyed a good Easter and been able to get outside into the spring 
sunshine.  You may have seen recent publicity for a film called 'The Dig' which is about the 
discovery of the Sutton Hoo Anglo Saxon ship burial and treasure in Suffolk in 1939.

It reminded me of my own brief connection with archaeology.  I suppose it started by watching the 
programme ' Animal, Vegetable and Mineral? ' on our first television set, with archaeologists 
Sir Mortimer Wheeler and Glyn Daniel who lived in Cambridge.  It must have generated an interest 
in me because as a Coleridge school boy l volunteered, along with others, to take part in the 
excavations for a week in the Easter holidays of 1956 at Castle Hill, with Cambridge University 
Archaeologist John Alexander in charge.

This was on the site of the 
recently demolished Law Courts 
which had been built on Roman, 
Saxon and Medieval remains. We 
boys were basically used as 
labourers, but we did have a 
chance to learn a few things about 
archaeology and have a go with a 
trowel and to wash some of the 
pottery finds.

Some of the volunteers were 
undergrads and one kindly took 
some snaps of me hard at it. You 
can just see the Castle Mound in 
the background.  I really enjoyed 
the experience.
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I was interested in the piece about the Odd Fellows. Both my mother and her father belonged to 
this society.  The ladies' and mens' 'lodges' met separately.  I think my mother belonged to Queen 
Mary Lodge and went to meetings in City Road, until they moved to a building at the top of, I 
believe, Christchurch Street.  We hired the hall there for my 21st birthday party.  I still have some of 
the medals from the society and may have some photos somewhere.  I remember my mum could 
claim for glasses etc.

Also about the isolation hospital in Brookfields.  My father, his 2 brothers and his sister were all in 
the hospital with Diphtheria.  My aunt nearly died, she was in the building that still stands to the 
left as you drive in (it was 'Headway' for a time, and I worked there for a time).  The boys were in 
another building.  My father went to play football shortly after they thought he had recovered and 
got soaking wet.  He then got pneumonia and ear problems which rendered him deaf in one ear.  
His next brother caught Scarlet Fever after recovering and the youngest brother Gilbert was 
actually a 'carrier' and was only in hospital for about a week.  Unfortunately Gilbert died in his 
early teens with appendicitis. 

I was wondering if the picture of the boy in the bed in the 1930's was actually one of the boys (my 
dad was born in March 1919,  the other boys were only slightly younger, so it would have been 
about that time). 

 Photograph of staff and patients at the Cambridge Isolation Hospital, 
from the Cambridge Chronicle and University Journal, 17 September 

1930. (Courtesy of Cambridge Collection)

Feedback From Jean Seymour on Odd Fellows and Brookfields Hospital
From March’s Newsletter
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National Service 70 Years On 
by Committee Member John Gates

As this year is the 60th anniversary of the end of compulsory National Service, I thought it might be 
of interest to give some of my experiences.  I was 18 in 1948 and as all young men had to do I 
registered for National Service.  As I was part-way through my Electrician Apprenticeship I applied 
for deferment until I was 21, this was granted.

In the middle of September 1951 I received my call-up papers and was on my way to the Training 
Battalion of the Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers (REME) at Blandford in Dorset. REME had 
a second Training Battalion at Honiton in Devon, both took a new intake of NS recruits every two 
weeks. This shows the scale of the operation as REME is only one of many Corps and Regiments in 
the  army all taking NS recruits.

These photos are of Road Races held round Blandford Camp 
in 1950 from daveriley.weebly.com 

The basic training lasted 6 
weeks of intensive instruction 
in marching, foot drill and arms 
drill with PE sessions every day 
in the gym, lectures on army 
organisation and how to 
conduct yourself as a soldier. 
We learnt to use and maintain 
rifle and Bren gun, with live 
firing sessions on the ranges. 
We also had personal 
interviews for trade selection. 
Spare time was spent in care of 
uniform and kit. Webbing 
equipment had to be Blancoed 
and brasses polished. Belt and 
Gaiters had to be Blancoed 
every day and brasses polished. 
Best boots were polished to a 
high shine with toe caps and 
heel caps shining like patent 
leather, this took many hours 
of tedious work.

My platoon consisted of about 
40 men, split between two 
wooden barrack rooms. Our 
platoon instructors were a 
Sergeant and a Corporal with 
other NCOs brought in as 
required.

At the end of the 6 weeks we had to pass many tests mainly of physical fitness, with the most 
difficult a 5 mile march in one hour!  When Basic Training ended we moved on to Trade Training, I 
was selected as Electrician Vehicle and Plant.  I knew something of electrical plant from my work, but 
nothing of vehicle electrics.  The training establishment was at Malvern Worcestershire, and was 
located in what had been built as a wartime US Airforce hospital, the hospital wards were our 
barrack rooms with about 30 men to a room.
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National Service 70 Years On by Committee Member John Gates – Continued

The Training School was well organised and the course was very good, with mainly civilian 
instructors. It lasted 16 weeks, split into sections with one week on a subject and two weeks on 
another and so on with final four weeks on vehicle electrics which was completely new to me. The 
instruction was in classrooms and workshops, with 10 or 12 in a group, each section had to be 
passed before progressing to the next. It was in a classroom one morning that we heard that the 
King died.

During Trade Training it was emphasised that we were soldiers first and tradesmen second, with 
Regimental Training on Saturday mornings, guard duties every couple of weeks and usual kit 
cleaning in spare time. Weekend leave was granted occasionally,but it was not easy to get from 
Malvern to Cambridge , so I only manage it a couple of times.

As we neared completion of the course talk was about future postings, with us all wondering where 
we would get to next. Several active war and combat zones were discussed- Korea, Malaya, Cyprus 
and Canal Zone were talked about. National Servicemen were treated the same as regular soldiers 
and National Servicemen were sent to hostile areas and many were killed on active service.

During basic training our title was Recruit, during trade training we were Privates and on 
completion of the Trade Test we had the REME rank of Craftsman, with pay to go with the grade.  

I will continue my memories of being a trained soldier in the next issue of the Newsletter. 

I received this from Florencia Nannetti, Community and Visitor Engagement Officer for the 
Museum of Cambridge

The Museum of Cambridge is recruiting for Community Curators: people from all walks of life 
who love Cambridge and want to share their histories of, and passion for the city with others by 
creating accessible exhibitions and events. You can learn more about it here: 
https://www.museumofcambridge.org.uk/museum-making/

https://www.museumofcambridge.org.uk/museum-making/

