Milborne Port inhabitants who had some influence on me 1950 -1964

by Nigel Moorse

On reaching 80 years of age, it is time to look back and see who has had an effect on my
upbringing since living in the village of Milborne Port.

Here are my Unsung Heroes of the village... In no particular order:

Sam Dycer was the caretaker of the Methodist church, but he also ran the Life Boys’ Brigade.
He gave up his free time every week to instil some discipline and marching skills on boys
between 7 and 10 years old (there were no Anchor Boys in those days). We also played
indoor games like ‘Mrs Brown’s Shopping bag’. We were put into two teames, sitting facing
each other on the long Sunday School benches. We were each given the name of a different
item that Mrs Brown wanted in her bag. When Mr Dycer called out ‘Coffee!’, the pair of
‘Coffees’ ran around the lines of benches back into our place. The first one back and sitting
up smartly won the point. When Mr Dycer mentioned ‘Shopping bag’, everyone got up and
ran around back into their place. That was the extra fun bit!

Another game we liked involved jumping over a leather bag on the end of a rope. We all
stood in a circle with Mr Dycer in the centre. He twirled the roped bag around the room at
about 9 inches above the floor. When it got to a boy, he had to jump over the bag. You had
to anticipate when the bag was under you and then jump! If the boy got tangled in the rope
and bag, he was out. The winner was the last one standing.

In summer, we also went out into the nearby field to play cricket or rounders.

| have to mention Sam’s daughter, Margaret, who played the piano for us to sing hymns and
play other games. Her boyfriend (later husband) Rob Gawler was also roped in and
eventually became a leader in the Life Boys'.

Alan Coney was a local Methodist preacher and a leader of the Sunday School with his wife
Sadie (neé Jackson). Alan began growing tomatoes in large greenhouses at Combe Hill and
then went to Culham College to train as a teacher. He was interested in photography and
printing. He had his own Adana printing press which he used for Church and Sunday school
purposes, and often gave me lifts in his green van and later his car. He was a very gentle
gentleman.

Tom Dyke Senior - one of the owners of Dyke’s Glove factory. | think he was one of the last
benefactors of the village. He supported the Methodist church and the Boys’ Brigade. He
must have been at least 60 when | first knew him. He appeared at Village Fétes, BB Parades
and also Sunday School outings to Weymouth with his cine camera. When we had our
Sunday School Christmas parties, Mr Dyke would show us the films he had taken during the
year, as well as show cartoons in black and white. He was the Captain of the Boys’ Brigade
until he retired. We used to practise for our BB display in his office across the road from
Victoria Hall, or in the canteen. Although he was regarded as ‘gentry’ in the village, as a
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factory owner he was very kind and generous. | think he provided the Book Prizes every year
for good attendance at the Methodist Sunday School. At the time, these were some of the
only books we possessed.

Frank Penny was Keith Gosney’s grandad and was an active choir member at the Methodist
Church. He really enjoyed his singing and showed us that men could sing too. He was good
fun during carol singing around the village and always requested the tune ‘Lyngham’ for the
carol ‘While Shepherds watched their flocks by night.” This enabled us to sing in parts.
Probably my first experience of harmony.

Philip Barter lived at 62 Manor Road with his mum and brother Basil. Both men were in
their 50s and bachelors. Basil played the saxophone and grew beautiful roses in his front
garden for competitions. The children in Manor Road were invited to watch the Coronation
on their TV in 1953; this in itself was an experience to remember for a lifetime.

Philip was a glove cutter at Southcombe’s, a member of the Drama group who played on
stage at the Victoria Hall, a member of the Methodist choir and Sunday school teacher.

Philip showed me that a teacher has to be well prepared for his lessons and then the
children will behave themselves! When we went into our groups of 5 or 6, Philip would get
us to read the Bible story a verse at a time and then he divided us into two teams to answer
his questions. Philip gave us points for our correct answers and finally one team was
pronounced the winner. Before we knew it, we were back into the main hall to finish with a
hymn. | would stress that Philip was not a trained teacher but he had the skills and
dedication at the time.

Brian Webber played football and cricket for Milborne Port and was about 8 years older
than me. His Dad was the milkman at some time and | used to hop on the back of his float
and help him deliver to Manor Road. When | became a member of The Boys’ Brigade, | was
put into training for swinging the illuminated clubs under the tuition of Brian; he was very
patient with me. With the lights off and colourful red and blue lights whizzing around in the
darkened hall, we were the most exciting act at the annual BB Display. | can still remember
the Singles and Doubles routine movements. Thanks a lot, Brian!

Les Barter. When Captain Tom Dyke retired, we all thought that either Lieutenant
Greenstock or Lieutenant Abbott would take over. It was a great shock to me when Warrant
Officer Lesley Barter was announced as Captain. Until then, Leslie had been in charge of the
band and of trying to teach me how to play the bugle... which | never really conquered.
Lesley also took the Gymnastic section (parallel bars and vaulting ) and tried to get me to
kneel on the back of another kneeling lad in a pyramid which eventually was made to
collapse. | must pay tribute to Lesley for his devotion for many years to all of the boys and
young men in the Boys’ Brigade. There were also church parades, camping weeks and
Remembrance services. He helped many teenage lads to find a purpose in their lives and
they became leaders in the BB as well as in the village.



Dick Gear was our Postmaster. He had been injured during the war and suffered massive
burns to his hands as evidenced by the skin grafts. He issued Postal Orders and Savings
certificates at the Post Office counter and had already spent the early hours of each day
sorting the mail with Norman Cable and Hector Clark. Dick had a great sense of fun and
humour and | was fortunate to be the relief postman at holiday times and Christmases for 3
consecutive years; this helped me to pay my way through Teacher Training College.

Peter Gear was Dick’s brother and worked in his own hardware shop where | used to buy
paraffin for our heater. David was the third brother, who was keen on cricket. Their mother
lived in the bungalow at the entrance to Russell Place, the road where | lived between 1953
and 1964.

Fred Pearce (a neighbour of mine in Russell Place) was very keen on cricket and used to cut
and roll the pitch. He was a bachelor glove cutter and one of the first in the village to buy his
own car. He has written a booklet about Milborne Port. | used to play tennis with his sister,
Nancy, who was more than twice my age, but we won most of our games on the new ‘En
Tout Cas’ tennis court by the cricket pitch. We played with The Mattravers family: Lawrence,
his wife, Marion and Rodney, also Rev Buxton from the C of E.

Mr Abbott. | have already mentioned Lieut. Abbott of the BB, but the same Mr Abbott
(father of Ruth) was also the scorer for the village cricket team. He kept the score book
neatly and impeccably. Before the game started, he sharpened 4 pencils to the finest points
and laid them in front of his desk. He printed the names of the batsmen in batting order and
obtained the names of the first two bowlers. Often, the visiting team had brought their own
scorer, but if not Mr Abbott showed me what to do for their scorebook, although | often
took my own scorebook along to the game. Secretly | was hoping that Mr Abbott wouldn’t
be at the game so that | could score for our team... However, | also used to put the tin
numbers on the scoreboard when Mr Abbott called out in his commanding BB voice: ‘40, up’
or after a batsman had got out, he would call out ‘45. 3 wickets, last man 4’. Mr Abbott took
a pride in his scoring and all players wanted to see their name written so neatly in the
scorebook for future posterity.

Dr Rhys Davies. When Dr Rhys Davies came to the village, cricket changed. | was 12 when
the cricket ground changed! One evening, lots of men physically carried one third of the
wooden Pavilion across two fields, then during the week, the other two thirds were
manhandled on to the new site. Then a new pitch was dug up and reseeded and we spent
many evenings picking up stones. The doctor was the driving force, but Fred Pearce took on
the groundsman work, with other help. Then one day, there appeared a large wooden cradle
like half a barrel on its side. The doctor had ordered it for catching practice. Players stood on
either end and threw the ball onto the slats. The balls whizzed off at all angles as if you were
fielding in the slips. | loved using it and it improved my catching no end.



| have to tell you about when my dad went to see Dr Rhys in his capacity as the village
Doctor. Whatever was wrong with my dad, Dr Rhys said, ‘l will have to refer you to a
specialist in Yeovil hospital. When my dad attended the specialist in Yeovil hospital, imagine

his surprise to see Dr Rhys in the room!

The Methodist Church had a big influence on my development. Here | took my turn to read
and speak in public, to take part in services and to be an active member of the Youth Club.
We went away with different Methodist Circuit Youth Groups to Bideford in 1956 for £4 12s
0d, Weston super mare in 1958, Switzerland for £17 14s 0d in 1959, Scotland for £10 16s 6d
in 1960, Vienna in 1961, Bath in 1962, Denmark in 1963 and Keswick in the Lake District
1964. These exceptional travelling experiences were unusual at the time for teenage
children. In actual fact, we were probably the first generation of teenagers after the war. We
have to thank the Rev Harold Price who created Circuit Youth Clubs wherever he was the
Minister, and then assembled more and more Circuit Youth Clubs gathering together each
time. Furthermore, my involvement got me into the Methodist Westminster Teacher
Training College, North Hinksey, Oxford.

Congregational church. Our BB Company attended church services in the Congregational
Church, now the National Organ Museum. Mr Ernest King (father of Alan and the older
brother Dave) was a real character. He was a layman who preached at the ‘Congo’. He was
great fun after services attended by the BB. He passed around the Garibaldi biscuits pointing
out that there were flies in them! He was always laughing out loud! His real job was



manager of the Abbey Bookshop in Sherborne. When he recognised his customer, he would
always go out of his way to give personal service... That taught me something!

Mr Luffman. Only a few residents had a telephone in their house. In an emergency, my dad
would walk up to Mr and Mrs Luffman’s at the top of Manor Road to ask if he could make a
telephone call. Several times, Mr Luffman did First Aid on me, which he had learnt during
the war. Once | had a long nosebleed which wouldn’t stop. My dad came back from Mr
Luffman with a bottle-cork tied to a bit of string. The instructions were to ‘Place the cork in
Nigel’s mouth and the string should dangle so if he swallows the cork, pull it back by the
string’! Fortunately, the bleeding stopped; the cork had worked without the need to rescue
it by the string.

Mr King from the gasworks had a large black car and he often gave me a lift. Lesson, be
generous with your car. He was the father of George King who was taking singing lessons to
be a baritone singer. George often sang at the Methodist church and at our Youth Club
Concerts. He usually chose what | would call ‘Classical songs’. Nothing wrong with those, but
| was pleased when George agreed to sing at our Youth Club Concert the popular song of the
day called ‘Mud Mud Glorious Mud’. He even dressed up as a sewer workman and came up
from the stage! Well sung, George! We also shared a birth date.... With Barbara Fewkes as
well!

Mr Stanley Mackay was the writer of the book ‘Milborne Port in Somerset’, but before he
published it in 1986 he was my History teacher at Fosters School in Sherborne. Mr Mackay
lived with his new wife in a house across the road from Church School where | used to wait
for my bus to school. Occasionally, Mr Mackay would stop and offer me a lift in his red
Wolseley 4/44, especially during the Suez crisis in 1956 when there was a petrol shortage.
Mr Mackay would drive on up Crackmore and just after the zig zag bend, where it starts to
go downhill, he would turn off the engine and the car freewheeled for about 300 yards until
he switched the engine on again. Unfortunately, | had to give up History in favour of
Geography, but | forever wished that | could have foregone Physics to enable me to study
History.

| have to mention Keith Gosney, a member of our MAYC. Keith loved to perform Magical
tricks and he was very good at them. He never gave the secrets away. He kept us entertained
at the Youth Club. He played musical instruments including the Jew’s harp and a
banjo/mandolin type. He was also a fine electrician and very useful and helpful around the
church.

Maybe growing up in a village of 1,604 residents who mostly knew each other had its
advantages.

| certainly think so now.

This was a ‘world” when a television set was just being rented by most families and only
showed black and white pictures with BBC. Few families could afford to own a motor car.
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The men took part in football and cricket on Saturdays. During the week, 4 pub teams played
each other in 20 over games. In winter, the teams played skittles. The Methodist Church had
a thriving Youth Club. The W.I and Mothers’ Union organised events and fétes. There was a
Conservative Club, a Labour Club above the Co-op and a Liberal Club opposite the Primary
School.

Everyone had their strengths and gave their time and talents to develop me as a useful and
helpful person.

| hope it is the same now in 2024 and the young people of Milborne Port will thank
members of their older generation for their interest and support... but it may be some time
after they have passed away.

Nigel Moorse

September 2024.

| am forever grateful for those who grew up with me in Milborne Port as they too
contributed to my personality and development.

Manor Road:
My cousins: Francis and Paul Harvey, Stephen Moorse.

June and Shirley Brace , Susan Brown, Percy Harvey and John Harvey and elder brother
‘Sargo’ who played cricket and football in the road. Francis Kelso and Brenda Kelso, Russell
MacConnell, Roscoe Shepherd, Rachael Rillie.

South View:
Cousins Keith and Joy Moorse, Marion and Billy Dungey, Suzette Durant, Gillian Hinks.

Coombe Hill:
Pat Smith, Susan Parsons.

At Primary School:
Jennifer Raymond, Sandra Brown, John Broom

From The Bowling Green:
David Painter at Wick. Christina Le Moignan, Suzanne Ackland, Peter Dungey, Richard
Duckworth

Secondary School:
Barbara Fewkes, Kenneth Hamblin (died in a 12-bore accident age 15), Rodney Mattravers,
Peter Pitman

At Methodist Church:
Ruth Abbott, Christine Birch, Rodney Biss, Cynthia Bowden, Roma, Edgar and Ronald



Buckland, Robert Burgess, Janet Cable, Heather Chamberlain, Tony Cook, Sheila Cooper,
Alan, Terry and Tony Davis, Margaret Dycer, Susan Gear, Patricia and Philip Gibbs, Michael
Gosney, Keith and Norman Gosney, Christine Gosney, Stuart Gray, Susan and John Gully,
Wendy Greenstock; Christine, Madeline and Greg Hallett; David Hawkins, June Hinks, Laurie
Jeans, Robert Lacey, Edward Lawrence, David and Margaret Lawrence (Trips Farm, Goathill)
Judy Maunder, Brenda Mitchell, Carole Oakley, Peter Pitman, Rachel Rillie, Kenneth and
Chris Topp, Clive Warren, Ted Watts.

Boys’ Brigade: Stuart Hinks, David Rendall, Brian Webber, Fred Whitmore.

My apologies if my memory has so far forgotten you. Please add your name to this list if you
can remember me.

Nigel Moorse

September 2024



