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DUSTON LOCAL HISTORY SOCIETY 
NEWSLETTER  

Issue 15  -  JUNE 2021 

ARE YOU PLANNING TO GO AWAY ON HOLIDAY ? 

THE GOOD OLD DAYS - WHEN SOMEONE ELSE MADE ALL THE ENQUIRIES AND BOOKINGS 
(and 

hassle)  
ON YOUR 
BEHALF 

Frames Tours 
Gold Street 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Here is another old photo from Northampton Town Centre this time being Frames Tours on the Gold Street and 

Kingswell Street corner in 1958.   A year later in 1959 Collins Sports moved into the shop. Please feel free to use the 

photo when you do another Newsletter before we return for our physical meetings and be the same distance as that 

queue going into Kingswell Street”       Jon Gardiner 

BURLEY FURLONG – THEN AND NOW  - DAVID CARTER 

For many hundreds of years, the land around the village of Duston was managed by the parishioners – producing 

food and rearing animals.  Some areas were left as common heathland or pasture, which everyone had access to, but 

most crops were grown on the blocks of land which were divided into strips or “lands” where individuals grew their 

own crops.  The parish plough turned the soil when required, and each large field was usually devoted to one crop 

each year. 

Each block of strips/lands had a name.  The word “furlong” was part of some names because most strips/lands were 

about a furlong (220 yards) in length – the distance that oxen would pull a plough with each effort.   

Within Duston’s fields, some of the furlongs were near trackways and lanes to nearby settlements.  Dallington Way 

Above (31 strips/lands) and Dallington Way Below (23 lands) were next to the lane we now call Bants Lane.  

Harpewell Way (20 strips/lands) was a block of land off Millway, leading to Harpole.  Upton Way Above had 23 

strips/lands and 2 strips of grass for access.  Millway Furlong was mainly grass rather than ploughed land; used as a 

lane for people, animals and wagons.  The grass strips became today’s road known as Millway. 

A few of the land names have been re-used as street names in more recent times.  Castle Bush Way (111 

strips/lands), Elderne Stump (28 strips/lands), Hardland (35 strips/lands) are three examples. 
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One block of land was known as BURLEY FURLONG.  it was between the houses and gardens on the west side of 

Millway, Harpewell Way to the South, the Parish Boundary with Upton, and with (today’s) Melbourne Lane to the 

North.  Roughly a square furlong.  There were 28 strips/lands on Burley Furlong, and a grass strip on the Eastern 

edge, connecting Melbourne Lane and Millway.  The grass strip was used as a footpath. On the map (not to scale) 

Note the shaded areas along the edges of fields.  These were strips of land used as footpaths. 

 

BURLEY FURLONG – THEN AND NOW 

In the 1770s, the whole of Duston Parish was “enclosed.”  Under the Enclosure Act of 1776, the furlongs, meadows 

and common heathlands were reorganised into fields.  Each landowner was allocated one or more of the new fields, 

and was obliged to plant hedges as boundaries.  Gates were built as required, and tracks and footpaths confirmed or 

created.  A wide strip of land from (today’s) Berrywood Turn to Port Road, used as a footpath on the edges of 

furlongs for centuries, was turned into a permanent road.  Main Road now stretched from St Luke’s Church to Port 

Road. 

Burley Furlong retained its shape, but was divided into three smaller fields.  The two fields on the Eastern side were 

probably “owned” by the Estate (Lord Melbourne, Lord Palmerston and others).  Mason’s Leys was retained by the 

Estate, with a house for the Estate Agent on one part.  The area further South later became known as “The Hall,” and 

eventually Hall Close. 

(map not to scale) 
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BURLEY FURLONG – THEN AND NOW 

On these two photographs, we see the two “ends” of the footpath from Melbourne Lane to Millway.  The path was 

still inside the fields, but recognised as a “right of way.” 

The children, all in their “Sunday Best,” have just walked from 

Melbourne Lane, and climbed over the stile into Burley 

Furlong.  The white gates were built to give vehicle access to 

the Estate Agent’s house and grounds. 

Looking from Millway, we can see people emerging 

from the footpath on the edge of Burley Furlong. 

 

 

 

BURLEY FURLONG – THEN AND NOW 

1919, the Kerr Family (who inherited the Duston estate from previous owners like Lord Melbourne and Lord 

Palmerston), sold off their property in Duston.  The Estate Sale gave many tenants and landowners the opportunity 

to buy their cottages and farms at very reasonable prices. Most of Mason’s Leys, including the house and gardens 

where the Estate Agent lived, was bought by the Agent’s family, but eventually sold/given to the County Education 

Committee, to allow the Village School to expand – new buildings and playing fields. 

A street of new houses – Sussex Close – was built on the lower field, and Hall Close was built on part of Mason’s 

Leys. 

The only part of Burley Furlong that remains as open land is the sports field and the footpath from Melbourne Lane 

to Millway.  The sports field was fenced off, with the footpath found itself outside the boundary. 

In more recent times, the Village School closed, and the grounds were re-designed as car parking for St Luke’s 

(Community) Centre, and the part of the garden/grounds originally known as Mason’s Leys became a play area/park.  

People still walk the footpath between the sports field and the play area, while the school community “moved” to 

the former St Crispin Hospital land in Upton, as St Luke’s Primary School.  On the aerial view, I have marked the 

approximate area that Burley Furley covered.  
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AS IT WAS - KATHY PERKINS 
“HUNGER, FILTH, FEAR AND DEATH” : REMEMBERING LIFE BEFORE THE NHS 

HARRY LESLIE SMITH [1923-2018] was born in Barnsley, Yorkshire, to a working-class family. Poverty was natural.  

Like his father and grandfather before him, his dad eked out a meagre existence as a miner, working hundreds of 

feet below the surface, smashing the rock face with a pickaxe, searching for coal.  

Harry’s father was not a radical; however he believed  “that a fair wage, education, trade unions and universal 

suffrage were the means to a prosperous democracy.”   He endured brutal working conditions. Harry’s mother, 

however, was made of sterner stuff. She understood that brass, not love, made the world go round. So when a 

midwife with a love of gin and carbolic soap delivered Harry safely on a cold winter’s night in February 1923 into his 

mum’s  exhausted arms, he was swaddled in her rough-and-ready love. He had two elder sisters who had already 

skinned their knees and elbows in the mad fight to stay alive in the days before the social safety network. 

At the age of seven, his eldest sister, Marion, contracted tuberculosis, which was a 

common and deadly disease for those who lived hand to mouth in early-20th-

century Britain. Her illness was directly spawned from poverty, which forced the 

family to live in a series of fetid slums.  Henry’s  father was always one pay packet 

away from destitution. Several times, the family did midnight flits and moved from 

one decrepit single-bedroom tenement to the next.  

Affordable health care was out of reach for much of the population. A doctor’s visit could cost the equivalent of half 

a week’s wages, so most people relied on good fortune rather than medical advice to see them safely through an 

illness. The wages of the ordinary worker were at a mere subsistence level and therefore medicine or simply rest was 

out of the question for many people.  Marion’s TB spread and infected her spine, leaving her an invalid. 

In 1926 a General Strike was called by the TUC in protest against mine owners who were using strong-arm tactics to 

force their workers to accept longer work hours for less take-home pay. At its start, it involved 1.7 million 

industrialised workers.  In essence, the strike was about the right of all people, regardless of their economic station, 

to live a dignified and meaningful life and right the wrongs done to a man and his family; and to afford decent health 

care. 

“When Marion’s care became too much for my mother to endure, she was sent to the neighbourhood 

workhouse, which had been imprisoning the indigent since the days of Charles Dickens. Marion died in 1926.  

The workhouse where she died was a large, brick building designed as a prison for the poor, it had few 

windows and had a high wall surrounding it. When she had left our house and was transported there on a cart 

pulled by an old horse, my mum and dad told my other sister and me to wave goodbye, because Marion was 

going to a better place than here. The workhouse was not used only as a prison for those who had been 

ruined by poverty; it also had a primitive infirmary attached to it, where the poor could receive limited medical 

attention.  

My sister died behind the thick, limestone walls at the age of ten, and perhaps the only compassion the place 

allowed my parents was permission to visit their daughter to calm her fears of death. As we didn’t have the 

money to give her a proper burial, Marion was thrown into a communal grave for those too poor to matter. 

Since then, the pauper’s pit has been replaced by a dual carriageway. 

Some historians have called the decade of my birth “the Roaring Twenties” but for most it was a long death 

rattle. Wages were low, rents were high and there was little or no job protection as a result of a post-war 

recession that had gutted Britain’s industrial heartland. When the Great Depression struck Britain in the 1930s, 

it turned our cities and towns into a charnel house for the working class, because they had no economic 
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reserves left to withstand prolonged joblessness and the ruling class believed that benefits led to fecklessness.  

I will never forget seeing as a teenager the faces of former soldiers who had been broken physically and 

mentally during the Great War and were living rough in the back alleys of Bradford. Their faces were haunted 

not by the brutality of the war but by the savagery of the peace. Nor will I forget as long as I shall live the 

screams that fell out of dosshouse windows from the dying and mentally ill, who were denied medicine and 

solace because they didn’t have the money to pay for medical services. 

When my dad got injured, the dole he received was ten shillings a week. My family, like millions of others, were 

reduced to beggary. In the 1930s, the government believed that private charities were more suitable for 

providing alms for those who had been ruined in the Great Depression.  Austerity in the 1930s was like a 

pogrom against Britain’s working class. It blighted so many lives through preventable ailments caused by 

malnutrition, as well as thwarting ordinary people’s aspirations for a decent life by denying them housing, full-

time employment or a proper education. 

As Britain’s and my family’s economic situation worsened in the 1930s, we upped sticks from Barnsley to 

Bradford in the hope that my father might find work. But there were too many adults out of work and jobs 

were scarce, so he never found full-time employment again. We lived in dosshouses. They were cheap, sad 

places filled with people broken financially and emotionally.  

My politics were forged in the slums of Yorkshire, but it was in the summer of 1945, at the age of 22, that I 

finally felt able to exorcise the misery of my early days. In that long ago July, I was a member of the RAF 

stationed in Hamburg; a city left ruined and derelict by war. I had been a member of the air force since 1941 

and it was a good war for me. 

It was in that ravaged city that I voted in Britain’s first general election since the war began. As I stood to cast 

my ballot in the heat of that summer, I joked with my mates, smoked Player’s cigarettes and stopped to look 

out towards a shattered German skyline.  I realised then that this election was momentous because it meant 

that a common person, like me, had a chance of changing his future. 

So it seemed only natural and right that I voted for a political party that saw health care, housing and 

education as basic human rights for all of its citizens and not just the well-to-do. When I marked my X on the 

ballot paper, I voted for all those who had died, like my sister, in the workhouse; for men like my father who 

had been broken beyond repair by the Great Depression; and for women like my mum who had been tortured 

by grief over a child lost through unjust poverty. And I voted for myself and my right to a fair and decent life. 

My life didn’t really begin until the end of the Second World War. I fell in love with a German woman, whom I 

married and brought home to Halifax. My wife, Frieda, gave me emotional stability while the welfare state gave 

me economic stability.  I took factory jobs while my wife and I studied at night school.  I am forever grateful for 

the foundation of the NHS, because it allowed my wife to receive first-rate treatment for the PTSD she acquired 

by having witnessed both the atrocities of the Nazis and the firebombing of Hamburg in 1943. 

My experiences of growing up in Britain before the NHS, when one’s health was 

determined by one’s wealth, and after 1948, when free health care was seen as a 

cornerstone for a healthy economy and democracy, convinced me to speak out and 

write of my past experiences.  I agreed to speak out about the NHS because I know 

there are few people left who can remember that brutal time before the welfare state, 

when life for many was short and cruel.”   

Harry and Frieda moved to Canada in 1953 and had three sons.   He died in 2018.   

“Harry’s Last Stand: How the World My Generation Built is Falling Down and What We Can Do to Save it” (Icon Books, £8.99): 

2014 
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NORTHAMPTON GENERAL HOSPITAL  

JULIA CORPS (Volunteer) 

 
As I write this, the team is getting prepared to return to the 

Archive. We will embrace the photos, books and artefacts like old 

friends who we have missed so much, plough through hundreds of 

emails on the computer, don aprons to gently brush the dust off 

the books and exhibited pieces, bring out ‘Henry’ to vacuum the 

floors and then the polish and Brasso to finish off the spring-clean.              

I will also smile when I see this photo as I come down the stairs as 

it is very much a favourite of mine. 

This photo always causes a great reaction from visitors mainly because this 

gentleman in a hospital bed is actually having his pipe lit by Mr Hill, the 

hospital Superintendent at the time ...Horrors! These days patients are 

forbidden to smoke anywhere on the hospital site because of the NHS No 

Smoking campaign and the fear of causing fires, and that is why patients 

(often seen dressed in their nightclothes and clutching their drip stands) and 

staff are forced to stand outside the hospital grounds if they wish to have a 

cigarette. 

Researching this intriguing gentleman I discovered he was a well-known 

character about the town. He came from a large family and lived in the family 

home in Newland all his life, never marrying. Not only was he one of the 

leading solicitors in town (with an office at 4, St Giles Street) and served as the Northampton Borough Coroner for 40 

years conducting well over 4,000 inquests, he was probably best known as the ‘Father of the Cobblers’. 

He was a keen sportsman and was not known to play a game of soccer in his life as rugby was the game of his youth, 

and a very good player he was too, but it was football and cricket that gradually took over most of his spare time. In 

1897 he travelled to Leicester with his local rugby team and after the game he stayed on to watch an exhibition 

game of football between Leicester and Notts County. He was so impressed that he wanted to start a senior soccer 

team in the town…and the rest is history. 
This penned portrait of ‘Pat’ Darnell was found in the Chronicle and Echo, dated 08/03/1929. 

 

A NOTEWORTHY PATIENT! 

‘There can be very few people in the town for whom the name Pat would not create a picture of a tall, upright 

figure, top-hatted and frock-coated, ruddy of complexion and twinkling of eye, hurrying along behind a well-filled 

pipe and nodding to more acquaintances along one street than many of us could claim in the whole of 

Northampton. 

Everyone knows Mr Albert Joseph Darnell and everyone that knows him likes him. Cricketer, footballer and lover 

of all games and the men that play them. There are sporting organisations which owe him a debt they could never 

repay for his advice, encouragement and inspiration. He was born to be a sportsman and a friend of the sport.’ 

It was said that on Saturdays Mr Darnell would leave his home (27, Newland) at midday and stride along the market 

on his way to watch the Cobblers and was indeed an impressive sight wearing his signature top hat and frockcoat. 

Next to football, cricket was undoubtedly his game. He played at school and later started the Grammar School 

Rovers Team of Old Boys. With them he continued to progress and in the end his batting and wicket-keeping skills 

won him a place in the County side.  
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When he retired from being a member of the NCCC committee in 1921, he was 

seen taking his ease in a deckchair at the County ground, his topper tilted 

forward to protect him in the sun but still wearing his frockcoat. No one can 

remember him in anything else except on a field of play and even then it must 

have been a wrench to leave it behind. However, it is said that when he retired 

from work in 1952, aged 87, he did swap his top hat for a flat cap. 

Pat died on Grafton Ward on 25th March. 1955, six weeks after celebrating his 

90th birthday with a small tea party and cake bearing nine candles, one for each 

decade of his long life. It was stated he declined offers of food that last day, a 

pipe of tobacco being his only fancy. He smoked that last pipe of tobacco in the 

morning as he sat propped up in bed, fell asleep around 3:00pm and died 

peacefully shortly before 6:00pm. It was also stated that in his later years he had 

made several remarkable recoveries from falls and pneumonia, insisting he was 

well enough to get up from his sick bed and return home, which he did  without 

escort…. and with the reputation of being the most stubborn patient on record. 
Photos and extract courtesy of the Northampton Chronicle and Echo 

 

OLD NORTHAMPTON - SULBY HALL (Part 2) - BARBARA LUKE 

In 1916-1919 Sulby Hall was used as a WW1 Military Convalescent Hospital, with beds for up to 50 men.  This 

arrangement, and throughout the County,  ensured these patients were still under Military control.   In August 1918 

it was reported that a young soldier, Rifleman William Ward of the Royal Irish Rifles, age 20,  convalescing at Sulby 

Hall [admitted  30th April] following a gunshot wound and necrosis to his right 

foot, fell into Sulby Reservoir from a rowing boat, [Sulby Reservoir left]  a 

non-swimmer, he drowned; a military plane was used  to try to find his 

body, which was recovered three days later.    

At the subsequent inquest it was determined as  ‘an accidental drowning’ 

caused by his injury “which would possibly hamper his swimming 

powers”.  The body was removed to Barry Road Hospital; an escort of 80 

patients escorted his body to the station which was then conveyed to 

London;  His home was Bromley by Bow. 

In 1912 Sulby Hall was purchased by Maj. T F Guy Paget. He was a keen huntsman and kept 20 Hunters in the stables 

at Sulby to ride with the Pytchley Hunt.  The stabling later became a farm. 

His son Reginald Paget was M.P. for Northampton, born in 1908, he was educated at Eton and Cambridge. Whilst an 

undergraduate at Cambridge where he read Law but did not graduate.    Reginald joined the Labour party, standing 

unsuccessfully at the General Election in 1935 for Northampton - quite an anomaly as five generations of his family 

had served as Conservative M.P’s.   In 1931, he married Sybil Helen Gibbons (Nancy), (but 

later divorced). They occupied Lubenham Lodge 2 miles west of Market Harborough from 

1964.  

After war service he was called to the Bar and acted as advocate for Field Marshall Erich 

Von Manstein at the War Trials Commission.  (Reginald Paget right) 

Standing for Parliament again in 1945 for Northampton he remained our MP until 1974 

when there was an electoral boundary change.  During his tenure in the House of 

Commons, he was an independent voice, playing a major role in the campaign to abolish capital punishment. He was 

a strong opponent of the execution of Derek Bentley, and argued for Timothy Evans to be posthumously pardoned 

for the murder of his child (a crime widely believed to have been committed by John Christie at 10 Rillington Place, 

Notting Hill, London). 

Paget was initially supportive of British entry into the European Economic Community (EEC), and in 1954 became 

Secretary of the UK Council of the European Movement. But in later years his views changed: in 1971 he was one of 

a majority of Labour MPs to vote against membership, and during the 1975 EEC referendum campaign he gave a 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Derek_Bentley
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Timothy_Evans
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Christie_(murderer)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/European_Economic_Community
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1975_United_Kingdom_European_Communities_membership_referendum
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speech in the House of Lords in which he stated that the EEC was impotent in the face of the Soviet threat, and in 

the resulting vote a day later was one of only 20 peers to vote against remaining in the Community.   

Paget was said to be the slowest speaker in the House of Commons, and was Master of the Pytchley Hunt from 1968 

to 1971, an unusual position for a Labour MP. On 2 January 1975, he was created a life peer as Baron Paget of 

Northampton, of Lubenham in the County of Leicestershire.  

By the early 1950s Sulby Hall was vacant and in need of repair.  Councils were building homes for returning service 

men and women and there were no funds for preserving these beautiful houses. In 1952 the house was demolished.     

Part of the gardens including the walled garden have been restored by new owners and are opening as part of the 

National Garden Scheme  

MEMORY CORNER Going out for Tea and Cake - Barbara Luke 
It seems so long since we were able to meet up with friends for tea and coffee and of course delicious cakes, but 

very soon we will be free to have these gorgeous treats again. 

I have fond memories of Elizabeth the Chef in Peacock Place, such wonderful cakes; Oliver Adams bread and cake 

shop on the corner of Wood Hill and St Giles Square; and Lawrence’s in St Giles Street.  Lawrence’s made a sort of 

Northamptonshire cheese cake in a flaky pastry; the filling had no cheese just butter sugar and sultanas; they also 

made a family favourite, a lardy cake bread with layers of lard, sugar and currants. 

The cake shops in Northampton have all gone for now but who knows,  we may in future have a recurrence of these 

treasures. 

Which leads me on to cafés many of you will 

remember.   The Derngate Cafe situated at the 

United Counties Bus Station (left).   There was 

also a snack bar inside, but the cafe was where 

we went for a treat, often after the school 

dentist visit in Guildhall Rd, or the school 

uniform and shoe buying trip.   

There was also a quite big cafe in the Co-op 

Arcade. 

 

 

But my favourite was the Clipper Café downstairs of the 

previously mentioned Oliver Adams bread and cake shop. 

It was decorated to look like the inside of an aeroplane  with 

a curved ceiling and a central aisle, booths with a table and 

four seats set on each side of the aisle with a small-curtained 

window where you could look down on images showing the 

land we were ‘flying over’. 

 The waitresses were dressed as Air Hostesses.   

 In the 1950’s air travel was such a luxury, so this cafe was the 

height of a fashionable future.   

I usually had ice cream in little silvery metal dishes or ice 

cream sundaes and lemonade. 

 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pytchley_Hunt
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Life_peer
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lubenham
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Leicestershire
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 What are your early eating out memories? 

I do remember The Clipper - but my 

memories relate to the aroma of coffee 

being ground at Kinghams grocery store at 

the bottom of Abington Street 1948 - (on the 

right side of the street) 

Has anyone got an image or information 

on Kinghams ?  Kathy 

 

Revd. Mandy and DLHS newsletter editor cross-feed items of interest from our respective publications      

 A GREAT DAY OUT DISCOVERING ENGLAND’S CHURCHES 

Ride and Stride - the foremost annual fun fund-raising event to 

help preserve churches and chapels and keep them active in our 

communities. 

Date for your diary  

Ride and Stride 2021  

will be held on  

Saturday 11th September 

Ride & Stride is a sponsored event for cyclists, joggers, walkers 

and horse riders. Any mode of transport can be used as long as 

sponsors are happy; a couple of people have used vintage cars!  

Money raised helps Northamptonshire Historic Churches Trust to continue supporting our marvellous churches 

across the county with essential repairs and improvements. Ride and Stride is an opportunity to raise money not 

only for the Trust but for your own church, as we return 50% of the money to the church of your choice. 

Some participants challenge themselves to visit as many churches as they can by their chosen mode of transport. 

Others prefer a more leisurely approach, visiting fewer churches and taking more time at each. There is no age limit - 

it is a great family activity – and you plan your own route. Churches are usually open from 10.00am to 6.00pm 

although there are some that close earlier.  

For more information about Ride and Stride do contact one of the County Organisers: 

Val Hartley richardvalhartley@btinternet.com 

Liz Doherty 07713396130 emdoherty@sky.com 

 

For information about events around the rest of the country please visit the national website 

www.rideandstrideuk.org            Registered as a Charity - No: 1021632 

Please consider whether you would like to take part this year.  We also need volunteers to welcome participants at 

St Luke’s and St Francis churches and sign their form. Please let Revd Mandy know if you would like to take a turn on 

the 11th September to be a welcomer.   

Thank you. 

 

 

mailto:richardvalhartley@btinternet.com
mailto:emdoherty@sky.com
http://www.nhct.org.uk/%22http:/www.rideandstrideuk.org
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ICE HOUSES - BARBARA LUKE 

In the 17th century no country house estate 

would have been without an icehouse to store 

ice for preserving perishable food or providing 

ice for drinks or cold desserts. The early 

English ice houses were copied from examples 

seen by European travellers and some of the 

first ones were in London. 

Icehouses were usually located partially or 

wholly underground lined with bricks, and 

built near a source of water, a spring, a stream 

or a shallow lake or pool. Often sited near to 

the kitchens but usually in a small spinney or 

area of woodland to provide some shelter. 

There would be a drain hole at the bottom of 

the ice pit to allow melting water to drain 

away. 

On cold winter mornings at first light a junior 

outdoor servant would hack frozen lumps of 

ice from the water source and cart them to the icehouse where they would be layered between straw and sawdust.  

This insulated the ice and kept it frozen for, it is said, up to 18 months. 

When no longer needed for ice storage they were often put to a different use; either for general storage or during 

WW2 some became air raid shelters.  Falling into decline many became derelict and covered in vegetation. 

Northamptonshire with its many fine houses of course had icehouses.  Old maps show their positions. I wonder how 

many are left?   I know of one at Blatherwycke, 6 miles north-east of Corby, Northamptonshire, unique in that it 

survived when the grand house didn’t.*  Althorp House has an icehouse at the ice plantation which has been sealed 

off as it was considered to be dangerous. 

*Ice House Approximately 20 Metres North East of Church of the Holy Trinity. A Grade II Listed Building in Blatherwycke, 

Northamptonshire 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE  NEXT EDITION OF THE DLHS NEWSLETTER WILL BE IN SEPTEMBER  

Duston.dlhs@gmail.com 

The Editor reserves the right to decline to accept an article. 

Also articles may be edited to fit space requirement 

Everdon Stubbs - Mark Vincent St. Luke’s Church, Duston - Tony Edmunds - "the west wall of 
the nave, with the darker outline of the original church just 

visible” 

mailto:Duston.dlhs@gmail.com

