Local Yokel

In response to Mrs Dempster’s letter in the last issue of the Parish Paper, I remember Father Gage very well but it is quite wrong to assume that all villagers thought it a ‘treat’ to go to Potters Bar and maybe had never even been to London.  Well I was born in South Mymms and my Father before me, and I can assure the writer that we didn’t live that sheltered a life even in the forties and fifties!  We had to go into Potters Bar or Barnet to pay our utility bills therefore we all travelled on a regular basis, we didn’t consider it a treat at all in fact far from it when there were bills to pay.  There was no alternative either as very few people had a bank account; wages in general were poor then and banks accounts out of our reach.  We would have had to buy and use postal orders: the extral cost would have been more expensive than the bus fare.

There were far more buses travelling to or through the village than today.  The 84 bus travelled between Arnos Grove and St Albans and at one time it went as far as Golders Green.  The 29 went to Turnpike Lane station and as far as Victoria at the weekend.  The green 313 ‘Country Bus’ went from Enfield town to St Albans.  Other green buses travelled along the ‘bypass’ - now the A1M - to drop off the Aerospace workers in Hatfield.  The 242 came to South Mymms from Waltham Cross.  We also had the 714 Green Line coach travelling from Luton through South Mymms, Barnet, Finchley, Kings Cross, Oxford Circus, Marble Arch, Kensington and ended it’s journey in Surrey.  It stopped just before the Police Cottages where instead of the Arlington House car park that stands there today, there was the Good Companions café.  You could reach central London quite quickly and it was a wonderful day out in your teens and twenties to buy current fashions from stores in Oxford Street.  Many villagers went ‘up town’ to work.

Far from the leafy hidden village that Mrs D refers to, up until I believe it was the 1970’s, on the site where the Cancer Research is now there stood Clare Hall Hospital, which mainly dealt with chest problems like tuberculosis (TB).  Patients came from in and around the London area, and convalesced for weeks at a time, and the air was considered cleaner here then!  Staff such as doctors, nurses, orderlies, etc were all nationalities, Italian, Asian, Chinese, Irish, Welsh, West Indian - as well as local people  We were very much a multi cultural village.  There were socials at the hospital and cricket matches, village dances and of course 
the local pubs to socialise in too.  Some of them met and married here, settled down, had families and stayed here.  Buses used to bring patients and visitors alike so we knew a lot more than most villages about the ‘big wide world‘.  The hospital ran a small ‘tilly’, the then version of a people carrier, driven by a man reputed to be from Nova Scotia although there was never any proof.  The ‘tilly’ waited opposite the White Hart in Blanche Lane, picking up passengers as they alighted from the bus.  It ran all day and into the evening ferrying people back and forth.  

We had 5 shops in the heart of the village and ‘Winters Garage’ where Mr Winter not only sold petrol and repaired cars, but sold paraffin which was needed for the indoor heating: we didn’t have central heating then.  He sold and repaired bikes too and was so helpful - remember helpful?  We had our own swimming pool too, the San Marina which was almost opposite where the Lantern Breakdown Service is now at ‘Bignells Corner’ where the motorway now stands. There was also a Petrol Station and two pubs there, the Middlesex Arms and the Five Bells and two transport café’s.  We really had a thriving village then!  As for Bignells Nursery I don’t think many villagers went there but it must have been one of the first of its kind.

The traffic has always ‘torn through this village’ especially before the M25 was built in the 70‘s when I lived there, only in those days it was largely lorries which trundled through all day and all night.  The only time it was silent was on Christmas day and what bliss that was.

Funny how much one can remember once the old grey matter starts functioning, so a big thank you Mrs Dempster, you made me think of all the things both good and bad about being around here for so long.
PS
Does anyone remember the day trippers in Spring that came by bicycle and bus to pick daffodils and bluebells in the woods, and if there are any ‘older’ villagers who can refresh my memory about the buses in the 50’s and 60’s, please respond via the Parish Paper.

