Here is another short extract from a book that may be of general interest regarding the village: 
Taken from   ‘Portrait of Northamptonshire’   by   Peter Webb
Published by Robert Hale,   London  in 1977
ISBN 0 7091 6061 5
. . . . . . Over the ridge, on the opposite side of the Nene valley, lies Brafield-on-the-Green, my birthplace.  Filial affection apart, Brafield offers an interesting and rather saddening insight into how village life has changed since 1945. In the ‘20s and ‘30s the majority of the people here worked on the land, even the women, who could be seen each morning cycling down the hill to labour in the cabbage fields around Billing.  Three farms employed most of the men, and a few worked at Little Houghton for the squire of the two villages, Mr Smythe.  Now, although post-war housing has increased the population, 90 percent of the people are employed in the town.  My brother-in-law, ‘Young George’ Care, works his land without any help other than that of his wife and his two young sons when they are on holiday.  There is not a cow to be seen in his fields, for dairy farming on a small scale has ceased to pay: pigs and intensive egg-production are the money spinners, and they need little labour.  Mechanization has utterly changed the pattern of life in this respect.  On the good side, Barbers Row and other slum cottages have gone while the women no longer have to draw there water from the village pump.  Nor do the men carry their Yorkshire pudding and joint up to the ‘Co-op’ bakehouse on a Sunday (with the price of beef so high the joint has probably gone too).  Village folk as a whole have become more independent.  For although the bus services have declined (in my childhood the rhythm of life was partly dictated by the bus time-table), most of the villagers own cars, enabling them to work where they will; whereas ‘Old George’ care and his labourers barely left the village during their life span of three-score and ten.  On the other hand, few of the families I knew have left Brafield: Shortlands, Longlands, Gaytons, Twelftrees – the traditional Saxon names – are still there.


Brafield had a reputation for ‘characters’ and it was said all the roughs had settled there: Little Houghton was a ‘posh’ village of respectable middle-class people, the squire’s patch as it were. Certainly, in my day, there were a couple of well-known poachers, while domestic life in the village not infrequently caused the parson to raise his eyebrows.  One famous character was ‘Ern’ Gayton the carrier, who brought back parcels, feeding-stuffs and other bulk goods from Northampton three or four times a week, with his horse and cart.  Having pointed the horse in the right direction, Ern slept for most of the five-mile journey, the reins loose in his hands, and would wake when the horse pulled up at the ’Lower-end’ in Brafield.  I sometimes wondered what might happen if the horse, in a bit of absent-mindedness, took the cart down the hill to Billing . . .  Another man I knew well and respected was George Twelftree, our gardener.  Tall, long-striding, slow of speech but quick of wit, George was unflappable; in forty years I never saw him rattled, and only once did he lose his temper.  His knack with machines (he had had virtually no formal education) was unfailing as his way with animals, and he was kindness itself with children. ‘Our George’ died recently: a gentleman in the precise meaning of the word.  ‘Old George’ Care was another.  He had an innate courtesy which owed little to education and a lot to nurture.  The quality of life changes irrevocably with the going of such people.  Visually, the village has no great distinction though the church, of the early thirteenth century, has been decently restored.  There is a tale that the ghost of ‘Old Callis’, whoever he might be, haunts the pond: “He had wings of straw and come out of the pond and rode round on a white horse.”   Has this mythical personage been destroyed by electricity?  With so much light around, he may, as the locals say, be ‘frit’ to come out.


  Brafield is an ‘open’ village.  There has never been a manor here and the cottages straggled from the top to lower-end in separate rows until the gaps were filled in by council houses.  Whereas Little Houghton is tightly packed, the greater part of the village wedged between church and squire’s house.  Architecturally quite elegant, and nearly all of brown stone, it has become yet another ‘commuter’ village.  The House, which was enlarged after 1825, once belonged to the Ward family, Catholics until the eighteenth century.   A small summerhouse built in 1685 bears the Latin inscription recording their loyalty to James II.  The trials and troubles of the Recusant families make up a large part of the history of Northamptonshire in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries.  This, and the relentless acquisition of land by the ‘new’ Tudor aristocracy, are two themes that will recur throughout this book.
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