
The History of Worfield

Part 1 Memories

The next few issues will follow the same format., starting with some memories of 
Worfield and then showing images of some of the Worfield hamlets or ‘townships’ as 
they were called. I had thought of doing all the hamlets in the one issue but that 
would have taken the whole magazine so hopefully we can show all the hamlets over 
the coming months.

On Monday I went to visit Ralph Brown and his wife Thelma who now live at Sutton 
Maddock. Ralph had contacted me after he had read the ‘Mills of Worfield’ article 
about his great grandfather who had been the miller at Higford for the Apley Estate.
If anyone has any information about Higford Mill please get in touch.

Ralph had lived all his life at Deepdale on the B4176 and it was a terrible wrench 
when, a few years ago, the owners decided to sell the land. Farming is a way of life 
which can generate an income but not necessarily enough capital to buy the land to 
farm. It was only four years ago that I was in similar circumstances at Gainsborough 
Farm. In the case of the Deepdale farm the land was sold for Chesterton Golf Course 
but in the case of Gainsborough Farm for what can only be described euphemistically 
as dirt farming. The consequence of the latter is that ancient woodlands have been 
infilled and the landscape changed for ever.

Until recent times Deepdale was not farmed at all, it was scrub. It was War Ag who 
cleared the Deepdale land and gave the Browns the opportunity to have their own 
farm and here it was that Ralph Brown and his sister grew up.
Worfield School which they attended, of course, sounded idyllic. There were withy 
beds where the bungalows are now and the children were sent out to gather the 
withies and make baskets. The water from the stream would come right up to the 
school wall and beyond the bridge over the Sonde. Old Mrs Brudenall (spelling may 
not be correct), knitted socks for the war effort while she was teaching. ‘You could 
watch the sock grow, she went like the clappers’ said Ralph. I can imagine that the 
whole class would find it more interesting to watch the knitting than pay attention to 
the lesson.

Coke for heating Oliver Leese’s mushroom sheds, which were also where the 
bungalows are now, was tipped in the middle of the road alongside the school. The 
teachers would ask for volunteers to shovel the coke into wheelbarrows and put it in a 
shed. Always much more fun than school work except when it was raining, perhaps.

Another enjoyable wartime job was taking the bread from Clarke’s bakery up to 
Davenport House where the demand for bread had increased considerably with the 
arrival of John Groom’e Orphanage. The loaves were double the normal size, square 
sized for ease of cutting and the reward for the delivery was the choice of a cob or a 
currant bun. Mr James was the baker and by the way everyone talks about how good 
the bread was, he must have been very good at his job.



Church took up most of every Sunday with two services a day and Sunday School in 
the afternoon. Sunday School was at Mrs Bradburne’s house in Chesterton and 
sometimes at Hilton Manor where Mrs Bannister lived. Walking to and from Worfield 
if they walked along the road past the Recreation Room, they might see the patients 
in their bright blue uniforms. Sometimes Audrey and Ralph would attend the Mission 
Hall at Ackleton and if they were really lucky they might meet the young curate who 
would give the children a lift on his bike. Audrey would sit in the basket and Ralph 
on the crossbar and they would go at breakneck speed. Coming down the hill from 
Ackleton towards the Folley was a terrifying experience as the children watched the 
road whizzing past them and prayed that they didn’t come off or they would surely 
die. That wasn’t the only terror of the bike ride, the wrath of their step-mother was 
best avoided so they always walked the last part of the journey.

Evacuees sometimes found it hard to connect with what the country children did and 
came with some odd ideas of where their food came from, one thought that eggs grew 
on trees. But what a good job the evacuees came because Thelma was an evacuee and 
she and Ralph became a strong partnership. They had an idea of emigrating to 
Australia but felt obligated to stay and help Ben, Ralph’s father, on the farm. Thelma 
loved the farm horses but sadly they were sold two weeks before she moved in. 
Tractors had taken over the work done by the horses and one couldn’t afford to keep 
both. The dairy cows were Dairy Shorthorns and were excellent until TB forced the 
sale of them all. Their replacements were a much poorer group, ‘absolute rubbish,’ as 
Ralph described them. In farming the consequences of decisions have very long 
lasting effects and the Brown family paid in more ways than one for the cows they 
purchased. Somehow one manages to survive and Ralph and Thelma raised six 
children at Deepdale. It can’t have been easy,yet in spite of the hardships, the answer 
to the question ‘Do you still miss the farm,’ was an unhesitating ‘Oh yes.’

The Brown family have lived and worked on the Apley Estate for at least four 
generations. Ralph’s great great grandfather was an agricultural labourer and 
woodman from 1827, his great grandfather was a general labourer and blacksmith 
and lived at Apley Forge and his grandfather, William Joseph Brown (whose wife 
was Jane) was a blacksmith who lived at the Batch. The pictures below show Jane 
Brown and William Joseph Brown.The Brown family have been a great Worfield 
family over many generations, as hardworking and kind as anyone you could wish to 
meet. More information will be on www.sharehistory.org.
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