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The first entry in local directories for a beer house in 
Alfred Road was in 1870 when the retailer was 
Thomas Rivett. 

In the 1871 and 1881 censuses the beer house 
keeper was George Reeves (although his occupation 
was given as bricklayer in 1871). He and his wife 
Sarah ran the beer house for a few years; they were 
succeeded by John Ginn in 1886. By 1890 the retailer 
was JoÏÕɯ1ÜÌÞÌÓÓȮɯȿÉÌÌÙɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÒÌÌ×ÌÙɯÈÕËɯÓÈÉÖÜÙÌÙɀȮɯ
with his wife Elizabeth Ruewell. Their eldest son, and 
their boarder, were both labourers. The business 
appears to have not been enough on its own to 
support a family; the wife sometimes actually ran the 
beer house whilst the husband did some other work. 
By 1894 John Taylor was the beer retailer, and in a 
directory of 1896 is the first mention of the Prince 
Alfred, ru n by Taylor. Between 1898 and 1917 the 
listings mention William French and, later on, his 
widow Eliza or Elizabeth French, who in 1911 was 
ËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌËɯÈÚɯËÖÐÕÎɯȿËÖÔÌÚÛÐÊɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÕËɯÉÌÌÙɯÏÖÜÚÌɯ
ÒÌÌ×ÌÙɀȭɯ!àɯƕƝƖƗɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÐÕɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÞÈÚɯ ÓÉÌÙÛɯ
Edward Lloyd. In 1929 the premises were numbered 
22 Alfred Road.  

Albert Lloyd and his wife Annie ran the premises 
unt il their enforced closure. Trading ceased on 18 
March 1941 ɬ a high explosive device caused severe 
damage to the building and garden, and it was not 
rebuilt. A  E Lloyd, as a Whitbread tenant, then moved 
to the General Havelock public house in Ranelagh 
Grove, SW1.  

One-time local resident H  E Noble, living in 
Chigwell in 1988, wrote about the pub:  
 
Commonly called the Ting -Tang, no known reason. 
,ÈÕÈÎÌËɯÍÖÙɯ6ÏÐÛÉÙÌÈËɀÚɯÉàɯ ÓÉÌÙÛɯ+ÓÖàËɯÈÕËɯÞÐÍÌɯȹÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ
man, large, bosomy wife). Sometimes quite rowdy Sunday 
lunchtimes. Frequented by Surridges, Woods, Fosters, and ɬ 
better class ɬ Salmons at lunchtimes. Occasional fisticuffs, 

with fists sometimes through windows. Local ploughman 
named Mead also regular customer, with his two sons, 
Sundays quite rumbustious at ti mes, but he had a college-
dressed daughter, quite attractive, who used to accompany 
them, quite out of character, as it were, BUT she never got 
drunk like the rest.  
3ÏÌɯ×ÜÉɀÚɯÜÙÐÕÈÓɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌȮɯÖ×ÌÕɯÈÐÙȮɯÞÈÚɯØÜÐÛÌɯ

primitive.  
We used to buy arrowro ot and Brighton biscuits from 

the pub. These were approximately 4 inches in diameter and 
ÊÖÚÛɯÖÕÌɯȹÖÓËȺɯ×ÌÕÕàɯÌÈÊÏȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÈÓÚÖɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯ"ÈÙÛÌÙɀÚɯ
crisps, at 2d a packet, at that time (1920s) about the only 
make around.  

The long back garden of the pub, and all the houses on 
ÛÏÈÛɯÚÐËÌȮɯÉÈÊÒÌËɯÖÕÛÖɯÖ×ÌÕɯÓÈÕËɯÈÕËɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɀÚɯÉÙÐÊÒÍÐÌÓËȮɯ
where Mr Salmon lived on site and was the foreman. We 
were always told those men worked very hard (possibly 
piecework) but got good money.  

Reverting to the pub, as you stood at the front, the 
private bar on the left, off -licence in the middle, and then 
ÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÉÈÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÖÖËÌÕɯÍÓÖÖÙȮɯȿÚ×ÐÛɯÈÕËɯÚÈÞËÜÚÛɀȮɯ
literally, was, as far as I can remember, good enough for 
those who used it. 

 
.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉɀÚɯÕÐÊÒÕÈÔÌȮɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÖÊÈÓ 

man, Jim Goodey, recalls, writing in 2003: 
 
The pub had a nickname, the Ting-Tang. There have been 
many suggestions as to why it was so named, and the best 
one I ever heard and I feel it could be the original naming of 
it, is this. I can just remember it because I was only about 
nine or eleven at the time. The drinkers came out of the 
public bar and turned left and there was a urinal (in the fog 
I assume they followed the smell). When it rained or there 
was a shower, above their heads was a rusty old corrugated 
flat roof and above that was a leaky gutter ɬ and the drips 
came down on the roof ɬ ting -tang-ting -tang! 

 
With thanks to the archive collected by the 

Buckhurst Hill Historical Society.   Lynn H Jones 
 
The Francies family and transport 
part 6: the Francies ȿÊÈÙÈÝÈÕɀ 
(ÕɯƕƝƘƛɯ6ÐÓÓɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÌÚɀɯÓÖÝÌɯÖÍɯÔÖÛÖÙÚɯÛÖÖÒɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÈɯ
new direction ɬ ÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÜàɯÈɯȿÊÈÙÈÝÈÕɀɯÚÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯ
wife and children could enjoy weekends away from 
home at 22 Brooklyn Avenue, Loughton.  

The Ministry of Supply were holding an auction of 
ex-military vehicles at Dorchester so Will went down 
to Dorset and came back with a Crossley FWD (four-
wheel drive). Made between 1940 and 1945, primarily 
for the RAF, there were two types ɬ a tractor unit to 
tow ȿQueen Maryɀ aircraft trailers, and lorries with a 
longer wheelbase. It is uncertain which sort this one 
was. 
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It had thick steel floors and thick sides with about 
5 inches of insulation as it had been fitted out 
originally as a workshop for use in h eat and cold, 
possibly the Arctic.  

 
Wife Gladys burst into tears when she first saw the 

Crossley; presumably it did not match her vision of a 
holiday caravan. It was big and needed a lot of time-
consuming work to convert it.  
$ÓËÌÙɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙɯ5ÈÓÌÙÐÌɀÚɯÏÖÓÐËay task was to rub it 

down and paint it cream instead of khaki, so up and 
down a ladder and up on the roof!  

 
There was no toilet so Will took out the passenger 

ÚÌÈÛɯÕÌßÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÈÕËɯÙÌ×ÓÈÊÌËɯÐÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯ$ÓÚÈÕɯ
chemical toilet which had to be reached via an outside 
ladder. Gladys was not impressed! 

Will gutted the rest of the interior and fitted it with 
bunks and shelves for kitchen equipment. Cooking 
was done over a Primus. Eventually the Crossley van 
ÞÈÚɯ×ÌÙÔÈÕÌÕÛÓàɯ×ÈÙÒÌËɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÙÐÌÕËɀÚɯÍÙÜÐÛɯÍÈÙÔɯÈt 
Rochford where Valerie remembers spending many 
happy weekends. 

Acknowledgements ɬ John Harrison, Valerie 
Lightfoot, Sue Golding.      Joan Francies 

 

The Angela Caff 
I park my Lambretta  Scooter on the concrete apron 
which slopes from the Epping New Road up to the 
entrance of the Angela Caff. It is my home from home, 
an escape from the mediocrity of living in a 

respectable, law-abiding household, an example of 
working class Torydom. Ugh!  

Several racing bikes are stacked against the fence 
and stepping from the door balancing brimming 
ÔÜÎÚɯÖÍɯÛÌÈɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯÕÌÞɯÍÖÜÕËɯÔÈÛÌÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÓÈÛÌɯ
ÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËɯÔàɯÐÕÚÜÙÈÕÊÌɯÙÖÜÕËɯ
collecting premiums and sorting out minor claims. 
Several of my erstwhile acquaintances have, in the 
past, kindly offered to rob me ɬ to later share the loot 
ɬ ÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÐÕÚÐÎÕÐÍÐÊÈÕÛɯÈÔÖÜÕÛȭɯ
Thanks, but No Thanks! I have my own dreams for 
ÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȭɯ(ɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÌÕËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯnick.  

Big Harold, Bombhole Bob and Tom, the anarchist, 
ÚÌÈÛɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯËÖÞÕɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÍÈÊÐÕÎɯËÜÌɯ
ÞÌÚÛɯÛÖɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÙÈàÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÛÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɀÚɯ
sunshine. Their damp costumes are on the fence, 
ËÙàÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ!ÖÔÉ 
Hole, a deep pool created by a landmine at the end of 
the war. It had blown out a 90 foot deep crater and the 
surrounding forest was devastated. Now birch scrub 
ÏÈÚɯÎÙÖÞÕɯÜ×ɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈɯ×ÓÌÈÚÈÕÛɯÖ×ÌÕɯÎÙÈÚÚàɯ
glade close to the open water. We are all addicted sun 
worshippers and enjoy bathing in natural waters 
especially when surrounded by the peace and 
tranquillity of this, our local forest.  
2ÖȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÏÌÓÓÖÚɯÈÓÓɯÙÖÜÕËɯÈÚɯ(ɯËÐÝÌɯÐÕÛÖɯ,Èɯ/ÌÕÕɀÚɯ

caff, passing several seriously committed punters 
playing  the fruit machines for cigarette prizes , as I 
arrive at the counter, beyond which is the kitchen. Ma 
Penn has had a good day and beaten the bookies for a 
nice few quid. She smilingly serves me a nice mug of 
tea and a nice hamburger with a generous dollop of 
ÕÐÊÌɯÎÙÌÈÚàɯÖÕÐÖÕÚȭɯ8ÜÔÔàȵɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÈÙÝÐÕÎɯÏÜÕÎÙàɯ
having had no grub since breakfast time.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Rose (óMaô) Penn at the door of her caff  
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Rose Penn is a larger than life character in every 
ÞÈàȭɯ%ÐÙÚÛȮɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÞÌÓÓ-built to put it politely ɬ I can 
only guess how many stones she weighs ɬ in the late 
teens at least. She is a tough, strong-minded lady who 
ËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÜÍÍÌÙɯÍÖÖÓÚɯÎÓÈËÓàȭɯ ÕËɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌ ÚÏÌɀÚɯÈÕɯ
inveterate gambler and loves her beloved horses. 
'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÐÙËɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ03ɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯ
actually in a win -win situation regarding her 
gambling interests. She has a close and fruitful 
relationship with the local bookie according to 
inspired gossip and when necessary pays off her 
gambling debts with nookie. No wonder she so often 
wears a smile on her face.  
(ɯÛÈÒÌɯÈɯ×ÌÞɯÈÕËɯÑÖÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÕÎȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯ×ÓÈÕÕÐÕÎɯÖÜÙɯ

first -for -the-year day trip to Thorpe Bay which adjoins 
Southend proper. I will hitchhike, the others will 
ÊàÊÓÌȭɯ6ÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÐËÌɀÚɯ
out, well out, as it so often is, we still have a raised 
concrete enclosure that retains several feet of sea 
water in which we can refresh ourselves whilst we 
wait patiently fo r the tide to turn. We are businesslike. 
Tom checks the tides timetable that is published in the 
evening newspaper before we visit. Another bonus 
we often receive is that even when the lands in Essex 
and Kent are shrouded with cloud, the actual estuary 
is often bathed in sunshine. An interesting 
phenomenon. Our aim is to obtain an early tan to start 
the summer off nicely. Yippee!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
I am in the centre with the trilby; Big Harold is on the right 

Now news from Big Harold  who was once a slim, 
wiry racing cyclist, no w turned body builder and 
weight -ÓÐÍÛÌÙȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌËɯÉàɯÚÖÔÌɯÞÈÎÚɯÈÚɯȿÉÖËàɯ
ÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓɀȭɯ"ÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÔÈÎÕÐÍÐÊÌÕÛɯ×ÌÊÛÖÙÈÓÚȭɯ'Èȵɯ
He tells us about his new young lady friend, a red 
headed and freckled beauty ɬ none of us has seen her 
yet. Love often arrives like an unexpected hurricane ɬ 
our Harold is now smitten ɬ yet again! Will it last? 
Harold has a lovely little earner, he was once 
apprenticed to a firm in Stratford that made ornate 
stained-glass leaded windows usually for churches. 
Now freedom -loving Harold works part -time making 
ornate lanterns in a garden shed. They fetch high 
prices in top West End stores. Another of his interests 
ÐÚɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛÐÕÎɯÝÐÕÛÈÎÌɯÉÐÒÌÚɯÈÕËɯÏÌɀÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯÈɯ
Penny Farthing at the right price.  

Bombhole Bob is five years older than Big Harold 
and has a wife he loves dearly and four lively and 
pro-active kids. Always a pleasure to meet them. The 
eldest, Danny, is already an entrepreneur and shares 
ÏÐÚɯËÈËɀÚɯÌÕÛÏÜÚÐÈÚÔÚɯÉàɯÙÐËÐÕÎɯhis bike and outdoor 
swimming. Bob in his youth worked hard on ill -paid 
jobs and was once the secretary of the London Young 
"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛɯ+ÌÈÎÜÌȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÕÖÞɯÍÖÜÕËɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ
dole ɬ benefits all round ɬ it pays more than any net 
wage he could possibly earn: a ridiculous state of 
affairs for so many.  

And, finally, a brief biography o f Tom the 
anarchist who is the oldest of the trio. TomɀÚɯÐÕÏÌÙÐÛÌËɯ
ÏÐÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÛÏÙÌÌ-bedroomed house in Leytonstone, 
has occasional lodgers, usually young nurses who he 
tries to get into bed with. He steadfastly remains a 
bachelor. He had been a full-time qualified printer 
and quite affluent but has since retired in his 40s. He 
now works part -time Saturday nights for the Sunday 
newspapers for a nice few quid. And, Tom never fails 
to give me a copy of Freedom, the anarchist weekly, 
when he sees me.  

This caff is one part of a lively social scene that has, 
by accident rather than design, evolved on this 
particular patch of the Epping New Road at 
Buckhurst Hill that was built to favour stage coaches. 
It allowed their horses to use a more level, shorter and 
quicker route to Epping, Newmarket and beyond. It is 
now known as the A11. Today most of the traffic is 
composed of lorries ɬ not too many cars on the road 
as yet, but, growing gradually. Cyclists face the future 
with foreboding.  

My eyes nearly popped out of my head when I 
saw Chris the other day, age 15, driving an articulated 
lorry and park ing it opposite the caff on the forecourt 
of the pub ɬ the Reindeer. How had he got away with 
ÐÛȳɯ'ÌɀÚɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÎÙÖÞÕɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯ)ÈÊÒɯÛÏÌɯ+ÈËȭɯ"ÏÙÐÚɯ
is the youngeÚÛɯÖÍɯ1ÖÚÌɯ/ÌÕÕɀÚɯÍÖÜÙɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕɯɬ two 
boys and two girls. But Chris is the one we are pally 
with.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Three of us enjoying refreshments on the concrete apron in front of 
the caff ï I am on the right 

The caff has its regular clientele by day including 
us, especially on sunny late afternoons. However, it 
really comes alive in the evenings when the local lads 
and lasses turn up to enjoy the latest rock and roll 
numbers on the jukebox and enjoy each otherɀÚɯ
company and make new friends.  

Rose only closes after the last customers have left. 
Her bloke, Jim, is often in charge in the evenings 
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which gives Rose a break ɬ ÐÛɀÚɯÖ×ÌÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÔÖÙÕɯÛÖɯ
night seven days a week. On Sundays, Ernie a former 
bike rider , brin gs his chess set up in the afternoon and 
many a night there are late evening card schools. I am 
for my sins a semi-ÙÌÛÐÙÌËɯ×ÖÒÌÙɯ×ÓÈàÌÙɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ
another story. This caff is part of a glorious anarchy. 
Rules and regs are healthily disregarded. Within the 
last few months, the Reindeer pub has also got itself a 
jukebox. Weekends are rock and roll time there and 
we jazz and jive to the rhythmic sounds with great 
enthusiasm. It is a very happy go lucky and spirited 
scene. Everyone has a good time in good company but 
sometimes, just sometimes, a fight will break out 
usually conforming to the Queensbury Rules ɬ dukes 
ÖÕÓàȵɯ.ÕÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯȿ!ÖàɀɯÍÌÓÓɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯȿ!ÈÚÏÌÙɀɯȹÙÌÈÓɯ
nicknames) inside the bar. The fight was ejected from 
the pub, spilled out onto the forecourt and  they finally 
fell into the middle of the Epping New Road. Leo the 
Lion (he had a tattooed lion on his forehead) and I 
held up the traffic till they had fought themselves to a 
standstill.  

Another day, another dollar. I work a four -day 
week and I only have to attend the office to render my 
accounts in the form of a balanced budget, deliver a 
ÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÕÌÞɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÈÕËɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÊÓÈÐÔÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯ×ÈÐËɯ
out. It only takes a couple of hours once a week. The 
punters do try to pull off a flanker sometimes. An 
illustrat ion: I paid out on a good quality overcoat that 
had been burnt ɬ only a little damage. Several weeks 
later another punter a few roads away made a claim. I 
recognised it immediately ɬ the self-same overcoat. 
Not to be reported ɬ (ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÈÊÊÌ×ÛɯÛÏe claim 
ÚÖɯÈÓÓɀÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÈÕËɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÈɯ
complete mug.  

So, today, I finish mid -afternoon with quality time 
ÛÖɯÝÐÚÐÛɯ,Èɯ/ÌÕÕɀÚɯÈÕËɯÙÌÓÈßɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÈÕËɯÈɯÚÕÈÊÒȭɯ
3ÏÌɯÊÈÍÍɀÚɯÌÔ×Ûàȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯ(ɀÔɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯÉàɯÈɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕɯ(ɀËɯ
never seen before who tells me he works on the bar 
up the road at the Bald Faced Stag. However, the 
conversation turns abruptly. He gives me a spiel 
advocating his nasty racist and fascist views; little 
ËÖÌÚɯÏÌɯÒÕÖÞɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯËÌÝÖÜÛɯ1ÌËȭɯ'ÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÔÌɯ
from Adam ɬ I hate his sort of talk delivered with a 
ÍÈÕÈÛÐÊɀÚɯÍÌÙÝÖÜÙȭɯ(ɯÛÙàɯÛÖɯÙÈÛÐÖÕÈÓÐÚÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÔȭɯȿ'ÈÝÌɯ
àÖÜɯÈɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËȳɀɯ 
ȿ-ÖȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÑÜÚÛɯÔÖÝÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÞÌÌÒȭɀ 
ȿ2ÖȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÖɯÔÌÌÛȮɯÚÈàɯÈɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÐÝÌɯÈÕËɯÕÐÊÌɯ

)ÌÞÐÚÏɯÎÐÙÓɯÈÕËɯÍÈÓÓɯÐÕɯÓÖÝÌɯÞÐÛÏɯȭɯȭɯȭȿ 
ɀ%ɭ Jews, I ÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯȭɯȭɯȭɯȿ 
I lose it! I grab him by the throat and shake him 

like the rabid rat he is. Behind me Rose is in action 
ÔÖËÌȭɯȿ&ÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔàɯÊÈÍÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÐÙɯÖÍɯàÖÜɯɬ Now! Or 
(ɀÓÓɯÚÏÖÖÛȵɀɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯ,Èɯ/ÌÕÕɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÙÌÚ×ÓÌÕËÌÕÛȮɯ
brandishing a murderous looking  double-barrelled 12 
bore shotgun, levelled straight at HIM. The fascist 
×ÈÓÌËɯÈÕËɯÐÚɯÍÙÐÛȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÜÚÏɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ
premises quick enough and was never, of course, seen 
again. We were both convulsed with laughter. A 
dramatic high for the day. I stil l wonder, was the gun 
actually loaded or not?  

I really must buy Rose a nice big bunch of roses ɬ 
Red ones of course.  

Postscript. The above memoir illustrates what life 
was like in the late 1950s and early 1960s in the 

described area. This part of Buckhurst Hill has now 
been largely rebuilt. The Reindeer public house, long 
gone, has been replaced by a block of three- and four -
storey flats. The Duke of Edinburgh public house, 
even longer gone, is now a very private looking, gated 
housing community. A sign o f insipient apartheid?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
An undated postcard of the Duke of Edinburgh, Epping New Road. 

A row of terraced town houses complete with 
essential ground floor integrated garages has replaced 
the Angela and Alpha caffs. So many of us used to 
enjoy the cheap and cheerful services they provided.  

This once thriving social scene, as I knew it, has 
been thoroughly erased ɬ no sign that it ever even 
existed. The new builds seem well designed and as 
pleasant on the eye as they can possibly be but . . . a 
bland nothingness pervades and a socially devoid 
desert has been created.  
ȿ(ÕËÐÝÐËÜÈÓÐÛàɯÙÜÓÌÚɯɬ there is no such thing as 

ÚÖÊÐÌÛàɀɯɬ Margaret Thatcher.  
Will the cycle rotate and will a socially desirable 

society be rebuilt?       Pete Relph 
 

#ÜÙÙÈÕÛɀÚɯ'ÈÕËÉÖÖÒɯÍÖÙɯ$ÚÚÌß 
(Robert) Miller Christy (1861ɬ1928), the well-known 
Essex author, wrote this book in 1887. His 
introduction covers such topics as history, geology, 
industries, newspapers, churches, castles, railways 
and hunting. Below is the section on cycling, followed 
by his entries on Loughton and Buckhurst Hill.  
 
Mr Robert Cook, of White House Farm, Chelmsford, Hon 
2ÌÊɯÈÕËɯ3ÙÌÈÚÜÙÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ$ÚÚÌßɯ"ÖÜÕÛàɯ"àÊÓÐÚÛÚɀɯ ÚÚÖÊÐÈÛÐÖÕȮɯ
and Captain of the West Essex Cycling Club, has kindly 
supplied the following information: Ther e is [he writes] 
probably no county in England that is more favourable to 
cycling than Essex. This is, firstly, on account of its flatness 
and the scarcity of steep or dangerous hills, and, secondly, 
because of the smooth gravelly roads, almost invariably met 
with in all parts of the county. It is necessary, however, to 
except the main roads adjacent to London, which are 
macadamised and consequently lumpy where the traffic is 
heavy.  

One frequently hears from those who have but recently 
ventured upon a bicy cle or tricycle, complaints as to the 
ȿÝÐÓÌɯÚÛÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËÚɀɯÐÕɯ$ÚÚÌßȰɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÞÏÖɯÏÈÝÌɯȿÛÖÜÙÌËɀɯ
in the Shires, or Scotland, or Wales, or in many other parts 
of our island, have had to traverse roads of a slippery, 
chalky nature that would not for a m oment bear comparison 
with those in our own neighbourhood, to say nothing of the 
loose, winding hills which the tourist, unhappily, cannot 
avoid. The advantages referred to naturally led to bicycling 
and tricycling being quickly taken up in Essex on its fi rst 
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general introduction into the county as a practical and 
pleasant means of locomotion; and clubs devoted 
exclusively to this branch of athletics were speedily formed 
in most of the principal towns. These clubs subsequently 
formed themselves into a county association in 1883, and 
the institution in the same year of a county bicycling 
championship has been the means of making the sport even 
more popular with the younger riders.  

The vast improvements that have been made in the 
mechanism of tricycles quite recently has allowed not only 
ladies, but both sexes of mature years, to take part in a 
pastime which had previously been debarred them, and 
there are probably as many machines with the extra wheel 
in use at the present time as there are of those of the more 
elegant, if less safe, bicycle.  

Perhaps the most attractive spot in Essex for cyclists is 
Epping Forest, where, every day, and especially on 
Saturdays, may be seen hundreds of riders of all ages and 
classes enjoying the charming scenery to be found there, 
presuming, of course, that the weather is favourable. There 
are, however, many other resorts within the county where 
the tourist is wont to wend his way, and in the summer 
months, Southend, Clacton, Walton-on-the-Naze, and other 
towns on the east coast are especially popular, though the 
roads leading to them are generally very loose and stony. 
3ÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ"àÊÓÐÚÛÚɀɯ4ÕÐÖÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ"àÊÓÐÚÛÚɀɯ3ÖÜÙÐÕÎɯ"ÓÜÉȮɯ

and other large institutions have done much to add to the 
comfort of tourists by arranging a fixed tarif f at one of the 
principal hotels in most towns throughout the country, by 
appointing efficient workmen as repairers, and by erecting 
conspicuous notices on the dangerous hills, warning riders 
that they are unrideable. With the steam rollers which are 
now i n use on most of our main roads, enthusiasts are only 
waiting for some genius to introduce a new motive -power 
to the tricycle in the shape of electricity or otherwise, when 
the millennium, as far as concerns this modern means of 
locomotion, will unquestion ably have arrived.  

Hills that are dangerous for bicyclists are noted in the 
following parishes ɬ Ardleigh, Billericay, Brentwood, 
Buckhurst Hill, Chingford, Danbury, North Fambridge, 
Hadleigh, Hatfield Broad Oak, High Beech, Horndon -on-
the-Hill, Lawford, M aldon, Rayleigh, Rochford, St 
Lawrence, South Weald, Stock and Great Waltham. 

 
Loughton  
A picturesque parish on the borders of Epping Forest. Its 
church (St John the Baptist), built in 1846, is of brick in the 
Norman style. It is cruciform, and has a low c entral tower 
containing 8 bells. The registers date from 1673. The 
memorial church of St Nicholas was built in 1877 on the site 
of the original church, and contains brasses removed from 
this to John Stonnard (1541) and his wives Joan and 
Catherine, William  Nodes, gent (1594), and his 6 sons, and 
to the Wroth family. The church of St Mary the Virgin, built 
in 1871, is of stone in the Early English style. It is a chapel-
of-ease to the mother church of St John the Baptist. There 
are also Union and Wesleyan chapels. The Public Hall, built 
in 1883, contains an Assembly Room, Institute, Reading 
Room and Library of 300 volumes. 

 
Buckhurst Hill  
An ecclesiastical district, formed in 1838 out of Chigwell 
parish. Its church (St John) was built of stone in the Early 
English style in 1837, but has since been much enlarged. The 
town, which is populous, has many good shops and 
residences, and may be regarded as a suburb of London. It 
is very pleasantly situated on a hill -top, with fine views over 
the Roding valley and Epping Forest, an outlying portion of 
ÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÚɯ+ÖÙËɀÚɯ!ÜÚÏÌÚȮɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯÈËÑÖÐÕÚɯÛÏÌɯ
main street. The hill between Woodford and Ep ping, is long, 

steep and rough. It is unrideable for cyclists. The 
headquarters of the Essex Field Club (Wm Cole Esq, FES, 
Hon Sec, 8 Knighton Villas) are in this town. Inns: Bald 
Faced Stag, and Roebuck (CTC) ɬ both excellent.  
#ÜÙÙÈÕÛɀÚɯ'ÈÕËÉÖÖÒɯÍÖÙɯ$ÚÚÌx: a guide to the principal 

buildings, places, and objects of interest in each parish in 
the county; for the use of tourists and others. With an 

introduction treating of its history, geology, area, 
population, literature, antiquities, 

 worthies, natural history, etc.  
Published by Edmund Durrant and Co, 90 High 

Street, Chelmsford, in 1887. 
Lynn Jones 

 

Dickens and Essex 
The connection of Charles Dickens with Chigwell is 
well known and in 1962 the delightfully named 
Rudolph Robert penned an article for Essex 
Countryside ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÌÕÛÐÛÓÌËɯȿ$ÕÊÏÈÕÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯ
"ÏÐÎÞÌÓÓɀȭɯ'ÐÚɯÈÙÛÐÊÓÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÊÌÓÌÉÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯƕƙƔÛÏɯ
ÈÕÕÐÝÌÙÚÈÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙɀÚɯÉÐÙÛÏȭɯ3ÏÌɯÖÕÊÌɯÓÖÊÈÓɯ
historian and bookseller William Addison also wrote 
about the places visited or written about by Dicke ns 
in his 1955 book, In the Steps of Charles Dickens.  

Both of them wrote of the dislike Dickens had for 
"ÏÌÓÔÚÍÖÙËȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ#ÐÊÒÌÕÚɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÐÛɯȿÛÏÌɯËÜÓÓÌÚÛɯÈÕËɯ
ÔÖÚÛɯÚÛÜ×ÐËɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÖÕɯÌÈÙÛÏɀȭɯ2ÖɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ
Dickens, probably in his years as a reporter, travelled 
around and through the county and knew it quite 
well . 

Dickens first went to Chelmsford in 1835 to report 
the election for the Morning Chronicle. Driving himself 
to Braintree in a gig he reported on the election scene: 
ȿÉÈÕÕÌÙÚȮɯËÙÜÔÚȮɯ"ÖÕÚÌÙÝÈÛÐÝÌɯemblems, horsemen, 
go-ÊÈÙÛÚɯÍÐÓÓÌËɯÌÝÌÙàɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÎÙÌÌÕɯÈÕËɯÖ×ÌÕɯÚ×ÈÊÌɀɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ
people waited for the arrival of the candidates. Every 
time his horse heard a drum he bounced into a hedge 
ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËȮɯȿÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÏÐÔɯ
out he bounced inÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÌËÎÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÚÐËÌɀȭɯ
Dickens broke his whip but thought he had driven in 
ȿÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÛàÓÌɀȭɯ/ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÍÌÌÓɯÚÖÙÙàɯ
for the horse and be grateful that drums no longer 
figure in elections!  

In Chelmsford the weather was wild and wet and  
this led to the comment above, made when he stayed 
at the Black Boy Hotel looking out of the window at 
the rain and thinking that his dinner was the only 
thing likely to restore hope. He found only an army 
drill manual to read and thought that he had read  it 
ÖÍÛÌÕɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯȿËÙÐÓÓɯƕƔƔɯÙÌÊÙÜÐÛÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÔÌÔÖÙàɀȭɯ3ÏÌɯ
unfortunately named hotel was demolished in 1857 
and had been converted to that use from the town 
ÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ#Ìɯ5ÌÙÌɀÚȮɯ$ÈÙÓÚɯÖÍɯ.ßÍÖÙËȭɯ(ÛɯÍÐÎÜÙÌÚɯ
briefly in the Pickwick Papers, chapter 20. Pickwick 
Papers in part is set in the eastern counties (as is David 
Copperfield) and shows how familiar Dickens was with 
the road to Ipswich, via Chelmsford. He also felt that 
the townscape of Chelmsford provided very little 
ÚÊÌÕÐÊɯÈ××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÐÖÕȯɯȿÖÕÓàɯÛÞÖɯÐÔÔÌnse prisons, large 
ÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯÏÖÓËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÏÈÉÐÛÈÕÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛàɀȭ 

Many years later, talking of his time as a reporter, 
ÏÌɯÚÈÐËȯɯȿ1ÌÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÏÖÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÌßÊÐÛÐÕÎɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯ
meetings in the country to the waiting press in 
London . . . I have been upset in almost every 
description of vehicle known to this country. I have 
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been . . . belated on miry roads, towards the small 
hours, forty or fifty miles from London, in a wheeless 
carriage, with exhausted horses and drunken post-
boys and have got back in time for pÜÉÓÐÊÈÛÐÖÕȭɀ 

Arabin House in Manor Road at High Beach is 
thought to be a late 16th or early l7th century house 
remodelled about 1800. It is a Grade II listed country 
house set in 11 acres of mature park land. In January 
2018, it was valued at £10 million. It stands on what 
was once the Manor House of Woodredon and was 
bought in 1834 by William St Julien Arabin (1773ɬ
1841) who was a lawyer and judge. Arabin attended 
St Paul's School, London, and Corpus Christi College, 
Cambridge. He was admitted to Inner Temple in 1793, 
called to the Bar in 1801 and appointed Serjeant-at-
Law in 1824.1 As a judge, Arabin was an eccentric 
figure, not remarkable for lucidi ty of speech or 
intelligence, notorious for his confused 
pronouncements and in later life he became partially 
deaf. Dickens used this local resident as the model for 
Serjeant Snubbin, leading counsel in Bardell v Pickwick 
(Chapter 34 of The Pickwick PapersȺȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÖÍɯ ÙÈÉÐÕɀÚɯ
most famous quotes include:  

 
If there ever was a case of clearer evidence than this of 
persons acting together, this case is that case 
 
and 
 
They will steal the very teeth out of your mouth as you walk 
through the streets ɬ I know it from experience.  

 
Also, William Addison quoted from the Recollections 
of Serjeant Robinson: 

 
Arabinȯɯȿ6ÌÓÓȮɯÞÐÛÕÌÚÚȮɯàÖÜÙɯÕÈÔÌɯÐÚɯ)ÖÏÕɯ3ÖÔÒÐÕÚȭɀ 
Witnessȯɯȿ-ÖȮɯÔàɯÓÖÙËȮɯ)ÖÏÕɯ3ÈàÓÖÙȭɀ 
Arabinȯɯȿ ÏȮɯ(ɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌɯÈɯÚÈÐÓÖÙȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÓÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ-ÌÞɯ
"ÜÛȭɀ 
Witnessȯɯȿ-ÖȮɯÔàɯÓÖÙËȮɯ(ɯÓÐÝÌɯÈÛɯ6È××ÐÕÎȭɀ 
Arabinȯɯȿ-ÌÝÌÙɯÔÐÕËɯàÖÜÙɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÚÏÖ××ÐÕÎȭɯ'ÈËɯàÖÜɯ
àÖÜÙɯÞÈÛÊÏȳɀ 

 
In Great ExpectationsȮɯ#ÐÊÒÌÕÚɀɯÍÈÔÐÓÐÈÙÐÛàɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ

Essex bank of the Thames is used to describe 
,ÈÎÞÐÛÊÏɀÚɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÌÚÊÈ×Ìȭɯ ËËÐÚÖÕɯÈÙÎÜÌÚɯÛÏÈÛȮɯ
ÈÚɯ/Ð×ɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÙÙÈÐÕɯÞÈÚɯȿÓÐÒÌɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÔÈÙÚÏɯ
ÊÖÜÕÛÙàɀȮɯÔÌÈÕÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÖɯÔÈÙÚÏÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯ
side of the river, the action took place mainly on the 
$ÚÚÌßɯÉÈÕÒȭɯ/Ð×ɀÚɯÓÈÕËÐÕÎɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÌÈÙɯÈɯȿÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÚØÜÈÛɯ
ÓÐÎÏÛÏÖÜÚÌɀɯÈÕËɯ ËËÐÚÖÕɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÖÕɯÈɯÚÛÖÕàɯ
spit . . . about a mile west of Mucking Lighthouse . . . 
which was the only landing place within miles ɀȭɯ3ÏÌàɯ
then decided to seek shelter for the night at what must 
have been the Lobster Smack inn on Canvey Island 
(Great Expectations, Chapter 54, which Addison 
ÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÚɯÐÚɯȿÐÕɯÈɯÊÓÈÚÚɯÖÍɯÐÛÚɯÖÞÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÛÌÙÈÛÜÙÌɯÖÍɯ
ÛÏÌɯÌÚÛÜÈÙàɀȺȭɯ#ÐÊÒÌÕÚɯÈÓÚÖɯÞÙÖÛÌɯÖÍɯÛÏe Thames in 
ȿ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ3ÐËÌɀɯÐÕɯMiscellaneous Pieces and, in a 
more sombre vein, in Our Mutual Friend. 

Dickens was very familiar with the outskirts of 
East London and with Chigwell , the scene of part of 
Barnaby Rudge. He wrote to John Forster, his friend, 
ÉÐÖÎÙÈ×ÏÌÙɯÈÕËɯÌßÌÊÜÛÖÙȯɯȿ"ÏÐÎÞÌÓÓȮɯÔàɯËÌÈÙɯÍÌÓÓÖÞȮɯ
is the greatest place in the world. Name your day for 
going. Such a delicious old inn opposite the church-
yard ɬ such a lovely ride ɬ such beautiful forest 

scenery ɬ such an out of the way, rural place ɬ such a 
ÚÌßÛÖÕȵɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÕÈÔÌɯàÖÜÙɯËÈàȭɀɯ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

The Kingôs Head, Chigwell, photo courtesy of Richard Morris 

%ÖÙÚÛÌÙɯÞÙÖÛÌȯɯȿ3ÏÌɯËÈàɯÞÈÚɯÕÈÔÌËɯÈÛɯÖÕÊÌɯȭɯȭɯȭɯ'ÐÚɯ
promise was exceeded by our enjoyment and his 
delight in the double recognition of himself and 
Barnaby, by the landlord of the nice old inn, far 
exceeded any pride he would have taken in what the 
world th ÐÕÒÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÐÎÏÌÚÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÏÖÕÖÜÙȭɀ 

Addison describes the hostelry in depth . He also 
tells how the Powells of Luctons, Buckhurst Hill, had 
a London town house next door to Dickens in 
Tavistock Square. Mrs Powell asked Dickens why the 
*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ'ÌÈËɯÐÚɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏe Maypole in the novel , which 
is the name of a pub in Chigwell Row. She said local 
×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÈËɯËÐÍÍÐÊÜÓÛàɯÐÕɯÈÊÊÌ×ÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ'ÌÈËɯÈÚɯ
the Maypole because Chigwell had no village green; 
also if Chigwell Row was meant, the church was 
modern and did not fi t his description of the church in 
the novel. Addison said that onÌɯÖÍɯ,ÙÚɯ/ÖÞÌÓÓɀÚɯ
daughters ÛÖÓËɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÈÛɯ#ÐÊÒÌÕÚɯÏÈËɯȿ×ÈÛÊÏÌËɀɯÛÏÌɯ
two areas to produce a composite picture. 

Interestingly for us is the prototype of The Warren, 
the great house in Barnaby Rudge. Some have said it 
was Rolls Park, the now demolished home of the 
Harvey family, but Addison says that Dickensians opt 
for old Loughton Hall, destroyed by fire in December 
1836. So Dickens must have visited the area before the 
1840s to gather material and indeed Ackroyd, in his 
book Dickens, suggests that Barnaby was a much 
delayed novel, overtaken by other commitments in 
ÛÏÌɯÌÈÙÓàɯËÈàÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙɀÚɯÍÈÔÌȭ 

In his biography Forster tells how:  
 

Dickens was very fond of riding in those early years, an d 
there was no recreation he so much indulged, or with such 
profit to himself, in the intervals of his hardest work . . . His 
notion of finding rest from mental exertion in as much 
bodily exertion of equal severity continued with him to the 
last; taking in  the later years what I always thought the too 
great strain of as many miles in walking as he [then]  took in 
ÛÏÌɯÚÈËËÓÌȭɀɯ 
 
So he would have ridden a horse out to Chigwell and 
other villages in the environs of London and walked 
in later years the 16 miles to Cheshunt (see below) and 
from his office in London to his home at Gadɀs Hill 
near Rochester. 
3ÏÌɯÝÐÚÐÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ'ÌÈËɯÈÛɯ"ÏÐÎÞÌÓÓɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯ

1841 when he was writing Barnaby Rudge, then 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/St_Paul%27s_School,_London
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Corpus_Christi_College,_Cambridge
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Corpus_Christi_College,_Cambridge
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Inner_Temple
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Called_to_the_bar
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Serjeant-at-law
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Serjeant-at-law
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publishing in serial parts. It is a book largely set in the 
Chigwell  area and one of my favourites. It centres 
round an actual historical event ɬ the anti-Catholic 
riots led by Lord George Gordon in 1780. There were 
several days of rioting which began with a massive 
and orderly protest in London against the Papists Act 
of 1778, intended to reduce official discrimination 
against British Catholics enacted by the Popery Act 
1698. Lord George Gordon, head of the Protestant 
Association, warned that the law would enable 
Catholics in the British Army to become a dangerous 
threat. The protest led to widespread rioting and 
looting, including attacks on Newgate Prison and the 
Bank of England and was the most destructive in the 
history of London . Painted on the wall of Newgate 
prison was the proclamation that the inmates had 
ÉÌÌÕɯÍÙÌÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙÐÛàɯÖÍɯȿ'ÐÚɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàȮɯ*ÐÕÎɯ
,ÖÉɀȭɯ3ÏÌɯÛÌÙÔɯȿ*ÐÕÎɯ,ÖÉɀɯÈÍÛÌÙÞÈÙËÚɯËÌÕÖÛÌËɯÈÕɯ
unruly and fearsome proletariat.  

According to Peter Ackroyd, the themes of the 
novel arose from the relationship Dickens had with 
ÏÐÚɯÕÌɀÌÙ-do-well father (as neither of the main fathers 
in the novel is trusted by his son), and the political 
situation in England at the time of writing which  
ÌÕÎÈÎÌËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙɀÚɯÓÐÉÌÙÈÓɯÚàÔ×ÈÛÏÐÌÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ
downtrodden, so much so that he was writing 
anonymous pieces for The Examiner. 

The Uncommercial Traveller, chapter 29, tells of the 
ÎÙÌÈÛɯÚÌÕÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÊÈÜÚÌËɯÈÛɯ3ÐÛÉÜÓÓɀÚɯ ÓÔÚÏÖÜÚÌÚɯÞÏÌÕɯ
ȿÈɯÛÈÓÓȮɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÚÈÓÓÖÞɯÓÈËàɀɯÐÕÏÈÉÐÛÈÕÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÞÌ×ÛɯÜ×ɯ
ÉàɯÈɯȿÎÐ×Úà-×ÈÙÛàɀɯÐÕɯÈɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎ-van and taken to Epping 
%ÖÙÌÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯËÈàɀÚɯ×ÓÌÈÚÜÙÌȵ In later years Dickens gave 
readings from his works and visited Colchester, 
where: ȿÏÈÓÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÖÞÕɯÞÈÚɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÈÞÈàɀɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÓÓȭ 

In 1859 Dickens became interested in psychic 
phenomena and suggested that an account of a 
haunted house at Cheshunt in nearby Hertfordshire 
should be investigated. Wilkie Collins and W H Willis 
travelled ahead in a brougham (they took some fresh 
fish because Dickens did not trust the local hotel) and 
Dickens and John Hollinshead walked the 16 miles to 
Cheshunt ɬ Dickens was a prodigious walker! They 
ÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÓÓÈɯÈÕËɯ#ÐÊÒÌÕÚɯÞÙÖÛÌȯɯȿ(ɯÊÈÕɯ
hear of no one at Cheshunt who ever heard of 
anything worse in  it . . . than rats, and a servant . . . 
said to have a skillful way of poaching for rabbits at 
ÜÕÛÐÔÌÓàɯÏÖÜÙÚȭɀ 

Another connection with Hertfordshire arose 
when the efforts Dickens made to promote the careers 
ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÔÐÚÛÙÌÚÚȮɯ$ÓÓÌÕɯȹȿ-ÌÓÓàɀȺ Ternan, 
had come to nothing. Dickens had made friends in 
Italy with Thomas Trollope and , ÞÏÌÕɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚɀÚɯÞÐÍÌɯ
died suddenly , his brother , the writer  Anthony, took 
on the care of 3ÏÖÔÈÚɀÚ daughter Bice at his home at 
Waltham Cross. Dickens arranged for Fanny Ternan, 
-ÌÓÓàɀÚɯÚÐÚÛÌÙȮɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ6ÈÓÛÏÈÔɯ"ÙÖÚÚɯÖÕɯÈÓÛÌÙÕÈÛÌɯ
weekends from May 1865, staying from Saturday to 
Monday, to give Bice singing lessons. Fanny later 
married Thomas, so Dickens brought them together. 

 
I think it is fair to say that no other English novelist 
travelled over so much of England and Scotland both 
as a young and older man and portrayed so much of 
the country as it was at that time in print. We are 

lucky that he left a hoofprint in the local a rea and 
perhaps it would be best to finish with his description 
ÖÍɯ3ÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ'ÌÈË2 at Chigwell, The Maypole in 
Barnaby Rudge: 

 
The Maypole . . . was an old building, with more gable ends 
than a lazy man would care to count on a sunny day; huge 
zigzag chimneys, out of which it seemed as though even 
smoke could not choose but come in more than naturally 
fantastic shapes imparted to it in its tortuous progress; and 
vast stables, gloomy, ruinous and empty . . . the Maypole 
was really an old house, a very old house . . . its windows 
were old diamond -pane lattices, its floors were sunken and 
uneven, its ceilings blackened by the hand of time and 
heavy with massive beams. Over the doorway was an 
ancient porch, quaintly and grotesquely carved; and here on 
summer evenings the more favoured customers smoked 
and drank . . . 

 
I am grateful to Richard Morris for the use of his 
×ÏÖÛÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ'ÌÈËɯÈÕËɯÈÓÌÙÛÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÛÖɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯ
 ËËÐÚÖÕɀÚɯÉÖÖÒɯÖÕɯ#ÐÊÒÌÕÚȭ 
 
Notes 

1. William St Julien Arabin (1773ɬ1841)  was born either in 
Norwich  or abroad, the only surviving son of General William John 
Arabin  of Ireland, who left him significant estates in Essex and 
Middlesex. He was descended from one of the oldest families in 
Provence and his Huguenot ancestor Bartholomew d'Arabin fled to 
Holland after the revocation of the Edict of Nantes in 1685, and 
came to England with King William III  in 1688. Arabin was also 
Deputy Recorder of the City of London  and served as Judge-
Advocate-General of the Army 1838ɬ39. He was a judge of the 
Central Criminal Court  and of the Sheriffs' Court of the City of 
London and was a Verderer of the forests of Epping  and Hainault . 
Arabin married M ary Meux in Camden in 1802. He died at Arabin 
House on 15 December 1841. (Wikipedia.) For Arabin House see: 
https//houseandheritage.org/2018/01/30/arabinhouse 

2. 3ÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ'ÌÈËɯËÈÛÌÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯ2ÛÜÈÙÛɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÉÜÛɯÏÈËɯÔÈÕàɯ
alterations. It has always been an important hostelry and from 1713 
ÞÈÚɯÜÚÌËɯÍÖÙɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ÖÙÌÚÛɯ5ÌÙËÌÙÌÙÚɀɯ"ÖÜÙÛɯÖÍɯ
Attachments of Waltham Forest. In the 1850s it was a favourite for 
public authorities banqueting at the general expense on the good 
fare the inn was noted for! (Essex County History.) Richard Morris 
ÞÙÐÛÌÚȯɯȿ3ÏÌɯ5ÌÙËÌÙÌÙÚɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÕÕɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÜÐÛÈÉÓÌɯÍÖÙɯ
their deliberations and even had their own wine cellar, which was 
stocked by the holders of licences to hunt the Forest who, according 
to a record of June 1723, were required to supply three dozen 
ÉÖÛÛÓÌÚɯÖÍɯÞÐÕÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÛɀÚɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚȭɀɯȹThe Verderers and Courts of 
Waltham Forest, 1250ɬ2000 (LDHS, 2004).) 
 

References 
Ackroyd, Peter: Dickens (London: Guild Publishing, 1990).  
Addison, William: In the Steps of Charles Dickens (London: Rich and 

Cowan, 1955). 
Dickens, Charles: Barnaby Rudge; Great Expectations; Miscellaneous 

Pieces; The Pickwick Papers; David Copperfield; Our Mutual Friend; 
The Uncommercial Traveller (many editions available).  

Forster, John: The Life of Charles Dickens (London: Chapman and 
Hall, n.d.).  

1ÖÉÌÙÛȮɯ1ÜËÖÓ×Ïȯɯȿ$ÕÊÏÈÕÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯ"ÏÐÎÞÌÓÓɀȮɯEssex Countryside, 
February, 1962. 

Tomalin, Claire: Charles Dickens: A Life (New York: Penguin, 2011). 
ɭ: The Invisible Woman ɬ The Story of Nelly Ternan and Charles 

Dickens (London: Penguin, 2014). 

Ted Martin  
 

Dickens in Wanstead 
In 2017 journalist Ann -Marie Abbasah investigated 
whether or not Dickens owned a house in Wanstead. 
It appeared that a house advertisement claimed that 
ÏÌɯÏÈËɯÖÞÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÛàȮɯÈÕËɯ!ÖÕÏÈÔɀÚȮɯÛÏÌɯ
auctioneers, had previously held documents, later 
sold, which showed his signature on the 
conveyancing documents. Ms Abbasah contacted the 
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archivist at Wanstead United Reformed Church, 
Maggie Brown, who confirmed that Dickens did 
indeed buy the property, in Grove Road (now 
Grosvenor Road), probably to house his mistress, 
Ellen (Nelly) Ternan , though this property is no t 
ÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÐÕɯ"ÓÈÐÙÌɯ3ÖÔÈÓÐÕɀÚ The Invisible Woman 
(Penguin, 2014), though many others are. The book is 
a very readable account of the affair. 
With thanks to the Ilford Recorder of 26 January and 21 
September 2017 (Ed) 

 
 

All f ur Henry!  
Passenger plea puts puss in clover 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Central Line travellers were not slow to help out when 
Henry, the Buckhurst Hill station cat, fell ill. They put paws 
into pockets to produce a total of £48 when Henry, had to be 
taken to the vet suffering from a lump in the side and 
worms and mites in his ears. 

But when the Palmerston Road Hospital consultant 
heard about the station appeal he waived the fee. 
Passengers arriving at the station on Tuesday were 
informed that the money they donated would instead be 
used, with their approval, to keep Henry well fed and with 
ȿÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÊÙÌÈÛÜÙÌɯÊÖÔÍÖÙÛÚɀȭɯ'ÐÚɯÍÖÖËɯÐÚɯÕÖÙÔÈÓÓàɯ×ÈÐËɯÍÖÙɯÉàɯ
station staff. 
2ÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÖÙÌÔÈÕɯ#ÈÝÐËɯ/ÐÛÔÈÕɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ'ÌÕÙàɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕɯ

here for 13 years and lots of passengers know and like him. 
6Ìɯ×ÜÛɯÈɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯËÖÕÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÛÖÞÈÙËÚɯÝÌÛɀÚɯÍÌÌÚɯÉÜÛɯ
ËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ȭɯ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÝÌÙàɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËɯ
ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÌɯÈÕËɯÈÙÌɯÌßÛÙÌÔÌÓàɯÎÙÈÛÌÍÜÓȭɀ 

Independent, 10 January 1992 
Your editor remembers buying little catmint treats for 
Henry from the much -missed pet shop at the bottom 
of Queen's Road. 

 

"ÈÛÚɀɯ!ÙÈÐÕÚ 
I used to run Lenham Archaeological Society, which  
has now become a Historical Society: Lenham 
Heritage Society. When we were studying the field 
names of the parish, we discovered one called Catsɀ 
Brains on the 1841 tithe map. There is no real 
explanation of the name that I can find on the 
internet . . . except comment in 2001 from your 
Society!  

Out local Kent Archaeological Society explanation 
(which  was told to me by Dennis Anstey a member of 
KAS) was that it is associated with fields near the 
Downs, and is so called because of the preponderance 
of quartz -like grains of chalk resembling catsɀ brains. 
These come from areas of the harder chalk called 

Melbourne rock and there is a seam of that that runs 
along the North  Downs on the line of the Pilgrims 
Way. It is presumably why that trackway does not 
wear away. The only other places that I noticed these 
small nodules was near an area of iron slag, where 
Romans/Iron Age people had been smelting it in 
Lenham, and also at a Romano-British  iron workings 
near Brede in East Sussex. As that latter location was 
not near chalk, it made me wonder if the Romans 
transported calcium carbonate in the form of ȿcatsɀ 
brainsɀ to slag their iron of  impurities  (easier to 
transport than chalk , perhaps?) 

Our ȿÊatsɀ brainsɀ field is adjacent to a chalk pit 
field and both lie just below the Pilgrims Way.  

You can see the chalk pit (ploughed out) on Google 
Earth TQ 8940.6272. 

 
 
 
My scribbled  

catôs brainô! 

 
 
 
 

 
Lesley Feakes 

The article (from Newsletter 149 of October 2001) 
Lesley refers to deserves to reappear . . . 

 

Cats Brains in Loughton  
In the 1739 Demesne Survey of the Parish of 
Loughton, Robert Stiles (1663ɬ1739), a substantial 
landowner in the manor of Debden Hall, possessed a 
broad swathe of farmland surrounding the manor 
house. Old field -names were carefully recorded in 
these surveysȮɯÈÕËɯ#ÌÉËÌÕɀÚɯÍÐÌÓËÚɯÐÕÊÓÜËÌËɯÚÜÊÏɯ
straightforward descriptive titles as Goose Acres and 
Horse Leys. However, one of the fields had the 
extraordinary name of Cats Brains. This was a five-
acre field which, together with a group of other fields 
in the vicin ity had the collective name of Hassops. 
This was mentioned in a document of c1400 as 
Harshipps, which by 1585 had become a small 
roadside green, which was still in existence in the 
mid -nineteenth century. The name may be from 
Anglo -Saxon hros si, meaning horse path.  

But how did Cats Brains come by its bizarre 
monicker? This was a problem which defeated 
6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯ"ÏÈ×ÔÈÕɯ6ÈÓÓÌÙȮɯ+ÖÜÎÏÛÖÕɀÚɯÉÌÚÛ-known 
19th-century historian. In his 10 -part survey, Essex 
Field-Names, Waller struggles to find a logical 
meaning for the name:  

 
3ÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿÊÈÛɀɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÕÕÌßÐÖÕɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓÓàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ
ËÌÙÐÝÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÙÕÈÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÉÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯȿ"ÈÛÚɯ
!ÙÈÐÕÚɀɯÐÚɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÈÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÓÐÕÎȭɯ ÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÎÓÈÕÊÌɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÈÚɯ
though it must be a corruption of something quite different. 
By chance, however, I came on an early grant to the Abbot 
ÖÍɯ!ÖÙËÌÚÓÌàȮɯ"ÖÜÕÛàɯÖÍɯ6ÈÙÞÐÊÒȮɯÖÍɯÓÈÕËÚɯȿÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ
"ÈÛÊÏÌÚÉÙÈàÕɯÈÕËɯ&ÙÖÚÍÜÙÓÖÕÎɀɯȭɯȭɯȭɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÕËÐÊÈÛÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ
modern form is not so far removed from the ancient, 
whatever the meaning of that may be. 
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Waller  later discovered a further example of a field 
called Cats Brains in Oxfordshire, and it is now 
known that there are in fact nine examples in that 
county, six in Gloucestershire, two in Wiltshire, two in 
Surrey, and one each in Dorset, Essex (our Loughton 
one), Hertfordshire, Northamptonshire, Shropshire, 
and Warwickshire.  

In fact, the name has a straightforward if slightly 
gruesome meaning. It derives from Middle English 
cattes-brayen, and is a medieval expression for soil 
consisting of rough clay mixed w ith small pebbles, 
not unlike the consistency of ɬ well, you get the 
picture.   

Rather remarkably, Cats Brains still exists. The 
substantial hill slope on farmland immediately east of 
Willingale Road roughly between Audley Gardens 
and St Thomas More church is Cats Brains. A footpath 
ÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ)ÌÏÖÝÈÏɀÚɯ6ÐÛÕÌÚÚÌÚɯ*ÐÕÎËÖÔɯ'ÈÓÓɯÈÕËɯ
Debden Park school leading to Theydon Park Road in 
Theydon Bois takes the wayfarer right past Cats 
Brains, which lies on the left. Like many medieval 
fields, Cats Brains has recently been amalgamated 
ÞÐÛÏɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÍÖÙÔɯÈɯÓÈÙÎÌÙɯȿ×ÙÈÐÙÐÌɀɯÍÐÌÓËȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯ
broad shoulder of hillside remains a distinctive, and 
certainly the most strangely -named, Loughton 
landmark.  
  
Sources  
Field, John: English Field Names ɬ A Dictionary (1972).  
Waller, William Chapman : Essex Field-Names [Part I ɬ The Hundred of 

Ongar and the Half Hundreds of Harlow and Waltham] (1903).  
Waller, William Chapman:  Loughton in Essex (1900).  

Stephen Pewsey 
 

The Black Eagle Sports and Social 
Club 
Although we may be living in a period that calls for 
unstinting devotion and earnestness to our daily tasks, so 
much the more does it become necessary when the occasion 
permits to relax and take an interest in what is sometimes 
called the Sporting side of life. 

It is often thought that of those who are daily engaged in 
the manufacture of alcoholic beverages, there could be but a 
negligible percentage of men able to compete with those 
who are not connected with the industry of which we are 
justly proud.  

Yet it is well known th at the Breweries of London 
produce athletes well able to hold their own in their 
respective spheres and reflect credit on their promoting 
organisations. 

As far as our own Sports Club is concerned we boast a 
membership of five hundred and sixty seven, which  is 
approximately ninety five per cent of the Brewery 
employees. This probably reflects on the untiring zeal and 
energy of E S Finch, who took over the Secretaryship in 
1923, when the membership totalled but one hundred. 

The photograph . . . shows the Brewery Cricket Team in 
1889, but prior to this date a team was in existence. 
Therefore it would be probably true to say that the Firm 
were amongst the first of the large Breweries to encourage 
Sport. 

It was in 1884 that the late Mr Gerald Buxton first came 
to the Brewery, and, as well as becoming active in Brewery 
matters, took a very keen interest in the sporting side, which 
he continued to do right up to the last; in fact he sent a 
message to all employees on the occasion of the annual 
sports by Mrs Buxton, who came to present the prizes. 

In 1884 Mr Gerald Buxton instituted the series of cricket 
ÔÈÛÊÏÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ,ÌÚÚÙÚɯ6ÏÐÛÉÙÌÈËÚɀɯ!ÙÌÞÌÙàɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÖÖÒɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯ
every summer for many years at Knighton, Buckhurst Hill, 
and for which his father, the late Mr Edward North B uxton, 
kept practically open house to the brewery clerks, men and 
their wives.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Black Eagle Cricket Club, 1889 

Back row: Walter Rich, John Rogers, Geo Stock 
Third row: Rimmington (Senr), A Beardwell, Pettett (Senr), A Rich, 

Waller, Harman, W Willis, French, J Willson, Mann 
Second row: J Rattray, H Blythe, R Fuller, F Ray, H Baster, T Aves, 

J Fryer 
Front row: Rimmington, E Pettit, A Fairman, T Maughan 

Since the War the Sports have been held annually from 
1919. The first year was a much smaller event than those 
that have followed, and was held at Great West Hatch at the 
invitation of the late Mr J  M Hanbury. The following year 
Mr J H Buxton invited the whole of the employees to 
Easneye and the next year Mr Gerald Buxton invited all 
employees and their wives to Birch Hall, Theydon Bois, 
where they were entertained to tea in marquees specially 
erected for the purpose.  

Since this date the Sports have been held on the Sports 
Ground at Highams Park, and are attended by the Directors 
and their wives, and all Brewery employees, their wives and 
children are invited, nearly two thousand persons in all.  

From The Black Eagle Magazine,  
the annual publication of  

Truman, Hanbury, Buxton and Co Ltd,  
Spitalfields , E1 (established 1666),  

Volume 1, No 1, July 1929 
 

The Brook School 
I was interested to read, in Newsletter 222, the late 
*ÌÐÛÏɯ1ÈÕÕɀÚɯÙÌÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÛÖɯ,ÐÚÚɯ*ÌÔ×ɯÈÕËɯ,ÐÚÚɯ
Turnage who were teachers at The Brook during our 
time there from 1956 until 1961. I knew the two of 
them better than most because in our 5th year, I made 
several visits to 25 The Uplands for extra lessons with 
Miss Kemp, in  preparation for my geography O -Level 
exam. I recall that Miss Turnage was sometimes not 
there, but if she was, she tended to keep out of the 
way and let Miss Kemp get on with her teaching, 
without interruption!  

Some of you may also remember Mr F G Davies, 
the Headmaster during the above period.  Many years 
after I left The Brook, I was at the University of Wales 
(as it was known then) at Aberystwyth, and when I 
was doing teaching practice in Pembroke Dock in 
south Wales, I di scovered that Mr Davies was living 
in Pembroke, and by some means, long since 
forgotten, was able to obtain his address and visit 
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him.  "ÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÈÓÓɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÕÖÞȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ
ÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÚÖÔÌɯƛɯÖÙɯƜɯàÌÈÙÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ(ɀËɯÓÌÍÛɯ3ÏÌɯ
Brook. 

On a different line, if there is anyone out there who 
has any photographs of the original Brook School 
buildings, or of staff and/or pupils, which they would 
be willing to share with me for personal use only, I 
would be interested to hear from them.  If you knew 
me or were there sometime during t he dates above, 
then feel free to get in touch. I can be contacted via 
barrinium@btinternet.com and would be pleased to 
hear from you.  Many thanks.     Neil Rumbol  

 

A new guide booklet  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Epping Forest District Museum has produced a new 
booklet entitled The Story of the Epping Forest District in 
30 Objects. It covers a number of items of note to 
Loughton and District Historical Society members, 
such as the work of Octavius Dixie Deacon, and 
Walter Spradbery, and mention is made of the 
buildings of Edmond Egan, such as the Lopping Hall 
ÈÕËɯ#ÌÈÊÖÕɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯ×ÏÖÛÖÚɯÖÍɯ"ÏÜÙÊÏɀÚɯ
butchers and W Cottis and Sons, images of public 
houses and woolly mammoths, there is something for 
everyone in the 36 pages. Available from the Museum 
bookshop for £4.50 (ISBN 978ɬ1ɬ910759ɬ33ɬ2). 

The publication is mentioned in the Winter 2019/20 
edition of Forest Focus, the newsletter of Epping 
Forest. Also in the edition is an article on Richard 
,ÖÙÙÐÚɀÚɯÉÖÖÒɯSaving Epping Forest (LDHS, 2019) and 
information on speedway in the Forest, and the 
history of the Orion Harriers         The Editor  

 

6ÏÖɀÚɯÓiving at Rainham Hall?  
Anthony Denney  . . .  
Rainham Hall is a Queen Anne-style house built in 
1729 by a sea merchant, John Harle. It was acquired 
by the National Trust (NT) in 1949. It is situated in the 
centre of Rainham Village, and is considered one of 
ÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɀÚɯÍÐÕÌÚÛɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÐÕÎɯÌÈÙÓàɯ&ÌÖÙÎÐÈÕɯ
merchant houses. 

Unlike many historic houses, Rainham Hall had 
not had one particular special past occupant, and it 
has not been passed down from generations of a 
single family. Instead, it has been home to a richly 
ËÐÝÌÙÚÌɯȿÊÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙÚɀȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÛÏÌɯ-3 ÚÈàÚɯÛÏÈÛɯȿÐÕɯ

the 290 years Rainham Hall has been standing, it has 
had over 50 different inhabitants and their families 
ÓÐÝÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɀȭɯ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Every two years, NT aims to bring back one of its 

historic inhabitants, to tell the story of the site fro m 
ÛÏÌÐÙɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÖÍɯÝÐÌÞȮɯÛÏÜÚɯȿÞÏÖɯÐÚɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÈÛɯ1ÈÐÕÏÈÔɯ
'ÈÓÓɯÛÖËÈàȳɀ 

In 2018 seven children who had lived there in the 
1940s and 1950s when the Hall was requisitioned as a 
ËÈàɯÕÜÙÚÌÙàȮɯȿÔÖÝÌËɯÖÜÛɀȭɯ(ÕɯƖƔƕƝȮɯ×ÏÖÛÖÎÙÈ×ÏÌÙȮɯ
ÐÕÛÌÙÐÖÙɯËÌÚÐÎÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯȿÛÈÚÛÌÔÈÒÌÙɀɯ Õthony Denney, 
moved back in. 

With the help of the local community, local artists, 
students and various grants, the NT has aimed to 
ÊÈ×ÛÜÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÌÚÚÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯ#ÌÕÕÌàɀÚɯÚÛàÓÌȮɯËÌÊÖÙÈÛÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯ
the rooms in the Hall  based on his work in British 
Vogue and House and Garden magazines. Denney 
(1913ɬ 1990) was an influential designer, and of 
special note is the splendid programme for the 
exhibition, called The Denney Edition which is 
available for a voluntary contribution of £5. The 
Denney exhibition runs until June 2021. Staff at 
Rainham Hall are enthusiastic and knowledgeable 
(and there is a good tea room!). Worth a visit if you 
are in the area ɬ Rainham Hall, The Broadway, 
Rainham, London RM13 9YN, tel 01708 525579 or 
contact rainhamhall@nationaltrust.org.uk  for prices 
and opening times (free for NT members).    Editor  

 

One man and his car 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I found the  pictures above and below in The Autocar of 
8 June 1912. I was leafing through a bound volume of 
the magazines looking for articles of interest, and had 
actually turned a couple of pages further on , when it 
occurred to me the car had an Essex registration, F 
5874, and I perhaps ought to look at it further in case 
it had local connections.  

It turned out it did as  the caption to the photos 
read:  

mailto:barrinium@btinternet.com
mailto:rainhamhall@nationaltrust.org.uk

