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~ The Changing Face of Broadway ~
For well over 500 years there have been dwelling houses and farms on
the road in Woodbury known as Broadway. It is possible to trace the
building of new cottages and the reasons for the destruction of others by
the use of deeds, rental, surveys and maps. Comparison of the tithe map
of 1839 with the 1906 map and the present day ordinance survey map
show how the buildings have changed from being farms, cottages and
shops to residential dwellings, the only exception being the Post Office.
From the arch going north on the northern side of Broadway the first
building recorded was a farmhouse called Hammetts. The occupant in
the 1630s was a butcher/farmer who ran his business from the farm and
held fields scattered around the village – these were used to graze cattle
to be fattened for slaughter. By 1839 it had ceased to be a farmhouse
and was divided into tenements rented by four families. One of these
was occupied by Edwin Ekers, a carpenter by trade, who was the first
postmaster for the parish. The name Hammetts was applied to a new
farmhouse which was built at the top of Globe Hill on the north-east
side of the Oakhayes crossroads. The old farmhouse was demolished at
the end of the 19th century and was replaced by Lawn Cottage and the
ironmongers shop and workshop.
Turning left onto
Broadway there
were a group of
dwellings in one
building, known as
English’s after one
of the lessees called
Mary English who
occupied the
cottage in 1729. In
1839 the occupant
was William
Pearce, and others
(unnamed). This

Broadway 1798
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building jutted out into the highway, and in 1855 a committee was
formed by the Exeter Turnpike Trust to examine the state of the drain
and the narrow road which was caused by this projecting cottage. A
month later a scheme was proposed and agreed by the Trust that two
sums, one of £40 and the other of £60 should be made available for a
scheme to deal with the problem. Two of the dwellings were leased by
James Brooks, a small farmer, and the third one was owned and
occupied by Joseph Hitchcock, a blacksmith; on the small plot beyond
this cottage was a linhay. Brooks agreed to sell his two cottages and pighouses (which were on the opposite side of the road) to the Turnpike
Trust for £50, and Hitchcock agreed the price of £40 for his cottage.
The road was widened and the land now abutting the highway was the
orchard, belonging to Sydney Cottage owned by Dr Brent. The OS map
of 1905 shows that no new buildings had been erected on the site.

Broadway 1839

The next house on the tithe map was shown as Sydney Cottage (now
known as Bixley Haven). The land of this freehold house, originally
known as part Rolstons, stretched up to and included Heatherdene (also
known as part Rolstons). In 1798 there were no buildings on this
stretch of land, but by 1830 the houses known as Southmeadow and
Rosemary Cottage and the Studio were being built on abutting land sold
by the owner of Woodbury House. In the middle of the 19th century Dr
Brent, who founded the Devon Artillery Volunteers, built Artillery
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Cottage, the Drill Hall, and Barrack Cottage on part of his land. The
Drill Hall later became a place of worship for the Plymouth Brethren,
but has now been demolished. The next old houses are Sunnyside and
Heatherdene with modern houses built to the east of them up to the
Fulford Way turning.
The houses between Heatherdene and Ailsa Cottage were demolished at
the turn of the century but the two end ones, one known as Ailsa
Cottage, have survived. These were known as Nicholas’s, after an 18th
century family of that name who were tenants for many year. There had
been cottages on the site since the 16th century, and parts of the
buildings may show evidence of the early occupation.. Beyond Town
Lane stands Knowle Cottage, which was built at the end of the 19th
century. The last building on the north side of the road is Ford Farm,
made up of the amalgamation of two farms Presford and Pedricks dating
from the 16th century. The farmhouse was rebuilt in the 1860s when
many of the large farm dwelling houses belonging to the Rolle Estate
were modernised. It is no longer a farm and the house and barns have
been converted into private living accommodation.
Crossing
over the road
to the
southern side
of Broadway
the 1906
map shows
that several
houses had
been
demolished
and new
ones erected
in the 20th
century. The
Broadway 1905
first
casualties were Splatts Cottage, east of the turning to Couchayes, which
had disappeared by 1905; on the west side of the lane was Searles
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Cottage which was still standing at this date, but was later demolished
Further along Broadway, where Copplestones Cottages now stand, was
a cluster of cottages and buildings which had been known as Adams
Tenement. Though originally one dwelling house with 17 acres of land,
leased by Thomas Adams in 1630, by 1729 it had been divided into
three estates, two with land only, and the third with the house and
buildings. In 1729 John Copplestone ran a tannery and the yard was a
tanyard – the stream at this time ran down the Broadway in front of his
tannery. It is not known for how many years the tannery operated,
though it was tenanted by Thomas Weeks, a tanner, in 1767 and he was
still the occupant in 1796.
The next old cottage that has survived is Escotts. There was a cottage
on this site in 1523, and it can be traced right up to the present date.
The maps show a strange assortment of buildings, many of which have
now disappeared, and additions made to the cottage. There was a bible
reading room in a building behind the cottage in the 19th century. The
area between Escotts and Ballymans is very confusing and has had
many changes for a variety of reasons.
Standing next to Escotts was a group of buildings with two linhays and
a cottage divided into two dwellings. When the widening scheme had
been put into effect in 1855 the Turnpike Trust decided that additional
land was required to complete the scheme to widen the road. Six
months later Henry Pearce sold the two cottages and the linhay to the
Trust for £32. The smithy was also due to be demolished and was
considered to be a very ugly building. Joseph Hitchcock, the
blacksmith, came to an arrangement that he would sell the smithy if he
were allowed to put up another one on the same site. This was agreed,
and this is the smithy still standing on Broadway.
The area was still to have another major change. Between the smithy
and Ballymans cottage was a freehold house, with garden and orchard,
owned by James Snell, a cabinet maker. Whether the house was
dilapidated is not known, but it was decided that it should be
demolished, and in its place was erected the purpose-built post office
that now stands on Broadway. Edward Ekers was the first postmaster of
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Woodbury at old Hammetts Farmhouse, combining it with his
occupation as a carpenter. As the postal service increased another post
office was set up in the building premises of William Phillips, the
builder, in Church Street. Since James Snell’s cottage was freehold, the
owners might have negotiated a price with the Postal Service to build
the post office on his old premises. The house was recorded in 1731 as
being sold by the daughters of Edward Holwell of Spratshayes in
Littleham in order to clear debts. The house was known as Sydenhams.
The premises appear to have been quite large as in 1859 it consisted of a
house and orchard and two tenements. Not only was the post office
built on the site but also the cottages called Sidamoms (a misspelling of
the original name).
The Ballymans complex, consisting of the thatched Ballymans Cottage,
Holmdale, Barn Cottage, Costello, and St Aubyns, has been altered and
added to over the years. The whole estate was freehold, and so records
are hard to find. Ballymans cottage started life as a brew house in the
Tudor period, Thomas Ballemont being given a licence to brew beer in
1604. The original brewhouse stretched across the present lane but was
taken down in the early 1800s by Richard Kenwood, the cooper who
lived there.
The last house on Broadway is Broadway House, a freehold house that
was probably built in the second half of the 18th century – it is shown in
a map of 1798. This property is little changed apart from an additional
room at the back of the property. After WWI when the Parish had
agreed to fund and build a memorial to the fallen from Woodbury, Mrs
Martin, the owner of Broadway House gave a piece of her land,
belonging to the house, for the Memorial to be erected and enclosed
with granite posts and chains. When the Memorial was removed to the
Village Green, the land on which it stood was retained by the Parish and
used to widen the road.
Gillian Selley

DON’T FORGET, WE NEED MORE STORIES FOR
THE NEXT EDITION. PLEASE START WRITING
YOURS NOW!
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~To school at Exmouth, and the Secondary adventures ~
I started Exmouth girls School in 1966 when I was 11 years and nine
months old. It was a lot bigger than Woodbury Church of England
primary school, which held about 67 pupils. I guess Exmouth had 500
girls. We only had one year in a single sex school. In year two we were
joined with the Secondary Modern boys school and the Grammar school
to be known as the Community College. We then had to go between all
three sets of original buildings.
The girl's school had a square of classrooms surrounding a quad with a
fish pond. One of our first lessons was needlework with Miss Floyd.
She had a picture of a lovely lady with one breast showing. What a
scandal! For a genteel village girl we all got the giggles! Mrs Floyd was
a lovely teacher, and we had to make our apron for domestic science,
(cooking). I chose dark green and red and was called a 'Holly Tree'. Our
other needlework teacher was called Miss Boyd. She was large and
noisy, and she would expect you to pick up five pins at the end of the
afternoon's lesson before we could leave to go home. We all caught the
normal Devon general service bus which ran hourly. You had to be on
time to catch it, or wait an hour, and although my parents told me not to,
I would walk out of Exmouth towards Pink House corner and catch the
next hour bus. Quite a walk if it was wet.
My best friend was Rosemary Miles who lived at Phoenix Motors at the
top end of the Green where the new houses are now. The best day of the
week was Thursday's when Rosemary and I would go for a swim at the
open air pool on Exmouth seafront, where the 'Ocean' is now. It was
unheated seawater and great fun. Rosemary and I had already pooled
our pocket money to buy a foot long Sputnik (the space race was on
then). It was a long current bun with sweet cream, and we ate half each.
The television was good on Thursdays as it was the night for Top of the
Pops, and then The Man from Uncle with Napoleon Solo and Eli Clery
Arkin – real heartthrobs for teenage girls!
My first school lunch was in the hall. At home we only had the savory
course, as my father had only half an hour for dinner, and the sweet at
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tea time. Our lunch was roast pork followed by lemon meringue pie. I
got upset because I thought I'd got the times wrong, and that it was
already time to go home. Fortunately our dinner monitors called Julia
and Jenny calmed my fears. I was also plagued by travel sickness
especially on wet days. I just wanted to go home, and when I was 13 do
my paper round, an evening one. The rounds were run by Addy Miller
who was blind, and lived opposite us on the corner of the green. She
knew all the money and was very kind. If we had any problems with
people not paying their bills, Mr Miller would collect it for us. My
round was the main village and down Globe Hill, and I got 15 shillings
for it, which I shared with my sister. At Christmas customers were
generous, as we shut gates and pushed the papers in on wet days.
We were warned not to talk to strangers, especially after Genette Tate
went missing. Apart from that I still have a burn made on my leg from a
cigarette end which went into my Wellington boot whilst riding down
Globe Hill, where my daughter, partner and grandson now live.
Sometimes Rosemary's dad Buster would collect her in a truck from the
garage. We would all fit in the cab with a bit of a squash, but if he came
in a Morgan only Rosemary would fit in. Luckily this was not the usual
mode of transport.
As time went on, those further from the Arch were provided with a
coach to school, and Rosemary had an unfortunate accident and banged
her head crossing the road, so she was on the coach before me. But all
of us got a space in the end. I actually missed the walk through
Exmouth town centre, and would sing in the hope that a talent scout
would hear me, and sign me up for Hollywood. Nothing wrong with
dreaming, but it never happened! I also thought the gates outside all
Saints Church were for me, as my name was Anna Summerfield. It was
a good secondary education, and I feel I gained a lot from being there. I
hope my grandson Bryn Davies who goes there in September 2017
excels. Education is what you make of it.
Anna Eyres
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~ Picture of Woodbury by L Bowden ~
I came out of my house one July morning to find an elderly couple
looking at Church Stile Cottages, comparing them to a picture they were
holding. They introduced themselves as Mr and Mrs Hudson from
Wiltshire, and they said they were looking for the thatched cottage
depicted in the picture. Mr Hudson said he bought it in Chelsea about 45
years ago, and it used to be framed; it has a clear signature ‘L Bowden’
in the bottom corner, and was titled ‘Woodbury near Exmouth’. After
some discussion he lent me the print on the promise that I would do
some research to try to identify the cottage, and write to him.
I enlisted the help of Gill Selley and Roger Stokes, and we set to work.
It soon became apparent from the internet that the artist, Laura Bowden,
was active in Devon and Cornwall probably in the period 1915 to 1930.
There is little more we can find out about her, except that she posed in
her early life for another artist, Lady Edna Clarke Hall, RA. Two of
Lady Hall’s paintings are ‘Denis and Laura Bowden’ in Falmouth Art
Gallery, painted in about 1915, (Laura appears to be a teenager) and
‘Laura Bowden in Cornwall’, rather later. Laura’s works include
paintings of Mousehole, St Ives, St Michael’s Mount, Clovelly, Dunster,
Exmouth and Porlock, and some can be seen on the internet. All the
pictures I have seen appear to be in a romanticised style and show
idyllic country scenes.
There were several of her pictures for sale on ebay, including one
entitled ‘Near Exmouth’ which Roger identified as in the village of
Littleham, and another was a print identical to the one lent to me, titled
‘Between Woodbury and Exmouth’.
The location of the picture was harder to determine. Most probably the
thatched cottage depicted was located in Broadway, in Woodbury, and
was known as Adams. It was split into three dwellings in the 1600s,
and part of it was a tannery run in the 17th and early 18th century by
Anthony Copplestone; the cottage was pulled down and replaced by the
house named Copplestones. Interestingly, Roger’s collection of photos
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does not contain any record of that part of the village, so we are grateful
to see this pictorial record, even though it may be a romanticised view.
I wrote to the Hudsons to tell them the results of our research, and they
telephoned me straight away to tell me how pleased they were to hear of
our findings. They had decided they did not want the picture returned to
them, and asked that we keep it in the archives for anyone to study in
the future.
David Bowers
Below - Extract from the Woodbury Salterton school diary 1866
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~ The life and times of a Woodbury farmers wife ~
I was born at Dunkeswell in 1940 into a farming family as the third
oldest of eight children, with ultimately five sisters and two brothers.
This was during WWII. The farm where I was born was commandeered
by the War Ministry shortly after, so that the runways of the small
aerodrome there could be extended, to take large American aircraft
which were going to help the war effort.
The family was relocated to a small village called Halse in Somerset,
where the family tradition of farming continued in the Vale of Taunton
Deane, on far better land than they had previously at Dunkeswell. The
farmhouse there was a large manor house, which was built in the 15th
century, and was originally a Nunnery. As time went on the Nunnery
ceased, and Manor Farm was born.
I was educated at Weirfield School for girls in Taunton, and at one stage
all six of us sisters were there at the same time. The school uniform was
brown, and this also formed our best clothes for social events. We were
always known as the girls in brown!
Like other farmers daughters, as we got older we had to help with early
morning chores on the farm before going to school. Helping milking the
cows, feeding the chickens and other odd jobs, so this engrained the
agricultural way of life into all of us. Although these jobs were hard
work, we didn't know any different, and it has done us no harm. We all
eventually joined the Wellington Young Farmers Club and took part in
their activities such as stock judging and showing farm livestock.
When I finished my school years I spent some time helping with young
pupils at an infant school, until I eventually decided that I wanted to
become a nurse, and started my training at the old Royal Devon and
Exeter hospital in Exeter in 1958, finally qualifying as an SRN. It was
during this period that my connection with Woodbury began, when I
met Roger, who happened to be a patient of mine for a period, and we
eventually became what is known as 'good friends'. As we both had
farming backgrounds this was not difficult, and I used to spend some of
my time off staying with Roger and his parents at Webbers Farm.
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In 1964 we were married at Halse church, and I relocated the rest of my
life to Woodbury. So far nearly 54 years of it!
Following the death of Rogers grandfather, we lived first at Sunnybank,
a family bungalow on the Arch, and then when Rogers parents got older
we swopped over with them and moved into Webbers farmhouse
ourselves, (this is now called Woodcote Court), where we stayed for
about 18 years. This was a bit of a culture shock to me, as it was a vast
house compared with Sunnybank. I now found myself in the centre of
all the daily farming operations, and something I had to get used to
fairly quickly. Dirty overalls needed washing almost daily if Roger had
been milking the cows or feeding the pigs, and I also had the job of
looking after the needs of our two children, Simon and Helen, who had
been born while we were at Sunnybank.
As income was sparse back then, a job was needed, and as I couldn't
pursue my nursing career during the day, I took night nursing jobs at
various care homes in Lympstone and Budleigh for several years, to
bring in a few pennies. As we had a large house I also decided to
venture in to doing some Bed and Breakfast, and this went well through
the 1970's, but was quite hard work to keep everything going.
Woodbury was a completely different place in the 1960's compared
with what it is today. As the farm had land bordering the Common,
young cattle and sheep had to be walked to the distant fields and back
again. Many a time I have assisted with this long trek, and the trials and
tribulations of taking animals along Town Lane. With one or two
members of the farm family in front to shut all the garden gates, and
two more behind to open them again, it was extremely difficult. When
we got to the top of Broadway it was slightly easier, but then we had to
be observant for cars. If there was a build up of cars, we would hold the
animals in the first lay by that we came to, and let the cars go past. The
number of cars then would only be two or three, but now in the present
age would probably be 50 or 60. The walking of animals on village
roads had to cease in the early 1980's purely because of the traffic
problem, and subsequently had to be transported in trailers.
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Fostering orphan lambs was also a regular winter time requirement of
mine, as we had several bad winters in the 60's and 70's. Lambs were
born outside then, and sometimes in the snow. If cold they needed
warming up, and the best way to do that was in the bottom oven of the
AGA, with the door a little open of course. When perked up, they then
had to be bottle fed many times a day, sometimes for weeks, until they
were old enough to be able to eat grass and hay. This might sound a bit
idyllic, but I can assure you that it is extremely hard work.
Whilst warming up the lambs, I could at the same time use the hot plate
of the AGA to make cream from some milk that had been brought up
from the farm dairy. Some of this was sold in the village, and what was
spare was consumed by the family.
During this early period I always seemed to get asked to help with
various coffee mornings, and as we had a large garden, many were held
at Webbers. I would provide a lamb in a pen, and also a fruit cake
which I had made, and those attending would be asked to guess the
weight of both, with a prize for the nearest guess.
In my early days, both Roger and I were members of the Tennis Club,
and used to help with their fund raising. For several years we held an
annual Barn Dance in the granary barn at Webbers, and this was very
successful and much enjoyed. Sadly this had to be discontinued due to
new fire regulations.
Myself and a few other ladies of similar age formed a group which was
called 'The Young Wives'. It was set up by people who all had young
families at the time, and it had 40 - 60 members. I was an original
committee member, and also did a stint as chairman for two years. This
was a successful village society for many years. We always enjoyed our
annual visit to the Topsham pantomime with our children.
I was also a member of the Colaton Raleigh Ploughing Association, and
although not ploughing, my main job was the decorating of the various
venues for their annual ball, which for many years was held at the
Manor Pavillion Theatre at Sidmouth. This required visiting the Marine
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Camp at Lympstone, who allowed me to borrow a lot of their camoflage
netting which made excellent decoration when hung from the walls and
illuminated, along with associated greenery.
As our farm belonged to the Rolle Estate, (now the Clinton Devon
Estate), in 1983 they decided that they wanted to sell the farmstead to
developers, and move us up to Castle Lane. The farmstead had become
unsuitable for modern day farming, so we had to move a few hundred
yards up the road to what would be our new home. We moved in 1984,
along with the cows and the sheep, to start all over again. After a while
caravans were introduced into the farming programme, and Webbers
Farm Caravan Park was set up, then on a very small scale. I helped
Roger run and build this up for 20 years, taking part in the cleaning of
shower blocks, reception duties, and running a craft shop. I used to keep
two or three goats, which I had to milk daily, and children from the park
would come and watch, and try their hand at milking. The milk was sold
mainly within the village, and people would have regular orders and
come and collect it, along with eggs from my free range hens.
I took an interest in the breeding and showing of dogs, and decided on
Miniature Smooth Haired Dachshunds. Some have done well at Crufts
over the years, and I have made up one champion. I have been a
member of the West of England Dachshund Association since 1987, and
at one time was Vice Chairman. I became a Dachshund judge for a
number of years, but eventually had to give this up due to pressure of
work at home with the caravan park. During the same period I was also
a committee member of the Exeter and County Canine Society.
After Rogers father died 1996, I was 'recycled' back again to
Sunnybank, along with Roger, so I have now lived here twice, which is
a little unusual, but I am currently 'still ticking', despite getting older!
I have always said that when you see an old person walking down the
street, you are inclined to think that they are just an old person and have
never done anything. This of course is not true, and everyone has a story
to tell, so why don't you write yours, as it would probably be quite
interesting!
Vera Stokes
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~ Digitisation Project ~
How long is it since you’ve had a look at our website? The address is
http://www.woodburyhistorysociety.co.uk. You will find there a range
of digitised collections covering the history of Woodbury Parish and the
surrounding area. We are adding new material to the website on almost
a weekly basis, so please add the web address to your favourites and
check back frequently.
Whilst you can now find all manner of interesting material on the site,
including old postcards, maps, oral and video histories, a photographic
view of a fascinating fossil collection, this article restricts itself to our
on-going digitisation program covering many of the Parish’s books and
Ledgers.
Work on the conversion began in November 2016, with the test
scanning of one of the more difficult books, the Accounts of the
Overseers of the Poor in Woodbury 1808-1832. This particular book
was chosen as our starting point because of its already fragile condition,
having a broken spine and bindings, many detached pages and clearly
having been a meal for various bugs and rodents over its 200+ year life.
In any archival scanning project a decision needs to be made as to what
standards all image creation must conform to. This decision covers such
things as image format (tiff, jpeg, pdf etc) image resolution (200dpi,
300dpi etc). The real aim here is to create the best quality we can and to
make sure that all images can still be displayed by computers anywhere
in the world. So, at the outset of this project it was decided that the
scanning should conform to standards recommended by some of the
best known libraries, museums and archives in the world – after all we
don’t want to have to do it all again in 10 years time!
As of November 2017, we have scanned over 4,000 pages and these are
all freely available on our website in high quality 24bit colour. Whilst
most of our books are entirely hand-written, one book on our website –
Parish Council AGM Minutes contains searchable text from 1974
onwards. This was the year that the Minutes were first produced on a
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typewriter and in later years on a desktop computer. As an example, try
searching for the word “speeding”. You’ll find there are 9 hits
covering the years 2011-2014 alone!
In Brief….
10 books and ledgers scanned so far.
A total of 4,225 pages.
Largest book contains 970 pages.
We are adding more material to this electronic archive on an ongoing
basis as and when funds allow, so remember to check back regularly.
Steve Williams

The latest ledger shown on the scanner’s
“V” shaped cradle.
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~ An extraordin’hairy’ Woodbury story! ~
or - How I was re-united with my pony-tail after nearly 60 years.
My parents came to Woodbury from West Hartlepool in 1947. My father
suffered from chronic asthma and bronchitis and needed to get away from
the smog by moving to a healthier climate. During a holiday in Exmouth
my mother discovered a small ad in the local newspaper advertising the
lease of a grocer’s shop in Woodbury. There was a cottage to go with it.
So they upped and left the dark and dismal north and took over the
Woodbury shop including Marmeduke, the mouser. This was the
beginning of Walton’s Stores. I was three years old at the time and my
father told me we were moving to Snow-White’s cottage.
The shop was very busy in those days, the only other grocer’s shops being
at the Post Office at the bottom of the village, and also Mr. Stamp’s shop,
just opposite our house. These provided our main competition at the time,
as supermarkets had not as yet been invented.
Unfortunately my father’s health did not improve and he died in December
1952 just before my 8th birthday. During his last two years he spent a lot
of time in hospital and at a sanatorium, where children were not welcome
as visitors, and I have only very early memories of him, telling me
bed-time stories.
I had a wonderful childhood running wild in the village. My mother was
tied to the shop and I was outside after school every day playing in the
lanes with my mates. Fay Sellick and I used to run into the back yard of
Stokes’ farm, trying our hand at milking the cows. We helped ourselves
to milk from a jug in the dairy and slices of bread with strawberry jam.
My mother often had to go out looking for me after closing the shop at
6pm. One of our favourite pastimes was running around the lanes (Dry
lane – which was usually very muddy and Castle lane) picking primroses
or blackberries.
When I was 14 I decided to have my pony tail cut off. My mother was
not amused and tried to persuade me to keep my long hair. But my friend,
Joan, had a stylish bob which I greatly envied. So I saved my pocket
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money and went to a salon in Exmouth after school. The hairdresser asked
me if I wanted to keep the trimmings, so I said yes, thinking that it might
perhaps pacify my mother a little. I put a scarf on my head before going
inside our cottage and handed her a little cardboard box. She was
amazingly calm and even admired my new hair-style. We didn’t mention
the contents of the box which then conveniently disappeared.
After passing my A-levels at Exmouth Grammar School I went to College
in London to study French. Here I met a young German called Günter
and followed him back to Germany. I was 19 and didn’t speak a word of
German, and this made it seem at the time an exciting adventure!
My daughter, Petra, was born in 1964 and we came every year to spend
our summer holidays in Devon, enjoying the sunshine on Exmouth or
Budleigh Salterton beach. (Of course I’ve forgotten the rainy days!)
When I could speak German I took up my studies again in Bielefeld to
become a teacher. I taught English and music at secondary school and
later also German to foreign students at university.
I live in Bielefeld, a town in North Germany about mid-way between
Cologne and Hannover. It’s situated on the edge of a large forest, the
Teutoburger Wald, and right bang in its rain shadow. When people tell
me here that it’s rainy in England I have to laugh! It’s a modern city with
a small historic centre which includes a wonderful theatre in a beautiful
old building next to the old town hall. There is also a very impressive
concert hall for the local philharmonic orchestra. This building was
donated in the 30’s by a successful business man called Dr. Oetker. He
invented baking powder and is world-famous for his custards and
puddings. In the meantime the Oetker Company is a global player and has
extended its program well beyond desserts. The local art gallery designed
by the American architect, Philip Johnson, is also well known for its
international exhibitions.
Bielefeld is a green city with several beautiful parks and an old castle, the
Sparrenburg, overlooking the town. But unfortunately we are a long way
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from the sea. It’s what I miss most; the sound of the waves, the cry of
the gulls and the feel of a sandy beach under my feet.
My daughter, Petra, now lives near Izmir in Turkey. Her husband is
Turkish, and she has been living there for a few years. So in summer I
can now listen to the waves on the Aegean coast and walk on the
(boiling-hot) sand, and I’m learning Turkish, which is much more
complicated than French or German, but fascinating.
My younger daughter, Nora, has a hairdressing salon here in Bielefeld.
Recently I received a parcel of hair from Roger Stokes in Woodbury,
telling me this had been found in the attic of our old house and asking if
it could belong to me. I showed it to Nora, who examined it carefully and
compared it with her own blond hair. It has the same fly-away texture
and has darkened a little with time. She was sure that it was mine, which
is now more white than blonde. She’s hoping to be able to use it for her
own hair extension.
Unfortunately my mother will not be able to see this as she died several
years ago. I think she would have been pleased, after so carefully stowing
away that little parcel in the loft.
Aileen Grothues - née Walton
~ How we managed to return the pony-tail to it’s rightful owner ~
This unusual mystery started about 12 months ago when John Treasaden was
given this hair, which was found in a book in the loft at what used to be Walton’s
Stores, and asked if he could find the owner of it. This request was brought to a
committee meeting and I said that perhaps I knew the potential ‘owner’, but she
now lived in Germany. I had no idea of her married name or where she lived. I
searched the internet but could find nothing useful. By some sort of divine
intervention, I met Maureen Wright in St. Swithun’s church one day. I had some
idea that she might know of Aileens whereabouts, as they used to live next door
to each other in Woodbury. Maureen furnished me with all the details I needed,
and an email was sent to Germany, followed later by a sample of the hair. The
response has been fantastic, and Aileen has now written the foregoing article.
The pony tail has now been returned to her by ‘hairmail’, of course! Maybe it
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Woodbury Local History Society Programme 2018
Feb. 1st

Annual General Meeting & Society Party

March 1st

The Ware Family of Woodbury, (part 3)
A film produced and presented by Julian Ware.

May 3rd

Early Victorian Devon
an illustrated talk by Dr. David Parker.

June/July

Annual outing - to be arranged.

Sept. 6th

The History of Woodbury Castle
an illustrated talk by Kim Strawbridge
The Water Mills of East Devon
an illustrated talk by Martin Watts.
Annual General Meeting & Society Party

Nov. 1st
Feb. 7th 2019

1962
Walton’s Stores in a different era!

Aileen and her daughter Nora

The mystery Pony-Tail

will be seen walking the streets of Woodbury again one day - who knows! This
is where the value of long term local knowledge comes to the fore, as we were
both in Woodbury during the 1950’s, a long time ago now. I am sure she is
remembered by other older Woodburians. It’s good to have solved the mystery,
and to know that she is still going strong.
Poirot eat your heart out!
Editor: Roger Stokes
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