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News
January 2021
Dear Parishioners,
Here’s to 2021 and the hope of better
things!
“A familiar treasure in our
midst” is the name of the exciting
project that Kingsland Church is rolling
out starting in January with the
preparation for the building works that
begin after Easter. The church building
will be out of action for 2 – 3 months as
the roof and internal redecoration work
takes place. After that, there will be a
programme of community activities over
the next 3 years, which will include
exploring the hidden history of the
church and the locality, school projects,
outdoor
natural
history
in
the
churchyard and skills to do with the
care of the building. I have already had
a whole host of bird boxes delivered
that will encourage wildlife in the
grounds of the church. There will be
restored hand bells to use, an example
of the scope for New Year skills.
Thanks
to
Peter
King,
our
churchwarden, and Hannah Vernon for
guiding us through the fundraising and
application stages of this project.
Without you both we would not be in
this fortunate place. We are very glad
that we were awarded the £500,000
National Lottery Heritage Grant and,
together with other smaller grants and
local fundraising, we are destined for
something that will be good for both the

church
building
and
engagement in the future.

community

I would like to wish you all a healthy
and happy new year. It is something of
a relief to have reached the end of
2020 given the difficulties that have
been associated with it. As vaccination
continues I have reason to hope that
we shall be safer and able to see more
of one another in 2021. That is what I
am praying for!
On the 2nd Sunday (January 10th) we
will be holding our yearly “Plough
Sunday” Service and our prayers will
be for our hard working farmers at the
beginning of a new year.
A big thank you to all who made
December memorable – to the knitters
of angels and sheep, to the cake
makers and the flower arrangers, all
doing something a little different to
make improvements in the school, in
the community and in the church.
Thanks too, to Kingsland Church Choir
and David Noon, who have rehearsed,
recorded and led worship inside and
outside church, for their faithfulness
and skill.
I don’t think David has
missed a week playing the organ or
piano since the lock down began back
at the end of March! Thank you to
Linda Bayliss for her lockdown artwork
that led to a tea towel that you have no
doubt seen on sale in Kingsland, and to
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David Noon for his recording of Organ
Favourites which is also on sale
through myself, Jean or from the Post
Office.
I think that we will be in this “strange”
time for a few more months and it is
hard to know how everyone is when we
are inside so much. If you need a chat
or some practical help please ring or
email. Together we can keep going ‘til
things improve!
I look forward to catching up with you.
Every blessing,
Julie

ROB MADDY
BOILER SERVICES
OIL BOILER
SERVICE AND REPAIR
AGA AND RAYBURN
OFTEC REGISTERED
01981 251660
07903617303

Shopmobility
We
provide
mobility
scooters,
wheelchairs
and
powered
wheelchairs on a daily hire basis for
anyone with permanent or temporary
mobility difficulties wishing to visit
Hereford, Leominster, Ledbury or
Ross.
Please contact:
Hereford
Leominster
Ledbury
Ross

01432 342166
01568 616755
01531 636001
01989 763388

O. Mabbort
Blacksmith
TRADITIONAL BLACKSMITH
Gates, railings, window casements,
hand rails, hinges and latches …
Contact Owen:
Call - 01568708134
or 07971979223
Email o.mabbort@btinternet.com
or visit …
The Dales, Shirlheath,
Kingsland
Website
www.omabbortblacksmith.co.u
k
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Luctonians Sports Club
The RFU has announced that this season
rugby at our level will be played in
geographical groups but without scrums
and mauls and with number restricted lines
out. The teams in our group (Group Three)
will be Leicester Lions, Loughborough
Students and Stourbridge from our league
and Cinderford, Hinckley and Moseley
from the league above.
The games will not take place before
February at the earliest so don’t unpack
those duffle coats yet. It is also proposed to
have competitive rugby for all our other
sides at both junior and senior levels in the
near future, whatever that means.
When training was allowed to restart at the
beginning of December 170 players of all
ages, shapes and sizes turned out at the first
session and all four of our floodlit pitches
were in full use. I nearly added that the
participants were also from both sexes but I
gather from the acres of recent news
coverage that there are now no longer just
two sexes but more. Despite having done
three years of both anatomy and physiology
at university level I still can’t get my head
around that one. I am also aware that my
lack of understanding might also be
interpreted as a lack of empathy and
retribution could be swift.
I do not indulge in any of the myriad forms
of social media for the simple reason that
they seem to be inhabited by a small
proportion
of
irrational,
intolerant
extremists.
My personal retribution
therefore will inevitably be pitched at a
much lower technicological level and will
probably consist of some poor demented
soul posting dog faeces through my letter
box wrapped in a vituperative message. If
you really must do this then can I please
ask you to also include a donation to
Luctonians. It would be much appreciated.

I might have gaps in my knowledge but of
one thing I am certain. If someone from an
as yet undiscovered Amazonian tribe turned
up at Luctonians displaying a kaleidoscopic
array of genitalia everyone would make
him (her ?) feel most welcome, including
me.
My off-piste ramblings may well lead to
my being swept away by my own personal
retributional avalanche. If so, “Que sera,
sera”, as they say in Aberystwyth.
Huw Davies.

G. D. Lloyd
TIMBER
CONSTRUCTIONS
The Workshop, Sodgley Farm
Kingsland HR6 9PY








Exterior and Interior Carpentry
Bespoke:
Stables,
Garages
Workshops
Roofing
Timber Floors
Painting








Doors
Windows
Glazing
Tiling
Fencing
Decorating

For a free quotation ring
Gary on: 07966 766963
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Kingsland Fire Station
We hope you had a good Christmas. We
had over 100 shouts (Call outs) in 2020
ranging from various fires, floodings,
RTCs, missing persons and even a cat stuck
up a tree!
Huge congratulations to Firefighter John
Nicholls who has received his 30 years’
service award. John joined the station in
June 1990 and gives 24 hours on call. A
fantastic achievement!
Thanks to our new recruits Chris Cox and
Zoe Wall we are now fully staffed with 11
on call Firefighters.
Please stay safe and thank you for your
continued support in these strange times.
A Happy New Year to you all!
Andrew Bradley (Watch Commander)
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Oil Boiler, AGA and Rayburn
For service and repair call:

Bill Moss Oil Boiler
Services
of Leominster, your local OFTEC
registered oil engineer.
Replacement Oil Storage tanks supplied and
fitted.
Tel: 01568 611132 (Mob: 07711899062)
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Inspiration to Creation 2020
th

On Wednesday, January 8 , 2020,
Kingsland Creative Writers had their first
meeting in the Chapel. I love creative
writing and enjoy teaching, so was looking
forward to the year ahead.
I have a lovely group of enthusiastic
people, of various ages, male and female.
In the first three months we spent time on
learning, writing, discussing topics and
enjoying the fun of writing together. Some
of the stories written are purely fiction,
others based on life experiences.
We continued to correspond on-line
through both lockdowns, keeping the
creative juices flowing with prompts and a
crime saga that blossomed as each member

added their contribution. We ended the
story (actually there were several endings!)
when we were able to return to the Chapel,
obeying all the restrictions placed on us. It
was so wonderful to socialise again, if
distanced, and to read and discuss our
writing.
I want to thank my group for the enjoyment
they have given me, both in person and
with their imagination and humour, and for
doing their creative homework (I’m a hard
taskmaster!). To see new writers emerge
and gain confidence is an inspirational
experience and very rewarding.
I do hope this year, 2021, will prove to be
as creative and enjoyable.
Fay Wentworth (01568 708789)
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Steven Rees
Traditional Upholsterer
 Antique Furniture
 Modern Furniture
 Over 30 years’ experience
 Free Estimates and
Advice
Hawthorne Cottage
Shirlheath, Kingsland
Herefordshire
HR6 9RJ
Tel: 01568 709435
Mob: 07927845655
Email: sreestradupholsterer.com

Professional Cleaning of Carpets, Rugs,
Upholstery
Using a new innovative system, we offer a fast, efficient, high quality
carpet cleaning service, with no mess or fuss






Cleans, disinfects and applies anti-static coating
Guarantees not to stretch, shrink or split seams
Leaves carpet pH neutral, no resoiling sticky residues
Extremely quiet operation
Environmentally Friendly too, using natural products
Dry in 30 Minutes

Homes

Offices

Hotels

Clubs

Call today:
Rainbow International, Unit 21, Evans
Business Centre, Brunel Road, Leominster, HR6 0LX
Telephone: 01568 617710

For Your Free, No Obligation Quote
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supplementary feed to help them through
the Winter and the cold.

Nature Notes, January 2021
With the Winter solstice now safely behind
us and the days lengthening by
approximately 2 minutes per day we look
forward hopefully to a Covid free 2021,
although this may not happen until late
Spring or early Summer. Of course, it has
not only been us human beings that have
suffered. The outbreaks of avian bird flu
on the breeding unit in Leominster and in
other locations, and the ongoing TB
problems in our local dairy and beef cattle
herds continues to be a concern for our
farming community.
It remains to be seen whether we shall
suffer a hard Winter with severe frosts and
snow. If we do get snow it is well worth
getting out to walk on a (hopefully) sunny
morning where you will see animal and
bird footprints – an indication of activities
by our local fox, badger, deer and assorted
birdlife populations in and around the
village. Hopefully snowdrops should start
to bloom, primroses appear, and beautiful
lichen and mosses display themselves on
trees and stone walls. The colours of the
red and green dog woods do provide
spectacular colour.
Hedges full of
hawthorn, field maple, blackthorn and
guelder rose should continue to provide
food and shelter for our wildlife,
particularly
small
garden
birds.
Remember: if the weather is bad keep
topping up the bird feeders to give

This year it may not be possible for the
normal wassailing celebrations traditionally
held on either New Year’s Eve or Twelfth
Night when some of last season’s cider is
sparingly sprinkled around the roots of
trees, toast is hung soaked in cider in the
tree or the base of it and firing of the odd
shotgun off into the tree branches to scare
off the evil spirits. The idea is to promote
the new season’s crop but I would
recommend a good bout of Winter pruning
and suggest that when you finish pruning
the trees, if a bird can fly through the
branches then you have done a good job. In
any event it is a good time of the year
(subject to social distancing!) to enjoy a
good jug of Herefordshire cider!
Wishing you all a prosperous and Covidfree New Year.
Jack Daw
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The Parish Diary, 2021 I am unaware of any entries at present, Ed
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Children’s Society
Over the past months donations to the
society have been badly hit. Church
services have been restricted, so
collections are much smaller and house
to house collections have not been
allowed. One way to collect funds for
them is by having collecting boxes in
homes. The boxes would be collected at
the end of the year. If you feel able to
have a box please contact me.
Pam Smith. (01568 708479)

Terry Jones
Painting
and
Decorating
Inside and Outside
Work Undertaken
For a Free Quote call
Terry 01544 267 861
Or 07906918875

Charlie Dog’s
Grooming Parlour






Bathing
Clipping
Nail Cutting
Canine Massage
Human & Animal Reiki

Professional Service
Grooming since 1998
Please call
Keli Partridge on:
01568709190 or
07967005102.

7, Boarsfield, Kingsland
www.cdgrooming.co.uk
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Moving to Herefordshire in 1942 . by
Rick
Having spent my childhood in Coventry,
where we had experienced the intense
German bombing raids during the past two
years (the blitzkrieg) and where close
relatives and friends had been killed, it was
no surprise that my parents decided that we
should move to a more peaceful country
area.
It was fortuitous that my mother's brother,
William Jackson, lived near to Kingsland
and knowing our some-what dire situation,
had invited our family to share his house
until such time as we could find our own
accommodation. For us all, it was a major
upheaval....for me at the age of 11, it was
also a great adventure
Just getting to our destination was quite
difficult, as we had several changes to make
on our train journey and we had a pile of
luggage to take with us. I enjoyed the
train, rattling along, with the smell of
steamy smoke sneaking into our
compartment through the partially open
windows as the countryside and then the
urban sprawl of large cities, moved past.
We changed at Birmingham, again at
Hereford, and lastly at the market town of
Leominster, where we caught a two coach
local train which took us, finally, to
Kingsland. By this time it was early
evening. We were all exhausted, especially
Dad who had been responsible for the
heavy suitcases and, as the train puffed out
of the station, and the few other passengers
hurried off the platform, we looked at each
other. What next?
We need not have worried. Uncle Will was
there to meet us! He was a big man. Not
exceptionally tall, just generously built,
strong and fit. A reddish, happy face,
topped with a generous helping of greying
curls. He was so pleased to see us all. He

had arranged transport and soon we were at
Ledicot, which was to be our home for
several months. I remember being
welcomed to their house by his wife, Aunty
Cissie, a small spare woman, strong, tanned
and always busy – and their daughter Jean,
of my age and somewhat uncertain about
this invasion of relatives. We were to
become good friends.
I remember little of that first evening,
except for the good food and the welcome,
a quick tour of the house.... and then I was
in a comfortable bed. This was my new
home!
The next morning was a revelation. The
house was larger than I imagined and the
spacious dining/kitchen was a joy. The fire
was going in the big black range and there
was a delicious smell of frying bacon as I
rushed in. I was last down and, having been
used to the strict rationing in Coventry,
(one egg per week) couldn't believe it when
my Dad was asked how many eggs he
would like with his meal. There was a big
block of butter too and then I looked up to
the high ceiling and there was a large
slatted platform, called a cratch, suspended
high over the table. On it were joints of
bacon and a ham. Uncle Will reached up,
pulled a bacon joint down, and with a long
and very sharp knife, sliced off a few more
rashers for the meal. The milk was thick
and creamy.. straight from the cows?
It was almost magical, those first few days.
The sun shone. My cousin Jean showed me
around the house, the chicken run, the large
and productive garden and introduced me to
what I thought was a rather tall, but small,
shed. It was the toilet. It was the only
toilet! The ill-fitting door provided some
light and ventilation, but there was a strong
smell. I looked at the wooden plank seat
and down the bum-shaped hole with some
doubt.... but after a few days was quite used
to it. I met the neighbours and friends in the
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locality. They all spoke with the same
Herefordshire burr. They knew at once that
I was a 'foreigner' and possibly an evacuee.
The real joy was the space and openness of
the landscape - the vistas of fields, orchards
and massive trees. I was more used to
terraced houses and narrow city streets. It
was a revelation!
As it was the summer holidays, there was
no school and Jean wanted to show off her
cousin (me) to all her friends. She would
say 'Come on! We'll go to see Joan (or
Mary, Gilly or whatever'). I lost track of
the names of, mainly, girls she knew in the
vicinity. The sun shone and we walked for
miles along narrow lanes and across fields.
There was always a warm welcome,
although I was wary of some of the farm
dogs which seemed anxious to take a bite
out of this new-comer. The introduction
was always the same 'Hello! This is
Freddie he's come to stay at our house
because the Germans dropped bombs on
him in Coventry – he might even come to
our school! (pause) You can give him a
kiss if you like.' Thus, I was accepted by a
gaggle of girls, all about my age, all
sturdier and more fit than the thinner and
paler city girls I had previously mixed with.
Their kisses varied from a peck on the
cheek to a splodgy kiss on the lips. I was
intrigued.
Sometimes, if something was needed from
the local village, Jean would sort me out a
dilapidated bicycle from the assortment
near to the back-door and we would speed
off downhill towards Kingsland and the
local shop and bakery near to the school.
She would know who lived where and
would give me quite a tour, pointing out the
several pubs and the local garage, which
provided the school bus. I soon became
familiar with the local roads and tracks and
would sometimes go off on my own to
explore. Hardly anyone owned a car, a few

rode motor-cycles – but all were restricted
by the petrol rationing. The roads were
quiet, except for heavy trucks used by the
army and air-force personnel, which could
be a hazard on the main roads.
There was always something going on. My
Dad found a temporary job at the bakery in
Kingsland.. which meant a 6am start for
him, so that the bread and fancies could be
ready when the shop opened at 9am. Aunty
Cissie and Mum would go out and work on
the farm, potato picking or fruit picking on
several days of the week. Sometimes Jean
and I would go with them and 'help?' We
were more interested in running around,
keeping the fire going to boil the big black
kettle, which provided endless cups of tea
for the workers, and running errands – to
fetch and to carry and to ride on the backs
of the carts taking the produce back to the
farm.
For one period of some ten days we were
sent to a farm some miles away for hoppicking and we all picked hops off the cut
vines as fast as we could into the sacking
'crib'. It was important to get as many hops
as possible into the crib before the hopmeasurer came around with his bushel
measuring basket, because payment was
made for each basketful picked! Some
pickers lived in temporary accommodation
on that farm, but we went home each night
to our own comfortable beds. Again we
had to find wood for a fire between the
rows of hops and keep the kettle boiling,
and at lunchtimes warm up the large black
saucepan containing the stew or soup for
our lunch.
Uncle Will was big and generous in every
way and was anxious that I should get to
know what was going on in the farm. The
owners, the Mortimer brothers, were
'Gentlemen Farmers' and did little of the
practical farm work. They employed Uncle
Will as their Bailiff, or Overseer, to see that

23

the farm was properly run and that the
animals, farm machinery and the farm
workers were all used properly and
efficiently. He had years of experience and
managed the farm with consummate ease.

already loaded with empty crates. ' I'm
going to take these boxes down to the
orchard, where they're fruit picking. D'you
want to come?' I nodded.. 'Yes Please,' I
said.

About a week after my arrival, he took me
to one side and asked if I would like to do
the rounds with him that morning. 'Yes,
Please!' I said. We walked across the road
to the yard and stables behind the 'Big
House'. There was a stable block to one
side and across and on the other side of the
yard were sheds and barns. The stable
doors had the lower half closed and the
upper part open. The horses names were
roughly printed in bold letters on the
woodwork. I remember that one was
Mabel.

Uncle was right. I soon became used to the
horses, and to workings of the farm and the
trips out with the dray, or one of the carts. It
was always a bone-shaking ride at a steady
pace. As my confidence grew, I could go
right up to the horses and, even better, I
sometimes rode on Sam's broad back. It
was a bit of a stretch for my short legs!

The yard man came across to meet us and,
as Uncle Will was introducing me, three
gigantic horses heads appeared , looking
out from their stables, obviously wondering
what all the chatter was in their yard. One
of them shook his head and snorted. We all
went over to see him. I had mixed feelings
about this horse, having never seen one of
such a size, but was reassured by Uncles
laughing face as he said, 'this is Sam, he's a
cart horse – and needs to be big and strong
to pull the heavy loads. Mind you, you
need to keep at a distance from him at all
times. He wouldn't mean to hurt you, but if
he swung his head round suddenly to look
at you and you were close to him, it would
knock you down. Oh! And another thing.
Keep way from his feet.. look at the size of
'em. If he trod on your foot, you wouldn't
be able to walk again!' He ruffled my hair.
' Don't worry, you'll get use to the horses –
they do most of the work around here.'
With that, they opened the stable door and
led Sam out. I stood well clear while they
harnessed him and got him between the
shafts of a dray (a flat wagon with a bench
seat on the front for the driver) which was

We often had to go into Kingsland either to
the railway station or for local deliveries.
Uncle Will always seemed to time it so that
we finished the particular job around lunchtime. He would park-up somewhere near
the crossroads in the village, put a nose bag
on Sam, and say to me, 'You're in charge!',
and would head off to the Corners Inn for a
pint (or two) and a snack.
A few minutes later he would be back with
a soft drink and a bun or a pastie for me,
ruffle my hair and say: 'You OK? I'll be
back shortly.' and disappear back into the
pub. Content with my lunch and knowing
that Sam was enjoying the rest, I would sit
a'top the apple boxes and just take in the
village life. As Uncle liked having a chat in
the pub, it could be a long time before his
beaming face came out of the pub door.
'Home now,' and we would be plodding
back towards the farm. After we left the
village and going up the quiet lanes, he
would say 'You take him for a bit. I've got a
call of nature!' handing me the reins, he
jumped down, to walk some way directly
behind the dray and settle the dust.
(Editor’s note: This is the first part of Rick’s
account of his wartime experiences of Kingsland.
There is enough material for several more
instalments on a monthly basis so I would be
grateful to hear from you if you would like more,
Ed)
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Royal British Legion
Widow and Widowers Lunch
Earlier this year we decided that holding
our, by now, traditional pre-Christmas
lunch would not be possible because of the
various restrictions imposed on the
Corners Inn. However, in early December,
Emma and Anne devised a cunning plan to
send out lunches to members and our
guests at £12.50 a head. Your Committee
immediately approved and at the time of
writing 7 paying members and 20 guests
will be receiving a lunch distributed by the
Corners.
In addition to the lunch, Rita Patchett and
Anne produced a hamper and draw tickets
were sent to all our guests. The draw took
place at the Corners on Friday 11th
December and was won by Paula.
I wish to thank all those who helped to run
this, albeit limited event, and let us hope
for better things in 2021.
Gordon Browne (Chairman)
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MARTIN
CADWALLADER
BUILDING AND
LANDSCAPING

 Extensions
 Renovations
 Groundworks
 Hard Landscaping

Tel: 01568 782223
Mob: 07870355734
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And finally………….
Would you believe it? My neighbour was knocking on
my door at 2.45 am this morning. Luckily I was still up
practising my bagpipes!
Do you really want to worry your neighbours?
rename your wifi ‘policesurveillancevan’!

Just

My neighbour asked if he could use my lawnmower. I
told him of course he could, so long as he didn’t take it
out of my garden
In the foyer of the church a boy was looking at a
plaque bearing the names of people who had died.
“Who are these people”, the boy asked the vicar.
“People who died in the service of the church”, he
replied. “The morning service or the evening service”
the boy asked?
This year there was no nativity because:
The shepherds have been furloughed.
The three wise men faced a travel ban.
The Inn Keeper was shut down under tier three
regulations.
Santa wasn’t working as he would have broken the rule
of six with Dasher, Dance, Prancer, Vixen, Donner and
Blitzen.
As for Rudolph, with that red nose, he had to take a
test and isolate!
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Advertising in the Kingsland News
This monthly publication is circulated to every household in Kingsland
Village free of charge. (Print run now 570 because of the new houses)
Advertising is accepted on completion of a form available from me, (Tel:
01568 708672) from Kingsland P.O., or from the table at the back of the
church, and payment should preferably be by cheque to “Kingsland
P.C.C. Bookstall Account”. or by BACS. Bank details are printed on the
form.
Please return the completed form to The Editor at 5, Highfield
Close, Kingsland, HR6 9RS, or place in the ‘Hen Box’ at West Mead, or
email noondr@aol.com
The deadline for new adverts is the 15th of the previous month.
Advertisers should be aware that the magazine is monochrome; the
process used to print the magazine is essentially black and white, and
handles photographs badly. Line drawings reproduce well, however.
Advertisers should make sure that the written content will be large
enough to be legible.
The cost of the advert depends on the size, and there is a substantial
discount for paying for a number of adverts in advance. Details are in the
table below
Fees for Advertisement

