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Memories of Arthur Long, son of Tom Long, Quorn 
 

Introduction 
Tom Long was born in Fotheringhay, Northamptonshire on 
28th November 1884. He married Esther Ruth Dadley from 
Leicester in 1908 and they had four children: Edith 
born in 1910, Bill (William) 
born in 1912, Phyllis born in 
1916 and Arthur (Thomas 
Charles Arthur) born in 
1920. It was only in about 
1914, when Tom was 
working as a Farm Bailiff for John Davys Cradock 
from Quorn Court, that Tom, Esther and their 
children moved to Meeting Street in Quorn.  
 
The name Tom Long is now very well known, as 
everyday dozens of people walk across Tom Long’s Meadow on the north-west 
side of Quorn.   
 
Arthur Long, Tom and Esther’s youngest child, wrote down his memories of 
Quorn life, providing a fascinating insight into life in Quorn in the 1920s and 
1930s. Arthur’s wife and son Phillip, have not only allowed Quorn Village On-
line Museum to publish these memoirs, but they have also provided some 
wonderful and evocative photographs. The picture of Tom Long in his meadow, 
haymaking in the 1950s transports you back to another world!   
 

Arthur continues: 
 

Life on Meeting Street 
Our home was a small terraced cottage in Meeting Street [now 81 Meeting 
Street] - 4 terraced cottages, plus next door to us, an Adult School Meeting 
Room, then a small gap and general hardware shop beyond the Adult School, 
owned by an old lady named Mrs. Backhouse (nicknamed ‘Bockhos’ to us).  
She was a tough, sharp tongued and somewhat frightening kettle of fish and of 
course came in for a degree of baiting from our circle of youngsters.   I lived 
with my parents, a brother and two sisters, I being the youngest in the family.  

The cottage was two small 
rooms up and two down plus 
kitchen.  Daily washing was at 
the kitchen sink and for 
bathing a zinc metal bath was 
brought into the kitchen and 
filled from the ‘copper’. I 
remember, as a child, saying 
to my mum, after I had had 
my weekly bathe in the zinc 
bath -    “I’m sure they put 
something in the bar of soap 
to colour the water grey.” 

Meeting Street in 2019. The Long family home was no 81, the beige 
house. The blue house was the adult school and the brick house on the 
left was a shop. 

Tom and Esther Long 
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The copper, which was permanently built into a corner of the 
kitchen was normally used for boiling water for clothes 
washing.  As the name suggests the copper was a large 
copper boiling dish set into brickwork under which a grate was 
built for a wood or coal fire to be lit to boil the water. 
 
Wash day was always on 
a Monday with ‘Lifebuoy' 
carbolic soap and clothes 
were selectively put into 
the steaming wash-tub 
for the weekly clothes 
wash.  
 
The wash-tub was a zinc 
galvanised tub, which if I 
remember right was about 
2ft high by 1ft 6ins diameter.  
My mother would agitate the 
clothes in the hot water with 

a Dolly-Peg and sometimes I would help as I grew older.  The Dolly-Peg 
being made from Ash or Deal wood with a 2ft strong wooden stem mounted 
on what looked rather like a three legged wooden stool and topped with a 
cross wooden handle which you grasped with both hands, continually 
punching up and down and rotating in a circular fashion.  This was later 
superseded by a new invention called a ‘Punch’. Basically it was just a 
single wooden stem - no handle – with a copper  cone at the bottom for 
punching the clothes.  The beaded rim of the copper cone was perforated 
all round its edge in order to aerate the soapy washing water.    
 

Mum and Dad - Early Days 
 
I was the youngest child of the family and 
grew up with a brother and two sisters.  The 
oldest being my sister Edith, then my brother 
Bill and next before myself my sister Phyllis.  
After leaving school my brother and sisters 
went out to work in service. 
 
Edith worked as a house maid for a family 
called Fewkes in the centre of Quorn village.  
I can’t remember now whether she went on a 
daily basis or lived-in.  Phyllis went to work 
as a general maid and companion to two 
elderly ladies who lived on the outskirts of the 
village and she, of course, lived-in there.   
 
Before my father [Tom 
Long] farmed for 
himself, he was Farm 

Bailiff to Major Cradock.  It was during that period, while I was still quite young, when 
one day, as he was walking on an inspection of the farmstead fields in Six Hills, he saw 
a huntsman on horseback approach from the next field; so dad opened the field gate for 
him.  After crossing through the gate the huntsman stopped and gave dad a half crown.  
The huntsman was non other than the Prince of Wales who was later crowned King 
Edward VIII in 1936 but very soon abdicated the throne.  Unfortunately there is no 
longer any trace of the half crown! 
 

The garden at 
81 Meeting Street 

Arthur on the step of 81 Meeting Street 
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My dad was a farmer working from dawn to well into dusk on his small-holding on rented land. Also on rented 
grazing land on the far edge of  the nearby village of Barrow upon Soar and was farm bailiff to a Major 
Cradock who owned a farm and farmland further afield in the lonely countryside of Six Hills. Later in his life 
my father was able to buy the paddock and meadow (now Tom Long's Meadow) in Quorn. 

 
The fireplace was the central feature of the living room and consisted of an 
ironwork suite of a central fire grate, a hot drinking water boiler to one side 
of the grate (accessed by a flat round iron lid with a notch for lifting off with 
a special iron tool). On the other side of the grate was the oven, accessed 
through the oven door which was secured with a substantial iron catch. 
The complete suite being smartened up with blacklead polish on a regular 
basis. At nights, after dusk, the living room would be lit by an oil lamp 
hanging from the centre of the ceiling.   
 
Elsewhere you would have to carry a candle in a 
candlestick for illumination – especially going to bed at 
night.  The staircase up to the bedrooms was very steep, 
running down the side of the wall with a sharp twist at the 
bottom through a doorway into the backroom. 
 

The toilets or 'closets', as they were then called, were a block of six small 
brick cubicles (3 back to back) situated some distance from the back-yards of 
the row of cottages.  They were emptied at regular intervals by the council’s 
'nightsoil' men, who as their name suggests carried out the work in the middle 
of the night using a nightsoil wagon drawn by a carthorse.  It should be 
mentioned here that toilet-rolls had not been invented then and the daily 
newspaper had to suffice.   During 1938 we moved to a modern semi-
detached house in Spinney Drive [no 3], which had the height of luxury – an 
inside toilet! 
 
But staying with our cottage in Meeting Street, there was one memorable 
occasion arising from one of my visit to the closets. The path to the closets lay 
between the next door neighbour's and the next removed neighbour's 
gardens. Unfortunately the man and his wife who lived next door were the 
most unhappy pair you could imagine and often rowed between themselves. 
Neither were they any more well disposed to their neighbours.  On this 
particular day as I was returning down the path, which bordered his garden I 
windmilled my arms as young lads often did, (I was probably about seven 

years old at the time).  When I arrived at the bottom 
of the path the man from next door flew out of the 

house, in a towering rage, accusing me in very 
ripe expletives of stealing his runner beans, which grew along the edge of the 
path.  The commotion was heard by my mum who sprang to my defence.  The 

neighbour's language was now out of control and his insults came thick and 
fast.   Whether someone hurried to the farm to call my dad or whether he just 
happened to be returning home, I never knew, but then the sparks really 

began to fly and a fierce fight ensued.   I was a little unsure how it all finished but I think the local bobby 
became involved and subsequently the two people next door were sent to Coventry by all and sundry.  When 
I thought back on that incident I was very proud for the way both my Mum and Dad stuck up for me. 
 

School Days 
My school was a C of E school on the far side of the village.  I started my school days at the age of five in the 
infant section of the school [about 1925], but my recollection of my time in the infants was somewhat vague.  
The more senior section of the school was divided into three classes, one for boys, one for girls and the 
seniors who were a mixture of boys and girls from the ages of eleven to fourteen, which was taken by the 
headmaster.  The headmaster and boys teacher were drafted into teaching work after world war one which 
was not a very successful arrangement.  They were both very fiery tempered and were known to come to 
fisticuffs on occasions over some mutual disagreement.  The school would be all agog when this happened 

A pan toilet, note the bucket! 

A range similar to that at 
81 Meeting Street 
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or indeed on like occasions when an irate father came into conflict with the  teachers.  The boys’ teacher 
bordered on sadism since he delighted in caning pupils even for very minor lapses, such as getting a sum 
wrong or untidy writing.  Once he held me to ridicule in front of the class for heading my paper ‘A. Long Test’ 
- not very cutting but nevertheless I felt very embarrassed.  When he thought fit he would send the older boys 
to the headmaster for a caning. Of course there were no telephones in school then and the unfortunate boy 
would have to transmit the reason for the punishment to the headmaster.  One or two of the most daring boys 
would just stand outside the headmaster’s classroom then after a suitable time lapse would return to their 
own class wringing their hands in mock agony, with some success. 

 
The headmaster took all classes for singing lessons.  Perhaps because that was the only classroom that 
boasted a piano or maybe he was the only pianist, in any case he really enjoyed his singing.  He would sit 
with the piano between him and the pupils with his bald head just showing above the piano and every now 
and then his red face would suddenly appear above the top of the piano either to admonish or instruct. His 
favourite songs were "Cherry Ripe"(which he sang with gusto) and "Linden Lea". 
 
Each Friday the village vicar would address the assembled school, but he was such 
a bland character that I remembered little about him.  Excepting that on school 
annual sports day, held in the vicarage grounds I, who went to the Baptist Chapel 
Sunday School, and other boys from non-conformist families were not allowed to 
take part in some of the games.  

 
One other memorable 
occasion was the service 
held at the Cenotaph on 
November the eleventh, 
each year, at eleven o-
clock.  The whole school 
would be marched down to 
the Cenotaph located at 
the cross roads in the 
centre of the village.   
Practically all the villagers 

would be there also waiting for the church clock to chime eleven. Then everything - 
and that did mean everything came to a standstill and there was absolute quietness for two minutes.  This 
impressive act of remembrance was observed over the whole country in the same two minutes. 
 
The main A6 road was the major obstacle, which I had to cross four times a day to get to and from school.   
There were no school meals then we just had to go home for our midday meal.   Of course in my early days 
at school my Mum or sister would see me safely to school come rain snow or whatever the weather held in 
store. I remember the time when my parents bought me and my sister rain capes but I was so embarrassed 
at having to wear what I considered to be a girls item of clothing that I refused to wear it.  I often thought, 
when I was much older, how much heartache that must have given my mum in particular.  It was on my way 
home from school one day that I sighted the R101 airship in its maiden flight.  Another outstanding 

Revd Henry Rumsey 
Vicar of Quorn  
1909 to 1940 

Quorn National School, School Lane 

Quorn War Memorial 
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aeronautical landmark was the all England air race whose path lay directly over my home, and I remember 
the excitement of the year that monoplanes first took part in the race. 
 

On the Farm 
My time away from school, on weekdays, was filled in the main with three diversions.  First came the work on 
the farm, helping my dad in countless tasks such as foddering the animals with cow cake, hay, pig-swill and 
chicken feed etc; sheep shearing, pig ringing, docking lambs tails, castration, carrying buckets of water from 

the stream at the bottom of the meadow to the cow sheds (no mains water in those 
days!) - - - - - suckling new born calves, driving high spirited bullocks or one-track-
minded sheep to the far flung pastures, or at night just following my hard working 
Dad around carrying a hurricane lamp to light the way or light the cow shed when 
my dad was milking the cow (by hand! Milking machines were unheard of then) or 
when a cow was calving. 
 
Now some of these need a little explanation.   The cow cake came in large slabs of 
linseed oil cake (approx. 1'6" x 3'0" and 3/4" thick).   This had first to be ground 
down to edible size in the cast iron grinding machine, worked by hand.   The hay 
was carried from the stack yard with long handled pitch forks; aptly named, since 
they were used for pitching huge forkfuls of hay either onto the hay wagon or from 
the hay wagon onto the stacks in the stack yard. 
The pig swill was all kinds of left-overs from vegetable harvesting and kitchens; 
very much fermented and smelling very high, but the pigs loved it and fought for 
their place at the trough.  However before it was fed to the pigs it was boiled in a 
large iron cauldron.  

 
Chicken feeding was more often my mum's or sisters’ job.  I never enjoyed egg collecting since it involved 
putting your hands under the hens while they were still in the nest and the hens often resented this and 
retaliated with vicious pecks to the hands. 
 
Sheep shearing again was all done by hand.   Although 
modern progress had produced a mechanical sheep 
shearing machine it still involved a lot of muscle work.   A 
winding handle operated a gear box which stood on a 
stand. From the gearbox ran a system of articulated drive 
shafts which fed a clipper; very much like a barber’s 
trimmer, but bigger.   I had to take my turn at turning the 
handle on the gear box for hours on end; and it was very 
stiff! 
 
Pig-ringing meant that gigantic pigs had to be tied by the 
nozzle and held with a couple of turns round a strong post 
while copper rings were clipped into the snout of the pig.   
This was to deter them from rooting and damaging the 
pigsty.   My job was to hang on like grim death to the end 
of the lashing rope.   Needless to say the squeals from 
the pigs were deafening.   
Another very unpleasant duty was to hold young lambs 
firmly on their feet while with a quick flick of a very sharp 
knife off came ninety percent of the lamb’s tail.   This was 
done to keep the lamb clean in later life and avoid maggot 
infestation, which could be a very nasty scourge in older sheep.  Even more unpleasantly, I had to clasp 
young piglets with front and rear leg grasped firmly in each hand while they had their testicles removed with a 
sharp knife.   
 
Suckling newly born calves involved a partially filled bucket of fresh warm cow’s milk. The bucket was held at 
a slight angle while you placed your hand in the milk and presented a middle finger for the calf to suck, then 
slowly drawing your finger down into the milk.  It didn‘t take long before it could drink straight from the bucket 
without this subterfuge. 
 

Hurricane lamp 

Sheep shearing using a machine very similar 
to the one that Arthur describes 
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Driving bullocks along country lanes to pasture required a lot of strenuous work and quick thinking. You had 
to stay at least one move ahead of the cattle, otherwise they would be away before you could head them off 
and there would be a long chase. With sheep - an open gate or a hole in the hedge acted like a magnet to 
them and if one got astray all the rest would try to follow.  Usually I went ahead on my bicycle, looking for 
escape routes and closing gates; with my dad bringing up the rear. Then there was - what seemed to be the 
endless job, of carrying the storm lantern on a winters night to shed some light as my father worked. It was 
both tedious and arm aching while at the same time getting colder and colder, and the lamp never seemed to 
be shining in the right place for my Dad. 
 
Haymaking was arduous and lasted many 
days.  It had to be worked in with all the 
daily farm chores. Starting in the late 
spring with the mowing of the grass, 
through tedding, cocking, cobbing and 
carting to stacking, and each part of the 
harvesting had to be planned with more 
than one eye on the weather.  Before 
starting the mowing proper My dad would 
work his way all round the edges of the 
field with a hand held scythe, to clear the 
first path for the mowing machine. The 
mowing machine was drawn by Bessie, 
the carthorse - with my Dad sat on an 
unsprung cast iron seat mounted on an 
arm between the cast iron wheels, and to 

the side were vicious 
knives which cut the 
grass into broad 
swathes.  This would 
disturb any wildlife 
nestling in the long grass 
and sometimes there 
would be a man waiting 
on the edge of the field 
with a shotgun to pick off 
any rabbits or pheasants 
that were put up. My 
father often went 
rabbiting with his friends.  

Rabbit pie was a regular dish on farmers tables. 
 

After a few days, according to the weather, tedding would take 
place.  This involved turning the swathes of hay over with the 
long-handled pitchfork or the mechanical tedder to allow the air 
and sun to dry it completely. This had to be done as many 
times as necessary till the hay was dry. The dried hay was then 
raked into rows either with a large hand held wooden rake or 
the large mechanical hay rake.  Both tedder and hay rake were 
made completely in cast iron and were horse-drawn. The hay 
was then gathered with the pitch forks and built into medium 
heaps called cocks.  Later, after the cocks had settled, they 
would be amalgamated into larger heaps called cobs.  These 
were heaps of hay about six or seven feet high, and then when 
suitably settled, and weather permitting, they would be loaded 
onto the dray to a considerable height. The positioning of each 
pitchfork full of hay on the dray was carried out to a set pattern 

to ensure that they all interlocked and bound each other to maintain stability during the rather bumpy journey 
to the stack yard. To give additional security the cart load of hay would be tied down with thick hemp ropes 
crossing from side to side of the dray and fastened to hooks along the side of the dray. 

Tom Long, mowing Tom Long’s Meadow with ‘Bessie’. 

Tom honing his scythe 

Tom scything in the meadow 

Tom cobbing in the meadow 
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Since the horse drawn mower could not adequately mow right up to the hedges and ditches a broad band 
was cut, all round the field, with the scythe.  A forkful of hay was usually very heavy and needed a strong 
back.  My father was only quite short but his back was strong; 
and I am pleased to say that I inherited his strong back! 
 
The friendly cow provided daily milk. and the cade lamb had 
been reared by hand after its mother had either rejected it or 
had died.  
 
This horsedrawn hayrake on the right, is identical to the one 
that Dad used to rake the hay into piles ready for cocking and 
then cobbing. 

 

When quite young I remember a thresher like this 
one on the left in the farm nearby. Sheaves being 
thrown from the horse waggon up onto the 
threshing machine - driven by the mighty  steam 
engine and corn cascading out of the chute on the 
thresher into sacks. My dad used to help in these 
annual ‘threshings’. 
 
The photograph below was taken in 1985 and as 
you can see, all kinds of weeds are already 
beginning to take over what used to be really good 
grassland. 

 
There was no tap water laid onto the farm 
and all water had to be carried in buckets 
from the stream in the meadow. 
 
Below is another view of ‘Tom Long’s 
meadow’, in the time of my father. You can 
see the difference in this good crop of hay. 
The footpath you can see is a public right of 
way connecting the nearby housing estate  
to the A6 Leicester to Loughborough main 
road. 

 
Stacking was also a work of art carried out 
in a similar manner to the loading of the 
hay cart. However this time the stack was 
not roped but pegged to secure a large 
tarpaulin over the top to keep out rain.   
This guard against water entry was very 
necessary to keep the hay from going 
mouldy and overheating.   If care was not 



Page 8 of 14 
© Quorn Village On-line Museum, www.quornmuseum.com. Information for personal/community group use only. Copyright forbids further publishing, 
distributing, copying or transmitting. See copyright info on www.quornmuseum.com.  

 
 

taken the stack could 
heat to a very high 
temperature and then 
ignite, completely 
destroying the stack 
and anything in the 
near vicinity.  To 
monitor the condition of 
the stack my Dad used 
a special long iron rod 
with a cross handle at 
one end and the 
opposite end of the rod 
formed into a pointed 
screw spiral. This would 
be thrust and screwed 
into the centre of the 
stack and pulled 
straight out, the spiral 
end bringing a tuft of 
hay from the centre of the stack with it.   Dad would be able to know what condition the stack was in just by 
smelling the tuft of hay. 

 
On a summers day we would make our 
way to the Mill Fields, where there was a 
wider stream flowing, and would spend 
most of the day bathing in the stream.  On 
another occasion in which I and my school 
mates became entangled with the law, 
there was, near to where I lived, a tall old 
farmhouse where a lonely old man lived.  
At least he seemed old to me.  At the apex 
of the roof was a small attic window and 
one of the more daring of the gang 
decided that it was a good target for some 
of the pebbles lying around.   The rest of 
the gang didn‘t really want to know and 
walked slowly away.  The incident was 
given no further thought until one day the 
local bobby turned up on our doorstep 
saying that a complaint had been made 
against me regarding the throwing of 
stones at the window of the farmhouse 
owned by Mr. Gamble.  I didn‘t understand 
why I should be blamed and protested my 

innocence to my parents.  The incident stuck in my mind not because of any injustice I felt but because the 
owner, Mr. Gamble, who was the Sunday School superintendent at the Chapel, came up to me soon 
afterwards in Sunday School and apologised. 
 
In the same street as my home was another row of cottages set back in a secluded area with a front yard 
instead of the usual back yard, and there lived one of my playmates whose Mum and Dad were quite poor.  
Those were the days of the depression and with no state aid, except for the village poor box. Going 
barefooted was by no means unusual in the poor families. On reflection I wondered how his own parents 
were able to make ends meet.  Despite their poverty the mother of my playmate, who was a large buxom 
lady was generous and outgoing, and I remember the tiny pig potatoes, which had been boiled in their skins, 
being shared with other children.  There were the many times too spent playing draughts, chess and other 
games in the tiny cottage. 
 

 

Tom Longs Meadow, looking from the bottom of the Spinney Drive jitty (where there 
was a gate), looking up towards where is now a steep slope up to Sanders Road 

101 Meeting Street on the corner of Meeting Street and 
Spinney Drive. This house was owned by the Gamble family 
for much of the 20th century, and is no doubt the house that 
Arthur talks about! 
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Youthful Diversions 
In the street just outside my home was a street gas lamp and one of the twilight entertainments was to follow 
the lamp lighter with his long pole, which had a hook and light at the top end.  He lit the lamps by first 
operating the gas tap with the hook and then lighting the gas mantle. Of course lampposts were good 
climbing posts and many a game was built around them.  This time of the evening was a magical time with 
the gas lamps  casting a warm glow and  the  deep shadows hiding all kinds of  exciting  possibilities.  It was 
like a newly painted canvas sheet to the imagination. 
 
Although I was surrounded by all sorts of folk lore and superstitious sayings I never really took them to heart; 
except I did go through one period during my school days when I avoided stepping on any cracks or joint 
lines in the pavement, but this was probably more of a pastime than any superstitious conviction. 
 

When I was about ten years old I took on a job with the village 
grocer as a delivery boy and I remember well the proud 
moment when I took home my first week’s pay, one florin!   
After the grocers, I changed my job to that of a general 
dogsbody at the village bakers. This also involved making 
deliveries of loaves of bread carried in the large square baker’s 
basket.   On one occasion I had to deliver some urgently 
needed bread to a remote farmhouse.  The usual delivery 
round of bread was by horse drawn bakers van, but this time 
the only transport available was a racing cycle with dropped 
handlebars which, on its own, was easy enough to manage but 
with the large bakers basket was near impossible.   However I 
safely negotiated the journey until I reached the field gate 
leading to the farmhouse, when, on turning into the field track, 
the inevitable happened and I, bike and loaves went sprawling 
in all directions.  No one was about so I collected the loaves, 
dusted them down as best I could, and completed the mission.  
 
Fourteen was the age that boys and girls left the village school, 
either to find a job or go to grammar school;  although it was 
very few who did the latter.  Grammar schools were for the 

wealthy!   The year nineteen-thirty-four and the depression tightened its grip.  Nevertheless my parents 
asked me whether I wanted to go to grammar school or to work.  Both were unknowns to me but of the two I 
preferred work to a toffee-nosed grammar school, so I chose work.  It seemed that my parents had received 
a fairly complementary report from school to have even considered the 
prospect of grammar school,   Though I couldn‘t understand why. 
 
As I grew up through the Sunday School and Baptist Chapel, among my 
friends was Frank who was to play the piano.  Frank's father was the 
deputy Church organist and Sunday School teacher and often after 
Sunday School Frank's father would practice at the organ. Now Frank 
and I were supposed to be on our way home but instead we would 
creep up to the third storey of the chapel rooms where there was a 
peddle harmonium, and while I kept watch to make sure Frank's father 
was still playing Frank would hold forth on the harmonium swinging 
some of the well-known hymns. [It is thought that ‘Frank’ was Frank 
Mee’] 
 
The principal Church organist was a very stately, polite man who walked 
very erectly and was greatly respected by everyone. My brother, Bill, 
used to pump the organ bellows and when Bill left to work away from 
home I was promoted to the job.  It was quite hard work, especially 
during the annual organ recital when the organist finished his repertoire 
with the Alleluia Chorus. I would pump like mad to keep the white flag at 
the top of the opening slit and only just made it to the last note. I did get 
some payment for it, but forget now how much. After an electric blower 
was fitted to the organ I joined the church choir in January 1937. At the 

A delivery boy on Station Road in Quorn 

Tom and Ester Long’s children, 
about 1940. Left to right: Arthur, 

Bill, Phyllis and Edith 
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dedication of the new blower Mr. North played the "Londonderry Air" as my request. 
 
Frank’s brother Eric, Wilf Allen and myself cycled to Hunstanton and 
camped in a field in a small tent.  Quite a cycling achievement - the roads 
were much quieter in those days!  I believe we stayed there for a week 
during which time my brother Bill joined us.  I remember that he came on 
his motorbike and camped in a tent near us.  The one you see in the 
photo! 
   
This black-and-white photograph on the right, I coloured by hand with 
special photo tinting dies. I did quite a lot of this during my younger days, 
both for myself, others and for Mr Kendrick - a professional photographer 
who kept a photographic studio in Church Gate Loughborough.  My sister 
Edith worked for him in the shop and Mr Kendrick encouraged me in 
photography - including practical help. 
 

Church Life 
As we youngsters of the church grew older we  formed ourselves into a 
Young Peoples Club, which meant we spent more and more time 
together. We called ourselves "The Quimps" (Quorn Imps) and put on a 
miscellaneous entertainment show to present to the church members.  
This included a short play called "Five Birds in a Cage" which centred 
around the conversation of  five people stuck in a lift.   There were 
"musical” items - Raymond played his violin, I think there was a solo from one of our sopranos and a quartet 
singing 'Love is meant to make us glad' from 'Merry England', of which I was the tenor.   I turned my hand to 
playing a musical saw (an ordinary good quality cross-cut saw played with a violin bow).   

 
Also I composed Weston Brother type poems which 
Raymond and I presented, adopting the characteristic 
high-class drawl of the Weston Brothers, and both 
wearing monocles as did the Western Brothers.  At 
that time the Weston Brothers, who sung satirical 
songs accompanied on the piano, were very popular 
radio listening (There was no TV then!).    
One of our members was  a cousin of Frank named 
Hubert Mee and as it was his birthday on the day of 
the show I composed a poem. It should be mentioned 
that at that time large billboards declared "Beer is 
best" with a giant sized picture of a man carrying a 
girder on his shoulder 
and a similar poster 

proclaiming that Scotch whiskey made you younger    Here is the poem :-    
 
"LONG AGO IN THE DIM DIM PAST" :- 
 
The world is rapidly ageing they say. 
Have you noticed how the time flies? 
Just think of it cads that you will one day 
Wear whiskers right down to your thighs. 
 
When Mr. Scotch fails each day to get younger. 
Beer is best demolishes girders no longer. 
These men will recall with eyes full of wonder 
Long ago in the dim dim past. 
 
Today is the birthday of Hubert Mee._ 
We hope that many more birthdays he'll see, 
And think, when he's a hundred, of Raymond and me 
Long ago in the dim dim past. 
 

The Weston Brothers 
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He'll sit there and think "What a jolly nice pair" 
And say to himself, with a sigh of despair 
What a couple of silly asses they were, 
Long ago in the dim dim past. 
 

Fun with ‘The Quimps’ (Quorn Imps) 
Pictures of ‘The Quimps’ having some great days 
out! 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Raymond, Wilf and Frank 
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World War Two 
At the outbreak of war an evacuee was billeted on our family.  He must have been from a very deprived area 
of London because I remember it took a few scrubbings to banish the smell of poverty.  A smell  that was 
new to us in the country, even though we had come through some hard times ourselves.  He soon fitted into 
our home life and spent a lot of time at the farm and made a pet of a kid goat which followed him everywhere.  
He was aged about 9 or 10 and since I was 19 at the time the age gap was too big to promote any real 
meeting of the minds.  Dad and Mum also entertained two army sergeants, from the nearby base, to dinner 
or tea.    

 
It was about this time that I joined the Local Defence Volunteers (LDV) which 
was formed from young and old men in the village. (Yes a bit like Dad's Army!)   
The captain in command a bank manager and they started without any 
weaponry and just an LDV arm band. But this was an emergency and you had 
to start somewhere.  It wasn‘t long before rifles and then army uniforms were 
issued and the LDV was eventually renamed Home Guard.   

 
For a period my platoon was 
based at Quorn railway station 
from where we patrolled 
throughout the night along the 
railway line up to Swithland 
reservoir, around the pumping 
station where we contacted the 
man in charge of the pumps and 
then back along the railway track 
to HQ.  HQ was the porters lodge 
underneath the road bridge over 
the railway at Quorn station.  
The road passing the station was 
also guarded by us and on one 
occasion the full guard was 
called out by the sentries who 
had apprehended a police car whose occupants could not identify 
themselves. Our sentries stuck to their guns and it was some time 
before the matter was resolved and the policemen were set free. 
 

Home Guard, No 13 Platoon ‘D’ Company - Leicestershire Regiment 

Arthur when he was in Quorn 
Home Guard 
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Among all the training exercises 
that took place there was the 
occasion when the general 
company of Home Guard were 
set the task of capturing the 
Quorn Mills factory which was 
guarded by its own platoon 
Home Guards.   At this time I 
was sergeant in charge of the 
machine gun section.  The 
section I led was delegated to 
attack from the main road side of 
the factory.  The factory 
bordered the pavement at the 
side the road and was a tall 
impregnable building with only 
one entrance closed by high 
doors, topped with wire, which 
could only be opened by the 
caretaker who lived in the house 
within the factory next to the 
gates.  There did not seem, at 

first glance, any way to penetrate the factory apart from blasting a way in. However we noted that the weak 
spot was the private door leading directly into the caretaker’s house from the pavement outside.  The house 
was part of the factory building.  All this was observed and conferred upon from the shelter of terraced 
cottages on the opposite side of the road.  The cottages earlier been reached via the village squire's grounds 
and the cottager's back gardens.   It was agreed that only effective route into the factory was through the 
caretaker’s house, whether he approved or not.   In any case when we made our move it all happened so 
quickly that the caretaker could only stand and watch in amazement.   With fire cover in alternate rapid 
movements forward we were soon inside the factory, we located the, near at hand, boiler house and planted 
our "flour bag" explosives and that was the end of the boiler house and also the end of the operation.  

 

Afterword 
Tom Long died on 4th Feb 1971 - aged 86. His youngest daughter Phyllis, who never married, continued 
living at 3 Spinney Drive until her death in 1988. 
 
After the war, in 1946, Tom’s youngest son, Arthur Long married his sweetheart Joycelyn Strawford at 
Baxtergate Baptist Church in Loughborough. The Loughborough Monitor date June 27th 1946 reported: 

Home Guard, No 13 Platoon ‘D’ Company - Leicestershire Regiment (on Caves Field) 

Wright’s factory, when one of their large mill buildings fronted 
onto Leicester Road, where Weavers Close is now 
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Baxter Gate Baptist  Choristers Wed 

Both members of the choir at  Baxter gate Baptist Chapel, 

PIO Arthur Long, son of Mr. And Mrs. T. Long, of 3, 

Spinney drive, Quorn, and Miss Joycelyn Strawford, 

daughter  of Mr. and Mrs, F. J. Strawford, of 38, Cambridge 

street, Loughborough, were married on Saturday. 

 

The service, which was fully choral, was at the Baxter gate 

church, the Rev. W. F. Scott officiating. 

 

The bride, who was given away by her father, wore a dress 

of white satin with flowered head-dress and full length veil, 

and carried a bouquet of red roses.  There were three 

bridesmaids. Miss Margaret Strawford wore pink taffeta; 

Miss Phyllis Long, Eau de nil crepe de chine; and Miss 

Doreen Hague, petunia crepe. Each had a matching head 

dress, and carried a bouquet of pink carnations.  The best 

man was Mr. Wilfred Allen, and Mr. F. Taylor was the 

organist. 

 

After the reception at the chapel schoolroom, the couple left 

for their honeymoon at Newquay, Cornwall. 

 

The bride has served in the A.T.S. as a sergeant, and before the war, both were employed at Brush 

Electrical Engineering Co., Loughborough. 
 
Arthur and Joycelyn lived in Bristol after they got married, and came back to live in Leicester when Arthur 
changed his job. They had four children, Patricia, Judith, Phillip and Ruth.  
 
Arthur’s wife, Joycelyn and her family, were contacted in 2019, and were kind enough to allow the museum 
team to publish Arthur’s memoir along with family photographs and even a cine-film of Tom in his meadow.  
 
Tom Long’s Meadow changed its character completely when the Warwick Avenue estate was built in the 
1960s. The meadow had always been prone to flooding in times of excessive rain, but after the estate was 
built, it became an almost permanent wetland, as the rain had less area in which to soak away. Some of the 
land was developed when Sanders Road was built, but the remaining part of the meadow is now owned by 
Quorn Parish Council. It is a designated Local Nature Reserve and managed by Leicestershire and Rutland 
Wildlife Trust. 
 


