Brief Encounter Part 1
Bryan Morris
My name is Bryan Morris and I lived in Merriott between 1942 and 1949. Only a short
time hence the title, not to be confused with the famous 1945 Trevor Howard and Celia
Johnson film even of although it is of the same vintage. I have very happy memories of
living in your lovely Somerset village.
I was pleased to see the new Merriott website created by David Gibbs. David and I
have communicated over the internet for several years now which all started when I
saw the 1940’s scouts and cubs photograph in his contribution to Sue Osborne’s
Merriott Genealogy website. I am the one fifth from the right on the bottom row
between Richard Stoodley and “Bubbles” Shoemark (I think that was his nickname).

Sue’s website is a wealth of information to those interested in Merriott’s past history
and David’s contribution is a superb personal description of life in “Mert” mainly based
in the 1940’s and 1950’s.
That initial contact in the early 2000’s led to me
getting in touch with my old (he wont mind me
using that term) childhood friend Richard
Stoodley which then led to a couple of get
togethers in Merriott. This in turn resulted in
meeting up with old school friends John Pike and
Brian Harvey plus on one of the visits a “brief
encounter” with David. David is standing on the
right with me on the left and Richard sitting.
Whilst we were in Merriott we stayed at the delightful B & B in Greenways Boozer Pit
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hosted by Martine and Tim Wardill a charming couple who now live in the Bahamas.
On our visits I took loads of photographs and lots of camcorder footage which I could
bore you with forever, that is after you’ve finished David’s holiday photos!!!!!
But this is an Historical website so let’s get back to the 1940s.
My father worked for the Air Ministry and was posted from Chilmark near Fovant in
Wiltshire to Merriott in 1942 to work at Moorlands House for Area 14 of the Air
Ministry Works Department. This department looked after the construction, supply of
materials and maintenance of aerodromes, hangars and offices of RAF establishments in
the Southwest of England. I was too young to know exactly what his tasks were but
remember that it was certainly not all work and no play as there seemed to be numerous
evenings when mum and dad went off to Moorlands for some party or another. I have a
couple of photographs of one of these parties plus a photo of the farewell party and a
copy of my mum’s invitation which you may find of interest.

My mum Anne is second
from the left in the front
row. My dad Jim is
standing at the back left
with my aunt Hylda who
was serving with the
WRENS at Bath. I think
that Madge Wheaton who
I will mention in later
epistles is in the back row
third from the right.

In this photo my dad Jim
is seated third from the
left in the front row
holding what was then a
precious pint of beer.
However
they
never
seemed to go short at the
Moorlands !!!
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In this photo of the Farewell party my mum is directly above the lady with the flying
saucer hat with her arms around two young men. If you are in your seventies like me
you may recognise relatives.

This is the front page of
mum’s invitation. As you
can see she has managed
to get quite a few
autographs. Maybe one of
your relatives. Quite a
few of the staff were
from Merriott and local
villages. On the next
page is a copy of the
centre of the invitation,
dad was a follower and
chief moaner. I have also
copied dad’s pass, I don’t
think
that
it
now
infringes any secrets act.
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Well that’s just about it for the Air Ministry except to say that although I did not
know much about what dad did in the AMWD in later years he did tell me that when the
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Air Ministry demolished Charlton village near Filton Bristol to extend the runway for
the Brabazon he ordered the grass seed.
This was somewhat ironic because when I left the RAF in 1967 I joined what was then
the Bristol Aeroplane Company (now British Aerospace) and one of my jobs was to work
in a hangar that overlooked that very extension. I often thought of dad all those years
ago sat in Moorlands House ordering probably some ryegrass mixture.
When mum, dad and I moved to Merriott in 1942 we lived in the Girdlers in Lower
Street which is a large hamstone detached house. At the time it was owned by Arthur
William Taylor who was an old bachelor who had lived there with his two sisters but was
now on his own. He wanted a family
to stay at the Girdlers not so much
for the rent but to help look after
the house.
The Girdlers is now a Grade 2
listed building and was built in
1766. When we moved in it was
covered in ivy similar to this early
picture. My bedroom was directly
over the front door so the ivy
made it easy for me to climb out
onto the porch and thence down to
the

path

to

make

an

escape

through the gate onto the road. On
some of their trips to Moorlands
mum and dad put me to bed early with Mr Taylor baby sitting, little did they know
about my escape plan. Mr Taylor had no real experience with children so initially it was
difficult for mum with “Bryan don’t do this and Bryan don’t do that” so for the first
year or so mum would frequently say “Bryan, come on we are going for a walk”. But
eventually we on built up a very close relationship and with dad at work at Moorlands
and mum at the factory at the end of Tail Mill Lane I used to go into the front room
with Mr Taylor after school and have a glass of milk and a cake whilst listening to him
reminisce. I can’t remember his reminiscences but I do remember being fascinated by
an old crystal radio set that he had and having to to “tickle the crystal with the cat’s
whisker” to tune into Home Service or Light Programme. That phrase will leave the
youngsters confused. Strangely my trade in later life was electronics.
This next section is my memories of the house and garden, it may bore most people but
maybe the current residents may find it interesting.
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We rented the front room on the right as you enter the building. We also had use of
the kitchen behind that room and two bedrooms upstairs. Water in the kitchen was
pumped up from a well and there was a valve arrangement which allowed you to pump
water up to a water heater in the bathroom upstairs, I guess that must have been
electric since I have no knowledge of gas in the house. All the bedrooms had bell
pushes and at the bottom of the stairs there was a bell and number indicator panel
which hinted at a bygone era when the house had servants, under the panel there was a
small table with a gong on it. None of the bell pushes worked but the gong did,
another “Bryan stop that” moment.
All of the walls and ceilings were of I think it is called lathe and plaster construction,
there wasn’t a level ceiling in the house and the easily with a bit of finger prodding.
Mum had use of a copper in the back scullery to do ours and Mr Taylors washing, it was
heated with coke and was such a chore to get going that there was definitely only one
wash day and that was every Monday. Cleaning was achieved with a copper stick and
plenty of elbow grease on the scrubbing board.
Mr Taylor and his sisters must have been the last of generations since the house was
absolutely crammed with memorabilia. The walls were covered with paintings and every
shelf was covered with ornaments many of which were stuffed birds and animals under
glass domes. We only used the main house; the two rooms, which comprised the upper
floor of the side of the house, were just used as storage rooms. I can’t possibly list all
the things that were there but to name but a few there were.: Cabin trunks full of
dinner and tea services and all sorts of crockery and cutlery, at least two trunks were
full of old issues of the Strand Magazine which amongst other things contained the
original P G Wodehouse Jeeves stories. Also drawers full of old and foreign coins,
stamps, cards, letters and even toys and in particular dolls in their original wrapping.
Loads of walking sticks, cigar cutters and masses of bed linen and curtains. Musical
boxes and musical instruments. It went on and on and we only knew because mum and I
used to have a nose around when Mr Taylor went out. The
Antiques Road Show would have had a ball.
The hoarding didn’t end in the house. At the greenhouse
built on top of it and the stable was full of further
accumulated items. The greenhouse, which was reached by
wooden steps on the side of the stable, was no longer used
and was full of old pots and dead plants.
The garden was a child’s heaven. Behind our kitchen was a
secluded lawn which led to steps up to the main garden.
This is a picture of Mr Taylor and me on the lawn in front
of the stable. The main garden was huge and sectioned off
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with small box hedges around ash paths. Every possible fruit natural to this country
seemed to be available in the garden. Apples, pears, plums, cherries, raspberries,
loganberries, red white and black currants, strawberries, gooseberries and even figs.
Mr Taylor grew a few vegetables but he was in his late seventies when we arrived so
that garden was really too much for him.
This is a lovely photo of him with his
spades old and new, you can clearly see
the small boxed hedges around the ash
paths. This part of the garden is the wall
which overlooked the houses in Tail Mill
Lane. The other side was a low wall which
bounded the garden of the terraced
house

next door owned by Freddie

Masters the head of Merriott Church
School. Guess who had to be on his best
behaviour when Mr Masters was in the
garden. “Bryan stop doing that!!!

The

garden was separated from the fields at
the back by a tall hedge but yours truly
managed to find a way through that by
the white lilac tree if it is still there.
Also at the end of the garden on the
right hand side looking from the house
there were several pets’ graves with small
headstones, I expect that the ravages of time
have overcome them.

Here are some more photos of our family taken
in the early 1940’s on the back law me with my
dad’s brother Bert who was an apprentice in the
RAF at Cranwell. Here is another touch of irony,
I joined the RAF as an apprentice in 1953 and
was posted to RAF Locking No 1 Radio School
which was set up in the early 1950’s whe
apprentice scheme was transferred from guess
where? Yes, RAF Cranwell. I only discovered
the coincidence a few years ago when I started
doing the family genealogy.

MLHG DIGITAL ARCHIVE 2014

7

Copyright: See ARCHIVE INTRODUCTION

This one is dad and me with his mother visiting
from Liverpool in the background and Mr Taylor
looking out of the back door. Unfortunately, Mr
Taylor never saw the end of World War 2, he
died peacefully in the Girdlers on the 20th April
1945 aged 86, just a short while before VE Day.
However he was not forgotten on that day. To
celebrate just about every house in the village
put out flags and bunting to mark the occasion
and we rummaged around in the stable and found
loads of banners and flags including God Bless
Queen Victoria, how’s that for one upmanship.
After his death, there was a massive auction of
the house contents with many loaded trestle
tables on the lawn.

On our visits to Merriott, I have tried and tried to find Mr Taylor’s grave in All Saints
graveyard but have failed on each occasion. Then last year I received an email from
Mary Paull saying that she had found it, so later that year my wife Joan and I paid a
special visit and tidied up the grave and put some roses and a photo on it for fond
memories of times gone by.

I have lots of other memories of Merriott but will leave that for another day.
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