
East Garth

This account is based on conversations between Dennis Lund and Eddie

Chapman about their early days in Littondale and about farming at East Garth and

other Dales farms.

Dennis Lund: I was born at Penyghent Cottage, also known as Upper

Hesleden, in 1925. My family went to live at Malham Tarn in 1929, where my father

was gamekeeper, and I first went to school there at Waterhouses on the Malham Tarn

estate. I remember being pulled on a sledge over the frozen tarn. We came to live in

Arncliffe in 1932 and I was at school there for few years. My mother had a shop and

made teas for cyclists; very few motorists came in those days. Later we lived at

Buckden, Hellifield and Malham.

My first job was on Langerton Farm near Cracoe, where horses were used to

pull the machinery. It was during the war, and the situation of farmers had improved

after the very hard times in pre-war years - at Langerton they had once had to sell a

cow before they eould pay the rent! The winter of 1940-41 was very hard. The farm

had no hay reserves and 46 of the 120 sheep died, but before they could be buried the

wool had to be clipped from them. The price of a cow rose from £30 to £70 overnight.

I learnt walling there and once was with the farmer and watched a sheep run at a wall.

It did it again and again until the wall fell down - and I got the blame for not stopping

the sheep sooner. One day I found a strange object on Harden moor and carried it

back to the farm where it caused great alarm - I had picked up an unexploded

incendiary bomb! Another night a three ton land mine was dropped by an enemy

bomber at Yarnbury above Grassington. I had cycled to the pictures at Skipton and on

the way back through Cracoe was challenged: "who goes there?" I couldn't speak.

"Who goes there?" 'Me" I managed to answer in a small voice as a bayonet was

pushed against my stomach. "You silly young fool, you nearly got yourself killed" - it

was a soldier from the camp near Thorpe, which had been put on alert.

Later the war brought tragedy for my family. I was working then at Litton Hall

and was chopping wood at Litton Hall barn when a policeman cycled up from

Arncliffe and gave me the news that my brother Lionel had died in India. My parents

were living at Foss view then. Janet Taylor's book 'Littondale Life" describes more

about their lives. One memory of my father is of him walking through Litton with two


















