By Theresa Wright

It was a beautiful day, only a slight

breeze and patches of blue in the sky.

What a relief after the cold blow of
Saturday. At one o'clock the town
crier, David Miles, began his rounds
again. He had already given the
village warning of the celebrations
the previous evening: "eat drink and
be merry - be there!"

At twenty past one the Morris Dancers
emerged from the Dun Cow led by John
Wright with his accordian. After
Buffoon and Constant Billy they fin-
ished with Jolly Waggoners and Shep-
herds Hey. "I was very impressed"
said Joanne Coma.

At two o'clock the real festivities
began. Bedecked with flowers Pete
Joyner's Simplicity 12.5 hp hydros-
tatic lawnmower headed up the pro-
cession carrying its precious cargo
of the May Queen, Miss Nicki Patrick,
and the May King, Master Tom Staples,
attended by Miss Jessie Hinton and

Miss Nichola Betts. Miss Patrick

was resplendent in a stylish smocked

gown of pink and her regal cloak.
The Misses Hinton and Betts co-
ordinated beautifully in their floral

pink dresses. The royal carriage was
followed by twenty three gorgeously
attired Maypole dancers with Morris
Dancers bringing up the rear. This
splendid procession made it's way
down Millers Lane round the village
greens festooned with Cherry Blossom,
to halt in front of the village
school. Here Mr. Harold Hart per—
formed the ceremony of crowning the
May King and Queen amid cheers from
the gathered crowd of village folk,
family and friends. Mr. Hart told
us that Mrs. Berry, previously Miss
Eden had donated £5 to the festiv-
ities in memory of her time as
Hornton May Queen eighty years ago.

The ceremonies over the crowd en-
joyed the many entertainments on
offer. First a display of Maypole
Dancing from the school children.
The dancers skipped nicely through
Candystripes and Barbers poles;
there were a few tangled ribbons in
the complicated Spider's Web, then

HORNTON
Parish Council Election

There was a good turn out to vote
at the local elections on Thursday
May 7th. 191 villagers cast their
votes to elect our representive for
Oxfordshire County Council and
Hornton's new Parish Council.

The ballot box along with Horley,
Hanwell and Bourtons was taken to
Hanwell Village Hall for the count.
Firstly the slips were sorted into
County and then village voting
papers. The first count took place
to elect the Oxfordshire County
Council representive. David Turner
(Conservative) won by a large
majority from Mr. Chesher (Liberal

Democrat) and Mrs. Gatliff (Labour).

There was a very tense atmosphere
as the candidates for Hornton were
asked to come to the counting table
to oversee the count for Parish
Council. Eventually the result was

known but W. Hillman and A. Fraser
had - one vote between them for the
seventh place. It was decided to
have a re-count.

The new Parish Council for Hornton
was then announced as follows:-

P. Burden, M. Cross, A. Fraser,

H. Hart, D. Miles, E. Turner,

J. Wright.

Three of the old Parish Council
remain but W. Hillman and R. Tew
narrowly missed being re-elected.
We thank them for all they have
done for the village in their years
of office and hope they will con-
tinue to take an interest in

our community.

Four new Councillors join the
Parish Council and we welcome them
and wish them well in their work

for the future of our village life. @

a strong finale with the grand plait,
Overall it was a most picturesque
performance. On then to the side
stalls: Raffles, Lucky Square and
the Straw Game for those who fancied

a"flutter"; the White Elephant stall

for those looking for that undiscov-
ered precious antique and the oppor-
tunity to try your skills at the
Bouncing Ball Game, the Key Game or
Decorating a Biscuit a game for the
artistic who enjoy eating their works
of art. At three o'clock the Morris
Dancers gave an energetic display
ending with Morris Off up West End,
just in time for last orders at the
Dun Cow. There was no shortage of
refreshment with splendid teas ser-
ved from the garages, a barbeque as
well as the occasional pint of beer.

The celebrations finally ended at
about five o'clock with the arrival
of the ice cream van. The weather
had been good, there was entertain-
ment for everyone and over £600 was
raised for the Bavilion, the Play-
ground and the Playgroup. A good
time was had by one and all. @

Homton Residents
invited to
ViSit

dare

Hornton Grounds

Quarry on Saturday
May 16th

llam. or 2p.m.
See Notice Board for details




PRIZE CROSSWORD
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ACROSS DOWN
1. Local village with Abbey (7) 1 Liquid (5)
5. Goes with Gin. (5) 2. Canadian Lake (7)
8. Teacher (5) 3. Heart beat (5)
9. Banbury Village (7) 4, State of undress (6)
10. Welsh Dish (7) 5 Streetcar (7)
11. Beg (5) 6. TONED (anag). (5)
12. BOWLER (anag). (6) 7. Assemble (7)
14. Card game (6) 12. Name of School (7)
17. Extermal (5) 13. Sincere (7)
19. Consequence (7) 15. One who lets fall (7)
22. Local village with castle (7) 16. Hornton's neighbour (6)
23. More mature (5) 18. Singer (5)
24. Deserve (5) 20. WORTH (anag). (5)
25." WEETYRE (anag). (7) 21. Weird (5)

(Prize of bottle of sherry for the first correct solution opened.

Closing date for entries is May 25th, 1992.
name and address and send your entry to Tourney House, Bell Street,
Hornton).

Please enclose your

The solution to the word game in the last issue of the Gossip was
PANTOMIME and the highest number of words was from Mrs. Linda Cross
who made 47.

Miss Dimelow’s
Chocolate Gls‘aws

3 Mars Bars

3 oz. Margarine

4 Cups Rice Crispies
Dark Chocolate

Melt the Mars Bars with the
Margarine.

Cool a little, then add Rice
Crispies and mix well.

Put into a greased tin and
press down very hard.

When cold and hard cover with
melted chocolate.
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¥ Quality Painters and Decorators
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Over 20 years Experience
speciality work in
Country & Village Properties

Estimates Free
Gordon Ingram David Jarrett
(0295 730) 203 (0295 87) 638
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PERSONAL

OPINION

Now that the dust is beginning to
settle after the Parish Council
election in the village, we can sit
back and relax knowing that all is
well and the best men for the job
of looking after Hornton are at the
helm, or are they?

Reading the list of candidates and
the number of votes gained, it%s
hard to believe that the mining
issue did'nt have a large bearing
on the result even though' we have
been led to believe the contrary.
The sheer number of votes cast in
favour of some, almost implies they
gained votes from both sides of the
argument which could be a case of
running with the fox and the hounds.

191 people voted, multiply this by

7 to get the votes possible = 1337.
Add the total that all the candi-
dates received = 1203. Now subtr-
act these from the total possible
number and you are left with a
deficit of 134 e.g. 67 voters only
put 5 crosses or whatever. Tactical
voting is'nt illegal but my guess is
that this practice is not something
which genuine village people would
get involved with. In plain English
Hornton, you have just experienced
the "skills" and "commercial exper-—
ence'" of how to look after '"values
of country life" by those purporting
to feel passionately "about the
country way of life'". A phrase
which comes to mind, and I crave
your indulgence for using it, we
have just been stuffed and we

did'nt feel a thing".

Thanks must be paid to those who saw
fit to inflict this unnecessary
election of 14 candidates for 7
places at a cost of around £600.00
on an already over-stretched budget.
Would it not have been easier for
two members of the anti-mining lobby
to put themselves forward to fill
the two places available?

I am reliably informed that the past
experience of a local anti-mining

lobby in a neighbouring village has
achieved very little, nothing that

the Parish Council of that village

had not done or were about to do.

The only difference between themselves
and us was the timing of a new Parish
Council, ours came at a convenient time,
theirs did'nt!!

A villager @

3 H's GARDENING CLUB

x%%  PLANT SALE  *%*

Saturday May 16th - 10.30 a.m.

In the Pavilion
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By Arthur Miles

Since vacating my seat on
the Parish Council four
years ago, not a few
Parishioner have suggested
my memoirs would be of
interest to the village,
as well as a brief record
of our village history.

The last 100 years have
seen many changes, and can
only be recorded by a few,
who have lived here all
their lives.

I have therefore endeavo-
ured to put together some
aspects of our village
life over the past 100
years, with the hope, that
it will serve this
purpose.

The gathering together of
the necessary data has
naturally taken time. I
hope that it will be ready
for publication in the

near future. Py

HORNTON GARDENS - Belvue
(Mr. & Mrs E.W. Turner) approx.
1} acre personal hillside garden
of many aspects. Bordered walks;
a 'surprise' garden leading to
water falling to pool and the
finest views of Hornton Village.
Hornton Hall - (Mr. & Mrs. A.H.
Fraser). Out of the village on
the Horley-Edgehill Road. Hornton
stone house with excellent views.
Well established 2} acre garden
with mature trees; formal yew hed-
ges; herbaceous Borders; magnolias
and an ancient wisteria. Teas
served in pretty stable yard.
Sunnyside - (Phillip Williams Esq)
A cottage garden of approx 1} acre
with attractive borders of mixed
perennials; shrub planting and
pond area. Created from rough
ground over 5 years and still
adding.
West End House — (The Hon William
& Mrs. Buchan). Charming small
garden with interesting layout,
developed over 10 years. Spring
bulbs; flowering shrubs and trees,
herb garden.
Combined admission £1.50
TEAS in aid of Hornton School
OPEN TO THE PUBLIC - May 24th
2 p.m. - 6 p.m.
In aid of THE NATIONAL GARDENS
SCHEME CHARITABLE TRUST.
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HAPPY

BIRTHDAY

RUSSIA

By a strange and most welcome stroke of luck my wife and I were invited
to join a party visiting St. Petersburg and Moscow in early March this year.

We flew from Heathrow in a Tupolev of Aeroflot, the Russian airline. The
aircraft had a well-used appearance which made us wonder a little, but it
was flown with a precision and punctuality which I, as a former pilot,
found reassuring.

It was night when we reached St. Petersburg to find our courier waiting
with a comfortable bus. Such buses were with us all through our trip and
we, who had expected to trudge through snow and slush, went everywhere dry-
shod. The snow, which still lay all over the countryside, had gone from the
streets. The River Neva, on which the city is built, was already free of
ice but the canals which have helped to give St. Petersburg the title
'Venice of the North' were still frozen. We saw people fishing through neat
holes cut in the ice. Every day of our visit was fine, with some sunshine,
and no colder than we should have had it at home.

Our hotel was vast, square, full of marble and practically empty. It had
been designed, I suppose, to accommodate huge conferences, party meetings
and so on. The rooms were clean and adequate for comfort. The food was,

to say the least, odd, and not always appetising, but we ate it loyally,
feeling it to be wrong to complain when so many in Russia were going short.
We dined in a sort of dusk, since two-thirds of the hotel's lighting was off,
owing to shortage (or cost) of electricity.

To visit St. Petersburg was to be granted a long-cherished wish, and our
expectations were nowhere disappointed. The city is magical: improbable

in the same way as Venice (or New York). It is all sky and water and
fantastic architecture. TIts founder, the Czar Peter the Great, employed

as architects three Italians and one Scotsman. The result is Italian
classical with a difference which is purely Russian. The Winter Palace,
where we went to see the fabulous picture-collection in the Hermitage
Museum, is painted green and white at present. Not long ago it was pink.
Everywhere the onion-shaped domes of the churches are gilded with pure gold.
At the start of a visit to the Peter and Paul fortress, on its island, we
were greeted by a small band playing, first, 'Greemnsleeves' and then God
Save the Queen. Whenever we stopped groups of young men appeared from no-
where to offer us fur hats, painted boxes, badges and trinkets. 'No thank-
you', which is nearly all I know of Russian, was much in use. For currency
roubles were acceptable, but what really counted were dollars, and there
were special hard-currency shops where things could be had which were
available nowhere else. For souvenirs my wife added one to her collection
of Palekh boxes, and I bought a pretty water-colour of the Winter Palace.

Then there was the night train to Moscow, clean but scarcely comfortable,
and more staggering sights, a visual feast to be held in the mind's eye
for ever. In spite of the universal shabbiness of the streets, the dirty
shop windows showing nothing but tired cardboard cut-outs advertising
unobtainable goods, the effects were gorgeous. We were told that the
Spring rains would wash everything clean. (I can see a great future for
Window-cleaners in Russia).

The Armoury museum in the Kremlin is truly amazing, for so much that has
been preserved from the Imperial past: not simply armour and weapons, in
quantity, but the jewelled crowns and thrones of the Czars, dresses worn

by Catherine the Great, state sleighs and coaches and - things we had
especially wanted to see — marvellous Easter eggs made by the great jeweller,
Fabergé, for the royal family, including the one containing a working model
of the Trans-Siberian train 39.8cm long.

We saw...we saw...we saw the young soldiers changing the guard at Lenin's
tomb (and what, now, will happen to him?); we saw surprisingly many hand-
some, healthy-looking young people everywhere. We saw people happily
splashing in open-air swimming pools amid clouds of steam. We saw cathe-
drals and churches, a monastery, and more wonderful pictures. Our guide
and courier, Xenia, was young, pretty and full of songs and stories. It
was clear that she was enormously happy making all the jokes and critical
remarks which, a couple of years ago, would have landed her in serious
trouble. What will happen next in Russia is anybody's guess; but it was
oddly reassuring to note how even the Bolsheviks had been at pains to

. 1
honour their country's past. By William Buchan &
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when the world was young

The article in the last issue of

the "Gossip" (issue No. 4) entitled
"School 1941" by Mrs Field (Miss
Thompson) prompted me to dust off
some old Hornton school photographs.
Whilst I have several photo's of

the school from 1948 - 1958, there
is only one which includes Miss
Thompson, the one reproduced here.
Unfortunately it has no date on it,
but T think that it must be either
1948 ot 1949; obviously taken during
the summer as we are in shirt
sleeves or summer dresses! (The
Manor House is shown in the back-
ground, where Malcolm and Vicki
Patrick and family now live.)

Perhaps some other copies of this
photo are still around? Not many

on the photo still live in Hornton,
although a number still live around
the district. However, it shows
them in a different light to how
they are today! I am front row,
left, on the photo.

My recollections from those days
are, like all our past memories,
small cameo-like flashes. I only
have vague memories of Miss Thomp-
son, as I guess she only taught me
for a year at most. My first in-
fant class teacher was Miss Dawson,
who married the late Ken Cleaver,
and is now married to Arthur Free-
man and lives at Wroxton. Then
briefly my next teacher was a Miss
Lewis, of whom I have a school
photo together with the class of
that time.

I seem to recall that I then went
up into Miss Thompson's "junior"
class, but as I said previously
this would have been for no more
than a year, as my main recollect-
ions are of Mrs Smith, the Head-
mistress who succeeded Miss Thomp-
son.

As to school itself, only some
particular memories remain; like
falling over the heap of coke kept
by the old door, and cutting knees
on more than one occasion! (This
was when the school was not joined
to "The Cottage'" like it is today-
the house where Pam Wain's parents
Mr. & Mrs. Burden lived).

I also recall trying to do my best
at weaving, but to no avail!

Whether this was under Miss Thompson
or Mrs. Smith's headship I don't
know. I also remember tramping
round various parts of the village
on Nature Studies. Also, as Miss
Thompson mentioned, there was time
off for Banbury Fair, unless perhaps
this coincided with the half term
holiday? Sumners buses ran a spec-—
ial late night service for the fair
in those days.

In her article Miss Thompson ment-
ioned that, later on, pupils moved

to a school in Banbury at the age

of 14, but I think that she must have
meant eleven, as the "11 plus" was
part of school routine, certainly

by the time I reached 11 years of
age.

I took the title of a song to head
my article (I hope the copyright
people don't sue '"The Gossip" or
myself) and I think the perspective
of the years can be summed up by
saying "How LARGE the desks looked
then, how SMALL they look now!

In closing I will just add two
mote words from the song - "Only
yesterday, when the world was young".

BY M. Webber ¢

not quite angels

After a hard fought semi-final
against Barford reserves, when Paul
Evans and Kevin Parker were the
marksmen for Hornton. Hornton fell
at the final hurdle against their
old rivals Wroxton.

The second half was a surprise
start for Hornton when the Wroxton
sub raced through to put them on
level terms. It was all Wroxton
from then on but the Hornton back
four along with Paul Smith and Dave
Smith defended. well with good
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The Methodist Church Anniversary was
again a very memorable occasion.
This year marked the 107th since the
Chapel was built in 1884 - 1885. So
much has gone on since that time;.on.
reflection many sacred memories are
inevitably brought to mind. One can
only, as it were, stand aside and
pay tribute to the wisdom of our
forebears in taking on what was a
major undertaking, by any of todays
building standards. This fine pro-
duct of an earlier age is nowhere
paralleled. So much depended on the
dedication of everyone.

My Grandfather Robbins, saw in that
first year what was a seeming cal-
amity, when his five cottages were
d stroyed by fire. Out of the
ashes rose this magnificent build-
ing to God's glory.

What of today? One can only say
that the work still goes on and
thankfully people still give their
generous support, as was evident in
this years good congregation of
well wishers.

The United Sunday School, as
always, made it an exceptionally
happy occasion, and their last
minute production of the Birthday
Cake complete with candles, and a
welcome cup of coffee, gave a
wonderful conclusion to the

service. By Arthur Miles @

HBANBURY HISTORICAL SOCIETYH

By J. Bowes

Many people who are interested in
the history of Oxfordshire,
Northamptonshire and Warwickshire
may mot be aware that the Banbury
Historical Society encompasses all
these areas, not only Banbury Town.

There are talks in the winter and in
summer a programme of visits to
local historical sites.

Membership is £5.00 per annum, this
includes a quarterly magazine and
admittance to all venues.

For further information contact the
B.H.S. Secretary, Banbury Museum.

Hornton started the final as fav- tackles to stop Wroxton scoring. Tel: 0295 259 855 @
ourites, being a division higher
than their opponents. It was not until the second period :

of extra time that the vital goal ?_O‘O"O_O_O—O“O_O'O“O'O'O_O'O_O'O"O"O;
The first half began brightly for was scored, but not, sadly to < .l
Hornton with Sean Trower causing Hornton. Wroxton crossed the ball < CARPENTER &
problems down the left. However from the right and it was headed in = JOINER & BUILDER 4
his cross was not cleared properly at the near post by the Wroxton left il
and after a miss-kick by Roger winger. But Hornton was not finished &
Burden, Richard Hart followed up yet-in the dying seconds, Ross Gam- i &
only to see his kick hit Burden on age slid a shot across the goal = &
the line and clear to safety. It which rolled centimetres away from S T &
was not until the last minute of the post. So the Angel shield goes < 4
the first half that the deadlock to local rivals, Wroxton. Cl’ DAV'D M l LES &
was broken when Trower passed to 2 &
Paul Smith who crossed it from the By Michael Sumner T Tel: 0295 87 550 &
left and it was slid home by Richard ] 0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0~-0-0~0-0-0-0-0-0-0-

Hart.



