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The Burns’ Night
Supper on 27th January
has been cancelled. Please
contact Gill on 785415 for
details.
The pantomime is in
the week ending 18th
February. To get tickets
please ring the box office
from 1st February onwards
on 785003 or call on Pat
Tanner at “Rivendell.” If you
want to take part in the
Chorus or backstage
please contact Arthur as
soon as possible on
785984. There are lots of little
John and Maureen Osborne knock some
jobs you would be welcome to
TADPOLEs into shape for the pantomime.
take on. Puss in Boots takes you
to the circus, on a space mission, to the
gym, to a dungeon and to a happy ending.
It’s purr-fect!
Inside this issue….
The Tattler Quiz is on 24th
The Farriers
Page 3
March. Tables of six are invited to ring
785588 for tickets or we will make you up a
Jimmy Woodrow
Page 4 table. We are delighted to have Tony and
13
Elaine French on the top table again and
Best Wishes
Page 14
the Question Master is working on the
questions as I type! Special requirements
St Martins
Page 15
for the quiz will be notified in our next
issue. Fun is the aim!
We are always glad for contributions
Puss in Boots
Page
so contact us by email or phone or pop in.
16
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Dear Editor
I would like to take the opportunity to remind
you of a new service being offered by Suffolk
Constabulary. Police Direct is free and allows
the Police to communicate directly with the public
via text, email or voice messaging, in order to
give immediate information. Whilst this service
may be of some use during this difficult time
being signed up will have longer-term benefits in
keeping you updated on what is happening in
your area in relation to crime. You can join
Police Direct by:
•

Visiting www.suffolk.police.uk & following the
links for Police Direct (for messages in any
format.
• Text POLICE followed by a space and then
your postcode to 88588 (for text service only).
Contact Police Direct on 01473 613997
If you have any further information regarding
these events please call Suffolk Police on
0800 096 1011 or Crimestoppers on 0800 555
111, thank you.
Martin Jelley
Eastern Area Commander
Suffolk Constabulary

Och, The Noo!
The Village Hall Committee have
had to cancel the Burns’ Night
celebration on 27th
January after insufficient
tickets were sold. Gill
Cruickshank passes on
her thanks to those who
did buy tickets. Please
contact her on 784415 for
more information.

Parish Council
Meeting
At the last
meeting the
precept was set at
£4100. The clerk’s
contract was approved and
parking at The Fountain
was discussed. The new
parking at The Fountain
has since been noted.
The next meeting is on
5th March at 7.30 pm and
all village residents are
welcome to attend.

There have been rumours
of change in Keightley Way.
New houses where the playing
field now stands, houses
being replaced. Do you know
more? Please keep us
informed if only to say it is all
just a rumour. Residents
deserve to know.

Recycling Dates
in Tuddenham
The next few “recycling
days” for green box and brown
bin, are 24th January, 7th and
21st February. There is a paper
bank in the Fountain car park.
Clothes, glass, books and shoe
bins are available in
Sainsbury's car park,
Hadleigh Road.
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As the new houses in “The Farriers”
development on Westerfield Lane are
completed we welcome all our new village
residents. These photos show the area
before the building started. They were
taken in 2003. The new houses will be
featured in our next issue. If you have just
moved in please ring us on 785588.

IT Girl’s Utterances…
itgirl@tuddenhamtattler.com
1.http://pittsburgh.about.com/cs/holidays/tp/resolutions.htm
The top 10 New Year's Resolutions. Mine aren't in it, are yours?!
2.http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Year's_resolutions
The history of New Year's Resolutions.
3.http://www.ehow.com/how_12076_keep-new-years.html
Do you have problems keeping your resolutions? Follow these handy tips
on how to make them last longer!
4. http://www.alternet.org/columnists/story/45984/
The best New Year's Resolutions if you're a geek (IT Expert or Hobbiest).

TATTLER
QUIZ 24th
MARCH.
Ring
785588 for
tickets.

Whether you keep your New Year Resolutions or not I hope you have a Happy One!
It Girl
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We have been delighted with
our calendar sales this year. They
have travelled all over the world
and to many past residents as well
as some who have not even moved
in yet. Lucy Mudd contacted us for
one and we asked her for an
update on life after Tuddenham…
She still lives in Stowupland…
“and even though it’s nice here it
will never be home (like
Tuddenham). I don’t think I ever
really appreciated the beauty of the
village and the cosiness of it all. I
think one of the things I most miss
is all the wonderful walks - the
River Fynn, Rosemary Bridge,
walking across the beautiful
countryside to the Barley Mow at
Witnesham and wobbling back!
Married life’s good, in fac it is
great, especially when Gary does
as he is told (only joking!) The
children are growing up fast.
Steven’s now 12 and Samuel 9 - he
will be starting middle school in
September. I’m now in my 3rd year
of my nurse training at Ipswich
Hospital and I’m due to graduate in
September 2007, ooh, that’s this
year!!! Scary how time flies!
What with my full time studies,
family life and horse riding life is
hectic, not to mention our two new
additions - Henry and Ruby - our
Border Terrier puppies. Hopefully,
come the Summer, I shall be
popping over to enjoy some of
those wonderful walks again….”
Our thanks to Lucy for this
update. Do you know a past
resident who would like to contact
us.
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On
being asked to write about my
time as a policeman at Tuddenham, I
wondered where to start. I could just get
posted there from my previous station but
does this leave one wondering how it all
began? I have therefore briefly narrated
the police related events leading to my
arrival and starting with my home.
I was born
and
bred
at
Beccles
and
wanted, when I
left school in
1950 aged 15, to
be a plumber
with my father.
However, both
Cap Badge
local
3
year
apprenticeships had gone to boys who
had left school the year before. Times
were not easy and I needed work to help
support the family, so when I saw a
'police cadet' job advertised, I applied
(along with six other lads which was
scary!). However, my luck held and I was
accepted. I learned that I was now one of
five East Suffolk Police cadets and that I
would be stationed at Halesworth Police
Station. Two would be located at County
Hall Ipswich and two more at Lowestoft. It
was 11 miles from my home to
Halesworth police station and I would be
cycling the journey six days a week for
the next two years.
My income was all the more
important when tragedy struck and we
lost my father who died the following year
aged 42. I was then to experience from
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the police officers with whom I
worked, great kindness and help
with my grief, and I would later
see similar compassion and
kindness to other people from
officers who were outwardly
unyielding in other circumstances.
During the next two years I grew
to greatly respect the officers at
Halesworth who carried out their
jobs firmly, fairly and with
humanity yet were still able to
have a laugh and joke. I was
hooked on the police as a career
from that time on.

sergeant's opinion that 'love will draw you
farther than gunpowder will blow you'.

My cadetship ceased in
February 1953 when I had to
complete two years national
service which I did as an R.A.F.
policeman. I returned to the East
Suffolk Police in March 1955
starting at Lowestoft. The police
of those days was a far different
job than today. We were not
allowed to marry until completing
our two years probationary
service. After 18 months I was
given a temporary posting to
Eyke police station where my
beat included five parishes and
Bentwaters USAF base, all of
which I did by pedal cycle. On my
one day off each week I cycled
the 35 miles to Barnby, home of
my girlfriend Madge Holmes, then
to Beccles to see her during
dinner-break and again to meet
her from work. In the evening I
cycled back to Eyke to arrive
before midnight. I walked about
rather strangely the next day
which had something to do with
my saddle. All of this proved my

About 18 months later having been
given 8 days notice we were posted to
Felixstowe. Our house effects were moved
by J W Leggett of Beccles. We were
somewhat alarmed initially as the firm were
well known cattle transporters. On arrival,
and with a straight face the lorry driver
assured me he had properly hosed out the
lorry. He then explained that the firm had
diversified into furniture and house
removals. Few people had cars in those
days so we had to get a lift in the front of
the removal lorry to a house that we had
never seen in a town that we had never
visited. We were a little apprehensive yet
also excited.

As soon as possible I applied for, and
was granted permission to marry, which
we did on the very first day after my
probation ended in March 1957. We were
given our first home at the old police
station, Bungay, where I joined 3 other
constables and a sergeant. One of the
constables,
P.c.
George
Jenner,
interestingly, has been the village
bobby at Tuddenham. Little did I dream
that one day I would also be at
Tuddenham.

Around 30 months later we were
‘offered’ the post of beat officer at
Tuddenham St Martin, covering also
Witnesham, Swilland and that part of
Westerfield which was in Suffolk. I would
receive a bicycle allowance by which
means I would cover the area and travel
elsewhere when required.
So what did the offer entail? Village
policemen in those days were on call 24
hours daily with no overtime pay, working
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discretionary duties usually
split into several parts each day.
My supervisory officer would be the
Sergeant at Foxhall, who had three
other beat stations, Nacton,
Rushmere and Bealings, that
formed his 'section'. In the main I
would work and patrol as I judged
necessary.
Conditions in the police over
the last few years had improved
and we would normally not have to
work much over eight hours each
day. If we did get committed to a
large amount of extra work the
sergeant could allow time off on
another day. Some sergeants were
very miserly and time off was
harder to get than blood from a
stone! Town officers worked 8
hours daily in prearranged shifts
thus allowing them to program their
private lives, a luxury I was to miss
for the next 3 years. We were still
allowed one day off each week but
we had to inform the sergeant if we
left the area.
(A few years later as conditions
improved, if an officer had
completed his 8 hours for that day
and police were needed on his
‘beat’, officers on duty
in
neighbouring beats or on patrol car
duty were called in. This was
disliked by beat officers who did
not want to miss out on anything
that was happening on 'their' beat.)
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My wife had really enjoyed
Felixstowe, as did I, but knowing
that I wanted a country beat she
gave her full support and we
accepted. We had 6 days to pack and go
but somehow managed it. Our first
daughter Patricia, was a year old. By now
we
owned
one of those
wonderful
British motor
cycles,
a
Royal
Enfield
500cc Bullet,
to which we
had added a
sidecar for
her carriage. Whilst at Tuddenham
however, we had our second daughter,
Deborah and had to upgrade to four
wheels, an Austin A35. I still had to patrol
by pedal cycle although I would use the
A35 (at my expense) for a quick response
to serious accidents or other emergency.
The worst aspect of Tuddenham
police station was its lonely position
outside the village although we had two
very good families, the Felgates and the
Lugos, living close by, and I still welcome
news of them. George and Jean Felgate,
next door had two small children and
became good friends, which was a great
comfort to Madge who was somewhat
stuck at home with the children.
Police houses of those days had no
central heating so there was a fireplace in
both the living room and the front room.
We tended not to use the front room as it
was cold and damp and I can remember
going in one morning and finding that an
entire strip of wall paper had fallen off the
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wall through dampness. We received
a small decorating allowance each
year and as the other paper peeled off
easily I was 'encouraged' by Madge to
redecorate the room.
I really enjoyed being a 'country
copper' and still get nostalgic when I
see TV programs such as Heartbeat. I
was not left solely to do my beat work.
All rural beat officers were used to
help police large events. For us this
included the Suffolk Show and Foxhall
Speedway, which were in our section,
and Woodbridge and Higham horse
racing events, which were in my
Superintendent’s division. Having
done several duties at 'point to point'
events, I was on duty at Higham,
positioned to prevent unauthorised
access along a footpath that led onto
the race track. Racing had started and
being bored with no-one around, I
walked the footpath to check the race
track end. I was met with the sight of a
loose racehorse galloping wildly
towards me. It had unseated its rider
and left the track. It was steaming and
frothing at the mouth. A number of
police and people were in pursuit
including the superintendent. "Stop it
Woodrow, Stop it." He shouted. I
stood in the path waving my hands
until the last second when I leapt to
one side and the horse flew past
towards the road. "Why didn't you stop
it,
you
fool,"
screamed
the
superintendent, "now it could cause
an accident. Report to me after the
show." This I duly did and after a
roasting was asked what my excuse
was. I said, "Well sir, I am a police
officer, not a horse groom!." I was
waved out by an infuriated boss and
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was never selected for that duty again.
On cycling around my beat I very
soon discovered the hills, particularly
those at Witnesham which I was to
cycle grunting and groaning my way
up many times during night and day.
The local people were good, generally
being law abiding and friendly, as
indeed I think Suffolk folk tend to be. I
have always believed that the police
service can only effectively carry out
its role of protecting life and property
and enforcing the law, if it has the
consent and cooperation of the public.
Throughout my service I tried to be fair
and to do the job in a proper way. At
Tuddenham I was ably assisted by
special constables such as Special Sgt
Atkins at Westerfield, S.C. Percy
Reynolds at Witnesham, and S.C.
Jack Parker at Tuddenham, who all
became good friends.
In those days, a ‘country copper’
was a jack of all police trades. My role
included being an Inspector of
Deceases
of
Animals
which
necessitated a variety of jobs including
the issue of movement licences for
pigs or fowls - depending on the
decease of the day, the inspection of
bore registers (held by every farmer
with a bore), and the burial or burning
of animals affected by anthrax or foot
and mouth and so on. Everything had
to be done in accordance with
directions set out in regulations and we
had to keep our wits about us. This
brought me into contact with most
farmers who I soon learned were one
of the hardest working sections of the
community, and still are for that matter.
Some were a bit touchy at first when I
chased them to clean some of the mud
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from the road or
put number plates on their trailers but
most became sociable and several
became good friends particularly the
Fabbs at Witnesham and the Prykes
at Laurel Farm, just on the edge of my
beat on the Grundisburgh road at
Swilland.
I did admire the Havard brothers
who farmed Manor Farm, Witnesham.
Many people considered them a bit
odd because they still used horses for
farm work and did not modernise. I
thought the horses were great and I
admired the brothers resolve to do
what they wanted. Nowadays, they
would be treated as heroes. I cannot
remember if the horses were of the
Suffolk Punch breed. This was the
greatest farm work horse in the
country, gentle and tireless, now so
rare that it is probably in the top three
of most endangered animals, way
more threatened than giant pandas
and the like. I believe there are less
than 50 breeding Punch left and
without people like the Havards in the
past they might now all be gone.
Shotguns and firearms needed to
be monitored to ensure they were
licensed and kept secure and safe. I
also had to maintain paperwork at the
station and pass records to force
headquarters on these.
Nowadays, each police division
has a dedicated coroner’s officer but
in the 1960's every country beat
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officer was also a Coroner’s
Officer dealing with any sudden
death on their patch from start to
finish. This entailed investigating the
death, which might be medical or an
accident - road or otherwise, arranging
and witnessing the post mortem, then
submitting a report to the coroner (and a
road accident if this was the case) and
sometimes, organising an inquest.
Sudden deaths were one of the least
liked jobs and the hardest part was
informing the next of kin. This was
however, one area of police work where
I could really help and support the
relatives and make it that much easier
to cope. One death involved a young lad
motor cycling to collect his girl friend to
take her home to spend Boxing day with
his family. It was very foggy and along
the top road at Swilland he ran into the
back of a lorry that had its tail-board
down whilst the driver was collecting
eggs. The board struck his chest
causing immediate death whilst the bike
went under the lorry. I had to deal with
the accident, arrange for the body to be
moved and the post mortem carried out,
all over the Christmas break which was
a traumatic time for the family. I then
submitted the coroners report all whilst
maintaining sensitive liaison with the
family. The circumstances made it very
sad and I am still saddened when I
recall it today.
Sometimes things were fairly quiet
although there was usually some traffic
accident or crime in one of the four
villages to deal with or, on rare
occasions, a family or neighbour
dispute. On one occasion I was after a
lad who had committed a crime and was
reportedly hiding out locally. When he
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was eventually caught, I found him
to be a youth that I had arrested
some years earlier at Felixstowe. I
recall one traffic accident at the
bends on the hill leading down into
the village at Tuddenham. I was at
the front of the station when I
heard, then saw, a car roaring past.
I ran out to see it round the bend
and a few seconds later I heard the
screeching of brakes and an
enormous crash. Running to the
scene I found the car upside down
at the next bend. The driver was
hanging upside-down in his seat
belts, which were a new innovation
at that time. After I had released
him he told me that he was only
going to Grundisburgh and nearly
didn't put the seatbelt on until he
considered what they had cost him
to have fitted. He then told me that
his
uncle
was
my
Chief
Superintendent. I thanked him for
that and told him that he would be
reported for careless driving. He
later appeared at court and was
fined. His lack of injuries from a
quite bad impact taught me a
lesson about seat belts and I made
sure we all belted up even for short
journeys.

Church Lane, his van was hit on the side
by a 'missile'. On arriving at his girl's
home she told him that she had been hit
by something at the same place. On
returning to Tuddenham his van was hit
again as it crossed the bridge. I finished
putting on my uniform and we went
outside. “Do you want to take your
vehicle or should we use mine?” he
asked. “We may as well go in yours,” I
replied thinking of the two dents already
on it. We drove over the bridge and
‘BONG’ another hit. Mr Welham braked
but I directed him away from the bridge
and into Humber Doucy Lane where we
parked just past the farm entrance. On
disembarking I saw the handlebar of a
bicycle protruding out of the nettles in the
ditch right beside me. I then found two
cycles hidden there so passed them to Mr
Welham who, with no effort, casually
tossed them like toys, over the hedge on
the opposite side of the road.

The best thing about being a
police officer was not knowing what
you would be dealing with next.
Late one evening just after I had
gone to bed I was called out by Mr
Welham from Manor Farm ringing
the door bell. He reported he had
been driving his van and following
his girl friend on her cycle to see
her safely to her home at Ipswich.
On crossing the rail bridge near
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I asked him to wait near the ditch
while I crossed the field towards the
bridge. On going through the farmyard
however, I upset the dog awaking the
farmer who came down. He agreed to
wait with Mr Welham near the ditch. The
field was of harvested wheat and the
stubble crunched loudly under my feet.
There was bright moonlight but scudding
clouds gave moments of darkness. On
nearing the bridge I saw the occasional
glow from a cigarette and, hearing quiet
talking, realised there were two people.
Every time a car passed an airgun or
catapult was fired. As I neared, I moved
quickly each time a vehicle passed
hoping it would cover the noise of the
stubble. At the last rush I switched on my
torch and called out, “Police, stay where
you are.” In hindsight not the most
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piece of hard board. I found this
very useful as did P.c. Dick
Howard, my successor. Years later

productive request I have
ever made because they quickly
slipped through a gap between the
hedge and the wall onto the road. I
found myself the wrong side of a 7
wired fence running along the top of
the railway embankment and a thick
hedge alongside the road so I had to
struggle through the fence before
using their gap to get on the road to
chase after them. As I ran down the
road two or three cars passed us,
neither stopping. I often wonder what
the drivers thought. The youths were
out pacing me and turned into
Humber Doucy Lane. The leader
jumped into the ditch and, shouting
"They’ve got the bikes" leapt out and
disappeared the other side. I dived
into the ditch of nettles onto the other
youth before he could escape. He
started punching out madly loosening
one of my front teeth in the process.
At first I wondered where everyone
else had gone, then I then heard
someone crashing back through the
undergrowth
and
Mr
Welham
emerged securely holding the other
youth. In the end, we had to hand
them to Ipswich Borough Police as
the offences had been committed on
the borough side the rail line which
was the county boundary! They were
dealt with at Ipswich court and I
wonder to this day just how many
vehicles were dented that evening.
Early during my posting I drew
up a large map marking all the roads
and lanes and many of the farms and
dwellings, which I then stuck on a

when the station was sold, the officer
dealing with the property found the mapboard and deposited it on my desk at
Force headquarters. I later used the
board for all sorts of jobs eventually as a
panel in a shed. I have recently pulled it
down to find the map still legible and
bringing back many memories. It is
signed and dated 14.1.63.
I did have some anxious moments
during my stay. One occurred when I
was on rest day and digging my garden.
A young man drove up saying that his
father had a revolver and was waiting at
home for his other son to return having
had a 'falling out' the previous evening. I
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telephoned headquarters and two
minutes later my sergeant rang
saying, "Get there right away, I will
follow when I can get hold of
John" (the P.c. at Nacton.) I went to
the house with the informant and
on going indoors was met by the
father. I told him I was Pc Woodrow
from Tuddenham, which prompted
him to tell me (in somewhat strong
language!) to return to Tuddenham.
The living room was full of steam
from the kettle boiling over so I
asked his wife if she was making
tea and sat down at the table,
initially ignoring the man. Whilst
drinking my tea I asked if he had a
gun. Pulling his hand holding a
revolver from his overcoat pocket
he said, "Yes, what of it. This is
mine. It is a war relic." These type
of incidents are not usually
committed by criminals but by
people involved in emotional upsets
as was the case here and after 20
or more minutes of dialogue I was
able to get the man to go outside
and hand me the revolver. I then
inspected his garden which was
immaculate and before leaving, he
cut and gave me one of his
cabbages.

I was at Tuddenham in the year of
the big snow. I tried to get along the
Ipswich road with my bicycle but was
forced back and had to patrol for some
days by foot, managing to get over the
entire beat. On one occasion when there
was snow about, I was chatting with a
villager who remarked that I was out the
evening before. Apparently someone in
the Fountain Inn that night had observed
my footprints and cycle tracks leading out
from the station. From then on if there
was snow laying, I would walk backwards
when I entered the station on my return
so that it looked as if I was going out.
Several well known people lived on
the beat. One was the artist Leonard
Squirrell who has always been my
favourite water colour painter. As a boy I
saw many of his paintings above the
seats in railway carriages and became an
admirer of his. I was amazed to learn that
he lived locally. I found him to be a quiet
and very nice man which was a surprise,
I suppose because I expected more
though what I do not know! Over the
years I was to enter many large
'important' houses and many of them had
a painting of the house by Leonard
Squirrell. He must have done hundreds
and looking back I wish that I had
acquired one for the pleasure it would
have given.
Another unique artist was the
cartoonist Carl Giles who lived at Hillbrow
Farm. He had an amazing workshop in
one of the barns with every tool you could
imagine. He told me tales of when he
lived in Tuddenham at the 'Mount' next
door to the old police station where P.c.
George Jenner had lived. He was one of
the very first war correspondents to enter
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the
concentration
camps and the photographs he had were
horrific.
It is not unusual to hear of old
remedies for a variety of complaints and
illnesses that have been handed down
amongst country folk. On calling to see
one bloke at Tuddenham, I was directed
down the garden by his wife. There he
was with his shirt off and rolling his arm
and shoulder in the nettles. He then
explained that a day of nettle stings was
worth the month’s relief they gave him
from the pain of arthritis (or rheumatism?)
in his shoulder. I must say that I have
always felt that one day scientists would
extract more than tea from nettles.
On looking back at some of the
things that happened, I can now see the
funny side but at the time it was not
always so. One such occasion involved
ladies’ underwear. I had received three
complaints of knickers being stolen from
linen lines over a fairly wide area. I
selected a dwelling where the linen line
was in full view of the road in front of
some cottages. The lady of the end
cottage agreed that I could borrow the
line and hide in the outhouse at the side
having secreted myself there from the
field at the rear..
Unfortunately, my wife refused point
blank to let me use her knickers so I had
to return to the lady and get her to loan
me some of hers. She agreed to peg
them with other items on the line in the
afternoon leaving me to creep into
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position before 5 p.m. staying until
7.30 pm. (the time of the previous
thefts). We kept this up for nine
evenings then on the 10th my
sergeant rang to see if I was all set
for the Christmas 'turkey' patrols.
These involved patrolling covertly
from 10 pm to 2 am checking any
chicken/turkey farms, or suspicious
vehicles. I told him that I was all set
but had arranged also do my
'knickers' watch. He told me that he
wanted me fresh and I was to
cancel the watch. He would not
relent even though the linen would
be put out and I had no way of
contacting the lady. Alas, all the
knickers were stolen that evening
and to make matters worse, the
theft was reported to me early the
next morning when I was trying to
have a lay-in to recover from the
late night patrol. I felt really bad for
the lady as well as embarrassed
and was further disappointed in that
no more thefts occurred and I never
caught the culprit.
There were several people that
I remember for a variety of reasons,
such as Fred Runnacles, foreman
at Weavers Sand and Gravel pit.
Cheerful and obliging he was
always ready for a chat and
sometimes it was hard to stop him.
Unfortunately, Fred's top dental
plate, which was a full set, had the
habit of either dropping to rest on
the bottom set or sometimes not
going up at all when he opened his
mouth to speak. I found it difficult to
look him in the eye when we were
chatting being fascinated by the
teeth and finding my eyes drawn to

www.tuddenhamtattler.com
them when they misbehaved. Fred
lived throughout his marriage in a
small cottage with his wife and her
mother who was bed-ridden. During
my
time
her
condition
had
deteriorated so that she needed 24
hour attention and they took turns to
sleep each night. She had willed the
cottage to her daughter for them to
live where they had always done.
Sometime after I had left
Tuddenham one of the locals
telephoned me to say that Fred was
in real trouble. I called on him to find
a broken man. His wife had died a
few days before her mother making
the will invalid. The property had
passed to other children and Fred
had to get out. I shall never forget
how the spirit of a man can be so
broken and it was so frustrating not to
be able to do much about it.
Tuddenham Hall was lived in by
Edmund Hunt who, if I remember
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correctly, was the chief stock holder of
Johnson's baby powder, or like product.
Having met him officially we became
friendly and from time to time he would
invite me to visit. This was sometimes
because he had bought another oil
painting and he would like to discuss
where it could best hang in the hall. As I
got to know him better, I asked why he
had never married. He told me that this
was the biggest regret in his life and it
was due to his father drumming into him
from an early age, not to ever trust
women and to avoid them where
possible. By the time he realised this
was wrong it was too late in his life. I
have always felt sorry for him having so
much, yet nothing at all.
As my mind roams around the area
all sorts of names come up and I
remember pleasant times but these
have little to do with being a policeman
at Tuddenham so I will close here.
Village Recorder: My thanks to Tony
French for getting this picture of
Tuddenham life from Jimmy Woodrow,
erstwhile policeman for our village. And,
of course, thanks to Jimmy for all his
work in putting the article together along
with photos. If you know of anyone who
would like to write of
their memories or to
try out an interview
please contact me on
785588.

TATTLER QUIZ
24th MARCH.
Jimmy Woodrow, Sept. 2006,
Curator at Beccles Museum,
pictured right.

Ring 785588
for tickets.
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Harold and
Bella Green invited
me to see the
newly flowering
daffodils and
snowdrops in their
garden this week.
Surely the earliest
sighting for many years? Have you seen any
early signs of spring?

Birthday greetings
Our best wishes to Dave Smith
with the welcome news that he is out
of hospital and to Ken Goward using
all his puff to clean the car the other
day! Judi Ayre is straining at the
leash for the start of the pantomime
after a minor op on her arm and glad
to hear Fiona Woods is doing well.

to Jack Woods, Joe Simpson,
Giulia Giaffreda, Hannah
Whiting (give her a cheer at the
pantomime) and Jean Ellinor
who should be
blamed for any
dancing mistakes at
Puss in Boots!

www.tuddenhamtattler.com
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The first edition of 2007! It is hoped you all had a guid Ne’er, although
there were nae first footers in this pairt o’ the toon – e’en the telly wis in
English (albeit wi’ some gey funny accents!!). Sad tae see that the Burns
Supper (in aid of Village Hall funds) had to be cancelled, but ye may be
treated tae some guid Scottish culture at the Panto next month. It is hoped
there has been not much storm damage to property in the village, and that no
personal injuries have been sustained.
Services continue at 0930 hours each Sunday morning, with Holy
Communion at 0800 hours on every fourth Sunday. The Time for God service
normally held at 1900 hours on the second Sunday of each month will not be
held in February, but will be back in March. There will be a service of Holy
Communion at Witnesham Church at 1930 hours on Ash Wednesday 21st
February. Mothering Sunday will be celebrated at our 0930 service (Family
Communion) on 18th March, so drag Mum along for a posy! Easter details will
be advised in the next edition.
Now what news do we have? The Diocesan Architect visited the
church a couple of weeks back to conduct a Quinquennial Survey. It is
only eighteen months since we completed the work required by the last
survey! We await his report and the requirements thereon for PCC
consideration, but hope there will be no major jobs to be undertaken.
This year the Electoral Roll Officer is required to completely revise the
Electoral Roll – an event which is required every six years. Those already on
the Roll will have to re-register (if they so wish) and the Roll will be open for
those who may wish to have a say in the running of their church by enrolling!
The appropriate forms will be available from the Writer, or in the church.

The Rev. Sam continues his village visits, and should you wish him to call
contact the Rectory direct, or Monica or Jim (785272/785296). Floodlighting
sponsorship is still available at the bargain rate of £5.00 per weekend – this
can be arranged by contacting the Writer on 785296, or by
calling in at ‘Camforth’, Westerfield Lane.

Thank you for your continued support of Your church, where
we look forward to seeing you.
God Bless You and Yours.
The Writer!

JimP-19.01.2007
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Puss in Boots

British Legion Hut

Have
you heard
folk singing
in the
valley? Did
you see the
pink feathers
blown
across the
grass outside the Village
Hall? Why is a grown man
excited at getting some
tartan tights?! Why has the
vicar developed an evil
laugh? And why does
Monica look unusually
relaxed for this time of year?
(Everything is relative!)
Come along to the
pantomime in
February to
answer all these
questions along
with many more
such as… Since
when did Puss in
Boots go to Mars? Ring
785003 for tickets from 1st
February or call
in at “Rivendell”
to find out why
a cat may look
at a king!

A phone call from Bob Marjoram after the
article about our previous Village Hall led to the
following comments. It was erected by British
Legion members from WWI, all volunteers, in
the 1920s. The land was owned by Mr Everett
and Charles and Percy Parker were amongst
those who helped out.
If you know more please tell us. The Tattler
is always looking for memories of Tuddenham’s
past. Do you have a photo of The Hut? Did you
use it?
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VILLAGE HALL
Village Hall bookings are through Arthur
Jackson at Ivy House,
Tuddenham or on 785984.

Dust If You Must
Dust if you must
But wouldn’t it be better
To paint a picture, write a letter
Bake a cake or plant a seed Ponder the difference between “want” and “need.”
Dust if you must
But there’s not much time,
With rivers to swim and mountains to climb,
Music to hear and books to read,
Friends to cherish - a life to lead.
Dust if you must
But the world’s out there,
The sun in your eyes, the wind in your hair,
A flurry of snow, a shower of rain,
This day will not come round again.
Dust if you must
But bear in mind
Old age will come and it’s not kind,
And when you go, as go you must,
You, yourself, will make more dust.
Rose Milligan

