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Recollections of a Childhood – Quorn 1947 to 1957 

 
By Bron Worsnip 
 

Introduction 

These recollections are my own work, I hope they do not 
cause offence to anyone. 
 
My family moved to Quorn from Loughton, Essex in 1947.  
We came to Leicestershire as my father, Rev Leslie Worsnip, 
was taking up the position of Minister at the Baptist Church on 
Meeting Street.  It is my understanding that the usual term for 
a Baptist minister to stay at a church is five years, we stayed 
for ten years. 
 
My mother Phyllis was a teacher.  She taught at the junior 
school in Barrow-on-Soar until she retired.  To get to and from 
school she caught the Howlett’s bus.  I remember that the bus 
drivers went on strike once and mum used my bicycle to get 
to school and back. 
 

School 
We moved into the Manse, 63 Loughborough Road.  As I was 
six years old I joined the Infant School, and David, my brother 
who was older than me, the Junior School.  My only memory 
of the infant school is of having to lie down to rest on rush 
mats on the class room floor. I think the name of the 1st year 
junior class teacher was Miss Clark.  She used to tell us to be quiet so that she could hear a pin 
drop on the floor, she held a pin in her hand.  I have two strong memories of my time in her class; 
the first was her lovely colour chalk drawing of an apple on the board, the other, her developing a 
photo negative into a black and white picture in a special wooden frame that she had placed on the 
window ledge.  I remember the classroom windows were high up so we could not see out of them.  I 
can also remember weaving coloured wool on cardboard frames and making coloured paper chains 
to decorate the classroom before the Christmas holiday. 
 
There was a small playground for the younger children that joined the large playground through a 
covered walk between two classrooms.  In the playground boys had collections of cigarette cards.  
Two boys would kneel about a yard from the wall and flick cards against the wall until one card fell 
on top of their opponent’s card in which case the boy whose card had covered the card won all the 
cards on the ground.  Football was just as popular in the 1940’s as it is now.  Boys would play 
football in the small playground and one would strike a pose and another boy would pretend to take 
his photograph. My strongest memories of are of my year in Mr Evans class.  I was in his class 
choir, we sang at Loughborough Town Hall in a competition with other schools.  There were drama 
lessons, when the children acted out stories.  I remember a boy called John Bourton, he lived on 
Sarson Street on the right going towards Orchard Estate, who was always keen to take part.  I also 
recollect an amusing episode in class when there must have been a discussion about the National 
Anthem.  Terence Nail, who lived on Mansfield Street, informed the class that he would get out of 
bed and stand to attention if he heard it on the wireless in an evening. 
 

The Worsnip family on 
holiday in about 1947. Bron is 
on the left and his older 
brother David is on the right.  
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A popular game in the large playground was called “Relievio”, two or three boys would go round the 
playground with their arms round each others shoulders calling out for other boys to join them.  
When enough had got together, six I think, they would ‘dip’ to see who was ‘on’.  The dip I 
remember is, “One Potato, Two Potato, Three Potato Four, Five Potato Six Potato Seven Potato 
More, O.U.T. spells Out”.  All the boys would hold out their clenched fists while the boy doing the dip 
would go round hitting each fist in turn until one boy was left who was ‘on’.  He had to try ‘tick’ the 
other boys as they tried to keep away from him.  A ticked boy would stand with his arms held out to 
be ‘Relieved’. The boy who was ‘on’ would try to guard the ticked boys while trying to tick all the 
other boys. 
 
I failed my “11 plus” exam and went 
into the senior class taught by Mr 
Sykes.  The class room was on the 
corner of Meeting Street and 
Spinney Drive. The class room was 
also used as the school dinner 
room, it was curtained off while we 
were being taught.  There were 
three cooks, one of them was Mrs 
Mountney who lived on Meeting 
Street she was the mother of Jean 
who was in my class.  One day 
there was a gas explosion after a 
gas oven had been switched on and 
not lit, it ignited when the oven door 
was opened.  We were all shocked.  
 

The back of St Bartholomew’s Primary School in 1947 

Allen House in 2012.  
Situated on the corner of Meeting St and Spinney Drive 



 Page 3 

The boys in the senior class would go for a woodwork class for a morning each week at Barrow on 
Soar.  The Workshop was in the playground of the Barrow Infant School.  I enjoyed the classes and 
did woodwork at home.  I got my wood, off cuts, from Facers Joinery on Meeting Street.    
 
All the children from the main school who had school dinners walked in a crocodile, two by two, to 
the dinning room at dinner time.  The blacksmiths was still working and I remember seeing the 
blacksmith shoeing horses and the smell of the hot horse shoes being placed on the hooves. 
 
I did not remain in the senior class as my parents enrolled me at a school called Mill Hill on London 
Road, Leicester that faced onto Victoria Park.  I attended this school until I was sixteen.  For a 
number of years I caught the bus to school.  There was a ten minute bus service between 
Loughborough and Leicester, the Midland Red route number was 625.  As well as the Midland Red 
buses on the route, there were Allens they were coloured blue based in Mountsorrel. Boyers were 
coloured yellow based in Rothley, Trent and Kemp and Shaw.  In my final year at school I went by 
train from Quorn Station.  I cycled up Woodhouse Road and would leave my bike in a brick shed 
near the Station Masters house. 
 
On the journey on the bus each morning and afternoon to 
and from Leicester I read comics, the ‘Rover’, ‘Wizard’, 
‘Adventure’ and ‘Hotspur’ they came out each week 
costing 3d each.  These were not picture comics but had 
well written stories. They were around A4 size and had ten 
or twelve pages. My favourite comics were the ‘Rover’ and 
‘Wizard’,  I bought them each week. Each story was 
complete in itself, but each comic had the same characters 
each week. For example ‘I Flew with Braddock’ about a 
pilot and navigator in WW2, ‘Wilson’, a story about a 
mystery man with super powers and ‘Alf Tupper, the 
Tough of the Track’ an athlete who ran ‘The Mile’ and 
travelled  around the county to athletic meetings. 
 
On Wednesday afternoons at Mill Hill School the whole school had sports but if it was raining all the 
games were cancelled so we all went home.  On two or three occasions dad was not at home so I 
cycled across to Barrow to mums school and asked her for money to go to the pictures.  I saw Jeff 
Chandler in ‘Boats Away’ and ‘Bridge on the River Kwai on such occasions.  I remember the cinema 
manager gave a speech and there was a bugler on the stage before the last film was shown.   
 
My home was full of books and I enjoyed reading.  My favourite books, when I was old enough to 
read them, were the Arthur Ransom stories about children sailing in the Lake District (Swallows and 

Amazons) and the Norfolk Broads.  Another series 
we enjoyed were the ‘Puffin Books’, ‘Family from 
One End Street’, The ‘Worzel Gummidge’ series, 
‘Professor Branestawm’.  We listened to the 
wireless every evening, ‘Children’s Hour’ and ‘Dick 
Barton, Special Agent’.  On ‘Children’s Hour’ I 
remember ‘Cow Lees Farm’, ‘Norman and Henry 
Bones, the Boy Detectives’ and ‘Toy Town’.  When 
we were older ‘Jennings at School’, ‘The Goons’, 
‘Much Binding in the Marsh’, ‘Take It From Here’, ‘ 
Worker’s Play Time’, ‘In Town Tonight’ and 
‘Suspense’ were favourites.    
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The Baptist Church 
In a year of the Baptist Church there 
were a number of highlights.  In the 
spring there was the Easter Monday 
ramble.  These started with members 
of the Quorn congregation taking part 
but over the years other Baptist 
Churches joined us.  My recollection is 
that we were only rained off once; we 
gathered in the Sunday School hall 
and played games. 
 
The rambles would set off from 
Meeting Street and strike off through 
the fields of the farm just above the 
church or down Buddon Lane. (The 
farm cow man used to bring his cows down Meeting Street into the farm every day for milking.) 
 

 
In the summer the Church garden parties took place in the garden of Mr & Mrs Millman, who lived 
on Buddon Lane, except the last one before we left, which was held in the garden of ‘One Ash’ just 
past Woodhouse Road.  The lorry from Gambles builders was used to transport the piano, all the 
trestle tables and other equipment.  The setting was beautiful.  I remember running the skittle alley 
one year, I kept the receipt for the takings I had made, with my ‘treasures’, for many years.  My 
takings were collected by Wilfred Mee, who was the organist at church for many years.  The game I 

The Baptist garden party at Mr & Mrs Millman’s house on Buddon Lane around 1950. More details about 
this picture can be found on the museum website, (put ‘artefact 925’ into the search box on the site) 

Quorn Baptist Church in 1954 
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most enjoyed was the clock golf, it was marked out on a separate small square lawn.  I have 
contributed a photo to the Quorn Museum Web Site of the group of people who came to what I 
believe was the first of the garden parties. It is my recollection that Mr and Mrs Millman had been 
missionaries.  They attended church regularly sitting in a pew on the right hand side facing the 
pulpit. 
 
The Sunday School Anniversary was a big event with much preparation and rehearsal.  The church 
would be full to capacity.  We would all go the Methodist Church Sunday School Anniversary and 
they would come to the Baptist Anniversary.  Over time my father introduced a different format of 
anniversary, a Demonstration Anniversary Service.  The children would build a structure, we built a 
lighthouse one year; there was a script of readings and hymns that we performed as each piece of 
the light house was built up.  I can remember my embarrassment in an anniversary when I sang the 
same verse twice in a solo of ‘There Was a Green Hill Far Away’.   

 
The Sunday School outings were always 
enjoyable.  The places I remember going to 
were Wicksteed Park and Matlock. 
 
The Harvest Festival in the autumn was a 
colourful event.  A long table was put up in 
front of the pulpit over the baptismal pool.  
This would be covered with farm and 
garden produce and other types of food 
which had been contributed.  The centre of 
the display would be two or three sheaves 
of corn, I do not think they are seen these 
days. When the corn was harvested in the 
field the machine made sheaves of the corn 
storks tied with string, these would then be 
collected into stooks of sheaves which in 
turn would be collected on carts and build 
into a hay stack.  At the Harvest Festival the 
Sunday School children would all bring a 
gift of food that they took up to the minister 
to be placed on the table.  After the service 
all the Harvest Festival gifts of food were 

divided up into baskets and distributed to the elderly around the village. The baskets were delivered; 
some by the young people from the church on their cycles, this included David and me.  
 
The Armistice Day service was shared year about by the Church of England and the Baptist 
Church. The military were represented by soldiers from the Royal Signals Barracks at Woodhouse 
Eaves.  After the service the soldiers and veterans would march to the war memorial for the laying 
of the wreaths. 
 
A few weeks before Christmas there would be the Church fair to raise funds for the Baptist Church.  
The large Sunday School room would be lined with stalls filled with items that had been contributed 
for the sale.  There was always a bran tub for the children to have a lucky dip. 
 
There was a Christmas Day service in the morning.  During the later period that my father was the 
minister, the Church provided a cooked Christmas Dinner for the members of the Old People 
Fellowship who lived on their own.  This began in a small way when my parents had two elderly 
ladies join us at home for Christmas dinner, and for the afternoon. There was a lot of organisation 

A Quorn Baptist Church Sunday School outing, about 
1952. Left to right: David Worsnip, Janet Toone, 
Christine Baum, Stella Turner and Bron Worsnip. 
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involved, the large Sunday School room was carpeted, trimmings put up, including a large 
Christmas tree and tables erected.  There were boxes of chocolates and cigarettes for people to 
help themselves.  My parents and members of the congregation cooked the food and brought their 
contributions in before returning home for their own Christmas meal.  We as a family, would remain 
for the afternoon and evening.  After the dinner all the tables would be cleared away and seating put 
round the room and simple games suitable for the guests were played. 
 
On Boxing Day we would go to Nottingham on the train.  In the afternoon we went to the pictures 
and in the evening to the pantomime at the Theatre Royal. 
 
 

Church Clubs 

My father ran a Boys Club on Friday evenings and my mother a Girls Club on Thursday evenings.  
The clubs were held at the church in the large Sunday School room; the young people who 
attended the clubs included young people from the village as well as those who attended the Baptist 
Church. 
 
When it began the boys club provided activities.  ‘British Bulldog’ was a popular game.  A similar 
game was ‘Abandon Ship’. in this game a life raft was drawn on the floor and all the boys went on 
the stage. Dad would shout “Abandon Ship!” and we all jumped ran and tried to fit on the life raft, 
those who could not fit fully on the raft dropped out. The life raft was drawn smaller and smaller until 
only one boy could fit on it.  There was darts, snooker, there was a three quarter size snooker table 
in the large vestry.  We made a boxing ring with four benches and the boys would put the gloves on 
and square up to each other.  I remember going in the ring with Robert Sanders who lived on 
Chaveney Road; I came off worst in the encounter.  Another knock out game was “O’Grady says do 
this”.  We would have to take up the position shown by my father, after a few directions he would 
say “do that” any one who changed position had to drop out.  My father was interested in chemistry 
and he would carry out simple experiments.  On one occasion the test tube burst and a boy was 
slightly burnt.  The end of the evening ended with a singsong, Bill Thompson, who could play the 
piano accordion, accompanied us. 

 
Dad took the boys camping in a field 
near the Manor House Hotel on 
Woodhouse Road.  I remember we 
took equipment to the campsite on a 
hand cart provided by Gambles 
Builders.  The only real memory I have 
of the camp is having to go the 
lavatory.  Dad, with help, had dug a 
latrine pit in the woods near by, which 
had a tree trunk across it. I had to use 
this very precarious, uncomfortable 
latrine, feeling very embarrassed with 
dad watching to help me if I fell in. 
 
A young person who attended the 
Boys Club in its early days was 
‘Booky’ Gatehouse who lived at Brook 
House.  He worked in the building 

trade and he was more mature than the majority of us, dad would ask for his assistance in 
organising our activities. 

John Gamble (left) and Revd Leslie Worsnip in 1952. 
John Gamble was the father of Phillip Gamble. 
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The Boys Club evolved over the years to be a cinema club.  The church bought a Bell and Howell 
16mm projector and dad would hire all sorts of films from a shop in Leicester.  After the Boys Club 
we all used to go to Dockray’s fish shop for 3d bag of chips and ‘scraps’.  Friday evening was also 
the time of the Leicester Speedway meetings, a bus would run from the village every week. 
 
Dad also introduced film services which filled the church when they took place.  I cannot remember 
what was shown at the services but I can remember seeing ‘Great Expectations’, ‘John Halifax, 
Gentleman’ and a film about the composer Handel writing ‘The Messiah’ in the Sunday School 
room. 
 
Bill Thompson had a younger brother called Stewart.  I remember visiting their home shortly after 
Christmas one year.  They had received a present of a ‘Meccano’, the largest set you could get.  I 
was amazed to see a huge crane they had assembled on their kitchen table; the picture of this 
crane was used by Meccano on the front of their advertising.  Bill and Stewart’s father was a long 
distance bus driver for ‘Black and White’ coaches that ran through the village on the A6 at the time. 
 
Talking about the A6 road reminds me about the large tank transporters that used come through the 
village in twos and threes quite regularly carrying ‘Centurion’ tanks.  If you were on your bike when 
they passed you felt rather anxious. 
 

 
 
2nd Quorn Scout Troop 
I first went camping with the 
Boy Scouts, 2nd Quorn, with my 
parents who accompanied the 
troop on their summer camp.  
Dad was the Group Scout 
Master and though I was too 
young to be a scout I slept with 
all the scouts in a bell tent 
which slept 22 with feet to the 
centre pole. 
 
The Skip of the troop when I 
joined was Godfrey Phillip.  He 
was a soldier doing his 
National Service in the Royal 
Signals at Woodhouse Eaves.  
The troop had their weekly 
meetings in some rooms in the stables of Quorn House the home of Squire Farnham.  We had to 
leave this accommodation as a horse injured its self and the troop were believed to have startled it.  
This accommodation was not really suitable as there were only small rooms for us to use and it was 
gloomy.  We moved to a large hut on the old army camp on Wood Lane.  I think we were the only 
people using the camp at this time.  This accommodation was far more suitable and gave much 
more room for activities. 
 

The Scout camp in Wales, with Bron standing by the bell tent.  
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Phil, the Skip, came from London, his scout troop were based in Stoke Newington.  The 2nd Quorn 
and Skip’s troop went on summer camps together; my recollection is that these were to Wales and 
Norfolk.  He worked for the BBC on auto-cue machines.  There were two events that took place 
through Skip’s background.  A group of us went to London, hospitality being provided by the Stoke 
Newington scout troop, to see the Scout Gang Show that was produced and directed by Ralph 

Reader a well known name in show business at that time.  Before 
the show we all went back stage and met Ralph Reader and I 
along with others obtained his autograph. Through Phil and a 
colleague, also in the Royal Signals, the 2nd Quorn put on their 
own Gang Show in the Village Hall giving two performances.  
Among the acts that I remember was a troop performance, with all 
the actions of ‘We are Riding along on the Crest of a Wave’.  
Phillip Gamble, Ian Aitken, me and I think Tony Rodley did 
comedy sketch based on soap box speakers at Hyde Park Corner.  
The funniest performance for me was a soldier from the Royal 
Signals who mimed some records.  The one that sticks in my mind 
was Spike Jones’, ‘I Went To Your Wedding’.  There was also a 
conjurer, I remember watching from the side of the stage and 
seeing how he did some of his tricks. As a troop we will have done 
more musical numbers but I cannot remember them.  The sad 
thing is that, like the Coronation float parade, I have never seen 
any photos of our Gang Show. 
 

Among the names I remember of boys who 
were in the scouts was George Lee and Ian 
Seal, both were older than I was.  George Lee 
was in my brother David’s class at school, they 
vied against each other for who came top of 
the class.  Ian Seal made balsa wood models 
of aeroplanes.  The model I remember was of 
the Avro 707, which was a small research 
aircraft for the Avro Vulcan RAF ‘V’ bomber.  
These models were covered with doped tissue 
paper.  The models could be fitted with a ‘Jet X’ 
engine and could fly. 
 
The year after the first scout camp, which was 
in Wales near Conway, we returned to the 
same farm for a family camping holiday.  To 
get to and from Wales with all the tents and 
baggage dad hired a taxi.  The taxi was owned 
by Mr Dockray who lived on Sarson Street on 
the right hand lower end side.  I think his 
daughter Ann was in my class at school.  The 
taxi was a large black limousine with running 
boards. When the taxi and boot were full we 
even had to put packages tucked in behind the front wheel arches on the running boards.  Mum and 
Dad were friends of the farmer’s wife.  One night, to give mum and dad a break, she took David and 
me to the pictures in Conway to see ‘The Highways Man’ at the cinema.  Afterwards we each had a 
knickerbockerglory, mine unfortunately made me sick. 
 

Quorn Scouts camping in Norfolk, about 1955. 
Left to right, Bron Worsnip, Ian Aitken, Bobby 
Prevost, unknown, Phillip Gamble. 
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To obtain a Scouts First Class Badge you had to complete a hike sleeping out in a tent and doing 
tasks that had to be written up as a report.  I did my hike with Phillip Gamble.  We went out to Copt 
Oak where I think we pitched our tent in a field for the night.  The one task I remember we had to 
complete was a drawing of Beaumanor Hall at Woodhouse.      
 
 

The Village 

Farnham Street that ran behind our house 
garden was a cul-de-sac. Through the hedge at 
the end of the street was a large pond which 
had been a sand pit.  We spent many happy 
hours playing around the pond throughout the 
year.   
 
We never swam in the pond but we paddled 
and built walkways of weeds out into the 
shallow areas round the sides.  In hard winters 
the pond froze over and the ice would be thick 
enough to walk onto.  In the summer holidays 
the pond and the surrounding area was an 
adventure playground.  There were times when 
there was falling out between us.  I remember 
my brother David and Alan Ball falling out, 
David wet Alan’s cap in the pond.  Later Mrs 
Ball came round to complain about David’s 
behaviour. 
 
Alan lived on Farnham Street, his father was 
the captain of the 1st Team of the Quorn Cricket 
Club and was a good batsman and bowler.  Mr 
Ball had one leg shorter than the other but this 
did not hinder his cricket.  David and I played cricket for Quorn.  We both played for the ‘Colts’ and 
occasionally for the second team.  David was a fast bowler and I was a left hand spin bowler.  Ian 
Aitken was a player, he was a very good all round sportsman.  Ray Golding, who I think was my 
age, was a very good fast bowler.  Mr Hope, who lived at the cricket field end of Spinney Drive, was 
the Club’s Umpire.  Names I remember are Jack Allen and Mr Dermot.  I wish I could remember the 
name of the grounds man, I can picture him so clearly, he would be out working on the pitch and 
cutting the grass on weekday evenings when we were in the nets. 
 
We used to play on Farnham Street in the evening.  One game was called Hot Rice, that was 
played with a tennis ball.  One person was ‘on’ and had to throw the ball and hit someone, in which 
case they were ‘on’.  You were able to pick up the ball with your closed fists and hit it away to make 
it harder for the thrower.  Another activity I remember was for us to run, and be timed, round the 
rectangle made up of Farnham Street, Barrow Road, Loughborough Road and the footpath that ran 
between the end garden on Farnham Street and the hedge down to Loughborough Road. 
 
When we got into our teens the young people from the church would meet at the cricket field to play 
rounders during the summer holiday.  The group would normally included Ian Aitken, Phillip 
Gamble, Elizabeth Horspool, twins Angela and Rosemary Bent and Eileen Pick. 
 

The Manse, 63 Loughborough Road in 2012 
Home to the Worsnip family for 10 years. 
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When I was younger the Stafford Orchard was the place to meet your friends.  In an evening there 
would be a game of football you could join in. Numbers did not matter so long as the teams were 
fairly equal.  The slide, swings and roundabouts were our adventure play ground, we climbed all 
over them.  On one occasion Polish female workers from Wrights Factory came onto the playground 
in their lunch time.  We were on the ‘plank swing’; two of them came on to swing and worked the 
swing up really high, it was great but scary.  Before November 5th we usually had fire works.  I 
remember someone firing a rocket up the slide to see if it would hit Wrights Factory chimney. The 
fair would come to the village, in September I think, which was always good fun.  The area in front 
of Wrights factory where the Fair took place was used for two or three years for bicycle races.  The 
cycles used had no gears, were fixed wheel and had cow horn handlebars.  A circuit was marked 
out and there was an elastic starting gate.  Race meetings were arranged between the villages, 
each team wore a different coloured tabard, the competitors were in their late teens.  A good sized 
crowd would come to watch the event. 
 
Bonfire night was looked forward to.  I remember one year there was a village bonfire on some 
ground to the left of Quorn Hall and the foot path leading to the Slabs.  A large bonfire had been 
built and many lads from the village came to see the fire and let off their fireworks, mainly bangers 
were thrown about.  Michael Beaver, who lived on Leicester Road, had one down his wellington 
boot on one occasion.  
 
Train spotting was a popular activity for some of us.  We would cycle to Barrow on Soar and go up 
the footpath and over the footbridge to the left of the old station to watch from the path that ran 
parallel to the railway line.  We would sit on our bicycles leaning on the railings.  I think we used to 
go home for dinner and come back in the afternoon.  Michael Bonshor and I went to Rugby on a 
train spotting outing on one occasion.  Another outing that was arranged with school friends was a 
visit to an engine shed; we could obtain permits through British Rail to allow us to go into the sheds 
where the maintenance was carried out on the steam locomotives.      
 
Sundays were a busy day for my family, though 9am was the usual time we all got up.  Mum would 
put a roast in the oven with a rice pudding to be cooking while we were at Church.  The walk to 
Church and Sunday School passed the Bulls Head, the bowling green and tennis courts, by Tommy 
Long’s Fields through the gates over the stream, up on to Spinney Drive - and was done by Mum 
and Dad three times on a Sunday.  David and I never went to an evening service.  
 
The young people did not stay in the service for the sermon at the morning service.  A group of us 
would walk through the village up Station Road passed Freehold Street to call on Ian Aitken’s 
grandmother who lived in a cottage on the left just off Meynell Road.  We all had a biscuit and a 
drink of lemonade before walking up Barrow Road to go to our homes. 
 
I remember an amusing incident that happened to Derek Harkis when he and I had come out of 
Church on a Sunday morning.  We went to the stream that runs under Woodhouse Road just after 
the left turn from Loughborough Road.   On the right hand side there is a footpath that runs 
alongside the stream.  We used to play in the stream, making dams trying to catch fish.  On this 
occasion, when we were dressed in our Sunday best, Derek fell his full length into the stream.  As 
you can imagine his parents were not pleased. 
 
On the left hand side of Woodhouse Road the stream ran through the garden of Mr & Mrs Owen 
Brown. I remember, when I was seven or eight, we had a ride home from church in Mr Owen 
Brown’s Land Rover; this must have been when the Land Rovers had just been introduced.  We 
met Peter Preston, who at that time was still ill with polio, and Bill and Susan Preston, his brother 
and sister. Other memories I have from a few years later are when Peter performed conjuring tricks 
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at an event at church in the large Sunday School Room and my going to play with Bill and Susan in 
their garden. 
 
I also have a memory of an event at church, perhaps the same event related above, when Ian 
Sanders, younger brother of Robert and Donald who lived on Chaveney Road, sang the song ‘I 
Knew an Old Woman who Swallowed a Fly’, much to the enjoyment of the audience.  I used to go 
and play with Robert but very often playing games came second. As there was such a large garden 
we were all expected to help keep it tidy.  There was an orchard at the bottom of the garden where 
some of the scouts went camping, Raymond Hardy and Bobby Prevost are names I remember from 
the occasion I took part. 
 
Raymond Hardy’s father worked for a firm that made fashion mannequins.  He made a puppet of Mr 
Punch for Raymond, who came round to our house, where in my bedroom we made a booth from a 
clotheshorse covered with sheets for us to play with our puppets.  
 

We would go on the swings after school, and on one occasion 
Raymond was with me on a swing.  He was working it up and I 
was sitting between his feet.  We went very high and I slipped 
off the seat and received nasty grazes on my knees.  When I 
got home no one was in, luckily our neighbour came to my 
help and cleaned my knees up.  On another occasion after 
school I was walking across the open space in front of Wrights 
Factory.  There were a lot of children around and some were 
throwing large pieces of the clinker that covered the ground.  
One of these hit a boy on the head a few yards from me, I can 
still hear the sound it made.  I went to help the boy and found 
clear liquid coming from his injury, a dent in his head.  The boy 
was upset but still on his feet.  In the circumstances I took him 
by his hand and walked with him to his home on Barrow Road.   
 
David became interested in bird watching.  Peter Gamble lived 
on Farnham Street and I can remember going to Peter’s house 
with David to see his collection of birds eggs.  Peter and David 
would go bird watching, getting up early in the morning going 
off on their bicycles.  Peter lent David a bird trap, special traps 
with a sprung lid that could be set to close when a bird went 
inside. 
 
Another interest David had when he was growing up was 
making wireless sets.  These were powered by an 
accumulator, that was an old fashioned type of battery made of 
glass, like a large square jam jar with had a carrying handle.  

They had to be regularly recharged this was done at the village 
cycle repair shop that was on the right hand side of 

Loughborough Road before Colonel Toller’s house [Quorn Court]. 
 
The people who I remember around the village were the road sweeper, the milk man and the mobile 
grocer.  The road sweeper had only one arm but he managed very well.  The milkman who 
delivered to us had been a Japanese prisoner of war.  The mobile grocer had a horse and cart and I 
remember seeing the horse bolting off down Loughborough Road, the cart was shedding 
vegetables with the grocer chasing after it. 
 

Bron on David’s shoulders in 
the garden of Quorn Manse 
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Michael Beaver, one of my friends, joined me at Mill Hill School.  He and his brother Stewart lived 
on Leicester Road.  Their father was a painter and decorator.  I remember going to the Abbey Park 
Show with Michael and his family.  Michael’s house backed onto Unitt Road which was built in the 
1950’s.  We went and had a look at the site where the builders had put in the drains, services, 
footpaths and roads before the houses were built.  
 
The Leader family moved onto the estate when it had been built.  Arnold and Barrie were the boys 
in the family, there was a sister but I cannot remember her name.  Arnold went into the army for his 
National Service and learnt to drive a tank. 

 
A friendship that had lasted after we left Quorn was with Derek Harkis.  
Derek and his family lived across the road from us.  Derek went to 
Humphrey Perkins Grammar School and became an apprentice at the 
pharmaceutical firm that was on the Rushes.  I understand Derek went 
on to be a laboratory technician at Loughborough University.  I was 
Derek’s best man when he married.  Unfortunately we lost contact in 
the 1970’s; I have attempted to make contact recently without success. 
 
We never had a TV while we lived in Quorn.  I used to go to the house 
of Mr & Mrs Mee who lived on Loughborough Road near the Vicarage, 
to watch ‘War in the Air’ and I saw my first cup final at the house of 
Phillip Gamble on Orchard Estate.  We saw the Coronation at the 
house of one of my mothers teaching colleagues at Barrow on Soar. 
 
We spent many happy days out as a family at Beacon Hill and 
Bradgate Park.  On a visit to Bradgate Park with mum and dad I was 
going across the metal pipe that runs across the stream in the park 
when I slipped off into the water getting wet through.  We went to the 
café across the road from the park gates in Newtown Linford where 

they were very helpful and gave us a pair of trousers for me to wear to get home  
 
As well as the coronation lorry float parade, dad, me and David were also taking part in a 
tableau/play as part of the village coronation celebrations that also included the participation of 
Squire Farnham.  I remember a rehearsal, which took place in 
the open air somewhere on the Farnham estate.  The Squire 
was mounted on a horse and dad had to approach him to 
greet him with David and me as servants.  In the event, the 
play was cancelled due to the weather, which was a great 
relief to David and me as we were to be dressed in medieval 
costume, which included green tights.  I have no recollection of 
the historical significance of the story we were enacting. 
 
 

Conclusion 
If anyone reads this who grew up in Quorn in the 1940’s and 
1950’s, I hope my recollections help them remember their 
childhood, and that their childhood was as happy as mine.  
 
 
Bron Worsnip 
16.09.2012           bron.worsnip@ntlworld.com    
 

Bron Worsnip in 2012 

Bron Worsnip (left) and 
Derek Harkis 


