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BRADMORE HISTORY AT A GLANCE
There is only one major headline in the whole of Bradmore’s history – the Great Fire in 1705.
Our village chronicle is made up of thousands of small items that tell the story of a typical village
through the last 1000 years. Some are printed here; more will be found in the following pages.
c. 100 BC A track was in use from a ford across the Trent River near Wilford, heading South to
Flawford and on past the site of Bradmore village.
1086 First record of Brademere, in Domesday Book, when Azor had land for 3 ploughs, and
Robert Malet, a Norman, was lord to 16 villagers and 8 smallholders. The estate was worth £3.
c. 1170 Bradmore town within the parish of Bunny, owned by Ralph fitzHubert, was divided up
between Hubert fitzRalph and Henry de Stuteville, Lord of Kirkby in Ashfield
c. 1230 Ralph fitzRichard of Bradmore granted Bradmore chapelry to Robert of Glamorgan,
rector of Bunny.
1334 John de Houton, parson of Bunny, was accused by the prior of Lenton of mowing the
prior’s crops and grass at Bradmore and Bunny, carrying away his harvest and assaulting his
servants.
1401 William Alysson of Bradmore and his wife Beatrice granted their property in Bunny to
Ulverscroft Priory.
1482 Ellen Scott of Bradmore, housewife, was accused of selling eggs, butter and cheese at
extortionate prices in the Nottingham market, to the detriment of the King’s folk and against
his peace.
1487 King Henry VII and his army passed through going north to fight the last battle of the Wars
of the Roses at East Stoke.
1524 Sir Henry Willoughby of Wollaton made his will before going off to the wars against
Scotland, leaving his property in Bradmore in trust for his son and his son’s wife until he should
reach the age of 18. Sir Henry died four years later; he and his 4 wives are portrayed on his
tomb at Wollaton.
1588 Sir Francis Willoughby’s tenants in Bradmore did free service (boon work) in June and July
carting materials for the building of Wollaton Hall.
c. 1597 After Sir Francis’s death, Sir Percival Willoughby sold the manor of Bradmore to Richard
Parkyns, a lawyer from London who had moved to Bunny in 1574. He bought Bunny Manor
soon after, and the two villages remained part of the Bunny estate until 1910.
1618 Six local Morrismen were convicted of dancing on the Sabbath (see here)
1675 First reference to an alehouse in Bradmore, probably the Nag’s Head.

c.1683 Bradmore mill was built by Sir Thomas Parkyns, recorded in Bunny registers in about
1743 as liable to pay tithe.
2 July 1705 Fire destroyed 12 houses, the church apart from the steeple, and did £6000 of
damage to property and goods (see Fire).
1737/8 The Turnpike was built through the east side of Bradmore village.
1765 William Barnes was transported to America for 7 years for pretending to be lame in the
right arm and getting 6d falsely from John Savage of Bradmore.
c.1778 Bradmore fields were enclosed, and in 1792 surveyed (see Fields).
1779 Beginning of the Constables' Account books for Bradmore.
1811 Bradmore requested protection against Luddite riots, but the magistrates deemed it
unnecessary. Population then 400, half of them aged under 16 yrs.
1815 Official Rejoicing held at the Crown Inn for the defeat of Napoleon.
1830 The Wesleyan chapel was founded (see here)
1876 Bunny & Bradmore Apprentice, Coal and Bread Charities were refounded. Charity
Accounts records survive from this date.
1881 The Mission Hall was built against the church tower, cost £150.
1895 The Parish Council first met on 24 April, with Thomas Walker as chairman.
1897 Bradmore gave towards the Bunny Clock for Queen Victoria's Jubilee.
1899 Money left over from Jubilee was used to clean out the village ditches.
1910/1 Bunny estate was split up and land sold to tenants and others. Mains water supply
provided to the village. Bradmore's last mill, then disused, was blown up.
1914-8 Temporary airfield on Spinney Hill.
1926 Post Office established. It closed 1971 when Mrs Laura Smith retired.
1929 Electricity supply provided to the village.
1931 The Turnpike road was widened and the cottages in front of the former Crown Inn were
demolished.
1940 Obstacles were put on fields to prevent enemy aircraft landing. Sale of scrap iron raised
10/- for each of 8 active service members of the parish.
1944 Tractors replaced horses on Bonsers Farm, farmed by the Randalls.
1951 New council houses on Main Street got their first occupants.
1952 Magnesium Factory sold (see here).

1962 Numbering of houses was introduced for more accurate postal deliveries.
1960s New bungalows and in the late '60s houses were built in Far Street.
1970s Sales of Manor Farm and Bonsers Farm.
1978 First weekly free bus to Ruddington for pensioners.
1988 Neighbourhood Watch Scheme introduced. Gas supplied to the village.
2000 Millennium celebrations focus on a New Year's Day walk on Bradmore Moor, a united
village church service and a midsummer party. Bradmore now has 130 houses and 300
population.

PARKlNG: please park only along Farmer Street on the same side as the Chapel, or on the lower
part of Main Street opposite the Chapel. Walk round the corner past the letter-box to the main
road, but do not cross.
The village tour starts on the main Loughborough Road on the corner beside the village seat
and bus stop for Nottingham. From here and by walking a short way along the footpath you
can see all the points of interest without crossing the main road.

LOUGHBOROUGH ROAD
Several of the biggest farms stood along the main road at the Bunny end of the village - Yorke
Farm, Debdale, and Tofts with its huge malting barn. The Nags Head Inn once stood here;
commissioners used it in 1707 when they came to assess taxes locally. William Attenborough
is recorded as a maltster in 1796 and his wife Hannah continued to run the inn after his death,
when it was often used to accommodate deserving poor travellers whose bed and breakfast
was paid for by the village Constable. William Peet was maltster in 1864, but there are no later
references to the Nags Head.
Nearby there was a communal bakery and on the opposite side of the road stood the Crown
Inn, now the house known as Fircroft. The earliest tenant recorded was James Henson in 1796,
so it is likely that this hostelry came into use after the road was turnpiked. This became a
favourite venue for meetings for the village leaders, the Constable, overseers of the poor, and
the leading lights who ran village affairs before there was an official Parish Council. It is James
Henson's handwriting we see in the surviving Constables' Account Books. There is no
licensee recorded after 1888, and in 1892 2/6d per week was paid for the hire of a room in the
former Crown as the Bradmore Reading Room. Bunny Charities gave grants for coal and lights
for the room until 1906.
The main road became a Turnpike in 1737 and in 1790 was described as one of the worst kept
roads in the kingdom! The village pinfold for stray animals stood beside Pendock Lane. The
Constable's Accounts of 1804 record the swearing in of Edward Clemens as pindar and he signs
the book with an X for his mark. For many years village farmers and smallholders rented the
grazing along the verges of these lanes and even along the Turnpike itself up to 1868, for
tethered cows or sheep between sunrise and sunset from April to February.
On the corner of Farmer Street is a seat in memory of William Elliott, who died in 1955, provided
by his adopted daughter Norah who lived in Bradmore after her retirement. William was from
Ruddington but married a Bradmore lass, Caroline Dalby, who lived just across the road in front
of the Crown Inn. Her great niece, Win Randall, tells of her memories of the Dalbys later in this
booklet. In 1931 the Turnpike, now generally called the Main Road, was widened and several
houses were demolished along this stretch of the road, including the Dalbys'.

From left, Yorke, Tofts and Debdale Farms, with the double gable of
Rancliffe Farm House behind, taken in the 1950s before development.

On the corner opposite the pillar box where now there is a triangle of grass stood the village
maypole, a sturdy construction, hinged to enable it to be lowered for decorating. Dancing here
was recorded in 1792 and it must have been in use long before that. The first street lamp in
the village, erected in accordance with the Lighting and Watching Act of 1833, was put on the
maypole corner and was locally known as the Bradmore Lighthouse. It had a plaque attached
to celebrate King George V's Silver Jubilee in 1935. In 1987 when new lights were erected on
the opposite side of the main road the Parish Council asked that the Lighthouse be
retained, but it disappeared shortly afterwards and no-one in the village now has any idea
where it, or its commemorative plaque, might be.
On the east side of the road about halfway along stood the Forge and its attached dwelling,
both now forming a single house. In 1674 John Hooton was the blacksmith, and work continued
here under a succession of members of the James family until the 1920s, when Joe Blow and
Gus Hodgett visited the village from Ruddington to serve local needs. There was a dame school
in a cottage just beyond here in the late 19th and early 20th centuries.
Further along the road towards Nottingham another cottage, now gone, stood beside the main
road. Here the village poacher, Elias Bramley, lived in the 1930s and ' 40s, with a reputation as
quite an eccentric. At one time he kept 8 piglets. Frank and Ernest Randall, farming the fields
behind, kept losing their crop of mangolds, but found the losses ceased when they bought
Elias's piglets! Elias had several encounters with the police, and was known to threaten them
with his shotgun. However, there is a story that when Elias heard a noise one night, he looked
out of his bedroom window and saw someone disappearing through the
downstairs window. He fired his shotgun and discovered that he had shot his own son in the
bottom!

There are no characters like that along the road here now, and around 1900 when the village
carter Richard Jackson and his son Dick transported people and goods along here, the villagers
cannot have envisaged the heavy traffic and danger of crossing here today. Have times
improved? In spite of warning signs for Cows Crossing, dairying became impossible due to the
hazards of moving cows over the road between farm and pastures. Today village children still
cross here to catch the school bus, between "Please Drive Carefully" signs at each end of the
village.
Kathleen Hogg.

The walk continues following some reminiscences of the Main Road.

STONE-BREAKING IN BRADMORE circa 1890s
John Smeeton remembered seeing the stone-breaker at work in Bradmore around the turn of
last century. The village women often worked in the fields, "gathering potatoes, hoeing turnips
and gleaning the golden stubbles, and stone-gathering in the fallow fields and stubbles". The
heaps of stones they collected were carted by the farmers to the end of Pendock Lane and the
wide verge opposite, where the stone-breaker, helped by Neddie Cumberland of Bradmore,
would come to work on them with big hammers. Stone-breaking was a strenuous task and
poorly paid, so John Smeeton remembers that the crime of taking broken stones from the
prepared heap by thoughtless schoolboys almost deserved confinement in the village stocks.
These used to stand at the junction of Hutchinson's Lane and Farmer Street, near Miss Lucy
Attewell's house, and facing the short piece of roadway leading to the turnpike road where the
maypole used to be.
From 'Bradmore in the 90s' by John Smeeton.

MEMORIES OF BRADMORE IN THE 1930s
My Great Granny was Mrs Dalby, and Mrs Caroline Elliott, wife of William commemorated on
the village seat, was my great aunt. My great grandmother's house was demolished when the
main road was widened near the present lay-by. Two things I remember about the old house are
the well in the kitchen, and a four-poster bed which had steps to get into it. As a child I thought
this was great fun. There was a smaller house attached to Granny's occupied by the Dickman
family. The Blue Glider bus ran then between Nottingham 'and Loughborough.
I spent all my school holidays at Bradmore staying most of the time at Wayside with my Aunt
Ethel Baggaley and Great Aunt Miriam Dalby, or next door with Great Aunt Olga Tustin, whose
husband George built the house now occupied by Florrie Randall, I also stayed with another
great-aunt, Mrs Ethel Randall.at the house which had been The Crown pub. "The Clubroom"
was used to store garden tools and animal feed. This house was lit by oil lamps and I remember
the dairy was so cold it made one's teeth chatter to walk into it. They kept a cow for the house,
and pigs. It was a very hectic time at pig killing, and bread and pork pies were baked in a
communal oven across the road, adjoining Carnells' farm.
Harvest time was very busy and I loved being with the horses. Crops were cut with a binder and
when ready were brought home in wagons or carts. One
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The Dalbys' cottage on the Main Road before widening, looking north

of my duties was to take the gear horse to wherever it was needed, usually the fields up Mill
Lane. Attached to the shafts of a 4-wheel wagon, it helped the horse already in the shafts to
pull the huge load to the stackyard at Randalls' farm, on The Ramper. The load was stacked
under the old Dutch barn, and Oliver Randall was an expert stacker. I enjoyed taking the horses
to the grass fields in Mill Lane after their day's toil, particularly when the picnic baskets were
brought to the fields at harvest time.
I remember the Forge being used, but the blacksmith must have been a visiting one as Miss
Florrie Voce lived in the cottage. When he stopped coming, Randalls' horses were taken to
Ruddington to be shod and I was disappointed because I was too young to take them so far.
The Bosworths lived on the main road and had a swing in their garden which I enjoyed as a
child. My aunts had a jug of milk daily from Amelia Hickling's farm in Main Street and I used to
fetch this, along with another jug for Miss Attewell and Miss Anyan who lived in Orchard House.
My reward was a chocolate biscuit wrapped in silver paper - very rare in those days.
Win Randall.
Walk up into the village past the letter-box and onto Farmer Street. The best
vantage point is to the right, outside the Methodist Chapel.
FARMER STREET
The other large farmhouses were in Farmer Street: Manor Farm, Bonser's Farm - named after
Sam whose family was here about 100 years ago - Blackcliffe Farm, taking its name from the hill
east of the village, and on the Bunny side of the village the prestigious Rancliffe Farm, proudly
bearing the initials Sir T.P. and the date 1736 in blue brick in its gable. The last family to farm
here were the Edlingtons, George and Margaret, who retired to a cottage in Main Street in
1957. With sons Arthur and Fred they helped organise the village's celebrations for
Queen Elizabeth II's Coronation in 1953.

Manor Farm late 1970s, Blackcliffe and Bonsers in the foreground, and
the outline of the filled-in pond behind, a lighter green pear-shape.

Standing outside the Methodist Chapel, on your immediate right is Blackcliffe Farm, which was
farmed by the Bagguleys, and beyond it Bonsers, now called Plumtrees House, where the
Randalls 'farmed. Both these families are still represented in the village, and both were closely
connected with the Methodist Chapel. Oliver Randall, who was organist for 50 years, produced
a history of the chapel and village to celebrate 150 years of Methodism in Bradmore, in 1980.
His memories of his schooldays and Marion Bagguley's memories of her youth appear later in
this booklet.
Opposite Plumtrees House is Manor Farm, its courtyard of buildings, like Bonsers' and
Blackcliffe's, now converted to residences. The last family at Manor Farm was the Beebys, and
their ploughman, Arthur Walters, used to live at the far end of the road, where a path used to
lead to Ruddington and the main Common Dyke or open drain ran north. He had a small
cottage, known to the children as Old Spooky's House, and had an outside pump for his water
supply. He lived there rent free in his retirement in return for mowing the grass in the bulls'
orchard. This corner, where Farmer Street swings east and becomes The Ramper, was known
as Bull Pen Corner. Arthur's cottage was demolished when he moved to the relatively mod cons
of the farm cottages on Donkey Lane in 1960.
Opposite the Methodist Chapel, Stafford House's long range including its converted barn used
to be called Barn Close, and its square back garden bordered by low brick buildings was once a
real farmyard. This is one of the houses built by Sir Thomas Parkyns in about 1690 and a plaque
on the wall records its restoration in 1989. Above this is a plaque commemorating the six
Bradmore Morrismen and their two pipers who fell foul of the church courts in 1618 for dancing
on a Sunday. This plaque and a booklet on the history of Morris Dancing in Bradmore
village were produced with the help of the Dolphin Morrismen, who have often come to dance
in the village at midsummer.

In the 1930s, the Misses Pyatt lived here at Barn Close, two sisters renowned as professional
singers. They are also remembered for distributing sweets to the village children and sharing
their home with a considerable number of cats; they were much loved pillars of the village
community.
Standing between the two road junctions, Rufford Lodge was also a farmhouse with farmyard
behind and was the first Bradmore home of the Randalls in 1870. Later the Chadburns lived
here, still remembered in the name Chaddy's Field out on the Plumtree lane. Chaddy's cows
used to make their own way daily up Main Street to their pasture while Les had his breakfast,
then he would cycle up after them and shut the gate. In 1958 Mrs Thomas set up her Riding
School at Rufford Lodge, affiliated to the Rufford Pony Club of which she was District
Commissioner. The Club proved so popular it soon moved to larger premises at Little Paddocks
in Main Street, where the stables stand alongside what used to be the Randalls' stackyard.
On the opposite corner of Main Street, Orchard House's black-and-white gable mirrors that of
No. 113 on the main road, both houses built by John Attewell in the late 1920s; he lived on the
main road, and his sister Lucy lived here on Farmer Street, with her companion Mary Anyan.
Their tombstone is in Bunny churchyard, inscribed "Companions reunited". Orchard House was
built on part of Rancliffe Farm's orchard, then farmed by Hutchinsons, and this stretch of Farmer
Street past the new houses was then known as Hutchinsons' Lane.

Wesleyan Chapel and Schoolroom, c191O.

Standing right in the centre of the farming community is the Methodist Chapel, built in 1830,
traditionally on a site where John Wesley preached. It is recorded that on the opening day,
Monday 1st November, the builders had to be fetched back from premature celebrations in the
Crown Inn to finish the job before its official opening! There are several bricks on the frontage
and corner of the building with names on them, "bought" by villagers and inscribed during
building. First the vestry and then the schoolroom added later served as the main

venue for village meetings, in the absence of a village hall. Celebrations of coronations since
George V and anniversaries such as V.E. Day in 1995 have been held here. Both chapel and
schoolroom hosted Millennium celebrations in 2000. There is still a flourishing Sunday School
and service of worship each week. In 1999 the facilities became the subject of development
plans to enable them to continue to serve the whole village community well into the next
century.
Sheila Clark.
Go up Far Street as far as Donkey Lane; on your left the triangular area in No. 5's front garden
preserves the line of The Entry, a former pathway through to Main Street, closed off in the
1970s. The two streets are still linked by New Walk further up the road, opposite the entrance
to Donkey Lane.

DONKEY LANE AND THE SMEDLEYS
Donkey Lane once followed a left-hand loop to re-join Far Street round about where Nos.26/28
stand now, but was cut short when these new houses were built. The lane leads to The Cottage
and Manor Farm Cottages. Between them was the site of one of the village's two ponds, where
Manor Farm cows came to drink until tuberculosis regulations caused it to be filled in and
replaced by piped water in the mid-1950s. The name Donkey Lane is supposedly derived from
gypsies bringing their donkeys here to drink, but there is no eye-witness confirmation.
Manor Farm Cottages were probably built around 1870 for the farm workers. However The
Cottage is considerably older, dating from around the mid-1700s. The original cottage was
extended to the right in its early years for more living space and for a single-storey wing to
house chickens and up to 4 cattle. Samuel Smedley moved into The Cottage from Nottingham
in about 1905, on his doctor's recommendation to move to the countryside, and he lived
healthily here in Bradmore until he died in 1939 in his mid-80s.
Samuel's grandson, Arthur, had his photo taken here at the age of 2, with his Grandad's dog Vic.
Thirty years later he moved into The Cottage with his wife. They had an outside toilet in the
front garden, the waste going into a tub which was emptied every week in the crew yard at
Chadburns' Farm by James Hornbuckle from Main Street, for two shillings. James was a wellknown village gossip, and would often be gone with the tub for so long, delayed by chattering,
that his "customers" would be left desperate, awaiting his return.
Garrie Naden.
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Arthur Smedley with grandfather Sam's dog at The Cottage, 1914

.
The Smedleys' orchard opposite The Cottage had an important place in the wartime history of
the village.

THE WARTIME "SHADOW FACTORY" IN FAR STREET
In the early 1940s land in Far Street was requisitioned by the government and a factory for the
manufacture of incendiary bomb parts was built by Mr Suren of Rye, Sussex. The factory reputedly was
for milling magnesium, but we now know it was the only plant in the UK making a vital base component,
and was deliberately disguised as farm buildings. The two main executives of the firm were Germans,
probably refugees. The full story of the factory has now been revealed, thanks to help from Mrs Swaine,
Dorothy Onyon and Mr Squires.
It was built on allotments cultivated by the farm workers of Manor Farm Cottages, and on Mr Smedley's
orchard. New houses cover the site of the main factory buildings, but part of the factory wall has been
retained as a boundary and can be seen from Donkey Lane. So too has the office and canteen building,
an asbestos concrete hut on the side of the road at No. 16 Far Street. The small living accommodation
Mr Suren built for his own use, probably using materials intended for the factory, is now incorporated
within the bungalow at No.16.
The factory was a source of wartime employment for Bradmore and the surrounding area, and there
was a bus to bring shift workers from Ruddington. We know of two serious accidental explosions, in
which three people died. Fire- blackened corrugated concrete roofing material dug out of No.16's
garden is evidence of the severity of the explosions.
The garden was raised above the surrounding land when the debris was tipped into the orchard.
At the celebrations of V.E. Day, large quantities of magnesium powder were ignited on land off
Main Street. Burning No.16's garden weeds and roots on the bonfire is still likely to result in
bright magnesium glare, so the V.E. Day celebration must have been quite spectacular!

After the war the factory buildings were left empty except for one, used for a short time by a
firm of sheet metal workers. The little house in the orchard was taken over by Basford RDC for
a time, and housed the Couldwell family until the new council houses were built. The orchard
land, house and its innumerable storage sheds, loading platforms and other constructions were
then returned to Mr Smedley of The Cottage, and eventually purchased by the present owner.
Jack Garner

VILLAGE WATER SUPPLIES
The village is on high ground, but almost all the large houses had their own wells until the advent
of piped water from Nottingham Corporation. The village streets still have numerous water
supply covers bearing the Corporation's initials.
The smaller cottages had communal wells and pumps. There were at least two village pumps,
one on Far Street, by the roadside between Nos. 13 and 15, showing on a photo taken in the
early 1900s, and another on Main Street near the former shop. The poor of the village, who
could not afford to sink their own wells, would have been served by these pumps. Several
people claimed their well water was far superior to the later "town water" supplied by the
Corporation, and regretted the demise of the wells.
As late as the early 1950s quite a few premises were dependent on septic tanks to dispose of
their waste, and at least one cottage in Main Street still had recourse to "the little room under
the pear tree" and the services of the night soil men. All the rainwater was collected in a large
tank underground by the back door and, although sometimes rather dirty from atmospheric
dust, this was certainly softer than the piped supply and preferred by the householder, Vernon
Attewell, for his daily wash and shave. All the cooking and water heating in the cottage was
done on a range with two ovens and a water tank, the fire being kept in most of the time. Piped
water, and the rural electrification work done by Notts & Derby Electrical Company, eventually
brought electric stoves and washing machines, and tradition gave way to convenience for
Vernon and his wife Edith.
Jack Gamer.
Continue up Far Street, to the bend in the road, and pause at the bend.

FAR STREET
Far Street was transformed in the late 1960s. The old cottages shown in the 1900s photograph
were themselves successors of the Town Houses run by the village Constables in the 18th and
19th centuries to house the poor. These cottages were gradually abandoned rather than
modernised, and at one time the street was described as desolate with only one cottage
inhabited. No.21, Rookery Cottage, was formerly two Victorian cottages called the Rookeries,
a name traditionally used for the homes of poorer people. It originally had a long plot behind
which was used in the 1960s for a second house for the daughter of the family living there.
Apart from Rookery Cottage the old houses were pulled down in the 1950s, when the Council
Houses were built on Main Street, and 20 years later the present large detached houses were
put up, and have been variously extended since. One was originally a bungalow, and had a
second storey added - can you spot it?

Far Street, early 1900s

Of the bungalows opposite the former factory site, Nos 9 and 11 were built on an orchard
belonging to the Challands family - orchards were quite a feature of the village and there were
many damson trees. A couple of the old Bramley apple trees still survive in the gardens.
Until the late 1960s Town End Cottage and Mill Cottage were the last houses before open fields.
Both these houses are old - Town End Cottage dates from at least 1700 and there is evidence
of fire damage in part-melted bricks, so maybe the fire of 1705 reached here. One of the main
beams dates between 1640 and 1740.
Mill Cottage, timber-framed with old beams still visible inside and outside, is not older than
1600. Originally it was a single farmhouse, but was then extended, divided into three, and
eventually returned to a single property again. There is an original baker's oven built into the
wall near the present front door.
In the late 1800s Mr Yates, the village tailor, lived at the top of Far Street near the old mill. He
is recorded as carrying needle and thread about with him, and he worked cross-legged on a
table-top with his mouth full of pins. His work was not in the latest fashions, but he used good
materials that stood up to the hard wear of farming life. Eventually he retired to Bunny
almshouses.
Gwenda Ackroyd

BRADMORE MILLS
Bunny parish register for 1723-1802 states that a Bradmore Mill was built by the late Sir Thomas
Parkyns about 1683, but the site of the mill is not recorded. Chapman's map of Nottinghamshire
in 1774 actually shows two mills, the Ruddington mill on Spinney Hill and one between
Bradmore and Flawforth in the area where Mill Lane now runs. However, at the time of
Sanderson's map of 1830-1835 only one mill is shown, and that is in the fields on the outer edge
of Far Street opposite Town End. We believe one of the previous two mills was moved from its
original site, as was common with post mills, the earliest type of mill. All that now remains of
the Far Street mill is the mill mound in a garden at the rear of one of the houses. This is shown
on maps until 1981 when that part of the field was sold to residents of five of the houses as
garden extensions.

Sketched on the back of a postcard, by 'WD' in 1899 (William Dalby?)

The mill here was in a very good position to benefit from the prevailing winds, being at almost
the highest point in the village. Most parishes in the 19th century had a mill to support every
200 people in the locality, to grind for flour and animal feed. At that time Bradmore had 400
residents, so could support two mills. Trade directories, census returns, wills, rent records and
the Constables' Accounts record Bradmore millers from 1697 to 1888, and sometimes note a
second occupation for the miller to boost his income. Of the ten millers' names recorded, five
were members of the Dalby family - William, John, Samuel, Henry, and another, later, William.
We can only be sure that the mill on Far Street worked after 1835, with John Treece as miller.
There is a reference to it being accidentally burned in 1880 on bonfire night, and for a time the
miller, John Elliott, is recorded as only a shopkeeper. The mill was finally demolished by
gunpowder in 1910, but its mound continued to be used for viIIage bonfires for many years
after that.
Gwenda Ackroyd.
Continue past Bank House on the left to the "crossroads" at the junction of Main Street and Far
Street. Turn right for the kissing gate and views over the fields towards Ruddington. Go ahead
down Moor Lane and branch left on a footpath above the lane to a stile, then follow the path
along the top hedge for views of the common fields. There is a map of the fields inside the back
cover.

Aerial view of Bradmore looking north west, c1985.

THE FIELDS AND LANDS OF BRADMORE
The very existence of our forebears in Bradmore depended critically on the land, which
provided all of their many needs for survival. Water came from ponds, streams-and wells. The
common lands provided wild foods including berries, fungi, rabbits, birds and herbs; it grew
trees and shrubs, valuable for fuel and timber. Clay yielded bricks, and stones material for
paving and building. Most villagers had rights to grazing for one or two animals on the common
lands.
Nothing was wasted: hides provided leather, sheep wool, cows and sheep meat and milk, horses
transport and draught power, and pigs meat in every form. Orchards and gardens were vital
sources of fruit and vegetables, and cottage doors would be frequented by chickens for eggs,
meat and feathers. Arable land provided crops to support the livestock and villagers alike:
cereals, turnips, potatoes, leys. The early people who produced everything within the
community were masters of the land, having trained in its university for centuries; it is only
within recent generations that most people have become illiterate in this respect.
The importance of the land was encapsulated in its management, allocation and husbandry.
Little is known about the medieval strip system as practised in Bradmore, when each village
family had an allocation of cultivated land and grazing rights on the common lands. Fields which
have received little cultivation still reveal evidence today of the individual strips created by the
practice of always ploughing towards the middle. This gradually built up higher ground in the
centre with a deepening furrow on either side. The farmers had several strips distributed
around large open fields so that each had some land of different characteristics, e.g. clay, loam,
wet. After harvest, these arable fields became common areas used by the poor for grazing and,
gleaning which allowed all residents opportunity to obtain their own food.
Until 1910 Bradmore was owned by the Lord of Bunny Park and so all property was rented by
the villagers. The occupiers were not free to crop the land as they wished. Each had to follow
decisions of the Manorial Court, and later those of the various parish officials. The strips in each
field had to grow the same crop for simultaneous harvesting, allowing the field to become
common land for the winter period. Disadvantages of the open field system became
increasingly pressing until both landlords and tenants acknowledged the benefits of enclosure.
Unlike many other parishes, Bradmore was enclosed without Parliamentary sanction around
1778, possibly because the only owner, Sir Thomas Parkyns, had no-one to contest the
arrangements. Consequently, we have few records of the layout of the old open field system
and none of the new enclosures. The lack of records is partially offset by a survey made in 1792
listing each property, field or enclosure by number, name, area, tenant and annual value. The
numbers refer to a long-lost plan, but the earliest map showing field boundaries, dated 1830,
has been used to locate each enclosure.
In 1792 some 11 tenant farmers had 50-200 acres each, and 26 cottagers had 5-15 acres. There
were still two common fields, enclosed before 1830, both situated within Bunny parish. One of
these, Bradmore Pasture, lay in Bradmore Moors to the west and south of Moor Lane. Its 160
acres were occupied by the farmers, each renting a number of "gates" varying from 4 to 12.
Each gate represented the right to graze a fixed number of animals. Similarly, the cottagers had
rights in Cottage Moor, of 94 acres, between the Main Road and Moor Lane. Some cottagers
also occupied one of the Rowend Meadows, containing some 12 enclosures of 0.5-2 acres.

On the south-facing slope above these meadows are the Vine Yard Fields, which may have
grown grapes in earlier times. To the west, at the bottom of the hill, is an area once known as
Brickiln Closes, suggesting that clay from the hillside was fired here to make bricks. Following
a snowfall, this hillside is a favourite sledging site. Further west lies Peet's Wife's Nook, a
memorable name derived from the Peet family, resident in the village during the 18th century.
A Nook was a secluded corner or a field with many corners.
Frog Hole would have been poor land with boggy soil, haunted by frogs. A depression in the
landscape can still be seen where there was once a pond in this enclosure. Alongside the
Ramper and the Main Road is Dovecoate Close. The dovecote was often a substantial building
forming an obvious landmark for naming of fields but no other evidence for it remains today.
Further up Spinney Hill, used as an airfield during the First World War, were four Mill Closes,
with Ruddington Mill beyond.

Frank and Doris Randall on tractor and binder
in Second Overs Steeth, Mill Lane, 1947.

The obvious meaning for Labour in Vain is not substantiated by its high rentable value in 1792,
so it may be a case of stating the opposite! The north side of Mill Lane has many "Steeth"
enclosures. A steeth, bank or steep slope running parallel to the land suggests names for fields
above the bank (Over) and below it (Nether). You will notice on the map they are numbered
from both ends of the lane. Below the bank at the lowest point lies Prestmore, indicating land
once assigned to a priest. Mill Close was on the highest ground at the end of Mill Lane, although
the mill was removed before 1830. Barn Close, now a farm yard, probably had a barn there
from early times to save transporting corn to the village and back again for milling. To the south,
Street Gate indicated a field adjacent to a road. A large area, or one on which muck was spread,
could be called "Muckle" but as for "Hole", there is no evidence of a depression in this area
today.

Gravelpit, which provided gravel and stones for the roads following enclosure, was accessed
through the Home Close of the Crown Inn. The Town Furlongs reveal the location of one of the
pre-enclosure arable fields. Containing a large pond, Bradmore Pool is now known as Old
Bradmore. According to an old tradition the ancient village of Bradmore had once been built in
the middle of Old Bradmore, but a stupendous upheaval had buried every habitation.
Supposedly the spire of the church might still be seen in the pond there. However, in 1792 Old
Bradmore was on the south side of Plumtree Lane and how the names came to be changed is a
mystery.
Black Cliff hill lies at the eastern boundary of the parish with at least six enclosures named after
it. The same applies for the deep valley of Debdale. Deadman's Grave is less likely to be a burial
ground than a place where a person died. The strange name "Wheel" in Wheelbone Furlong
may refer to the presence of a stone circle, and "bone" to an enclosure dressed with bone dust:
evidence for either of these in Wheelbone Furlong is lacking today!
Bordering Pendock Lane, named after the family which once owned much of Keyworth,
Townend Close has an obvious derivation and this field probably contained the pinfold where
stray animals were impounded. "Bold" in Bold Flash referred to land containing a building, and
"Flash" indicated an area subject to flooding as this field is. The origin of the name for Rand
Cliff Wood is quite obvious when it is realised that "Rand" refers to land on a boundary (the
Bradmore/Bunny parish boundary passes through it) and Cliff was used for any
land on a hill or steep slope. To the south, Peet's and Calsey's Closes, being named after people,
could have been enclosed before the main part of the parish.
Many of the smaller fields are no longer evident, since the removal of hedges during the last
century has produced an open landscape reminiscent of earlier times. With only five major land
owners in the parish we may yet return to a single absent owner as at the time of the
enclosures. However, there are no signs of the villagers reverting to the land for survival!
John Randall.
Neville Waddingham recorded memories of the First World War Airfield:
During the 1914-18 war Bradmore had a military airfield on Spinney Hill field, farmed by Mr W
Beeby. It was quite an event for the children when an aeroplane came to land. I can quite
remember coming out of Sunday School and running to the airfield. A huge white ring was
painted on the field and one of the soldiers in charge had to keep the cows off so as not to
obliterate the markings. The airfield was staffed by about six soldiers who lived there in
wooden huts and guarded the petrol store.
(From "Bradmore the Village, & Methodism 1830-1980")
Return from the fields to the crossroads and turn down Main Street.

MAIN STREET
Bradmore had six or seven large farms through most of its history, and up to a dozen
smallholdings of around 10 acres, whose cottager tenants mostly lived along Main Street. At
the. west end, the highest point of the village overlooking Bunny, was Home Farm - rented by
the Voce family - next door to the Attewells at Fairholme.
Arthur Vernon Attewell, 1898-1971.

My late father-in-law was a complex character and a true villager, the perfect example of a
person with the interests of the village and its inhabitants at heart - a soldier in the First World
War, a rate collector for Basford RDC, a special constable, and an official of Bunny Charities.
During the last war he worked in the magnesium milling factory in the village, and then went
on to work as a Ministry of Supply policeman. He was a keen gardener who grew
and cured his own tobacco, kept poultry and pigs, made wine, served as church chorister, British
Legion standard bearer, keen darts and domino player, clerk to the Bradmore Parish Council for
over 40 years as well as serving as clerk to Bunny P.C. for some years. Later he became
Chairman of Bradmore Parish Council.
I have fond memories of his musical evenings when, with his friend Leslie Watson, they sang
"Watchman, what of the night?" and other favourites to his piano accompaniment. Typical of
his regard for other people, when I visited him as he lay seriously ill in hospital he told me to
"go and talk to that chap in the bed over there, he doesn't get any visitors." He died that same
night. Would that I, and others, could emulate him, if only to a lesser degree.
Jack Garner.
Opposite the Voces and Attewells, the Harrisons were here through three generations, almost
100 years, and recollections of the three cottages that stood back from the road are preserved
in the present house number, officially 30/32. The house below, set close to the roadside, was
the home of the Staples family, with a brother Harry living opposite at Bramley Cottage. Harry
was nearly blind, but still went daily down to his small fields in Moor Lane to feed his hens and
collect the eggs. He is well remembered still, with his thick pebble-glasses, flat cap, permanent
cigarette, unshaven stubbly chin, and an uncanny knack of hedge-cutting by feel since he
couldn't see too well what he was doing. He always managed to remove his free hand just in
time before the blade passed. The Randalls used to sow and reap his corn for him, though one
year his crop contained more poppies than corn, and the seeds were doubtless spread liberally
among Main Street gardens as the "harvest" was brought in.

Main Street before the Council Houses.

Further down the road came an area of shops - the butcher's, and the Post Office half way
down, the business end of the building jutting out into the road. Thanks to the researches of
Mr Dennis Humphrey, postal historian, we still have an example of an early Bradmore postmark
from the 1930 hand-stamp used for franking village mail. Herbert Ashley was postmaster in the
1930s with his wife Florence. When telephones first came to the village the public phone was
here in the shop, which made sure the whole village was up to date with all the gossip.

When the shop was separated from the house it was locked outside normal hours
and Bradmore then acquired its red kiosk, which is preserved as an important element of the
village scene near the foot of Main Street. Present residents remember doing all their shopping
at the village shop as late as the 1950s, when it stocked groceries and just about everything a
villager needed, but when supermarkets opened the shop trade declined. The premises were
taken over by Valerie Jackson and Janet Spinack, who sold pottery and antiques and served
coffee at the back.
Eventually, like many village shops, it closed and was
converted to a house.
The Council Houses were built in the 1950s to house farm workers, and it was probably at that
time the former poor houses in Far Street were demolished. This whole area between Main
Street and Far Street uphill of the church path was formerly orchard and gardens, and the
discovery of various human bones in the area suggest the church once had its own graveyard
here. At the bottom of the street are Ivy Farm, now whitewashed and set back from the road
behind apple trees, and Hill Farm. Between them Southwell House, with a date 1730 in its gable
brickwork, used to be three cottages until 1974.
Opposite, tucked in against the church tower, little Steeple Cottage was the last thatched
cottage in the village and stood next to two cottages, both known as Rose Cottage, where the
Challands family lived. William and Nancy Challands had 15 children, but managed to stay calm
and dignified - Nancy was never seen without her lace choker-collar. William was well over 6 ft
tall, with thick grey hair, long old-fashioned sideboards and twinkling grey eyes. He worked as
a waggoner on Smeetons' farm for over 50 years and was also a jobbing gardener, chimney
sweep and village barber. He had a sliding scale of charges for a haircut, saying: "If he can
afford to go courting, he can afford to pay me threepence, but if he' s married,
he'll not be able to afford more than a penny." Although he had to be at work by 4 or 5 am,
according to the season, he would get up early to sweep chimneys, perhaps doing several
chimneys in Bunny at 4d. a time, and walk back to Bradmore in time to start work.
On Sundays he would allow no books or newspapers to be read - only the Bible - and no work
done that was not absolutely necessary. Even the vegetables were prepared the day before.
When daughter Annie managed to get her boots very muddy one Saturday, and was discovered
cleaning them on Sunday morning ready for chapel, for a punishment she had to go to chapel
wearing one clean boot and one muddy one.
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Main Street, Tom Wilkinson's House (No. 1 1) and the shop beyond
by J A Tong, 1951.

When Nancy had been ill and needed doctor's fees and medicine, William was offered £5 from
the Bunny & Bradmore Charities but at first refused it, eventually accepting only for the sake
of his children.
Their son Fred enlisted in the Sherwood Foresters in 1914, but was wounded in action in
September 1915 and again in February 1916. He returned to England but continued to serve in
the Regiment, dying of pneumonia in 1918, aged 21. He was buried at Bunny with full military
honours and his tombstone can be found on the north side of the churchyard.
Large families were common, and marriages between the offspring of various village families
soon ensured that most were related to each other - the Bagguleys, the Randalls, the Walkers
and Whittakers, the Dalbys, the Jacksons and the Jameses were all related, and the Hensons
were linked to just about everyone else. Many children died before they reached 20; Bunny
Churchyard has a stone to Elizabeth James who died in 1809 aged 17, an "untractable" child but
reformed, "encouraging proof of the beneficial tendency of Sunday Schools"!
The postcard view of Rose Cottages is the setting of a famous painting "The May Queen" by
Wilson-Foster, a celebrated Victorian artist from West Bridgford. It was exhibited at the Royal
Academy in 1893 and now hangs in the Rushcliffe Borough Council Offices. It portrays a May
Day procession of young girls in white dresses, watched by an assortment of village characters,
though it is not certain that any are actual Bradmore people of the time. Rushcliffe also has
another of Foster's pictures showing Bradmore church and farmhouses in the background.
Sheila Clark

Rose Cottages, Main Street

Bradmore Church by V Jackson

THE FIRE OF 1705
Possibly Bradmore' s greatest claim to fame is the devastating fire of 2nd July 1705. It started
in the house of Thomas Browne junior in the early afternoon, and within two hours 12 houses
with their outhouses, shops, tools and contents were destroyed and also all of the church
except the steeple. This is why today we have an old steeple, parts dating from 1400, with a
Victorian addition attached.
The fire was described in reports at the time as a "terrible conflagration", and the losses were
estimated at £6,000, a considerable sum. News of the disaster obviously spread, as the parish
of Knights Enham in Hampshire collected 2/9d for the sufferers of Bradmore. Fortunately, no
fatalities are recorded.
Gwenda Ackroyd.
Go along New Walk, the footpath beside the church tower leading to Far Street.
At the very centre of the village, the 14th century stone tower of Bradmore church provides
a landmark, now floodlit at night to guide weary villagers home. Its dedication is unrecorded,
though it had its own vicar at one time, but it never recovered fully from the dreadful fire in
1705. In the 1850s the village saddler John Stubbs, who lived on Far Street, used the area to
spread his freshly tanned leather to dry.

After a gap of 180 years the steeple was joined by a new room, used at times for storage or
pigs, and from 1909 as the Men’s Institute. Beside the entrance door there is still the little
gate where Lawrence Tarry and his wife Hilda, who lived in the former cottages on Far Street,
used to come through from their garden to perform caretaker duties. Here in 1953 a
borrowed television was set up to enable the village to watch the Coronation ceremonies,
followed by a village fancy dress parade and children's sports events. Now the Church Room
has a vital place in village life, used for social occasions and exhibitions as well as for worship.
In 1927 the Bradmore Tower and Steeple Preservation Committee was formed to collect at
least £100 in subscriptions towards repairs necessitated by growth of an elder bush on the
church tower. The steeple was disturbed by an earthquake in 1947 and the new top of the
spire is slightly askew. The tower is still consecrated, and there is a monthly service in the
Church announced by the single church bell - formerly Bunny's school bell, dating back to
1700. This tower has, then, survived both fire and earthquake, and being on a slight elevation
should be safe from flood, and so stand firm at the heart of the village for centuries to come!
Sheila Clark.
Go back down Far Street and turn at the bottom of the road to look back at the church steeple;
try to pick out the roofline of the former nave on the east wall of the tower. We hope you have
enjoyed your walk.
In the next pages, villagers share their memories of 20th century Bradmore.

MEMORIES OF SCHOOL DAYS, 1910s
I have lived in the village for the greater part of 80 years and seen many changes in village
life, in agriculture, and education. There never was a regular day school in Bradmore, except
when evacuees were here in the early days of the war, when the Methodist Sunday School
was used for a time. There had been an old Dame's School in the village and I was one of the
last to attend. The teacher, a Miss Atkinson, had an artificial leg and used to crawl about the
floor in her home. In spite of this, she used to walk to Bunny Church on crutches.
Most of the children went to Bunny School; there were no buses and the only transport was
the Carrier's Van on very wet days, or when the floods were out at Bunny. We had to take
sandwiches for our lunch, and some boys used a pen to toast their bread before the stove.
We had no playground so play and physical exercises had to take place in the street - even
football, on the Main Road. Nevertheless it was a good school.
Children used to leave school at 14 years old, and there was not much difficulty in finding
work. Most of the boys followed their fathers' footsteps as farmers or farm workers, and
many of the girls found work at the Ruddington Hosiery factories or went into domestic
service. Most Bradmore children went to the Methodist Sunday School and at the Sunday
School Anniversary, usually held on Whit Sunday, there were about 50 children on the
platform.

I remember the first telephone in the village, the first motor car, and the first tractor. It is still
a very pleasant village, within easy reach of the town if you have your own transport. All we
need is a Shop, a Post Office and a better Bus Service.
Oliver Randall (written c.1980).

MARION BAGGULEY REMEMBERS ....
Marion sadly died, aged 93, during the preparation of this booklet, but as the village's oldest
resident she shared with Garrie Naden and John Randall her early memories - one of the
earliest being kneeling in one of the cottages at the top of Far Street with Hilda Smith to watch
the mill burn down, which was in 1910. Other childhood memories include going to St Mary's
in Nottingham to celebrate the end of World War I, going to Bunny School where she was
taught by Miss Fearnside, and going to Ruddington to collect the rents at Parkyns Villas, which
her father had built. She also remembers a door or a window on Far Street through
which meat was sold.
Her father, Robert Bagguley, a renowned cricketer who played for Nottinghamshire County
Cricket Club and for The Gentlemen, rented Blackcliffe Farm from Bunny Estate, then after
1910 from Henry Lester, who at that time ran a cafe in the Lace Market. Marion remembers
going there as a child and says they did very good Yorkshire puddings and home-made apple
pie! In 1918 Henry Lester moved to Tofts Farm at Bradmore. At about the same time the
Carnells arrived at Debdale Farm and Frederick William married Henry's daughter, Edith. Soon
after this the Bagguleys bought Blackcliffe Farm. They had about 25 cows and calves in the
fields over Blackcliffe Hill towards Plumtree, and grew wheat along Mill Lane to the top of the
hill. The Bagguley children were all brought up as vegetarians, on home grown produce of
course, with a diet recommended by the famous Dr Allinson, of bread fame, whom Marion's
father consulted for a diet for stomach ulcers.
Marion inherited her grandmother Martha's musical talent (Granny had played the cornet in
the Ruddington Temperance Band) and sang alto, appearing at Nottingham's Albert Hall, the
Royal Concert Hall and Southwell Minster. She and her sister Mary lived in Blackcliffe House
on Farmer Street. Mary bought Home Farm on Main Street, which she renamed Moorlands,
and found tenants by advertising in the Methodist Recorder. She also used to keep hens
there, selling the free range eggs mainly to Horspools, the Ruddington bakers.
Marion describes the villagers here in her youth in vivid images: Will Smeeton who was called
Breezy Smeeton because he always said it was a breezy day; William Smith who had a little
shop near the old pump on Main Street and sold silk combinations; his wife Eliza who grew
raspberries and brought them in a big yellow bowl for Marion's mother to make raspberry
vinegar and jam; old Mrs Harrison who kept bees and made honey; and old Mr Smedley who
always took his housekeeper a Christmas dinner.

There was also Dick Jamson, who lived at the Walkers' house when learning to farm. Thomas
Walker was Marion's grandfather on her mother's side, and was a Methodist local preacher,
respected as the "Father of Bradmore Wesleyanism" and inspirer of the new Sunday School.
Dick Jamson and his wife Sarah celebrated their golden wedding anniversary in 1955, by which
time at age 86 Dick was the chapel's oldest trustee. Marion too has her place in the village
annals with many years of service to chapel and Sunday School.

MEMORIES OF A BRADMORE CHILDHOOD, in the 1950s
I was born in Main Street, No.11, a cottage with outbuildings and a large barn where we kept
chickens. There was an outside loo in one of the outbuildings which was emptied every week
by Basford Council. Bath night was Friday - a twin bath in front of a roaring fire in winter,
while we watched "Animal, Vegetable and Mineral" or "The Brains Trust" on a newly acquired
television. Winter was a time for chilblains, and airing clothes in front of the fire
before we could wear them. The winter of 1947 was cruel and long - I recall being taken for
a walk down Plumtree Lane, looking up at the bright blue sky and seeing mountains of snow
towering above me either side of the Lane.
My father, Tom Wilkinson, worked weekends for Walter Beeby, farmer of Manor Farm. We
had to go round the local fields visiting the hen houses checking food and water and collecting
eggs. I was allowed on occasion to sit in the driver's seat of the Jeep and steer - my feet
wouldn't reach the controls, Dad had to operate those. The fields were exciting places in those
days, full of mushrooms, cowslips and a veritable adventure playground.
My best friend Jennifer and I built a tree-house, a "beehive igloo" thatched with hay. Later
we converted an old lean-to hen house into a home of our own - we took out the old nesting
boxes and sat in them pretending they were boats and getting covered in fleas. Our little
home was wonderful. My mother found some wallpaper and we hung pictures up, found a
bit of old furniture and generally had a good, adult-free time.
Trips to Nottingham were occasional treats, travelling by Trent bus (few families had cars in
those days). We went to see a chap called Tommy Barker in the market, where Dad would
take eggs and get goods in lieu. If I was very lucky I would have an ice cream from Masarellas.
Bradmore village shop did good business too - Lurpak butter cut from a great slab, tea
weighed out, and trouble when I spent pocket money on "rubbish" sweets. The weekly
grocery bill was usually about £2/10/-.
I had piano lessons with Miss Marion (Bagguley), but I hated practising scales and arpeggios
so Saturday morning could be a bit of a trial if I hadn't done much practice. Sunday afternoon
was Sunday School in the Wesleyan Schoolroom. The highlight of the year was the
Anniversary and prize-giving, with a platform erected in front of the pulpit. For we children,
this was the fashion event of our year. We had a new dress for this occasion.
The farms were the backbone of village life, providing work for many in the village. Les
Chadburn, farmer, farmed from Home Farm, Main Street, and walked his cows up the street
until he got to our cottage, whereupon they mounted the pavement and deposited large
dollops outside the gate. In my childhood the fields were small and hedge-lined, each one

having its own name. Moor Lane had been a dumping ground for Basford Council's rubbish
collections - I can recall even seeing a couple of old sit-up-and-beg cars abandoned in the
hedgerows. It saddened me when the hedgerows were torn out to provide large fields of
grain, where previously there had been a balance of meadow and land under the plough.
Mary Morley.

SPORT IN THE VILLAGES OF BUNNY AND BRADMORE
Two tennis courts plus a pavilion were rented from Mrs Cordeaux of Bunny Hall for 1/- a year.
Bradmore members included the Bagguley girls, Tom & Mary Wilkinson, Cyril Jamson and
Hilda Waddingham. There were also courts at the vicarage, in the Hall grounds and one at
John Attewell's at Bradmore (the bungalow opposite the maypole corner). Visitors were
always welcome, as were the Army when they were round the Park. In return they invited
club members to dances and ENSA concerts. There was also a hockey team which played in
the Hall grounds.
Bunny had a 'good cricket team which played in the Park, and there was also a football team,
involving many of the same people. The Bradmore players I remember were Jack and Cecil
James, George Smith, Neville Waddingham, and Cecil Bagguley, the son of Robert, who was a
very good player.
There was a pond in the field to the right going up the Keyworth lane between Bunny and
Bradmore, and one next to the Schoolhouse, and three others we used for skating. One was
up Donkey Lane in Bradmore just before the Manor cottages, and another was down
Bradmore Moor, a very large pond known then as Moor Waterhen (now known as Moor
Watering). Ladysmocks and wild orchids used to surround this in Spring.
The field to the right of the pond was a beautiful meadow with all kinds of wild flowers,
ladysmocks, dog daisies, wild orchids. Down the centre of the field was a row of crab apple
trees, a wonderful sight in the Spring and used for crab apple jelly in the Autumn. They were
all taken down and the meadow ploughed up and many hedgerows cut down. The hedges
were recorded in a study by Joyce Gear's daughter Annabel while a University student.
The Misses Pyatt of Barn Close were such kind people. One of the things they did was to go
round the village on Christmas Eve with a lantern on a pole - there were no street lights delivering gifts for every child. In the War years they saved their coupons for a year so that
the children could have sweets for Christmas. Other gifts were made by German prisoners,
who made beautiful things.
Miss Ingram kept the village shop and used to make wonderful ice cream. Before the main
road was widened there were 2 houses and a barn at the side of the road, and she always sat
there on Bank Holidays to sell to passing traffic. When it was the church fete at Bunny she
gave a tub of ice cream and I had the job of selling it. She would come round and tell me I
was putting too much in the cornets or wafers - not enough profit!
Dorothy Onyon

BRADMORE VILLAGE IN THE YEAR 2000
As a relative newcomer of 22 years, I too remember a farming village and very much regretted
the departure of the cows from the field at the rear of our house. With their demise began
the conversion of some redundant farm buildings into new homes. Some properties which
actually looked derelict got a new lease of life, and as they became small bungalows or large
homes Bradmore got an influx of new families. At the end of all the conversions, which took
20 years, it was a surprise to find that the village now includes 80 people below voting age, of
whom 20 are under 5 years old. Quite a change from when our children came here as
teenagers. People do want to live in Bradmore. Some families have moved within the village
in order to stay here, others have more than one generation living here.
While we suffer from the lack of a modern community building, this does not preclude
community activities. Over the years, great events are still celebrated in the streets, in
gardens and in barns, as well as in the Methodist Schoolroom and the Church Room. The
Men’s Institute is long gone but the Women’s Institute, run jointly with Bunny, continues to
flourish. Keen village golfers compete for an annual trophy in memory of Sydney Dove, who
recently lived on Far Street.
The regular coffee morning in homes on Loughborough Road welcomes all villagers, and is
particularly enjoyed by the retired. Several younger families organise the revived Parent
&Toddler Group, in Bunny Village Hall, and the annual carol singing for charity, started early
in the 20th century, continues to attract new participants.
The bus service is better than it was in the 1970s and we still have a Friday community bus to
Ruddington, but we are still a village of car-drivers, though we will soon need traffic lights to
get out onto the ever busier main road!
Gwenda Ackroyd.

