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Curriculum Vitae (SWW ~1952) 

Birth 18 July 1911 Å King's Norton, Worcestershire, England 

Education 

 1920-1925  West House School, Edgbaston 

 1925-1930 Tonbridge School (Major Scholar) 

1930-1934 Cambridge University (Open Classics Exhibitioner, Sidney Sussex College) 

1931 1st Class Preliminary Examination 

1933 2nd Class Classics Tripos 

1934 BA 1st Division of 2nd Class Modern Languages Tripos 

1937 MA 

1934-5   Manchester University  

Intercollegiate Secretary, Student Christian Movement 

1936-1940 Master Bishopõs Stortford College 

1940-1946 Army Service  

  Gunner Royal Artillery 

Intelligence Officer, War Office 

  North Africa, Italy, France, Belgium, and Germany 

1946-7  Master Bishopõs Stortford College 

 

Death 13 June 2002 Å Saffron Walden, Essex, England 
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Editorõs note. 

The following transcript is drawn from two documents written by Wyndham, many years apart. I have 

added, in chronological order, some notes and photographs that he made during the war and in retirement. 

His first document is dated Gt. Sampford, Essex, 11th January 1979; the second is undated and focuses on 

his war service. I have retained some of the material that is duplicated in the two documents. 

 

  



Wyndham Woodward memoirs 

 

5 

Siblings of Leonard Medlicott  Woodward 
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Preface 

Whatever questions children ask of their parents, they often fail to ask enough about family history. Until 

my own daughters fussed at me to write down what little I did learn, I could hardly refrain from doing my 

best. 

What I propose to write is not for publication, for it may well be far too dull and ordinary to interest 

outsiders, but I hope the family may find it of some interest. Most of the early material has been collected 

through word of mouth rather than from documentary sources, so I cannot vouch for its accuracy, though 

I hope it is reasonably accurate. 

Woodwards. 

As a child, I lived close to my motherôs family and rarely saw my fatherôs. Although I begin with the 

Woodwards, I know less about them than the Dunns. 

They are first heard of at Snowshill, a Cotswold village in Gloucestershire (pronounced Snozzel), in whose 

churchyard a tomb records the deaths of William Woodward, aged 82, and his wife, Hannah, aged 80, on 

3rd February 1870. They may well have been my great-great-grandparents (see family tree for their 

predecessors). 

My grandfather, Herbert (Hubert), was born about 1855. His parents were said to be the Head Gardener 

and the Head Cook at Snowshill Manor. 
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This was a famous Tudor house near the church. The couple named on the tombstone could have been 

my great-great-grandparents, born around 1783 and 1789. 

My grandmother, Sarah (1856/7-1936), is known to have come from Shifnal in Shropshire, where her 

parents, named Medlicott, kept an inn or public house. It  may have been the Unicorn; my uncle Clifford 

made great efforts with the breweries to find a record. He was unable to decide, partly because of the 

frequent name changes of the various inns. 

My grandparents married in Pencoed and moved on to Bridgend, a little further west. I knew them at 

ñEndfieldó, Coity Road, where my brother and I first stayed, presumably about 1915. The house was on a 

corner opposite the railway, from which we derived a great deal of enjoyment, registering the green Great 

Western engine number and, with even greater excitement, engine names.  

In the opposite corner lived the Harris family, which explains my uncle Stanley Dunn finding his bride 

there (Edith) Gladys Dunn1 (nee Harris), whose photograph, taken in 1900, is below.  

 

1 Edith  Gladys Dunn 1889-1986 Born Merthyr-Tydfil  Died Tenbury Worcs 

 

Snowshill Manor 1870 
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I have vague memories of their wedding there in 1916. Endfield had no garden attached, but there was a 

fairly extensive garden some way behind, and there was a courtyard in which I bounced a tennis ball, keeping 

a score in some imaginary cricket match. 
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My brother Noel and I shared a bedroom, I think, over the kitchen with the still-unmarried youngest uncle, 

Stewart, who must have been in his late teens. I imagine he had recently started work with the family 

business. He put up with us kindly, as did my grandparents, though I found them somewhat distant. 

The Vicar in Bridgend does not answer enquiries, but I learned that Hubertôs (Herbert) parents are buried 

at Nolton Churchyard in Bridgend (source: Auntie Gladys letter of 19 January 1982). Hubert and his 

brothers and sisters went to school at Ford. In the winter, they took food in a washing basket and stayed 

at the schoolhouse from Monday to Friday. Their schooling was paid for by the family (source Betty 

Sugarmanôs letter of 15 January 1980). 

St Maryôs Parish Church, Ripple, Worcestershire, has records of a Woodward family in the 16th & 17th 

centuries. (Enid in Worcester suggests the same dates.) The name is that of an occupation, probably a guard 

of works on behalf of an overlord. Many villages must have had such families, with no familial ties among 

themselves or to us. (See Auntie Gladysõ  letter of 23 November 1979 and press cutting of unknown origin.) 

Grandfather Herbert2 had at least three brothers and five sisters, one of whom was Liz3. Auntie Gladysô 

letter of 19 January 1982 suggests that their photographic album and family bible are with John Catto or 

with the Drakeford family. The Medlicott bible is with Jeoffrey Owen (Enid Sefton ôs letter of 26 February 

 

2 Wyndham Herbert 1891-1914 

3 Elizabeth Mary 1879-1966 
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1980). The dining room had what must have been one of the early electric fires, consisting of whitish tubes 

rather like modern strip lighting, which I had never seen anywhere else. I think we children mostly ate in 

the kitchen, though I can only remember bread, butter, and sugar for supper.  

I think my grandmother was helped only by her oldest child, Auntie Lizzie4, who never married. She had 

finished at Cheltenham, and we found her very meticulous, inspiring, and sternly kind.  

Of my grandparents' other children, Edith5 had married Leon M. Godwin and lived in Woking with an 

adopted daughter, Phyllis, and we hardly ever saw them. Next came Gladys6, married to Fitzroy St. Clare 

Exton, my father, Leonard Medlicott (1884-1913), and then Lily7, married to Gethin Hopkin and living in 

Park Street, where I remember seeing their elder daughter, Betty, in her bath. 

 

 

4 Elizabeth Mary 1879-1988 

5 Edith Kezia 1881-1967 

6 Gladys Elizabeth 1893-1982 

7 Lilian 1886-1965 

Betty & Noel 
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Elsie, (Sarah Elizabeth or Sarah Elsie)8 married to (Andrew) Gordon Catto, lived higher up near the house 

in Park Street, where my father and mother had lived for a short time on their marriage and where Noel 

was born before moving to 46 Forest Rd, Moseley.  

Gladys was the first born in 1895 (also recorded as 1893), then came Wyndham, who died on 5th July 1913, 

and on 11th Feb 1914, a year after my father, and who also died of diabetes, came Clifford. He must have 

been at the war when we first remember Bridgend, but he lost a leg, and he must have been invalided out 

about 1917.  

We remember Clifford driving us around in a large Wolseley with an oil pump that you had to turn by hand 

from time to time. It  must have been a few years later that he took Noel and me out to our first hotel dinner 

in Porthcawl. I can remember bouncing around with excitement when that car reached 60 miles an hour 

on the way back. 

I imagine he joined the family business as soon as he was fit. We were in Bridgend when he was courting 

Irene Annie Smith, who lived in Gloucester and whose father manufactured matches. We liked her and her 

sister Stella, who chaperoned her.  

After the wedding, they lived at nearby Laleston Cottage, where we stayed and were impressed by his billiard 

room and indoor vine. 

 

8 Sarah Elizabeth (Elsie) 1889-1981 
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Next came Gladys (1893-1982), who worked for her father during the 1914-18 war, driving up the valleys 

first in a horse and trap and later in a car. She must have become one of the first lady drivers. She married 

Fitzroy St C Exton, and they moved to Newport. I last saw Auntie Gladys at her house in Potters Bar, 

where she died in 1982, with her daughter, Rosalie Gay Porter. 

I have already mentioned Stewart, who was named after the Stewart family, though I can't think how this 

came about. He married Grace, and they lived in Porthcawl, where I stayed when their daughter Susan was 

a toddler. I corresponded with Auntie Grace until her death and afterwards with her family. 

My grandfather's business, H Woodward and Co, Limited, claimed to be the largest of its kind in South 

Wales. It was mainly wholesale, hence the travelling up the valleys to court retailers, but it had a large retail 

outlet on the site whose ground floor was subsequently bought by Woolworths. It  sold a plethora of articles, 

Laleston Cottage 
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but I remember mostly the toys, including pedal cars, which we rode around on the upper floor. It  had an 

overhead cable system for sending cash to the till and returning change to the customer. 

We had excursions by horse break to Ogmore and Southerndown, a few miles away on the coast, lovely 

and fairly lonely spots then, but now of course overcrowded. Southerndown, the main attraction besides 

lovely sand and cliffs, was the castle of the Wyndham-Quinn family, the Earls of Dunraven, whose main 

seat was, I believe, in Ireland. We were regaled with tales of the famous Earl who wrecked ships on the 

Tuskar Rock visible at low tide by false lights and collected valuables from the corpses washed up, one of 

which was said to have been his own son. 

My Auntie Gladys had a bungalow in Ogmore for some time, where I was sent to stay after an illness. I 

must have got wet and was given a mustard bath. Apparently, this was too hot. When I was getting out, I 

think I fainted in the solicitous arms of my aunt. At the same time, my uncle Stan and my other Auntie 

Gladys (nee Haring) were staying there in a caravan. Their third son, David, hurt his knee, developed 

tuberculosis, and was in the hospital for months, and his life was ruined.  

The other destination for excursions was the tiny seaside town of Porthcawl by train, with changes, though 

we had several holidays there. I can remember a man being drowned on one of the beaches near Ogmore 

and a glimpse of the body being carried away. Daily excitement was caused by the arrival of the Bristol 

Channel steamer, whose screaming siren caused my young cousin Betty to weep. One holiday I spent there 

with Auntie Gladys Dunn and her elder son, John. It  must have been 1917 or 1918, but he was a baby 

whom I let fall out of bed and onto his head. This did not prevent his getting a first in chemistry at 

Cambridge. 

The Glamorgan Advertiser and Weekly News Fri , 16 Oct  1925  

Mr. H. Woodward, of Endfield, Coity Road, Bridgend, a director of Messrs H. Woodward and Co. Ltd, 

one of the founders and senior deacon of the English Congregational Chapel, Bridgend, a 

prominent Liberal and Freemason, who died on February 21 last, aged 67 years, left an estate 

value £12,235,  with net personal £7,776. The testator left £100  to each of his seven children, 

Elizabeth Mary Woodward, Clifford Stanley Woodward, Edith Godwin, Thomas Stewart Woodward, 

Lily Hoskins, Elsie Catto, and Gwendolen Rixton; his leasehold garage at Nolton Street, Bridgend, 

with stock in trade, book debts, fixtures, etc., to his two sons, charged with an annuity of £100  in 

favour of his wife; 150 shares in H. Woodward & Co. Ltd, to each of the said two sons; £100  such 

shares to his daughter Elizabeth, and 50 each to his son in law Andrew Gordon Catto if still in his 

service, the bequests of these shares charged with an annuity of £100  in favour of his wife for life. 

The residue of his property he left to his wife. 
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Another time when Noel and I were staying at Laleston, we went to bathe at Rest Bay. My uncle Clifford9, 

who by then had a wooden leg, took it off and hopped gamely into the water. We were amused to find that 

he wore one sock, a suspender, and two drawing pins. 

My last memory of Bridgend as a child must have been after my grandfather retired; I was at Endfield on 

my own again. I went for quite a long walk with him. He also took me to the bowls club, which I somehow 

connected with his being a Mason. We have a photograph of him in full regalia. I don't think he or my 

grandmother lived long after that, but I have no recollection of hearing of their deaths, probably because I 

was away at school or in the army. 

Dunns 

The first of my mother's family of whom I know is my great-great-grandfather Stephen Dunn, born about 

1770, and a broadcloth Weaver at Wiveliscombe in Somerset. He married Hannah, who gave us a 

connection with the Venn family, about whom a book10 has been published. I know nothing about their 

 

9 Clifford Stanley Woodward (1895ï1974) Born in Bridgend, Glamorgan, Wales, on 23 August 1895.  

Commissioned as a Second Lieutenant in the Glamorganshire Yeomanry, severely wounded and lost a leg,  

After the war, Woodward returned to Bridgend and lived at Laleston Cottage.  

Promoted to Major and appointed as a Justice of the Peace (J.P.).  

1940s he was Chairman of the local Disablement Advisory Committee and promoted to Lt Colonel. 

10 Annals of a Clerical Family: Being Some Account of the Family and Descendants of William Venn, Vicar of 

Otterton, Devon, 1600-1621 John Venn London 1904. A member of the family invented the Venn diagram. 
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eldest six children except what is stated in my rough attempt at a family tree, but the seventh child, Stephen, 

1819-1909, was my great-grandfather.  

Unfortunately, a large photograph of him as a white-haired old man, which I knew from my childhood in 

my grandparentsõ home, seems to have vanished, even though he is in the above 1904 family group.  

Stephen married Frances Chidley Kendrick on 13th August 1850 at St Nicholas Parish Church in 

Gloucester. His father is described as a manufacturer, and Francesõ father as a coal merchant.  

 

When he married Frances, this gave us a distant relationship with the Bomfords of Bevington Hall in the 

Vale of Evesham and the Martineaus of Birmingham (Lord Mayors of Birmingham and Harriet Martineau, 

a sociologist and abolitionist).  
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The Bomford family were Baptists and supported the Chapel at Atch Lench for many years. The Baptist 

Chapel and Manse at Dunnington were built as a result of Bomford ôs influence, and Raymond Bomford 

regularly worshipped there. Raymond was the treasurer and deacon of this chapel. The Bomford archive 

records Stephen Dunn of Atch Lench saying, ñRay the wit and Ben the singer, Ray was the engineer and Ray the 

farmeró. This records the farming partnership of brothers Raymond (Ray) and Benjamin (Ben) Bomford, 

who farmed 4,000 acres around Bevington Hall and Harvington Lodge. 

Stephen was a Baptist minister at Atch Lench in the Vale of Evesham, and I think also at Dunnington just 

over the Warwickshire border. Billings Directory of Worcestershire (1855) lists: ñDunn, Rev. Stephen, 

Baptist Minister, Chapel Houseó under Atch Lench 
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He is buried in the graveyard at Atch Lench. I have taken photographs of his grave and of later family 

members.  
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We used to be shown a lane between Atch Lench and Harvington, and the corner called Dunn's Corner, 

where he fell out of his trap. I inherited a Josephus from him, along with the chair on which he was said to 

have written his sermons. And that, sadly, is all I know about my maternal great-grandfather and maternal 

grandmother.  

The father of Amelia (Millie) Mary Ellaway was Henry Horn Ellaway (1833-1887), an alderman of 

Birmingham and brass founder. 

 

Their fifth child, John Horatio, was my grandfather. He was born in 1859 and married my great-

grandmother, Amelia (Millie) Mary Ellaway (1860-1937), about 1883. It  was at their house in Rushford, 

Salford Priors, where I have my earliest memories. 
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Rushford 

The farmhouse was rented from the Bomfords of Birmingham Farm, about a mile away, who farmed the 

land. As we once received a gift of venison from the Marquis of Hertford, 4 miles away at Ragley Hall, I 

imagine the Bomfords were tenants of the Marquis. Rushford is not in the village, but a mile away on the 

Alcester to Evesham Road, and so about midway between Atch Lench and Dunnington, whose Baptist 

chapels we attended. 
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John Horatio Dunn 

 

My grandfather started a wholesale business in Worcester Street, Birmingham, near the Bullring, and it was 

demolished during the 1939-45 war.  
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My grandparents had lived in the city, but about 1905, they moved to Rushford, which they presumably 

knew from the Rev. Stephen and the Bomfords. 

My grandfather commuted to Birmingham from Salford Priors, which has a station on the line. This meant 

a drive of about 1.5 miles by horse and trap each way. My brother Noel and I often went with him in the 

morning, and the gardener Jack Barclay let us hold the reins while Lady Grey walked up a slight rise near 

Park Hall on the way back.  

Park Hall 
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What a hill it was, when one day Jack was so deep in his newspaper that when Lady Grey broke into a trot, 

I went on holding the reins for some time before he noticed. 

Park Hall was the residence of the Seymours, relatives of the Marquis of Hertford. Over the wall, we could 

see a most magnificent copper beech. We never went to the garden, but once we went to a cricket match 

in the field beyond.  

In the same lane lived Squire Slatter. I never saw him, but his life must have been an echo of countryside 

hierarchy or squirearchy. Nor did we ever go into the Salford parish church, though we passed it near the 

station, except on Toieôs (see later) marriage. 

The other thrill at the station was that the Guard let us wave the flag to start the train, and he presented us 

with an old green flag we had for years in the nursery. At the station, we saw our first examples of 

advertisements that described the countryside, and I think there were Halls Distemper (men with a ladder), 

and Pears Soap (lots of lather). 

 

But I must explain why we were living at Rushford. My grandparentsõ  oldest child was my mother, Francis 

(Ros) Rosalie (1884-1943). Through business connections with the Woodwards of Bridgend, she met my 

father, Leonard Medlicott Woodward. They were married in June 1908, the month of roses, as the parish 

magazine certainly put it. He was, I think, only a few months older than my mother, but contracted diabetes 

in the days before insulin and died in 1913. My brother John Noel Leonard was born in 1909, and I in 1911, 

so I have no memory of him whatsoever.  
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Leonard Medlicott Woodward 

A mixture of shyness and delicacy prevented me from asking my mother about Leonard11 (1884 - 1913), 

and the following is all I  know. They had first lived in Park Street, Bridgend, where my brother was born. 

They moved to 46 Forest Road, Moseley, where I was born on 18th July 1911. Soon after, they moved to 

Redding's Road, where my father died. My mother went to work with her parents at Rushford when I was 

just two. I discovered that the great WG Grace was born on my birthday and died on my mother's birthday, 

23rd October. 

All I possess of my father's, except for his genes, is a pair of golf cufflinks with an LMW monogram and 

the Bible he received from the English Congregational Sunday School in Bridgend on his marriage. It 

contains a concordance and glossary and has always been very useful.  

My aunts describe him as a good man. My mother was clearly in love with him and shattered by his early 

death. She told my wife that he was like me, active and going upstairs two at a time. I have a photograph 

of him at about three and another, presumably from the time of his marriage. Recently, an aunt unearthed 

a letter12 he'd written from Germany, where he went for a few months before his death to be treated for 

his diabetes.  

We English tend to swing between the two extremes of thinking we are a top nation and thinking that every 

other nation ôs weather, cooking, or whatever is better than ours. It  must have been thought that the 

Germans were ahead of us in the treatment of diabetes in 1913, but my father reports that it was the same 

as that he was given by the English doctors. 

He seems to have been successful in business, and although he was living in Birmingham working for the 

Dunn firm, I imagine he kept up the connection with his father's firm in Bridgend, as it was through 

business that the families must first have met. 

Frances Rosalie Woodward 

My mother, Frances Rosalie (nee Dunn) Woodward (1884-1943), was educated at Camp Hill Grammar 

School for Girls, one of the nine schools of the King Edward VI Foundation, and then situated at Stratford 

Place, Moseley. She was bright, particularly in mathematics, and won prizes. She was then sent to German 

Switzerland to be finished for a year or two. I don't think she was particularly happy, or that she stayed long 

enough to master languages.  

 

11 B: 3 Sept 1884 Bridgend D: 5 Jul 1913 Atch Lench Alcester/Evesham 

12 Letter on Central Hotel Berlin notepaper to H. Woodward & Co. dated 14th March 1913. 



Wyndham Woodward memoirs 

 

24 

Although I remember that when I started German at 9 or 10, she quoted the opening lines of the Lorelei 

accurately in German ñIch weiß nicht, was soll es bedeuten, Daß ich so traurig binó (I do not know what it might bode. 

That I should be so sad).  

She helped my grandfather with the business on Worcester Street after he returned home. It  was like the 

Bridgend firm, wholesale toys, stationery, haberdashery, and whatever else. I think she went with my father 

to the Leipzig toy fair, a great annual event, after their marriage.  

After his death, she sold the house on Redding's Road and moved with my brother and me to Rushford. 

She commuted with my grandfather back to the job she had held before her marriage, as a secretary at the 

firm. Jack Barclay drove them both to the station in the trap, with Lady Grey between the shafts. This is a 

photo of me with Noel, our mother and Auntie Amelia Dunn. 

 

I think that the customs of the time would normally have led my mother to the quiet life of a widow living 

on a small income left by her husband and spending all her time with the two young children. But she 

dropped it to go to work to the benefit of our education, and I have always appreciated her self-sacrifice. 

Earliest memories 

It  meant that my earliest memory of my mother was a beloved but rarely seen figure. Our days were spent 

with Grannie Dunn (1881 photo below).  
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She was helped by Auntie Hilda Dunn, Florrie Salisbury, affectionately known as Toie, the maid of all work, 

our housemaid, Katie Susan, and Jack Barclay, the gardener, later succeeded by Ernest Porter.  

One of the earliest songs we sang was ñK-k-k- Katie the girl that I adore when the moon shines on the c-c-c-cowshed 

I'll be waiting at the ki-k-kitchen dooró and, of course, the 1914 First World War songs. 

I suppose my very first memory that can be dated is 7th December 1913, for then I came down to breakfast 

in the farmhouse kitchen to see Noel standing on a chair proclaiming he was 4 years old. I can also visualise 

him in that same kitchen, being carried on the shoulders of the strapping, great German, a friend of my 

mother's brother, Uncle Stan, brought back from a stay in Germany. Am I merely visualising what I was 

told later, or can I be sure? That must have occurred before the 1914 war. 

The other fixed date is during the war that started in August 1914. I recall it had been going on for some 

time. Noel and I were halfway to the garden when Grannie stopped us to say Kitchener had been drowned.  

Life at Rushford. 

The large walled garden was a delight to us. I remember the long gate on which we could swing, the gravel 

path to the front door circling round a weeping ash tree under which we could hide from visitors. The 

standard roses, loganberries, and the peach tree against the wall.  

In one corner was a low building which contained a three-seater lavatory used exclusively, I think, by my 

brother and me, a great delight, which emptied ingeniously into the farmyard muck below.  

Beyond the garden was a field in which there was a tennis court, though there was a small one on the front 

lawn between the house and the lilac trees, around which swung a hammock. We spent more time amongst 

the farm buildings, the stables, the saddling room, the farmyard, the enormous barn where the trap was 

kept, and the lane leading down to the brook and along the meadow. Opposite the house was an orchard 

and some climbable Elm trees. 
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One of the outhouses was called a cartwheel by the farm workers. It  was some years before I interpreted 

this as a house or shed for a cart. 

The Bomfords.  

Rushford Farm back lane 

Rushford Farm front  
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It  must have been about 1914 that we started walking up to Bevington Hall to have lessons with Dick 

Bomford from Miss Perkins. I was proud that at the age of three I knew my three times table and could tie 

my own bootlaces. The only other memories of Bevington are of water wagtails on the lawn; most people 

called them pied wagtails, and the sand table depicting the map of Palestine in the schoolroom.  

Of Mrs Bomford, I remember nothing, but her husband, Uncle Ray, intrigued me. We sat behind him at 

Dunnington Chapel, and the crease at the back of his neck convinced me that his head had come off and 

been sewn back on again. Their older sons, Norman and Douglas, were already grown up. Somehow, they 

were distant figures occasionally seen on horseback, but Dick was only a little older than us. He was rather 

fat. I'm afraid I laughed when he fell in the brook at Rushford, but I wept standing in the whole foot of 

water when I fell in myself. The anxious Noel fetched even more frightened women from the house to 

rescue us. 

Other Bomfords lived around. The nearest was Miss Mary at the Pitchill Farm, just a few 100 yards away. 

There, the family had an engineering workshop to mend their ploughs and ploughing engines.  

We loved watching the blacksmiths at work and, during threshing time, with the cruelty of youth, beat mice 

to death as they ran from the diminishing ricks. One had its revenge by getting up the sleeve of my jacket 

and frightening me to death. I can still smell the odour of strained potatoes, which must have been prepared 

for animal fodder. 

Other Bomfords lived at Salford Lodge and Harvington Lodge, also on the Evesham Road. I think the 

Bomfords owned the land up to No Man's Bush on the outskirts of Atch Lench at the top of the wood. 

This was the local landmark, consisting of a tall tree and a short one that looked like the small letter ñhó. 

I was told the Pitchill was so named because Cromwell pitched his camp there before the battle of Evesham. 

As this took place some 350 years before his birth, I preferred to think it was the battle of Worcester, some 

15 miles to the West. 

The lane leading up to the wood and hill was Can Lane, presumably a corruption of Camp Lane. It  was our 

route for the annual primrose picking. 

The Bomfords were experimental farmers, though their ploughing method was not unusual. We particularly 

enjoyed watching the two ploughing engines at each end of a field, which pulled the plough ñto and froó 

on a cable. There were signs in some of the fields of an attempt to attract rain by means of posts and wires, 

presumably electrified, which had proved a failure. At the end of the War, the half-funnels of two redundant 

ships appeared in the farmyard at Rushford; this was the first form of silage. 

They also had land in Hampshire, and the engineering firm of Bomford and Evershed was presumably 

partially owned by their family. Dick, however, after Bromsgrove School, went to Wadham College, Oxford 
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and became a physician at The London Hospital13. I never met Dick again, but by coincidence, it was to 

him that our family doctor sent my wife on one occasion at The London Hospital. He also did a spell as 

Radio Doctor.  

There were two fixed weekly events: the Baptist Chapel, to which we drove in the trap, but from which we 

walked home with Katie before the sermon.  

Next door to the Baptist Chapel was a Hall in which I vaguely remembered two events: one was a lantern 

slide lecture by my grandfather on Russia, which he presumably visited before the war for business reasons. 

The only tangible souvenir of Russia was a wooden napkin ring with a picture of houses and a sledge, which 

was still in use.  

The second event was my first appearance on stage, when I had recited: ñI was sitting on the doorstep eating 

bread and jam.ó I collapsed in tears and was withdrawn. 

A walk of a mile and a half or so was nothing in those days, though it is a fearful distance for the modern 

car-borne generation to contemplate. The second walk, barely half a mile each way, took us just beyond the 

Cross to a wooden lean-to shop where we spent our weekly pocket money.  

The penny (old style) bought a lovely bar of cream chocolate or four Farthing Buns. The penny, by the 

way, also bought a beautiful red stamp for letters, or a green half penny was sufficient for a postcard, which 

arrived the next day. In the 70ôs, it cost 40 times as much for a postcard to reach its destination by first-

class post the next day. 9p is worth, in monetary terms, 43.2 old half-pennies. In 1981 it was 14p, in 1984 

17p. 

This was still the horse age, but the internal combustion engine was just beginning to make itself felt or felt 

literally. We had tricycles, and Noel ventured into the road outside the Rushford and encountered a 

motorbike, but he got nothing worse than bloody knees. 

The first car I can remember was a T-model Ford with a single forward and a single reverse gear. This 

belonged to the Flemings, friends of Auntie Hilda. I puzzled for some time as to how it had made the 

journey from Sweden. It  later transpired that it had only come from Swindon, in whose soccer team Harold 

Fleming was one of the most famous wings of the day. 

 

13 When the editor (DJR) was a junior medical officer at The London Hospital in 1976, I examined 

and admitted the retired Dr Richard Bomford under the care of my boss, Sir John Ellis. 
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Amelia Mary  Dunn14 and Hilda  Mary  Dunn 

During these first five years, Grannie and Auntie looked after us with the help of servants. My mother went 

to work in Birmingham with her father.  

My Grannie was born in 1860 in the Horse Fair in the centre of Birmingham. She could remember kinsmen 

picking blackberries in the fields where the Corporation Street was later cut through. Her father was on the 

City Council. I always understood from Grannie that he was Lord Mayor, but I could not find his name on 

the list, and Noelôs cousin Sidney said I got it wrong. Perhaps he was only an Alderman. Her brother, Uncle 

Arthur, later became an Alderman too.  

Arthur was the rich uncle whom we rarely saw. He lived with his Swiss wife, Aunt Marguerite, rather grandly 

in Edgbaston at 10 Ampton Road, just about next door to the house where I recently read that Lawn Tennis 

was invented. 

Their only son, Norman, was older than us, and clothes were passed on. He went to West House 

Preparatory School, then to Oundle and Oriel College, Oxford. Later, he tried for years to qualify as a 

doctor but was never successful. His mother found a Swiss wife for him, and he died rather young. It  was 

Aunt Marguerite who steamrolled my parents into naming my brother Noel because he was born in 

December, and she thought it was close enough to Christmas. Noel is now almost universally known as 

John. 

My grandmother had a sister called Clarie who lived in Cotton Lane, Moseley, with her accountant husband 

Will Evans. They had no children; we only saw them occasionally.  

We saw more of her half-sister Jessie, ñAuntie Jackó, whose husband, Uncle George, ran a fur business in 

Leeds but later moved to Edgbaston. Their son Sidney, an only child, went to King Edward's and then to 

 

14 Amelia Mary (1861-1937) was the wife of John Horatio Dunn. Their daughters were Frances 

Rosalie (1884-1943) and Hilda Mary (born 1887). Stanley Ellaway Dunn (1890-1938) was their 

only son. 

6 and 8 Valentine Road 



Wyndham Woodward memoirs 

 

31 

Queen's Oxford. He was twice married, as his first wife died, but they had no children. We still exchange 

Christmas cards; as of 1995, he is well into his 90s.  

In those days, it cost a whole shilling (5p) to make a long-distance telephone call at night. It  staggers me to 

find that Sidney telephoned his mother from London every night. What extravagance! What affection! 

Auntie Hilda never married, so she lived with her parents at Rushford. I rather think she had a sweetheart 

who was killed, presumably in the 1914 war. She was very kind and indeed a second mother to us. We were 

also very fond of Toie  

 

and later of her husband, Alan Bloxham, whom she married when he returned from the war in Salonika.  
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Alan was a local lad who lived at the Lodge on the way to Pitchill, some 200 yards from Rushford and from 

the cottage where Toieôs parents lived opposite. Alan worked in the engine shop at Pitchill and sometimes 

in the fields too, for I have a vague memory of the walk back from Pitchill across the fields towards 

Bevington with Toie carrying lunch to workers in the fields. There, probably at harvest, we chased mice 

occasionally with success, and rabbits never, as they escaped us from the dwindling centre of the cornfield. 

We were very conscious of the war, but it hardly affected us. Noel and I used to walk around the farm at 

Rushford pretending that the stinging nettle was Little Willy, the tall son of Kaiser Bill. But when German 

prisoners of war arrived at Pitchill to help with the farm, we made friends with them and laid no blame on 

them. It  must have been towards the end of the war, when I was 6 or 7, and could read, that I decided we 

would win by gradually taking all Germanss prisoner. I used to scan the Birmingham Post every day to tot 

up the score.  

In 1916, my mother bought a semi-detached house at number 6 Valentine Road, 

Kings Heath, in Birmingham, just around the corner from 29 Ashfield Avenue, where my friends' parents 

had lived, and they rented it out when they moved to Rushford.  

I think her motive was to be near a suitable school for Noel and me. So, at five, I went to a private school, 

then on the corner of School Road and Oxford Road in Moseley, about a 10-minute walk away. It  was soon 
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to be moved to Green Hill Road, about the same distance. It  was run by Mr and Mrs Niblett and called 

Moseley Modern School.  

We were proud of our green caps with the letters MMS, but National School children passing by used to 

jeer us as the Moseley Muck Sweepers.  

I think I learned quite a lot there and was usually happy. The art was uninspiring. I can remember nothing 

about it except having to pick a laurel leaf on the way and then draw it. I was incompetent and bored. In 

break time, we played in the garden. I suppose there were about 30 or 40 of us, girls and boys. I once got 

into a fight and was winded by a punch in the solar plexus, but usually it was the most peaceful games, like 

gathering nuts in May.  

One day, I wept in class, I think only because I could not do some work and was sent out of the room till 

I stopped crying. A few minutes later, a boy came into the hall to summon me back, but I hadn't managed 

to stop my tears. I replied. Mr Niblett came out in a fury and rebuked me for disobedience. I never forgot 

that injustice.  

But usually, he was kind and apparently thought enough of my work to come round and ask my mother to 

keep me on and let me try for a scholarship to King Edwardôs at 11. I remember being rather embarrassed 

by the presence of Bonnie, my mother's Pomeranian, complete with illicit puppies in a basket.  

She refused, having decided that we fourth-class boys with a working mother should go to boarding school. 

I left at Easter 1920 and followed Noel to West House, St James's Road, Edgbaston, the leading prep school 

in Birmingham, and no doubt recommended by great uncle Arthur, whose son Norman had been there. 

Odd memories of Rushford 

I have a few more fleeting, disconnected memories of Rushford that may be of some interest. It  was a 

square house planned, something like this. 
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The bathroom was a bit of a laugh as there was no bath in it! It  was just a lavatory and a big space. We, 

children, used the bathtub at the front of the kitchen fire. I remember one expedition to Evesham. Were 

the six miles still done in the trap? We saw our first film, Charlie Chaplin, and another trip to Stratford to 

see a play. Was it Twelfth Night? This was in the old theatre before it was burnt down in 1917.  

Which reminds me that our first experience of modern architecture, and probably many people in the 

Midlands, was the new theatre. For us, it was in the early 30s, a plain factory-like monstrosity compared 

with the Victorian Edwardian fussiness that we were used to.  

Other delights included walks across the meadows from Salford Priors church to the lovely weir and 

footbridge on the Avon and up to the bank to tea at Cleeve Prior for boiled egg and honey in a cottage 

belonging to Mrs Goole.  

We went to tea with two old ladies who lived near Wixford Station by the bridge carrying Icknield Street. I 

think they were Bomfords, and they were the last people I knew who wore the old bonnet and ribbons. 

Wixford was the second station from Salford Priors, Brom Junction being in between and on the way to 

Alcester and Birmingham.  
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Brom Junction, we only went once, when there was a tree across the road at Park Hall, and Jack Barclay 

had to turn and hurry my Grandfather to Dunnington to catch his train there.  

There was a jingle attributed, of course, to Shakespeare, which mentioned Wixford  ñand the drunken Brown 

and papist Wixford.ó  

Grannie and Auntie Hilda returned to Birmingham in 1921. She gave Lady Grey to Ernest and was furious 

when he sold her, as she was to enjoy her retirement. 

We still went to Salford Prior, staying with Toie and Alan in their brick-built, modern cottage. There was 

no bathroom, and the lavatory was at the bottom of the garden. It  was here that we learned the skill of 

listening to the wireless by adjusting the catôs whisker on the crystal. 

1920 West House School 

It  must have been a great sacrifice for my mother to pay the fees for full-boarders. I think she need not 

have worked if she had sent us as day boys.  

I appeared as Woodward WS minor 8.9. It  was only later that it was discovered I was really Woodward SW. 

I was in Form 5b under the Reverend A. L. Lloyd and started Latin and French.  

I had a meteoric career, won first prizes in five successive terms: 5b, 5a, 4b, 4a, and 3. I was only second in 

2, by which time I was working with much older boys.  

Modesty prevents me from going into too much detail. My hoarding instinct makes it unnecessary, as I 

have preserved the W. H. S. prospectus and the memorial pamphlet to the founding headmaster, A. P. C. 

Field, and all my reports. 

It  was an excellent school; its headmaster was C. P. Aubrey, but halfway through my five years, Dudley 

Field, the founder's son, returned from the Navy and became the joint head. He inherited his father's 

Christian motivation, and the school's tone was excellent. So were most of the masters.  

Perhaps most admirable was H. L. Nichols, who taught history and was an excellent games coach. We 

admired the three Cs of his Corpus Christi College, Cambridge, blazer. 

The house master of Woodbourne was H. A. Morris, who taught geography and was strict but fair. My best 

subjects were maths (except geometry and trigonometry, taught by Miss Henderson), and Latin and Greek. 

The last time I took it up was late, after some time learning German, as it was decided I should try for a 

classical scholarship. German was taught by Mr B. A. Stone, inevitably nicknamed Stein. We sang ñRöseleinó, 

one of the world's simplest and greatest poems, until a master next door banged on the wall. 

During my last two years, we were taught classics by a new young master, Roland Launcelot. He took an 

interest in me, and I owed him a great deal. Unfortunately, I was never to see him again after I left.  

He once called on me in Cambridge but found me out. He was then at Ely Theological College. Many years 

later, he wrote to me for advice that I, as a headmaster, could offer. But one of the minor tragedies in life 
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is that I did not fully appreciate that we should show our thanks to those who helped us in our youth, and 

often have no opportunity to do so in later years. 

I had a rival in Ia, Anthony Seymour Jones, son of a Birmingham ENT surgeon. I was second in my last 

term, but I happened to beat him and so spent it as Head Boy. Seymour Jones won a scholarship to 

Shrewsbury. I only saw him once again when we were both parents of girls at Saint Mary's School, Calne. 

He was some sort of specialist nearby. Specialists are now called consultants. 

The grounds of Woodbourne, the boarding house, adjoined the school. We had breakfast and supper there, 

but lunch was in the main school dining room with some of the day boys. The food wasn't good, though I 

don't think it was any worse than most schools in those days. 

I think it was then that Marmite first came to market. I remember being given some to spread on the biscuit, 

but with a rusty penknife, I could not bring myself to eat it for decades. Now I enjoy it and no doubt profit 

from the vitamin B. 

I remember we kept small bottles of Worcestershire sauce in our pockets to pour surreptitiously onto the 

meat, much as our medieval forebears used spices to mask the taste of rancid meat.  

Building extensions were added during my time, but we tended to be cold in winter, huddled miserably 

against ineffectual radiators. The games were good. As youngsters, we played on a small field adjoining the 

school. In my first term in 1920, my top score in cricket was 23. I can still hear the crash as I pulled a 

straight ball to the boundary fence.  

We played against other schools: Packwood Haugh, then in the Warwickshire countryside but now in 

Shropshire, Lickey, Handsworth Wood, and the RC Oratory, then in Edgbaston. It  was a great day when 

Noel, who is left-handed natural off break, bowled out the Duke of Norfolk. 

I got into the First Eleven and eventually won a cricket bag for being at the top of the averages. I also got 

onto the soccer eleven, but I was not a very effective forward.  

Hockey was my best game. It  was most unusual for a boys ôprep school to play this game at all.  
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We had to suffer the indignity of playing against Edgbaston High School for Girls and the Church High 

School for Girls. They were much older and taller than we were. We were too gallant to extract the ball 

from between their skirts, nor were we allowed to hook their sticks as was allowed in men's hockey. 

Our standard must have been fairly high. One of the boys who left just before my time, HCA Tom Gaunt, 

went on to get his half-blue at Cambridge, and Bobby Whitlock, a contemporary of mine, was the regular 

England centre forward before the Second World War, in which he was killed. Tom Gaunt, I met several 

times as Headmaster of Malvern and a Canon at Winchester. 

GA Strasser played amateur soccer for England. Archie Warr played rugger, I think for England, and 

became a master at Harrow. Another contemporary was Joe Leslie Blackham, who wrote to me when he 

was a retired Admiral. He had read a short article I wrote in the WHS magazine.  
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A hero to us boys, ET Hewetson, who played cricket for Warwick and was considered the fastest bowler 

in England. I met him once, years later, when we were both parents of boys at Packwood School. 

The school was also strong in shooting and regularly ranked high in international point-22 competitions. 

Noel was an excellent shot, but I never graduated beyond the 10-yard air gun range. I enjoyed this, though 

I had a moment of anxiety when I accidentally fired a shot while Mr Dixon was changing the targets. The 

pellet hit the fat clergyman in the calf, and he jumped. I'm glad to say that there was no audible oath, and 

he wasn't very angry. 

After the first year or two, we drove in horse-drawn cabs to Richmond Hill in Chad Valley, about one and 

a half miles away, to a splendid field. When proficient, we were allowed to cycle. All the main games and 

sports were held there. In the latter, I tended to come second or third and won quite a lot of silver and 

bronze medals; the long-distance half-mile was my best. 

At school, we played a marvellous game of hockey on the hard playground and also had gym lessons. The 

master for this, Mr Lansdowne, was elderly; indeed, he had taught my mother dancing in his day. We 

performed on parallel bars, but his forte was on the high horizontal bar. I was very small, and the bar was 

higher above my head, out of my reach, however hard I jumped. Mr Lansdowne put his hand on the nape 

of my neck, and I sailed easily up. I've never discovered the explanation for this seeming break in the laws 

of gravity. 

I have many other memories of a happy five years at West House School. The Sunday afternoon walks 

were rather limited. We usually chose one of only three possibilities, Edgbaston Park, privately owned, I 

believe, by a knighted Smith, who made bedsteads, with the circumambulation of his lakes. The Botanical 

Gardens, with its small collection of animals, were quite near. The reptile house particularly fascinated us. 

We used to love watching the crocodiles, or were they alligators, as a succession of skins rolled back to 

reveal their eyes. The Art Gallery was the third choice. I particularly remember Epstein's Einstein and the 

Pre-Raphaelite pictures of Birmingham's own Burne-Jones. 
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Other joys were walks to the Warwickshire County cricket ground, where international hockey matches 

were played in the winter on the superb turf. C. L. Spackman, the Englishman back in his immaculate kid 

gloves, was my particular hero. In the hot summer of 1921, I saw Warwick play Armstrongõs all-conquering 

Australians there. Most spectacular was CE Pellewõs fielding as he cut off many a boundary opposite our 

stand. 

My Warwickshire hero was fourth in the batting order of Calthorpe, Bates, Charlesworth, and Quaife. The 

Honourable Fitzroy Somerset Gough Calthorpe gave his name to 4 roads in Edgbaston, and it was 

appropriate in those days that the county should be captained by an aristocrat, an amateur, of course, who 

came out of a different gate from his opening partner, the immaculate Bates, son of the groundsman, and 

of course a professional. But little W G (Billy) Quaife was a joy to watch, though he had to score most of 

his runs behind the wicket. I think that if I looked up Wisden, I should find that he made 30 against the 

Australians and was caught behind on the last ball before lunch. I think he was at the top of the average in 

1901. 

On one memorable occasion, Dudley Field lent us two membership tickets, and we were allowed to go 

down on our own.  We called in at his Edgbaston house on the way. I think this was the first occasion that 

I donned headphones to listen to the wireless. 

We walked regularly in the summer terms through some rather shabby streets to the Bristol Road and the 

Kent Street baths. The instructor walked across a plank, holding a belt looped around our tummies as he 

surreptitiously lowered his hand; we found ourselves swimming unaided. 

On Sunday mornings, we walked across the road to Saint Jamesõ Church, which was high and boring, 

though I suppose the glorious prose of the Anglican liturgy sank into my subconscious unforgettably. Noel 

had a good ploy; he fainted at the smell of incense and missed the sermon. But on Sunday evenings, we 

were allowed to sit in the drawing room at Woodbourne and were read to or laughed our way through the 

bound volumes of Punch. 

About 1988, some old boys started a Society, and my name was given, I think, through Dudley Fieldõs sister, 

and I joined. I wrote a piece for the magazine about the school from 1920 to 1925, and later attended the 

school's 90th anniversary and the rededication of the war Memorial. 

Mr A. P. C. Field had been a boy, or had some connection with Oakham School. Mr Hodge, the headmaster, 

had turned this local grammar school into a public school, just as Thring had done with Uppingham a few 

years earlier, a few miles away. His son, H S Vere Hodge, was a housemaster at Tonbridge, and to his house 

went a succession of West House boys at that time. They included HCA Gaunt, two Hudsons, two 

Boswells, JM Wright, and Michael Field, Dudleyõs young brother. I followed two years later in 1925. I 

treasured, and have preserved, my first telegram from Mr Brooke, the secretary to the head of Tonbridge, 

òSecond Judde scholarship £100 congratulations Brookeó. 

My mother had taken me down there for the exam, and in spite of nights disturbed by traffic in the front 

room of the Tonbridge Rose & Crown Hotel, I had done well enough to come second to JGW Davies. 
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£100 was then enough to go a long way to provide even the boarding fees. I returned to West House School 

for my last fortnight, wearing my first pair of long trousers. 

Dudley Field gave me a final òpi-jawó - to use the early 20th century term, in which he told me that I had 

too keen a sense of justice. I was not aware of this, and wondered what I was supposed to do about it! 

Several school lists, most term reports and the West House Chronicle, started whilst I was there, have been 

preserved for anyone interested. 

1916-1925 years before Tonbridge 

Before I write about Tonbridge, let me mention a few events over the last nine years that were unconnected 

with school. 

Number 6 Valentine Road was an ordinary òsemió; the only distinguishing feature of its garden was a 

splendid Greengage tree. We had a succession of housekeepers to look after us during the day, as my 

mother commuted for two and a half pennies (1p) each way by tram to her father's business in Worcester 

Street.  

The only housekeeper I can remember was a rather splendid one, who we had to call òAuntie Mary Biddleó. 

I can remember discussing the world situation with her at the age of about seven. She thought that if the 

nations got together and worked out how much of each commodity the world needed and who was to 

provide what, future wars would be avoided. How right she was!  

A great event was Scarlet Fever, which Noel and I both caught. It  was a very serious affair in those days 

and took several weeks to recover. Only Grannie was allowed in through the heavily curtained door of our 

bedroom. We had to talk to Mother through the window. The worst thing was that our toys and books had 

to be burnt afterwards. 

In 1917, our grandfather died, and we were certainly not at Rushford then. He was kind, though occasionally 

fierce, as I am to my grandchildren, but his life as a commuter had meant that we saw very little of him. 

In 1918, we were given the day off school on 11th November. I remember milling about in the crowds in 

Victoria Square in the heart of Birmingham to celebrate the Armistice. In the same square, we bought our 

first War Savings Certificates (15 shillings and 6p, which equals 77 1/2p), rising to a pound in five years. If  

I remember correctly, we had to climb onto an army tank to do so.  

The other summer holiday visit was to Llandudno or Colwyn Bay next door. My mother and father had 

spent their honeymoon in 1908 at Ilfracombe, but she never took us there for obvious reasons.  

But we still enjoyed Rushford. One of those soft bricks of the house, built, I suppose, about 1800, had 

worn away. It  was about a foot above ground level. Noel and I were convinced that the house would tip 

over. So we got some putty and inserted an incomplete yellow-white brick. It  stayed for years. Above it was 

one of the kitchen windows which looked out on the yard. Here, swedes were left for the animals, which 
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we pinched for human consumption, and an occasional pig, which we killed and were introduced to 

chitterlings.  

About 1921, my grannie bought her first car, an American Overland, for the vast sum of £500. Auntie 

Hilda drove it. 

 

 

It  was like a superior Ford, and its inflated price settled down to about £250 after the war. After the Second 

World War, 1939 to 45, prices went up, then came down again. 

In 1921, after eight years of widowhood, my mother married Andrew Stewart (1862-1935), also widowed, 

at Kings Norton. He was a Stewart of Appin, but most of the family then lived in the Glasgow district. The 

Stewarts were said to have been the stewards of the Royal Stuarts. He ran the office of the Aberdeen 




























































































