
  

 
Dear All 
2020 well what can I say!  With everything going on and being likened to the 
1918 Spanish flu outbreak, where will it all end?  I hope you are all staying 
safe and we can all come out of this without losing any of our nearest and 
dearest.  I hope we can get back to normal and have rallies and club meetings 
soon but I cannot see it happening that quickly.  It will be nice to just be able 
to get out and about and see our families and friends.  I have found an article  
relating to our January meeting I thought you might be interested in ~ see  
below.  Well keep safe everyone and I hope to see you all sometime in the 

near future. 
                Stewart Rice  
Morchard Bishop - 15 November 1944: 

On the 15th November 1944, two Halifax Bombers collided over the village of Morchard Bishop, 
Devon. Halifax JP201 and Halifax LL137 were both destroyed following the collision and subsequent 
crash over the village. A memorial stone was unveiled in honour of both crews on the 6thNovember 
1994 which also lists the names of each of the men. The memorial stone is located at the village 
square near the war memorial. Halifax LL137 was crewed by RCAF and JP201 was crewed by RAAF   
personnel. They were from 1664 and 1666 HCU of 6 Group based at RAF Wombleton, N. Yorkshire. 

Crew of JP201 

Flt Sgt I O'CONNOR - RAAF             Sgt P STRAITON – RAFVR                   Sgt A.E. ACKCRAL - RAFVR 

Sgt B.E. SAUNDERS – RAFVR        Sgt J.E.L. SHERWIN - RAFVR 

Plt Off H.R. PUGH - RAAF (was the only survivor. He is listed as missing on 18.4.45 while flying on operations. 

Crew of LL137 

Flt Lt R.L. GARVIE – RCAF           Flg Off G.L.O. BERG – RCAF      Flg Off N.H. BOSS - RCAF         Sgt E.J. PRIDHAM – RCAF       

Sgt J.E. ARMSTRONG – RCAF    Sgt G.F. HIGGINS - RCAF           Sgt N.J. ANDERSON – RCAF   Sgt J. GAMBORSKI - RCAF 

For more details see  https://www.rafexeter.co.uk/crash-sites 
     ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Continuing Their Interests During Lockdown. 
Michael Thorne of the Coldridge collection has recently located and had refurbished a pair of         
prototype petrol engines which Harry Ferguson Ltd had developed in the early 1950s for use in the   
R4 and R5 cars.  These cars did not go into volume production but the engines are now in working or-
der, mounted in frames and are a valuable asset to the Coldridge Collection and the history of Harry       
Fergusion's engineering skills. 

Also another one of our members Geoff Parfitt's interest in Fiat tractors has recently been highlighted 
in the May edition of the Tractor and Machinery magazine.  Geoff and his family have assembled a 
collection of pre 1940s tractors and the family members are described as experts on the 702 range of 
Fiat tractors which were manufactured in 1919/20.                                                       John Moore 
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Well it was a sea of blue, every variation of Ford & Fordsons, hundreds of people all hoping to grab 
a bargain. I fell in love with an old Fordson Major (there’s a surprise!), couldn’t try it, no battery, 
oil was black (good) not seized!  Said to Bill, that would be good buy for someone, £200 maybe?  
The Fordson duly came up for auction, that’s the one you liked said Bill. 
“Keep your hands in your pockets boy” he said (yeah right!) When the hammer went down, IT 
WAS MINE. £175 back in the early 80s.      “She’ll kill me!!” he said.  
We towed it back to my mates farm at Rockbeare straight away to hide it for a couple of weeks, 
(while the heat died down). She was ok, forgave her Dad, I had to wait a little longer!  
It did start and run well ended up using it in Stoke Woods doing logs.  
Bought it in early 80s for £175. If only we knew then what we know now!! 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

A story which will ring bells with several members!! 
 
 I blame Bill. A story by Steve Williams  
It all started one Saturday afternoon many years ago, Sir John Kennaway 
of Escot Estate, Ottery St Mary, nr Exeter was auctioning his complete 
collection of Ford & Fordson tractors, from standard Fordson’s to huge 
County’s and everything in between.  
Being an agricultural engineer working for Norringtons, and a blue tractor 
fan, I and a couple of work mates had to go. I fancied owning a Fordson 
Major. Didn’t know what I would do with it (except save from the scrap 
yard). I took my father-in-law Bill Dart, who was under strict instructions 
from my wife to“keep an eye on him Dad and don’t let him buy anthing!” 

Just  a little story to brighten your day!! 
 
It’s a man thing!! 
 
Time is like a river. You cannot touch the water twice because the flow that has passed will never 
pass again. Enjoy every moment of life! 
 
As a bagpiper, I play many gigs. Recently I was asked by a funeral director to play at a graveside 
service for a homeless man. He had no family or friends, so the service was to be at a pauper's   
cemetery in the Nova Scotia back country. As I was not familiar with the backwoods, I got lost and, 
being a typical man, I didn't stop for directions. 
  
I finally arrived an hour late and saw the funeral guy had evidently gone and the hearse was         
nowhere in sight. There were only the diggers and crew left and they were eating lunch. I felt badly 
and apologized to the men for being late. I went to the side of the grave and looked down and the 
vault lid was already in place. I didn't know what else to do, so I started to play.  
 
The workers put down their lunches and began to gather around. I played out my heart and soul for 
this man with no family and friends. I played like I've never played before for this homeless man.  
 
And as I played "Amazing Grace", the workers began to weep. They wept, I wept, we all wept      
together. When I finished, I packed up my bagpipes and started for my car. Though my head was 
hung low, my heart was full.  
 
As I opened the door to my car, I heard one of the workers say, "I never seen anything like that    
before, and I've been putting in septic tanks for twenty years!!"  



 
 FROM RESTORATION TO REINCARNATION - IN RED AND YELLOW! 
 
A dozen or so years ago, when we first moved to our current home, we were intrigued to discover that 
there was a rusty old red tractor parked behind one of the shippens. Closer examination revealed it to 
be a David Brown 880 that had obviously not moved for a long time. Although it appeared to be pretty 
much the worst for wear, what was particularly intriguing was that it was very firmly attached to a 
large tree. By which I mean that a growing tree had developed over and around the driver's footplate 
of the tractor, thereby anchoring it firmly in place. Arguably, the tractor had become part of the tree or 
vice versa! My neighbour, who had used some of the land during the time of the previous owners, told 
me that he could remember a time when the tractor had been working, but, one day, while it was 
parked, cows had chewed at the electrical wiring to such an extent that the owner abandoned it and left 
it where it was.  He said that he had warned the owner at the time that the-then small sapling growing 
beside the tractor would eventually damage it further, but to no avail, so thus it was that tractor and 
tree had become one!   
Faced with this, I made a few perfunctory attempts to free the tractor, but they came to nothing, as it 
was very much embedded in the tree and I had other priorities at the time.  But, one day, an             
opportunity presented itself when a team of workmen with heavy equipment from Western Power, 
came to replace a wooden pole carrying the power lines down the valley. They were mob-handed, as 
the pole was well-nigh inaccessible behind the aforementioned shippen, so heavy equipment had been 
summoned from, it appeared, all over Devon. Amongst it, was the largest JCB I had ever seen, which 
eventually proved superfluous to Western Power's needs on the day. So, opportunistically, I asked the 
driver, who was idling his time away, whether he might be able to dislodge my old tractor from the 
tree. To which he readily agreed, so in no time (and with little apparent effort from such a large       
machine), the old tractor was no longer part of the tree [first picture].   
Dragging it out into a field and subsequently under cover into a barn, I eventually asked Steve        
Williams if he thought it could be refurbished. But sadly, after he started to dismantle the engine, it 
soon became apparent that the twenty or so years that it had lain idle outside in all weathers had      
rendered it beyond any prospect of economically viable repair, so we pushed it back under the tree 
where it remains forlornly to this day (any reasonable offer considered!). However, that was not the 
end of the story as I had by that time developed an interest in vintage tractors and thought it would be 
very appropriate to have a tractor similar to the deceased one in working condition on the land once 
again, as if the original had never actually 'died'. By complete chance, as the then secretary of the club, 
I was contacted not long afterwards by someone making space in a barn by clearing out some old  
tractors, one of which was a David Brown 950, a close relative of my own, but in working order.  
Money having changed hands, I was then in a position to utilise the good folks at Western Spray, who 
can mix and match virtually all kinds of paint, to give me the means of repainting the 950 in the    
striking bright red and yellow colours that characterise David Brown tractors of that era (1961). So 
thus it is that I can now use the tractor in the fields as though time has stood still, topping the grass or 
pulling a roller [second picture]. Or I sometimes take it out around the lanes where its bright colours 
regularly bring a smile to the faces of those who see us chug by, as we do  on the club's Road Runs 
(see the website for further pictures)!  
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A Little Quiz for you courtesy of Steve Williams 
 

Can you identify these tools? 
Save your answers for when we next meet up again. If you’re desperate for the answer 
Ask Steve!! 



 
To keep you amused during Lockdown here are some wonderful & old Devon sayings. 
 
There is a genius (in our sense of the word) shines in all he (John Dunning) says. I begin 
to think there is something in the air of Devonshire that grows clever fellows, I could 
name 4 or 5, superior to the product of any other county of England  
                Thomas Gainsborough 
     ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
      
 
· Spurtin’ arrishes = growing stubble   Tom toddy = tadpole 

· Apple drain/jasper = wasp    Drummel drain = bumblebee 

· ‘Ade like a bool = head like a bull, pig-headed 

· “I was savage” = I was very annoyed Drawin’ yer mouth abroad = yawning 

· 'Dimsey' meaning dusk, twilight; i.e. fading light.  

· Zawney'  meaning somewhat slow on the uptake.  

· CREATED BOBSZIDI" meaning kicked up a fuss, or complained bitterly!  

· You emt 'ev 'e? (An expression of shock - You haven't!... have you??!  

· An old rubber nose cloth-ears" (nosey parker)  

Hay-harvest. —At the end of hay harvest at Morchard Bishop the last load is driven out 
of the field and back again by a woman. If this is successfully accomplished without 
grazing the gate-post, she will be “missus” of the hayfield for the ensuing year.  

And some general ones to make you laugh/Think!! 

“I made a huge to do list for today. I just can’t figure out who’s going to do it.”  

“I am one step away from being rich, all I need now is money.”  

“Note to self: just because it pops into my head does not mean it should come out of my 
mouth.”  

One day youtube, twitter and facebook will join together and be called Youtwitface.”  

And to End … 

“You are braver than you believe,  stronger than you seem, smarter than you think &                  
loved more than you know.”  

“. I’m not telling you it’s going to be easy- I’m telling you it’s going to be worth it.”  

https://www.dailyfunnyquote.com/50-funny-inspirational-quotes/
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Farm Water Supplies 

 

A basic need of every farm is a water supply, both for domestic use and farm animals.  This took 
many forms depending on the situation found; some places were blessed with a reliable spring 
which could be easily piped around the premises by gravity. Others had to rely on a well for        
domestic use and a pond for the animals. 
 
Wells varied in depth, being dug deep enough to ensure an adequate year-round supply.  Sometimes 
10 feet would suffice, but 100 feet wells are not unknown.  If the substrate was hard rock, they were 
unlined, but if in unstable soil they were lined with stone or brick. 
 
The most basic means of abstraction was either by bucket and windlass (remember the Nursery 
rhyme of 'Jack & Jill'?), or a hand operated pump, usually into a sump or tank. These might take   
the form of hollowed out granite, or slabs of slate bolted together. Later improvements were to pipe 
the water up to a header tank in the loft to supply domestic hot water systems, etc.  In the early        
twentieth century, as technology became more widely available, pumps could be powered by       
stationary engines or electricity.  One must remember before we leave the subject of pumps that, as 
we should all have learned in physics at school, atmospheric pressure can support a column of water 
30 feet (or a column of mercury 30 inches high as in a barometer).  Therefore, a pump cannot draw 
water beyond a depth of about 25 feet, so for deep wells the pump unit had to be installed at least 
part way down the well, linked by a rod to the surface machinery.  Another method of raising water 
was by means of a wind pump, which took the form of a metal pylon with a multi-bladed propeller 
at the top connected to a gearbox which converted the rotation into an up and down motion of the 
pump rod connected to the pump in the well. 

 

In other suitable circumstances, water was pumped by a water wheel, or else by a hydraulic ram. 
The latter is a wonderful piece of machinery which uses the energy of a flow of water from a stream 
or spring to pump a smaller quantity of water from the same source, or another, such as a well. 
 
Middle Henstill has two wells.  One is situated inside the house, of about 30 feet depth, and is     
almost always 75% full; this still has the hand pump with the pump unit partly down the well.  
There is a second well in the orchard, which is a mere 12 feet deep, but again always almost full  
and still in use by an electric pump for part of the cattle yard.   
There was a gravity feed to the yard from the pond (long gone).  Also at some point prior to 1945, 
there was an engine-driven pump adjacent to the ditch/stream that runs from New Buildings area to 
Yarmleigh which pumped water to a concrete reservoir, still situated at the highest point of the 
meadow in the front of the house, from there supplying the yard by gravity. This was superseded by 
mains supply probably in the 1950s to comply with dairy regulations.   Keith White 

Wanted & For Sale 
 
2 Man Chainsaw any condition for display only  
American cross-cut saws 
  
Contact Peter 0136383473 


