Hello and welcome to our February newsletter.
Wow! Wasn’t last month’s presentation brilliant?! Our thanks to Andy for
stepping in at short notice, it was a great evening.
Next month, for our March evening we will finally get to see the sequel to a previous
presentation. This one is entitled “George Ewart Hobbs - A Swindon Radical” and it
will be presented by Graham Carter & Noel Ponting.
Covid restrictions are easing up a bit now which will make our meetings more
enjoyable, but we all still need to remain cautious and, for now at least, we should all
continue to follow our guidelines.
Please see page five for details of how to book and our list of preventative measures
against spreading Covid. We are all pretty used to living with the situation now so
please don’t let it put you off enjoying a good evening out.
Finally, don’t forget fellow nostalgia enthusiasts, if you’ve got a memory or a personal
profile you would like to share with everyone, you can email it to me,
angie.phillips@ntlworld.com or via info@theswindonsociety.co.uk. Everyone has
childhood stories (you can’t shut me up!) so why not get them out there, and help to
jog other people’s memories too!

The Man with a
Stick - Revisited!
9th January 2022
We were lucky enough to have our
chairperson reprise a talk that was
first given on 11th January 2011.
The ever-popular The Man with a
Stick presentation was eventually
shown 16 times, but hadn’t seen the
light of day for a while. Andy did a
sterling job of entertaining our
biggest crowd for a while, despite not
being able to remember what photo
was coming next!
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The Man with a Stick was put
together by Andy after around 800
photos were deposited with Local
Studies at Central Library, all taken
for the revision of Ordnance Survey
maps. Each photo had a board with
a date and the exact map location
upon it, and “the man with a stick”
pointing to a very specific location
with his pointer; usually the corner of
a drain or similar. It is a treasure
trove of a collection, as we have long
-gone buildings and landmarks in the
background of photos and areas of
Swindon in the pre- and mid-building
of estates such as Parks and Walcot.
If there was no building or drain to
point at, then the field assistant
would put a metal rivet in the ground
to point at instead.

did a good job of going out and
taking photos comparing the 1950s
places to their 2010s counterparts.
One of the most important things he
learnt from the field assistants in the
1950s photos though - always get
your bike in the photo!
Moving through the many photos, we
heard wonderful anecdotes about the
town. For example, viewing the photo
of Stanmore Street (reportedly the
steepest street in Swindon) with
Packers shop at the top, we learned
that for a ha’penny you could get a
glass of lemonade - but you couldn’t
leave the shop with it! We also saw
lots of photos of the canal, wending
its way through Swindon - and of the
feeders for the canal of which there
are likely to be no other photos.
We also learned, following a photo of
the cricket pavilion in the GWR Park
on Faringdon Road, that the famous
cricketer WG Grace played the New
Swindon team at cricket and was
twice bowled for a duck (when you
don’t get any runs), although this
happened in Bristol whilst Grace was
playing for Bedminster.

Drew Street 1920s

At a couple of points during the
evening we had some fabulous
photos of railway bridges being
knocked down, sans any form of
health and safety for either the
demolishers or the spectators. Also
the demolition of Moredon Power
Station (and in reverse whilst Andy
played with his new clicker!). A run
of shop fronts across the town too,
including Hollicks on Bailey's Corner,

We started with Andy telling us that
in the 1950s Drew Street was the
most westerly point of Swindon. We
then watched Swindon grow and
grow on subsequent maps with the
developments all around Swindon
suburbanizing once-independent
villages such as Haydon Wick and
Stratton St Margaret. We then
moved onto the photos with the stick
(technically called a pointer). Andy
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Faudel-Phillips, who lived at Broome
Tithing, the manor house which
gives the road and housing estate its
name. The Major ran a riding school
at his estate and helped establish
The Pony Club of Great Britain. He
also taught a certain pair of royal
sisters to ride - future Queen Elizabeth
and Princess Margaret. The man with
a stick finished up where most
people would like to finish an
evening - at the pub! So we were
treated to a sight of several pubs in
the town, many of which are either
long-gone or no longer pubs.

Richmans in Devizes Road (now The
Little Hop), Boots in Wood Street,
Howletts on Albert Street, Gray’s
bakers on Cromwell Street and
Nichols butchers at the bottom of
Kinsghill Road. We also saw the
stripy fingerpost road sign in its
original location close to Nichols and
which is now a feature in the Town
Gardens.

Many thanks to Mr. Binks for revisiting his first presentation with us
(and for putting up with the noisy
crowd in the second row!).
Next month, we are very much
looking forward to the re-scheduled
talk on GE Hobbs by Noel Ponting
and Graham Carter, which was
postponed from our cancelled
January meeting.

Towards the end of the presentation,
Andy told us about Major Henry

Kelly Blake - February 2022

*** Importa nt ***
A Request from Mike Welsh
Headmaster of Goddard Park School
As you know the school has always greatly assisted our society so we would
like to return the favour if we can. Now, how can you can you help? Well,
Mike is asking for memories of schooldays for a new book he wishes to put
together and we think is would lovely to be a part of this wonderful
project. This request is predominantly for Mike's book but, with your
permission, we may publish some in our own newsletter, as a special treat
for ourselves. So, dig deep into the memory box and see what comes to
mind. All contributions would be most welcome so just let us know if you
are interested and we will put you in touch with Mike.
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Swindon Society Meeting
Wednesday 9th March 2022
--------

George Ewart Hobbs - Swindon Radical
By

Graham Carter & Noel Ponting
We hope you can come along to our March meeting which will be a
presentation that continues to tell the story of Swindonian George Ewart
Hobbs. This talk will be the follow up to Noel and Graham’s last
presentation in January 2020, which was entitled George Ewart Hobbs - A
Swindon Wordsworth.
In this second book, George Ewart Hobbs - Swindon Radical, Noel and
Graham explain many of the aspects of his thinking which set him apart as
a true radical for his time. It promises to be a very interesting evening so
do come along if you can.
___

Please note that, we will continue with our Covid preventative measures
as much as we can. Here is a little reminder for you; please continue to
try and follow these guidelines:
•

If you are intending to come, please reserve your seat for the
evening so that we can keep a list and continue to assess numbers.

•

We request masks be worn at least until you are seated.

•

If you haven’t been vaccinated, we respectfully request you wear a
mask at all times for your own safety.

•

Hand sanitiser will be available - please use it.

•

Outside doors and windows may be open to allow air to circulate so
please bring warm clothing in case it gets chilly.

•

Please do not attend if you have any Covid symptoms.
We do hope you can come. To reserve your place, please email us on:
info@theswindonsociety.co.uk
Alternatively, you can telephone a committee member.
SEE YOU AGAIN SOON!
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Swindon’s Town Centre
and Shopping Memories from my Childhood
How many of us regularly visit Swindon’s town centre these days? I for one
only venture into what was once a thriving and popular shopping centre if it’s
absolutely necessary. Our town centre, like many across the country has
experienced a gradual decline. Internet shopping is partly to blame; recession,
store closures, the trend to build retail parks on the edge of towns and a
certain virus, have all played their part. The decline affecting the high street is
a national problem; in 2019, 16,000 stores closed down across the UK, with a
further 17,500 in 2020. The trend continues with a reported 50 stores closing
every day and only a small number of new businesses opening to offset this.
Over the years proposals to regenerate the heart of Swindon have come and
gone; we’ve all read countless articles with images of a utopian town centre,
hoping one day that something ‘concrete’ would make its way off the drawing
board. Do a search on Google for Swindon town redevelopment and you’ll
find a plethora of images of shiny new offices, apartments, hotels, shops and
bars. In reality various piecemeal developments have taken place, but major
projects such as the so called Kimmerfields regeneration scheme have made
slow progress.

The Parade, Swindon with the new Zurich offices under construction in the
background in 2022 and the Regent Circus development built on the site of the
former college completed in 2015.

I think the rot set in the day McIlroys closed its doors back in 1998 after 123
years trading in the town. Many have memories of shopping there or
attending a function in its ballroom; in 1988 my wife, Caroline and I
purchased the cot for our eldest daughter there. Do you still wonder what
the fate was of the grand staircase? Also, after a bit of research on the
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internet it transpires that chandeliers and wooden panelling, allegedly
removed from the cruise liner Mauritania
when it was withdrawn from service, was
acquired for McIlroy’s ballroom, when it was
added to the store in the 1930s.
Folk with memories that stretch back further
than mine will remember shopping in Morse’s
department store, now largely forgotten, but
unlike McIlroy’s its former premises in Regent
Street has survived and is currently home to
WH Smith. Marks and Spencer’s store in
Regent Street has survived longer than most;
its classical frontage with fluted columns
dating back to the 1930s was preserved when
the Brunel Centre was built around it, but
many wonder how long it will be before the
town centre store is closed down.
Caroline’s paternal grandmother, May Webb who lived in Old Town for
more than sixty years, wouldn’t have needed to venture to another town to
shop, everything she needed was available on her doorstep in Old Town or
the town centre, which like many of her generation she referred to as ‘New
Town’. Nowadays given a choice many locals travel further afield to shop; to
places like Cirencester, Oxford, Bath and Bristol. When it comes to
shopping, it seems that Swindon is not cutting the mustard when it comes to
a decent retail experience.
When Caroline and I go shopping it usually means a visit to Greenbridge
Retail Park, the Orbital Shopping Centre or occasionally, the Designer Outlet
Village and we are not alone. Aside from the fact that so many shops have
closed down in the town centre, many avoid it for other reasons; some say
it’s run down, dirty and full of pound shops, whilst anti-social behaviour is an
issue with many. Others complain that the parking is too expensive. The
town centre is best described as functional and many would say it’s befitting
of a town with an industrial heritage; you cannot compare it with places like
Bath with its regency architecture, abbey and Roman baths, or Oxford with
its ancient university, museums and buildings of historical interest.
From my own observations, parts of the town centre look quite shabby such
as Bridge Street and Fleet Street. And why, some years ago did somebody
think it was a good idea to remove the external curved canopies from the
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Brunel Centre, reminiscent of
railway ironwork and echoing
back to the town’s industrial
heritage, and replacing it with
the glass and cantilever steel
structure we have now? On
the plus side, at least our town
centre is pedestrianised!
In 2022, buildings along Bridge
Street and Fleet Street are
desperately in need of
refurbishment.

When my parents first moved
to Sevenhampton in 1962,
Mum was not impressed with
the shops in Swindon and
would often travel to Oxford
or Cheltenham for a spot of retail therapy. Mum couldn’t drive so with me in
tow we would catch the bus; I enjoyed the bus ride, the shops not so much!
However, for Mum’s ultimate shopping experience it was a visit to London,
her home town. Mum wasn’t aware that when we first moved to the area,
she had followed in the footsteps of Londoners who had settled in Swindon,
after government policy in the 1950s paved the way for new towns and
communities, including Swindon, to house families moving out of the Greater
London area, known as the ‘London overspill’.
During the summer holidays some children might be expecting a trip to the
seaside. But there was no need for me to pack my bucket and spade; I would
find myself with Mum on a train bound for London, not to go shopping in the
West End, that came later! After alighting the train at Paddington Station, we
would head for King’s Cross to catch the train to my Aunty Ivy’s home in St.
Albans. I must have spent hours on trains during my childhood, but at least I
got to ride on the Intercity 125 high speed train when it first came into
service in the mid-1970s; ‘the age of the train’ as it was known in a wellknown advertising campaign at the time. Little did I know that those shiny
new trains would still be a familiar sight on the railways over 40 years later,
but alas Swindon’s railway works would be long gone.
It was usually the day after arriving at Aunty Ivy’s home that we would catch
the train and ‘go into town’ as Mum would call it. Once we arrived in
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London, we embarked on an endless walk and descent to the underground
station to catch the tube train to Oxford Circus, where we emerged from
the depths of the underground with masses of other shoppers and sightseers.
Mum knew the West End like the back of her hand and was in her element
the moment she arrived there; she may have been only a tad over five feet
tall, but she could scurry around the shops like nobody’s business. As a
young child I would hold onto her hand tightly, fearful that should we become
separated I would be lost amongst the crowds of people jostling for space on
the busy streets. Did I complain? Often, but to no avail! Lunch was usually a
sandwich in a park if it was fine or the café in British Home Stores if it was
too cold or raining.

My sister Carol and my wife
Caroline with Mum on a shopping
trip to the West End, early 1980s, a younger me with Mum, and Aunty Ivy with
my two daughters on a sightseeing visit to London, early 2000s.

It wasn’t all bad; I did get to see the sights of London, but as young boy I
didn’t always appreciate trekking across the city to visit various tourist
attractions; more likely I was desperate to get back on the train and return to
Aunty Ivy’s! London was a world away from the rural surroundings I was
used to.
Back to Swindon and when it came down to doing the weekly shop for
provisions, the town centre was where Mum would be heading for.
Sevenhampton had a bus service provided by the Bristol Omnibus Company
which ran daily services to Highworth and Swindon. Highworth would be
where Mum would shop for basics, but Swindon was where she would do her
main grocery shop. As many locals of a certain age will recall, Swindon didn’t
have a bus station for a number of years until a temporary one was
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constructed alongside Fleming Way; prior to that you would catch the bus at
Regent Circus where the green Bristol buses would mix with the blue and
cream Swindon Corporation buses. Sometimes Mum would take me into
Notton’s Café which later became Rudi’s Bar, for a drink before catching the
bus home.
By the early 1970s fewer and fewer buses stopped at Sevenhampton;
eventually the Bristol buses bypassed the village altogether. We could see
them in the distance from our back garden, heading down the main road
towards Swindon! Dad was never that keen on driving into town, something
he did his best to avoid, so it was fortunate a service was provided by Eagle
Line Coaches of Faringdon. The service ran on a Saturday morning calling in
at the villages of Eaton Hastings and Coleshill before arriving at
Sevenhampton at 9.30am.
The coach would remain parked at the bus station until midday when it was
time to return home. Mum’s first port of call was Fine Fare which at one
time was the supermarket of choice for the grocery shop, plus it was
conveniently located near the bus station in The Parade Shopping Centre.
Purchases from Fine Fare were taken back to the coach, which was left
unlocked, and placed out of sight under our seat, before continuing with the
shopping.
A trip into town would inevitably include calling in at Marks & Spencer’s,
where Mum would buy a few treats for the weekend including a bag of
sweets for me, which I would ‘polish off’ by the end of the day. Depending
on Mum’s shopping requirements I could find myself in McIlroys,
Woolworths, Timothy Whites or John Menzies. If there were bills to settle,
we would pop into Radio Rentals to pay the for the TV or the SEB to pay the
electricity bill. I would have been around seven years of age when Bon
Marché, which later became
Courtesy of The Omnibus Society Debenhams, first opened and
there was Littlewoods with its
An Eagle Line coach parked up
at the bus station as it would
have been for our Saturday
morning trips into Swindon
town centre, with the newly
opened Bon Marché department
store and the entrance to The
Parade in the background,
taken in 1968.
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café hidden away on the lower ground floor. Both stores became casualties
of the nation’s change in shopping habits.
The early 1970s saw the centre of Swindon completely transformed when the
first phase of the Brunel Centre opened. Former businesses and residential
streets were swept away and replaced with what was once described as being
one of the best town-centre developments of its time. The curved hip roof
that covered the main arcade was like one you’d expect to find at a grand
railway station. Sainsbury’s arrived in town for the first time, moving into one
of the new retail units; Marks & Spencer’s and McIlroy’s were integrated into
the new development and extended; Boots the Chemist moved into larger
premises; and the well-established Swindon furnishings store, Normans,
occupied a much larger premises spread over three floors.
These photographs from
1980 show the entrance to
the Brunel Plaza from
Canal Walk with the
Southern
Electricity
showrooms on the corner
and a view looking down
Reg e nt
S tre et
wi t h
McIlroys in the distance.

In later years a second
phase was added which
included C&A, a store
which
disappeared
from the UK high street
over twenty years ago.
You wouldn’t believe
how excited Caroline
was when we stumbled upon C&A on a visit to Amsterdam in 2019! A new
indoor market was created to replace the original one on Market Street. The
Brunel Market eventually closed when the traders moved back to Market
Street into the much maligned tented market hall and a new House of Fraser
store to be built in its place. In 2022 the House of Fraser store lies empty,
but I hear talk that market stalls may once again return to the town centre
this year.
11

The crowning glory was the 21-storey David Murrey John Tower which has
been referred to as one of the most striking tower blocks of the 1970s. The
Parade was extended into what became known as Canal Walk. Over the
years, countless shops have come and gone, but there was a time when
Swindon had a town centre to be proud of.
The David Murrey John
Tower under construction
in 1976 and The Parade
Shopping Centre and
offices viewed from the
tower’s observation deck
in 2014.

Mum passed away in 1996 so
she didn’t witness the demise of
stores like Woolworths, BHS,
Debenhams, House of Fraser
and the gradual decline in many
of the town centres across the
country. Maybe one day Swindon
will have a town centre we can all be proud of again.
Chris Prew - February 2022

Please note that the Society’s bank details have
changed. If you pay by Standing Order or bank transfer, please contact
treasurer@theswindonsociety.co.uk for the new account details.
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Memories of Lawn Junior School

o very many memories from the Juniors, it is hard to know where to
begin, so let’s start with the name of my first-year teacher, Mrs Hone.
She was a thin lady with dark hair and looked exactly like a teacher should. I
thought she was fairly strict, but she was also nice. I remember the times
table charts on the walls of our classroom, which we learned off by heart in a
chanting fashion, “One 6 is 6, two 6s are 12…” and so on. The same for all
the numbers ending with twelve 12s. Every day the register was taken,
morning and afternoon, and once completed, the appointed register monitor
would run it down to the school office. School assembly took place every
morning and everyone was given a hymn book. An actual printed hymn
book. I loved it, almost as much as I loved singing those hymns.
Pretty much right away, all pupils at the school were put into teams which
were referred to as “houses”. There was Charlbury (red), Barbury (blue),
Liddington (green) and White Horse (white) and each class was equally
divided between these four. I was in Liddington. Teachers would award
house points for significant efforts or achievements and every week a pupil
would be selected (I think maybe one for each year) to have their name
entered into the Golden Book, a special book kept by the head teacher, and
getting into the golden book automatically got you five house points. You
had to have done something pretty amazing to get into that book, but what
was really special was taking your award-wining piece of work to the head
office to be adorned with a golden star. I had it once and I was very proud
of that shiny star! The head teacher when I started was Miss Tanner. She
was extremely fierce-looking and very prim and proper. She wore tight
fitting skirt suits like women did in the fifties and she wore lots of matte
makeup, in an old-lady style I mean, not in a glamorous way. She was very
strict and scary. When she retired a few years later, the position was taken
over by the Deputy Head, Mr Lewis, who was lovely; Welsh I think, a thick
set man with sandy coloured wavy hair.
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Our classroom was on the ground floor, opposite a flight of stairs to the
upper floor. A couple of rooms along from our classroom was the music
room, where we would decant to for our music lessons. As a class, mostly
we just sang, but sometimes a lucky few were chosen to play either a
tambourine, a triangle, or maracas. If you were very lucky, you got to play
the chime bars which were like the individual notes of a glockenspiel. I think
there were only about eight of these, a full octave I suppose. I always
wanted to play these but usually I ended up with a triangle. Other
instruments were taught of course, but usually in an afterschool or
dinnertime class, specifically aimed at those who wanted to. I had a guitar
for one of my birthdays so attended “guitars” which was taught by Mr King.
He would later be my teacher for half of my fourth-year; he was suddenly
replaced by Mrs New after Christmas, but no one knew why… not the
Mr King’s guitar group children anyway. Mr
King was so lovely. A
middle-aged man with
black hair which was
slightly curly and floppy
at the front. He wore
black thick-rimmed
glasses and was so
patient with us all. Mrs
Philpin also taught guitars (as well as recorders) and together they both ran
the Scripture Union group where all we seemed to do was sing and I loved
it! I also attended Miss Philpin’s recorder lessons because I really wanted to
be able to play, but the main draw was that the recorder group always
played alongside the piano in the school assemblies, and I really wanted to do
that. Trouble was, although I tried hard, I struggled learning to read music,
but that didn’t stop me. I had the knack of learning the hymn tunes off by
heart, so I just pretended I was reading the music whilst playing my little
heart out, with the odd bum note of course, but no one really noticed. At
Christmas, there was usually a concert for the parents, and I remember the
guitar group playing “A Calypso Carol” on stage. I think I still have the
programme from that evening somewhere, and yes… I memorised the tunes
I played on the guitar too, what a fraud!
My second-year teacher was Mr Hawkins. A tall man, probably in his early
thirties and with a large set of teeth. Our classroom this time was in the
huts, which had been assembled either side of a front playground outside the
infants building. I remember the classroom had very low ceilings and very
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large, caged radiators. It was always
very cosy during lessons, and I really
liked being in the huts. It must have
been in 1971 because I remember it
was in this classroom that a fellow
pupil, who I think was Katherine
Kavanaugh, brought in a complete set
of brand-new New Pence coins and
the whole
class was agog! I also remember the crate of little
milk bottles being brought over from the main
building for us all to drink at breaktime. In the
winter I didn’t mind the milk, but in the
summer… ugh, warm milk. Not so good!
Third year of the juniors saw us all move back to
the main building but up on the first floor, right at the end of the building,
over the boiler room. Our new teacher was Mrs Webber, a shortish, stout,
middle-aged lady with light curly hair. When I visualise her, she is standing at
the front of the class with her arms folded. She was a lovely teacher. What
I mostly remember about her class is doing “comprehension”. We were
given various A4 cards which contained a passage of writing and questions
about its content below, answers to which we had to write out in our
exercise books. There were quite a few
cards and we had to work our way
through... and speaking of exercise books,
there was nothing quite like the thrill of
being given a brand new, smooth exercise
book when yours was full up. I always
promised myself that I would always
write clearly and neatly in it this time and
keep it really tidy, but I never did.
The importance of being in a “house” was
only truly realised when sports day came
around. PE lessons in the spring would
Coloured Sashes
always be out on the playing field running
races with the teachers picking out who was going to compete in which type
of race. My one true rival for the sprint was Susan Cook. Sometimes I
would win but more often than not she would beat me, but it didn’t matter
as we were in the same team. What really mattered was that Liddington
Courtesy of Swindon Libraries
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needed to win overall on sports day, School team with coach,
when the mums would come and watch. teacher Mrs Wozney
I remember we would all be given thin
coloured sashes to wear according to
which house we were in so that the
winning points could be awarded
accordingly. These same sashes would
sometimes also be worn when we played
netball to signify who was on which team.
I loved playing netball and was in the
“house” team, and also the school team
where I played in the centre position.
Netball was only one of the school clubs
I attended. Apart from Scripture Union, I also joined chess club, and the
school choir. But my utmost favourite was country dancing, which was
taught, again, by Mrs Philpin in the school hall. This club was very popular.
She taught us Scottish reels, the Gay Gordons and absolutely loads of other
set barn-style dances. She had LP records full of this type of music and she
would put them on the record player, and off we went. It was so much fun,
and she was truly a lovely and dedicated teacher.
I remember a few school trips. One was in the first year when we went on
a coach to Chedworth Roman Villa. That was a real adventure. Another
time, we were taken around the show home at Broome Manor, when the big
new detached houses were being built by McLeans. Memories fade of
course but I can still see in my mind the green coloured glass block wall
between the kitchen and dining room, which was like nothing I had ever seen
before, and it had a swimming pool in the garden. I’ve dreamed of living
there ever since.
The most memorable trip though was to
The Works. It was a such an industrial
environment, very busy, noisy, smelly and it
felt to me like there were dangers
everywhere and I felt a bit vulnerable
walking around. We saw men in pits
underneath carriages, sparks and lathes and
I specifically remember looking into a drum
full of razor sharp long curly metal shavings which sent a chill through me.
The biggest impression on me though was seeing the overhead crane that
spanned the whole width of the building and moved along the full length, end
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to end on wheels, one
either side. Later,
when we returned to
school, we were asked
to draw a picture to
capture what we saw
on our trip, and I
drew the crane. The
drawing was awful,
but I was still proud
when my picture was
The Works in 1935
picked for the special
display that was put up outside the school hall for everyone to see.
Dinner times back then were nearly an hour and a half, and we always had
two sittings. I think I only joined the chess club so that I could get on the
first sitting because by about 12.45pm I was always starving! The dinner
tables were laid out in the main hall in groups of eight and the dinner ladies
brought round the serving platters and dishes on trollies. Each table had four
serving dishes. One with the meat, one with the potatoes, another two with
veg in. In the fourth year, if you were lucky, you might be picked as a server.
There were always two head servers and two side servers to a table, and
they dished up to their table. Mostly, you just hoped they liked you enough
to give you a decent-sized portion! It was the same for the pudding.
I remember, if you didn’t like something, someone else would nab it off you
pretty quick, or sometimes a swap could be achieved.
After dinner it was out to the playground, whether you liked it or not. We
mostly played two balls up the wall, skipping or French skipping. In the
summer when we were allowed on the grass, we usually played bulldog, tag
or even kiss-chase, if you could prise the boys away from their footballs. In
the afternoon, we were sometimes allowed to leave our class and go to the
little library and reading corner that was set up at the top of the stairs in a
little alcove to pick out or change our library books. It was a cosy corner
with little chairs to sit and read, but mostly we’d just use it as an excuse to
have a chat.
I recall a couple of times during my time in the juniors when one by one,
each class would be sent to line up outside an unused classroom and we
would be measured and weighed and have our hair pulled about a bit by the
nit nurse. I just remember it was a bit chilly standing there in your vest and
pants, but luckily, I don’t think I ever failed my inspection.
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My fourth year was interrupted by a change of teacher. Mr King left and was
replaced by Mrs New. She was a middle-aged confident woman who, when I
think now, was a progressive teacher as she spoke candidly to the class about
subjects beyond our expectations. It was her that introduced us to a set of
postcards of old Swindon
The first picture of Swindon I ordered from
that immediately gripped
Mrs New in 1973
my interest. She arranged
to order copies of any of
the pictures we liked so
that we could keep them.
Of course, I wanted all of
them, but my mum would
only let me order six.
When I think of it now, if
it wasn’t for Mrs New, I
Swindon Station 1845 might never have joined
the Swindon Society, so thank you Mrs New... I just wish I knew where my
original postcards ended up!
Angie Phillips - January 2022

Swindon Society Programme 2022
Mar 9th

George Ewart Hobbs - Swindon Radical

Graham Carter &
Noel Ponting

Apr 13th

To be Confirmed

To be Confirmed

May 11th

Slide Selection - Preceded by the AGM

Your Committee

Jun 8th

Summer Outing (TBA)

Everyone

We meet at 7.30pm on the second Wednesday of the month
at Goddard Park School, Welcombe Avenue, Swindon SN3 2QN
(except for June, July and August).
FACEBOOK
Don’t forget to like and follow our
Facebook page.
Kelly does a great job, regularly
posting selected photos from our
archive.
Go on… have a look!
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Whereabouts in Swindon is this?
Can you please help?
We have a few photographs in our archive for which the locations
are unknown as they have not been recorded. This is number two.
Have a look at the photograph below. If you can accurately identify
the location of the picture, please can you let us know by contacting:

info@theswindonsociety.co.uk

Last Month’s Answer:

We had quite a few answers to last month’s query, all stating
the same location. The consensus is that it was the play park
near Cambria Bridge Road.
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Penhill Shops - 1950s

The Fire at Newport Street - 1910
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