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BEATING THE BOUNDS 
Part I— Well, half the bounds! 

Twenty-one parish folk, aged from eight to eighty, plus seven dogs beat the western half of the bounds on the last Saturday in September which started off in most promising weather. 
It was in the nature of a round, with folk joining and leaving the party from time to time. Barbara (Steadman-Allen) and Ann (Sankey) were our leaders and I discovered that I was the only choirboy.  This was a dangerous position in a beating of the bounds, because tradition has it that the choirboys were beaten so that they remembered where the bounds (Parish boundaries) were. Fortunately, Barbara was content with beating the odd boundary oak and yew which we encountered.
I joined the group on the North Downs way (which was the Wistomble Manor boundary as well as the parish boundary) by the railway bridge. Walking at a steady pace west to the bottom of Ashcombe Wood, and north west across the fields to Old Dene, we enjoyed the views of Westhumble and distant Mickleham. Ann pointed out the layering of the hillside which showed where the long-gone cottages of Old Dene had been and explained how the parish boundary had changed when the parish of St Barnabas (Ranmore) had been created and Mickleham had yielded territory. Ann explained to us at one point that we were on the Hundred Boundary with Effingham Hundred to our west and Copthorne Hundred to our east and north. 
North-west and north up through Chapel Wood, along a path (giving way to several horses), a sharp right turn through the hedge and into the bluebell woods (wrong time of year) we arrived at our planned lunch spot the viewpoint in Norbury Park from which you can see nearly all the parish. Not that day, though, since the Clerk of the Weather decided to open the heavens upon us. Lunch was taken standing under the beech trees and avoiding the downpour. Coffee and other drinks became somewhat diluted. 
Past Norbury Park House and the sawmill, through Updown Wood to the magnificent view of Leatherhead and London on a good day (not today). At times, the bounds were very apparent, being marked by a line of ancient trees which had been clearly planted for that purpose. Running between them was often a raised bank a couple of feet high. 
We made our way carefully down the steep slope to the River Mole, under the railway, turning sharply south alongside the Mole and through Norbury Park. Here we were among dairy cattle being gathered in for the afternoon milking by an energetic cow-dog. Those who had started from Mickleham were nearly home, but the Westhumblers still had two miles to go. We straggled home in penny numbers. 
My impressions of the day? First, how well behaved the dogs were. Secondly, how knowledgeable and well-prepared Ann was. Thirdly, how beautiful is our parish even in the rain. Fourthly, judging by the exhaustion I felt after walking 7 ½ miles, covering only half the bounds, how much fitter our ancestors must have been to walk the whole in one day. Rumour had it that some intrepid souls amongst us were trying to do the same, did they succeed? I am sorry to say that the bounds beat me rather than the reverse. I flunked out of the second day.
Barry Moughton 

Part 2 - Beetles and Box Hill 

The waterproofs and boots had been dried out, the soothing soak in the bath had been enjoyed, the mud brushed off the poodles and the trousers, and the rucksack re-packed. After a joyous Harvest Festival Family Service at St Michael's the sun was shining and, for the second day, Jack, Candy and I were setting off on the parish boundary walk, this time on the Box Hill side.
The sun had brought out the crowds today - over 30 assorted walkers had assembled, and we immediately set off through the recreation ground and up Byttom Hill at a cracking pace. By the time I reached the top my long-held view that a ski lift be installed was definitely reinforced. Then on up to the Gallops, with Ann Sankey 
pointing to an impenetrable thicket and informing us that was the way the boundary really went. We stopped on the way to admire the view across Leatherhead to the north and looked at the archaeological evidence that pointed to Saxon occupation and then it was time for lunch. 
What a change from the previous day - we were able to sit on the grass and drink undiluted coffee. It was even warm enough to take off our jackets. It occurred to me that I could have lounged up there for another hour and then nipped home down the hill. Perish the thought — there was Box Hill to tackle. 
Downhill now through the fallen leaves - not quite enough yet to rustle through, but we could admire the colours on the trees and discuss nature:  Why does that tree trunk look as though it's been eaten? asked Barbara; Probably a wood-boring beetle, replied Ann. How do you know it’s boring?' said Andrew. And this was the grown-ups! The children found a rope to swing on - it looked fun. And then we were crossing Headley Lane and going up again, past High Ashurst and along Headley Heath Approach. Suddenly everyone seemed to have disappeared we were bringing up the rear or at least Matthew and Bracken (or was it Bramble) were. We hurried them up, trudged along some more road and, what bliss, through the hedge to find the rest of the party sitting on chairs, drinking orange juice and eating chocolate biscuits. Ann's hospitable friends, Ann and Keith Graham had offered their garden for a much-needed rest and comfort stop.
We continued on past sheep in a barn and through the delightful valley part of the Bellasis Estate*. A scramble over the fence and a lot of mud and here we were at the viewpoint on top of Box Hill and Barbara beat another tree, part of the tradition it seems. All the children played the rolling down the slope game at least one adult wanted to join in until she was told it addled the brain and decided the risk was too great although it probably wouldn’t have made much difference! 
And then it was time to walk down the 147, or 247 or was it 547 steps down to the steppingstones which were too covered in water to cross - so we all went safely over the bridge and through the meadow. Goodbyes were said to the Westhumble contingent and the Mickleham group trudged up the Old London Road to collect our certificates back in the churchyard. Then back home to remove the boots and anoint the feet with Ibuleve! Fliss Rowbotham had the right idea she spent most of the walk in a comfortable carrier on her father's back.
[bookmark: _GoBack]It had been a brilliant day, in fact a brilliant weekend. What a pleasure it was to meet together, to include the children and the dogs, to enjoy the beautiful countryside which surrounds us, and to learn how extensive the Parish of Mickleham and Westhumble is so let's do it again next year. 
Mary Huggins 

* Many thanks to all those who allowed special access where the boundary ran across land not normally open to the public; and to Rose Spence for negotiating this. Congratulations to Ann for the idea and for her excellent organization.  And lastly, well done all those who took part. 
