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Extracts from ‘Lound Village Memories’ 

by Edgar Tomblin 

Many of you living in Lound would have known Adrian Tomblin who sadly passed away in 2017. 

Adrian’s farther, Edgar Tomblin, decided to put on paper his childhood memories of Lound together 

with the village tales and legends related to him and by his father, Alfred Tomblin. From 1875 

onwards many events would be in the personal memory of Albert Tomblin and from 1915 onwards 

could be recollected by Edgar. Prior to these dates ‘oral history’ must be relied upon. Memories do 

give a feel for rural life in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. It is impossible not to admire the 

resilience and tenacity shown by the farmers, workers and smallholders and sense the ‘working 

together’ attitude of the villagers. Lound has always had a reputation for producing more than its 

share of colourful characters, even eccentrics. It has also always had a community spirit which is 

unsurpassed. 

Joseph Tomblin his wife and young family departed one morning in the summer of 1875 from their 

native district of St Mary, near Ramsey, Huntingdonshire to seek perhaps better fortune or religious 

freedom. They were to travel by rail to Retford then on to Lound. They took occupation of the end 

cottage next to the willow yard of the three that stood there and have lately been made into one and 

called ‘Dukes Cottage’. In 1875 the family consisted of Joseph, my grandfather, his wife my 

grandmother and daughters Elizabeth, Eliza, Sarah and son Ernest Alfred (my father to whose 

memory I owe most of the following) and William. As they settled down my father tells of excursions 

with his father to the woods to cut handles for tools. He had taken up employment with Geo Walker 

of Daneshill as Butcher and Farrier. He was interested in the new approach to treatment of diseases 

and methods of management of farm animals. 

My farther had a graphic account of the drought of the years 1866 and 67 told him by Elijah Draper, 

an old resident who lived, I believe, where ‘Long Acre’ is now. I had it corroborated by a very old man 

George Taylor who had been foreman for Forshaw early in the shire horse era. According to these 

worthies there was much suffering from this drought unheard of in its severity. In 1866 the grass had 

all dried off before midsummer. It did not rain at all that year. The only fodder for the cattle were 

branches cut from ash trees and rationed to keep them alive. Much corn sown in the spring of 1867 

did not germinate until autumn or the spring of the next year. These disasters were followed by cattle 

plague. It was a very fateful thing for Lound as it was said all cattle died. Too numerous to dig graves 

for, they were stacked on the riverbank on the right-hand side field in Neatholme Lane and loads of 

soil carted and spread over them. 

At the time of my family arriving in Lound schooling facilities were exceptional for those times. The 

school master, John Wragg, carried on his school in a purpose-built building between the two villages 

on the Mattersey Road. Fourpence per week was the fee each scholar paid John Wragg. His 

reputation for being able to teach must have travelled far as he had pupils who came daily and 

walking was the only method of transport from Bilby, Drakeholes, Blyth, Torworth and Hayton. Late 

summer of 1878 saw most of the villagers ill with Black Fever. The whole family except my farther 

contracted the fever and on the 10th of October it was decided he must stay off school to work. The 

wage for a boy was fourpence a day. On Friday 11th he started work for Fred Walker’s, Highfield Farm 
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and with John Ellis and two horses they were set for the first sheaves of harvest. Unfortunately, on 

the 12th of October his farther Joseph Tomblin died of the fever. In those days no widow’s pension, 

no public assistance, or grants. 

The two elder girls in the family went to work in Service in Retford. The wages were £1 each per year 

after board and lodgings. The third girl Sally had to stay at home to look after baby Arthur. William 

went to school when they could afford it and left my grandmother and my father as bread winners. 

My grandmother worked in the fields as for all women consisting of potato planting, picking, sorting, 

twitch picking, hoeing, and helping at harvest. The wages were 6/- per week. My father at 8 years 

took employment at Charles Walkers, Alpha Farm at 4p per day working a single horse or leading 

teams of horses, double pay when he could manage a pair of horses to work a full yoke. Food was 

gleaned by the children with very little bought, except for material for making cloths, fuel and one 

box of matches per year (366 matches to a box). Local flour obtained was used to make bread which 

was baked in the Village oven opposite the Wesleyan Chapel. A bundle of faggotts (sticks) was 

contributed and your 4lb loaves were baked for 1/2p each. 

The middle of the three cottages (now Dukes Cottage) was occupied by a Job Walker, believed to be 

the brother of the Landlord of the Bluebell which was then a single storey thatched roof building 

which stood right up to the edge of pavement. The village farms and owners: Yew Tree Farm and 

Alpha Farm by Charles Walker. Elms and Hill Farm by Sam Johnson. Blaco Hill by George Johnson. 

Danes Hill by George Walker Hill Farm (now No. 88) was next to the Wesleyan Chapel (now the Village 

Hall). The new house looking up the street (Cherry Tree Farm) was tenanted by Fielding's, the 

youngest daughter to eventually be my mother. The farm was owned by Justen’s, a local family of 

smallholders and relatives of many other families such as Cottam’s, Bingham, Colgrave’s, Holmes, 

Gilbert’s. The Fielding’s were probably the largest farm in the village of around 100 acres, selling their 

produce in Sheffield. 

A holding opposite Manor Farmyard was worked by Abraham Welton. He had land at the south end 

of Lound down a little lane on the left occasionally spoken as ‘Donkey Lane’. He owned a pair of pure 

white donkeys as big as mules and worked his land with them. Neat Holme Lane or Clayworth Lane 

which later became known as Harriet’s Lane after Harriet Glasby who lived in one of four cottages 

behind the bungalow now known as ‘Crimond’ and opposite East View Farm. The cottages were in 

ruins and her garden gone wild when I was little, but the tales of Harriett Glasby live on. She sat on a 

large stone on the corner of the lane and street with a stock whip wherewith she herded cattle to 

the Pinfold where it cost 4d each to get them out on the same day, double if kept overnight. She was 

reputed also for her loud voice which was said could be heard at Clayworth when she called her sons 

home who worked on the river board. On the opposite corner to Harriet Glasby lived Johnny Haynes 

who grew turnip seed in his croft. He threshed and cleaned his seed and took round to farms in his 

pony and trap to a very satisfied collection of customers in local villages. 

Many tradesmen were in Lound, Arthur Gilbert was the last line of blacksmiths with his shoeing shop 

near the Butchers. The Joiners and Wheelwrights were the Rollinson's. The Wright’s came to The 

Grange in 1886 then moved into East View Farm which had been the second pub, ‘The Durham Ox’ 

which had lost its licence through neglect and had a fighting reputation. The Bluebell’s way of 

attracting business, was by the landlord’s brother to be in the skittle alley making a great commotion 

as if everyone was playing around half past nine on every wet morning. This is because the labourers 
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from Danes Hill would be returning home as they would have no work. At this time about 15 men 

from Lound worked at Danes Hill, 8 at Blaco Hill and 4 at Bellmoor as well as the village farms having 

a quota according to their acreage. One of the families, Ellis were the keepers of the village post office 

for a total of 100 years. All were craftsmen in their own right and stalwarts of village life. 

Following the 1st world war life had to go on growing food. Every field had an identity and the 

knowledge of their capabilities proved. Some of the field names had a meaning you could associate 

with people and happenings. Such names as the Gallows Hill, the Lidgett, the Whysalls, the Foot Gate, 

Binghams Croft, the Goosings, the Eeps, the Sand Hill, Gee Field, the Bowmans. Tetty Taylor, the 

Cunny Green, in this piece was the old Pinfold located on the opposite side of the road to the Church 

where the 4 council houses were built. Next to the Church, the field was always known as the Hall 

Yard because here it was believed the original Lound Hall stood before its removal to Beavercoates 

near Tuxford. On Little Top Lane 3 fields were on the west side. Stackford field next to Highfield, then 

the 10 acre which belonged to the Elms and then Alder Tree Flats which was let out as allotments. 

A weekly diversion for us children was the visit of the Blacksmith. The shed opposite the church was 

used as a smithy. This was owned by W. Fielding, and he hired or allowed a smith to carry on his 

business. The first smith I remember was Hunt of Barnby Moor and later Marrison of Torworth. 

Horses were tied up at the railing at Alpha Farm and the church. When shod, they would be turned 

out and would find their own way home, just as they did when the horses were changed in the Binder, 

they would be let loose near the road and would walk home. Another highlight of our childhood was 

pig killing day. Early on Saturday morning the fire was lit to get the water boiling ready for the 

scalding. The first pig killer was a farmer M. F. Bodsworth who farmed the Grange. After killing, 

scalding, and scraping it was hung in the barn. On Monday it was split apart ready for salting. On the 

day of cutting, a fry was arranged on plates and sent round as a gift to neighbours. 

The pig killing days with water and blood, the threshing with dust, smoke, and grime, they were red 

letter days not to be missed. The anticipation of the next was an excitement. There were not any 

streetlights, but no one was afraid, not even the smallest child, to go up and down the street. The 

lighting in the house was by paraffin lamp, bought from Bawtry Taylor’s dray or John Ellis at the post 

office at 8d a gallon. Changes began to occur, mechanical transport on the roads but only slowly on 

the land. Skylarks soared in their dozens overhead, as you crossed a fence or gate the yellow buntings 

went calling down the hedgerow. These, with flocks of chaffinches, grey linnets, redpolls, 

whitethroats, willow warblers, were nature’s insecticides. From hay time until the last of the harvest 

the corncrakes could be heard. Now the exception is the old skylark who was perhaps lucky to choose 

a roadside verge to nest. All these seem missing now and have doubtless been destroyed by modern 

farming! 

 

Compiled by Alan Jones 2019 for the Lound Crier 


