[bookmark: _GoBack]SOME NOTES ABOUT THE DAVIS FAMILY WHO USED TO LIVE IN  “THE OLD POST OFFICE” IN BUCKLEBURY VILLAGE
The known history begins with one Robert Bedding  -  1759-1894 -  (Horse Doctor and Land Measurer) who, with his daughter Martha, originally lived down Hatch Lane.  There is a house there now called “Beddings Gulley”, which we presume occupies the site on which his cottage once stood. In 1844 Martha married Charles Davis (1815-1882) and they all moved to the house in Bucklebury now known as The Old Post Office and where Charles became the first Post Master in the village. They had three children, Thomas, William and George.  Thomas (1846-1926), who was “a Carpenter and Coffin Maker”, married Emma Lailey, a daughter of the owner of The Old Boot Inn in Stanford Dingley.  On the occasion of their betrothal, his future father-in-law gave him a parcel of land on Jennets Hill “in token of the honour and esteem in which I hold you” and here Thomas built a house - Kingsmead – where he an Emma lived and produced five children.  William (1848-1902) married a Bessie Turner and they had three children.  George (1850-1925) married Eliza Johnson who, I believe, came from White Waltham – presumably to take up the position as Assistant Teacher at the school.  George was an engineer and worked at The Foundry – he became an expert on the new-fangled steam engines and would travel round the country to various farms when there were problems. George and Eliza had five children – Francis, Stella, Robert (my father), Eleanor and Arthur.  Eventually the boys all left home – Frank to work for the Post Office in Reading, Bob was apprenticed to a baker in Reading and Arthur became an engineer. Eleanor married a farmer in Wiltshire and Stella was left as the unmarried daughter, also working at the school and eventually looking after her mother after the rather too early death of George.  It was Stella and her mother Eliza (my Grandmother) with whom my brother and I spent our holidays, frequently joined by our older cousins George and Frances, the two younger offspring of Arthur and his wife.  How my “maiden aunt” coped with the sudden influx of four healthy, hungry youngsters into her quiet, ordered life in a house with no mod-cons is beyond me now, but looking back we just took it all for granted.  When Stella died, aged 73 (very young for a Davis, due to an unfortunate encounter with a motorbike) she left the house to her eldest nephew, George.  He was by now married, settled in Wales and did not want the family home.  However, his father, Arthur, was about to retire from his engineering business in Hereford and he and his wife, Gertrud, were delighted to accept their son’s offer of the cottage, but Gertrud would not move until some modernisation had taken place.  Who could blame her? There was no indoor sanitation, no bathroom, no running hot and cold water.  When we stayed there as children we enjoyed the delights of a “three-holer” in the garden, chamber pots for night use, a shallow slate sink in the kitchen with a pump for cold water and bath night was a tin hip bath in front of the living room fire.  Laundry was done in a copper in the hallway, heated somehow from the old black range in the kitchen. I remember our excitement one year when we found electricity had been installed – prior to that we had used oil lamps and candles. After Gertrude had died, Arthur continued living there alone until his death in, I think, 1983 or thereabouts. This was when George put the house on the market and Brian and Vivien Ward eventually bought it.
My grandfather George was Captain of the Belfry and Grandmother Eliza was the church organist.  Auntie Stella succeeded them both in both positions and eventually Arthur continued the family tradition and became Captain of the Belfry himself.  He also preceded John Tennant in doing church and churchyard maintenance and was once seen cleaning the weathercock on the steeple when he was well into his eighties. 
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