
GROWING UP IN BUNWELL 
 
Mollie Easton was born in 1930 in Bunwell, a rural village in South Norfolk.  At the 
suggestion of her children, she started writing this piece about her earliest memories 
before they faded.  Every now and then she would mention something not already 
covered and we would send her off to her computer to add a little more!  We have 
annotated her thoughts with a few relevant pictures, several taken by her brother, 
Peter, and placed this online in her memory. 
 
My earliest memories are of Cowgate Farm, Low Common, Bunwell where I was 
born. Next door was the public house known as the Farrier’s Arms run by the Day 
family. The other side, up the hill and round the corner, was Ruby Farm where the 
Harry Stimpsons lived. I remember the excitement when his wife gave birth to twins. 
I was the eldest of four. I was followed by my brothers Richard, known as Dick, and 
John and later by Peter. This was where my father started his transport business, 
first by taking local farmers milk churns to Forncett station by pony and trap and 
then by lorry. These churns were either 10 gallons, with straight sides, or 17 gallons 
that were conical shaped. 
 

 
The only running water we had was pumped by hand from a well which was situated 
near the tennis court. Mother used to do 100 pumps per day into a tank I believe 
was in the loft. This seemed to last the day for a tap in the kitchen, but no flushing 
lavatory. We had to use the earth closet up the yard. It was a two seater with one 
large and one small. Mother used to cook on a “Para-fin” stove in the kitchen. This 
had been a present on her wedding day from “Uncle” (Harry?) Taylor, who 
manufactured them in London. (I should explain that my mother was born and 
brought up in London). We used to have a radio worked by an accumulator which 
had to be taken to Cooke’s Garage at Carleton Rode to be refilled. On one occasion I 
remember listening to Henry Hall when there was a thunder storm outside. For 
lighting we had oil lamps, the glasses of which had to be cleaned every day, and 
candles.  
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What a day it was when father put in a generator to provide electricity! I remember 
my brother Dick and I having great fun switching lights on and off. Next to the house, 
going up the yard, was the incubator house. This was where the eggs were turned 
twice a day by Sid Lammas, the poultryman. They were also “candled” to see if there 
were chicks inside. When I had chicken pox he told me not to give it to his chickens!! 
Mind you he could yodel!! Further up were a couple of garages then the earth closet. 
Higher still was another shed where the chicks were sexed. There was further shed 
at the top where the day old chicks were put under lamps to keep them warm as 
under a mother hen. Many were sold as day old chicks. There was a small shed 
where Sid used to kill and pluck the older hens for the table. I suppose some of these 
would have been sold to the local butcher, Mr. Dade, who lived on the Hill. On the 
other side of the drive, at the bottom of the slope, was the garage used for repairs, 
then the orchard.  There was a deep ditch filled with oily water from this garage, and 
when Dick was about three, he fell in. The rep from Castrol Oil heard him and pulled 
him out. His name was Mr. McGarigle (spelling?). The mechanic was Alec Forkes who 
worked for father for many years. One of the lorry drivers, Billy Brown, used to 
amuse us children by dancing round the garden kissing his big toe!  His son Barney 
later joined the firm. 
 
Others who I remember living on the Low Common were the Harry Smiths at Park 
Farm, Mr. Bunning who was once fined for not paying a drainage tax, and the 
Walpole family at Eagle Farm where a large stone eagle stood. There was also a pond 
in front of the house at Eagle Farm and I remember someone putting a tin bath in it.  
We children tried to paddle it, but getting in and trying to balance it was impossible.  
 
Just past the farm if you turned right was the road over the river Tas. We locals 
called it the Watering. We used to go to the marsh next to the road and in the 
summer it was an ideal place to paddle and do a bit of fishing with a net. Although 
there was a large pipe under the road to take the water, during the winter the road 
was often flooded. Most of the time it was passable but on occasion you had to 
continue down the road to the next crossing. I had to be taken to Forncett station to 
catch the train to St. Johns school in Harleston each morning and was supervised by 
Coralie Gill. Once, when the water was so high cars could not get through, Alec had a 
narrow car and we went over the second footbridge. There could only have been an 
inch to spare either side of the car. 
 
Others living on the Low Common vaguely remembered were “Paddy” Leverett, a 
short little man who was shot in the side when harvesting the field opposite Eagle 
Farm. Father put him in his car and rushed him to the hospital where he thankfully 
recovered. There was a young chap we used to call Hubby, and an older gentleman 
who lived in a hut on the other side of the road which was mainly marshland. I think 
his name was Mr.  Leverett. I believe Mr. & Mrs. Dunnett used to live in the cottage 
nearly opposite Ruby Farm. Others in the Council Houses were the Tookes, Philpotts 
and Mickleburghs near Quaker Farm where the Bertie Stimpson family lived. 
 
Having already mentioned Mr. Dade the butcher who lived on The Hill reminded me 
that during the war when food was rationed you could give up one person’s meat 



ration for a year and have a pig killed. This was done by Mr. Dade who jointed the 
animal and also produced sausages and a side of bacon. The latter was absolutely 
delicious, and I have never found bacon with such a lovely flavour since. Also on the 
Hill was Reeder’s shop. Cannot remember what he sold now but I think in the shed 
at the side where either he or someone else used to sharpen tools. At the bottom of 
the Hill was a little lane off to the right. In a cottage down there lived an elderly lady 
who kept goats and sold their milk. She also had a cat and when she asked it to be a 
soldier it would stand on its hind legs and salute. It was rewarded with a piece of 
cheese. 
 
Mother had two maids, the first being Ivy Pigeon and the second Molly Smith. 
Because our names were the same and we children were used to calling the maid 
Ivy, this was what we called Molly. During the summer months the ice cream man 
called on a bike. “Stop me and buy one”. Think it was Eldorado. “Fafa”, father’s 
father, always treated us. I was about six when I persuaded mother to let me ride my 
fairy cycle to Howlett’s shop in Aslacton. There were phone calls between mother 
and Mrs. Howlett when I left each end - and arrived!  

             

 
 
I think it was 1938 when we moved into The Villa on the main road. This was a 
square, grey brick building, built in 1874, having a carved date on the back wall, with 
a porch at the front held up by two large pillars, and additional rooms built out at the 
back. There was also a cellar under the pantry. Peter was born here just before the 
outbreak of the war. There were plenty of sheds for the lorries to use and a pit was 
dug out in one of them for the mechanics to work underneath the vehicles. It was 
part of Villa Farm which had its own cottage. Mr. Thurrell who farmed the land, lived 
in the cottage with his wife who used to spoil us with freshly made cakes. They had a 
son Reg with whom we used to play. Next to it there was an orchard with lovely 
William pears and opposite was a garden where Mr. Thurrell grew vegetables, and a 
large shed. When the Thurrells moved out father’s cowman, Harold Aldridge moved 
in. 
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We were on holiday at Bacton, in a bungalow called San-Toy, when father suddenly 
announced, in the middle of our holiday, we had to pack up and go home very 
quickly. We found out why the next day when war was declared. Father was made 
chief Air Raid Warden for the area. I remember, during training, the other wardens 
had to ring our phone number and leave a message. I had to take the calls. Some of 
them had never used a phone and several times I had to tell them to press Button A. 
Mother was involved in the Women’s Voluntary Service (WVS). She was also 
involved in dishing out the ration books. One elderly gentleman, Mr. Page, who had 
no roof to his mouth, when asked his age said “I’m a.e.oo”. His nickname was 
Bumpfer. He used to ride a ladies’ bike.  
 
Then there were the evacuees. Father wanted to send us children to Canada or the 
USA but mother would not be parted from the baby and father did not want the 
family split up so we stayed. Others, who were evacuated from the large towns and 
cities, came to Norfolk. We had our share locally. Mother had a mum with her two 
children. I have already mentioned the additional rooms on the back of the house so 
mother tried to make them comfortable there. They had a large living room and a 
bedroom on the first floor, above the lobby, larder and scullery, and used the kitchen 
to eat in. They had their own staircase. I am afraid they did not stay long. The 
mother could not get used to the quiet of the country!! Eventually mother’s friend, 
Eileen Mitchell and daughter, Pauline, came to stay as her husband was away in the 
RAF and they lived just outside London. I had stayed with them the year before. To 
get there I had been taken to London in one of father’s milk lorries, driven by Reggie 
Aldridge, uncle to the aforementioned Harold, when they used to deliver milk to a 
dairy in Scrutton Street and return with a load of meal for the mill at Aslacton. While 
living with us, I remember Pauline had her tonsils out in the conservatory at the Villa. 
She did not want to be parted from her mother. (Remember her father was away at 
the war). 
 

 

Wartime  
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We became surrounded by aerodromes, Tibenham, Old Buckenham and Hethel, 
most of which were manned by the Americans. I seem to remember that the famous 
film star, James Stewart, was stationed at one of them. We all tried to make them 
welcome.  Two visited us regularly, one, an officer known as Lefty and the other a 
cook known as Chuck. The latter often brought a cake with him and made a birthday 
cake for Aunty Eileen with icing on the top. We had not seen this for some time as 
food was rationed. Another American I used to know was “Ep” Eppard who visited 
my godfather Clem Witton. He used to bring corn with him and we all went into the 
kitchen to make pop corn. The Americans also used to come to dances in the Rectory 
Room and stop on the way back for a drink at the Queens Head. There was a barrage 
balloon site further up the road and the chaps there used to come to ours for baths. 
One night, a stick of what these chaps later said were the first oil bombs to be 
dropped, were dropped near the Villa. They measured the distances and said that 
the 5th one of six did not do so. If it had it would have been on the house!! 
 
Talking about the war reminded me of Banyards Hall where the Buchanans lived. 
There was a house on this site mentioned in the Domesday Book The existing 
building is old and was reputed to have a tunnel between it and the church. Mr. 
Buchanan was either a doctor or surgeon and was called up soon after war was 
declared leaving his brother, Henry, to continue running the farm. It was here that 
four Church Army canteens were stationed. These went out Monday to Saturday and 
I frequently went out on a Saturday to assist Mrs. Moll who was one of the drivers. 
We visited various aerodromes and camps around south Norfolk and into Suffolk and 
used to pick up sticky buns in New Buckenham to take with us. I think the name of 
the baker was Golding. At different times we had two of the other drivers staying 
with us. They were Irene Wright and Helen Appleton, the latter being the daughter 
of the rector of Diss. Her fiancé, Bill Cook, was a padre in the forces in Italy. After the 
war they married and wrote the book called Khaki Wars which includes their love 
letters. I get a mention about my piano practicing!! 
 
I have already mentioned rationing but one thing I left out was that father had the 
job of issuing petrol coupons and I remember just after the war it, and other items, 
were still rationed but we wanted to go to a dinner dance in Diss. Father, mother 
and I, all in evening dress, (me for the first time), delivered day old chicks to a farm 
nearby the Corn Hall where the event was taking place. I should mention other items 
that were rationed. Meat, sugar, sweets, butter and margarine, even bread. Mother 
gave us an ultimatum. We could either have sugar in home made cakes or in our 
cuppas. However, I must admit living in the country had its advantages. There were 
the pigs which could be slaughtered, rabbits, milk from the cows and goats, chickens, 
eggs, plenty of room to grow fruit and vegetables, and pick mushrooms in season 
from the meadow behind the house.  
 
This meadow was also used as a cricket pitch for the village long before we had a 
proper Village Hall. One of the members of the team, cannot remember his name, 
was hit on the face by a ball which broke his cheek bone, Another player was Leslie 
“Rabbit” Stimpson. He had a beautiful falsetto voice and used to sing Galway Bay. I 
can still see father playing with his trilby hat on!! The village fete also moved here 



from the Rectory. We also had a tennis court where friends and I used to play. In 
those days we had a spaniel dog which, when the ball was hit over the wire netting, 
used to find and retrieve them for us. She always left them in the same spot in the 
garden. One other thing that happened during rationing, the village suddenly 
received a food parcel from the mayor of Brisbane in Australia. His name was 
Chandler and was born in Bunwell down the Street. It contained all sorts of dried 
fruit which would not spoil on its long journey. It was shared out and many families 
had their first fruit cake for many years! I think it was at the end of the war when a 
ship floundered on the sand banks at Winterton and lost many boxes of oranges. We 
had friends living there who gave us some that had washed up on the beach. We had 
not seen any for many years. 
 
Between the Queens Head, run by the James family, and the Villa were the Church 
and school on the dangerous bend now by-passed by the main road. The week after 
Peter was born my father’s father passed away.  He is buried in the churchyard. His 
wife joined him several years later. My parents, my brother John and my husband 
are also there. It was in January 1951 when I was married there.  
 

 
 
The Rev. Peacey performed the service as Bunwell was between incumbents. The 
new one was to be Inducted the next day, but on the train to London father had been 
chatting to the bishop and suggested the new man should assist. This he did. (Sorry 
cannot remember his name). Although it was winter it was a beautiful sunny day. 
The first rector I remember was Rev. Kinloch Jones. He was followed by Rev. Graham 
Jones. Both held very high church services and I used to sit with Mrs. Chapman and 
her daughter Pat. Later I used to cycle to Carleton Rode church and sang in the choir. 

St Michael 

& All Angels 

Church 



Here, on the second Sunday of the month Rev. Capel Peacey held a family service. 
Children were welcome in prams and pushchairs, there was no sermon and the older 
children read the lessons, usually John Peacey, the rector’s eldest son, and myself. 
Other rectors of Bunwell I remember are the Rev. Mee, whose wife stayed in the 
village after he passed away, and the Rev. Warren whose daughter, Coelia, married 
my brother Dick. 
 
Peter was the only one of the family to attend the school. In those days Mr. Douglas 
was the headmaster. His son Owen, like me, used to catch the number 27 bus to 
attend schools in Norwich. Mr. Douglas was followed by a gentleman who did not 
stay very long. Mr. Spearing was an assistant teacher. Later Peter Brooks became 
headmaster who moved on to become head at Old Buckenham primary school. He 
so enjoyed his time in Bunwell that he and wife, May, built the only house on Wood 
Lane and moved in with their three children. May still lives in the village. By the way, 
does anyone remember the whist drives that used to be held in the school? The 
room was heated by coke fires. From memory these drives were the only social 
event held in the village. Later they moved into, I believe, the old Cadet Hut before 
the village Hall was built.  
 

 
Churn lorries in front of the smithy in Eastons yard, 1946 

 
Harvest was a great time. The corn was cut with a tractor and binder. The binder tied 
the corn into sheaves and these were stacked in 10’s into shocks. They were then 
collected and stacked into wagons drawn by horses and taken to the farms for final 
stacking in large stacks some of which were thatched. The Aldridge family would 
come along with their threshing machine removing the corn which ran into sacks at 
the back of the machine. One bank holiday Monday father was away and he rang to 
ask me to get Charlie Philpott to cut a particular field and I had to go on the binder. I 
also used to lead the horses round the fields collecting the corn and later drove the 
lorries doing the same thing. I was also taught to stack the lorries which was an art in 
itself. No sheaf must fall off before the vehicle reached the farm. One evening father 



sent one of the loaders home and he joined me in loading. I did the back which was 
the most difficult bit and father the front. As the lorry did a sharp turn out of the 
field on Barrums Lane the front of the load fell off. Obviously, he had his leg pulled 
over this. 
 
Down the Street was the local shop belonging to the Howlett family and further 
down was the butchers and Day’s garage. I remember Archie Day having a serious 
motor bike accident when he tragically lost a leg. I am pleased to say that the garage 
is still in his family. Another family I remember were the Atkins. Cornelius was 
nicknamed “Did”.  Just off the Street was the Rectory, later to become a hotel, and 
the Rectory Rooms, already mentioned, where social events took place, including the 
village fete. On one occasion this fete was opened by Harry Oakes who played Dan 
Archer, a favourite serial on the radio. I remember he presented me with a prize for 
the best ankles!!  One of the popular sideshows was bowling for the pig. 
 
Not sure of my facts but I believe there were at least five public houses in the village. 
Farriers Arms on the Low Common, Prince of Wales on the Hill, Queen’s Head on the 
main road, Trowel & Hammer in the Street, Adam & Eve at the end of North Road off 
the Street, which might be in Carleton Rode, and another on Mile Road just beyond 
the Street. Appears we had many imbibers in the village!! Here I think I should point 
out that Bunwell is reputed to be made up of 5 villages. 

 
 
Those of us who went to school in the city went by bus, number 27. It started in New 
Buckenham and worked its way round to come down the Street to the Queen’s Head 



then along the main road to the city. During the war single deckers had their seats 
removed and placed all round the sides to give more room for standing passengers. 
One day, when leaving the city Robin, the conductor, had a job to shut the door as 
the bus was so full. He had to collect fares and check season tickets as people left. I 
think we held the record for the number carried on a bus!! Because of the railway 
bridge at Ashwelthorpe we had special double deckers that on the top deck had four 
seats across with a dropped walkway down the side. On the last bus one Saturday 
evening the service bus was full so Eastern Counties put on a relief. This turned out 
to be the normal double decker. Usually when this happened the service bus would 
wait at a convenient place when they had room to take the passengers from the 
relief. We got as far as the Bird in Hand at Wreningham, no service bus. I went down 
and spoke to the conductor who then got off to speak to the driver. The bus turned 
round and went back to Braconash where there was a phone box. (No mobiles in 
those days). The outcome was we had to wait until another bus arrived to take us 
the rest of the way. 
 
The subject of busses reminds me of the winter of 1947 when a bus from our end 
going towards the city, slid into a bank which gave way into a ditch. This was just 
past Tacolneston rectory on the double bend near a turn off to Fundenhall. It was 
stuck across the road blocking most traffic. I was on the last bus from the city and 
when we reached this we had to get off and walk the rest of the way home through 
snow!! The next morning father had a lorry with workers on board to dig it out. I was 
also included so I could get to work!! I had started working at the Milk Marketing 
Board at the top end of Unthank Road having just left school. The office was on the 
first floor with a small laboratory underneath on the ground floor. I only mention this 
because one of the lab. assistants was a pleasant young lady who mentioned she had 
met a nice young man. They eventually married and she became Maureen Jessup! 

 

Mollie, age 20 



 
 
Donations in Mollie’s name to the East Anglian Air Ambulance or the Museum of the 

Broads may be made at the following web page until May 21, 2021. 
https://www.memorygiving.com/mollieyensiehowes 
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