E2STOURPORT(D) STOURPO RT

)

\

ANEWSLETTER 48

e January 2010
WELCOME 2010
¢KS LI ad @SIENE HandZ 6Fa | IJ22R &SFN F2NJ { (2 dzNL]2 NI

impact on the town. The opening of The Windlass cafe/restaurant with its adjacent heritage room has created a
base in the historic core of the town which can be used as a focal point for events. We have also received national
recognition through the National Lottery award for the best heritage project of 2009. | think it is not without
significance that a small town in Worcestershire was able to beat two projects based in large cities (Liverpool
Slavery Museum and Brockwell Lido, South London). It does show both the strong local loyalty to our town as well
as the enthusiastic support we have received from outside.

Those of you who have visited the basins recently will have noted the considerably improved appearance of The
Tontine which will soon be occupied once more. The Barratt development is progressing rapidly and 2010 will see
what was once a neglected, run-down part of our town becoming a very attractive residential setting.

Sadly 2009 was not a good year for local shops as the combination of bad weather in the summer months
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the local shopkeepers coming 7" in a survey of shopping provision in more than 60 towns and the Location
Project awards were presented to local shops at a ceremony at the Civic Centre in November.

We now have to build on our strengths. The
opening of a Heritage Room in York Street
in March provides another strategic base
from which we can advertise the history of
our town and local events. There will be a
number of activities taking place in the
oFaAiyaQ | NBIF AyOf dzR o
Hatherton, a historic boat which acted as §
the floating boardroom for the Staffs/Worcs
Canal Company. During the summer months
Stourport Forward hope to run regular canal
boat trips from the Basin.

My dream is that one day on the exit roads
from the M5 there will be a new brown sign
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Pauline Annis

The Civic Award 2010

Once again Thomas Vale have kindly agreed to sponsor our biennial Civic award. We will be issuing a press release
early in the new year and the closing date will be early March. A number of interesting potential entries have
been identified but do let us know of any projects which you think are worthy entries.

g*; \ BUILOING FOR THE FUTURE David Millis has kindly offered to co-ordinate the

= ThomaS \/a|e Construc’[ion Award and will deal with any enquiries.
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Programme Update 2010

JANUARY™  Annual Festive EventCancelled due to weather

We plan to arrange a similar social event later in the year

FEBRUARY %1 Meet the Planners

MARCH 14:

APRIL 18:

MAY

MAY 13"

JUNE 16:

JULY §&:

Your opportunity to find out about future plans for Stourport and to question a
representative of Wyre Forest planners.

TheRestoration of Droitwich Canal lvor Kaplan
An illustrated talk outlining the main stages in the restoration of Droitwich Canal which
has involved major tunnelling work underneath the A449.

Uncovering a Hidden Landscape Adam Mindykowski
An illustrated talk based on the LIiDAR survey of Wyre Forest which explores the
prehistoric and historic landse of Wyre Forest and surrounding area.

A combined guided tour of Cleobury Mortimer and Mawley Hall is planned.
The hall is not open to the public so this promises to be an interesting outing.
Watch this space for details!

Annual General Meeting and Civic Award

The Gunpowder Plot and Worcestershire John Sparry
An entertaining guide to the people and places in Worcestershire associated with the
Ddz2 Cl ¢1SaQ tft200e

Idle Women Vince Williams
An illustrated talk exploring the role played by women in keeping the canal network
moving during World War Two.

Hartlebury Castle

The Church Commissioners have now recognised the Hartlebury Castle Preservation Trust as the preferred
purchaser for the Castle. The valuation and purchase price have not yet been announced so until these have been
received by The Trust no further announcements can be

made.

The Church Commissioners are talking about a two-year F

period during which the Trust will need to raise the
required funds. They will be allowed some use of the
Castle during that period for fund-raising events. In the
meantime negotiations have opened with Heritage
Lottery who are the most likely provider of funds but at
the level of funding we are discussing there is only a 32%
chance of success so other funding bodies will be
approached. Stourport Civic Society has given written

support for the application.
The Trust will probably need to raise in the region of £500,000 itself as match-funding so will be looking for local
support for various fund-raising events.
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As from Monday

This article was written in 1971 by Tony Barfied, a locomotive fireman who worked steam trains along the then
British Rail route from Alveley to Worcester through Stourport and Hartlebury. The numbers 63xx and 41xxx  re
late to the class of engine andé20 the configuration of wheels, two little wheels at the front and six much larger
O2dzLJt SR GRNAODSNEE O0SKAYR (KSaSo

During the late nineteen fifties the scheduled workings of goods trains were frequently altered as different goods
yards and branch lines were closed, and poorly maintained locomotives finally gave up the struggle! Sometimes
the workings were changed because some bright young planner worked out a beautiful time table  on paper,
where everything worked perfectly. On one occasion the Severn Valley Line was subjected to such a timetable. As
they say in all the best books, the following actually happened, and only the names (except my own) have been
changed. | handed the tool box keys and lamps across to the storeman, and walked across to George, my driver,
who was reading the notice board. "Bloody hell!"

This explosive oath was followed by George striding forcibly straight into the shed foreman's office, leaving in his
wake a sheaf of scattered papers that were hurriedly picked up by a pale and rather frightened looking clerk.
From within the office came sounds of further oaths and lurid details of what George would do to the young
upstart who had diagrammed that job. Full of curiosity, | studied the notice board to see just what job had caused
George to blow up. | soon discovered the cause. It was a notice stating that, as from Monday, the afternoon coal
train from Alveley, diagrammed to work through to Worcester, would be worked by 2-6-2 tank locomotives of the
41XX class, instead of the usual 63XX class 2-6-0 tender loco. Apparently this move was designed to cut out having
to turn the locomotive at Worcester, and consequently cut out our overtime!

George was famous for his outbursts of fiery temper, and by the sound of it the "coddie" (foreman) was having
the full force of it. The office door burst open, and George's final volley echoed around the shed. "Come to
summat when we've got bloody babbies in nappies telling us how to run a railway! "

Panes of glass rattled as George slammed the door shut. He glowered at the notice board, then suddenly turned
to me with an evil grin on his face. "Mate, bring plenty of grub on Monday, and don't arrange to go out anywhere
on the night, I'll show the flaming intelligence department how to run a railway".

Monday found us on 2-6-2 tank 4175 making our, way to Stourport- on-Severn to pick up our train of empties.
Before coupling up we topped up the water tanks, and George had a quick check around with the oil can. The
board (signal) came off, our guard gave "right away", and after ensuring that we had the correct single line token,
we slowly trundled over the level crossing and headed towards Bewdley and our destination, Alveley Colliery. Our
loco was working well, the sun was shining out of a blue sky, and our journey was the usual steady trundle,
although it was briefly highlighted as we waved to bikini-clad beauties on the banks of the Severn as we crossed
the Victoria Bridge. We stopped at Highley to pick up a few empties, and minutes later, after climbing strongly,
dropped down to Alveley Sidings. The next hour or so was spent shunting the empties and assembling our train of
loaded wagons. This completed we joined our guard for a cup of tea. "Where's the regular engine, George, boiler
washout is she?" he asked.

In great detail George went on to tell him about the so-called planners who had worked it out that they could cut
out our overtime by using a tank engine. "But", concluded George, "those clever sods are going to have a nasty
surprise, they have forgotten one very important thing, and that's the card I've got up my sleeve.

With a touch of our whistle to warn some miners who were crossing the track, we eased out of the sidings and set
back along the branch line so as to get a run at the bank. | had built up a good fire, the steam pressure was just on
the red mark and there was three-quarters of a boiler- full of water. George soon got the train on the move, and
rolling fairly fast, but as we climbed up the short steep gradient towards Highley, the speed decreased, and the
exhaust beats became more pronounced. The loaded wagons of coal were now hanging heavy, the exhaust grew
louder and was a deep separate "whoof", and the whole footplate lurched like the deck of a ship in a storm, as
the con-rods slowly but purposefully drove the wheels forward.
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At each deep "whoof" the footplate would shudder, the fire would leap up and down in the firebox, and the
needle on the pressure gauge would wildly leap backwards and forwards across the clock.

At a little less than walking pace we crawled over the top, dropped down through Highley, then sailed on towards
Bewdley. The planners were determined to see that everything ran smoothly, the boards were off at Bewdley and
the signalmen at both boxes were waiting ready with the tokens. Strongly we climbed up to the short tunnel at
Mount Pleasant and with a warning blast on our whistle for the Burlish Crossing, dropped down towards
Stourport. "And this, mate", said George, "is where we snooker them".

Once again all the boards were off and we could see the signalman hurrying out to change the token. But George
was slowing up, and he brought the train to a halt alongside the signalman. "What's up, George?" he asked, "Keep
her going; you've got the road all the way to Worcester today, according to the new timetable".

George looked at the signalman.
"Sorry, mate, but I'm stopping for water".
"What do you mean water? You've never stopped before! "
"Arr, but that was when we used a tender loco. I'm not going to risk going through with a tank engine
without topping herup ! "

I had to hand it to George, the planners may have seen a way to cut overtime, but they had certainly forgotten
that vital and important thing - water - but George hadn't!

By the time we had replenished the tanks, we had missed our “clear road" at Hartlebury Junction and after
waiting in the loop for a considerable time, we were eventually allowed to continue on to Worcester. However, all
this hanging about and waiting had diminished our water again, so before heading home we stopped to top up
yet again. Eventually we arrived back at Kidderminster Shed four hours later than we should have done!

Needless to say that the sequel to this episode was that next day we were back with our regular 2-6-0 tender loco
6382. Honour was satisfied, George had proved his point, the foreman settled down to a few days quiet living,
and the planners happily got back to their drawing boards and desks to work out another perfect time table!

Many thanks to Don Giles for providing this item. Don is a Severn Valley Railway guard and railway enthusiast. H
would welcome the chance to share his knowledge and experiences with members who would like to know more.

Stourport Town

Bill Hughes, one of the volunteers at the Heritage Room in the Old Stables, wrote this poem in 1991 at the time of

major traffic alterations in Stourport: .
Time passes and we all grow old

1770 saw the dawn So now this story must be told.

Stourport was about to be born
Navvies digging sweating all day
The canal was dug to show the way. The town is gleaming bright and new
The Severn Bridge is painted too.

A one-way system helping traffic flow
And a little painted island takes a bow.

Though all the chimneys have been knocked down.

Canal boats plied up and down
Houses appeared so did the town
The railway next with engines galore
Knocked the canal trade through the floor. Stourport Town will live on and on

9SSy FOUSNI 6SQ@S I f¢
So stand up now and shout out loud
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Still the town continued to flourish

Men and women with kids to nourish
They filled the schools to overflowing
Seeds of education they were sowing.

The Gregories, Roland and George
YARAQ SRdzOI GAZ2Y
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Continued to teach us with great skill.
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From Stourport to Falmouth

2S5ttt gKFG +ty SEOAGAY3I FSs6 Y
newsletter | explained | have just started a three year course
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Campus in Cornwall, which is just outside Falmouth. Well

back for Christmas | aim to bring you up to date with what
LO@S o6SSy dzLJ (G2Y

I moved in the last weekend in September to my flat on

campus. | shared with 4 other people a modern flat with

large rooms and a communal kitchen. We are all studying
different course (i.e. Zoology, English and Digital Animation)

odzi 6S I ff 3S4G 2y NBlIffte oSt
including learning to cook, wash and iron although the

latter is still pretty scary!
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us meet new people and settle in. Also included were tours of the campus and how to use the computers and
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| have had to do some work this term and to be honest, its been harder than | expected! Lectures can start at 9am

in the morning (very early for a student) and some may not finish till 6pm (Each lecture is either 1 or 2 hours in
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Development and IT and these are examined in January.
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first-aider, progressing to an advanced first-aider next semester. Perhaps to most unique (or most insane
depending who you talk to) is sea-swimming. Every Sunday at 1pm about a group of 30 students go for a swim in
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experience and one | wouldn't get anywhere else!

Falmouth itself is an amazing place to live. Our campus is approximately 3 miles outside the town in a small town
called Penryn. Falmouth is roughly the same size as Stourport (population about 22,000) but in terms of its size
has a lot more shops and facilities, due to the remoteness of some areas of Cornwall. There are very few large
town so where the exist they have loads of shops. Falmouth is quite touristy in the summer and there are a fair
few surf shops, but there ere lots of individual shops, cafes, pasty shops and restaurants. However there are
plenty of pubs, two clubs and other bars to keep the students happy. The town winds around the harbour (which
is the 3rd deepest in the world) leading to dockyard areas where there is still some boatbuilding. Recently the RFA
Argust a navy supply and hospital ship was refitted by the dockyards. After Pendennis Point, home to the castle,
you reach Gyllynvase beach which is where | go sea-swimming. In the summer this is the main tourist beach, but
in December, strangely enough it is relatively quiet!

In all, I can honestly say | have so far had the best three months of my life, sure the work has been hard and some

f SOGdz2NBa RdzZ £ = 0 dzi NEIFftte LQ@OS ft20SR SOSNE YAydziS
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sea but from our geology teaching lab we look out over the Fal Estuary.

Stourport will always be home to me, but wow, living in Falmouth is something else.
By Stephen More (Acting Editor)
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Searching for Monica Baldwin
Part Three

The story so far: Monica Baldwin,wealthy debutante and second cousin to Stanley Baldwin, entered an enclose
convent in Belgium at the age of 21. She remained there for 28 years before leaving in 1942.

Nowadays anybody re-entering the world after 28 years in an enclosed convent would be offered counselling.
Monica clearly had great difficulty adjusting to her changed circumstances. Her book records doubly contrasted
experiences: 1) adjusting to the outside world after the convent and 2) making sense of the considerable changes
which had taken place between 1914 and 1942. Monica herself said:

Gad A0 yRI NRIpmaHNB VIR SOOVB §KS48 KIR 0688y o Rf &
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She had been in the convent during the great changes which occurred after the First World War. The Wall Street
Crash and worldwide depression which followed had passed her by as had the rise to power of Mussolini and
Hitler. Together with these political events had been the great changes in society and manners.

In describing a visit to London she graphically described her feelings:
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One of the practical difficulties encountered was difficulty understanding currency:

a ¥steadof the nice, bright, golden sovereigns that | remembered, | found dirty banknotes and some
tinny-looking florins and hai€rowng &

This one-time debutante was particularly shocked at seeing women without hats. Clothing was to be a problem,
Lorna Baldwin having to introduce her to the idea of wearing a bra.

Initially Monica stayed with her aunt, Amy Bickerton until January 1942 when she went to stay at Astley Hall with
Stanley and Lucy Baldwin. It is interesting to note her comment that they had to ask her to make more noise as
her ingrained habit of moving noiselessly about the house and opening doors quietly was frightening some
members of the household

Her Baldwin cousins, Diana Kemp-Welch and Margot Huntington-Whiteley introduced her to her new world.
Cousin, Hugo Huntington2 KA St S G221 az2yAOF G2 KSNJI FANRIG OAyYyS)H
son). The younger members of the family clearly took a delight in helping to bring Monica up-to-date.

From the first Monica was determined to try to be self-supporting and this meant finding employment. Her first

job was working as a Land Girl for Mrs Batley at Astley Town (4 days) and for Mrs Cornish with whom she lodged,

for 2 days. She received the official Land Army wage of £1.18s of which £1 went for her keep. The mention of
ladftSe ¢26y Aad AYGSNBadAy3d Fa GKSNB Aa | LIK2:G§23INFL
carriage and horse parked outside Astley Town in1890.Whether he was visiting or the then tenant is unclear. The
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Monica had difficulty coping with the physical demands of working on the land and realised she would have to
find something she could cope with more easily. In April 1942 she moved to London to work in a drawing office
and stayed with an aunt and uncle who lived in Portland Place. It was during this stay in London that Windham
Baldwin (son of Stanley) took her out for a meal.
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In the years after leaving the convent Monica never stayed very long in any one place. During the course of 1942

aKS gSyid G2 {O02G4flyR FT2NJ 6KNBS Y2yidKa G2 adle oAlcF
Duror of Appin. Many of the acquaintances Monica stayed with in her later years were the result of contacts

formed during her years in the convent.

Later in 1942 Monica worked for a brief spell in a hostel for munition workers in Wigan. It is clear from her
account of this that it was an unsuitable job for which she was ill-equipped. She then worked for a short time in a
flower garden but left in November 1942 to return to her aunt and uncle in London.

By December 1942 she had moved to Wisthaven to work in an army canteen but problems with fleas in the
accommodation provided soon sent her on her travels again. The year 1943 saw Monica working as a librarian at
The Royal Society of Medicine. During these years she was clearly a very restless soul looking for a role,
determined to support herself.

In places the chronology becomes confused. From February to May 1945 she worked at the Prisoners of War
Department of the War Office in Curzon Street. She mentions social visits to friends Gay and Barbara in South
Audley Street, but by mid-June 1945 she was staying with her aunt in Hove. This is when she started to write her
book.

It seems to have been about this time that Monica acquired a deep desire to live in Cornwall, seeing such a move

a4 KSNJ alt@lraArAz2yd {KS NBFSNNBR (2 /2Nysglftt | a aiK!
seems to have been reading tales of Cornish folklore. She made several visits to Cornwall during the months

which followed: staying as a paying guest with a vicar and his wife in Mousehole who introduced her to
GENBOSEtA20£ dO0[ FY2NYIlF [/ 20S0d ! NBOdzNYy (2 [2yR2y 41 a
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produced was exhibited at the Royal Society of Portrait Painters. Where is it now, | wonder ?

A further visit was made to Cornwall in the summer of 1945 followed by a stay with Lady Anne Lytton at Porlock
Weir. In a third visit to Cornwall she stayed at Trebah. In early 1946 following visits to relatives in Hereford and
Sussex she went to stay at Goran Haven with a vicar and his wife, followed by a seaside bungalow at Trevone. In
b2@3SYOSNI KSNJ LIN) @SNE ¢oSNB | yagSNBR ¢gKSy || O2dzaAaAy &

By February 1946 she had moved into the cottage in Lamorna Cove.

a[221Ay3 06101 2y AlG G2RIF&X L &SS -keyiintoQtiembriE fofe |
F Iy (i IGéoge ih the Jangle)

However, the magic of Cornwall did not last and was followed by four months in Ireland. Then five months with
her sister, Freda.who worked at the BBC.

¢a® aAiailSoNTimerddnessRA 1 K 6 K2Y aKS KIR 0SSy fA@GAy3
who had fiercely disapproved of my reappearance in the world) had died: my sister, therefore, now at last
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By June 1949 Monica was living in a caravan at Pinner. She referred to it as Grail Meadow:

GoSOldzaS |, @2yyS . 240K @Iy 5-(dlfoimsriplpd éf yhine2whenii WaS a [ |
nun) had very kindly given me leave to be there. | was grateful, for | simply had not @noegh to
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It was clear that by this time Monica was having financial problems. She mentions that this was due to Kenricks
announcing no further dividends. (In the late C19 Kenricks had taken over the Baldwin Iron Works in Stourport
odzi FlFrYAf& YSYOSNE KIFIR NBYIFIAYSR &aKINBK2f RSNE® az2yaA
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sale some 60 years earlier). In Goose in the Jungbhe describes the two carpenters-Fiddle and Bodge- who came

to her rescue by carrying out essential fitting work to the caravan she had bought. Monica refers to the
SRdzOF A2y Q GKS& 31 @3S KSNY K2g¢g GKS o6fFO1 YIENJSG 2L
including Dracula.

Shortly before the move to the caravan, Monica had decided to record her memories of life in the convent. While

writing her book she stayed with popular author and distant relative, Angela Thirkell in Pembroke Gardens,

London. Angela introduced her to Rachel Ferguson. Monica went to Pembroke Gardens to help open it up after

the war.
G¢KS AydSttSOldzrt adryRFNR 2F !'y3aStlQa OANDES 4l
be more than an admiring listener and lookar....l think my happiest hours beneath her roof were spent in
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She had first met Angela ¢1912 with her newly-6 SR Kdza ol yR 4 ! adftsSe 1+Hfftd 06!
James Campbell Mclnnes. The marriage produced three children but ended in divorce on the grounds of
aOLyySaQa | RdZ GSNE | yR ONMzSt (e dv

5dzNAyYy 3 GKS O2dzZNES 2T | uehmQper the Wal, @ IRQLIN tcFtthe YWD rtr A fte o TR

Years in a Conventyas published. by Hamish Hamilton. The serialisation of her book in The Sunday Express
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At this stage she was receiving between 50 and 100 letters of fan-mail a day. (It is interesting here to note the
sensationalist Sunday Expred®adline at the time of her death some 26 years later). Escaping for a weekend of

peace to a Benedictine Abbey guest house she realised the result of the sensationalisation of her story as one
monk fled from her presence, fearing contamination.

The book became a best-seller and sold half a million copies making her around £20,000. She said of it:
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By February the Grail Meadow had become a swamp due to heavy rainfall and Monica decided it was time to
Y2@S 2y FTALAYyd® LY mdoppn akKS NBOSABSR Iy Ay@AaGridizy
aft AaKdtexr az2YSo2Reé GKIFG L 1ySg ®K?20MDa ahgydscevaining that@idey 3 C
was an MBE, JP and Gold Medallist of the Horse Society, Monica decided to accept the invitation and her two
carpenters escorted her caravan to Devon.

Monica tells us nothing of her time in Devon but, one suspects as so often in her life, she did not stay very long.

The Final Yearwill appear in Part Four.

© Pauline Annis 2009

www.unlocking-stourports-past.co.uk
www.stourporttown.co.uk/civic_society.htm
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