MEMORY LANE

Although I have only lived in South Mimms for the last 10 years I have known the village since the mid 1970’s when my closest friends moved here and I regularly came to events at the school.  When I bought my cottage it was in need of a lot work and sometimes it was like living on a building site but it has been well worth the effort and the end is now in sight.   I have always been interested in the history of the village and over the years my daughter has bought me every book she could find about South Mimms as well as a number of beautiful prints of the church.
Some months ago I took a day off work as I just needed to catch up with paperwork, gardening etc. It was a last minute decision and a rather boring prospect rather than a holiday.  However it turned out to be a delightful day with a totally unexpected outcome.  On this particular day I had just returned from shopping when there was a knock at the door. I opened it to an elegant elderly lady who told me that she and her husband were visiting from Australia and that she used to live in the cottage but had left in 1950 to go to live in Rhodesia after her marriage.  Her name was Joy Innes-Walker and as she said it was likely to be her last visit to the UK she took a chance that someone would be in.  Although the cottage has been changed quite considerably over the years it was still recognizable and she told me where the family piano used to be and the aspidistra and showed me a picture of her father standing in the back garden near the chicken coop.
We chatted for some time and were then joined by her husband who invited me to have lunch with them at the pub.  Whilst there she commented that it was a pity that the church had to be closed during the day as she would have liked to have had a look round.  As we walked past the church Mother Brenda’s car was parked outside as she was in church with some of the children from St Giles so Joy’s wish was granted.  I gave Joy a copy of the Potters Bar and District Historical Society booklet about South Mimms and we exchanged e-mail addresses.   The following is an extract from the e-mail Joy sent me when she returned to Australia.
“My maiden name was White – my parents moved to the cottage during the 1st World War – their names were Charles and Nita.  My father was to take a job with his uncle in India for 6 months each year but unfortunately became very ill on the way and returned to London.  At the time no one knew what it was and so their lives together started in “The Cottage” as it was called.  His problem was feeling giddy, and today we know it as High Blood Pressure, but in those days there was no cure and so he never left the house.
They had 3 children Derek, Paul and Joy in 12 years – both were very musical and my father was a gifted pianist. Each day he would stand at the gate and talk to people walking through the village. They had a pretty garden with plum and apple trees, a laburnum tree and a lilac tree. They grew their own vegetables and my father had day old chicks and a few hens – I used to like collecting the eggs. My mother became ill when I was about 7 with pernicious anaemia and almost died.  She had to eat raw liver which saved her life but the damage had been done and she lost her balance for walking and then had to have a weekly vitamin injection but still managed to do her housework every day and keep the house spotlessly clean.

Of course we all lived through the 2nd World War and I remember hearing about a bomb with wheels being found in the field below our gardens. I went to the local school and we did plays in the Village Hall with Miss Philpot and were called the “Busy Bees”.

Going back to visit places where we once lived is not always the happy experience we assume it will be even when we know that some things will have changed. I was so pleased to learn a little of the history of my cottage and the family who lived here and to be able to help Joy on her walk down memory lane and I hope she was not disappointed.
Maria Dixon.

