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Editorial 

Thank you to our new contributors who have provided material for the 
eleventh edition of the Digital Village News in the form of recipes, stories 
and photographs. Thanks, too, to our regular supporters: Advik Bhandari, 
Jon Sims, Mr Rambler and some who prefer to remain anonymous. I 
would also like to thank Gillian Hibberd for our stunning cover photograph 
which she took near Sadler’s Mill in Romsey. We have also had some 
lovely comments about the new version of the Village News – much 
appreciated. 

A highlight this week is the first instalment of a short story by Charlie 
Cochran featuring a well-known Dickensian character. It is appropriate 
that this short story will be serialised as Charles Dickens pioneered the 
serial publication of novels in monthly or weekly instalments which 
became the dominant mode of novel publication in Victorian times. I have 
always thought that this is the reason that Victorian novels were so long, 
especially Dickens’. Who wouldn’t stretch it out if you were paid per week! 
I hasten to add that these comments don’t apply to Charlie Cochran’s 
contribution as a) it is a short story and b) we don’t pay! 

Local historian, Ann Laird, has kindly provided me with more accurate 
information on the serviceman William Harle. His parents lived in for a 
while in Kingsclere Hampshire and his father died in 1922 as a result of 
pneumonia contracted whilst waiting for work in Southampton Docks. Most 
relevantly, some of the family lived in Narrowdale, 1 Horns Drove from 
1937 to 1961, including his daughter for some time. Ann has also revealed 
the identity of the 4th occupant of a Commonwealth War Grave in the 
churchyard and she will tell his tragic and shocking story next week.  

For the last 12 weeks, my lovely family, friends and neighbours have been 
so kind topping up our as infrequent as possible shopping trips with 
essentials. However, for the last two weeks we have managed to secure 
a Click and Collect slot at a local supermarket. Last Friday, after the young 
man had put my bags in my boot, he asked earnestly if I had an exciting 
evening planned. ‘No,’ I replied. ‘This is it. This is as exciting as it gets.’ 
And, sadly, I meant it, but I had forgotten to order milk and bread which 
rather took the shine off my excitement.  

Please continue to keep the ‘c-number’ high. We would love to hear some 
more stories of times gone by in Nursling and Rownhams and please send 
us your photographs of local places. Please send your words in Word and 
pictures in pdf. 

Stay safe in these more liberal times! 

The opinions expressed in this publication are those of the writers and not 

necessarily those of the editors  
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Another Memory of VE Day  

I was 7 years old on Victory in Europe Day in 1945. My mother made me 

this dress which I wore with pride until I overheard someone warning my 

mother: “You can be sent to prison for defacing the Union Flag.” After 

that I wore it in fear and trepidation expecting to be arrested. Luckily that 

never happened. 

Jean Keen 

 

(Thank you, Jean, for this memory and the lovely photo. Younger 

readers may be unaware that war time rationing meant there was little or 

no fabric to make clothes and people ‘made do’ with whatever they had. 

- Ed) 
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God Bless us Every One - Part I 
 
“God bless us, every one.” 

How I grew to hate those words. 

It wouldn’t have been so bad if I’d only been made to repeat them 
every Christmas, but Uncle Ebenezer made me trot them out every 
time he saw us. Even Ma became tired of it and she had the 
patience of angels. Still, he’d seen us alright—after the Christmas 
Eve business—so she didn’t kick up too much of a fuss. I don’t think 
I minded too much at the time, doing my party piece, but I was only 
a wee tiddler in those days, barely six the Christmas Scrooge saw 
the light. 

Did I believe his stories about the ghosts? I’ve been asked that 
plenty of times—I’ll state that my belief has ebbed and flowed like 
the tide up and down the Thames. I didn’t hear the details until a 
few years after, when Ma and Pa decided I needed to be told the 
full tale and I remember not accepting any part of it as true. The 
more I thought about events, though, even my young mind 
recognised something profound must have happened to the man for 
him to have changed his character so completely. Maybe he 
dreamed the ghosts were visiting him or had some sort of 
hallucination under the influence of whatever he could get hold of 
down Limehouse in those days. I didn’t add the Limehouse bit to my 
thinking until I was much bigger, of course, 

I don’t think he made the story up. When he first gave me his 
version of what happened that night, I became convinced there had 
to be a kernel of truth in it. Now I understand better and I know that 
a man can carry his ghosts around with him every day. Events past, 
present and in times yet to come walk alongside us, influencing our 
actions. Uncle Ebenezer’s changed him for the better: not all men 
are so fortunate. 

“God bless us, every one.” 

It was bad enough when it was only the Cratchits who knew I’d said 
that. Then Dickens got hold of it. He was an author—I don’t think I 
met him back then unless I was too young for him to lodge in my 
memory—and, somehow, he’d got hold of the story of Scrooge’s 
redemption. Pa reckoned that tale had gone all around London and 
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back again. Bit of a nine days’ wonder and probably going to be 
forgotten by everyone except us, until he got hold of it. 

Charles Dickens needed a story.  His last one hadn’t been that 
successful, so he wanted to put some money back in his pocket, 
although I didn’t find that out until much later. I also didn’t discover 
until I was grown up how disappointed he’d been with his profits 
from A Christmas Carol. Touch of the Scrooge, there? He’d 
published it himself and it had sold well enough, but it had cost him 
a pretty penny to turn out, which had eaten into the proceeds. 
Among other things which had affected them. 

Anyway, he needed a story and it seems that one day he met a 
man who had one to share. This cove had been collecting for his 
charitable causes the previous Christmas and had got short shrift 
from Scrooge one day and a whacking great donation from him the 
next. A miracle, he’d said, a Christmas miracle. Grist to Dickens’s 
mill, of course, a tale of redemption with his old friend’s poverty and 
pathos thrown into the mix. I provided the pathos. 

He didn’t bother to check with Pa, Ma, or even old Ebenezer, 
whether they were happy to have our lives made public. He could 
have had the decency to change the names, but I guess he thought 
they added to the authenticity. Ma said he was going to call me 
Little Fred in the book, but he decided against it for some reason. 

“How did you find that out?” I asked her, when I was just turned ten 
and reaching the age when I didn’t automatically assume that 
mothers knew everything. 

“He told me. Charles Oh look how I love the poor Dickens.” She 
never minced words did my mother, God rest her soul. 

“When? When did you talk to him?” 

“Not long after that book was published.” Its title was never spoken 
of in our family. That book was all the name it deserved. “I found out 
where he lived and went to see him. Your father tried to stop me, as 
did your Uncle Ebenezer. Both too soft by half, that pair. But I would 
not be stopped.” 

It would have taken one of the elephants from the Zoological 
Gardens to prevent my mother doing something she was set on. 
“What did he say when he found you on the doorstep?” 
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“People like that do not find other folk on their doorsteps. They have 
servants to answer the door.” Ma’s face cracked into a grin. “A 
butler. All dressed up like a prime minister. He did not get time to 
announce me, because I barrelled past him and straight into his 
master’s study.” 

“How did you know where to go?” I recall thinking that maybe I’d 
been wrong and Ma really did know everything. 

“I had seen him at the front window as I walked past the house. 
Getting the lie of the land, I was, so when I called, I could beard him 
in his den. He did not know what had hit him. Although, Tim, you 
must understand that I did not resort to physical violence. That 
would have been wrong. Gave him a proper lashing with my tongue, 
though. Told him he had no right putting what had happened to us 
on the pages of his books for profit.” 

“Wow. He must have been in a taking. Did you threaten him with the 
law?” 

“I did. I was thinking of saying I would take him to the newspapers, 
but he might have liked that. All the publicity for his books, after the 
last one flopped.” She rolled her eyes. “It was too late to make 
everything secret again, now that so many people knew our story, 
so I said I would put the matter into the hands of Mr Scrooge’s 
solicitors if Dickens did not act like a proper Christian gentleman. 
He saw the light, eventually.” 

“And what next, Ma? You can’t leave the story there.” 

“I was not going to. Just had to catch my breath. Well, young Tim, 
what happened next was that Mr Dickens felt it was right and proper 
to ensure that the people he had misused should benefit from his 
actions.” She waved her hand, taking in our elegant parlour. “Mr 
Scrooge’s generosity did not buy us all this. It helps, of course, and 
I am most grateful to the man, but that book put the cream on the 
pudding.” 

So, there it was. Pragmatic as ever, my mother, so she’d turned 
misfortune to our advantage. 

Life certainly turned on its head, one way or another, when I was 
just a little boy. You’ll know about the limp and the crutches, 
naturally, and how I might have died had it not been for the changes 
that happened to the Cratchits. We bought a house—a warm and 
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dry one—with a garden, so I could get out and play with my 
brothers and sisters. There was more food on the table, and 
different. Good quality meat and vegetables, fruit in season and 
occasionally out of. 

The longer we’d been living there, the stronger my legs grew. I don’t 
really know what the problem was or what made it better: maybe 
the former was want and the latter the escape from it. Whatever had 
worked the cure, by the time I was fifteen I could walk with only a 
slight limp. The crutches had long gone, although I sometimes used 
a cane, especially when the weather was damp. That still applies 
now, even though I get about pretty well for a man in his sixties. The 
Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come would have been amazed. 

There have been fifty-five Christmases, to my reckoning, since then 
and London has seen a lot of change, one way or another. And 
while people haven’t forgotten that book, other heroes of literature 
have replaced the Cratchits and Scrooge in the readers’ minds. 
Sherlock Holmes has captured everyone’s imaginations, although I 
prefer a good laugh. Give me Diary of a Nobody rather than A Study 
in Scarlet any day. 

The British public loves a bit of crime, though. A murder, whether 
real or fictional, gives them a thrill. Funny how the deaths of young 
women or children seem to produce a particular wave of interest. Of 
course, some folk simply want to be one step ahead of the police or 
the fictional detectives. Proving they’re cleverer than Sherlock—or 
the poor old peeler on the beat—by working out the identity of the 
killer before the end of the book or before the police make an arrest. 
Even Jack the Ripper didn’t dampen their enthusiasm for that game. 

Jack the Ripper. Will people still be talking about him in a hundred 
years’ time the way they talk about him today? If I had a guinea for 
every occasion I’ve heard somebody say they’re sure they can 
identify who he was and what evidence led them to that conclusion, 
I’d be even richer than Dickens. I have no idea who lurked behind 
those crimes and no interest in finding out. Ma might have been 
keen to offer an opinion, had she lived to read the newspapers of 
the time, but she’d passed on—cheery to the last, even though she 
was riddled with consumption. 

I still miss her: I suppose I always will. Money apart—being the 
thing, I appreciate, that meant I survived my early years—Ma was 
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the biggest influence on my life. She tried to instil into all of us a 
sense of right and wrong, of generosity and fairness. 

“Tim,” she used to say, “always be led by your conscience. It will tell 
you what to do, better than some of those parsons that stand up 
and preach the good Lord knows what nonsense.” 

One day I asked, “Were Uncle Ebenezer’s ghosts his conscience 
pricking him?” 

“More than likely. I do not for a moment think he was visited by any 
supernatural beings but I am willing to allow that he might have had 
a vivid dream. So vivid he woke believing it had actually happened 
to him, flying through the sky and everything.” 

I remember nodding. I’d had dreams like that, waking the next 
morning terrified. Were they my conscience pricking me? 

“Or perhaps he did not see anything at all, real or imaginary. Apart 
from an understanding of what a terrible old miser he had been. 
Dressed the tale up to make it more convincing. People do that.” 
She took my hand, rubbing it like she used to when I was small and 
in pain and there was nothing much else she could do to help. 
“Keep your own tale plain and honest, Tim. Like your ma and pa 
have tried to and like I hope all my family will. None of us need any 
lardy-dardy authors over-spicing the plum pudding.” 

I promise I won’t over-spice the story of my life after Dickens 
wrote The End and laid his pen down. Most of it is mundane, the 
kind of tale that could be told by any man of my age and social 
status in Victorian London. 

Education: yes, I had one, and a better experience than that Uncle 
Ebenezer endured. Ma and Pa would never have countenanced 
sending me away from home so I attended a local school as a day 
boy. I was bright, I kept out of trouble and the headmaster was a 
decent sort, who soon put a stop to any mention of, “God bless us.” 
I’ve wondered since if Ma had taken a trip to the school to have a 
word with him. 

Career: successful. I was articled to a solicitors’ firm, learning the 
ropes until I could make my way into a junior partnership and from 
there—eventually—becoming a partner proper. I’ll continue to work 
there for as long as I keep my health and as I cut my hours down, 
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I’ll still keep my hand in. For all that they say the law is an ass, it 
constantly changes and I like to be abreast of all the developments.  

Private life: I’ll keep it mostly private, as Ma would have advised. I 
have nothing to hide in terms of relationships except for my private 
grief. When I was supposed to be in my prime, I wasn’t. My looking 
glass told me that I wasn’t handsome and the girls appeared to 
agree with it. I didn’t mind, convinced that one day the right woman 
would come into my life, and determined that I wouldn’t fall for 
anyone who was only interested in finding herself a reasonably well-
off husband. As I got older, I began to grow into my face, as Ma 
called it. By the time I’d turned forty, my looking glass assured me 
that I’d turned into a fine figure of a man—and the women still 
agreed with its estimation. 

Especially Martha. 

Charlie Cochran 
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Phew, What a Scorcher 

Grass should not be brown nor British knees 

When the leaves lie listless 

And no breeze stirs the treacly air 

Then despair grips the English 

When the hosepipe ban begins to bite 

When white dust blights our sacred cars 

And pampered turf begins to burn 

Then we yearn for English rain 

When our beaches fry with naked flesh, 
Like jelly fishes stranded two by two 

When real ale drinkers turn to pints of frosty yellow fizz 

And businessmen wear shorts to work  
Then Albion is rotten through and through 

When strange continental passions start to stir 

Pyjamas lie immodestly discarded on the floor 

And cries of lust through open windows 

Nightly rend the air 

This is not the kind of thing that Englishmen prefer 

When inhibitions are regardless cast aside 

When Englishmen no longer to their character hold true 

But sacrifice that quiet reserve 

Which is their national pride 

Upon the smouldering altar of the foreign barbecue 

We can but wait, and hope, and pray 

And nightly watch with bated breath 

Until the smiling forecast 

Marches serried ranks of isobars our way 

And gleefully foretells of Summer’s death 

Then English rain will fall again 

The earth will breath a heavy sigh 

And drink its fill 
The fires die 

The windows close 

The sprinklers grow still 
And we will 
Once again 

Be happily English  
In our grumbling raincoats 
 
Jon Sims  
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Blooming Gardens 

We are now officially in summer and looking forward to more 

good weather. However, going by past summers, after a 

glorious spring we may now be entering the monsoon period! 

Our gardens are benefiting from the abundance of the sun and 

flowers are blooming. The pictures were sent in by the father of 

one of our regular contributors. They showcase his lovely 

garden. How is yours doing? Would you like to show us? Ed  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photos credit: Bipurag Bhandari  



12 
 

Horns Drove Community Pre-School & RASCALS 

Pre-School re-opening 

We have just re-opened our Pre-School to a limited number of 

children as of the 2nd June. It went really well and they were all so 

excited to return, even though a lot has changed since they left.  

We are now taking bookings from September 2020 please give us a 

call or email us using the details below. We now take children from 

2 years old, although we limit the numbers per session.  

We have 20 children leaving us at the end of July to begin their next 

exciting adventure in Year R.  We will help prepare for this big step 

by talking about their schools, having the Year R teachers visit us at 

Pre-School (virtually), providing uniforms to look at, practising our 

listening skills by playing fun games, reading stories about starting 

school and making this new experience a positive and exciting time.  

Volunteering 

Our Pre-School would not be able to run or offer such varied 

experiences for all our children without your help. We always need 

help with outings to the library, Welly Walks or just to post letters. 

We also need help maintaining our gardens and buildings and our 

children just love someone coming in to talk to them about their 

careers or just reading them a story.  

Although we cannot take in volunteers at the moment, we can get 

ready for when we can. 

You can make a difference, so if you have some spare time (and 

DIY skills) please get in touch!  

We also need a few more Voluntary Directors, we would not be able 

to operate without them and we are recruiting for the brand new 

post of Childcare Manager – more information is on our website: 

www.hornsdrove.uk. If you would like an application pack please e-

mail us. enquiries@horsndrove.uk             

We really look forward to welcoming everyone back later on in the 

year. Take care, keep safe and see you then.  

All the staff and directors.   

http://www.hornsdrove.uk/
mailto:enquiries@horsndrove.uk
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A Busy Weekend with Cubs!!! 

This week’s meeting was as awesome as it normally is 

and a bit more!  We were going to be baking a cake in a 

mug and also solving a murder mystery. The meeting 

started off when Akela told us to start mixing all of the 

ingredients. Firstly, one pours 2 tablespoons of melted 

butter and then 4 tablespoons of all-purpose flour. 

Secondly, put 1 egg yolk into the mixing bowl. Thereafter, 

put 2 tablespoons of sugar and 1 tablespoon of milk. 

Then one has to pour ½ a teaspoon of baking powder and 

also pour ¼ teaspoon of  ground cinammon. Finally, use 

cinnamon sugar for garnishing. Now place it in the 

microwave for about 45 seconds or for about 10 minutes 

in the oven at 180 degrees. After all of us had taken our 

cakes out of the oven/microwave, we went on to ‘Murder 

Mystery’. 

 

There was a message that Inspector Akela shared on the 

screen and it said that a murder had been committed in a 

hotel and we had to try and find the murderer. Then he 

told us to go into three breakout rooms [three smaller 

groups without leaving the meeting] and discuss the 

clues. There was a list of suspects and each suspect had 

various descriptions such as whether they wrote with their 

left or right hand, their gender, whether they wore a hat, 

what colour their hair was and also if they could drive. 

There were some activities to do and each activity would 
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make us cross off a few of the suspects. We ended up 

with Chardonnay Smigglebum being the person that had 

committed the crime. We waited and the other two groups 

didn’t come back for a long time. Nearly twenty-five 

minutes later, the other two groups came back. Hands 

down, this was the best Cub meeting yet!  

 

On Saturday, the Cubs were part of a Virtual Cub 

Sleepover which started at 1 pm and ended on Sunday at 

10:45 am. We were fortunate enough to have attended 

four Zoom calls for the Romsey Cubs District Sleepover. 

We also had one more Zoom meeting on Sunday to 

conclude the Romsey Cubs Sleepover. In those Zoom 

meetings, we had to make a fort/den, cook breakfast and 

dinner, think of jokes and songs, make a really big tower 

that had to balance a can of beans and also make a 

rainbow with a kitchen roll. My personal favourite was 

between thinking of jokes and songs and making the 

really big tower that had to balance a can of baked 

beans. This is because I really enjoyed making the tower 

and also experimenting with things to help make my 

tower. The reason I liked the fourth meeting was because 

I really liked listening to the jokes and songs. I really 

hope we do something like this again. We are going to 

make curry next week and I can’t wait!!!  
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                                                                                        -

Advik Bhandari 

(So, was Chardonnay Smigglebum the murderer? Don’t 

forget you can pinch all the top quality jokes from Tommy 

Cooper Hour. Ed)   
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Get Walking: Two Streams 

This is a walk with a difference. Instead of taking you out into the 
countryside, this route takes you towards the city. Don’t let that 
put you off; there are hidden bits of greenery here which really 
deserve to be better known. 

Start at the top of Baker’s Drove and follow the bridleway down 
into Lord’s Wood (with which, if you have been paying attention, 
you will now be familiar.) At the bottom of the downhill section, 
you will find Tanner’s Brook. Cross the footbridge and turn right, 
following the flow of the stream. So far, so leafy. Indeed, under 
the trees here the bank can get a bit muddy. As ever, good 
walking shoes will do fine. Eventually, you will find yourself 
coming out by Lord’s Hill Way. Another stream joins Tanner’s 
Brook at this point and, on another occasion, you could follow this 
along a short but pleasant section of woodland path, emerging 
onto Woburn Road and thence back into Lord’s Wood. But not 
today. Today we are going to head through the underpass 
beneath Lord’s Hill Way and into a short section where the brook, 
once again, runs through pleasant woodland. 

There is a bit of a hiccup where you meet Aldermoor Road as the 
brook continues across private land. No problem. Turn left and up 
the hill then onto Springford Road towards the hospital. When you 
reach the allotment gardens behind the Princess Anne, turn right 
down a footpath and you will find the brook waiting for you. Follow 
it downstream, over a footbridge, up to the recreation ground and 
on to Olive Road. A gate on the far side will take you to The 
Bridge Tavern on Coxford Road. This has been a derelict eyesore 
for many a year where some enterprising builder could surely 
squeeze in a couple of houses. A noticeboard will inform you that 
you are, courtesy of Southampton City Council, on the Lord’s 
Dale Greenway, a linear park which runs down to the point where 
Romsey Road begins at the bottom of Winchester Road (by the 
van sales garage.) An interesting oddity here is the bicycle 
speedway track which has been here since I lived in Shirley (30 
years ago now; I’m very nearly accepted as a Rownhams local 
these days!) 
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We part company with Tanner’s Brook at this point and follow 
round the park to Shirley Pond, small but beautifully formed and a 
wildlife haven amidst its urban surroundings. The pond is fed by 
Holly Brook which drains the valley of the Sports Centre although 
much of it is culverted at this point. Across Warren Road by the 
Ice House pub, the park continues. (If you are in need of 
sustenance, take a short detour to the left where the ultimate 
corner shop, at the mini roundabout, will do you an ice cream.) 
Follow the greenway past the skatepark and back into woodland 
and the stream. Hidden to your left is the Spire (formerly BUPA) 
Hospital, once known as the Chalybeate Hospital which 
originated here due to a chalybeate (kay-lee-beat) spring, ie one 
issuing mineral waters with emphasis on salts of iron. Possibly, 
drinking from the stream here could have health benefits; I would 
not recommend this. Beyond the woodland, Dale Valley Road will 
take you along a truly urban section (sorry) until the stream re-
emerges from the allotments at Lordswood Road. Follow it into 
the Sports Centre.  

This valley was once destined to be the line of the Didcot, 
Newbury and Southampton Railway which would have continued 
via St James Park (Didcot Road, Newbury Road, get it?) and 
down Hill Lane to Central Station. The money ran out and the line 
diverted instead across Hockley Viaduct to join the main line from 
London near Winchester. Walk past the changing rooms. The hill 
to your left climbs between the cricket pitches to come out onto 
Coxford Road by the corner of the golf course. Turn right along 
here and onto the track to Chilworth. Just past the compound 
where the gas pipeline feeds the hungry houses of Southampton, 
turn left onto the bridleway (signposted as Lord’s Wood 
Greenway, well done again City Council.) This will take you all the 
way home. Around 10 kms in total but with a great variety of 
environments and some hidden gems of urban countryside, every 
bit as ecologically important as the open countryside and, in some 
places even more so.  

Rambling Sid (I think we know each other well enough now to be 
on first name terms, eh?) 
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Twinspire News  

Our church buildings are currently 
closed, but as a church family, we continue to pray, to 
love, to care for the vulnerable, and build our 

communities.  

Join us on Facebook at 10am on Sunday mornings for our 
contemporary live streamed service. You can also view our 
traditional services on the church YouTube channel. 

See the links page on our website 
https://twinspires.org.uk/links.html for details and links to our 
other services and midweek events. 

There are some picture quizzes for families as they walk 
round the area too.   

Alpha Course – please note new start date 

What – A chance to explore life and the Christian faith 
in a friendly, open and informal way, all from the 
comfort of your home.  

How - Each session runs as a virtual meeting (using Zoom) and 
involves watching an inspirational video focussing on different 
elements of the Christian faith and openly exploring the 
questions it provokes in smaller groups. No question is a silly 
one, and you can get involved as little or as much as you like.    

When - The first session is on Tuesday 16 June at 
7.30pm.   For more details or to sign up email 
office@twinspires.org.uk or phone 023 80738293 and leave a 
message. 

You might like to share the Daily Hope freephone 
number with anyone you know who finds it difficult 
to access online Christian resources: 0800 804 

8044  
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Commonwealth War Graves 

Founder of the Imperial War Graves Commission, now the 

Commonwealth War Graves Commission, Fabian Ware was 

too old at 45 for active service but used his energy instead to 

lead an initiative to organise the documenting and marking of 

the graves of the war dead. 

The Commission’s work started after the Armistice. They 

acquired land for cemeteries and monuments and then the 

gargantuan task of recording the dead began. Some 587,000 

graves were identified and a further 559,000 casualties were 

registered as having no grave. 

The Commission set the highest standards for its work: eminent 

architects were chosen to design and construct the cemeteries 

and monuments – Edwin Lutyens, Reginald Blomfield and 

Herbert Baker – and Rudyard Kipling, whose son John was 

killed at the Battle of Loos in 1915, was tasked to recommend 

the inscriptions for the headstones. 

The Kenyon Report of 24th January 1918 made many 

recommendations for the cemeteries and memorials and makes 

fascinating reading. As a result of the findings of the report, all 

servicemen regardless of military rank or position in civil rank 

were given equal treatment in their graves since their sacrifice 

was the same. On each headstone would be inscribed the 

regimental badge, the rank, decorations and name of the 

soldier, his unit, date of death and age and a religious symbol. 

Families could also choose a short epitaph to be engraved at 

their expense. On the headstones of unidentified soldiers the 

words ‘A Soldier of the Great War, Known Unto God’ would be 

inscribed. 

Cemeteries would be set out with headstones in rows to give 

the appearance of soldiers on parade. Each headstone would 

have perennial flowers and shrubs planted in front with grass 
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on and around the graves to give the appearance of a country 

churchyard and create a cheerful, not gloomy atmosphere.  

I have visited Commonwealth War Graves in France, Belgium, 

Singapore and The Gambia, as well as this country and all 

have had the same uniform appearance. They are beautifully 

maintained with the mown grass and floral planting 

recommended by the Kenyon Report and in stark contrast to 

the German cemeteries I have seen in Belgium and France 

which have black headstones, few if any shrubs or flowers and 

are quiet and sombre places with no bird song. I remember 

seeing a news report during the Iraq War where a gardener was 

interviewed in the Bagdad War Cemetery which he was still 

caring for assiduously. I think he had inherited the job from his 

father. 

My great grandfather was in the British Expeditionary Force and 

was killed in 1914 near Ypres. He was buried close to where he 

died with other comrades as was the custom, but his grave was 

subsequently heavily shelled and his name is now inscribed on 

panel 44 on the Menim Gate in Ypres, where every night at 8 

pm a bugler sounds ‘The Last Post’. On the CWGC website, his 

certificate states: ’Quartermaster Serjeant Maurice Fitzmaurice, 

4570, 2nd Battalion, Royal Munster Fusiliers who died age 38 on 

12 November 1914. Husband of Catherine Fitzmaurice of 11 

New Street, Killarney, Kerry. Remembered with honour Ypres 

(Menim Gate) Memorial.’ 

Cath Potten    

 
Please send your photos, stories, 

memories, thoughts, poems and ideas 

to editors.villagenews@gmail.com 

An audience awaits you!’ 

 

mailto:editors.villagenews@gmail.com


21 
 

Litter 

This photograph shows the amount of rubbish collected by 

Rachel Tuffin and her mother on a walk down Dairy Lane – 

beyond the 4 Horseshoes to the Tesco Depot. Their haul 

included sandwich wrappers, cigarette packets, empty bags 

and disposable vending machine coffee cups. Thank you to 

Rachel and her mother on behalf of the village for picking up 

this litter and to all the other people who pick up other people’s 

rubbish on their walks or on their visits to the Recreation 

Ground. It appears that the Nursling and Rownhams Litter 

Picking Team will have plenty to do on their next 1st Saturday of 

the month gathering (literally) whenever that may be. It also 

appears that there may be plenty of villagers who will want to 

join in. After all, you get hi vis jackets and litter grabber sticks; 

you get to meet like-minded people and sometimes you feature 

in a photo in the Village News! 

Anon 

 
Photo credit: Rachel Tuffin
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Rownhams Jigsaw Exchange 

Just as I decided to set up the Jigsaw Exchange, a woman asked 

on local social media if anyone had some jigsaws for her 

grandfather as he was on his own and she was concerned that he 

had nothing to occupy himself with. So, I set a few aside for him, 

duly collected, completed, returned and swapped. 

Recently she told me a lovely story: she saw a jigsaw that she 

thought her grandfather could complete and frame for her - a 

winter scene with robins. She lost her mother, his daughter, last 

year ‘after a short fight with cancer’. Her mother loved robins and 

Christmas, so this puzzle seemed appropriate. However, when 

her grandfather completed the puzzle there was a piece missing, 

but he framed the jigsaw anyway. How poignant: a missing piece 

in the puzzle - and in the family. 

The family plan to hang up the framed jigsaw as part of their 

Christmas decorations every year. The daughter has already said 

that she is going to tell her own children the story of the jigsaw 

exchange in lock down time and the missing piece. Family history 

in the making: making good memories out of hard times. 

You can see the framed puzzle below. Spot the missing piece! 
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Recipe of the Week 

 Kim’s Chicken Balti Recipe – serves 4 

Ingredients 

2 large onions 

1 cm fresh ginger 

3 cloves garlic 

1 tsp turmeric 

½ tsp chilli powder 

2 tsp ground cumin and ground coriander 

1 tsp salt and ground black pepper 

3 tbsp tomato passata 

150 ml chicken stock 

Cinnamon stick 

2 tsp Garam Masala 

4 chicken breasts, diced 

1 red pepper, cut into strips 

Bunch fresh coriander, chopped 

Method 

Dice and fry up onions, garlic and garlic in a small amount of 

vegetable oil until golden. 

Add chopped coriander including the stalks and mix thoroughly. 

Add all the spices, chicken stock and passata and blend this with a 

hand blender until chunky, not smooth. 

Add the diced chicken and the red pepper.  

Mix thoroughly and cook on a low heat, or in a slow cooker, for 4 

hours. 

Adjust seasoning depending how hot you like your curry. 

Garnish with fresh coriander. 

Kim Ghali 
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Quiz of the Week 

1 Prince of Denmark: TBONTB 

2 Cricket fielding: SMO 

3 Where each day starts: IDL 

4 Furthest a piston travels: TDC 

5 ‘Old’ TV programme: LOTSW 

6 RAF Motto: PAAA 

7 Painted smile: TML 

8 Jack Nicholson film: OFOTCN 

9 Impulsive action: ITHOTM 

10 Parliamentary location: TPOW 

 
Answers will be provided next week 

 

Answers to Last Week’s Quiz 

1. £2 

2. 1949 

3. 1829 

4. Corfu 

5. In the Solent, off Cowes, Isle of Wight 

6. Runnymede (no prizes for saying “at the bottom”!) 

7. Valentina Tereshkova 

8. Australia 

9. Little Bighorn 

10. Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria 
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Tommy Cooper Hour 

I went to a cannibal restaurant last night. £50 a head. 

A few of my friends have offered me a £100 to do a parachute 

jump. I’m not falling for that. 

Henry 8th - did he invent fractions? 

Does anyone want any dead batteries? They’re free of charge. 

I love water skiing but I can’t find a local lake with a slope. 

RIP boiled water. You will be missed. 

Next door’s dog was barking outside all night, so I got up and 

put it in my garden. See how they like it. 

What do you call a paper boy? Russell. 

 

 

 

 

Defibrillators 

If you come across someone who is not breathing or breathing erratically, the most important 

thing is to call 999 and start CPR (cardiopulmonary resuscitation).  If you are on your own, do 

not interrupt the CPR to go and get a defibrillator.  When you can, send someone else to find 

one.  Once the defibrillator is open, all you have to do is follow the spoken instructions.  You 

will find your nearest ones with public access located outside: 

Village Hall in Nursling Street 

Community Centre in Horns Drove 

It is there for anyone to use on someone in cardiac arrest.  The 999 operator will tell you the 

code to gain access to the equipment.  The machine gives clear spoken instructions. You do 

not need training to use one. 

Once in position, the defibrillator detects the heart's rhythm.  It will not deliver a shock unless 

one is needed. 

For more information see  https://www.bhf.org.uk/heart-health/nation-of-lifesavers/using-

defibrillators 


