~ Some time ago a townsman remarked
that the nicest thing about the river
Bulbourne was its name, He was un-
necessarily cynical. Man has done his
worst to our local chalk stream,
but parts 3?: are still attractive. Not so

h.p!i\v” its sister stream,
which it om at Two Waters; but the

Gade, in its upper reaches, has never
bun°fn y brp:ken and bent by an

bourne still adds some scenic
to Dudswell, Northchurch, Berk-

hamsted, Bourne End, Winkwell and

Boxmoor, and has its place in history as

Kullvu in phy. In comparison, the

oman road is a mere infant.

* The “freshfishe’ enjoyed by kings and

m at khamsted Castle came
the Bul

urne. From Norman
until quite modern times the stream

| two watermills at Berkhamsted
and one at Bourne End. In long, dry
summers the millers prayed that the
river would not dry up; in very rainy
Casons pegglle living in the valley
md the Bulbourne would stay away
from their doors.

UNHEALTHY MARSH

n its more capricious moments the
rawled over meadows and

. Llnr&unhellthy marsh
~of Khamsted. This
3 “abated when the canal was
at the end of the 18th century.
! the Bulbourne like before
A le most oi:‘ lth: water?
~*.. 5
t we must not imagine t

river's original source, John Speed shows
the Bulbourne starting near Aldbury, and
s0 does a later map-maker, Robert
Morden, who marks the spot with the
words “Bulborn head."" Speed also
shows a tributary running into the
Bulbourne near Northchurch; as it
starts near a badly-sited Wigginton, we
need not pursue this particular line
SEVEN MILES LONG

Pumping, by lowering the water
table, has almost certainly shortened
the Bulbourne. Today the river rises
when it rises—in a field near the Cow
Roast. But it is still nearly seven miles
long, falling about 80-ft. before mating
with the Gade, then with the Co'ne, and
finally adding to the flow of Old Father
Thames,

Seldom s the Bulbourne more than
100 yards from its man-made rival, the
canal, But even in its upper reaches it is
still capable, in very rainy seasons, of
making a splash. How surprised we
were, some years ago, to find watercress
growing near the source, after the bed

ad been dry and unproductive for many
seasons,

Watercress—now we are talking busi-
ness! Anyone who belittles the Bul-
bourne should remember that it gave
birth to a notable local industry, an
industry which will be the subject of a
later article in this series.

But we must hasten downstream.
The first half-mile brings us to Dudswell,
the Bulbourne's first hamlet, with an
approprinte watery name. Here, for the
first time, the river flows under a road;
then, winding slowly o'er the lea, it
burrows under New Road, North-

- church, and flows within a few yards of
~ St. Mary's Church,

THE RECTOR'S TROUT
yeurs a former
rthehureh 10 revive
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but ‘gthqujlhlfﬁd the
learnt from parish-
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stumps as stepping stones, At low tide
it was possible to leap over the Bul
bourne. Today we are scarcely aware of
the river's existence; in Billet Lane, as
elsewhere, It is now decently bridged,
save in St John's Well Lane, wi
planks demand one-way traffic,

If you haven't stood on the foot-
bridge over the river and cressbeds and
tried to cateh tadpoles and tiddlers, you
haven't sampled one of the most memor-
able joys of childhood.

THE BLACK DITCH

St. John's Well Lane reminds us of
the Bulbourne's first (and now defunct)
tributary, It was a very short one
Sparkling water from St, John's spring
(a hospital of this name stood nearby
in medieval times) flowed down the lane
before running into a ditch which
started above the four terraced cottages
and ran castward, parallel with the
Bulbourne, as far as Mill Street. This
was the horrid “Black Diteh™ which
offended eye and nose before the town
possessed o modern drainage system.
In later years, as the ditch was filled in,
water was diverted to the Bulbourne
through a culvert opposite Wood's iron
foundry.

St. John's Well was said to yield the
town’s purest water and was often used
to bathe sore eyes, [n pagan days, water
sprites were worshipped at the well, and
at o later date washerwomen were
prosccuted for polluting the water. Now
the Post Office occupies the site of St.
John's Hospital, and there isn’t sufficient
water to moisten a postage stamp,

In the heart of the town the Bulbourne
does not seem to know which way it
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bottom of their gardens. Just
“Foggy Bottom™ the Bulboumne

Sy second
institution. It was closed about
years ago.
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