MY CHILDHOOD MEMORIES OF
WEDDINGTON
By Jill Morrow
(All photographs from Jill’s family archives)

Richard (Dick) Cresswell is driving the tractor. The cottages in the background front Weddington Road. All
these fields are covered with houses today.

For those of you that don't know me, my name is Jill Morrow. I was born in 1945 at the George Eliot
Hospital Nuneaton. I then was taken home to live with my parents William (Bill) and Ethel Cresswell
and my elder sister Mavis and brother David, at Dairy Farm, Weddington. It was here that we spent a
very happy childhood.
My father was born in 1910 at Tachbrook, Warwickshire. He came to live in Weddington as a small
child with his parents William Henry and Annie Ruth Cresswell and his brothers and sisters. Their
names were Blanche Ruth Cresswell, Kathleen Alice Cresswell, Henry Shadrach Cresswell, Emily
Dorothy Cresswell, William James Cresswell, and Richard John CresswelL
They lived in the end cottage of the three opposite Church Lane, nearest to the Wimpey houses. My
grandfather was a jobbing gardener and had met my Grandmother when she was in service as a ladies
maid. Grandad came from Rous Lench and Grandma came from Staunton and they were married at
Staunton Parish Church, Worcester in 1902. My grandfather came to Nuneaton looking for work and
had heard that there would be the prospect of renting a smallholding. He was fortunate that one became
available to him at Top Farm, Weddington sometime between 1919&1928. The family moved to Top
Farm and farmed the land, then a house was built at Dairy Farm, my father’s eldest brother Harry,
moved with his family here until they moved to Shawe Avenue, Weddington where he started a Driving
School of motoring.

Cresswell’s Dairy Farm
My father met my mother who came from Attleborough and they were married at Attleborough Jireh
Baptist Chapel on 31 March 1934 and then went to live at Top Farm.
My father’s younger brother Richard (Dick) stayed at Top Farm and continued to farm there for several
years until they moved to farm on the Arbury Estate, Nuneaton. My family moved to Dairy Farm in
1945, where we farmed the land with crops and had a milking herd of cows. (Mainly Friesian cows).
Every member of the family was expected to help on the farm when necessary. As we had a milking
herd of cows we used to bottle our own milk and deliver it to the customers, we as children had to help
bottle the milk up by placing the tops on the milk bottles by hand and using a stamper to seal the tops
on, and that was before we went to school. At weekends and school holidays we went on the milk round
to help deliver the milk and eggs. Another of our jobs was to bring the cows in from the fields for
milking and in the mornings we had to let the poultry out of their sheds, collect their eggs and in the
evening we had to make sure that all the poultry were safely locked in again as any stragglers would be
killed by the foxes.
At harvest time all our family from neighbouring farms and friends all used to help to get the crops
safely gathered in and stored. Our school friends used to love to come to help, we would play in the
stooks (a group sheaves of grain stood on end in a field, usually between six to eight sheaves to make a
stook) and on the bales of hay much to my father's horror, we would play hide and seek in the tall kale
which was used to feed the animals. My mother used to supply endless sandwiches and cakes and large
jugs of squash and tea, as children we were sent across the fields to take these to the workers where it
was gratefully received by all. The potato harvest was a very popular event among our friends as when
they came to help they were given a monetary reward for every bucket of potatoes collected.
We had a long drive (now called Grove Fields) to walk up from the main road to the farm, it was very
muddy at times, so it was necessary for us to wear our Wellingtons down the drive, when we arrived at
the bottom, we used to change into our shoes in the washhouse at the first cottage of the three nearest the
drive, Sid and Peggy Everitt used to live there Mr & Mrs Adams lived in the middle cottage and Mr &
Mrs Parker and their daughter Betty lived in the cottage where my father lived as a child, next to the
start of the Wimpey houses. Nearest the drive in the two cottages facing Church Lane a Mr & Mrs Ron
Taylor lived and in the cottage nearest the field a Mr & Mrs Brindley. Mrs Brindley always seemed old
she was always dressed in long black clothes and long lace up boots, from her cottage she sold lemonade

which was bought by the locals After Mrs Brindley’s death, the cottage was then lived in by a Mr & Mrs
A Vernon, Alec Vernon used to work for my father.

Life on the farm back then employed horses and here we see standing on the cart Valerie Wilson and Mavis
Cresswell. With sitting Jill Cresswell (Morrow) on the left, Geoffrey Wilson and Theresa Diskin.

Before the Wimpey Estate was built there were no houses from the old cottages opposite Church Lane
towards the now public house The Fox and Crane [now converted into apartments], only a little Lodge
which always looked spooky and its grounds overgrown. It filled us children with dread, we were told it
was haunted and that if you were to run around it three times then the witch would come out and grab
you. Consequently we were frightened of the old lady that lived there, she was probably very nice but
we never got to find out. Just above the Lodge was another drive leading to Grove Farm buildings where
my father used to keep his pigs and store his straw and farm implements, and further down the drive on
the left side used to be a mink farm, (they used to smell terrible) then an orchard where some pigs where
housed. In the orchard were some walnut trees we used to help pick the walnuts and then it would take a
long time to get rid of the walnut stains from our hands. A little further down on the right was Grove
Farm Cottage where Bill & Madge Diskin and their children Peter and Theresa lived, I’ll always
remember the outside toilet and the outside water pump here these would now cost a small fortune. This
cottage was situated approximately where the bungalows at the top of Winchester Avenue are now.
Further
down the drive to Grove bungalow where Mr & Mrs Wilson and their children Geoffrey and Valerie
lived, (on this site is now the sheltered housing, just before the school).
From Dairy Farm we used to walk over the fields where Weddington Infant and Junior Schools are now,
to Glenfield Avenue to get to school over the "Brooky Fields", these are now called Coronation Walk, in
the winter the path leading to the fields used to flood so we used to have to climb along the railings.
When it was time for the pigs to be slaughtered we children wouldn't be allowed to be present but
afterwards the slaughter man would give us a pig’s bladder after he had cleaned it and blown it up. My
father used to hang it up to dry and then we were given it to play football with. My father used to cure
his own bacon with salt peter and when it was ready to eat, a side of bacon would be hung in the pantry
and slices of bacon would be cut off as required to cook, it always used to smell and taste delicious. The
only part of the pig that was wasted was the eyes, mum used to make brawn from the head and we
would have pigs feet for supper.

Further on from the entrance to Grove Buildings was the public house "The Grove" I remember a Mr &
Mrs Thomas that ran it. I understand a Captain Shawe lived there in a private capacity at one time.
On both sides of Weddington Road there were houses going from the Grove towards the town.
Before the old Parish Hall in Church Lane there were a few houses on the left and on the right hand side
was a small brook with a meadow behind it, this used to be full of Celandines. The footpath was very
narrow and part of the road was more like a dirt track leading to the Church. The Church gate area was
often flooded in winter and I remember one bride having to be carried over the water onto dry land. Just
before the Church was a farm where the Seabrook’s and the Wales used to live, the house and building
were demolished sometime in the 1960’s.

The Grove, Weddington later became a public house called the Weddington Hotel.
Weddington Church and Parish Hall hold some very special memories for me, some happy, some sad,
but most of them happy. In my early childhood I went to Weddington Church on most Sunday mornings
with my sister and sometimes my brother. Rev. Bracebridge Hall was the Rector then, if the organist
didn't arrive my sister Mavis would play the organ and I would have to pump it. If I pumped the organ
too slowly the singing would grind to almost a halt and if I pumped it too quickly the singing would be
very fast The congregation was very small at this time and we would sometimes all sit in the choir stalls
except for Mrs Bracebridge Hall who always sat in the second pew on the right and woe betide any who
would dare to sit there.
One Christmas I remember being given half-crown along With other children that attended Church, by
the Rev. Bracebridge Hall and being taken to the pantomime for singing in the choir.
Most Sunday afternoons I went to Sunday school with my sister and brother, our superintendent was a
Mrs Govan. Here we spent some very happy times, we had Christmas parties, trips to Wicksteed Park
and in the summer Sunday School sports on the field behind the hall.

During the Rev. J.B. Gale time (1957-1964)1 used to help teach the children at the Kindergarten. I used
to go to the Rectory on one evening a week to be instructed on what we were to teach the children on the
following Sunday. I used to enjoy my visits with the Gales', they were so interesting and had so many
experiences to relate on their work in Argentina and Africa. The old rectory was fascinating and I would
often be taken down to the cellars to get something, the underground door entrance had been sealed to
the passages the tunnels were no longer safe, these were said to go to Caldecote Hall or Church and
possibly the old Castle, my father often stated he had been part of the way in the tunnels and that he
used to deliver milk to the Castle, and remembered seeing the soldiers sitting outside there.

Weddington Castle was converted into a Red Cross Hospital for wounded servicemen in 1916 and
continued to look after them until 1919 when the last soldier left. It is seen here at its busiest with
the soldiers in their distinctive uniforms on the occasion of a visit by the Atherstone Hunt.
Rev. Guy Cornwall Jones followed in 1964, Guy married my husband and myself in 1965. When my
children were young Guy and I started a pram service with the help of Vicky Moreton first at Church
and then at my home so that mothers with young children could feel relaxed in their worship as Church
Services in those days were much more formal.
The Parish Hall was used a lot by different members and groups of the community. Rummage sales
were held quite frequently to raise money for different projects, Christmas Fairs, Summer Fetes,
Autumn Fairs were regular events. My mother was well known for her cakes and always seemed to be
volunteered to run the cake stall. Oh, what happy memories, we would be cooking for days. I feel
privileged to belong to such a strong caring community, where support is always available, kindness
unending. My prayer is that this new hail will continue to be a meeting place for all members of the
Parish and that God's work will be continued here in Weddington as in previous generations and His
love felt, not only now but also for generations that follow.

