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REMINISCENCES of JOHN LOMAX GIBBS
1832 - 1914
Early recollections and Schooldays 1832 - 1849

M

y dear wife and children have asked me to put on paper what I
remember of my life - and though I am conscious that there is very
little worth recording in such a quiet and uneventful life as mine has been, I
think I must try to note down something however little worthy of mention
just to satisfy their affectionate request.
To begin then. I was born on March 28th 1832 in the reign of William IV, one
of my earliest recollections is the death of the King in 1837 and the
accession and coronation of Victoria. I was the eleventh child and the 8th
son of my parents - George Henry Gibbs and Caroline, daughter of the Rev.
Charles Crawley, Rector of Stowe-nine-Churches, Northamptonshire.
My father and mother were first cousins - my father being the eldest son of
Antony Gibbs and my mother’s mother being Antony Gibbs’ sister. Our home
was No. 11 Bedford Square and there most of their 14 children were born.
We all loved our home. Every corner was dear. I remember it from top to
bottom - and could walk over it now blindfold though it is 74 years almost
since I first made my appearance there. I remember the large nursery with
its many beds and cots - and our good Nurse Hood who was like a mother to
us - and who remained on with us till my mother died in 1850 - and then
there was the boys’ room on the same floor as the nursery, to which we were
gradually promoted. On the next floor was my mother’s bedroom and my
father’s dressing room adjoining. The two large drawing rooms lower down
connected by a little entrance room - in which we young people often sat and then the large balcony onto which the back drawing-room gaveoverlooking the garden - with its almond tree and other flowering trees - and
the vine which crept up the house wall - this balcony was a great resort for
us young people - and then there was the dining room on the ground floor where out of meal times we did out lessons with our governess, Miss
Graham - and in this dining room I remember what seemed to us stately
dinner parties - to which we children solemnly descended in our best
evening clothes - and had to talk to the awful guests (children were shy in
those days and I especially so). I remember amongst other guests Judge
Patterson and Judge Coleridge - who were neighbours and intimate friends
of my father and mother. But I am running on too fast.
I must record that I was baptised in St. Giles’ Church, by my grandfather
Crawley, my Godfathers being my great Uncle John Hucks - and Henry
Crawley, son of the Rev. Lloyd Crawley of Heyford who (Lloyd Crawley)
married my mother’s eldest sister. I believe I only just escaped being called
‘John Lomax Hucks’ but the ‘Hucks’ was dropped, whether on purpose or
mistake I don’t know - I never knew who had the honour of being my
Godmother - I rather suspect I must have done without one.
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I have but few very early recollections of my dear father and mother; I can
remember my father reading prayers in the dining room before breakfast. I
remember, too his rat-at-tat-tat on the knocker at the front door when he
returned from the City in the late afternoon and I can see him and Uncle
William (who then as a bachelor lived with us) driving off to the Counting
House in the newly invented hansom cab. (The driver on one side of the back
of the cab instead of as now in the centre). - and there are just one or two
personal recollections which I have of him - his taking me on his lap as we
sat round the fire after dinner - and calling me ‘Gentle John’ for I was a shy
and weakly one - not so boisterous I suppose as the other stronger ones
were - and another thing I remember - going with him once to the G.W.R.
railway station (he was one of the first directors of this company) and
wondering how it could possibly be safe to walk over the lines of rails as we
did together.
On another occasion he took me with him to Maidenhead by train, the line
at this time only extended so far. He took great interest in the progress of the
line westward, later on I remember walking with him and one of my brothers
to see the work of the cutting between Bristol and Flax-Bourton - we were all
staying at Belmont1 at the time - we used to go there every year and I can
hear my father on our journey down calling out as we arrived any place in
our post carriage - ‘Horses on’ to such and such a place. At Belmont I
remember walking in the woods with him - he used to go out marking trees
to be cut down - and in his cupboard in his dressing-room he kept his axe and his old fashioned shot and powder pouches - which used to interest us
much, These few recollections I like to recall - they are but few - for my
father died when I was but 10 years old, and for two years before that he
had to be away from home for his health. He died at Venice on his way home
in 1842.
The earliest recollections I have of my dear mother are also but few. I
remember her well in her red silk gown - as she is painted in Sir W. Ross’
miniature of which I wish I had a copy - with her, we children used to read
all together the daily Psalms and Lessons sitting round the table and each
taking our verse in turn - and I remember later on we used to go with her to
daily service at Christ Church, Endell St. On Sundays we all went together
to Church at St. Giles’ - the footman walking behind us with a large bag
containing prayer books which he handed in to us in our pew. Our seat
faced the Altar - with its curious paintings - Moses on one side - Aaron on
the other - and the 10 commandments in the usual place - all very Judaical.
There was a high 3 decker in the body of the Church - the lowest one for the
parish clerk, No. 2 for the reader of the prayers- and the top one for the
preacher. The singing was led by the charity school children in the west
gallery.
In this Church I was baptised - and made by first communion. My dear
mother was very careful to bring us up in religious ways - and I remember
the Rector saying to me and my brother William when we were being
prepared for confirmation ‘I need not teach you much, for I know your good
mother has taught you all that is required of you’ - it was an easy going sort
of preparation on the part of the Rector but it shewed his high opinion of our
mother’s care for us.
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Caroline, JLG’s mother. The Sir William Ross Minature referred
to on page 2

George Henry Gibbs, JLG’s father in 1835
From a minature also by Sir Willam Ross

I should mention that when my mother returned to England after my
father’s death - and we all went to Belmont to see her - she seemed to us
much altered, and very sad in her widow’s weeds.
My father’s body was brought to England by sea under the care of our old
servant Cross. He was buried at Clifton Hampden of which place he had
become the owner - inheriting it from the Hucks (his mother’s family). I well
remember the funeral. The coffin lay in the drawing room in the old
Parsonage or ‘Cottage’ (which is now again become the Parsonage 2) and our
dear mother and all of us children and many others knelt around, while
some prayers were said before the funeral service in the Church, and at the
grave, we boys all wore long cloaks and scarves and weeper hatbands as was
the gloomy custom at that time.
Now I must go back to tell of my school days. I think I was about 6 or 7
years old when I was first sent to school at Brighton - my brother William
went with me - he was a year and a quarter older than me.
We travelled in the coach. The Brighton coaches were famous for their speed
- and did the journey in less than 8 hours. The Misses Evatt kept the school
- it was not a happy time - but we were well taught. We had young Pusey,
only son of Dr. Pusey3, for one of our schoolfellows - a lame boy and very
delicate - in future years to be a fine scholar and a great traveller in search
of ancient manuscripts.
We were supposed to have ‘good abilities’ as we were reminded when we
were scolded and rapped with thimbled fingers for not doing as well as we
ought. I was troubled at this time with sad wounds on my arms and legs and
had to be rubbed with seaweed - and dipped in the sea with great fear and
trembling on my part.
Altogether the Brighton school-time was not very happy - but did us bodily
and mentally I daresay, some good. We sometimes had letters from home but not so many as boys have now. Postage was dear then. I have old letters
from my mother with 8d stamped on the covera - the terms were very long but there was always the holidays to be looked forward to and the brightness
in our home lives soon overcame the little passing sorrows of school.
In the course of time my brother William and I left Brighton and went to Mr.
Ropes’ school at Clifton - Charles Bright was one of the boys there and was
always kind to us smaller boys. I remember his father, Robert Bright,
coming to see him once and there was a tip for the two young Gibbses. Once
when there was a holiday I remember going over to Abbots Leigh - and
spending the day there - rather alarmed at the visit - little knowing what
happiness was some day to come to my life from that home. On my father’s
death, or soon after, my brother and I left the school at Clifton and went to
Eton - and there I remained till l845. We went to the house of our cousin
In one of these letters we heard all about the great festivities which were held at
Belmont on the occasion of my brother Henry’s coming of age, Aug. 31 1840. I
suppose old uncle George then looked upon him as his heir - as he had himself no
family, but he changed his mind no doubt when my father inherited the Hucks
property. Eventually Belmont went to my Uncle Joseph’s family. JLG
a
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John Eyre Yonge4. As regards work, I am afraid I was slack; but with
occasional spirits of diligence and I floated up as far as the ‘Remove’, just
keeping up to the level of my contemporaries.
My chief delight was the water. I soon learnt to swim well - and whenever I
could I rushed to the river for a bathe, but I overdid it, and a bad illness
ensued, and weak health - so that I had to be taken away from school and
for a time I remained at home to be carefully looked after. I must not forget
to mention that in my short career at Eton the last Montem was held. I was
top of the lower school on that occasion - we boys all wore white ‘ducks’,
blue jackets and canary waistcoats with gilt buttons on, which were the Eton
arms. wellington boots and top hats. I do not recollect many details of the
day. I only remember that Prince Albert was there - and there was the
procession of boats up to Tarley5 - and lots of grand people - and great
spreads of good things. James Yonge our cousin was one of the ‘Salt Bearers’
- who collected ‘salts’, i.e. money from the assembled company for the head
boy who was to go on to his scholarship at King’s College. The 6th form boys
were all in costume with pages - 5th form boys wore red coats and buttons
with the Eton arms. ‘Montem’ was done away with soon after, probably to
the parents’ delight (for it was a costly and extravagant affair) but to the
boys’ regret.
I left Eton then, as I said in 1845. In 1846 a very great blow came to us all in the death by drowning, of my brother George in his first term at Oxford.
He had done very well at Charterhouse and he had risen to the top of the
school and there was every prospect for him of a good career at Oxford. I had
been with my mother at Clifton Hampden staying with Uncle Joseph and
Aunt Emily in the New Parsonage (now the Manor House) which she had
built. During this visit we went into Oxford to see my brother George and I
remember him showing us his rooms - and the sights of the place - and one
Sunday he came over to see us at Clifton Hampden. I can see him as he
walked across the lawn to greet us as we sat out in the garden on that
Sunday in May. On the 6th June he was out boating with some friends they bathed in the river and he got out of his depth and not being able to
swim was drowned. Uncle Joseph brought the sad news to us in London.
There is a memorial window to his memory at Clifton Hampden Church. He
was buried there in the family vault - aged 19. The service was choral and
very beautiful - the choir from some neighbouring Church sang it. My
mother never recovered the shock - he was a good and helpful elder brother
to us younger ones.
When I was 14 I was sent to Charterhouse, where my brother George and
others of my brothers had been. William and Francis were there still, It was
thought, no doubt, that being so near home, with leave out once a fortnight,
I could be watched over better - but the school life was too rough - I had
another severe illness - inflammation of the lungs and was brought home.
Thanks to God - and under Him to my dear mother’s nursing - and to Dr.
Bright’s skill - I was brought through. I gradually recovered, but there was
no thought of sending me to school again. I had henceforward to be a home
boy.
About this time it must have been that I went with my mother to see
Aldenham house, which, with other property in Hertfordshire my father had
inherited from the Hucks family not long before his death, and which he left
4

by will to my mother6. She decided to make Aldenham her home, and one
day went with my Aunt Charlotte, her sister, and me to see it. After the
business as to the decoration and putting in order of the house we had, I
remember, a picnic dinner in the room which became my mother’s bedroom.
I remember Aunt Charlotte who was a very cheerful person - drinking my
mother’s health as mistress of Aldenham, and then going off for a sound nap
in the deep cupboard between the bed and dressing room. The prospect of
the new home no doubt interested me, but I do not recall much excitement
about it. The chief excitement to me was our being upset in the Fly on the
road from Watford to Aldenham as we passed Aldenham School - but no
harm was done and we proceeded on our way - we returned to 11 Bedford
Square in the evening. In due time we came to live at Aldenham.
I have omitted to mention a trip which I and my brother William took with
our mother to Devonshire during my Eton days which I will put in here
though it will be necessary to go back a year or two in the story. It was
during the summer holidays in 1845 I think - we were a party of four - my
mother, Charlotte Crawley her niece - my brother and myself. The journey
was by train as far as possible - I think the train took us as far as
Bridgwater or Taunton - and we went on by carriage with four horses and
postilions to Porlock - and eventually to a place called Foxdown where my
father’s old Aunt Hucks, widow of my Godfather, John Hucks, lived. He
would have inherited the landed estates, which came to my father, if he
(J.H.) had lived long enough. I can only recall a little old lady in bed, and a
niece of hers Miss Kelly who lived with her. I expect it was a duty visit.
Nothing of interest took piece there as far as I can remember. We went on by
the north of Devon to Lynmouth and Linton and in very hilly parts had to
have a fifth horse as a ‘renfort’.
Eventually we got down to Plymouth where lived at that time Dr. James
Yonge - and Mrs. Duke Yonge, my mother’s cousins. We stayed with the
latter. There was an expedition up the Tamar in a man of war 8-oar boat which was very delightful. After leaving Plymouth we made our way to Exeter
- where my mother and cousin stayed with old friends the Oxenhams - and
we boys went back to school.
This episode recorded, I now return to our new home at Aldenham. We
young people found it a very happy home. The old home, 11 Bedford Square,
was sold, and I never entered it again till 1905 when by brother Henry and I
got permission to go over it together. It was a pleasure to us both to see it
again after more than 50 years.
When we were settled in at Aldenham, a tutor was provided for me. Mr.
Southey - of Queens’ Coll., Oxford, nephew of the poet Southey, a very kind
and friendly tutor he was, but I fear not sufficiently strict as to work. For the
most part it was a great deal of play and very little work. There was much
amusement for us young people - horses in the stable - and we all leant to
ride. Bathing in the early summer mornings in the reservoir and in the
winter skating on the ornamental water in the park. On one occasion while
skating with my younger brother Francis I was nearly drowned, for the ice
broke under me and I fell into the water from which I got out with great
difficulty - the ice all around not being strong enough to bear my weight.
Eventually my brother pulled me out by my hair - I got home quickly and
went to bed and after a dose of brandy and water was soon alright. My dear
5

Aldenham, JLG’s childhood home (Page 5)

The lake at Aldenham where in 1846, JLG nearly drowned (Page 5)

mother had a sad fright for she saw some workmen running down to the
water and heard them calling out ‘one of the young gentlemen has fallen in’.
She must have thought she was going to lose another of her boys by
drowning. God mercifully spared her that trouble. I remember my mother
coming to me as I lay in bed and telling me how thankful she was that I was
safe and how she hoped I would not forget to thank God for his mercy. I
think my many recoveries from serious illness and this saving from
drowning - did help to make me more thoughtful.
I should mention that during this time at Aldenham my brother Henry and
his wife, with their first child Alban George Henry, arrived at Aldenham on
their return from a long stay abroad - and made a long stay with us. An oak
tree was planted by my mother in the park in commemoration of this visit.
After a time my mother thought it was time for me to be setting to work more
seriously than was possible in such a pleasant home life, and she looked out
for a tutor for me away from home. One was found for me and my brother,
William, in Cornwall on the recommendation of Henry Adams who had
himself worked under this Tutor - the Rev. Phillip Donnithorne Dayman,
Rector of Poundstock - a Balliol man and a good scholar. I had a very happy
time with him.
Poundstock was a wild, secluded place - 2 miles from the sea - an old
Church - very primitive and much neglected - granite pillars green with
damp - singers and musical instruments in the west gallery - and a very
scanty supply of worshippers in the body of the Church. The Rectory looked
into the Churchyard. It was not a very cheerful place but our tutor was most
kind and companionable - and joined us in all our walks and bathing
expeditions - and we had a very happy time. As to work, he gave us only an
hour of teaching each day and he left us to prepare our work when and how
we liked. We had many walking expeditions. We often walked along the wild
cliffs - or into Bude or Stratton - or Ploughhill and occasionally there were
longer expeditions, to Tintagel and Boscastle or to Morwenstow where the
eccentric old poet Hawker was Vicar.
On those expeditions we carried our things in a knapsack on our shoulders
and were very independent.
The time I spent at Poundstock with the open air life and the bracing climate
quite set me up in health, and by the time I was sixteen or seventeen I was
very fairly well and strong. I can’t say there was as much study as there
ought to have been - only just enough to keep me up to an average level of
proficiency. Perhaps Mr. Dayman had been told not to trouble too much
about book learning - and to think most about fresh air - and strengthening
of my body. Indirectly I think I did improve in mind and character, for his
talk was always bright, interesting and helpful, and I learnt much from him
about Church history, and some of his talks about the Tractarianism
movement and the Church revival began to stir up my mind to dwell upon
such matters - and I began to feel that interest in Church life which had
much influenced my life since.
My companions at Poundstock were my brother William, Robert Crawley,
R.R. Chope7, and L Kingdom.

6

University 1849 - 1852

I

n 1849 William and I went up to Oxford to matriculate. I was only just 17.
To my disappointment I was not successful and I was told by Dr. Richards,
the Rector of Exeter College that I was too young to come up and had better
try again later on, so I returned to Poundstock and had another try in
October when I passed a better exam; and in October I matriculated and
came into residence.
Looking back, I think it would have been better if my Oxford life had not
begun so early, but it was thought best for me to do so in order that I might
get through my time there as quickly as possible, and so be able to begin my
work at 15 Bishopsgate St. with all speed, for Uncle William had offered me a
berth there.
The three years at Oxford were very pleasant - but I fear not too diligently
spent. I had after my first year, very nice rooms in Hall (St. Helen’s) Quad,
the same which my brother Henry occupied 12 or 13 years before when he
was an undergraduate. I had besides my living room and bedroom - a third
little apartment which I fitted up as a study. Eventually when the College
was full it was taken away from me and used as a bedroom for a freshman.
The said freshman was the present Sir Charles Turner who after a
distinguished career in India now does good work as a Churchman at home.
I have a very kindly recollection of him.
I passed my ‘little go’ in my 5th term and there was no examination after
that till my 13th term when I passed my ‘Great Go’ in Oct.1852.
In my 2nd term a great blow came upon us - my dear mother died at
Belmont on Ash Wednesday, 1850 just after we had returned to Oxford from
the vacation. We had spent this Christmas vacation at Belmont all togetherand soon after she was taken i1l. She died after a short illness of only a
week’s duration. It was a terrible shock - she had always seemed so strong
and now at the age of 55 she was taken away. We were all of us with her at
the last. She was buried at Clifton Hampden, in the family vault, by the side
of my father who was laid to rest only 8 years before, We were now left
without a home8, but my brother Henry’s home at Frognal, Hampstead was
open to us, and Belmont too we could always go to and it became more then
ever a place of loving welcome to us. A considerable portion of our vacations
was spent there; our good old Uncle George, Aunt Harriett and Aunt Anne
always gave us a hearty welcome.
I was now to take my first trip abroad. It was during my second long
vacation. My brother Antony who was a fellow commoner at Worcester
College - and now about to take his degree (or had just taken it, I forget
which; he was my senior by 10 years and went to Oxford late) proposed that
I should accompany him on a trip to the Austrian Tyrol, and we had a
delightful tour.
I have read over the journal of the trip which I wrote at the time and it and it
reads like a most enjoyable time - though I must confess that after an
interval of 55 years I have forgotten a great deal of it. I find that we were
three months about it - we visited Frankfurt, Nuremberg, Munich - and then
we had a good walking tour in the Tyrol - and at length reached Linz, from
7

whence we went by steamer on the Danube to Vienna, where we made a long
stay. There I worked at German, went to theatres - took expeditions to
Glocknitz - to Prague, etc. At Prague Antony left me to go eastwards - as he
was to go on to Jerusalem. I, and another man named Ostrahan, then made
our way to Dresden - from Dresden I had a three days walking trip in
company with two German students through the Saxon Switzerland. My
journal closes abruptly at Antwerp. From thence, ear1y in October, I must
have returned to England - and then back to Oxford.
From my journal I see that I was much interested in the picture galleries - as
everyone must be - and I took careful note of those pictures which struck me
most. It would be very pleasant to visit these galleries again and refresh my
memory of all those works of art, which I first saw so many years ago, but at
my age of 74 it is very improbable that I shall be able to do so.
I notice too in my journal how much I was struck with the devotion and the
solemnity of the Church services. In those days our services in England were
not such as to inspire such feelings but thank God, it is different now. May
that better state of things long continue.
One incident during our walking tour I recollect well - we went to Holbein
near Salzburg to visit the salt mines there - and I had the
misfortune in my descent into the mine to lose my Passport and my Pocket
Book, the latter containing circular notes for £40. A young middle class
German was in our company and on reaching the open air which we
regained by passing through a dark and very long tunnel riding on a trolley the youth came up to me and said he had picked up my Passport and he
very courteously returned it.
Then I found I had lost my Pocket Book too - but had not the least
suspicion that the youth had picked this up too. Well after informing the
mine manager of my loss - we went on to Vienna and at once took steps to
stop the notes - going to a banker to do this. In a few days we heard that the
notes had been presented for payment and by the very youth who was our
companion in the mine. He was arrested and we were brought face to face
with him by the police. So after many visits from the police and to the police
station and after taking my oath before the magistrate (the Crucifix and two
lighted candles instead of our custom of kissing the Book) - my notes were
restored to me - much to my satisfaction - and I left the police officer
resolved to be more careful of my money for the future.
There was this one contretemps during the delightful trip of three months. It
was my first attempt at foreign travel but by no means the last. Even now as
I write I am hoping that I may take another trip before long.
To return now to Oxford; I made many friends during my time there and I
was sorry when the time came for me to leave. I was told that my final
examination was very satisfactory. My brother Henry had urged me to read
for Honours - but with such a desultory education in my school days as
mine was I felt unequal to following his advice - for I had but little selfconfidence in my own abilities - and I daresay too there was not enough
energy in my disposition. Looking back, I much wish I had done better.
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I did not take my B.A. degree until l854 - though I had passed my ‘Great Go’
in October 1852. I did not reach my 16th term (which was the earliest date
for a degree) till the end of 1853 and it was not convenient to me to take it
then. When I did take it I had to do so as a ‘Grand Compounder’ - the
absurd privilege of anyone possessing £300 a year - which was just my
income at that time. One had to wear a Red (D.C.L. I think)9 gown for the
Ceremony - and by rights the Vice Chancellor and Proctors ought to come to
the College to escort one to the schools. Later on, a brave G.C. insisted on
this procession - and after that the custom was dropped.
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Italy and Spain December 1852 – February 1854

A

nd now I go back to the date when I left Oxford - Oct. 1852. The next
important step in my life was already determined on. I was to begin work
in the House of Business at 15 Bishopsgate St. but before entering upon this
work, which I confess I did not much look forward to, I desired to have
another trip abroad, and it was settled that I should go to Spain, learn the
Spanish language - and so combine the duty of fitting myself in some
measure for my future work - and the pleasure of a good long holiday-time
in Spain - so in December 1852 this trip, which lasted a full year, began. My
brother William went with me - and we had two very pleasant companions in
Reginald Barnes - whose family my father and mother had known well - and
William Edward Sackville West youngest son of the Earl of Delaware. These
two were at Ch. Ch.10 together and just finished their time at Oxford. Barnes
and West wanted to go to Italy - and though I wanted to go to Spain, there
seemed to be no reason why I should (not) go via Italy on my way - so we
started with a courier servant, Matarelli - Barnes and West leaving a few
days before us - and we, William and I followed in a few days. We caught
them up at Mignon - and we then all went on together, after seeing Arles and
Nismes, to Marseilles. From thence we took the steamer to Genoa, and after
a few days’ stay there we went on by sea to Leghorn, from which place we
made an expedition to Pisa - on again by steamer to Civita Vecchia - and so
to Rome.
At Rome we had a very pleasant time - we had good lodgings and we made
many friends - the difficulty was not to let the pleasant society there hinder
our seeing well all the wonderful sights of Rome. We went to several grand
religious functions at St. Peters and within the Sistine Chapel at the Vatican.
West knew some of those who had in the late crisis caused by the ‘Gorham
Judgement’ gone over to Rome - amongst them Manning (late Archdeacon of
Chichester) Pollen of Magdalen - Bastard, and Monsignore Talbot11. These
gave us facilities for seeing many ceremonies: e.g. on Xmas Eve we went (in
evening dress) to the Sistine Chapel - when ‘Pio Nono’12 celebrated Mass and 20 Cardinals were present - and on Xmas Day at St. Peters when the
Pope again celebrated - and the enormous building was crowded with
worshippers - a grand and impressive sight. Later on West’s acquaintances
with the converts led to a very persevering attempt on their part to induce
him to ‘go over’. So persistent were these attempts that he had hurriedly to
leave Rome - for one day Monsignore Talbot sent for West and he and Pollen
talked with him for 2 hours and shewed him a deed in which the Pope
authorised the Mons. to ‘receive’ him without delay. West held out against
them but after this attempt he thought his best safety was in flight so he
and Barnes went off to Albano.
There was every effort being made to convert English visitors - special
sermons were preached by Manning with this intent - and his eloquence and
persuasive manner and interesting appearance had great effect, I went to
hear him once, and was much affected by his sermon - so much so that I
thought it best not to go again.
It was early in February when we left Rome - we travelled by carriage to
Naples - staying at Albano and Terracina on the way. At Naples we stayed
four weeks, very wet weather for a great part of the time, but we managed to
see all the sights there and in the neighbourhood. This brought our time in
11

Italy to an end. West remained - and I think soon returned to England - and
we were sorry to part. His friendship has continued ever since, until his
death in 1905. Barnes, William and I went by sea to Gibraltar, our passage
taking four days - and here my sojourn in Spain begins.
At Gibraltar we did not delay long - we explored the Rock and hoped to see
the monkeys which inhabit the higher parts but they did not show
themselves. I remember being struck with the semi-tropical vegetation - and
with the picturesque Orientals in the streets, We went on to Cadiz in a P&0
Steamer and after a few days stay there took our passage to Seville going by
sea and by the river Guadalquivir, At Seville we remained some time lodging in a ‘casa de pupilos’, Calle de la Sierpe.
We saw all the Holy Week ceremonies and processions - most quaint and
interesting. We went to a Bull fight in the great Plaza de Tores. We took
Spanish lessons - and on the 4th April we returned to ‘Gib’ - visiting Puerto
Sta. Maria and Xeres.
Mr. Gordon and the Osbornes, father and son, wine merchants, shewed us
over the Bodegas, where the wine is stored - and were very kind and civil talking about old days and old friends, my Grandfather father and mother
and many others.
From Gibraltar we went by sea to Malaga and from thence we took our
journey to Granada on horseback where we spent many days of great
interest and eventually got on to Madrid after a journey by diligence, not
without many accidents and mishaps - first the pole of the diligence broke,
which caused a delay of 6 hours, then near Val de Peñas the diligence upset
- we were in the upper cupé, and must have fallen 10 or 12 feet - but
fortunately we suffered no harm. Then in the night we ran up against a wall
as we passed through some town, but again escaped injury. Such were the
perils of the road in those days. At Madrid William and Barnes could only
stay for a fortnight. They then started on their homeward journey - and left
me to my own devices.
I had made acquaintances in Madrid - O’Shea the banker and his family, the
two old brothers Ach’aval, friends of Don Guillermo (Uncle William.) and a
pleasant Spanish master Cornellas. I had a nice room in the Hotel in the
Puerta del Sol, the busiest part of the town and I settled myself down to
work at Spanish. I picked up the language pretty quickly and though I was
alone, I was not dull. There were pleasant parties at O’Shea’s and at other
houses, and I met many agreeable people - amongst them the Countess of
Montigo, the Empress of Eugenie’s mother. One night there was a big dinner
at the Embassy - Lord Howden was then Ambassador, and once and again
‘tertulias’13 in one or other of the houses of my Spanish acquaintances where
I had an opportunity of airing my newly acquired knowledge of Spanish.
I stayed on for some time in Madrid and from thence I visited Aranjuez and
Toledo - returning to Madrid again. At Toledo I made acquaintances with
some Spanish Clergy - for I travelled thither with the Bishop of Jaen and two
of his chaplains, and in their company I went over the Cathedral and saw all
that was to be seen. The chaplains were very friendly with me. They were
interested in hearing my ideas about our English Church but were fully
persuaded -and expressed their feelings very clearly, that there was no
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salvation out of the (Roman) Catholic Church. I tried to explain that our
position was also Catholic, but not Roman, I was much struck with the
reverence shown to the Bishop and in observing the little children coming up
to him for his blessing. On leaving he said kind words to me and permitted
me to kiss his Episcopal ring - the usual way of showing respect to a Bishop.
My next move was to Valencia where the Trenor family made it very pleasant
for me - and after a stay there I went to Barcelona and there I met with an
artillery officer with whom I became friendly and he proposed that I should
come with him to the Baths of La Puda, and this I did - staying there a few
days - and making from thence an expedition to the monastery of Monserrat
- a well known and very picturesque place of pilgrimage - we rode there - a
large party of us on ponies and mules.
The accommodation was primitive - the ladies having to sleep in a room and three in one bed. The gentlemen in the same manner had to share beds,
each with a bedfellow. The monastery is perched on the top of a high
mountain. I do not recollect anything particularly interesting about it except
its romantic position - nor do I recollect for what the monastery is famous
religiously.
We returned to La Puda the next day. After this expedition I returned to
Barcelona and soon after to Madrid - a journey by ‘correo’ of 3 days and
nights, not stopping except to change the team of mules. This was most
exhausting in the heat of July, and on arrival I went to bed and remained
there for a day and night. I had agreed to make a stay with Cornellas, my
Spanish master, and his family, at the Escorial and this I now did, many
families take refuge from the heat of Madrid there for some weeks in the
summer. It was dull there and the accommodation bad, but there was much
which was very interesting in the Palace of the Escorial which was built by
Felipe Segundo. The ground plan in the form of a Gridiron in honour of St
Lorenzo. I had by this time much improved in speaking Spanish and could
get on well without the help of Cornellas, so after some weeks I left the
Escorial early in September and began to think of my journey northwards as
I had hopes that Henry and Uncle William might come out before long with
their families, and that I might join them somewhere or other.
I travelled to Salamanca first, then on horseback to Leon - a weary journey,
flat plains and excessive heat. Then to Valladolid and Burgos - Santander Bilbao - Vitoria - Pamplona and so to Bayonne.
At Bayonne hearing that the home party were on their way out, I pushed on
to Bordeaux, and there awaited their arrival. I had not long to wait, for the
same or the next day arrived Henry and Louisa and their 3 children, my
sister Mary and my brother William. Uncle William and Aunt Blanche and all
their children arrived on the day following and we had a delightful family
gathering and all the more delightful for me after so long an absence from
all.
Thus the first portion of my trip came to an end, to be followed by another
short trip to Spain in company with Henry and Uncle William. This I shall
only describe very briefly,
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Uncle William having settled his family at Villa Mont Fleury near Pau (a
house and place, later on, to be of special interest to me and mine) and
Henry having located his family at San Sebastian, then we were ready to
start off on our journey through Spain. Uncle William had not visited Spain
since the days of his youth - and looked forward immensely to seeing it all
again. To Henry it was all quite new.
It was on 24th October, or thereabouts that our journey began - Uncle
William had taken the diligence from Bayonne and when he arrived At San
Sebastian we were waiting for him. We took our places with him in the
‘diligencia’ and thus our pleasant journey began, We had 8 weeks or so
before us, and we were to return by Xmas time to those whom we had left
behind us.
We went straight through to Madrid, a journey of at least two days and
nights. (I am not sure that it was not three). We had Uncle William’s old
servant with us, James. The travelling was made as comfortable as possible
under the circumstances. Uncle William had taken extra places so that we
might have more room to stretch our legs. By day we all three sat in the
cupé, James in the ‘interior’. By night I ‘retired’ to share the interior with
James.
We took a good supply of food with us, so that we might at the stopping
places not take our meals at the inn but take the opportunity of walking on
and so getting exercise. Uncle William was full of spirits and so were we all,
but he especially. He made himself, though about 70 years old, quite young smoking his cigar with us and occasionally singing some of his old songs to
us in Spanish and English - and teaching me to sing them, we arrived at
Madrid pretty fresh, in spite of the long journey - and that same night went
to the Theatre - hearing ‘El Oro y el Oropel’. The next day we got into
lodgings. Calle de Carretas No.14. Our stay was only for a few days and
these were very busy days - visiting all the pictures which I was delighted to
see again, going through a great deal of hospitality on the part of O’Shea,
Lord Howden and the Ach’avals - and many others - old acquaintances of my
Uncle’s.
On the 3rd November we went on to Seville, another three days journey with many incidents, breaking down of the carriage, etc. We spent a week in
Seville, which place I was very glad to see again, and I think my Uncle
enjoyed being there especially, as he was so often there in his young days.
There was so much too to see of interest. The Cathedral, the Alcazar, the
Plaza de Tores, etc. etc. We did it all very thoroughly. We made acquaintance
with one of the Canons of the Cathedral, who was Precentor, and a great
performer on the organ. He played one day after Divine Service many pieces
for our benefit. Under his guidance we went over the Cathedral and saw all
the beautiful pictures and treasures. When our visit to Seville came to an
end we went on to Cadiz, where again met many old friends. It was so
pleasant to see how they all welcomed my Uncle and us for his sake. On one
occasion he paid a visit to an old friend, Osborne I think, and he would not
have himself announced and only by degrees disclosed who he was, and
then such exclamations ‘Amigo mio’ etc.. - and such embraces - and
expressions of welcome which it was very amusing for me and Henry to
witness.
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I must relate one visit which was particularly interesting; there is a place
near Cadiz called Chiclana where lived Dona Frasquita de la Pera, who was
an old flame of Uncle’s in his youthful days in Spain. It was a case of mutual
attachment, but the match could not come off on account of the difference of
religion. The lady has remained ‘solteza’.
Uncle William proposed that we should accompany him on a visit to this
lady, so we all drove out to Chiclana.
When we arrived at the house - as on other occasions, he would not have
himself announced, and when Dona Frasquita entered, my Uncle bowed, but
there was no recognition on her part. ‘No me conoce…’ he said; and then
after a few moments more - with an excited voice, she cried out ‘no es
Gibbs?’ and then tears on her part and embraces, a most touching affair but my Uncle took it astonishingly calmly - smiling benevolently at his ‘novia
del tiempo pasado’ - after such a scene it took sometime to begin ordinary
conversation. Henry and I were introduced and she was most pleasant to us
both. She took especially to me because, she said, my eyes were like those of
Don Guillermo. Then I remember she played to us most brilliantly on the
piano-forte some of the old songs and pieces which she had played in old
days, some of which I had often heard my Uncles William and Joseph sing
together. She made a medley of these old airs bringing them in, one after
another as she played. Our visit did not last much longer. She asked after
Uncle William’s wife and family, and could not refrain from a sarcastic cut at
my Uncle - such as ‘los viejos siempre se casan con las muchachas’ etc. etc.
I think Uncle William must have been glad when this visit was over, but it
was all very amusing to Henry and me. On our return home my Uncle sent
her a beautiful Broadwood semi-grand piano as a consolation gift!
Our time in Andalusia too soon came to an end. We then returned to
Madrid, stopping at Aranjuez and Toledo, and after a few days there we went
by diligence to Valencia, for there were the Trenor’s to be seen, and other old
friends - to say nothing of the pleasure of going to the place itself. The time
soon passed pleasantly away and with regret we had to turn our faces
northwards and begin to bring our trip to an end. So on the 19th December
we found ourselves at Madrid again, and soon after we took our places in the
diligence and started on the last journey. When we arrived at Vitoria Uncle
William, left us to rejoin his family at Pau, and we said goodbye to him with
great regret. Such a happy time we three had spent together! and one Henry
and I still look back to with vivid memory and great pleasure. We two went to
Bilbao where Louisa was with her children and my brother and sister,
William and Mary. Later on - after Christmas was past - we all went to Pau
and on New Year’s Eve 1854 there was a large family gathering, 18 in
number, at Villa Mont Fleury - Uncle William’s temporary home. But this
was not quite the last act of our time abroad, for we travelled homewards
leisurely, stopping to see various places of interest on the road, finishing up
with a few days in Paris.
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Health Concerns and Deaths in the Family. Feb 1854 – Jan 1857

E

arly in February, 1854 I arrived in London having been absent from
England since December l852. For a few weeks I visited friends and
relations. I remember a visit to Broughtons (near Flaxley Abbey) where
lived Aunt Charlotte Crawley, and her two daughters, Joanna and Margaret,
where I always received a hearty welcome, and I paid a visit too to Torquay
where at 13 Hesketh Crescent, were staying for the winter old Aunt Harriett
and Uncle George, and my invalid sister Caroline who had lived with them
from childhood. It was my first visit, but by no means my last, to Torquay
and I delighted in the place and its beauties. While there my Aunt gave me
the octavo edition of Walter Scott’s novels which I still possess. She was
always most generous in her gifts.
These and other visits over, it was necessary that my long holiday time
should come to an end, so I paid a last visit to Frognal, where my brother
Henry and family lived and my sister Mary with them, and from his house I
drove into town one morning with him and began my work in the counting
house on the 10th April.
My work was copying letters, backing all the daily letters, and putting them
in their pigeon-holes, and later on I kept the Diary, not very interesting
work, but no doubt necessary for a beginner. I was now 22 years old - and it
was quite time that I should be putting my shoulder to the wheel, and give
myself steadily to what I fully meant to be the work of my life.
I began by having lodgings in London, but before long I took up my abode
with three other fellows, vis. Robert Wallace, a Roman Catholic, a good
Spanish scholar and very musical. Carey Bowden, a steady middle-aged
man, and Ferdinand Böhl, the son of an old friend of Uncle William’s, a
German and a very good fellow whose friendship with me has continued up
to the present day. We four took rooms in a cottage at Sydenham and went
in and out daily by train. All of them were clerks in the office. We all got on
very well together, and I have a very pleasant recollection of our time there.
After a time, however, I found it better to remove to town, and I took some
unfurnished chambers at 16, St. James’s St. over the boot maker’s shop
kept by Thomas and Co. I had a good sized sitting room, with bedroom
adjoining, both looking on to St. James’s St. and a capital balcony. The only
fault was that these rooms were very noisy, the street being paved in the old
fashioned way with large granite stones. From the balcony I had capital
views from time to time of any state processions, and had my friends in to
witness them. I remember seeing Garibaldi as he passed along when he
entered London. He was received with great enthusiasm and there were
other shows which I forget.
I often had pleasant parties in these rooms, and sometimes one of my
brothers, or George Louis Gibbs who about this time began work in the
office, would stay with me, as there was a spare bedroom upstairs. I was
thought rather extravagant in the furnishing of these rooms, but in the end
it did not turn out so, for I have all the furniture in use still, after more than
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50 years wear, some of it as when it was first made. I doubt if Tottenham
Court Road could turn out such good furniture nowadays.
There is not much to say about my time in the office, there were the four
partners, Uncle William, Davy, Hayne, and my brother Henry, always in
their boxes in the large office, with the clerks. No cigars, no sitting in the
private room except for interviews, or special letter writing, and I fancy
discipline was more strict than it is in the present day. My work was
monotonous, but I kept to it steadily.
Soon, however, there was an unexpected break in this monotony, for about
this time my brothers Francis and Robert both failed in health. There were
decided symptoms of consumption in both cases. Robert was at Belmont
under the care of my Uncle and Aunt there but it was thought right that
Francis should winter in Madeira - and as he could not be allowed to
undertake the journey alone, I had to accompany him. So in October he and
I started in a vessel named ‘Madrid’ for Gibraltar. The plan was for us to
have a few weeks in the South of Spain and then to make our way to
Madeira, and after settling Francis there, that I should return to my work in
the City. So we went direct to Gibraltar calling at Lisbon and at Cadiz, but
we were not allowed to land at either place owing to quarantine regulations,
on account of there being an epidemic of cholera in England.
From Gibraltar, after a day or two then, we rode on horseback to Cadiz. We
had with us two pleasant companions named Rogers (one of whom I found
out afterwards was dean of King’s Coll. Cambridge, but he was travelling
‘incognito’), and an American named Oliver.
As I could speak Spanish I was the conductor of the party. It was a most
delightful ride to Tarifa, and we all thoroughly enjoyed it. Oliver was a
capital artist and he made some capital sketches, a set of which he gave to
me later on. They are preserved in a scrapbook, and when I look at them
they bring back to my memory very vividly this pleasant expedition. At
Tarifa, for some reason - probably fear of cholera, we were not allowed to
enter the town, and we had to put up with very rough accommodation in a
‘venta’ outside. Next day we went on to Vejer, and then by Chiclana to Cadiz.
Here and at Seville we spent some days, and ‘did’ all the sights which were
quite new to my companions and which I delighted to see again.
We returned to Cadiz, and from thence Francis and I took our passage to
Lisbon, leaving with regret our pleasant companions the Rogers’s and Oliver.
I met the Rogers’s again in England, visiting them in their home in London.
Oliver and I never met again, but he wrote to me more than once from
America.
When Francis and I arrived at Lisbon we fond to our disgust that we had to
go into quarantine, so instead of a few days pleasant stay in the town, we
were taken across the bay to the Lazaretto, and then we had to remain 8
days imprisoned. It was indeed most exasperating to have a beautiful view of
Lisbon but with no possibility of getting there. There were some members of
an opera company with us, who spoke Spanish, but they were not very
agreeable companions. Francis and I got leave to spend a good deal of our
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time on the flat roof of the Lazaretto from whence we had a capital view and
fresh air, and we amused ourselves with playing chess. It was a weary time but it came to an end at last, we got off with permission from the authorities,
(for our time was not quite completed), in a steamer going to the Brazils
which was to stop at Madeira - and after a rough passage, there we found
ourselves in a few days.
We arrived early one morning, and I never shall forget the beauty of the
scene as I looked through the porthole of my cabin - it was quite like fairy
land. I stayed with Francis about 3 weeks - and by that time he was quite
settled in and had many friends. The Doctor, Dr. Lund, had seen him more
than once and gave hopes that he would benefit much by the mild climate of
the island.
On the 6th December I left for home - I had hoped to arrive in time for the
marriage of my brother Antony to Isabella Gordon - but on my arrival at
Southampton I saw in the paper that the wedding had already taken place in the Abbey Church at Great Malvern. Soon after my arrival I went down to
Bournemouth where they were staying to see them and to make my new
sister-in-law’s acquaintance. It was disappointing to see how far from strong
Antony was.
So ended the year l854 - with a very saddening outlook for the future - as
regards my three brothers Antony, Francis and Robert.
During the next year I continued my work at the office. The anxiety about
my brothers was still very great. Francis returned from Madeira in June
rather worse than better, Robert evidently failing - and Antony in a poor
state - and now William too began to break down. Antony and his wife had
some thoughts of settling at Merry Hill in Hertfordshire which property had
been left to him by my mother, but in his weakly state of health he was not
able to carry out this plan. Francis went to Pau with my sister Mary for the
winter.
All these anxieties and possibly the confinement of the office life told upon
my health and early in 1856 I became very unwell and had to consult Dr.
Richard Bright. He did not find anything amiss with my lungs but found me
to be in a very low state and likely to become permanently ill unless some
decided steps were taken. So the doctor’s advice was that for the present I
should give up my work in the city - and go abroad. I therefore let my room
in St. James’ St. and joined my brother Francis and my sister Mary at Pau.
There I began to pick up my strength again. I stayed away quite three
months, parts of the time at Pau where we had some very pleasant society amongst our friends were the Grant Duggs, the Thomas Hubbards, Gen. de
Gaja and Madame de Milanges and others - and during the latter part of my
stay abroad I took a delightful tour in the Pyrenees with my brother William
who came out to join us, and after this pleasant time I returned to England
and to my work in much better health and spirits, but our troubles about
our dear brothers became more and more than ever. My brother Robert died
at Belmont aged 17, on 31st July, and in November my brother Antony died
at Cheltenham aged 34.My Uncle Joseph, who was always so ready to help
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in times of sorrow, joined all of us who were gathered around his dying bed and brought comfort to him by administering the last Sacrament to him.
In the midst of all these sorrows there was one bright g1eam of gladness - for
my sister Mary had become engaged to be married to George Adams, my
sister-in-law Louisa’s youngest brother14. This was a pleasure to all the
family. The date for the marriage was fixed for Nov. 2nd and though my
brother Antony was very ill at the time of the engagement it was thought
better that the marriage should not be delayed, so all arrangements were
made for it to take place from Belmont at the Parish Church of Wraxall. We
had left my brother under his wife’s care - and most of us went down to
Belmont for the wedding, but full of anxiety as to what might happen at
Cheltenham. The wedding took place - my Uncle Joseph performing the
ceremony - and George and Mary left for their wedding tour - and on that
very day we received a message to say that dear Antony had passed away.
The death of these two brothers was a great blow.
Antony, though 10 years older than me had been to me a very helpful
companion during my first years at Oxford - and was a kind guide to me in
many ways. He was always seriously minded, and took great interest in the
‘Oxford Movement’ and in all Church matters and his good example much
influenced me; he had been in the counting-house for some years, beginning
work there quite early - and he had worked for a time in the house of Böhl &
Co. at Hamburg - but his health could not stand the confinement of the
office.
He then had the intention of taking Holy Orders and went to Wells
Theological College to prepare himself for this step, but the question of
health - and I think his natural diffidence, made him decide that he was not
fit for this path of life - and as far as his health was concerned the event
proved that he was right, for as time went on his health became worse. He
had but two years of happy married life and then the end came - as I have
said above.
Robert was a dear boy and he had a sweet disposition and a sweet face - he
was much loved by us all. He had been at Radley College, and afterwards at
Eton - but he proved to be too delicate for school life. He delighted in music
and had a sweet voice, and had he lived to manhood he would have been a
good musician. He was our youngest brother and it was sad to lose him.
These two brothers were buried at Clifton Hampden - in the family vault.
While these two brothers were lying in their last illness, my brother Francis
too was seriously ill - without hope of recovery, but he lingered on all
Through the year at Saint Leonard’s to which place he had been moved.
Eliza Adams, sister of George Adams (later Cokayne), was very good to him,
and nursed him with great care and tenderness. From time to time I went
down to St. Leonard’s to see him but I had to give much time to be a
companion to my brother Antony’s widow - and I stayed with her at Oxford
where she took lodgings for a time, and so this bad year came to an end.
Early in January 1857 my dear brother Francis was called away - he had
borne his long illness very sweetly and patiently much helped my Dr. Cross,
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the good Vicar of one of the Churches of St. Leonard’s - and he met his
death calmly and hopefully. If he had been spared he would have had a good
career in life. He had passed through the whole school life, of Charterhouse,
from the lowest to the highest form; and his one year of Oxford life was
promising - but it pleased God to take him away thus early - and we laid him
to rest with our parents with George, Antony and Robert in the Churchyard
at Clifton Hampden. Only Henry and I of our immediate family could attend
the funeral - but there were many others, who had known him, round the
grave with us.
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Italy, Egypt and the Holy Land January 1857 – June 1858

I

did not return the office at all this year - for my own health continued
weak and it began to dawn upon me that I should have to give up the work
altogether - but nothing was yet decided on this point - my Uncle William
and my brother Henry were willing that I should leave it an open question.
Our family anxieties were not yet over, for my brother William’s delicacy was
increasing - he was advised to be on the sea as much as possible - and he
had purchased a 90 ton Yacht - the ‘Gondola’ - and he spent his time with
one friend or another in cruising about in warm climates. It would have been
only natural that I should have been his companion, but there were
objections to this - so as I was also ordered to go abroad to recuperate, I had
to make my own plans apart from his, and I decided to join George and Mary
who were about to start for Rome.
Accordingly we three early in January set forth - with a courier to make all
things easy and comfortable for us. We travelled leisurely - and in due time
arrived at Marseilles. Thence by diligence, a 36 hours’ journey to Nice and on
by Mentone and San Remo by carriage to Genoa. There we made
acquaintance with Charles Gibbs the banker of the Italian branch of our
family. (I call them the Italian branch because they, many of them, lived and
did business in that country). He was rather an oddity, but very friendly and
kind. We did not see his wife Stuarta, for she had just given him a child,
‘Constanza’. This child grew up and married Signor Adamili, now a Senator
of the Parliament at Rome - and their home is at Besozzo on the Lago
Maggiore. They have received some of our family there, and have paid visits
to Aldenham.
From Genoa we went by sea to Civita Vecchia, and on by road to Rome where we stayed for some time in lodgings in the Babuino. Edward King,
now Bishop of Lincoln, was in Rome at the time - I had first met him when I
was an undergraduate, in Antony’s rooms, and I have had his friendship
ever since. Mary Gibbs, sister of Charles of Genoa, was also there, and there
were three or four more of my own age with whom I made friends and went
about with. Ainger, son of the Rector of Hampstead, Edgington, son of the
tent maker, Verney and Ambrose Cave, with whom I made friends, and
whose friendship long continued.
On Leaving Rome I had a very agreeable trip by vetturino to Torni, Perugia,
Assisi and so to Florence and Sienna - and then homewards. This travelling
by vetturino was very pleasant. You arranged with the vetturino to convey
you - and to do everything you wished as you went along, food and
everything was supplied - and you had no trouble at all. I remember making
the bargain with the vetturino in Rome before we left - arranging the places
where we were to stop - and the total cost - and when it was all settled, to
clinch the bargain he presented me with two or three large gold pieces coins not then in common use - but valuable intrinsically - these we were to
return to him when he had carried out his agreement. I do not think he took
us further north than to the frontier between Italy and France. Afterwards
we travelled by diligence to the Italian Lakes, and across the St. Gothard
pass - and so home - arriving in England in June.
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My brother William was all this time cruising in his yacht. I think he went
to the Mediterranean - and just as I returned he was also nearing home. I
joined him somewhere on the Welsh coast, I forget exactly where, and had a
week’s cruise with him, all along the coast of Devon.
My time was now spent partly with my sister in law, Isabella. William was
fortunate enough to find a very good friend to accompany him on his trip for
the next winter - his name was Tristram, a clergyman - a great traveller and
ornithologist - he had already been to Palestine - and was much interested
in the Holy Land - and was already known as an authority on the natural
and the religious history of the Holy Land. He was glad of another
opportunity of visiting these parts, and William too was glad to be able to
visit them in such good company. I made Mr. Tristram’s acquaintance at
Belmont - where William was staying - and we all took to him - and were
glad to feel that my brother had found such a pleasant companion for his
winter cruise. (Only two or three years ago I was visiting Durham and there I
renewed my acquaintance with Tristram, now an old man past 80, a Canon
of Durham - he was so genial and chatty as ever, and was much pleased to
see me, and to talk of his old experiences in the ‘Gondola’ and in Palestine).
I think it must have been Tristram who put it into my head that I might also
make a tour in the East - and I began to think seriously of doing so - and to
plan how I could manage to meet him and William - perhaps at Cairo or
elsewhere. A winter on the Nile - and afterwards a pilgrimage to Jerusalem
was a very tempting programme.
The first step towards carrying out this plan was to find companions for the
trip - and in this I was very fortunate, my old friend and former fellow
traveller,. Reginald Barnes, told me of a Devonshire clergyman who was
wanting to go abroad to recruit his health, Brereton by name, and he
brought him and me together. It was arranged that we should meet at Bellair
near Exeter where Barnes’ father lived. So to Bellair I went and with
satisfactory results. Brereton and I took to each other - and we then and
there arranged to travel together.
He had a young pupil by name Chaworth Masters, and was to come too and a fourth companion was found in Wilson - a cousin of Brereton’s, a
Norfolk landowner. Chaworth Masters was the son of Mary Chaworth,
Byron’s first and it was said only love. Brereton was some years my senior,
but his pleasant manners and his friendly ways made me confident that he
would be an agreeable fellow traveller. Barnes spoke of him as a thoughtful
and able man. So the party was made up - and it was settled that we should
start as soon as possible so that we might be well on our way by the end of
November. I looked forward to having a very interesting tour and hoped to
get benefit from it in health and in many other ways.
I must try now and give a short sketch of what we did and what we saw on
this trip to Egypt and the Holy Land.
I left England in November for Lyons, where I was to meet my sister Mary
and her husband on their return from their long wedding tour - after a stay
of a day or two with them, they went on their way homewards and I travelled
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on over the Mont Cernis pass to Venice - my first visit there. I did not see the
place to advantage for the two days of my stay were spoilt by very chilly
weather and continuous rain. I was glad to leave. I crossed to Trieste, a
boisterous passage and was delighted to find myself on shore again - there I
and my future co-travellers met. Brereton and his pupil, Masters and
Wilson. We mutually took stock of one another, and I think our impressions
of one another were satisfactory.
We sailed next day in an Austrian steamer, with English engineers and
officers, for Alexandria. The bad weather continued, but on our arrival off
Corfu and as we passed through the sheltered waters of the Ionian Islands
we had a temporary and very welcome respite from waves and storms; but
after leaving the shelter of the islands the weather was even more boisterous
than before - we got driven out of our course - and we did not arrive at
Alexandria till the sixth day after we had left Trieste.
The scene at Alexandria was most interesting. As we anchored a motley
crowd of people of all nations surrounded our ship - Egyptians, Copts,
Arabs, Nubians, Niggers, and climbed on board and rushed at us - almost
tore us to pieces in their eagerness to get us into their boats, and when we at
last were safely deposited in one of their boats - the quiet was only
temporary for when we arrived on shore, the same bustle and babble
continued, and we reached our hotel half stupefied by the confusion and
noise, but in spite of all this confusing experience there was much that was
most delightfully strange and picturesque. The oriental dress, the various
shades of dark complexions, the strange faces and the unknown tongues all was so new and so full of interest to us.
One never tired of looking at it all in pleased astonishment - but there was
business to be seen to at once. We had to secure a Dragoman for our
expedition - arid next to secure a ‘dahabeeh’.15 Fortunately we had not much
trouble in finding both.
A ‘dahabeeh’ had been recommended to us as the best boat on the Nile - the
‘Perle du Nil’ and we were lucky enough to find one disengaged. We also
found a Dragoman - named Giovanni Magro who had been mentioned to us
as a reliable man and with him we were able to arrange satisfactorily - so
these two important matters being settled - we put ourselves in Magro’s
hands to purchase all stores - and to provide all that was necessary for a trip
which might last from two to three months.
In two or three days all was ready for our start - and we got off on the 8th
Dec. with great firing of salutes - and great excitement of all the lookers on.
The Dahabeeh had a saloon and a raised deck above. We each had a snug
little cabin - in the centre of the boat were the 10 rowers - men of various
shades of colour - and forward there was the cook and his little kitchen
stove. The ‘zais’ or captain - a dignified looking Arab, was generally on the
upper deck. There was a tall mast and an enormous sail, and sometimes when the wind was propitious, the sail was sufficient for our progress.
Sometimes the crew had to work hard at the oars, singing their quaint songs
- or repeating some words - which always ended with ‘Mahammad’ - as they
rowed. We hoped to have got a good deal of sport while we were in the Delta -
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but were disappointed. At a place called Atfeh we get out of the Canal -. and
were really on the very broad and strong stream of the Nile itself.
I am afraid I cannot give a very descriptive idea of our Nile trip, I have read
through my old journal which I kept at the time and I find that it does not
contain much more than the statement of the daily routine - which was
somewhat monotonous. We none of us knew much about ‘Egyptology’ perhaps fifty years ago few persons did. We immensely enjoyed visiting the
Pyramids - and the wonderful ancient temples - but it is one thing to see and
to admire - and quite another to describe - and then the grand and stately
river - one cannot but wonder at it - remembering its ancient history Biblical
and secular - but as far as beauty is concerned one can’t say much - it’s
banks are very muddy and very dull, and its villages a collection of mere
mud huts. A redeeming feature in the landscape is the delightful green of the
palm trees. There are always a number of these round each village and then
the green plain on either side of the river - and the growing crops of dharra and other grain - the castor oil plant and the sugar cane - all this is very
refreshing to the eye - and one can never forget the glorious sunrises and
sunsets which are splendid when the whole landscape becomes glorified and
even the dull banks become for a time beautiful.
The green plain which extends itself on each side of the river varies very
much in extent, according as the yellow hills approach or are further
removed from the river, and according to the extent to which the water of the
Nile can spread itself in flood time. Beyond this green strip, there is nothing
but boundless sand. As you look down on it all from the top of the Great
Pyramid, it seems as if a green carpet had been laid down over the yellow
sandy desert.
The thing which was of daily and hourly interest as we sailed along - or as
we walked over the country which we were able to do most days for an hour,
or longer - was the variety of the birds - the ‘zikzak’ or crocodile bird on the
banks, and the little river plovers running along the brink - the white storks
in the fields, and the greyheaded crows - and everywhere flocks of pigeons
There were too, constant flights of wild duck, and the incessant long lines of
Egyptian geese far above our head, and far out of shot, very tantalising to us
who had our guns ready to bag some of them. There were also flocks of
pelicans, but they too kept their distance - great was the excitement when
we first saw crocodiles lying seemingly asleep on the sandbanks. We used to
take a great deal of exercise - walking regardless of trespass over the fields
and always hoping to bring in a good bag of game. Sometimes we got a
desert partridge, sometimes some quail, but more often only a pigeon or two.
Once or twice we spent a long time waiting in hopes of shooting a crocodile,
and sometimes we went out in the early morning so as to find the geese on
their feeding grounds, and with the geese we were sometimes successful, but
with the crocodiles never. All this amusement kept us very much alive, and
was an unfailing interest to us. Occasionally too we had a little excitement in
trying to get ahead of a rival dahabeeh in front of us, but our boat being an
unusually large one had but little chance in a race.
At our stopping places we made acquaintance with fellow travellers who were
in their dahabeeh - in front or behind us but there were not many in those
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days. So the days and weeks passed not only in sport but also exploring
temples from time to time. I remember we looked upon the temples at Philos,
dating from Cleopatra’s time as comparatively modern and consequently not
nearly so interesting as those which dated back to the time of the Bible
Pharoah and Joseph. Nothing was of the highest interest unless it dated
back at least 1,000 years!
And now for a moment to go back to our shooting expeditions. I must just
try to describe a very exciting day when we had a wild boar shoot. It was the
day after Christmas, but before I go on to tell of the boar hunt I must just
mention that we had spent a very happy Christmas day on our dahabeeh We had Divine Service (as we did also every Sunday) Brereton being chaplain
- and he gave us a short and appropriate sermon - and then came the Xmas
dinner: roast beef, turkey, plum-pudding and mince pies- finishing up with a
snap-dragon to which the crew were all invited16 - Magro told us that what
most astonished was the colour of their faces when salt was added to the
brandy in the flaming dish - they feared the change of colour would be
permanent! They were all Mussulmans - but not so strict as to object to the
burning brandy. So our pleasant Xmas day came to an end and we anchored
that night opposite a Coptic convent and the monks came swimming across
the river to our boat, asking for alms.
The next day we had our wild boar hunt - we had moved on in the early
morning to a place called Minish; there were large plots of sugar cane
planted there, belonging to the Govt. and the wild boars are very partial to
the sweet sugar cane and come down from the hills to regale themselves.
One of our crew, a Copt, was an inhabitant of Minish and knew his way
about. He took us to the guardian of the plantation, a black skinned Nubian,
and under his guidance we were led to a likely spot. We were each posted in
our places and I was lucky enough to remain with the Nubian. He made me
creep along with him through the sugar cane on hands and knees and we
soon came across traces of the animals. We followed up these tracks, and
soon heard the snuffling and grunting of a boar ahead. The sounds came
near, he was coming towards us - we passed quietly into a ride close by and
waited. The Nubian soon saw the beast, and bid me to be ready to shoot - at
first I could see nothing, but soon I saw the boar slowly moving and I took a
steady aim and fired, then followed a loud yell, and the Nubian rushed in to
despatch the beast. The rest of the party hearing the shot were tremendously
excited, and stood in their places in the ride watching eagerly for another
chance, but to their disappointment there was nothing more to shoot at.
They all envied me my luck, the boar, a young one, about the size of an
ordinary English pig was conveyed to the boat and we went on most of the
day trying our luck, but all in vain - and towards evening we all returned to
the boat pretty well tired out with our day’s work.
This boar incident led to some trouble - for those of the crew who had helped
to carry and to skin the beast got into great disgrace with the rest for they
had done what was unlawful for a Mussulman to do. They had touched the
Unclean thing - so a big quarrel followed - shouting and jeering on the part
of those who were shocked and tears on the part of the offenders - and
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threats of leaving the boat, but after a bit the storm passed and all was quiet
again. So ended our exciting day - the only one of the kind during our trip.
After this we continued our voyage - and went on and on up the river and
eventually reached Luxor (Thebes) in Jan, 1858. We spent one or two days
seeing all we could of the mighty ruined temples there and at Karnac and
then sailed on as far as Assouan17 and the first cataract. Here we had to wait
for a time till all preparations had been made for our boat to be dragged up
the cataract. There are huge granite boulders all across the river and it
seemed doubtful whether our big ‘dahabeeh’ could be got up at all, but we
determined to have a try at it - and after four or five days had been spent
pulling up the boat by sheer force - each day getting up a bit higher - we
found ourselves in smooth water again. There were any number of men more than 100 employed on the job. Some on our boat pulling at a rope
attached to the rocks on shore, some on shore pulling at another rope
attached to the boat and so we passed up the cataract.
The scenery of the Nile is very different when you get into Nubia. A high
rocky bank on each side, there was not much to see as we went along - till
we came to the wonderful temple cut out of the rock at Abousimbel. We
could not stop to explore it as we went up - for it was necessary to take
advantage of the favourable wind to get us on our upward journey. On the
return journey we could stop where we liked and float down the rapid
stream.
By the end of January we had reached Wady Halfeh- the second cataract 1000 miles of river travelling and this was the farthest part of our journey we now had to turn back - and get to Cairo as fast as was consistent with
sightseeing on the way. The heat was beginning to be oppressive as February
passed away. The sand storms too were sometimes very trying. We reached
Cairo by March 14th having all of us enjoyed our trip and all in excellent
health and spirits.
At Cairo I had a very pleasant surprise - for I found my brother William there
with his fellow traveller Tristram, also Reginald Barnes with a college friend
of his, Turner by name who is now Vicar of Braywood. They had all been
waiting on at Shepherd’s Hotel for the arrival of our boat. It was a very
pleasant meeting: and another pleasure was in store for me, for William
offered me a berth on his yacht and he proposed to take not only me but to
take Barnes and Turner too to Jaffa, so that we all might go up to Jerusalem
together. I gladly fell in with this plan, though I was sorry to part with my
Nile companions who were also going to make their way to the Holy Land.
They would go by steamer to Jaffa and I said goodbye to them, hoping soon
to meet again.
I cannot attempt to write a full description of this most interesting trip. Is it
not written in the book of my diary of that time? It began with a very stormy
passage in the yacht ‘Gondola’ from Alexandria to Jaffa, except for William
and Tristram who were old hands, we were all very sea-sick - and it was
provoking to find when we came near the harbour at Jaffa that it would not
be possible to land until the storm abated. The landing even in quiet weather
is not an easy matter - we were obliged to beat about on the coast for some
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time - and then at last we were able to leave the yacht and to land in open
boats, and I was more glad than I can say to find myself on terra firma
The journey to Jerusalem took us two days. We slept the night at Ramleh,
My brother William carried in a litter for he was suffering from a swollen
foot, the rest of the party rode on horseback. It was a wonderful and solemn
thing to find oneself in the Holy Land, and especially did we feel this when
we came in sight of Jerusalem. The others had ridden on, and I was alone,
when I first saw the Holy City. It is impossible to express one’s feelings about
that moment, only one wished one could feel more deeply than one did. It
was a great pleasure to have Barnes and Tristram as companions, they both
knew their Bible well, and could point out each place which was connected
with the sacred story.
When we reached Jerusalem, we were all five of us lodged in a so-called
hotel. It was the first year that there had ever been anything in the way of an
inn. Pilgrims had always before been taken in, in one or other of the
convents. We had a beautiful view from the terrace of the inn. We looked on
the Mount of Olives, the Mosque of Omar, and the Church of the Holy
Sepulchre - and there was visible in the distance the straight line of the
mountains of Moab - with the haze of the Dead Sea somewhat veiling them.
It was all most interesting.
The day of our arrival was the Feast of the Annunciation - the 25th March,
and we remained over Easter till the 9th April. A very precious fortnight We
visited one by one all the holy places - the chief of them - the Church of the
Holy Sepulchre - the Garden of Gethsemane - the Mount of Olives - the Pool
of Siloam - the brook Kedron (now dry), each and all one feels to be indeed
holy places and to be visited with deep reverence. There are some who like to
cast doubt upon the identity of these holy places - and occupy themselves
with theories as to other sites which they think are more likely to be genuine
- but as regards the site of the Holy Sepulchre, there has been unhesitating
consent since the days of Constantine who built there his memorial Church,
and that is good enough testimony for me. The spot has been reverenced
from the earliest days and there, in company with the thousands of
worshippers of many nations who crowd there very Easter- tide, one is glad
to have been allowed to kneel in prayer.
In the great Church each nation and Church have their own altars where
they offer up the Holy Eucharist according to their own rites. At the time I
was there, there was no provision for the Church of England to have this
privilege, but things are different now. In the Chapel of Abraham, with the
consent of the Patriarch, there is now a frequent Celebration according to
our own rite.
And now I must relate an interesting experience which we had in Jerusalem,
not in connection with Christian worship but with Jewish. We were allowed
to be present at the celebration of the Passover feast in the house of a
Spanish Jew. These Spanish Jews still speak their own language though
three centuries have passed since they were expelled from Spain by
Ferdinand and Isabella - and I was able to converse with them. I have given
a somewhat full account of this incident in my Holy Land Diary (p.12) so I
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will only say here how much interested we all were in what we saw and
heard.
Our time in Jerusalem was taken up daily with seeing new sights of interest.
One day we rode out to Bethlehem. The Grotto of the Nativity has a Convent
built over it. It is always illuminated with countless candles. There is a Latin
inscription marking the sacred spot. ‘Hic de Maria Virgine Christus natus
est’ - and here all pilgrims kneel and kiss the sacred spot.

Another day we went to Bethany - returning by the Mount of Olives. From
the top of the Mount you come suddenly on that beautiful view of the Holy
City which our Lord and his disciples looked upon, when He wept over the
City.
Our visits to all these places were very short - but the impression left on
one’s mind remains very vividly even after nearly 50 years -and I a1way feel
thankful that I have had the privilege of a visit to the Holy Land. I have a
ring, which I always wear, which I had made in Jerusalem - with the arms of
the City engraved upon it and I have other mementos - a piece of olive wood
from the Mt of Olives, a piece of the lime-stone rock which I carried away
with me the last time that I rode over the Mount, a mother of pearl
crucifixion - and other smaller things - such as pressed flowers, which are
all of value and interest to me - and I have too the 6 water colour drawings
by Edward Lear which he painted during our visit and which hang on the
walls of our drawing-room18.
He lodged in the same hotel with our party at Jerusalem. He had journeyed
to Jerusalem by way of the desert, visiting Petra and Mount Sinai, the only
foreigner to pass that way that year, for the country was very dangerous to
pass through, owing to the disturbed state of the Bedouin tribes. He suffered
severely from them and was glad to have escaped with his life.
This is but a short account of my stay in Jerusalem. I will only add that our
time there came to an end too soon - we would all have gladly prolonged it but this could not be. My brother William and Tristram returned to the
Yacht at Jaffa and went their way. I and my companions made an expedition
to Hebron, the Jordan and the Dead Sea - by way of the valley of Kidron
and the Convent of Mar-Saba. We rode on horseback and slept in tents. The
country was in a disturbed state and we had a convoy of Arabs with us, who
guaranteed our safety - in return for a large ‘baksheesh’. Even with these
precautions we had a narrow escape of getting into trouble, and coming into
conflict with a hostile tribe.
I will not write more about this delightful tour, there is a full account of it
from beginning to end in the journal which I wrote at the time. Bethel,
Nablous, Nazareth, the sea of Tiberias, the ascent of Mt. Hermon,
Damascus, Baalbec with its wonderful Temple and gigantic stones, the
Cedars of Lebanon and finally Beyrout - all is fully described in my Palestine
diary (as far as my tour is concerned). On reading it all over again I have
been much interested, and I think those of my children who will take the
trouble to read it, will find pleasure in doing so.
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Now the same tour can be made in greater luxury - with Cook’s or Dr.
Lunn’s parties - travelling by train - instead of on horseback, sleeping at
hotels, etc. but I doubt much whether there is now more real comfort than
we had in our tent life and certainly not so much pleasure. Our free way of
travelling was delightful. We could stop when we liked and where we likedgo slowly or fast just as we fancied - enjoy the scenery - and the flowers by
the way - and after an 8 or 10 hours spell on horseback - relish our meal
and our coffee far more than we should have done at a table d’hote at an
inn. And then after a night of soundest sleep - up at 5.30 a.m. to begin
another enjoyable day. It was a most delightful and a most healthgiving tour,
and to it as well as to my time on the Nile, I ascribe my restored health at
the time - and, by God’s blessing, all the after years of my life which have
been granted to me from that date when I was 26 years old - to the present
time when I am nearly 75.
The homeward journey now began on May 15th. We, that is Turner, Goldie
Taubman and his tutor Roberts and myself, left Beyrout in a French
coasting steamer for Constantinople - we anchored at many places on the
way, Tripoli, Latakia, Rhodes, Smyrna, landing for a short time at each place
and seeing all we could of the towns - and at last - touching in at Mitylene passing through the Dardanelles - we found ourselves at Constantinople
where we spent a few days.
Of Constantinople I do not remember much. I remember my visit to St.
Sophia - and rowing about in the Bosphorus - and the bazaars - and a
Turkish bath - but the rest of my time there is very hazy. We left
Constantinople in a Danubian steamer - which in four days brought us to
Buda Pesth. The weather was not favourable - but we were able to be on
deck from time to time and to admire the scenery on either side of the
Danube. The change of climate was not at all agreeable, it was chilly though
it was the month of June. We took the train at Pesth for Vienna and after a
few days there, hurried homewards, staying at Prague, Dresden, Amsterdam
and from thence by steamer to England.

31

32

Holy Orders and Marriage 1858 - 1860

S

o ended this happy time - and the return home was not less happy, for
the welcome I had from all my relations was always most affectionate
and hearty - and I spent many pleasant times at the houses of my
Uncles and Aunts and at my brother Henry’s who all did their best now, as
always, to make me not feel sad that one was without a home of one’s own.
And indeed I had many blessings to be thankful for. My travels over - and
my health restored. Now came the difficult question to be decided ‘what was
my future life to be? Shall I return to my high stool at 15 Bishopsgate St.? or
shall I give up the City life which hitherto had not suited me, and which
certainly was never very congenial to me? I had for some time had it in my
mind to take Holy Orders and this desire had been growing more strong of
late. I now finally came to a decision to prepare myself for Holy Orders.
Uncle William and my brother Henry were very kind about it - and though
they must have been disappointed at my giving up my work with them and
at my throwing away such an opportunity as they had so kindly given me of
getting into very prosperous circumstances, they did not let me feel that they
were disappointed, and they left me quite free to decide for myself, and to
follow my own bent. It was with their full consent and their best wishes that
I said goodbye to the Office. In a worldly point of view my decision was not a
prudent one but I felt myself led on to choose as I did, and I do not think
that I have ever repented it.
Having come to this decision, the first thing was to select a Theological
College. I should have preferred Cuddesdown lately founded by Bishop
Wilberforce, where Alfred Pott was Principal, and Liddon Vice-Principal. I
often since have wished that I could have gone there, where the preparation
was in every way so good, but there was an objection to my going there in
that my near relationship with the Principal and his wife might be rather a
hindrance19 - so I settled for admission to Wells Theological College, where
Pinder was Principal. He had founded the College, the first of the sort in
England, and all who had been there spoke of him with the greatest affection
and respect. Henry Adams had been a student there, also Reginald Barnes
and my old college friend Frederick Foreman and my brother Antony also for
a time. To Wells then I went on Sept. 24th of this year - 1858 - and a very
happy and I hope useful time I had there. I made many pleasant friendships,
but I still feel on looking back that the deepest spiritual help to one would
have been more effective if one had been at Cuddesdon, and had Liddon for
a teacher.
I had lodgings in the Vicar’s Close - a most picturesque and secluded old set
of buildings with its chapel at one end - and its ancient portico at the other.
As a reminiscence of Wells I have two water colour paintings - by Clarke - a
local artist - one of the Cathedral from the Bishop’s garden - and the other of
the Vicar’s Close.
One of the tutors of the College - Mr. (now Canon) Church still lives at Wells.
He and I had many rides together, as during my residence I was lucky
enough to keep a horse - an exception being made in my case on account of
delicate health. I have always kept up my acquaintance with him.
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Almost all my contemporary fellow students have passed away. I have just
looked over the list in the Calendar (1907) of this year and only two or three
remain - all younger than me. Bishop Earle (now Dean of Exeter) and I were
the two seniors in point of age, both of us M.A.s and wearing our Master’s
Hoods; all the rest youthful B.A.s and regarding us two as quite old fellows.
As I drew to the end of my residence I had to look out for a curacy. I went to
see two - one at Caldecott in South Wales, the other at Wilton in Wiltshire. I
did not close with either, the first was (I thought) too secluded - at the other
there was more expected of me than I thought I could manage as a beginner,
but probably I should have done better to have been more courageous and
less diffident and to have hoped for courage to have been given me as I got
more used to the work.
At length, without seeking, came an offer from Mr. Hogg of St. Mark’s,
Torquay, where Reginald Barnes was Curate. Here I was to be allowed to
begin quietly and gradually to learn my new work, but I was to have no
stipend. Mr. Hogg had no Vicarage at Torquay, but lived in his own house,
‘Mt. Hermon’ - they also had a house at Berry Head, which came to Mrs.
Hogg from her father, Mr. Maxwell-Lyte, and there they lived for part of the
year. Mr. Hogg was most kind to me. I met him at the Parsonage at Clifton
Hampden, where he was staying with my Uncle Joseph, and after one or two
little talks we soon came to an agreement that I was to begin work under
him.
I was ordained at Exeter by the aged and famous Bishop Philpotts. I did well
in the examination, but just missed by one the distinction of reading the
Gospel at the Ordination Service. My Uncles William and Joseph both most
kindly came to Exeter to be present at the Ordination. I went at once to
Torquay, and for a time Reginald Barnes and I lived at ‘Mt. Hermon’ while
Mr. and Mrs. Hogg were at Berry Head. We afterwards took a small house
together at No. 1 Wellswood Park. I preached my first sermon at St. Marks in
the afternoon of the 1st Sunday after Trinity. I entered in my journal of that
date: ‘not so nervous as I expected’ - the following Sunday I preached again,
but as regards preaching I was let off very easily. One or two Sundays often
passing without my having to preach at all. I had a district of poor people to
attend to of about 100 people. All was made very easy to me, too easy I fear.
The kindness of Mr. Hogg (my Vicar) and Mrs. Hogg towards me was very
great. Our staff consisted of Mr. Hogg, Vicar, his brother Lewis, Reginald
Barnes and myself, Curates. There was really but little for me to do except to
assist in the services at the 2 Churches of St. Mark and of St. Matthias and
to attend to my little district. I had also to keep up my reading for Priests
Orders and so the first few months went by.
In the autumn there came a great crisis in my life. Uncle William and Aunt
Blanche and family took Mrs. Hogg’s house at Berry Head with the intention
of staying there some months, and I was constantly with them, riding to and
fro’ from Torquay. Among their guests there who should come but Isabel
Bright: I suspect this was arranged by my kind Uncle and Aunt with the
hope of bringing into my life the happiness which very soon came to me. I
was free to come over to Berry Head whenever I liked and so it came to pass
that Isabel Bright promised to be my wife. It was on Oct. 27th that we were
walking together on the Head, and then and there the deed was done. It is
now 48 years ago since that happy day, for which I thanked God then, and
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for which I can never cease to thank him as long as life lasts. I think my
engagement brought great pleasure to all my dear relations and friends, and
it was welcomed too by Mr. Bright and all his family. Uncle William, who
guessed what would be the result of that walk on the Head met us as we
returned home, and I remember I said to him in Spanish as he met us
‘Puede William, me la embozabuena’. It was delightful to see and hear his
kind and affectionate interest in our happiness.

I have preserved some of the letters which I received on the occasion which
my children may like to read in the course of time. The news came to Mr.
Bright by a letter from me and one from Isabel next morning, but we were
disturbed by not receiving any reply by return of post. The fact was that the
same post by which he received our letters, brought him the sad news of the
‘Royal Charter’ being wrecked, the passenger ship belonging to Gibbs Bright
and Co. This was a great calamity, not only on account of the great loss of
life, but also on account of the great pecuniary loss to the Firm20.
I received however in a day or two a kind letter from him, cautiously
mentioning that he could give but a small ‘dot’ to his daughter. My reply
brought a very cordial letter, accepting me most affectionately as his future
son in law, so all went swimmingly and the wedding was fixed for an early
date in Jan. 1860. What my Vicar thought of the neglect of my work for the
time which my marriage would involve, I do not know but he and everyone
did all they could to forward my happiness, for which I have always felt most
grateful.
The wedding was fixed for 3rd January, and on the 2nd of that month I
went to Belmont (always a home to us all). My brother, Charles had just
returned home on leave from the Cape, and he was my Best Man. Uncle
Joseph was to perform the ceremony assisted by Graham Tyndall, a cousin
of Isabel’s. Who the bridesmaids were I cannot recall. I only know that on
the wedding morning I drove over from Belmont to Abbots Leigh in the
Tyntesfield omnibus with a large contingent of them. The weather was most
unpropitious, a drenching rainfall all day, but in spite of the weather there
was a large gathering of friends and relations. I like to think of my Uncle
George and my Uncle William and Aunt Blanche being present at my
marriage. My brother Henry too, and Charles - and three or four of my old
college friends, John Daubeny and Bishop King among them.
The ceremony took place, as was always the rule in those days, in the
morning, before mid-day, and there was a great ‘breakfast’ afterwards, but I
was glad to be allowed to escape this ordeal, and after a private luncheon
Isabel and I went off in a carriage and four, driving to Bath, and from thence
taking the train for London which was to be our first stage on our way to the
Continent.
And so my married life began and God who joined us together on that
happy day, the 3rd January, 1860, has mercifully spared us to one another
through more than 47 years - for I am writing this on 20th February 1907.
On my wedding date I was nearing my 28th birthday and now I am nearing
my 75th. Indeed I have cause to thank Him “for all blessings of this life”.
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Sorrows and trials there have been for which we must be thankful too, for
indeed I know they were sent in love, and as I write, my heart is full of
thankful joy for such undeserved mercies and blessings which far outweigh
the sorrows and trials which have come from time to time- which leave their
mark, and that for good - through which we must pass - and which we come
to learn are blessings in disguise. “Thou, O God, hast taught me from my
youth until now”.

Our Wedding Tour from 3rd January to 27th January: London, Tunbridge
Wells, Canterbury, Dover, Paris (Hotel Bristol - what extravagance!), Blois.
We meant to have got as far as the Riviera, but Isabel became quite ill with a
severe cold, and we got back to England much sooner than expected.
After visits to the Heberdens at Tranmore; to St. Dunstans - to my sister
Mary; to Belmont and to Abbots Leigh, where we were welcomed by a peel
from the Church bells, on the 2nd March, after two months absence, we
returned to Torquay to 1, Wellswood Park.
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Sir William Ross sketch of Isabel Bright with her sister Cathy
JLG’s father-in-law, Robert Bright of Abbots Leigh

Ordination, Children and Pau 1860 - 1862

T

he first years of our married life were marked by many events, some of
them causing sadness and anxiety, and some much happiness. One of
the sad things was the death of my brother, William, aged 29. His health
had for some years been failing - but we had hoped that by the invigorating
life on board his yacht ‘The Gondola’, he might have been restored to health
- but it was not to be. He came home in June accompanied by Mr. Hardie
who had been his companion during his last cruise, and it was evident that
he was failing fast. After a short stay in London, at Hyde Park Gardens - and
at St Dunstans, he moved to Clevedon where Uncle George and Aunt
Harriett were staying and there Isabel and I went to be with him for a while.
Later on he went to Belmont, never again to leave it. He died on 27th
August. Reginald Barnes, William’s and my old friend, and now my fellow
Curate, was with him and ministered to him at the last. It was a peaceful
and happy end, after a life of much sadness and trial. I see written in my
diary of 26th August, ‘We all have seen him and have joined in the prayers
at his bedside. He feels the true trust in Christ for pardon of all his sins, and
that he will be accepted when his hour comes’. We have received the Holy
Communion with him today.’ His death was a great loss to me. He and I
came next to one another. He only a year older than me. We too had always
been associated together, we were together at the same schools and
afterwards at the same Tutors, Mr. Dayman in Cornwall. Though of a very
reserved disposition, he was truly affectionate, and on the last day of his life
his reserve left him and he opened out his heart to me, and spoke most
freely and happily of his approaching end, his last words were a great
comfort to me and took away to a great extent the sorrow of losing him.
Requiescat in pace.

There was yet another trial during this year - for my health broke down something wrong with the throat - congestion of the veins, causing bleeding
from time to time. The doctors knowing the weakness which had carried off
my brothers prematurely, thought seriously of my condition, more so (as it
turned out) than necessary - they thought it necessary that I should give up
work for a time - and a warmer climate was recommended for the winter.
This was a sad blow to us - we had just nettled into a very nice little house ‘Collina’ - which we had taken for a term. There was nothing for it but to
follow the doctor’s orders - give up my curacy - give up the house - and go
abroad as soon as possible. A move before the end of the year was
impossible for reasons which I will now come to. This brings me away from
the sadnesses to mention a great blessing which was in store for us - the
hindrance to our early departure was this: my dear wife was expecting her
confinement some time in October and till that was well over we had of
course to rest quietly at home.
Well, the happy event took place on October 27th, the anniversary of our
engagement day - and a little son was born to us. Aunt Blanche who was
with Uncle William and their family at Baxton House nearby for the winter
months was with my wife at the birth of the child, and Cathy Bright too was
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staying with us for the occasion. Thank God all went well - and in due time
(on the 7th Dec.) the boy was christened by me at St. Mark’s Church,
Torquay, in Jordan water brought from the Holy Land. He was named John
Arthur - the first name after his father, ‘Arthur’ after a brother of Isabel’s
who died in the Indian mutiny. Aunt Harriett sent the christening robe
which has been used since for the christenings of all our children, and of a
good many grandchildren.
I come now to another important event of this year and another Blessing. On
Sept. 23rd - 16th Sunday after Trinity - I was ordained Priest by the Bishop
of Exeter (Phillpotts) in the Cathedral. Isabel and I had lodgings in
Southernbay, Exeter, for the time of the examination. Many of my relations
were present.
In those days there was little or no solemn preparation afforded to the
Candidates in the Bishop’s Palace, as there is always now as a matter or
course. It was a great loss not to have had such help. The Ordination service
itself was not made as impressive as it should be - and as it is now. Things
have changed much for the better in this respect. When my son Reginald
was ordained in Exeter Cathedral 30 years or so later nothing could be more
impressive than the way the service was conducted.
On the day after the Ordination, Isabel and I returned home to Collina - on
the 27th Oct. as I have already told, our firstborn made his appearance, on
the 7th Dec. was the christening - and on 10th of that month we left
Torquay, soon to take our departure for Pau where we were to pass the
winter. Isabel’s maid accompanied us and Ellen Lord was the nurse for the
baby.
I have no record of the exact date of our departure - nor any details of the
journey. It was however before Christmas that we found ourselves at Pau.
We arrived there in very wintry weather. The last portion of the Journey from
Dax, where we left the railway, to Pau was in the ‘diligence’ - and it was very
trying, snowing all the time and bitterly cold. Most unfit weather for us all,
father, mother and baby. On our arrival we had some difficulty in getting
rooms at the hotel, but things righted themselves after a bit, and we were
none much the worse for the hardships of the journey, we very soon moved
into comfortable quarters at Maison St. Cricq - and there we found ourselves
by the end of the year 1860.
We stayed at Maison St. Cricq till Lady Day - and then we moved to ‘Mont
Fleury’, a nice country house on the Coteaux about a mile and a half from
Pau, where Uncle William and Aunt Blanche were a few years ago for a
winter - and where I stayed with them. We took the house for a year and two
months. The doctor had advised that I should make a good long stay abroad
so as to give my delicate throat a good chance of being cured - and we
thought it best to secure a comfortable home for ourselves for the time of our
exile.
The house was near the village of Gelos - it was situated on the ‘coteaux’. It
was a good climb to reach it, but when you did arrive at the front door the
view on both sides was beautiful.. On the one side Pau, with its picturesque
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Chateau de Henri IV situated on the Gave de Pau - and on the other side a
glorious view of the range of the Pyrenees, with the Dent du Midi rising up
greatly in the midst of the other mountains. The house itself was very
convenient, and fairly well furnished. Rent not so much as I was paying for
‘Collina’ at Torquay which I had let on leaving England. There was stabling
and room for a manservant - and this was a great convenience for I had
bought a pony carriage and pair of ponies which we found most useful
during all our stay. The garden was cared for at the landlord’s expense. We
engaged a cook, Marie, and a house-parlour maid Julia who both turned out
good servants, and so on the 25th March we settled ourselves in, quite
pleased with our temporary home.
It might have been thought that by settling in a house quite out in the
country we should find it rather dull and lonely - but it did not prove so at
all. We had many acquaintances in Pau who frequently came out to see us.
Some of these were regular residents there, whom I had known when I had
been at Pau before. General de Gaja and daughter, he an old French General
who had fought against the English in early life and had been a prisoner in
England, somewhere on the Berkshire downs - Wantage I think it was. He
was quite familiar too with the Spanish tongue and generally talked to me in
that language. Then there was Madame de Milanges, a sister of Sir Edmund
Head, a very friendly and delightful old lady, Also 5 Miss Yorkes, elderly
ladies who had wintered in Pau for thirty years or more - and besides these,
two old Miss Bells whom we knew in my younger days when we lived at 11
Bedford Square. The English doctors, Dr. Ottley and Dr. Smythe both of
whom were very friendly and very helpful to us - as my story will show.
Besides these residential persons there were many like ourselves, winter
sojourners, with whom we became very intimate. Sir Percival and Lady
Heywood, Isabel’s cousins; Hitchens, a friend of J. Daubeny with whom I
often used to ride, and whose invalid sister I used often to visit ministerially
at her rooms in Pau. The Congreves - an old country Squire - with son and
daughter - (the son now is father Congreve, of the Cowley fathers); Miss
Masters, sister of Masters who was with me on the Nile, and her cousins the
Miss Harmonds, with whom we became very intimate.
With all these friends whom I have mentioned and many other
acquaintances, we were far from being lonely - there was constant coming
and going. Pau friends coming out to Mont Fleury - and we driving in to pay
visits to them. On Sundays we drove in our pony carriage to the English
Church - a very dull building - and a service dull enough too - I hear that
nowadays there is a great improvement in this respect. I remember those
Sunday drives well, for they were somewhat hazardous, not because the
roads were bad, for they could not have been better, but on account of the
country people who were streaming into Pau for Divine service, and who
streamed back again after the service was over. They had no idea of keeping
to the sides of the road, but strolled along in the middle without any regard
to any carriages which might come along - and with our frisky pair of ponies
the steering safely through the crowds was no easy task - as may be
imagined.
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I must now tell of the pleasant visits we had from home from time to time
during our stay. My brother Charles came more than once - Mr. and Mrs.
Hogg also came. Isabella and her sister Emily Gordon - and then, to Isabel’s
great pleasure, her sister Cathy came for a nice long stay - this last visit was
brought about by Isabel becoming very unwell. At first she had been able to
enjoy herself - taking drives and even rides with me - and those with us. But
this did not last long. It was at Mrs. Hogg’s advice that we wrote to ask
Cathy’ to come out to us. She stayed with us for some weeks and we had
some nice expeditions to the mountains as soon as Isabel was up to it. We
went to Eaux Chaudes and later on the Eaux Bonnes. It was the month of
August 1861 when we went to the latter place - the weather though
doubtless cooler than the neighbourhood of Pau - was piping hot. It was
there, while sitting out of doors in the evening that we saw a wonderful
meteor - a long light streaming all across the sky like an enormous rocket making it all as light as day. It disappeared in about two minutes after its
sudden appearance. I shall never forget the beautiful sight.
These trips to the mountains were most refreshing and we all enjoyed the
beautiful scenery. It was a most delightful time for us all. Besides these
quieter trips with Isabel, I remember some longer ones with my brother
Charles which we took on horseback - which we both much enjoyed, and in
this pleasant way the summer passed away. The only drawback was the
great heat which was rather enervating. In September we went to Biarritz,
hoping that the sea breezes would be refreshing. Dr. Ottley had a house
there which he let to us for a few weeks. We had a pleasant time there. The
place was very gay, The Emperor Napoleon III was there and the Empress
Eugenie and her little son the Prince Imperial. Crowds of fashionable
Spaniards and French enjoying the baths and other gaieties - not a house or
hotel which was not full. We had our pony carriage and this was a great
pleasure. The sea breezes however failed to blow - and I see from my diary
that it was painfully sultry all the time of our stay. We returned to Mont
Fleury in October not much refreshed. By this time people began to flock
into Pau again and soon another season began.
And now I have to tell of a very anxious time which we had to pass through.
My dear Isabel was confined on the 27th November and a little daughter was
born to us. All went well for a few days, but then came a most serious
illness, and though all was done for her by doctor and nurse, hope was
almost given up that her life would be spared. Dr. Ottley remained with us in
the house doing all he could for her and he went to bed one night for a few
hours rest, feeling that he had done all that could be done and that we must
lose her. To his surprise she was still living when he returned to her room.
He sent for another doctor, Dr. Smythe, to see what help he could give and
his skill, by God’s blessing, restored her so much that we began to have
hope again. From that time she improved and by slow degrees she recovered.
It was a most terrible time, as for many days of the great anxiety I was quite
alone and here I must record the great kindness of Mrs. Ottley who came to
stay with me - and help me to bear up against all this trouble. Soon Cathy
came out to me and Dick and Emma (Bright). They hardly expected to find
her living. They all stayed some weeks, and I was most grateful to them for
their cheering company. By the end of the year they were all still with us,
and were able to see Isabel gradually coming back to health and strength
again, and so ended another eventful year.
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All through the winter and spring of the New Year, 1862, we still had our
home at Mont Fleury. My dear Isabel gradually regaining her strength.
Towards the end of January we took her up to Argelez for a change. Argelez
is a small village in a very pretty valley at the foot of the Pyrenean range,
where we were made very comfortable in an Inn kept by Mona and Madame
Perrafitte, which I am told still exists in the hands of the same family. Cathy
accompanied us there. Dick and Emma had returned to England, the
children we left at Mont Fleury. We spent a fortnight there, unfortunately the
cold was intense, but the sun shining all the time bright and powerful. We
were able to endure, and even enjoy it. The air being so still, as it is almost
always in that region, the cold does not make itself felt so much as in other
places.
Isabel was able to get out sometimes for a drive though the thermometer was
down to 12ºF, and even so Cathy and I were able to sit out in sheltered
places to sketch. I remember well the enormous length and thickness of the
icicles which hung down from the rocks! After a fortnight’s stay at Argelez we
returned to Mont Fleury where we remained till the 9th April when we left
our home on the ‘coteaux’ with regret though glad to think that we should
soon be in England again.
There were my preparations before departing - friends to say goodbye to ponies and carriage to be sold - our French servants to be parted with - our
English ones, Lydia and Thomas Callow sent home. Our journey homewards
was a leisurely one - our object was to meet Uncle William and his family at
Paris, they had passed the winter in Italy and were, like ourselves, on their
way home, we had a letter from them telling us that we were to be their
guests in Paris - the time fixed for us to join them made it necessary for us
to hurry - so we made halts at Bordeaux and Tours, and reached Paris a day
or two before Uncle William’s arrival there. We put up at the Hotel Bristol in
the Place Vendome - and there our very happy meeting took place - not only
were our expenses paid by my Uncle, but Isabel had a nice present from him
and my Aunt that she might fit herself out with some Parisian clothes. At
length our happy stay with them all, ended - and we left for London where
we arrived early in May - going from thence straight to Merry Hill where our
sister in law Isabella now lived, for she had asked us to pay her a visit there.
Merry Hill belonged to my brother Antony - being part of the Hertfordshire
property which came to my father from the Hucks: it was left to my brother
Antony by my mother.
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William Lloyd Gibbs, JLG’s next eldest brother, and the one he was closest to. Died in 1860 aged 29
(see page 37)

1854 photo of William (left) and John, with John’s life long friend Frederick Freeman (see pages 70. 87 and 113)
standing
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Bradenham Interlude 1863 - 1864

D

uring our stay at Merry Hill an offer came to me of a Rectory House at
Bradenham of which place the Rev. John Graves was both Rector and
Squire. As his home was at the Manor House21, he wished to let the
Rectory. We went over to see it and were so much pleased with the place that
we agreed to take it. The House was small - but large enough for us and
there was a nice garden - and four meadows belonging to the Rectory. We
could not however make it our home at once for many difficulties, the chief
of which was that my near Isabel was again expecting her confinement and
owing to her delicate health she was advised not to settle in at Bradenham
until her troubles were well over.
We had had a most kind offer from Uncle William, and Aunt Blanche to
make Tyntesfield our home until after the event should have taken place, so
on the 13th October, after many family visits to Clifton Hampden, Belmont,
St. Dunstan’s, etc. we settled in there. And there after long waiting and
expectations another daughter was born to us on the 27th December
christened in due time at Wraxall Church by the name of ‘Isabel Alice’.
During the visit at Tyntesfield I was often running to and fro to Bradenham getting the house properly furnished and put into order. Our landlord Mr.
Graves was most kind and courteous, and I looked forward to making our
home there, and to be able to help Mr. Graves in the Church services. I had
already begun to get into work to some extent while at Tyntesfield - for I had
assisted the chaplain at Flax Bourton workhouse chapel occasionally - and
took the duty several times at Flax Bourton Parish Church.
To get a settled home and to have some duty to do would be a great step on and the prospect of this we looked forward to with such hopefulness. It was
early in 1863 when we settled at Bradenham Rectory - ourselves, the three
little ones, John, Blanche and Isabel, and our servants Lydia, my wife’s maid
and Thomas Callow, our stable man. I cannot remember whether we had a
regular gardener, possibly we had a man in for a certain number of days
each week for the garden was small, and we had a lad, Richard Wingrove to
milk the cows - and do odd jobs. There was also a quaint old man whose
name I forget, a sort of womany man- who did woman’s work, helping
occasionally in the kitchen - doing washing, etc. not living in the house but
coming in to help when needed.
It was a peaceful little home and we look back to our short time there with
great affection. We had everything needful - a capital cob bought at Abbots
Leigh and a cart to match - and for part of our time I had by brother Charles’
riding horse which he lent to me. We had also frequent visitors - my brother
Henry and Louisa, my sister Mary and her husband, George Louis Gibbs
and his brother Henry and sister Harriett, and Mr. Bright, Cathy and
Constance paid us a nice visit. One landlord always welcomed us and our
relations at the Manor House - and was most hospitable. Whenever he had
guests he used to ask us up to meet them. I remember especially Mr. and
Mrs. Upton Richards. He was the well-known Vicar of that beautiful Church,
All Saints, Margaret Street. A Church with its reverent and well ordered
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services. I have been much attached to it from time it was first built. It was
the outcome of the success of the Tractarian movement which had
quickened in so many hearts love to our Church of England as a true
Branch of the Catholic Church - Mr. Upton Richards was one who had great
influence for good and I always feel glad to have known him.
At this time Mr. Graves was engaged in restoring his own little Church which
adjoined the Manor House. I attended more than one parish meeting held for
the purpose of carrying out the restoration and I think I was of some use in
helping forward the work. I used also frequently to take part in the services
and sometimes preached - a help which I was always glad to give. I have not
seen the place for many a year - our good friend has long ago gone to his
rest. He died at a very advanced age. His eldest daughter lives in London
where we quite lately visited her. His son John is now occupying the Manor
House. I still hope I may see the dear place again - with its beautiful terraces
and its old world village green.
During this year I remember a pleasant visit to Stocks where Dick Bright
and his wife lived. Another visit was to Clifton Hampden and here most
unfortunately my dear Isabel was one night taken suddenly ill - and there
followed a time of great anxiety. In her delicate state we ought never to have
made the journey. It was many weeks before she was able to be moved. The
kindness of my dear Uncle and Aunt I can never forget. I was glad to be able
to be of some use during my stay, by helping in the Church services. After
my dear Isabel’s recovery I gave a thanks offering to the Church of a silver
gilt Paten for the service of the Altar, which whenever I have celebrated at
Clifton Hampden calls to my mind God’s great mercy to us at that time.
In due course we moved to Dawlish for a change of air to complete Isabel’s
recovery. The Tyntesfield family were at Marnhead at that time. The
beautiful place near Dawlish which they had taken for two years during the
alterations at their home. To Marnhead we went after Dawlish and there we
spent our Christmas, returning to Bradenham early in 1864 after a visit to
Abbots Leigh.
By this time I felt I ought to be looking for some regular work, seeing that my
health had so much improved. The living of Dartington in Devon was vacant
and my Uncle William had kindly applied for it before my return to
Bradenham to the Patron Mr. Champernowne, recommending me to him, as
a possible candidate for it, but the application was too late. The living was
already filled up. I then heard that the Rector of Saunderston - 4 miles or so
distant from Bradenham was in want of a Curate. The work was light and
the parish being so close to Bradenham, so that I could still live on at our
home, made me think that I could not do better than offer myself to Mr.
Faber, the Rector. Mr. Faber was brother to Father Faber the writer of many
popular hymns. All was satisfactorily arranged - and I began my work there,
but after only two Sunday’s work as Curate a very unexpected thing
happened when my good and dear Uncle Joseph died of pneumonia on the
22nd March at Clifton Hampden.
He had spent the winter at Belmont and had returned to his Parish for a
Confirmation. There he caught a cold and after a few days illness he was
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carried off, to the great sorrow of his family and of his parishioners. He had
been the incumbent of Clifton Hampden for more than 30 years, having been
appointed to the living by Mrs. Noyes22, who was the former owner of the
parish from whom my father inherited the estate.
My brother Henry appointed me to succeed my Uncle, so the home at
Bradenham came to an end and my short lived Curacy at Saunderston too and a life of more serious work began, It was a real trial to us to leave
Bradenham and our friends there - and I left too with many doubts and fears
in my mind as to the responsibilities which awaited me at Clifton Hampden.
Too timid as I was by nature - and the more so from want of physical vigour.
I rather dreaded work which now came to me - but I had no doubt but that I
ought to accept the living and try by God’s help to do my best. Before leaving
this portion of my story, I ought not to omit one or two quaint recollections
of my short Saunderstown curacy.
First, the Rector. He was a learned old man, late Vice President of Magdalen
College Oxford, always with a big folio on his desk before him and his
bookshelves filled with like volumes.
As parish priest he had to depend entirely on his Curate. I was told that
only once had he entered his Church, and that for the purpose of being
instituted. Ill health, mostly, I believe imaginary, kept him entirely to the
house.
On one occasion when one of his children was playing on the lawn and one
from one cause or another was in danger of being hurt, out rushed the
Rector to save the child from harm to the astonishment of all the family who
had never before seen him out of his study - only this once and never
afterwards did he stir out of his house. Such easy going ideas as to the
duties of a parish priest were not, we must hope, very common. There was
also another quaint thing which I remember, on arriving to take the duty for
the first time I found that there was no vestry in which to robe. The custom
was to robe in a cottage nearby - and to walk in one’s canonicals to the
Church. Well a procession even of only one ecclesiastic may be a dignified
thing, but when it comes to having to climb over a stile on the way, it had a
very funny appearance - all I can say is I tried to manage it as well as I
could, and in as proper a manner as the circumstances admitted.
I should like to pay a visit to Saunderston once more and see how they do
things now.
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Bradenham 1863. On the right is Mary (Adams, later Cockayne) JLG’s Sister, (see page 19) in the centre Johnny and
on the right Johnny’s mother Isabel. Fourth person behind is unidentified. Photo by JLG

Stocks House, owned by Emma and Dick Bright, (JLG’s brother-in-law) 1863. (see page 44)

Clifton Hampden 1864 - 1874

A

nd now I must tell the story of my 10 years Incumbency of Clifton
Hampden. I will not describe our life there year by year - but I will try to
give a sketch of the whole of that period of my life. I was licensed by the
Bishop of Oxford (Samuel Wilberforce) on the 14th April, l864. The living was
what was called a ‘Perpetual Curacy’ - not a Vicarage or Rectory. So there
was no formal induction, only a formal licensing by the Bishop at the Palace.
These perpetual curacies are now called ‘titular’ Vicarages - and the
incumbent is a ‘titular’ Vicar - but I could only call myself ‘Perpetual Curate’.
My incumbency proved to be anything but perpetual, though I entered upon
it with the hope that it might at all events be life long - as it turned out I only
remained 10 years at Clifton Hampden - having to give up work for a time
owing to my health giving way.
The parsonage
I was 32 years old when I began work there and at the age of 42 I had to give
it up - much to my disappointment and sorrow. At the beginning of my time
there, I was full of hope that I might, like my Uncle Joseph, spend my life in
a place which I so loved, and with which there were so many dear
associations - and with this hope I began to plan all sorts of improvements
in the parsonage, in the Church arrangements - and in the services of the
Church. Perhaps I was somewhat impatient for alterations as young folk are
apt to be. Certainly, as the events turned out, I should have been wiser to
have contented myself with leaving the parsonage as it was - it wanted
improving, and I think all I did was a real improvement - but it cost me a
considerable sum and more than I really could afford at the time. There was
but a poor study, this I brought into the hall, thereby making the hall sunny
and cheerful, whereas before it was cold and cheerless.
I built a new study with a bedroom over, and later on added a drawing room
adjoining, and a servants’ sitting room below. I pulled down the old stables
which were much too close to the house and built new ones farther off. I put
up a nice greenhouse, etc. and altogether made the place as I thought very
complete. During the alterations Isabel and I with our children were lodged
in the cottage which now has become quite latterly the parsonage - for at the
time I write this (1907) my son Reginald who has been 10 years Vicar has
given up the old parsonage, which proved to be too costly a residence - and
has by arrangement with my brother Henry exchanged it for this very
cottage, a much more suitable house. In this cottage then we stayed for a
time, till our own house was ready for us. I do not think we got settled into
the parsonage till the autumn of 1864.
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The Living, Curates, friends and family life
The alterations in the Church I must soon begin to describe but must first of
all mention something about the first beginnings of our life in our new home
and of the first steps which I took in setting about my work. I came to it
rather as a novice, my clerical experience having been hitherto rather of a
desultory kind. Fortunately, for me my Uncle Joseph’s experienced Curate,
Mr. Hallward, was willing to stay on and help me for a few months. This was
a great help - he was very kind in giving me every support and advice I
remember especially on one occasion when I had to preside at my first
missionary meeting and was full of apprehensions about my address which I
had to give, his encouragement gave me good heart and I got through it all
without any breakdown - and indeed with some praise from him for my
success. He and his wife were very good friends to us now and in after days.
Another helper I had in a new schoolmaster - Hanscomb, the Master I found
in charge of the school had grown too old - and I had to make a change - and
I thought myself fortunate in so soon finding an active man to succeed him who besides being a good schoolmaster was also able to be organist and to
train the choir - this last was of great importance - for I hoped now to have a
well trained and surpliced choir - a thing not yet very common in a village
Church - but one I much wished for - especially now that the choir was to be
placed in the chancel.
I found plenty of work to do - more than I could have well managed by
myself - not that the work was really more than could be done, and done
well single-handed - but I have never been able to depend upon myself,
being at best a poor creature for enduring and always afraid of breaking
down - but with the help of a Curate I managed to get along - and sometimes
even to get through a great deal of work. I took my share in the preaching,
and from time to time was able to help a neighbour - especially in the Lenten
season or on other special occasions - by preaching from place to place. We
had many pleasant neighbours - our nearest were the Clutterbucks at Long
Wittenham, Hulliard at Little Wittenham, the Hannams at Burcote, and
Macfarlen at Dorchester.
The Carcourts at Huneham were very kind to us - and the Thomsons at
Baldon; and then at the Coppice was our old friend Sydney Harrison - who
was my brother’s agent for the Estate. He used to dine with us every other
Sunday and was always friendly and pleasant. With him in the shooting
season when by brother Henry and others came down I had many a pleasant
day with my gun.
I like to think of the names of many of the Parishioners of 30 or 40 years ago
to whom we became much attached - and whom I often think of still. Some
of whom remain now, and who always welcome us when we go to Clifton
Hampden as we not infrequently do, now that our son Reginald is Vicar
there.
The chief farmers in the place in those days were the Lathams who had
farmed ‘Fallamoor’ for 100 years past and farmers Jones and Paxman. The
Home Farm was worked by Sydney Harrison. There was also old Miss
Latham who lived in the Red House - and there was the big house where
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McCrake - a dissenter - kept a middle class school - whose two sons have
since taken Holy Orders in the Church. Besides these the parishioners were
chiefly labourers and their families - a very different Clifton Hampden to that
of today when in summer the cottages are occupied by gay holiday visitors artists, etc. and the Church in the season full of fashionable folk. I think
there was very steady Church-going in my day when the Church was only
filled by rural worshippers but ‘autres temps autres meurs’. I should not
however like to say things were really better than now - on the contrary, in
spite of many difficulties as to Church going nowadays, there are many
features noticeable of Church life now in the Parish - more services - more
catechisings, more celebrations - in short more real life and ‘go’ than there
used to be - for which ‘Deo gratias’.
Amongst the many pleasant surroundings of our home I ought not to omit
our nearness to Littlemore - Abingdon - and Oxford. At Littlemore lived my
Uncle Charles Crawley - my mother’s eldest brother, and his wife my Aunt
Elisa. He had been a partner in A. Gibbs & Sons, London, and had spent
some years in S. America for them but had retired from business. He was an
ardent follower of Dr. Pusey and Newman - and had built his house at
Littlemore to be within reach of the leaders of the Oxford Movement. When
Newman left the Church of England for Rome it must have been a time of
great trial for my Uncle and Aunt, but they did not, like many others at the
time, follow him in deserting our own branch of the Church, but went
bravely on their way in the faith in which they had been brought up. We
often saw them on our way into Oxford - and they took always great interest
in my work at Clifton Hampden. My Uncle died before I left the
neighbourhood. I was with him when on his deathbed - and I took the
Celebration at his funeral.
At Abingdon Alfred Pott was Vicar, and we were often there, looking in upon
him and Milly at the Vicarage. Oxford, too frequently drew us to its familiar
attractions - sometimes for shopping, sometimes for such gaieties as
‘Commemoration’, sometimes for Clerical gatherings - I remember well being
present there at the first (or all but the first) Church Congress, Samuel
Wilberforce presiding with his usual ability and eloquence.
When Hallward left me to myself which he did after a few months, I had to
look out for someone to take his place, and I was fortunate enough to have
one recommended to me by Edward King: Arthur Evans, a student at
Cuddesdon and going shortly to be ordained. As soon as he was ordained
deacon he came to me. He was a great help and I became much attached to
him, always bright and cheerful and people liked him. He stayed but two
years with me, but he has continued to be our friend through all the long
years which have passed since the Clifton Hampden days. He was followed
by Turner, who married while with me and took up his abode in the Red
House which was vacant owing to Miss Latham’s death. Turner, after about
two years with me, was appointed to the living of Beach Hill which he still
holds. My next Curate was Binney, a man much older than myself. He and
his wife and family lived in the Cottage. He took pupils and for a bit our son
John went to him daily for instruction. He now has a living in Somersetshire,
but by this time must be almost past work. When he left me, a man named
Winter succeeded him, a young married man - very active and friendly and
he was my last Curate at Clifton Hampden. He did not leave me, but I left
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him when in 1874 I gave up the Living. I have not seen him for years but I
not infrequently hear from him. His last letter told me that he was giving up
active work. I was very happy in all these good helpers in my Pariah duties. I
do not remember any differences with any one of them and our friendship
with them has continued ever since.
It was not however all smooth sailing during this time at Clifton Hampden.
There were anxieties from one cause or another all through. My dear Isabel
had very poor health all the time - and was not up to much.b The additions
to our family continued at pretty regular intervals our son Robert was born
on May 20th 1865 - Reginald on 29th June 1867, Francis on 28th January
1869, Mary Beatrice on 16th February 1871 and Ethel on 27th November
1873.
Thus when we left our dear home at Clifton Hampden in 1874 we left with a
family of eight children - and after the birth of the youngest which took place
at Clevedon, my dear wife was very seriously ill and it was scarcely expected
that she could recover but again God’s mercy was shown to us - and after a
long time of convalescence we were able to return home again. I too had two
or three severe illnesses - twice inflammation of the lungs - and once an
attack of low fever. And this was not all - for we went through a very terrible
time of anxiety owing to a severe outbreak of typhoid fever in the parish.
There were many deaths and quite a panic in the village - lest the fever
should continue to spread. I had to take funerals day after day, and all this
anxiety and distress it was which brought on my own attack of fever. These
troubles caused many absences from home and from parish duties.
Fortunately this inconvenience was much lessened by my having a Curate to
carry on the work in my absence
There were also anxieties about the expense to which we were put by the
increase of our family - and the frequent illnesses. This would have been
really serious if it had not been for the great kindness shown to us by
Isabel’s father who paid for my Curate’s salary during the last two or three
years of our stay at Clifton Hampden, and by our good kind Uncle William
who (I forget the exact date) made me a most generous gift of £10,00023,
thereby putting us in a most comfortable position as regards our means. We
felt ourselves now quite wealthy - perhaps in our first feelings of pleasure
and gratitude the word ‘wealthy’ was not an unnatural one to use, for it
appeared to us at the moment as if we need never again have any money
cares, but after years shewed us that even with our much improved income,
the expense of a growing family was quite great enough even to swallow up
annually every penny of this increased income assured to us by such kind
gifts. Such generosity as I have experienced, few persons could record in
their lives - and it has been all my life and greatest pleasure to remember it
with gratitude, and I take great delight in recording it here. My Uncle William
at the same time made gifts to a great many of his family besides this gift

I have omitted to record the death of Mr. Bright of Abbots Leigh in 1869, my dear wife’s
father. He had been failing for some months. He was I think aged 74. All his children were
devoted to him and his death was a severe blow to them. He was always most kind to me. I
was with him at the last and a few days before his death I administered to him the Holy
Communion. Isabel & I were staying at Tyntesfield during his last illness. I took the Burial
Service. He lies in Abbots Leigh Churchyard where his wife’s body also rests. - JLG
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which he gave to me. It was one great object of his life to make others share
in the blessings with which God had blessed him.
Alterations to the Church
I have wandered far away from the description which I promised some pages
back, to give of the improvements which were made in the Church of Clifton
Hampden during my incumbency. I must now return to this description.
These alterations were not made all at once - but one thing led on to another
in the desire to make the Church as beautiful as possible.
First the wooden screen between chancel and nave was removed and
replaced, not immediately, but later on, by the present beautiful metal
screen, designed by Gilbert Scott, with its bronze figures of the nine orders
of Angels, St. Michael to whom the Church is dedicated being the central
figure. These bronze figures were designed by Redfern a well known sculptor.
The prayer deskc which was in the body of the Church was removed as the
clergy and choir were to be seated in the chancel stalls, formerly occupied by
the Squire’s family on one side and the parson’s family on the other. Then
the tiny vestry was removed, and a new vestry and organ chamber built on
the north side. Later on the north aisle was built replacing the lean-to-aisle
which was there before. Underneath this north aisle a crypt was built for the
purpose of a choir vestry. It was used for that purpose throughout my time but has since ceased to be so used. The stained glass of the east window was
very poor having been given before the revival of the art of glass painting had
come to a successful stage - a new stained glass window, representing the
crucifixion of our Lord, designed by Clayton and Bell, took its place - and
several of the other windows were filled with glass by the same artists. These
improvements, as I have said, were made at different times during our time
at Clifton Hampden. The latest was the improvement to the reredos. The
centre piece of which was raised somewhat higher and the picture of the
‘Ecce Homo’ (a copy) was replaced by a mosaic of the Institution of the
Blessed Sacrament, given by me. (The picture of the ‘Ecce Homo’ is now
hung on the north wall of the Church). The wings of the reredos were also
added, and mosaics placed in the panels - given by different members of our
family.
The expense of all the alterations was for the most part provided from a fund
which my brother Henry and all the rest of us brothers and sisters had
formed with the object of raising a memorial Church to our dear mother’s
memory at Medburn near our old home at Aldenham House, but as in
course of time a Church had been already built in that neighbourhood, the
money which we had collected was now applied to the improvements at
Clifton Hampden - a memorial brass on the north side of the Church records
the gift. To me the carrying out of all these alterations, with the consent and
help of my brother Henry, was a matter of great interest, and though, I fear,
there was some regret on the part of some of those who had loved the
c

This prayer desk, somewhat altered, has ever since been used by me for family worship. JLG
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Church as it was, on the whole I think the alterations and additions were
approved.
It was on St. Michael’s Day 1866, the day of our Festival, that there was a
special service for the dedication of the new screen and the rest of the
improvements which had been made up to that date. The choir on that
occasion was put into surplices for the first time - and a great deal of
practising and drilling had to be gone through to make the singing fit for the
occasion, and to train the rustic choir both as to voices and proper
deportment - my Curate, Evans, and the schoolmaster, Handscomb spared
no pains to make it all as correct as possible. It was not a little amazing to
see the choir men and boys being put through their drill for the coming
procession - walking round the garden most solemnly and singing as they
walked.
At length the day came. The Bishop and Archdeacon were not to arrive till
the afternoon but there was a full morning service at 11.30 when Edward
King, (Now Bishop of Lincoln) preached - a large number of clergy were
present. There followed a luncheon - at which about 40 guests sat down. We
had our house full - Henry and his son Alban, Uncle William and Aunt
Blanche - and Mr. Hardie - where we put them all I can’t imagine. The
Bishop too stayed with us. He arrived for the afternoon service and
preached, and in the evening we had a large dinner party. To help out our
dinner party, the Harcourts of Nuneham had sent (in honour of the Bishop I
suppose.) a haunch of venison - this was rather an embarrassment. How to
get it cooked properly? and when cooked, how to find room for it on our not
too large dining table? Well the cooking was all right, but we had to find
room for the precious haunch on the side table in the Hall - where it was
carved and served to all our guests.
The workmen who had been employed on the alterations also had a dinner
at the ‘Barley Mow’. Altogether it was a very successful day.
I remember one or two amusing things which occurred. We had ordered in
what we thought was a sufficient number of bottles of champagne - but it
did not last out as well as we had expected - and just when the last bottle
was all but finished, the Bishop’s voice was heard ‘another glass of
champagne, please’ - there was just enough to give his Lordship his glass
full and fortunately that sufficed him - neither he nor anyone else asked for
more.
Another rather embarrassing thing happened. The Bishop asked my brother
Henry if a ‘faculty’ had been obtained for all the alterations - for without a
faculty it was not correct to make any alterations whatsoever. Unfortunately
I had not thought of this and all had been done without the Bishop’s
approval. Then said the Bishop to Henry with a smile which shewed he did
not mean his words to be taken seriously, ‘Please tell your brother that
everything must be put back just as it was’ ; a kindly lesson to me for my
future guidance as to Church improvements.
The Bishop remained with us for the Sunday, preaching again, and he left
us on the Monday - when our party broke up. It was a great happiness to
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have had such a successful gathering. Unfortunately when all was over, my
dear Isabel broke down and had a severe attack of hysteria, owing to the
strain of these busy days. These attacks she had had from time to time after
any over exertion of body and mind and they always left her much
weakened. This last attack was a very severe one and she had to have
complete rest for some time.
My brother Henry’s accident while shooting.
In Sept, 1864 my brother who was staying at Marnhead in Devon (where
our Uncle William was residing at the time while Tyntesfield was undergoing
improvements and repairs) while out shooting met with a very serious
accident.
He was climbing one of the high earth hedges, so common in Devon, and
placing his loaded gun on the top of the hedge, it went off and he was
dangerously wounded in his right hand, some of the shot also glancing off
and lodged in his head. He was carried to Marnhead in a cart and the doctor
who was sent for found that the right hand must be amputated at once. This
was done and all passed off satisfactorily.
It was a mercy that the accident was no worse. He bore his trial most
manfully and cheerfully and made a rapid recovery. He soon taught himself
to use his left hand and never uttered a word of complaint at the loss he had
sustained. The next season he was out shooting again and soon was able to
make the left hand as capable in every respect as his poor right hand had
always been.
I had a letter from him soon after the accident which I have kept and now
place in my book of my recollections (as follows):
“My dear John, it is very hard to write on one’s back, and particularly
so with a left hand but I think you and dear Isabel will be glad to see
from myself that I am so far improving. Most thankful am I that the
calamity was no worse, for no man had ever I think a more narrow
escape from death or blindness than that which by God’s mercy I have
lately made. The kind sympathy and affectionate letters and messages
of my dear friends have been the greatest possible pleasure and
comfort to me. Please thank G.S.H. for his most kind, and all my kind
friends for their anxiety for me. I saw a very kind letter from
Clutterbuck to George and I have today one from Mrs C. She says she
encloses a sketch of the Bridge, but it did not come. Never more I fear
shall we have a days shooting together dear John, but what I can’t
take in meat I must in malt, and I have always too many blessings left
me to be willing “to sit down on my little bundle of thorns”.
With kindest love to dear Isabel, I am ever your affectionate brother,
Henry H. Gibbs
Sept. 7/64.”
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Leaving Clifton Hampden
And now I must tell how the gradual conviction came upon us that we
should have to leave our happy home at Clifton Hampden. In
the winter of 1871 I had a second attack of inflammation on the lungs - from
which, Thank God, I recovered - though I passed through a time of great
danger. I had again to be absent for some months from my parish - as we
had to go to Falmouth for the full recovery of my strength - this stay at
Falmouth was in the spring of 1872. We also stayed at Clevedon later on in
the year. So my time at Clifton Hampden was very much limited. We began
to think that our winters would have to be spent always in some warmer
part of England - and that we could not do better than fix upon Clevedon,
and we had arranged for our 3 younger boys to go to the same school in
their turn - it would be very convenient, we thought, to be within easy reach
of them as we should be if we made Clevedon our winter home.
How then could it be managed that I should still retain the living of Clifton
Hampden? I had an efficient Curate, but it would be very unsatisfactory for
my absence in winter to become a regular thing. I was doubtful too if the
Bishop could give his consent to such an arrangement, we tried it for a time
- the Bishop giving me permission to do so, but after a short time my Curate,
Mr. Binney left and there was an interval during which I had to put in a
Locum Tenens. This LT. was not satisfactory and it ended after a while in my
writing to the Bishop (Bishop Mackarness who had succeeded Samuel
Wilberforce) and asking his advice - and the advice he gave me was that I
should retire. After such advice I felt that it was the only course open to me,
I had hoped that he would have advised differently, but as the matter stood
we felt we must leave our dear home.
Another cause besides my own delicate health had made us prolong our stay
at Clevedon in 1872 and that was that in November 1872, our eighth child
was born there, a fourth daughter - Ethel - and after her birth Isabel was
very seriously ill, and the illness continued for some months. This made us
feel that for her sake as well as for other causes, we had better perhaps seek
a resting place free from parish cares and duties - but we did not come to a
decision at that time. We went on through 1873 - wintering that year also at
Clevedon and the rest of the time at Clifton Hampden. It was in l874 that we
came to our final decision - and in October of that year we left our home for
good, It was a great sorrow to us both and it was long before we became
reconciled to our changed life, but I believe it was all ordered for us for the
best.

Family finances
I should mention here that in 1873 we had bought a house at Clevedon which we hoped would do for a winter home - but now it became our only
home, I was able to buy it by Uncle William’s generosity. In addition to his
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former very handsome gift to us of £10,000 he gave me another gift of
£5,000 - and out of this sum I obtained the house for £3,750.
It was nicely situated facing the green beach and the sea - and it made a
very comfortable home for us - and in time we got to like our quiet life there
and we both became stronger in health. So here ends this chapter of my life
- a chapter full of blessings and mercies for which I trust I was as thankful
at the time as I ought to have been. At all events, on reviewing all that time
of my life, I do now thank God for His Goodness granted to me and mine - in
spite of so many shortcomings which I can plainly see. I was a time of
mingled blessings and trials, both sent in love - God’s hand in it all - leading
us on.
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Clifton Hampdon Parsonage, about 1865, Isabel on the lawn with the three children, Johnny, Blanche and Isabel.
The Church is in the background.
Note the workman on a ladder at the right of the picture, watching the proceedings with interest.

.

Uncle William of Tyntesfield. Studio portrait taken in 1873

JLG’s cousin, later Aunt, Matilda Blanche, taken at the same time (and reading the same books)

Oaklands 1874 - 1878

I

now begin my Oaklands chapter. A short chapter it will be, for our stay
there extended only over 4 years or so. As I have before stated, we bought
the house the year before we left Clifton Hampden - thinking it would do
for a winter home for us and hoping that we might let it each summer, and
so not find it too great a burden on our resources. It was however fated that
it should be our only home for a time - and possibly for a long time, for on
leaving Clifton Hampden I was not at all sanguine of being able to undertake
again the responsibility of a parish. A very comfortable home it was for us all my children will remember the substantial stone built house, looking
upon the green beach, facing the Channel, with the distant view from our
windows of the Welsh coast - the Steep Holmes & Flat Holmes In the
foreground. The garden not large, but quite sufficient for our wants. Old
Breely, the excellent gardener - on Sundays always taking his class at the
dissenting Chapel. A good stable and stableyard and coach house, and
rooms above for Stacey and his wife who had come with us from Clifton
Hampden.
About this time our dear kind Aunt Blanche had given us a beautiful landau
- so that my dear Isabel, still far from strong - might be able to drive about
in comfort, we had two horses, which would go in single or double harness and all was most comfortable - too much so perhaps. With the boys at
school - and the girls also to be educated, our yearly expenses were at this
time considerable. Fortunately I had insured for them all in the Clergy
Mutual Insurance Society - so on each birthday I was now in receipt of £50
a year for each boy - and I think about £25 a year for our two elder girls. Up
to 10 years old I had had to pay the premiums on the policy for each child but after the 10 years, the premiums ceased - and the payment of the
annuity came in. This was a great help to us.
Johnny our eldest boy went to Winchester during our Oaklands life - I do not
recall the exact date. He was in Mr. Hawkins’ house. Dr. Ridding of Exeter
College Oxford, tutor there just as I was finishing my Oxford life, was
Headmaster. The other boys, one after another, went to school at Mr.
Cornish’s.
Blanche and Isabel, our two eldest girls, had a governess but the poor
fraulein went off her head and had to be removed - and then the big girls
went to a school - quite close to our house - only separated by a road from
our garden, We had a set of steps by which they could get over our boundary
wall - and so have quick and easy access to school. As to our Church, St.
Mary’s Walton, we were very fortunate - the only objection being the
distance. The services were very well and reverently done. Mr. Hantenville
was Vicar of the Church. The boys of Mr. Cornish’s school attended this
Church and the choir was formed from amongst them. I was frequently
allowed to take part in the services. Mr. Hantenville was a very friendly man
- a strong Churchman - and with much knowledge of correct Ritual. I learnt
a good deal from him. He was also an artist and took great delight in
decorating the Church with fresco paintings - and in making it as beautiful
as possible. Owing to the distance from our house, we had to drive to
Church in the mornings and we often had Evensong in our own house.

57

It was a very quiet and peaceful time, our time at Oaklands. No parochial
responsibilities - and yet opportunities for helping in St. Mary’s Walton and
in other Churches. It was a pleasant neighbourhood and we had many kind
friends around us. The Eltons at Clevedon Court and the Cornishes at the
Walton school and many others. Our nearness too to Tyntesfield, where we
were always welcomed, was a great pleasure. Frequent visits from Uncle
William and Aunt Blanche to us and from us to them. Charlton too was near
where Antony and Janet lived. Old Uncle William was now well past eighty
and his strength was failing, but he was always glad to see us. Mr. Hardie
too for many years their chaplain at Tyntesfield, was a very kind and
affectionate friend. In past days he had been an Archdeacon under Bishop
Armstrong, at the Cape and later he travelled with my brother William for a
winter at the time when my brother was in a very weak state of health.
In 1875, in the month of April, my Uncle William died and we lost one who
had been as a father to us. As I have stated before, his generosity to me and
mine was wonderful, and the kind and loving way in which he made his gifts
to us made them all the more acceptable. It was not only to us that his
kindness abounded but far and wide he bestowed his benefits - always
searching out for opportunities at doing good - and his noble gifts to the
Church will always be remembered - to mention only a few of them (but
there were many others - known and unknown to the world) Keble College
Chapel, and St. Michael’s Church, Paddington, and St. Michael’s Church at
Exeter - also the Reredos in Exeter Cathedral. He was most keen and
earnest in the great business which he and my father had built up so
successfully, but all through his life - and increasingly so as he advanced in
years - his piety, humility and generosity - and his loving affection were most
striking. Business and money making may sometimes make people unable
to cherish the higher qualities but it was never so with him. I hope there
may be many to follow in his steps.
In May of this year (1876) we paid a visit to Willy Gibbs at Exwick. We had a
pleasant time there - and I was glad to be able to help him on the two
Sundays during our visit. I preached twice on the first Sunday - and on the
next Sunday three times - twice at Clyst St. George, where I went to help the
old Rector Mr. Ellacombe - and in the evening at Exwick. I little thought then
that I should be called to be incumbent of both these parishes as time went
on.
On our return home we had a visit from my old Aunt Charlotte - my dear
mother’s younger sister - and her two daughters Joanna and Margaret.
Many a pleasant time had I in early days spent with them at Broughtons. My
Aunt was my mother’s favourite sister and she was always most kind and
affectionate towards me. At Broughtons we were close to Flaxley Abbey and
there too I spent very pleasant days from time to time. I should like to visit
those well remembered spots again - but the old generations have passed
away - and without them the places would not be the same. My Aunt and
cousins, after their visit to us, took lodgings at Clevedon and were there for
some time - so we saw a good deal of them.
And now I have to tell of a visit to the Isle of Wight, which we made at the
beginning of July - and which turned out very sadly for us. My brother
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Charles had taken lodgings at Shanklin in a very pleasant situation, and we
were to share the house with him. The boys were to join us for the beginning
of their holidays and we looked forward to a very happy time all together.
But after a very few days just as I was on the point of starting off for a
‘Retreat’ at Lancing, or Cuddesdon (I forget which), I was taken with an
illness which turned out to be a very severe one.
I have no record of it in my journal, but I can never forget the time of misery
and distress. It was a case of very severe blood-poisoning, a most virulent
kind of eczema - which attacked the skin of my whole body and deprived me
of skin and hair and nails - just as if I had been flayed. It lasted for weeks
and months and I am afraid brought great anxiety to dear Isabel and to my
children. Fortunately there lived on the island a specialist for this kind of
illness, Dr. Dabbs, and I had every help which I could have desired. By
degrees the violence of the illness subsided and I was able to be moved to
our home at Clevedon after about two months (I think) and there I was
under Dr. Davis’ care. I did not recover until the end of the year - and I
remember a long time of weakness, which oppressed me both in body and
mind.
A good old clergyman Mr. Wrey, who lived near St. Mary’s Church was very
kind in visiting me and giving me comfort. I had a capital nurse - and with
all these helps I gradually returned to improved health and strength. The
finishing touch to my care was brought about by our kind Aunt Blanche
asking us to Tyntesfield - and there after a few weeks stay I got to be fairly
well again, but it was a long time before I fully recovered. When I did, with
my new skin and new crop of hair, I was said to look better than for years
past - like Naaman “my flesh came again like unto the flesh of a little child”.
After my severe illness it took some time before I could get back to my usual
ways, but gradually I did so and during the next year (1877) we jogged along
peacefully - there was some anxiety about my dear Isabel, for she was not
strong and had often to be under Dr. Davis’ care, and he had to insist upon
her keeping as quiet as possible with this precaution she got on fairly well
and all anxiety about my poor health having passed, she gradually recovered
her strength. About this time, towards the close of the year we had some
excitement on account of Mr. Hantenville’s determination to resign the living
of Walton - which besides the parish Church of old Walton, included the
Church of St. Mary’s.
When he told us of his intention of resigning he expressed the wish that I
should succeed him. I told him that I did not feel equal to the charge of the
two Churches, but that if the parish could be divided, I should be ready to
accept Old Walton which with its nice old fashioned Rectory House would
suit us, and would not bring overmuch work with it. However, the proposal
came to nothing, for Mr. Hantenville could not obtain permission for the
parish to be divided, so he determined to remain at Walton and to go on as
before, and this project fell to the ground. The fact of my having been offered
a parish and the fact that I had seriously considered the offer, shewed that I
was really becoming able to resume my work, it a suitable opportunity
should show itself.
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About this time I was also offered the parish of Kenn, not far from Clevedon
but that was not suitable - so for the present I did not contemplate taking
any active step towards seeking for work - and we were content to go on for a
bit longer enjoying the quiet repose of our home at Clevedon. I was able to
give help in the neighbouring Churches and this seemed for the present to
be as much as I could do, but the feeling remained, that if any mutable thing
turned up, it might be right to take it.
In 1878 towards the end of the year, there came to me an offer of work
which I felt I should do well to accept. It came in this wise.
Willy Gibbs Vicar of Exwick, had accepted the living of Abingdon, and he
expressed a desire that I should succeed him at Exwick. It was not the place
I should have chosen for my desire was rather for a country parish, but it
seemed right to me, after thinking it over well, that I should not refuse this
work, which had come to me unsought, and that I must bravely accept it,
trusting to God to give me strength according to my need.
I consulted Mr. Hardie on the matter, for I always relied on his judgement in
difficulties, and his advice was that I ought to accept the responsibility - and
he gave me much encouragement by saving that he thought I should be
quite able to carry on Willy’s good work at Exwick. Willy had had no easy
time there. He had had many difficulties to overcome, and in overcoming
them he had smoothed the way for his successor, but though I felt I ought to
follow him I could not but remember that he had many gifts for the work
which were lacking in me, and I foresaw an uphill work before me. It was
with rather a fearful heart that I wrote to Antony on the 29th Sept. of the
year 1878 to accept the living.
The decision come to, there followed a great heap of business to occupy me.
First, steps had to be taken to sell or let ‘Oaklands’. It was a trial to us all to
part with this home which we had made so comfortable, and on which I had
spent a good round sum in improving. The house itself cost me £3,700. I
hoped to get £4,000 for it, so that I might partly recover the money I had
spent upon it. I did not succeed however in getting more than the original
price. This was rather a sacrifice, but it had to be made and as far as income
goes I should decidedly be a gainer, as I should, at Exwick, have a house
and £200 a year as stipend.
1878 I was instituted at Exwick by Bishop Temple on Dec. 21 and a few days
later I read myself in and so my new work began. I had a friend of Willy’s to
help me until I could find a suitable Curate, and he (Mr. Carter) was a great
help to me, for he knew the parish well having frequently helped Willy in his
work.
We entered our new home in the midst of most severe weather. The roads
were a sheet of ice, and it was almost impossible for the furniture vans to get
up the hill which leads to the Vicarage - some of our things - and all our
green houseplants had to remain at the railways station - the plants were in
consequence quite destroyed. The house was as good a one as we could
desire. Exwick Vicarage was built by Uncle William when Exwick became a
separate parish, it formerly was annexed to St. Thomas parish.
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Uncle William was much attached to the place, many of our relations having
lived there or in the neighbourhood in my Uncle’s early days. It was always
his wish to benefit places which he had known in early days. But there was
one serious drawback, viz, its nearness to the G.W.R, station. It took us a
long time to get used to the noise of the shunting of the goods vans which
went on almost all night. The railway crossing, which we had to cross
whenever we went to the town, was a troublesome and rather dangerous
thing, on one occasion, I remember, we were in great danger of an accident.
We gradually however became used to our surroundings - and soon found
ourselves settling down comfortably to our new work and our new home. The
parishioners, Churchwardens and neighbours all received us very kindly,
and everything began very smoothly and so this year of 1878 ended.
Two events I ought to record here, first our boy John matriculated in Oct. of
this year at Keble College, Oxford, and this was a great pleasure to us. The
second event was the death of our Aunt Charlotte, at her home at
Hempstead, near Gloucester. As I have mentioned before, she was my
mother’s youngest sister, and was always most affectionate to me and mine.
She left two unmarried daughters, Joanna and Margaret, who have lived on
at Hempstead, the eldest, Joanna, died in 1906; and only Margaret remains.
My next Chapter will tell of our seven years life at Exwick.

Author’s Note
Exwick Chapel as it used at first to be called, now St. Andrews Exwick, was
built by Bishop Medley, the then Vicar of St. Thomas, and afterwards Bishop
of Fredericton. His son, John Medley24, was at Exeter College with me - and
became Chaplain at Tyntesfield, succeeding our old friend Mr Hardie in that
office. Exwick became a separate Parish in course or time, and my Uncle
William became the Patron of the Living, which he endowed, and my cousin
William Cobham Gibbs was the first Vicar of Exwick. In the year 1876
William Cobham Gibbs was appointed Vicar of Abingdon, Berks, and Exwick
was offered to me and accepted.
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Henry Hucks Gibbs, JLG’s eldest brother, Studio portrait by Valentine Blanchard of Piccadilly, taken in 1877
Note that Henry is tactfully hiding his missing right hand (see page 53)
Lt Col Charles Gibbs, JLG’s other surviving brother, taken at the same time. Charles eventually left his London house
in Norfolk Square to JLG in 1890

JLG’s first cousin Antony (Uncle William’s son) who gave him the living at Exwick in 1878 and later at Clyst St
George in 1885, with his son George, later 1st Lord Wraxall (see pages 60 and 72)

Exwick 1878 - 1885

I

propose to write nothing more than a sketch of our 7 years at Exwick. To
re-write my old diary of each year would be but dull reading for on looking
it over I find that one week was much the came as another - a daily round
of parish work, and not much more. There were of course other things noted
- such as visits, holiday trips, family events, and these I shall try to bring in,
in the course of my narrative.
I will begin my story with saying that we had rather uphill work at first. My
dear wife not being at all strong at this time, the move from our quiet home
at Oaklands was a trial to her - so much to be arranged, so many things to
be done - so many new acquaintances to be made - so many visits to be paid
in the parish and in the neighbourhood. All the domestic arrangements fell
on her - and this was a great tax upon her in her weak health. But with her
usual energy and always hoping for the best, she got through all these
preliminary difficulties fairly well.
For me too there were difficulties and anxieties - having been for four years
free from all parish work and responsibilities - naturally I had become
somewhat rusty - and the work which I had undertaken now rather weighed
upon my not over-brave temperament. The work before me was of a very
different type to what I had been used to. At Clifton Hampden my
parishioners were agricultural - for the most part farmers and their
labourers - but at Exwick it was very different. The parishioners were quite
of a different type - and the work amongst them was different too. We had
upper class parishioners not a few - middle class - such as millers,
tradesmen (retired), nursery gardeners railway officials - two or three
farmers - and of a grade below a considerable population - not poor - but
working men and women - railway employees and their families washerwomen - etc. etc. - all very different from country folk. There were
besides one or two hamlets where the inhabitants were not so ‘townie’ but
Exwick itself was almost a portion of Exeter and the atmosphere was in
consequence very town-like.
I must now try and describe some of my parishioners. First I must mention
Mr. and Mrs. Tom Snow - he a banker in Exeter, and his wife a most
excellent woman, giving herself to good works and a daily worshipper at our
Church. Mr. Snow was at college with my brother Henry, and in earlier days
when the Gibbs family lived in these parts, the old generation of Snows and
Gibbses were very near friends. We were received very kindly by both Mr.
and Mrs. Snow and our first days in the parish were spent at their house
‘Cleve’ - to which they kindly invited us while the Vicarage was being got
ready. Mr. Snow had a very genial manner, but he was one who liked
everyone to agree with him - in politics and in matters of religion - he was a
strong Tory - and a strong Low Churchman - chiefly I think because his
father was the same - and he was most loyal to family traditions. In
consequence he was a little suspicious of those who did not see eye to eye
with himself. I am afraid as a Churchman he was a little suspicious of me
and as a politician I was not quite eager enough for him. Still we were always
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good friends - and as to his wife, her friendliness and sympathy left nothing
to be desired.
Then there were the Downalls - Mrs. and three daughters. Elizabeth, Annie
(soon to become Willy’s wife) and Mary. They were not parishioners but acted
as if they were. I had known Archdeacon Downall at Torquay when I was
Curate at S. Marks and he and Mrs. Downall were great friends of my Vicar
Mr. Hogg - and the daughters then children, were often at Berry Head House
in those days. They all now lived at a house called ‘Barley’ and were most
friendly and helpful to me in various ways - as they had been to Willy. It was
not long after our arrival at Exwick that Willy became engaged to Annie
Downall and the first wedding at which I officiated at Exwick was theirs and a happy marriage it has been - nearly 30 years ago it was - for I am
writing in 1908. Mrs Downall has long ago passed away - but the daughters
are in full vigour - carrying on their good works in their present homes as
they did at Exwick. We had other neighbours and friends who attended
Exwick Church. Mr. and Mrs. Whyte and the family of Biddells - and these
made up the number of our upper class parishioners.
Of the middle class, there was old Vaustone and his son Robert - nursery
gardeners - the latter my Churchwarden - most friendly and kind they were.
Then the people’s Churchwarden - Jacomb - a retired hairdresser from
Torquay and his wife and family. He over-pleasant in manner - but not
altogether pleasing - somewhat conceited - and not taking kindly to my
attempts occasionally to make to correct his conduct. As time went on he
became somewhat hostile - the family were always kind.
Living close to the Jacombs was a family called Mallett. A miller: very well to
do. Mr. Mallett was a very difficult man to deal with - very Puritanical in his
religious views and decidedly bigoted. Very unhappy about his own spiritual
life - he was a regular attendant at Church - I am afraid coming in a spirit of
criticism as to what seemed to him objectionable in the way the service was
conducted.
I had many talks with him - which he took kindly - but which never seemed
to comfort him. His family consisted of a son - who was always friendly - and
two daughters.
I expect Jacomb and Mallet had many a talk about their Vicar and his High
Church ways - and so some feeling of unpleasantness came about towards
me - but outwardly all was smooth.
Mr. Mallett was not the only miller, there was another, Rossiter - a Roman
Catholic whom strange to say, used to attend our Church once on Sundays such a thing would not now be allowed in these days of stricter R.C.
discipline. He and his family always welcomed me when I visited them.
Then there was Cornish the butcher, Roberts the farmer; the innkeeper, the
Sexton and his family - and many others - all well to do people, we had but
few very poor - amongst the latter there was a dear old man named Palfrey and an old widow whose name I forget. These two were regular attendants at
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Mattins and helped to give us a fair daily congregation. As I write this, many
names of my Exwick parishioners come back to my memory. Many have long
ago passed away but I should like one day to walk up the steep street of the
village once more and to greet any who remain and who remember me and
mine. Though I forget the names and faces of many I often look back upon
the seven years of my ministry there and commend them all to God - and
wish I could have helped them more,
I have omitted to mention amongst those of my parishioners whom I
especially like to remember - the Railway men - a very good class of
parishioners to have - particularly those in responsible positions - intelligent
men and always friendly, It was always pleasant to meet them on the Exeter
G.W.R. platform or when travelling on the line to be greeted by them so
heartily.
So much then for the description of my parishioners. There is not much
need for me to describe the Vicarage for it will be, I am sure, fully
remembered by all my family. Though its immediate surroundings were
poor, it was so well situated that we had a beautiful view of the city and of
the river flowing at its foot. From our windows we could thoroughly enjoy the
view. The garden was very steep - and being so new it had a bare appearance
- but during our time there the shrubs had time to grow and gradually the
unsightly foreground outside became hidden. I believe now it is quite a
secluded spot.
Our Church St. Andrews was immediately below us - quite close - and very
quickly reached by a little steep path through the garden. This steepness
made a very easy approach, but I well remember the difficult climb up after
a long Sunday’s work. The exterior of the Church was not striking - no tower
or spire - or any marked feature - it was simply ‘Exwick Chapel’ as it used
to be called when it was first built by Bishop Medley. Inside it was quite
different, very reverent in appearance, and carefully and tastefully decorated.
During my incumbency sundry improvements were made, chiefly at the
expense of our kind and good Aunt Blanche who took the same interest in
Exwick and its Church as Uncle William in his lifetime took i.e. felt with me
that something ought to be done to give the exterior of the Church a better
appearance for originally it had been proposed that there should be a tower
and spire and the western end of the building was left with an unfinished,
merely plastered, wall where the tower was to come. This was very unsightly,
and I should have liked a tower and spire to have been added. This, however,
was considered to be too costly a job, so the ugly space was filled up in a
proper manner and a window placed in the new and finished wall.
At the same time the vestry was much improved, and a choir vestry added.
There was also a door made into the north aisle of the Church - so that the
vestry might be reached from the body of the buildings without passing into
it through the chancel. Oh! that door: I am afraid it was looked upon with
great suspicion by some of my puritan-minded parishioners - perhaps it
meant Processions! or something even more dreadful - something Popish. So
this innocent door was looked upon with great dislike by some, for instance
when I suggested that the Churchwardens should return into the body of the
Church after bringing up the offertory collection, through this door, little
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Churchwarden Jacomb boldly refused. He would not countenance this door
for a moment - so Churchwarden Vaustone, who was always obliging and
sensible, did as I asked him - but Churchwarden Jacomb strutted down to
his seat through the Chancel as before. This open difference between the
Churchwardens had to be stopped - so I ended it - much to Jacomb’s
discomfiture - by receiving the offertory bags from them at the Chancel step so that they had not to enter the Chancel at all, but returned together to
their seats - and so the door difficulty was got over - as far as this matter of
the offertory was concerned,
To return to the Church improvements. I must mention the new north
window. The old one was put in, I believe, when the Church was built - just
at the time when the art of stained glass was revived. These early specimens
were very poor, and our old east window was very ugly. The new one was
quite a success - and gave great satisfaction to all. The old one was sent out
to Bishop Medley for a new Church in his diocese which he was building.
There are two rather unusual features in Exwick Church which I should
mention - one was the pulpit, which was not entered by a staircase attached
to it, but by a staircase out of the vestry - and the pulpit was entered
through a door in the wall - people visiting the Church often wondered how
the Parson got into his pulpit. There was the same arrangement at Clyst St.
George, Devon, and I think also at Hutton in Somerset.
The other unusual thing was the stone altar. Stone altars were an
abomination to the Puritans, and when they were in the full swing of their
power, were almost all destroyed - and were replaced by wooden tables - but
when the Church revival came about in the early part of the nineteenth
century and Churches began to be restored, stone altars were seen again in
a few places. There was one at Clifton Hampden put in when the Church
was restored as a memorial to my father in 1842 and here again at Exwick I
found one. What my puritan parishioners thought of it I don’t know.
Probably they had never had their attention called to the matter.
And now I will say a little about my work at Exwick. It was quite as much as
I could do, even with the help of a Curate. There was the daily school from 9
to 10 a.m. It was a Board School, but the hour for the religious teaching was
entirely in the Vicar’s hands. The schoolmaster was not allowed to give any
help during this hour, either in the discipline or in teaching. The Vicar had
to provide his own teaching staff. When the religious hour was over in came
the secular master. This worked fairly well but it involved a daily work of
some difficulty. After the hour of teaching came daily Mattins - during the
day there was always parochial visiting to be done - sometimes classes to be
held - so much for daily work.
The Sunday work was not more heavy than at Clifton Hampden, except that
I had public Catechising in Church once a month. This was new work for me
- not at all easy at first and it required much preparation if it was to be at all
effective. I took much pains to make it so. It ought to have been every
Sunday and I think. If I had remained at Exwick longer, I should have
brought this about for it is most useful not only for the children, but for the
parents when they can be induced to come to it.
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Having a Curate, an excellent one, Mr. Fagan, for the first two years of my
work at Exwick, I had only to preach once a Sunday as a rule, but after
Fagan left I had a much less experienced man, Mr Every and then the duty
of preaching became much more frequent.
I had also from time to time to preach out at other Churches, once or twice
at the Cathedral, and more than once I preached the ‘3 hour’ Good Friday
services. Preparation for preaching was always a great effort to me and the
preaching itself took it out of me a great deal, but with God’s help I was able
to do much more in that way than I at first would have thought possible,
considering my weakly constitution. Looking back upon one’s work it is easy
to see and to lament one’s many deficiencies - and to wish it had all been
better done - but at the same time I do feel thankful that I was able to do
what I did. My preaching days are over now - though I still long to be allowed
to help - and to do a little more work - but that cannot be - “the night
cometh when no man can work” - at 76 (my age as I write this) the night is
not far off.
When I left Clifton Hampden in l874, I thought my work was done - not
because I was old as I am now, but because my health had so broken down.
How much I have then to be thankful for when I look back upon my
restoration to health - and for the seven years work at Exwick which I was
permitted to do! And I shall have to tell of yet twelve more years work at
Clyst St. George.
When I left Exwick I was 53 years old - the twelve years at Clyst St. George
brought me on to 65 and then my active work was ended. I felt I had better
give up - it was quite time for me to do so.
I must not however finish the Exwick portion of my life without a few words
about my family during these seven years - and I must tell too about some of
the pleasant visits to relations and friends - and also about some of the trips
which we took from time to time during this period - ending with a long
holiday in Italy and Switzerland.
To talk then about my family. I began my Exwick story speaking of my dear
wife’s delicate health. She improved as time went on - and though never
equal to much exertion beyond the daily round of domestic life - she was
able to enjoy our home and the society of our many friends in the
neighbourhood. Our two elder girls were growing up - and indeed before we
left were fully grown up - and were a great help to us both. They both took
part in parish work, helping in the daily school, taking classes, etc. and in
numerous ways helped to make our home a very happy one. The four boys
were all at school or college and only at home for the holidays. John left
Winchester the year of our arrival at Exwick and went to Oxford that same
year, Bertie had left Mr. Cornish’s school at Clevedon (where they all went
for their first school) and he was at a tutor’s - Mr. Thornton at St. Mellion,
Cornwall - and later at Mr. Crosleigh’s preparing for Cooper’s Hill College.
Reggie was at Cornish’s when we began our Exwick life, and I had intended
to send him to Radley School, near Oxford, but our cousin Martin offered me
an exhibition for him at Lancing College, and we were glad to accept this
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offer, on account of the much smaller expenses of the education for him. So
to Lancing he went in 1881. Our old friend Mr. Field being the Chaplain at
Lancing was I felt likely to be a great help to our boy during school life.
Francis, after being at Cornish’s for a time, where he was doing well, had a
serious illness which affected his heart, and he was for a long time an
invalid at home. The doctors told us that he would have to be much cared
for and must have home care for some years, so that there could be no
thought of school life for him. He improved considerably as time went on,
under Dr. Davy’s care, and we were able to keep up his education with the
help of Mr Eaves as his tutor. There was good hope that when his growing
days were past the heart trouble might right itself, if not completely, at least
to a considerable extent - and this proved to be the case. The loss of a public
school education was a real loss to him, and a great disappointment to his
mother and to me, but there was no help for it and we were very thankful
that the illness which was so threatening at first, gave way to the doctors’
skill.
I have only now to tell of our two little girls, Mary and Ethel, who were in the
schoolroom during our Exwick life - and were growing up happily - and so
with our eight children around us - though with some anxieties and care,
our home life went on - and we had much to thank God for during this
period of our life.
Before our time at Exwick was out, Johnny distinguished himself at Keble
College Oxford by getting a 1st Class in Science in his final examination, He
then, on leaving Oxford, went into the business of A.G. & S. and before long
was sent to work at Liverpool - he had begun his mercantile apprenticeship
in London, where he had lodgings close to Kenneth who was then Curate at
St. Andrews, Well Street.
Bertie passed his examination in 1883 for Cooper’s Hill and soon after went
into residence at the Engineering College there, hoping to fit himself for the
Public Works department in India - or else for a post in the Telegraph
department in that country.
I might enter into greater detail about the family, telling of our hopes and
anxieties on their account and telling too of our many pleasant gatherings all
together in the holiday times and of our pleasure in seeing our children grow
up around us to manhood and womanhood, but I will only say that God has
blessed as with loving children to whom home was always what home ought
to be - a delight to them in their young days - a pleasure to look back upon
when the time came for them to leave it to make their own way in the world or to make new homes for themselves. And still, thank God, in our old age
they gladden their parents’ hearts by coming back to us from time to time all but one - our dear Mary - whom it pleased God to take to Himself to the
Home beyond. This great sadness did not, however, come to us during our
time at Exwick - but later. When we left Exwick we still had our number
complete - our four sons - and four daughters.
And now for a little account of some of our visits and outings at this time. It
was in August 1880 that we had a very pleasant trip to Scotland, Isabel and
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myself, Johnny and Blanchie. Antony had taken a large place called
‘Blackmount’ I forget to whom the place belonged - there was every
attraction in the way of grouse shooting, fishing, etc, and it was in the midst
of beautiful scenery. After a day or two at Tyntesfield where we were always
welcomed we started one evening for Bristol, travelling all night to Stirling
and then the next morning by Tyndrum, to Loch Earne by coach to
Inverrolan - there we were met by Antony and Janet and rowed across the
lake to Blackmount. It was a fatiguing journey and I believe we spent a good
part of the first day of our stay in bed. My brother Henry and Edith were also
of the party staying in the house. It was a thoroughly enjoyable visit lasting
10 days.
The fatigue of the expeditions, shooting, etc. was a little too much for me and
as often the case in my holidays, I had more than once, owing to overfatigue, to take to my bed and have a quiet day of rest - but on the whole I
got a great deal of pleasure and refreshment from it all. The grouse shooting
I delighted in and although nothing of a fisherman, I managed to catch some
trout. We were sorry when the visit came to an end - but our stay in
Scotland as not ended - for George Davy invited Isabel and me to his place,
Spean Lodge, near Ballachulish - or rather I should say near Fort William we took boat at Ballachulish - I remember well the beautiful trip on the lake
though Loch Leven to Fort William - and this was followed by a 10 mile drive
to Spean Lodge - and there we spent a most pleasant visit - drives and
shooting and delightful expeditions - made the time pass very quickly - and
then back via Carlisle where we stayed the night - seeing the Cathedral, etc.
next day - and so to Bristol and then after a day or two at Abbots Leigh
home again to Exwick after nearly 3 weeks absence. So ended this pleasant
holiday.
In 1881 we spent nearly 3 weeks at Chagford in May, a place we had visited
before when some years ago my dear wife wanted a change to restore her
after a time of sickness. She was now suffering from a cough, so we hoped
the bright air of the moor might do her good - but unfortunately the spring
weather was not what we hoped for and she returned to Exwick not much
the better for the change. My brother Charles came to see us there - and he
and I had many long walks together. His eyesight had already begun to fail
him and his lonely life at 14 Norfolk Square25 made a change to our family
circle very welcome to him - and he often joined us at Exwick and at the
times when we left home for an expedition.
There are lovely walks in the neighbourhood of Chagford which we much
enjoyed. We liked too the services in the old parish Church. Mr. HayterHames was Squire and Parson - a very good specimen of both. He was also
very musical - and had an unusually good choir - partly composed of some
members of his family. His sermons too were very good. There was a blind
organist: a capital performer.
Alas! now the good Rector and the blind organist too have passed away and
Chagford itself is much changed - and is not now I believe the quiet rural
retreat it used to be. There is a railway now - and in holiday times no doubt
the trippers pour in, and the Chagford which they remember is by no means
the same Chagford which we delighted in.
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I remember another trip to Chagford - but I cannot say when it was. My old
college friend Freeman was there with one or two of his daughters - the
daughter Mary, my godchild, took lessons on the organ from the blind
organist and her father delighted in the river and the fishing. And on one of
our visits there, whether the same as above or another I cannot say, our
friends the Downalls were there and Willy Gibbs - and his brother Henry and I remember it was a very happy time for us and the whole party.
And now I must go on to tell of quite a different sort of trip. It was in 1883 a round of visits - I see in my diary that I went to stay with Robert Crawley
at his Rectory at Ockendon - and this was followed by a visit to Adelaide and
Claude Pell at Wilburton Manor in Cambridgeshire where we met several
pleasant people and made expeditions to Ely and other places. From thence
we went to the Palace at Ely - my old friend and quondam Curate was at
that time domestic chaplain to Bishop Woodford - I had known the Bishop in
earlier days when he was Rector of Kempsford in Gloucestershire and had
stayed with him (Evans being his Curate) and preached in his Church on
their Festival Day. We much enjoyed the few days we spent at Ely - seeing
the Cathedral thoroughly under Evans’ guidance.
The Bishop who was a notable Preacher, preached on the Sunday to our
great delight - on the next day our visit to Ely came to an end and we
travelled on to Little Gransden to stay with Winter - another Clifton
Hampden Curate, and then after a day at 14 Norfolk Square with my brother
Charles, we went to Winkfield to stay with John Daubeny, and Edith his wife
- both of whom received us heartily - shewed us Windsor and the State
apartments and made us very welcome. Bertie too I remember came over
from Cooper’s Hill to see us during our stay at Winkfield. From thence to
Sonning for a flying visit on our way home and so ended a very nice outing
which did us both much good. To see new places - and to enjoy beautiful
places and cities abroad is very delightful but there is a special delight in
visiting old friends at home - such visits leave very happy remembrance
which one never forgets.
I have omitted many other pleasant expeditions in these years of 1883 and
1884. I remember one to Boscastle where we stayed for two or three weeks
and from whence we drove over to Poundstock to see my old friend and
tutor, Mr. Dayman - also frequent refreshing visits to Tyntesfield and to
Abbots Leigh. I should like to tell it all more fully - but I must now hurry on
to describe a long trip abroad - which I had to take on account of my health
again breaking down. I had been working rather beyond my strength for
some little time - and I had to consult Sir Henry Thompson who told me I
must have a good rest. Dr. Davy gave the same advice - and there was
nothing for it but to obey. So we determined to go abroad for some months,
and it was arranged that we should start soon after the beginning of the new
year 1885.
All the necessary arrangements were soon made - the Bishop’s permission
obtained. My Curate Mr Every to be left in charge - with someone (I forget
who)d to help him - the Vicarage if possible to be let. I took the duty on the
It was Archdeacon Hodgson, late of Zanzibar: he was busy transcribing the Scripture into
Swahili for the use of the natives. JLG
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2nd Sunday after Christmas and again on the Epiphany - said my ‘good
byes’ to as many of the people as I could during the next few days and then
on the 9th January left for Tyntesfield - our next stage was to 14 Norfolk
Square and on the 20th we left England and went straight to Pallanza on the
Lago Maggiore - our party consisting of our two selves, the four girls and
Francis.
So began our holiday - and our travels - a holiday which lasted eight months
- and our travels which were very interesting to us all - old and young. I
cannot say that we were free from anxieties all this time - or from ill health travelling and the life abroad did not suit my dear Isabel’s health and she
had more than one troublesome attack of illness, but on the whole it was a
happy and a refreshing time and we came back in October all the better for
the change. On our return a still more important change awaited us - which
I will speak of in its place - in the course of the little summary which I must
now give of our holiday tour. As I said, the first place we stayed at was
Pallanza on the Lago Maggiore - and our stay then was about 6 weeks. We
were in a comfortable hotel kept by a German. The weather was often rather
too wintry but we had often beautiful days when the sun shone brightly. we
had the Borromean Isles for the foreground of our view - then for the middle
view, the opposite shore of the Lake with Bareno and other towns or villages
looking bright and pretty - and in the distance the snowy mountains.
We went out on the lake in boats pretty often - to the Islands and to the
opposite side of the lake. The time passed quickly enough. I used to help
Francis with his lessons - sometimes I tried my hand at a sketch - and
sometimes tried to rub up my Italian. There were pleasant people whom we
struck up friendships with - Mrs Herbert - the Bethels - A Roman Catholic
family - and others. There were however too many Germans who tried us
with their noisy talk at meals. The Bethels we have often seen since - at a
place near Oberammergau - and at Rome, where they kept ‘Pensions’ having
lost money - and bravely earning a livelihood in this way. After a bit we
began to think of moving from Pallanza and thoughts of Florence and other
Italian towns came into our minds - and early in March, after many
plannings, we travelled on to Florence - and there we put up at the Pension
Barlensi - unfortunately on the wrong side of the Arno - we regretted it
afterwards - for my dear Isabel became very unwell there, We chose this
Pension for the sake of economy - being, as we were, so large a party - but it
was not a wise choice and eventually we had to move into rooms on the
sunnier and healthier side of the river - 6 Lung Arno Acciojoli’.
Here we were joined in April by Johnny, who was on his way to Australia and after a short stay with us we had to part with him - a sad parting it was
to us for we could not hope to see him again for some years - but it was only
what we had to expect, and it was the only way for him if he wished to
advance in his profession. After he left us, we remained on in Florence for
another month - and then left for Bologna - where we made a short stay and
our next sojourn at Venice. We were in this beautiful place just at the right
time of year - arriving in the middle of May. It was a most pleasant time. The
Wests were there and the Bethels, and Canon Church of Wells, and his wife.
We had our gondola which we hired by the week - and had many delightful
expeditions. The only drawback was the crowded hotel, but our large party
and the West family had a large table to ourselves in the dining room, and so
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we escaped the crush at the ‘table d’hote’. As far as I remember we had no
illnesses or troubles of any sort, and each day there was something new to
see - pictures, Churches, parties on the canal in our gondola - by day and
moonlight - and so a very pleasant fortnight passed quickly away. When we
moved on, it was to Verona, a short stay there, then Menaggio on the Lago di
Como - a week there - back to Pallanza where we picked up our heavy
baggage - the place not so attractive in summer as it was in winter - and
from Pallanza we went by the St. Gothard Pass and so to Lucerne - and on to
Chateau Stuts on the Lake of Lucerne - where we were to make a good long
stay.
Mr. Clarke a friend of my brother Henry’s family, travelled with us and he
also sojourned with us at the Pension Stuts. This was a nice house in its
own grounds, overlooking the lake. It was about 2 miles from Lucerne, and
was most pleasantly situated. There was a chapel in the grounds, a Roman
Catholic chapel, but the large hearted owner allowed us to use it daily. The
Pension was kept by three middle aged sisters, whose names I forget, and
they did for us well, and at a moderate price - 6 frs. per diem I think. On
Sundays I celebrated early in the Chapel, and had Mattins and short sermon
at 11 - a curiously mixed congregation came together at this 11 o’clock
service - amongst them two French ladies - a German Countess and
daughter - and our own large party which had increased with Bertie and
Reggie joining us - all our family were now with us except Johnny and the
chapel being very small then was scarcely room for any more than ourselves
and those I have mentioned.
We remained at Chateau Stuts till about the middle of August - the time
passed quickly enough for we made many expeditions. I had recovered my
strength very considerably and had many a tramp on foot with Mr. Clarke
and the young people - one of our long expeditions was an ascent of the Rigi
- I walked up to the top - a four hours tramp - and down again - a much
shorter business but climbing down was more fatiguing than climbing up.
There were many other trips which we took - some short - and some long and we enjoyed it all.
I must now tell of the great change which came to our prospects. One day as
we returned by boat from Lucerne a lettere was put into my hands which had
e

Charlton, Nr. Nailsea, Somerset

Aug. 5th 1885

My dear John,
You will I suppose have heard that poor old Ellacombe died on Thursday last and that he was
buried yesterday at Bitton where his son is Rector - I heard from him on 26th but he was
then so weak that he could not write himself - he wrote about some things at the Rectory and
seemed to be fully aware that he was dying. He will be very much missed as he has done an
immense deal of good there. I do not know whether you are of the same mind now about
succeeding him, but we should all be very pleased to see you there: and I think you have told
me you would like to go there, if it were only for the sake of the old family connection with
this place.
We go down to Elm Grove, Dawlish, on Monday for five weeks where a letter will find me. With
all kind love to Isabel,
Your affec. cs. Antony Gibbs.
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just arrived by post, the contents of which foreboded a great change in our
home life. It told us of old Mr. Ellacombe’s death at the age of 93. As I read
the letter I felt pretty sure that this would bring about my becoming Rector
of Clyst St. George instead of Vicar of Exwick. My Uncle William who was
patron of the living had years before told me that he would present me to it
at Mr. Ellacombe’s death, but now, my Uncle William, having died, and his
son Antony being present patron, there was of course a possibility that he
might not have the same kind intention that his father had. I had, however,
a strong expectation that he would act in the matter as his father would
have done - this he did and in a few days I had a letter from Antony which
confirmed my expectations and told me that it was his wish that I should
accept the living.
I did not accept at once, for I knew but little about the Rectory House - or
about the parish generally. I determined to run back to England and have a
look round and so in a few days - having travelled through without a break
in the journey I found myself at Clyst St. George - and Antony met me there
- there was much to arrange and to talk about with Miss Ellacombe; with
Chope the Curate as well as with Antony. I stayed over the Sunday - and
preached at the Sunday morning service. Everyone was most kind - and I
soon came to the determination that I must accept the living. Antony
promised to rebuild a part of the Rectory which was in a very dilapidated
condition. The neighbours and parishioners, Mr Sim of Knowle, the
Framptons at Pytte - and good old Miss Ellacombe all seemed to wish me to
take the old Rector’s place - and so my decision was made. I paid a hurried
visit to Exwick to make arrangements with my Curate Every, and to tell my
Parishioners I must leave the parish.
It was really a relief to me to give up Exwick - for though I had had a happy
time there - yet as the work had proved too much for me - felt that the work
of a quiet country village like Clyst St. George would be just the thing for me
- little did I foresee the worries and trial that the case of this seemingly
quaint little village would bring to me - ‘all is not gold that glitters’ - but now
nothing but pleasant anticipations filled my mind.
After a short visit to Tyntesfield, London, etc. I set out to return to my family
- who by this time had left Pension Stuts for Heidelberg - and I took with me
Lila Cokayne - who was to stay with us abroad till our final return to
England. After eleven days from the time I left Pension Stuts I found myself
again with them all at Heidelberg - and many a talk we had about our new
home and many a plan we made about the new prospects which had opened
out for us all.
After the first week in September we left Heidelberg for St. Goarhamen and
so descending the Rhine and staying at different places for a day or so we
arrived at Bonn. Here we left Francis under the care of Dr. Meese and Miss
Hassters who took pupils and who had been well recommended to us. There
was a very good Doctor at Bonn whom we consulted and who reported much
more favourably than we expected as to the state of his health. We hoped
much that the care which he would have there would be good for him, body
and mind. I do not think he got all the good we had hoped for - but at all
events he got a fair knowledge of German - and when he returned to us after
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some months he certainly seemed to have improved in health. I am afraid
though that his time there is not looked back upon by him as a very happy
one - for he had no other companions than Dr Meese and his helper. The
other pupils which they had hoped to get never came.
The time had now come for our return to England. We had been abroad for 8
months, and it was time to begin without more delay on all that was before
us. Exwick to be taken leave of - and our new career at Clyst St. George to
begin.
We got back to Exwick early in October; it was a Saturday - and on the
Sunday I took my full share in the duty - preaching morning and evening.
My friend Every had to leave shortly for his work at Exmouth where he was
to be Curate. I had to carry on the work at Exwick single handed till the
19th November on which day I said ‘Goodbye’ to my Parishioners at a
meeting in the School room, Mr. Snow in the chairf. I had already been
instituted by the Bishop on the 9th of that month to the Rectory of Clyst St.
George. The day of our departure from Exwick was Nov. 26th. My old Curate,
Fagan, was appointed Vicar in my place - much to his pleasure and mine and to the pleasure of the Parishioners also. So ends my Exwick chapter.
It is now - as I write this - nearly 23 years since I left the place. I have not
often been there since but I have a happy recollection of my work there - and
I feel thankful that the work was given me to do - and that I had strength
given me to do it, though I know full well how imperfectly I carried it out.
The year ended for us all at Tyntesfield - where we were all taken in for a
long visit. I note in my diary:
“Dec 31 1885.
In the evening Antony and his party dined here and Martin and his party - 27
to dinner - Service at 11.30 p.m. and after that we all assembled in the Hall to
wish one another a Happy New Year - and for those who cared to risk
indigestion, there was toasted cheese to eat and hot ale to drink. A year of
many changes for us - and much to be very thankful for”

Postscript
I must add a little postscript to my Exwick chapter for I had forgotten to
relate an incident which was very interesting to me at the time and which it
may be worth while to record. The incident was this - a visit from General
Gordon just before be started on the expedition to Egypt which ended in his
heroic defence of Khartoum and his death at the hands of the Mahdi’s
fanatical Arabs.
Genl. Gordon was a great friend of my old friend Reginald Barnes, and was
in the habit of writing to him very confidentially on religious matters. It was
f At this farewell meeting my Parishioners gave me a very handsome testimonial; An Oak
bureau, and a silver inkstand.

74

when the General was paying a farewell visit to Barnes at Heavitree that one
afternoon the two walked over to Exwick to see me. Genl. Gordon had more
than once visited Palestine and as I also had been there with Barnes in 1858
it was kindly planned by him that the General should across to see me - and
have a talk with me about our Holy Land experiences. Unfortunately at the
very time when they arrived at Exwick Vicarage I had an engagement, and a
class was waiting for me in my Study - our talk therefore was limited to a
few minutes.
I wished afterwards that I had been brave enough to dismiss my class, or
else to have asked Genl. Gordon to come into my study to talk to those who
were waiting for me there all about his travels in Palestine which would have
done them much more good than my instructions - but I lost a good
opportunity - and have regretted it ever since. However it was something to
have shaken hands and to have had a few words of conversation with such a
grand and noble hero as Genl. Gordon was. I always look back to this
incident with pleasure, mingled with regret that I did not manage better so
that I might have seen more of him than I did.
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L to R Isabel, Reggie, John, Blanche, Francis (on rug) Ethel, Bertie, Isabel, Johnny, Mary (see pages 67,68)

L to R Bertie, Isabel, Francis, Isabel, Blanche, John, Reggie, Mary and Ethel, and Lila Cockayne
Studio picture taken in Bonn in September 1885. Johnny is absent as he had left to go to Australia earlier in the
year. (see page 73)

Ethel and Mary (See page 68)

Clyst St. George 1886 - 1897

T

he change from Exwick to Clyst St. George was in many ways a very
pleasant one. Sorry as I was to leave our old parishioners, and our
pleasant and comfortable Parsonage at Exwick, we looked forward to the
quiet of the country home at Clyst St. George. Exwick had one great
drawback, it was a noisy place, owing to the nearness to the G.W.R. station.
It was noisy by day and noisy by night - and we could not but rejoice in the
stillness and quiet of our new home. The stillness only broken by the chime
of the Church bells by day and the sound of the clock striking the passing
hours by night. The beautiful garden too was a pleasure - filled with rare
plants and flowers by old Mr. Ellacombe, who amongst other things in which
he excelled, was a great botanist. Then the Church - so close to the Rectory,
only a step or two from the Rectory door - was almost all we could desire
with its family memorials - and its picturesque appearance - and its careful
restoration - all was most pleasing. On the whole I think a more attractive
Rectory it would be difficult to find, and in this sweet place we were
permitted to spend 12 years of our life.
Now I must try to describe then 12 years of our stay in this beautiful home.
I begin by saying that the Rectory of Clyst St. George was held by one of our
name and family, William Gibbs in the sixteenth century. The said William
Gibbs was Rector of Clyst St. Mary - a Parish which adjoins Clyst St. George.
In 1543 he was made Rector of Clyst St. George, appointed, I believe by one
of the Gibbs’s of Fenton from whom our family is supposed to descend.
And now after 300 years, another Gibbs becomes Rector of Clyst St. George my unworthy self.
I believe that it was a real pleasure to my cousin Antony to bring about my
appointment - not only from his kind affection towards me and mine - but
also for the sake of keeping up the family connection with the Rectory.
Antony had a strong family feeling - and I recall that on his first visit to us at
the Rectory he said ‘what a pleasure it is to find oneself in the home of our
ancestors’.
The Big House which had for many generations been in our family - ‘Pytte’ and which Antony now possessed at this time - was let to Mrs Frampton and she and her family were living there when we came to the Rectory. I did
not hear a very encouraging report of them from a former Curate of Mr
Ellacombe’s, but they welcomed us heartily on our arrival and we hoped for
the best. There was another house in the Parish, ‘Knowle’, which belonged to
Mr. Sim - a retired Indian official - a widower - who greeted us heartily and
was very pleasant in his welcome to us - his son, Capt. Sim, and his wife
were often with him. Mr. Sim’s wife was a sister of Mr. Hamilton of Fairfield
who lived near Exeter. Mr. Sim’s great deafness made it very difficult a keep
up conversation with him but he was always cheerful and hearty in his
manner.
There were three or four farmers in the parish - all friendly - the one with
whom we had the most intercourse was John Steer - he and his brother -
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besides their farming occupations - were carpenters and builders - very
energetic young men - and helpful in parish matters. Then there was the old
Sexton - old Mr. Potter - whose family had held the office for three
generations - he and his wife a quaint old couple - the latter especially - full
of anecdotes and stories of past events and of past people. The Parish Clerk
was William Gibbings - who had been in addition to his Church duties,
servant to old Mr. Ellacombe - a most efficient man in both capacities - he
went on with the same duties with us and was most helpful to us during our
whole time at Clyst St. George; and I must not forget to mention the old
blacksmith, Smithby by name, as well as by profession. He and his son had
their hands full of work, and the forge was a busy place - a place of work
and a place of gossip too - much frequented by the villagers and passers by
who loved to come in to hear or to bring the news of all that was going on in
the neighbourhood. The son Fred was a keen ringer, and was enthusiastic as indeed all our band of ringers were, in keeping up the practices which
took place regularly once in the week. My old predecessor, Mr Ellacombe,
was one who knew more than anyone else about bells and bell ringing. His
book on church bells is quite an authority on the subject. He was most eager
in keeping up the art of bell ringing, and in looking upon it as a part of
Church work to be carried on in a religious and reverent spirit, and I had to
try and follow his example in this respect, so the ringers often met for Hand
bell practices in the Parish Room at the Rectory, as well as for their regular
practices in the Church tower.
The parishioners generally were, as Devonshire people mostly are, very
pleasant in their ways and manners and always gave one a hearty welcome
at their houses.
The school was just outside our gates. Mr. Ellacombe had built it with the
help of many subscribers, the chief of them my old Uncle William who had
always interested himself in the place. It has a motto carved on the front of
the building ‘For Earth and for Heaven’. We kept on the same schoolmistresses - Miss Jackson and her sisters, whom we found there, but they
did not remain long with us not being able to accustom themselves to the
new regime.
Lastly I have to mention the Curate - whom I soon came to wish I had not
kept on. He was the son of an old friend of mine - Chope - who was with me
in my young days at a tutor’s - and at college - and I rashly took for granted
that the son would be as good a man as his father. But it was far from being
so, and after a while I repented much that I had not begun my work at Clyst
St. George by myself or with someone else as my fellow-worker.
Having now described our new home and its inhabitants I must go back a
little to speak of the time before we initially settled in at the Rectory. The
work of alteration of the house took some months before all could be ready
for us and this period of waiting we spent partly at Exmouth and partly in
London, 70 Charlwood St. S.W. From Exmouth I was able to take the duty
at Clyst St. George frequently and I remember we all went over together in
an omnibus on the Sunday when I read myself in.
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At this time our dear child Mary gave us some anxiety about her health, We
thought at first it was nothing but a passing illness, and she did recover her
health considerably before we left for London, but not long after our sojourn
in London began, very serious symptoms set in. She had been confirmed at
St. Paul’s Cathedral early in April and I had prepared her for her
Confirmation. She entered into my instruction most diligently and devoutly. I
remember we took her to the High Celebration at St. Paul’s one Sunday after
her Confirmation - so that she might witness the solemnity and the beauty
of the Service before her own Communion, which was to take place on
Easter Day. On that day she made her first Communion - her first, and her
last for soon after, her last illness came on and rapidly became very serious
and she was in great danger. Soon she became unconscious and after
lingering on for a time she was taken from us on the 20th May.
Alfred Gurney, whom we saw a good deal of at this time - for we were near
his Church - St. Barnabas - and was a great help and comfort to us all in
this sad time. He ministered to our dear child frequently and when all was
over he took the funeral service when she was laid to rest in the peaceful
Churchyard at Clyst St. George - on the 25th May. There her dear body
rests, a simple white marble cross over her grave with the words ‘In Peace’
written on it. It was a sad beginning for our life in our new home. My dear
Isabel was so overcome with sorrow that she was unable to be with us at
this last service - we returned to her on the evening of this sad day.
Soon we left London for Barrow Court26 - which Martin and Emily so kindly
lent us - and there we spent some weeks of quiet rest and then, after visits
to Abbots Leigh and to Tyntesfield (in both of which homes we found, as
always, such affection and sympathy) we returned to Devonshire and took
possession of our now completed rectory.
Our dear child’s death was the first break in our family life - her gentle and
very tender nature made her especially dear to us and the loss to us all was
very grievous, but for her we could only say, with submission to God’s will that to be with Him was far better. The cares and trials of life might well
have proved too much for such a tender loving heart.
We had another trial this year - the parting with our dear son Bertie. He had
gained an appointment to the Telegraph service in India and in October he
said ‘goodbye’ and sailed for Calcutta. He had a good career before him and
the feeling sure at this made the parting easier to bear. Reginald passed his
‘little go’ at Oxford this year. During the time while we were waiting to get
into our new home I was very busy in collecting a fund for a memorial to my
predecessor Mr. Ellacombe, which was to take the form of a new Reredos
and Altar in Clyst St. George. Mr. Ellacombe was so well known that a very
long list was easily made of possible contributors to this memorial, and the
answers to my many letters were very satisfactory. Amongst those to whom I
wrote was Cardinal Newman with whom Mr. Ellacombe was at Oriel Coll.
and whose friendship had continued through life. I have kept Cardinal
Newman’s courteous reply to my application. He would not, he said,
conscientiously be a contributor, his present position as a Roman Catholic
made it impossible, much as he respected his old friend’s memory.
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On the whole a considerable sum was collected and in course of time the
memorial was completed, and was thought by all a beautiful addition to the
Church, I think Fulford was the architect who gave us the design for the
Reredos and Altar. The Altar piece was an oil painting of the Nativity by
Prynne - an artist of considerable ability, brother of the well known
architect27. Our first year at Clyst St. George ended with our seeing the old
year out in the Church - there was a midnight service at which I gave a short
address. It was the first service of the kind which had been held in this
Church and not a few of the people attended it.
1887
There were two interesting events early in 1887 which are worth mentioning.
The first is a visit which we paid to Torquay. I was invited by the Vicar to
preach on St. Mark’s Day at the Church when I first began my ministry, so
we went and to our pleasure stayed in the house where we lived years ago
then called ‘Collina’ - now the Vicarage at St. Marks. There our son John
was born in 1860 and now 27 years later we found ourselves once more in
our old home. I preached to a crowded congregation, but after so many years
I was quite a stranger there, none of those whom I used to know were there,
but it so happened that an aged sister of my old Vicar, Mr. Hogg, was in the
Church that evening, and was pleased with a reference which I made in my
sermon to his memory.
(I am looking forward to paying another visit to Torquay this autumn (1908)
if it pleases God to spare me to do so. The Vicar Mr. Statham with whom I
stayed in 1887 is still at his post, and he wrote to me this year to say he
would be glad to see me again.)
The other event which I will now record was that I went to the triennial
gathering of Old Students at Wells Theological College this year - the first
and the only one which I ever attended. I stayed with Canon Church. It was
a very pleasant gathering. I met many old friends and was delighted to find
myself once more in the dear old place where I had spent such a pleasant
year of training for my ordination, to which I feel I owe so much. Canon
Church still lives on there and only a few weeks ago I received a letter from
him hoping we might pay him a visit some day.
These two events I look back upon with great pleasure. But the year 1887
which brought to me these pleasant things brought us also great sorrow.
Our dear Aunt Blanche whom we loved so much and whose life was as
precious to us as to her own family, was taken from us. She paid us a visit
at Clyst St. George on her return from a trip to the South of France which
she had made with Mr. Hardie and while with us she told my dear wife that
she was suffering from an incurable complaint. I was absent from home
attending a retreat at Lancing College and on my return I received this sad
account of her health. She was wonderfully calm and brave, submitting
herself entirely to God’s will, but we could not but be very sad to think that
we must not look forward to having her again with us - or hope to visit her
again at Tyntesfield where she had for so many years welcomed us. She died
on the 22nd September a only a few weeks after her visit to us. Neither of us
were able to attend her funeral, both being laid up.
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She left us both a most generous legacy. There never was anyone so
thoughtful to others, and I think my dear wife and I and our children
experienced her loving care almost more than any others, excepting her own
immediate family. She was laid to rest in the family vault in Wraxall
Churchyard, where rest Uncle William and Alice Gurney and two of the sons,
George and Willy. May God grant us all to meet together in the life beyond
the grave, and may the dear ones rest in peace and the Heavenly light ever
shine upon them. It was a wonderful instance of dear Aunt Blanche’s
calmness and courage that on the 21st June, when she was quite aware of
the fatal nature of her illness, she took the greatest interest in the Queen’s
Jubilee and was present with me and others in Westminster Abbey when the
wonderful commemoration took place. She was eager and full of anxiety to
see and hear all that went on - just as if she had no bodily trouble to
distress her. It was a long service and there was a long waiting before it
began - but she forgot all her troubles in the pleasure of seeing and hearing
it and our two boys, Reginald and Francis were with us on this occasion and
had seats outside the Abbey. I think they saw the procession almost better
than we did who had seats in the Abbey.
This same year, in November, there was another commemoration which we
attended: the consecration of Truro Cathedral. My brother Henry and his
son Kenneth were there also. We stayed with them at Falmouth and on the
day of the consecration we all went to Truro by train. We had capital seats in
the Gallery and were able to hear and see everything. The service lasted four
hours - so great was the number of communicants. I had always taken a
great interest in the division of the great diocese of Exeter, which included
both Devon and Cornwall. The division had been brought about some time
ago and now the great event of Cornwall having its own Cathedral was
celebrated. I always remember with thankfulness that day when it was
dedicated to the service of God.
Towards the end of this year a great anxiety cane to us about Bertie’s health.
He was taken with a severe attack of fever in Burmah where he was now
stationed and a stroke of paralysis had followed. We knew no more than
this, for we had received the sad news by telegram adding that he was on his
way home. A second telegram a few days later informed us that he was
better and in a few days a letter reached us from his own hand, re-assuring
us. On the last day of the year we went up to town to meet him. This was a
sad ending to the year, for though the letters lately received gave us better
hope, there was still fear in our minds that his career in India might have to
cease. Things however turned out eventually better than we expected as I
shall relate when I tell of next year’s doings.
I began the story of this year telling of my preaching in my old Parish of St
Mark’s, Torquay. I will close by telling of my having to preach twice this year
in the Cathedral at Exeter. It was a wonderful experience to have to address
such an enormous congregation and each time I felt it a great effort - but I
am glad to think I was able to get through the ordeal. One thing I have
omitted to mention in this year’s record which my children may remember the terrible fire in the theatre at Exeter. 120 lives were lost and the theatre
completely destroyed. I remember one incident which touched us very much,
a young tutor with his pupil (I think we knew something of the former
though at this distance of time I cannot even remember his name) were both
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able to get out of the building in safety - the young tutor for some reason,
probably hoping to be of use in saving life, went back and re-entered the
burning theatre - and never returned. The whole affair was most shocking. It
was some time before the people of Exeter could bear to think of re-building
the theatre, where so many living had been lost, but now, I believe, another
has been erected, with all modern improvements and precautions against
the recurrence of such a catastrophe28.
1888
The year 1888 began with Bertie’s return home invalided from India. We met
him in London and after a visit to the doctor - Sir Joseph Fayrer29 - who
reported well of him and gave us hopes that with rest and quiet he would
soon recover, we returned with him to Clyst St. George. It was evident that
his system had had a severe shock, there was a slight lameness and also we
noticed that he had a difficulty in expressing himself, but as time went on
these symptoms were not so marked and this encouraged us to trust that all
would be well with him once more.
In March our youngest child, Ethel, was confirmed in Exeter Cathedral, and
during this year we put her to school at Ealing - she boarded with Mrs.
Clarke whose daughter Evelyn went to the same school. The chief parish
event this year was that the alterations in the Church which I had been busy
about for some time were completed. We had a new vestry, the Chancel
arrangements were remodelled and the Chancel was re-seated so that the
Choir - surpliced - might take their places there. There was also a new
organ. The money for all this was raised by subscription from parishioners,
neighbours and relations. The finished work was dedicated and we had a
very successful service of dedication. The Bishop was asked to preach of the
occasion but was unable to come. On the following Sunday the builder of the
organ, Hele, sent his son to play on the new instrument at both the services,
and in the afternoon to give an organ recital. The alterations were very
satisfactory and a great improvement to the Church.
It seemed to be my lot in each Church in which I have served that I should
have to build, amongst other improvements, a new vestry. In old days, with
more simple services, vestries in most country Churches were very small and in many places there was no vestry at all, the parish Priest vesting in
the Church itself - or perhaps in his own house hard by. I remember at
Saunderton in Buckinghamshire to which place I was licensed as Curate
just before my appointment to Clifton Hampden - I had to put on my
surplice, etc. in a cottage near the Church, and to walk from the cottage to
the Church fully vested, and to climb over a stile in the way.
At Poundstock too in Cornwall where I was a youth, pupil to Mr. Dayman,
the Vicar, the surplice was hung over the altar rails, and there put on as the
people were coming into Church. Those were slovenly days in matters
connected with Divine Service, but we do things better now I am glad to say.
Soon after the dedication of our new organ it happened that I was invited to
be present and to preach at the dedication of another organ which had been
given to Flaxley Church, Gloucestershire, in memory of our dear Aunt
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Blanche. The Church at Flaxley was a comparatively new one, built by my
Uncle William and Aunt Blanche. Flaxley Abbey was my Aunt’s old home. It
was at the Abbey that when I was a boy I first knew my Aunt who was then a
girl. It was shortly before her engagement to my Uncle. She was about 20
years old when she married and my Uncle well over 40. The Crawley Boeveys
of Flaxley were cousins to my mother. Aunt Blanche was therefore my 2nd
cousin and was at that time always called by us ‘Cousin Blanche’. We were
glad to accept this invitation to stay at Flaxley. We stayed at ‘The Cottage’ a
house at the entrance to the Park, where our cousin the Dowager Lady
Crawley Boevey (nee Daubeny) lived - her husband Sir Martin having died and her son Sir Thomas was at the Abbey and is there still. Our boys
Reginald and Francis were with us on this visit which we all enjoyed. After
this visit I and the boys had a most enjoyable time in Scotland - my dear
wife returning home. We stayed a fortnight with the Davy’s at Spean Lodge.
On one of the Sundays during our stay I went with the Davys to Fort
William, a drive of 10 miles, starting very early. I took part in the Services,
preaching, and Celebrating the Holy Communion according to the liturgy of
the Scotch Episcopal Church - which is fuller and more impressive and more
in accordance with the Ancient Liturgies than our own. It was a pleasure to
me to have this experience. I hope some day our own English Church may
follow the example of the Church in the United States of America and bring
our Service into line with the Scotch Liturgy - or at all events allow an
alternative use, as is the case in Scotland.
Our visit to Spean being over we returned home by Edinburgh, Carlisle,
Hagley, etc much refreshed by all we had done at seen.
While at Hagley I went over to Stourbridge to see my sister-in- law Isabella
who was very ill and administered to her the Holy Communion. Not long
after, I forget the exact date, she and her husband Robert Lee Warner were
taken to their rest.
I have little more to relate as to our doings of this year. Bertie continued to
improve and later in the year became engaged to Cicely West, not a prudent
match, for neither he nor the girl had any money. It all came to an end later
on - which was just as well.
It was towards the close of this year that my brother Charles, while on a visit
to us was taken seriously ill, for same hours he was quite disturbed in his
brain and was not able to speak clearly.30 In a few days the doctors advised
him to return to his own home in London and he left us, the doctor
accompanying him and seeing him safely settled in at home. The doctors
fear that he can never be really well again. He is wonderfully patient and
cheerful in spite of his weakness.
We stayed with him later at his house 14 Norfolk Square when there was a
consultation of the London doctors on his state and they could only endorse
the opinion of the Exeter doctors “no cure - care and quiet very necessary”.
While in town I went to St. Paul’s to hear Liddon31 preach - a most striking
sermon on the value of Holy Scripture - “I am as glad of Thy word as one
that findeth great spoils”.
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1889
The year 1889 brought us great anxieties and worries. Church-warden
Shiles troublesome - stirred up I fear by the young Frampton sons. At
Knowle too there was trouble. Mr. Sims and his son at variance - young
Sims and his wife leave Knowle - some mysterious cause which at the time
we did not understand, but which came to light later on. And then followed a
very distressing matter at Pytte, resulting in Chope leaving - and before the
end of the year the Framptons having notice to quit. It was all so distressing
and we had some months of great worry - the whole business was never fully
cleared up but there was no doubt in my mind that there was sad wrong
doing. I do not enter more fully into this trouble which came upon us. It is
better to let bygones be bygones and to try to forget it all. The result was that
I was left without a Curate and had to get on as well as I could alone.
Relief came to me in this respect in the course of the year, for old Mr.
Vincent, late Rector of Pusey, with his wife Dorothy and daughters, came to
live at ‘the Cottage’ close to the Rectory and he was willing to help me in the
services whenever I asked him to do so, and this help I was very glad to avail
myself of.
I must mention now a pleasant visit which we paid to Oxford in May of this
year, which led eventually to very important results as I shall show later on.
We stayed a fortnight or so in lodgings opposite Christ Church. Both Reggie
and Francis were up at the time, and we had a very pleasant time. We were
often at Keble College, where our boys were, and we made acquaintance with
some of their friends - and with the dons too - amongst the latter was Medley
- a History Tutor.
My brother Henry happened to be in Oxford, staying at Balliol - on the
Sunday I was invited to an evening gathering at the Master’s House. Bishop
Temple was there and other notabilities. I remember a little talk I had with
Jowett32. Every day was taken up with visits to the Colleges or to friends and
we were all sorry when it was time to leave.
This visit to Oxford was followed by a visit to Stowe - where my first cousin
and Godfather, Henry Crawley was at that time Rector. He succeeded my,
and his, Grandfather, the Rev. Charles Crawley, who was Rector for 6o years
and who died in 1848. As children we were often there, but I do not think I
had been in the place since his funeral. The visit we now made was very
interesting to me. We spent a Sunday there, the services very carefully and
reverently done. I remember being there was a child, when on one Sunday
there was public catechising during the service - and I had to take my place
in front of the reading desk - and answer questions on the Church
Catechism - an unusual ordeal in those days, for public catechising almost
everywhere had unhappily fallen into disuse, but now I rejoice to think
revived very generally, not however in the morning and evening services but
in services specially held in the afternoon for children.
In this year I remember attending the Bishop of Lincoln’s trial, at Lambeth I
think it was. That miserable body the Church Association was, as far as I
remember, at the bottom of it all, desiring to bring about the putting down
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by process of law of the revival of all ancient catholic uses in our Churches33
- such as vestments - altar lights, etc. I don’t think the Church Association
gained much or indeed anything. These Catholic uses so we believe, are
sanctioned by the Prayer Book Rubrics. To this day they still continue to be
used, increasingly throughout the Church. They never were meant to be
discontinued. It was only through the Puritanical spirit which reigned so
long amongst us, that they were for a time caused to cease. But now with
the revival of Church feeling these ancient uses have again revived and in
spite of Privy Council judgements will still continue. It was to defend our
right to these uses that the good Bishop was so firm in protecting those who
used them.
Throughout this year my brother Charles’ health continued to fail. He was
again taken ill while at Malvern in the autumn - and Isabel and I went there
to be with him. He again rallied and was able to return home, but it became
evident that there was no hope of real recovery. He bore this increasing
weakness, as he had his loss of sight, with wonderful patience and
resignation. I never heard him murmur or complain. He never left his house
again after his return to London. It was in March of the next year, 1890, that
he died. My sister Mary and I were with him at the last. His poor brain quite
failed some time before the end came and it was distressing for us all to see
him in such a sad state and we were glad when the end came and he was at
rest. He was a dear affectionate brother and I felt his loss much, He was
always happy to be with us and took the greatest interest in us all.
All my children will recognise and feel thankful for his kindness to them. He
was buried at Clifton Hampden on the 21st March in the vault where lie my
dear father and mother and many of my brothers.
In his will I was left the house in Norfolk Square and besides this I was
residuary legatee. About £8000 came to me and all the furniture. I had not
at all expected this considerable increase to my income, which was a great
boon for us and for our children. The money was left in trust to come to
them after the death of my dear wife and myself.
1890
Early in this year, in January, Johnny arrived from Australia, but his visit to
England and to his home was a very short one for at the beginning of
February he left us again and went to South America where he was now to
take up the work of the Firm. It was sad to part with him again and for an
indefinite period.
And now I have to tell of our dear child Isabel’s engagement to Dudley
Medley, Tutor of Keble Coll, Oxford. It was at Oxford last year during our
stay there that Medley seemed to have been attracted by her and early in the
summer of this year he came to stay with us and very soon they became
engaged. Their pecuniary prospects were not good, for he had but a very
little of his own except what he earned in his position of Tutor at Keble - she
had a little of her own, but only a little, and I gave her as her portion £2000.
It was not much for them to start in married life, but they were content and
soon the wedding took place, the date was July 3rd. My good friend, Bishop
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King, married them in Clyst St. George Church. We had a good gathering of
relations and of neighbours and the day went off very well. As was only
natural the loss to ourselves and to all in our home was very much felt. She
had always been a very loving and helpful daughter to us and she was much
missed by us all and by the parishioners too. Her home was now to be in
Oxford, and with her brothers at Keble and our probable visits to her, she
would constantly be in touch with the old home.
Soon after the wedding we had a delightful expedition to Oberammergau. We
went in a large party, for Blanche and Ethel went with us, and Francis and
Reggie.
We went to Cologne first and then by river to Mainz, then to Munich and in a
day or two, on to Oberammergau, arriving, I remember in the midst of a
great downpour of rain. We lodged at the house of one Andreas Wolff, very
simple fare and very clean room. The village is situated in the midst of most
picturesque scenery, not at all a large place, its house fronts painted many
of them with sacred subjects. Our first day there, was a day of rest after our
long journey. On the second day we went to the out-door theatre to see the
Passion Play. There was a Celebration of the Holy Eucharist in a room
provided for the purpose - the English Chaplain always on the days on
which the Play is performed has a Celebration at 6 a.m. To this Celebration I
and my boys went. The Play began at 8 a.m. and ended at 5.30; there was an
interval of an hour for lunch. Our host and his daughter were among the
performers. Such simple folk they are and their religion seems so real and
their manner so reverent, they are none of them lifted up by the success of
their performances, not even the most prominent of the actors. It is to them
a deeply religious service done to the Glory of God. The man who acted the
part of our Saviour has a moist interesting attractive face and manner - and
it is the same with the young woman who takes the part of the Virgin. As
you see them in their everyday clothes in the village they avoid all attention and go about their daily duties so simply and quietly. It was so with those
with whom we lodged. As to the effect the Play had upon us I wrote in my
diary at the time ‘The Play was most beautiful, far more than I expected. It
was most touching, and it ought to do us good for all our lives. Artistically
and devotionally it is all one could desire.’
We stayed on some days at Oberammergau and I and others went once
again to see the Play - this time we sat amongst the people in the open seats
in the arena. It was delightful to see how reverent all the spectators were.
Another day we climbed the Kofel hill from which at a considerable height we
looked down upon the theatre. I recall how beautifully the sound of the
sacred music came up to us from below. It was such simp1e music and so
devotional.
Prom Oberammergau we went to Partenkirchen, where we stayed 10 days or
so. The only drawback to our otherwise very happy trip was that for a great
part of the trip my dear Isabel was suffering from a bad foot which was very
painful and prevented her from getting about. we found a doctor at
Partenkirchen who was able to relieve her of the pain and soon she was able
to get about again, We returned home by Munich and Aix la Chapelle and
after making a short stay at l4 Norfolk Square, and visits to Aldenham and
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to my old college friend Freeman at Puddletown, we found ourselves again at
Clyst St. George, early in September, after our most delightful holiday.
During this year we had a visit from the Bohl family, Ferdinand and his wife
and daughter. He was with us when I was in the Office at 15 Bishopsgate St.
and we lodged together at Sydenham. Our friendship has continued ever
since and letters pass between us each year. A good friend he has always
been to me. One thing more I must relate. Reggie having finished his Oxford
course, we thought a trip to India would be useful to him before settling
down to his preparation for Holy Orders. So he went, and had a pleasant
time with Bertie, and saw a great deal to interest him. I sum up in my Diary
of this year (1890) as follows “This has been an eventful year and much to
thank God for. My dear brother Charles at rest”.
1891.
In February of this year a portion of the Churchyard which had been added
in Mr Ellacombe’s time but never consecrated, was consecrated by the
Bishop.
During this year I was frequently incapacitated for work by ill health and in
December while at a meeting of clergy I was taken seriously ill - a sudden
faintness from which I could not altogether recover for a long time. Mr
Vincent, who was with me, took me home in our carriage, the doctor
accompanying us. I was put to bed, and there remained for a week or more,
and gradually my strength returned, but I had to keep myself very quiet. The
troublesome feature of the illness was that it affected my head, and I was for
some time usable to give my mind steadily to anything in the way of reading
or writing. The doctors however did not seem to think very seriously of the
attack, but gave me a caution that I must not again let myself be
overworked. By the end of the year I was again getting about though not yet
able to take part in the services.
All through this year we were in anxiety about Johnny on account of the
revolution which had broken out in Chile. We had frequent reports from the
House of Business in London, and letters from Johnny himself. He kept a
diary of the events of the war, and sent us copies of what he wrote. I do not
know that there was actually any danger to him personally, but it was a time
of great strain to him. He had to take his part as all others did in the defence
against the enemy and in the protection of the town where he was. How long
the state of unsettlement went on I cannot recall, but I think it continued all
through the year.
I have however during this year many pleasant things to record, which I
must now turn to. First in April our dear child Isabel had a little son, and we
rejoiced in our new dignity as grandparents. We went to Oxford for the
christening and I had the happiness of baptising the boy,
Then we had the pleasure of welcoming Reginald back from his trip to India
in April and later in the year of seeing him settled in as a student at
Cuddesdon, for his preparation for Holy Orders. It was in this year also that
I had the pleasure of writing to my brother Henry to congratulate him on his
becoming M.P. for the City of London. He was old to begin Parliamentary life,
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being 72 years of age, but his activity of mind and body was extraordinary in
spite of his advanced age.
I had the gratification too this year of being present at the ‘Gaudy’ of my old
College at Oxford - Exeter College - I went with my old friend Mr. Graves of
Bradenham also an old Ex. Coll. man. I met many old college friends, whom
I had not seen since my youthful days; among them Sir Charles Turner, to
had had a very successful caner in India, but now retired - he was a capital
specimen of a staunch lay Churchman - always ready to stand up and speak
in favour of Church principles and Church work.
And talking of work reminds me that I must not omit to mention that I was
present at the laying the first stone of the Church House in June of this
year. I have been much interested in this good work ever since and have
rejoiced at seeing how amply it has fulfilled the hopes of all Churchmen in
giving a central ‘business house’ for all Church work. It is a pity that it
should still be in an incomplete state but such things move very slowly - far
too slowly. We want some enthusiastic Churchmen to come forward and give
gladly of their wealth to this good work. The Nonconformists put us
Churchmen to shame in such matters. Nearby the Wesleyans are raising
their Church and seem to have no lack of ample funds to carry out their
project. I am afraid we Church people have yet to learn the duty and the
pleasure of giving.
There is no more to record in this year except that we had a nice trip to
Wales, where we stayed with our old friends the Heatons at Plas Heaton and afterwards spent a short time at Llandudno and Llanberis, at which
latter place I was laid up for a week or more. These continual attacks of
illness came to a crisis at the end of the year when I had the rather serious
attack which I have already referred to.
I had to learn the lesson that at 60 years of age, or nearly so, one had to
take life more easily, that the flesh is weak, though the spirit is willing, and I
think I began henceforth to put the lessen to practice - “Chi va piano va
sane”.
1892.
I was fortunate enough at the beginning of this year to find a ‘Locum tenens’
to carry on the work of the parish while I took a good holiday. Mr.Heathcote
was connected with Depuis, Rector of Alphington and with the Kekewich’s of
Peamore - a man of kindly pleasant manners and a good preacher - also a
good cricketer which would make him popular with the young men of the
place. I was much comforted to find one to whom I could with such
confidence leave the care of the parish, and on the 1st of February we left for
foreign parts. After sleeping the night at 14 Norfolk Square we went direct to
Nice by train. Reggie saw us across the channel and then returned home. We
had a short stay at Nice and again at Beaulieu and eventually found
ourselves at Bordighera where we settled down for some time. I soon
improved in health and strength and gradually was able more and more to
enjoy the delightful change of climate. I have not mentioned that our party
consisted of our two selves and Blanchie and Ethel. We settled into a small
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and comfortable hotel on the Strada Romana, Hotel de Londres, where we
found pleasant friends, General Charles Parr, his wife and daughter,
relations of the Eltons and of the Potts.
We got to like Bordighera very much. It is not so crowded with big hotels as
other places on the Riviera have become, there are delightful walks and the
climate is excellent. The old town most interesting and picturesque and the
views over the sea of the coast, with the towns and villages shining in the
bright sunshine, very attractive. We had also the advantage of a very well
ordered English Church and a very good chaplain, Mr. Barnett, who was
very friendly and helpful. The doctor of the place was Dr. Agnetti, an Italian,
speaking English capitally, and a clever man in other ways than in his
profession. We used to call him, amongst ourselves ‘Dr. Antonio’ the hero of
a very interesting Italian novel which we had all been reading lately. I had to
call him in more than once, and found him very capable and his treatment
did me a great deal of good.
Our next move was to Mentone, It was early in April that we arrived there.
Our stay was a very short one, for we were on our way homewards. The
weather was not good, still there is always a great attraction to the place,
and I always like to return to it. I remember it well when I first visited it, a
little seaside town, or rather village, with only one or two small inns, and
even now 40 years later, though it has numberless large hotels, and villas
everywhere, and is quite a large town, still its situation is perfect, and the
beautiful hills around it are always there. One feels one can put up with
uncertain climate - and the cold winds from the mountains - which are not
infrequent - and when the cold wind subsides then you get a perfect climate
- and you feel you love the place, and can forget all the drawbacks.
This time I am afraid the drawbacks were more evident than the attractions
and we were not sorry to move on, so we got on to Nimes - where we stayed a
week in a quiet old fashioned French hotel. All the housework done by
menservants - who were housemaids in the mornings and at table d’hote
time were transformed into liveried waiters. We saw both Nimes and Arles
thoroughly, visited the Pont du Gard, which I first saw when I travelled years
before with Barnes and Sackville-West and my brother William. I had
forgotten how very beautiful and interesting it is. The ancient buildings too
at both Nimes and Arles are wonderful, but the wind! The Mitzal was a great
trial and much spoilt our pleasure. However, we got through it all without
any harm and on the 2nd May we left for Paris - spent 3 days and nights
there at the Hotel Dominici, Rue Castiglione - and then London and 14
Norfolk Square. On 7th June we were again at home and I got into my work
once more.
On Trinity Sunday we had the happiness of being present at Reggie’s
Ordination in the Cathedral. He did well at his examination and there is
every hope that he will do good work in the Ministry. I always had set my
heart on one of my sons at least should be in Holy Orders and I felt very
thankful when my wish became a reality. He was to go at once to his curacy
with Kelly at Ottery - an excellent start for him. Kelly was a Cuddesdon man
and his first curacy was at Abingdon under Archdeacon Pitt and there, when
I was Vicar at Clifton Hampden, I first made his acquaintance. The
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ordination service as very beautifully rendered; very different from my own
ordination in 1839 which took place in Bishop Phillpott’s private chapel very quiet and very simple but not what you would call impressive. On this
occasion the service was most impressive - as all who attended it must have
felt. I could not have wished for anything better.
I was once present at an ordination at St. John’s Lateran in Rome. There it
was grand enough, but the ceremonies were so elaborate that it was difficult
to follow the service. Our own English service, when rendered at Reggie’s
ordination, were all that one could wish for. Reggie came back with us all to
Clyst St. George, and that evening be took part in our evensong - reading the
lessons. I wished I could have kept him at home to help me but it was far
better to begin his clerical life in a larger place, and under so good a Vicar as
Kelly. Before long he came over from Ottery and preached a very nice sermon
in our Church.
I had tried in vain for some time to find a Curate to help me and I had to get
along as well as I could with occasional help. Mr. Heathcote not infrequently
was able to come - I had hoped to get Kirwan, Reggie’s friend to take the
Curacy, and he accepted my offer but because of his mother, thinking the
climate was too damp for his health, he had to give it up - which was a great
disappointment to me. Eventually I found a man to suit, Mr. Farr - and in
December he began his work, and I felt more at rest.
I have now only to add to my record of this year’s events that Bertie returned
from India on short leave and after a few weeks stay he had to return to his
work, Before the end of the year we had the surprising news that he was
engaged to be married to a Miss Emily Handcock who be had met in India.
Soon off with the old love who certainly had treated him badly, and on with
the new - who we must hope will treat him better. She is the daughter of a
clergyman in Bath - no money. Mr. Hancock came to see us - a pleasant
man - and amusing - and the family seem to he quite satisfactory - except it
the matter of £sd.
We had a pleasant visit this year to Slade, the home of John and Augusta
Pode34. Pode was at College with me, a cousin (2nd) through the Yonges,
Augusta the last of the Hartpury Crawleys. We spent two or three days there,
enjoying their company and their comfortable and pretty home. We went on
from there to Dunster where we had nice lodgings. Dunster is a beautiful
town, an old market place, the Castle where the Lutterells live, and a very
interesting Church.
I remember also the beautiful ruined Abbey of Cleezes which is not far 0ff,
kept in nice order by the Lutterells, I think, to whom it belongs.
I ended this year feeling rather despondent as to the possibility of staying at
Clyst St. George, on account of my continuing to be laid low and to be made
unfit for work - but hoping that the new Curate Mr. Farr might prove helpful
to me and enable me to hold on for a few years more before retiring.
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1893
The year 1893 was very much like the years before - it had its parish
difficulties, Curate difficulties, health difficulties. As to health I began the
year pretty well, but before long we had to go away for a change and we tried
Hastings and St. Leonards, but the weather there being no better than at
home, we decided to go abroad again, but then the Curate difficulty came in.
Mr. Farr was very uncertain whether he could stop with us - he was very
shilly-shally about it, informed the Bishop that he had given me notice,
while be had given me hopes that he might remain. This naturally made the
Bishop doubtful about giving me licence to leave the Parish - however things
settled themselves after a bit and we left for the Riviera once more. This time
our chief stay was at Mentone - then San Remo - ant lastly Allassio. On our
return we stayed for a week at Aix les Bains and by the end of May we were
at home again at Clyst St. George.
A very sad thing happened while we were at San Remo - the death of Aleck
Sim, Mr. Sim’s eldest son. We had seen him very lately at Mentone and soon
after our arrival at San Remo we had a telegram from Mrs Sim to say that
her husband had died at Monte Carlo after a very short illness. She wished
me to take the funeral, but the message reached me too late for me to be
able to do so. It was a very sad thing for the poor widow and for the old
father at Knowle too.
Another event took place during our stay abroad, this time a happy one, we
had a telegram that Bertie’s marriage had taken place on 3rd April, Easter
Monday, at Waltair (India). The happy news reached us at San Remo.
On our return to England we made some stay at Oxford before going back to
Clyst St. George. There we awaited Johnny’s return from S. America and
when the day of his arrival came we went to the station to meet him. A
happy day for us all after so long an absence. We had a nice family gathering
at Oxford, staying part of the time in lodgings and part at 2 Keble Road with
Dudley and Isabel and their children.
The visit to Oxford over we returned home after a short stay in London and
at Abbots Leigh, and soon after our return Reginald was ordained Priest in
Exeter Cathedral, We all went into Exeter for it, Johnny with us.
I must not forget to record that during our visit to London we attended a
great meeting in the Albert Hall to protest against the proposed
disestablishment of the Church in Wales. It was, I remember, a most
enthusiastic gathering, showing plainly that the measure would be firmly
resisted. Thank God - up to this day (a.d. 1908) the measure has not yet
been passed - though the Radical government now in power are still eager to
pass it, as a first step towards a larger measure, the disestablishment of the
Church of England. God grant their efforts may be unsuccessful. I believe if
we Church people are only firm enough we shall be able to hold our own.
During this summer I had a very troublesome business to deal with in the
parish. I had had other parochial troubles before this, as I have recorded,
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and I hoped that now things would go on smoothly but it was not to be so.
This last trouble was connected with old Mr. Sim. He came to me one day
and announced that he meant to marry his nurse. It was generally believed
that there were previous complications which made this step necessary. He
is believed to have lived with her for years and to have a family by her. I had
no proof of this but it was universally believed to be the case. None of his
relations were at hand to consult then. All were unfortunately away from
home. I wrote a letter to him advising him to think well over the matter
before he took the step - ignoring the reports which were current of which I
could not ascertain the truth.
In reply he said not a word about the scandal, but simply repeated that he
meant to be married. There was nothing for me to do but to consent to marry
the two. So in a few days, the licence obtained, the ceremony took place
quite quietly. No one except Mr. Farr the Curate, and William Gibbings the
clerk, knowing anything about the matter. Later on, when the relations
returned home, I learnt from Mr. Hamilton from Fairfield that the report of
the scandal was all true. I then wrote a plain letter to Mr. Sim about it and
he did not take it well - neither confessing nor denying, simply asking who
had told me the tale. I did not satisfy him on this point, but simply shewed
him that the only right course to pursue was to acknowledge his wrong
doing. I laid the whole matter before the Bishop, who backed me up in my
resolve that I must not admit Mr. Sim to communion till he expressed
sorrow for what had passed.
I received a letter after some delay which in general terms expressed regret
for all that he had done amiss. It was a very painful business to me, and was
made all the more difficult by Mr. Sim’s deafness which made it impossible
to talk the matter over with him.
Before long both he and his wife came to the Holy Communion and so the
affair ended. If he only could have brought himself to confide in me in the
difficult circumstances, it would have been better for all concerned.
The marriage of the Duke of York and Princess Mary took place on the 6th
July and the day was observed everywhere with great rejoicing. In our little
village the schoolchildren and the mothers had a tea in the Rectory gardens.
The farmers of the parish and many others also were invited to tea - and all
came. There was a cricket match - dancing on the lawn - and the Garden
was thrown open to all parishioners. The dancing was kept up till 10.0 p.m.
There was a service in the Church at 8 p.m.
My doubts about remaining on at Clyst St. George were much strengthened
this year by the announcement by Mr. and Mrs. Vincent that they had
determined to leave and to settle at Clevedon. His presence here had been a
great stay to me as he was always ready to help me when I wanted
assistance, I could not have any confidence that Farr would remain with me
and the difficulty of finding a successor to the Curacy way very great.
I had a good talk with Willy Gibbs about the matter and sounded him
whether he would like to take my place and become Rector of Clyst St.
George, but he was not prepared to give up Hagley yet-a-while. Altogether
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things were a great puzzle - and it was made worse by my being again laid
up in December with another serious attack of illness. The year ended with
these doubts still troubling us. Dr. Davy plainly said that I must leave the
greater part of the work to my Curate, but what if no Curate could be
depended on to stay and help me! There seemed to be nothing for it but that
I should resign.
1894
During this year of 1894. matters became more unsettled as to the question
of our staying on at Clyst St. George or leaving.
Farr made up his mind to leave and we should have had to make up our
minds to go but Reggie came to our help and though very sorry to leave
Ottery and we also very sorry that he should do so, both he and I and Kelly
came to the conclusion that it was right for him to come as Curate here. The
arrangement was not to begin till the autumn. For me this was a very happy
thing and my mind being set at rest I felt more able to do my daily duty and I
kept fairly well all the year.
But troubles of one kind or another came to us during the 12 mouths and
the year was no means an easy one.
At the beginning of the year our dear Ethel became very ill and doctors and
nurses had to be called in end she was quite an invalid during the early
portion of the year. It was a long and troublesome illness but by March she
was able to be moved to Sidmouth and then we stayed for some weeks and
we brought her home again in a much better state of health. While at
Sidmouth we had the pleasure of renewing our acquaintance with the
Powells - Alby and her husband - who were staying then in lodgings. We
saw them daily and their daughter joined us in our walks. We found
Sidmouth a nice quiet place and quite enjoyed our stay there. Alby Powell
paid us a visit at Clyst St. George soon after our return and knowing the
possibility of our leaving the Rectory before long wanted to inspect the place
to see if it would suit her husband should the Patron, Antony, be willing to
offer it to him.
In April of this year John left us once more for S. America. We said ‘Good
bye’ to him hoping that it would be his last trip to that country and that
before long he might be settled in England for good. Just at this time of
John’s departure our neighbour Mr. Sim at Knole died, He bad a stroke of
paralysis and lay for a time in an unconscious state before he passed away.
His career had been a sad one, but there was a geniality and kindness in his
disposition which made his a pleasant neighbour and we felt sorry to have
lost him. His house at Knole he left to his wife and I believe all that he was
able to leave went to her.
She determined at once to sell the house and Mr. James the Solicitor In
Exeter, knowing that I might soon be wanting a home strongly advised me to
buy it and I was much inclined to do so, Antony in his kindness offered to
take some of the land, so that I might not have too large an outlay. The

93

whole matter, however, came to nothing, for Mrs. Alek Sim who was very
fond of the place let it be known that she wished to have it, and I had told
Mr. James that I did not wish to offer to purchase should any of Mr. Sim’s
family decide to do so, She bought it for something over £5000 - rather a
high price.
In July of this year Antony’s eldest son George came of age and the day was
observed with great demonstrations. Antony, Janet and George came to us
for the occasion. There was a big dinner in the schoolroom for all the
Tenants and Cottagers on the estate. The Room was decked with flags and
made as smart as possible. At the upper table Antony, Janet and George Willy and Annie Gibbs, Major Tracey, Farr the Curate and myself and two
daughters, Reginald too came over from Ottery - about 70 or 80 at the
speechifying and all went off well. The only drawback was that my dear
Isabel had to be away at Oxford owing to the illness of one of the
grandchildren - After the dinner came cricket and other games and a capital
band playing all the afternoon.
In September I had a nice trip with my two boys Reginald and Francis to
Cornwall. We went by the Cornish express to Truro, next day after going over
the Cathedral went by steamer to Falmouth, next day drove in a carriage
and pair to Kynance cove where we stayed for a few days in very quaint and
homely rooms. Went to Lizard Point. There we met with an Artist, Casely,
who for many years had made the Cornish coast his particular study.
Bought a water colour painting of the Land’s End. Our next point was
Mullion - where we found an interesting Church with fine caned bench ends
and a Crucifixion carved over the outside of the West door. Next to Marazion
- on our way to a fine view of St. Michael’s Mount. On to Penzance and from
thence I took the Cornish Express home, being somewhat overtired with all
we had done. The boys stayed on a few days longer. It was a pleasant
expedition for them and for me and I cherish a very happy memory of it.

Soon after this we received the sad news of our dear old friend Mr. Hardie’s
death at Belmont. He had reached a good old age, I think 83. I had known
him for about 35 years - he had returned from the Cape after serving as
Archdeacon under Bishop Armstrong. The Bishop had lately died and Mr.
Hardie’s health being delicate he returned to England, but was not up to
taking any active work. My brother William who was then in a very poor
state of health, was very glad to have him as his comp anion for his winter’s
trip on his yacht ‘Gondola’ and it was on his return from that trip that I first
made his acquaintance. My uncle William needed a tutor for his sons at
Tyntesfield and I remember driving out in a Hansom cab with him to some
place outside London where Mr. Hardie was staying - and then and there my
Uncle came to an arrangement with him, and from that time to the day of
his death he was intimately connected with my uncle’s family, first as Tutor,
then as Chaplain at the Chapel at Tyntesfield, and after the death of my
uncle and aunt residing first at Barrow Court with Martin, and later at
Belmont where he remained till he died. He was always most friendly and
kind to me and mine, and his death was a great loss to us. He left me one or
two books which I still have on my shelves.

94

The next thing I have to narrate is that the Church Congress took place this
year at Exeter. Like every house in the neighbourhood our house was full for
the occasion - amongst others Morton Cokayne, now in Priest’s Orders, and
Curate to Lord Victor Seymour - was with us, we fully enjoyed going to as
many meetings as possible. The weather though it was October, was as
bright and warm as if it was summer. One drawback there was that my
deafness which had been coming on of late, prevented me from hearing the
speeches as well as I could have wished - otherwise all was delightful. It was
the last time we ever saw my nephew Morton, for not many weeks after he
was taken with typhoid fever and after a short illness passed away, much
regretted in the parish where he had worked so well and by all who knew
and loved him. His parents felt his loss very deeply. He was the third child of
dear George and Mary Cokayne that they had lost.
I now come to the end of this year 1894. Reginald was soon to take the place
of Farr as my Curate, Farr remaining for the present. I felt therefore settled
in my mind as to the care of the parish and determined to have another trip
abroad. Reginald to be left on Farr’s departure in sole charge which duty he
was quite ready to undertake.
We went to Cannes and remained there till the end of the year. There we
were comfortably settled for some weeks, made pleasant acquaintance with
the Chaplain of the English Church close by, Mr. Wollaston, once a fellow of
Exeter College, Oxford and Charles Bright a cousin of my wife’s - one of the
doctors of the place.
In the next year’s story I shall tell of our stay in other and more distant
places, but I must now bring to an end my story of 1894. The year went out
leaving me with a troublesome cough for which I had to thank the cold
‘mistral’ which blew bitterly and rather spoilt our pleasure in Cannes which
otherwise is such a delightful place.
1895
It was early in this year that Reggie left us at Mentone (having had two or
three weeks with us at Cannes and Mentone) and took over the charge of the
Parish at Clyst St. George in the place of Mr. Farr who had given up the
Curacy. We had had a pleasant time together, and it was a great help to us
to have had him with us during the first weeks at our stay abroad. Our stay
at Mentone was on the whole successful - but we were rather a creaky set,
for I see in my diary that each of us in turn had to call in the doctor.
In these places with beautiful scenery and uncertain climate we were
constantly tempted to do rash things - too long walks or going out in bright
weather when the cold wind blew - it was so difficult to be prudent, but
looking back one fortunately forgets the drawbacks and one only remembers
the delights of the bright skies and the beautiful scenery and the pleasant
friendships which one makes with ones fellow sojourners in the different
places.
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It was pleasant to renew our friendship with the good chaplain at Mentone
and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Sidebottom - he is a model chaplain for a health
resort - so diligent in visiting the many invalids and so acceptable in his
ministration to them. We had too the Dean of Exeter and his daughters, the
Miss Cowies, but not in our hotel.
Inez Pringle35 and her daughters were in a hotel in the E. Bay and we saw
them frequently - all these - and many other acquaintances helped to make.
our time pass very agreeably and we were sorry to leave Mentone when the
time came for us to begin our travels again.
Our next stopping place was San Remo. There we stayed in a hotel close to
the English Church and we had a large gathering of friends and relations
with us. Sylvia Cokayne had come out from England to join us - our old
friends the Heatons arranged their plans so as to join their party to ours.
Our party in the Hotel consisted of fourteen or fifteen persons. Antony and
Janet of Tyntesfield and some of their family, the Heaton family - Sylvia
Cokayne and ourselves. It was a very pleasant gathering which did not last
long - for each party went their way after a week or two. We met however
later in Rome, but each in different hotels.
We went on southward after a time - first to Genoa, then Pisa and on to
Rome. At Pisa I remember the river was very gay with the student boat races
going on - from our hotel balcony we were able to watch them. The boats and
the costume of the rowers were very different from what one sees at Oxford
or Cambridge, but more varied and picturesque. I was not feeling well
throughout this trip and was not equal to much sightseeing, but I was
pleased to see once again the beautiful group of buildings which once seen
can never be forgotten.
Our stay at Rome was only three weeks duration. The young people were
able to enjoy themselves thoroughly but I was under the doctor’s care all the
time. I was not allowed to visit any Churches on account of their chilliness but I was glad to have visited St. Peters before the doctor’s prohibition was
given. Though there was this drawback, I remember with pleasure the walks
and drives which we took daily. In the rush of sightseeing one often is
prevented from the quiet looking on at the outside attractions. I took
pleasure in strolling in the Piazzas and looking at the fountains and listening
to the talk of the people. Antony was constantly with us and in his kindness
he made beautiful presents to our two girls and to Sylvia of very early costly
necklaces bought at Castellani’s.
We renewed our acquaintance with some old friends during our short stay,
the Bethels whom we knew well in former tours - Fanny Patterson - who now
takes up her abode in Rome every winter - and the Chaplain - Oxenham. On
Easter Day I was able to assist at the early Communion, a very striking
service, more than 300 communicants.
We left Rome with regret and turned our faces northwards; a few days in
Florence at Paoli’s hotel, then to Milan where I was laid up for some days
with a chill. Then to Geneva as soon as I was fit to travel and after that we
made some stay at Clarens. We next went on to Dijon and then to Paris 96

and finished up our tour with an interesting stay at Rouen. Home - 14
Norfolk Square by the end at May. It was not long before we found ourselves
at Clyst St. George again - and settled again into home work.
Not long after our arrival at Clyst St George we had the pleasure of
welcoming Bertie and his wife and child - with an ayah to look after the
child. We sent off Reggie for a holiday and I took sole charge of the parish for
a bit. The rest of the year passed off fairly well and there was little for me to
record. We saw one or two places which we hoped might do for us when the
time of our retirement from Clyst St. George should arrive, but we met with
nothing to satisfy us.
Early in this year my cousin and godfather, Henry Crawley, who succeeded
my Grandfather as Rector of Stowe died at a good old age. He was an
eccentric but very kindly man. His first marriage was to the schoolmistress
of Stowe, very respectable and good, but it did not please the family. She
died leaving one daughter Emma, and after a long interval he married his
and my cousin Mary Crawley of Hartbury, a very happy union. My
grandfather was Rector of Stowe for 60 years and Henry, his successor - 40
years. The Rector who followed Henry and who still has the living - is Henry,
son of old Henry’s brother Thomas, who was Rector of another family living Heyford - I do not think Henry has a son to carry on the line of Crawley
Rectors. This year too died Isabella Lee Warner and her husband Robert.
She was my brother Antony’s widow. At her death I and my brothers and
sister shared my brother Antony’s portion.
Another event at the close of the year, my brother Henry was offered a
Peerage, which gave him and all who knew and loved him great pleasure, He
and his wife had kept their golden wedding on the 5th of May. I bought him
a suitable present while we were in Paris. What a happy and prosperous life
his had been.
1896
This year 1896 we felt we ought to avoid the spring again - so there was
another trip abroad - we decided to go to Bordighera - we started early in
March and went direct to San Raphael when we stayed a few days, visiting
Frejus and its Roman remains. I remember too a beautiful drive to
Vallescure with lovely views of the Esterel mountains. The weather was
bright but fresh wind blowing, and whether from the fatigue of the long
journey from England or from a chill owing to the treacherous climate of the
Riviera, my dear Isabel became very poorly. We managed to get on to
Bordighera but then she became really ill. Dr. Agnetti had to be called in and
for many days we were in great anxiety and we feared inflammation of the
lungs, but mercifully things became better in a few days and there was
gradual improvement daily.
Robert Crawley and his wife were on a visit to Inez, at her Villa ‘La loggia’ on
the high ground above Bordighera and often came to see us in our Hotel and
I had the pleasure of going up to ‘La Loggia’ to see Inez and her husband
Admiral Pringle, and to enjoy the beautiful views from their Villa. The
Pringles were very kind and when they left their house for a short time, they
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let us use their carriage, which was a great advantage to us when my wife
was getting better and was able to take a drive.
As soon as Isabel was well enough which was not till nearly the end of April,
we went by Genoa and Milan, staying a night or two at each of those places,
to Cadenabbria, on the Lago di Como - where she improved much in
strength. We had the pleasure of having Dumbleton and his daughters at
Bellaggio, on the other side of the lake, and we often met. Prebendary
Bramley was with them, whom I had known by sight in Exeter but I had not
before made his acquaintance: a very friendly man and full of interesting
talk on Church and other matters. We had many expeditions by water and
long walks and climbs up to the chapels on the heights. I remember
especially the Chapel of La Madonna del Soccorso, with its dramatic
representations of scenes in the Life of our Lord on the way up. Before we
left, Isabel was able to go occasionally on the lake in a boat which she
enjoyed. One day we crossed to Gellagio and bought some of the pretty silk
rugs which are made there.
Our next move was to Villa d’Este - on the Lake but much nearer to Como
than Cadenabbria. Cernoblio was the name of the village or district to which
it belonged. It is a fine building, once belonging to the d’Este family, in the
19th Century. Later it came into the possession of one of the Cima family
who married one of Napoleon’s generals and Napoleon was to have visited
the place, but did not come. A room was redecorated for his use (the walls
hung with satin adorned with Napoleon’s initial N) which still remains
decorated with the satin hangings and is now used as the breakfast room of
the Hotel. The gardens and grounds must have been very beautiful and still,
though much neglected, retain something of their beauty. The Dumbletons
and Preb. Bramley joined us there. When we separated they went to Stresa,
we to Lugano - where we visited the Church of Santa Maria degli Angioli, and
saw the famous picture by Luigi, which I remembered when I visited
Lugarno in years long past. One day Ethel and I ascended Monte Generoso,
by train. We only made a short stay at Lugano and then went across the St.
Gothard pass to Lucerne. Next, after a day or two to Basel - Hotel ‘Trois
Rois’36, the Rhine flowing, rapid and broad, just beneath our window. On the
next day we had a long journey to Paris and put up at a hotel close to the
Railway Station, the proprietor meeting us with a Bath Chair for Isabel. On
the following day we got to Calais where we rested for a night and then
having crossed the Channel, we were soon in London and at 14, Norfolk
Square, and glad we were to be safe at home after our long anxiety about my
dear Isabel.
On the 1st June we found ourselves once more at Clyst St. George, and after
a day or two we had Dr. Davy to see Isabel. He found her very much shaken
by her illness abroad, but hopes she may soon be restored to health, and
strength again if she is content to lead an invalid life for a while. I soon got
into work again in Church and parish and with Reggie’s help was able to
take my share in the duties.
I came however to the decision that I must resign the living next year and
wrote to Antony that I should do so next Lady Day.
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There is not much to relate as to our doings for the rest of this year. We had
a pleasant renewal of our friendship with Mr. Graves and Miss Graves of
Bradenham. They came to see us one day - he still active though 85 years
old. He walked with me to Ebford to see the beautiful view of the Exe from
the high ground there, and thought nothing of the hill which we had to
mount on our way. I think this was my last sight of my old friend, but he
lived on till be was past 90.
Johnny returned home from S. America this year. On his arrival be seemed
to us to be quite in his usual health, but towards the end of the year he
became very unwell, a thorough breakdown of the nervous system, which
puzzled the doctors much. He had a great strain upon him during the war
between Chili and Peru and his work too had been difficult and all this
together with the not too good climate, may be the cause of his breakdown.
It was especially sad for him, as he had just been made a partner in the firm
of A.G. & S. and this illness made him quite unfit for any work, and it did
not appear at all clear that he would soon be able to regain his health. It was
a very great anxiety to us. We had been made so happy at having him at
home again and at the thought that he was not to return to S. America but
to remain in London as partner in the firm - and now this great anxiety
about his health made all so uncertain.
We could only leave it all in God’s hands knowing that He hears our prayers
and trusting that all may be well in His good time. We had such a happy
gathering of all our 7 children this year when they met together at home. I
note in my diary that on one Sunday we all were together in Church - and I
celebrated the Holy Communion at which they all communicated. At such a
gathering together we could not be too thankful. Another such gathering can
hardly be expected again in our life time. Before the year was out Bertie had
left again for India, and dear Johnny was in bed stricken down with this
mysterious illness. So Blessings and anxieties both came to us this year.
Perhaps the anxieties - difficult though they are at the time to bear - may be
blessings in disguise.
One bit of comfort we had which I ought not to omit - my brother Henry
wrote to me to say that as the present Vicar of Clifton Hampden was in such
a hopeless state of health, his resignation of the living might take place at
any time and at his resignation the living would be offered to Reggie. This
news gave us great pleasure not only because of the probability of his
settling down in the home which had so many ties of past happiness for us
all but also because a happy sphere of work and a certain income would be
secured to him. I think Antony would have offered him Clyst St. George on
my retirement for he spoke to me once on the subject but Clifton Hampden
would be equally good and perhaps even better.
As soon as it was known that I had determined to retire the next year, there
were many applications for the post, among others Bishop Cornish, late of
Madagascar thought it might suit him and he came to see the place. All I
could do in the matter was to bring their names before Antony and leave it to
him to make his selection. I must not forget to mention an interesting
gathering which our Bishop (Bickersteth) brought together at the Palace at
Exeter - his great wish was to bring Nonconformists and the Clergy into
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friendly association together. So he invited a large number of Ministers to
the Palace to dine, and spend the afternoon in the grounds and a selected
number of the Clergy of the Diocese to meet them, of which number I was
one. I remember that I sat at dinner between a Baptist and a Wesleyan
minister. All went off smoothly, the Bishop made a smooth speech of
considerable length and some leading Nonconformist replied, any political
references in the speeches roused considerable enthusiasm on the part of
the latter. The impression left on my mind was that they felt rather tender
upon such subjects. My own two neighbours at the dinner table were
friendly and sociable but it was difficult to touch upon any but general
subjects, though I tried to draw them out on their work amongst their
people. In the garden afterwards I think they rather cliqued together, feeling
more at home amongst their own set. On the whole the gathering was
successful.
I have but one more event of this year to record, and that a very sad one,
The death of Archbishop Benson, which took place quite suddenly while he
was worshipping in Hawarden Church - a great loss to the Church, which
was universally felt, He was learned and devout and a great leader, much
needed in these times of difficulty.
1897
I have now come to the last chapter in this story of our time at Clyst St.
George. On the 3rd Sunday after Trinity the 4th of July, I preached my last
sermon to a very full Church and service over, the congregation remained
outside to say ‘Goodbye’ - it was very touching and overwhelming. All were
so affectionate in their farewell to me and it was very sad to me to feel that I
had finished my work amongst them. On the following day after a time of
quiet by myself in the Church and at our dear Mary’s grave, we left for
Oxford where we had taken a furnished house for a few weeks. Not only was
this parting from my parishioners and the leaving of our happy home at
Clyst St. George a cause of sorrow, but the thought that my active life of
work had come to an end was a sadness too. It meant looking back to the
beginning of my ministerial work in 1859 and reviewing it all - going over the
long period of 38 years from my ordination in Exeter to this farewell to Clyst
St. George.
A time in which there were many changes, first St. Mark’s, Torquay then
Clifton Hampden - the four years at Clevedon, next Exwick and lastly Clyst
St. George. To me the imperfection of it all was too clear, for which I can only
feel much humbled and yet pray God that there may have been some little
good done in His Service and that for the failures which are so evident, I be
forgiven for His Sake who knows it all, and yet so loving and compassionate
to those who come to Him in sorrow for all that has been amiss. The living at
Clyst St. George was offered to many and was at last accepted by Morty
Buckingham, a nephew of Miss Merrivale's 5 at Barton Place - who held it
for a few years and he was succeeded by my cousin Willy Gibbs of Hagley.
This last appointment was a great pleasure to me, for I felt he would be very
helpful to all the parishioners and it was also a happiness to think that
another of our family would live in the Rectory.
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A month or two before we left our home at Clyst St. George my dear brother
Henry lost his wife on Easter Eve - they had been married more than 50
years - the loss to him and to all his family was felt by them all most deeply.
Her whole life had been given to them and she had been a most devoted wife
and mother. My brother came after a few weeks to Torquay - Edith with him
- and he invited Blanchie and me to stay with them at the Torbay Hotel. The
change did him much good and he was able to take pleasure in expeditions and walks and drives in that beautiful spot. It was a pleasure too to me to
re-visit the place, our home so many years ago,
We, that is Ethel and I, paid a visit of a day or two to Slade to see the Pode’s
before we left Devonshire. I was glad to see John and Augusta again and her
sister Anna who was there too. Since that visit both Anna and Augusta have
passed away, the last of those good and affectionate ‘Hartpury’ cousins.
Another cousin died this year, Tom Crawley, Rector of Heyford, at a good old
age, only a year or so after his brother Henry Rector of Stowe. I must not
forget to mention before I close my Clyst St. George chapter how we kept the
‘Jubilee’ Festival. First there was special service on Sunday in Church, when
I preached in the morning and Mr. Lang in the evening. ‘God save the Queen’
sung in Church at both services. Then on the Thursday, Midsummer Day,
there was a general holiday - a public dinner in the School for men and
youths, afterwards sports - then a tea for the children of the parish - a
maypole dance and a Tea on the Rectory Lawn for all comers, At 6 p.m.
Reggie and I were presented each of us with a Testimonial from our
parishioners, a gold watch was given to me and an oak bureau to Reggie,
Kind speeches were made by Major Tracey and John Steer and Reggie and I
did our best to respond, then followed dancing on the lawn till 9.30 p.m. The
whole day’s proceedings were most successful, weather and all.
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The Rectory at Clyst St George, Photo by distant Cousin J Pode (with watchers at the front door)

Family reunion 1896 (Bertie and Emily back from India, Johnny back from Chile) see page 99
L to R Dudley and Isabel, Emily, Reggie, Isabel, Ethel, Blanche, John, Johnny, Bertie and Francis

Sons and Daughters: Reggie and Blanche

Ethel and Robert (when at Eton)

Retirement and Travels Round Europe 1898

A

fter leaving our house at Clyst St. George on July 5th we went to Oxford
for a month or so - and the rest of the year we were sometimes at 14
Norfolk Square and sometimes at Margate, where Johnny was for his
health. We also paid several visits to relations, we saw various houses in
different parts of the country but some were unsuitable, some too expensive.
At last by chance we heard of Speen House, near Newbury. Herbert had
received an advertisement about it, he also being in search of a house.
Speen House did not suit him so he passed the advertisement on to us. We
went down to see it more than once, and after many doubts and many
interviews with the owner of the lease - Mr. Matthews - we decided to take it
- but not until the spring of next year - and we decided to spend the winter
at Mentone. Johnny had gone abroad to Sierre - one of our children - Reggie
or one of the girls with him. The bracing air of the place being such
recommended to him by the doctors.
We did not feel very enthusiastic about Speen House as a home, I should
have liked Oxford better, but we searched in vain for a suitable house there.
So Speen House it was to be and we came to the end of the year hoping for
the best.
The beginning of the year 1898 found us at Mentone. We had left London
about the middle of December for Paris, staying at the Hotel Dominica and
from Paris we travelled straight through to Mentone. Our hotel was the Hotel
de Venise. We had the Dean of Exeter, Dr. Cowie, and daughters, staying in
the same hotel, and other pleasant friends. Du Boulay and his family were
also at Mentone at this time, but not in our hotel. Miss Eckroyd and her
father, whom we had known in our previous visits to Mentone were in an
hotel not far from ours. One afternoon Isabel and I went to a tea party with
the Ekroyds, very crowded rooms very hot. We rashly walked home and the
outer air being very cold just at sunset, it was a very unwise thing to do.
Dear Isabel caught a severe chill and was quite ill for many days. It made us
very anxious for she had more than once had a like serious illness in former
visits to the Riviera. We had only Reggie with us, Blanchie being with
Johnny in Sierre. We got her to come to us as soon as possible and soon
after her arrival Reggie left us to take her place at Sierre. Slowly my dear
Isabel got better and we were finally without anxiety on her account.
While Reggie was with us he took some nice sketches, one of the steep
ascent to the Annuniziata - up which I frequently walked. The view from the
platform on which the Church of the Annunziata stands is very fine, we have
Reggie’s sketch framed in our drawing room at Speen. We stayed at Mentone
till the end of February - and the question was where to go next. We wanted
to find a place which would suit Isabel, not too cold, but a place where she
could regain her strength before undertaking the journey home. Du Boulay
mentioned to us one day that we could not do better than Locarno, where he
himself had often been in the spring and where he intended to go with his
family just about the time when we ourselves would be moving. The owner of
our hotel at Mentone spoke strongly against the place as quite unfit for us so
early in the year, but thinking he might be biased by interested motives, we
bade no heed to his warnings and followed Du Boulay’s advice.
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So we started, spending a night at Genoa and then a night at Milan, and so
to Locarno. Before our arrival we began to see that we had made a mistake.
Snow began to fall and the downfall continued for days. So we were unable
to move out from our Hotel. Indoor’s we had every comfort, but outside,
nothing but deep snow. To make it worse some of us, I amongst the number,
had to go to bed with a bad cold. In the midst of all these wintry troubles
Johnny arrived from Sierre with Ethel. He was looking, to our great pleasure,
in much better health. After so long and so painful an illness it was a
blessing to see him at last so much restored and looking forward to
resuming his work. After a bit the snow diminished and we were able to get
about out of doors, but we were glad when the time came to move
homewards. In the hotel we had Mr. Croushaw - a very good clergyman,
broken down from over strain of work - he gave us a service on Sunday and
preached a very helpful sermon. I have not met him since but I often read of
him in the papers as a first rate worker and preacher.
I ought to mention here that just before we left Mentone, we had a Telegram
from Francis announcing that all hindrances to our accepting Speen House
were removed, and I wired back authorising him to agree to take it for us.
The lease to begin on half quarter day. I think this was the date. So our new
home was at last settled.
Another important event took place at this time, viz. Reggie being inducted
to the Living of Clifton Hampden, the home which we had given up twentyfour years age in l871. There Reggie was born about thirty years ago. It was
a happiness to think of him in what was a very dear home to his parents,
now to be his own home with his dear wife or rather I should say with one
who was to become his dear wife - whether he had already begun to think of
Lucia at this time as his wife I do not know, but it was evident he must soon
look out for someone to share with him a roomy parsonage and such a sweet
home.
And now to return to our travels - we left Locarno for Lucerne when it was
very sharp and cold, though with brilliant sunshine. From Lucerne we
proceeded to Rheims: a nice old fashioned French inn - and we tried to keep
warm with a blazing wood fire, we could do no sightseeing on account of the
cold, though I did just get to the Cathedral for a hurried visit. We went on to
Boulogne, where we found a very stormy sea raging. The Calais boats had
not been able to cross. Fortunately the storm suddenly subsided and on
28th March, my birthday, we had an excellent crossing, and soon found ourselves in our comfortable house at 14 Norfolk Square, where we stayed till
after Easter - waiting for Speen house to be got ready for us. Papering and
painting had to be done - and all would not be in proper order till some
weeks had passed. I much enjoyed the time in London, The beautiful
services at St. Andrews, Wells St., gave me great pleasure. My brother Henry
being at St. Dunstans37 was an additional satisfaction. We were often there
and the occasional use of their carriage helped us much.
During our stay in London Johnny returned home after his long stay abroad
for his health and he soon began to attend the office at 15 Bishopsgate St.,
at first only going in for a short time daily - but soon attending to his work
regularly, taking it up as before his illness, We had at one time feared that
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he would never be capable of business again - so severe was his prolonged
time of illness, but now we were full of hope for him again. The time came
soon for us to leave 14 Norfolk Square and for us to begin our life in our new
home at Speen.
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Speen House 1898 - 1914

W

e had to make up our minds to let the house in London as we could
not afford to keep up the two houses. It was the middle of May when
we migrated to Speen. Blanchie and Ethel had been down more than
once to see after the work of repairs and of getting in our furniture and when
they reported that all was in sufficient order, we all went down together, The
weather was very unpleasant, stormy and cold on our arrival and the house
still in a state of confusion. It was a dreary state of things and our hearts
failed us, the house being in such an uncomfortable state and so cold and
dreary. We went to bed feeling rather low and saying to one another ‘I hope
we have not made a mistake’. But soon things became brighter as we all
occupied ourselves the next day in putting things straight. A day or two after
our arrival was Ascension Day. Ethel and I went to Church, there is a nice
little Church path leading down through our Park to the steep road which
brings one to the Lych Gate. It is about 7 minutes walk from the house to
Church. The service on Ascension Day was Mattins and Holy Communion.
Mr. Edwards the Vicar and his Curate, Mr. Gordon, officiating - a small
congregation - the Church cold looking and bare, but well cared for. The
hideous stained glass east window is a great eyesore. Our first impression of
the Church and its services was not very cheerful. I had made enquiries
about the Vicar before we decided to come to Speen - my brother wrote to
the Bishop of Oxford (Bishop Stubbs) to ask what he could tell us about Mr.
Edwards and the reply was most favourable. The Bishop wrote ‘I wish all my
Clergy were like him’. So with this assurance we felt that we ought not to
dwell too much on first appearances - but hope for the best.
In a few days the Vicar and his wife came to see us - and their friendly and
kind welcome to us made us at once feel that we should have kind
neighbours who would soon develop into friends. Mr. Edwards and I are just
the same age. I two months older - we both went to Oxford - he to Wadham I to Exeter - at the same date - both of us being only 17 years old but we had
never met till now - both being 66 years old. I write this when eleven years
have gone by and we both have reached the age of 77. He is no longer our
Vicar, but residing at Bracknell in this county. He was full of energy and still
doing work, helping his neighbouring clergy, but I with my power of work,
alas! quite come to an end - and very little vigour of body left to me, This is
not surprising considering my 77 years and I thank God for all that is left to
me of strength and for the many blessings of my life.
As the days went by we gradually became more accustomed to our new
home. Our sons Reggie and Francis both had been over to see us and they
were much pleased with the place. The garden and grounds are really
delightful and the land which belongs to the property, consisting of grasslawns and copses, is very attractive. The views from the windows of the
house are very extensive - we look over Hampsted Park belonging to Lord
Craven - and beyond - the Hampshire hills and downs - and Lord
Caernarvon’s Park. The air seems to be bracing and we have everything one
could reasonably desire. The house is old-fashioned but very comfortable
and there is plenty of room for ourselves and for any friends who may come
to visit us. Besides the land which goes with the house, there are shooting
rights over a good many acres - some ‘common’ land with forage (‘furze plat’)
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and rough pasture - a fine place for rabbits - and some land in the valley
with plantations and marsh land - altogether a nice little amount for
shooting - and we often in the shooting season had pleasant days with our
guns. The boys sometimes coming down from town and a neighbour or two
joining us from time to time - sometimes we got really a nice little bag pheasants, partridges, rabbits and an occasional hare. It was a great
amusement to me and helped to keep up my activity, but as time went on,
little by little, I had to give up these and other active amusements and
content myself with something quieter and more suitable to advancing age.
That is only what one had to expect.
A year or two after our coming to Speen - old Stacey who had been for many
years our coachman had got too old for his work and we had to pension him
off - fortunately a successor (Miles) was recommended to us by John
Daubeny who was staying with us on a visit and we engaged him - a smart
looking young man who has been with us ever since. We had a chestnut
mare for the brougham and a cob for the dog-cart both recommended to us
by Willy. In the summer months we generally had in a hired horse - to
enable us to use the Landau and to drive a pair - this has been our stable
arrangement ever since and all has gone on from year to year just the same the home came more and more a pleasure to us - the only drawback being
that it proved to be more expensive to keep up than we expected - but we
managed to get along from year to year with care and economy and to keep
our expenses fairly in hand.
Soon after our settling down at Speen I began to take some part in officiating
in the parish Church. The Bishop of Oxford on our first arrival granted me a
licence to officiate in the Diocese. On Trinity Sunday 1898 I celebrated the
Holy Eucharist in Speen Church and at Mattins I read the first Lesson. Later
on in the year I preached my first sermon in Speen Church and for some
time I continued to preach whenever I was invited to do so, but my
preaching like other things, gradually had to be given up as time went on. I
think I preached my last sermon on the last Sunday of 1907 - on that
occasion after my sermon was done I was so much exhausted that the
doctor had to be called in when I got home - and I had a warning from Dr.
Douglas that I must not try it again.
It was a real trial to me to hear this decision for though preaching was
always an effort to me, I had always been glad to feel able to help in this way
and especially after Mr. Edwards left the Parish and a new Vicar came who
had no Curate to help him. I was the more glad to be of use. I hoped however
to be able occasionally to give help in other ways - taking a Celebration or
reading the Lesson. As to reading the Lessons, I had not often the
opportunity of assisting in this way, for Col. Gordon Young, our near
neighbour, almost always took this part of the service and his reading was
so good that no one could hope or wish for anything better.
My story I am afraid has now become mixed up as regards time - and
perhaps that mixed plan may be the best for recording our time at Speen.
Just jotting down events, not necessarily in right order but just as they come
into my memory. In my jottings from my diary in 1898 I note that I took
Reggie’s duty for him for four Sundays. He went with Ethel to stay with the
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McCauslands at Drenagh. It was pleasant to me and my dear wife to be in
our old home in the Parsonage and I was glad to be able to take charge of
the parish for that short time - and to see again and to visit in their houses,
all my old parishioners. Reggie returned at the end of his holiday engaged to
his cousin Lucia McCausland a fact to which I have already referred a few
pages back. When we returned home to Speen we had a visit from the
mother, Laura McCausland, Lucia coming with her. We bad not known them
very well before, but well enough to be glad at the engagement. The father,
Tom McCausland is my wife’s first cousin - so the young pair are second
cousins. At the time I write (1909) they have had a happy married life of 10
years or so and have a family of 5 children - 3 boys and 2 little girls who
came into the world together.
The old Parsonage has been changed into the Manor House and the present
Parsonage is a much more homely residence. It was the old Cottage which
years ago my old Uncle Joseph occupied before my mother built the then
new home. The present Parsonage is small and only just sufficient for Reggie
and his family.
The old Parsonage has been somewhat enlarged and altered and improved and Alban and his family are often there, taking much interest in the place
and in the people. So the change of Parsonage has been a real benefit to the
Parish and the Income of the Living has been increased. I was much against
the change at first. The Parsonage was so much associated with my dear
mother who built it and with my Uncle Joseph’s family who lived there so
long and also with my own home for 10 years of my early married life - There
many of our children were born, but I came round to see the benefit of it and
to be pleased on the whole with the altered circumstances.
In 1902 we had another marriage in our family - towards the end of 1901
John became engaged to Gertrude Bright - 3rd daughter of Franck Bright
Master of University College, Oxford: my wife’s first cousin - so we had
another 2nd cousin match. The marriage took place in Oxford in bitterly cold
weather in January. I was glad to be able to get to Oxford for the ceremony
as I had been in bed for some days with a severe cold - but I managed it
without any drawback. Though cold, the sun was bright and all went off
excellently.
I write this in 1910 and John and Gertrude now have 4 children - three
boys and a girl. Their home in Cleveland Gardens is a particularly nice one just large enough for the family as it is at present. John is in much better
health than formerly and goes regularly to his work in 15 Bishopsgate St. We
often have him here for a day or two at a time - sometimes with Gertrude
and sometimes alone. It is a comfort to think of him so happily settled in a
home of his own and with his children growing up around him - a nice
intelligent little family they are.
And now, while on the subject of son’s marriages, I must mention here
Francis’ marriage to Sylvia Cokayne - my dear sister Mary’s youngest
daughter. They had been attached for many long years, but I could not
encourage the marriage on account of their near relationships. I hoped the
matter might drop but as this did not come about and both had waited on so
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patiently I could not continue to urge my objections - they were both old
enough to judge for themselves. Francis 40 years old and Sylvia five years
older - so they had their way. Sylvia’s father, George Cokayne, was very
much opposed to it - and so were her brothers Brien38 and Francis - and
would not give their consent. Under the circumstances I do not think
Francis and Sylvia were to blame in making up their minds to take the
matter into their own hands, - and so it came to pass that in April, 1909
they were married at St. Peter’s, Eaton Square from Vicary and Edith’s
house39 hard by. All the family - except the Cokaynes, were much pleased
with the engagement and shewed their interest by showering upon them an
enormous number of presents. Edith being especially kind in offering that
the marriage should take place from their home. The pair live at
Roehampton in the same little house where Francis lived as a bachelor and
are as happy as possible. We are all very fond of Sylvia and she of us and we
hope we have gained a dear daughter.

We look forward to having them with us very often but we cannot help
missing the regular and very frequent visits from Francis, which he was
always ready to pay us when this was his only home. As to their money
matters, Francis is, I am glad to say, in a fair way to earn a sufficiency. His
connection with A.G. & S. was broken off about 5 years ago under trying
circumstances - but he has bravely risen to his new circumstances and by
the kindness of friends and his own capabilities, he has already a fair
income and when certain money obligations are fulfilled, which there is good
reason to believe will soon be settled - he will be very comfortably off, if all
goes well with his health - which we hope and trust may be the case.
Living at Roehampton in simple lodgings, their expenses are not very great,
and another advantage in their home being at Roehampton is that Sylvia is
so often able to be at Exeter House40 - to be with her old father now 85 years
old, and her Aunt Eliza Adams who is 87 - who are in consequence much
reconciled to the marriage which took Sylvia away from them.
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Family reunion at Speen House1905
L to R standing Blanche, Emily, Bertie, Johnny, Bertram Medley, Dudley, Jack Medley Francis, Ethel, Reggie, Sybil
Medley
Sitting: Lucia with Tommy, Isabel, Gertie with baby Antony and Christopher her knee, John Lomax and Isabel
Children: Claud, Michael, Rosalind Medley, Edgar Medley, Mary Medley

JLG at work in his study at Speen

Speen House, JLG’s retirement home (see page 107)

JLG’s Grandchildren. Holiday snap by Johnny of his family at Swanage, 1909
L to R Gertie, Claud (Robert’s son), Arthur, Christopher and Antony

Francis, JLG;s youngest son who married his cousin Sylvia Cockayne in 1909 (see page 109).
(Francis was my father’s godfather, and he and Sylvia were much loved by both my parents – RMG)

The Passing of the Old

I

must mention here that my dear sister Mary, Sylvia’s mother, died on 11th
March, l9O6, carried off in her 74th year very unexpectedly after a very
short illness - she was a year and 2 months younger than me. I have not
been to Exeter House since her death, but I hope to go there to see my
brother-in-law and his sister before long if health permits - but advancing
years and the necessary weakness which grows upon one, makes it more
and more difficult for me to leave home. My sister’s death was a great shock
to me and leaves a great gap in my life not easy to fill up, but the greatest
sorrow at her loss must of course come upon her husband George - and on
the sons and daughters. She is buried in the Roehampton Cemetery41 where
lies her eldest daughter Blanche Romanis who died some years ago in
childbirth after only a year of married life. I think her dear son Morton is
also laid there to rest.
Another great loss came to us in Sept. 1907 when by dear brother Henry
was taken from us. He had reached the great age of 88 - keeping up to
within a year or so of his death his usual vigour of mind and body. He was
my father’s eldest son and was born in August 1819 - He had the most
active mind, and the most kindly and affectionate disposition - shewn not
only to his own family in his own home, but to all his relations - and to me
he was always a most loving brother - shewing great affection also to my
dear Isabel and to all my sons and daughters. He died simply from old age gradually becoming weaker and weaker as the end drew nearer. I miss him
sadly and now I am left the last of my father’s and mother’s 14 children.
It cannot be very long before my turn comes to follow them all to the life
beyond. It seems most wonderful that my life should have bean so prolonged
as it has been, seeing that I was from a child always delicate. Many severe
illnesses I have had from time to time from which it pleased God to raise me
up to health again. Indeed I often wonder why I have been spared and others
taken away when I can be of so little use. Indeed God has been very gracious
to me and I ought to be and I think I am, very very thankful.
There was very great grief at Aldenham House where my brother died - and
this was greatly added to, for Harry his youngest son whose home was close
to Aldenham fell ill at the same time - and died only one day after his father
- leaving his wife and children to mourn his loss. My brother and his son
were buried on the same day - in Aldenham Churchyard. There was a great
gathering of relations and friends at the funeral, but I was not able to join
them. Almost a fortnight before my brother’s death, his 88th birthday (the
31st August) took place. I had always written to him each year as his
birthday came round - but he was in too weak a state to receive letters
though we still hoped he might recover - so hoping to cheer him I sent a little
rhyme, which I had written, to his daughter Edith - for her to read to him if
he was able to listen to it. I was glad to hear that he was pleased when she
read the lines to him and his family were all pleased that I should have sent
them.
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“There was an old Peer of the State
Those age reached to eighty and eight
I really can state for the number’s so great
How many old friends of both high & low state
Will ask on this day both early and late
May God’s blessing rest on his noble old pate.”
We have had other sad losses in our family besides the deaths of my dear
brother and sister. Dear Antony of Tyntesfield died in 1907 at the age of 65 one of the kindest and most gentle of men - always most good to us whom he
looked upon more as brother and sister than as cousins. In his father’s and
mother’s time Tyntesfield had always been a second home to us and we had
been most intimate with the sons and daughters from their childhood. As far
as he could, Antony always tried to let us feel that he would be the same
affectionate friend and relation to us as his parents were. It was he who
presented me to the living of Clyst St. George because he knew that his
father wished me to succeed to the Rectory and I remember especially and I
think I have already mentioned this, one instance of his great generosity to
Blanche and Ethel, when we were all together in Rome - he gave to each of
them and to Sylvia Cokayne who was with us, most beautiful and valuable
presents of jewellery from Castellani’s, He seemed always to be thinking
what he could do for his relations.
Tyntesfield at his death passed to his eldest son George, who is married to
the daughter of Mr. Walter Long, and his widow Janet went to live at
Charlton. She too was taken from us in 1909, and with her death the large
family of sons and daughters are bereft of a very loving mother and their
home is broken up. At the same time that Antony passed away, his chaplain
John Medley also died. An old College friend of mine who succeeded to the
Chaplaincy at Tyntesfield when our dear old friend John Hardie died - a
most cheerful and bright disposition Medley had, and a most valuable man
he was to Antony and Janet - and all his family.
I do not know whether that beautiful chapel will now continue to be used. It
was for two generations a very delightful and helpful house of God - not only
to the family but to all the neighbouring inhabitants: daily prayers and on
Sundays a full service. Everything was most perfect and beautiful in the way
it was adorned and furnished. I always took great delight in it and many
times I preached there or celebrated the Holy Communion. As I write I call to
mind the old days when good Mr. Hardie and after him John Medley, held
the post of chaplain, and my dear Aunt Blanche and her family daily
worshipping there. (My Good Uncle William died before the Chapel was
completed)g. It is a beautiful thing to look upon. It was most helpful at the
time, and it is helpful still to remember it all.
There are many others who have left us here below during this period since
we came to live at Speen. My dear relations and friends of my youth. Robert
Crawley who was just age, and who was at Eton and at Oxford with me - and
g Before the Chapel was built at Tyntesfield there was an Oratory in the House
leading out of the Hall which served as a Chapel, and where my dear uncle always
read the Lessens at morning and evening Prayer, we can never forget his impressive
and reverent reading
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whose friendship continued through our lives. Frederick Freeman, an old
college chum and a most firm friend. J.H.Blunt also with me at Exeter
College - Robert Morris, a fellow student with me at Wells Theological
College, Reginald Barnes and William Edward Sackville-West, both my
companions in my travels in early days - my dear cousins Milly Pott and
Dolly Heberden who were as sisters to me from my youth up - and now quite
lately my cousin John Daubeny who was a year younger than myself - who
died at Wokingham after a long illness - a most loveable man. There are now
but few left of my old companions and friends.
Bishop King of Lincoln is one - now in his eightieth year. W.B.Turner one of
my companions in the Holy Land in 1858 - and there remain too some who
worked with me as Curates. Canon Evans, and Turner, Winter, Fagan - all of
these latter ones are not contemporaries for they do not come up my age by
10 years at least. It is a pleasure to remember them all, but soon even these
will pass away - each in their turn - and my own and my dear wife’s own
turn cannot be far distant - and this home at Speen which has been so
happy a house of rest since 1898 for me and my dear wife - will cease to be
connected with us, and our dear children will take our place in the family as
the eldest generation - doing each one I trust, their duty, each in their own
spheres of life, living, I pray God, as faithful servants - and true sons and
daughters of our portion of Christ’s Church and always with the thought
before them of the Home beyond for which this life is a preparation.
These thoughts seem perhaps a little sad - but looking upon it all from the
higher and the true point of view they are not really sad. This life is a life of
moving on and going forward. If we look upon it aright we each have this
thought before us the life beyond - the higher life. Almost all the older
generation have all but reached the goal. The younger generation are not so
far behind, and in a very short time we shall, please God, spend eternity
together. If there is sadness, this joyful hope changes everything and turns
our sadness into joy.
And now to go on with my reminiscences - I ought not perhaps to have kept
only to our family life in what I have written. It might have been interesting
to have jotted down public events which happened in my time, but I have
not done this and I do not propose to do so now. I think the collection of
scraps from newspapers which, as important events happened and were
recorded in one or other of the papers, my dear wife always pasted into a
book which she kept for the purpose, will be a valuable accompaniment to
my more private narration, So her book of newspaper scraps may be read
together with this family story - and so the two together may form a more
interesting compilation. There are too, photographs of early and later days
which I should like to have put into my own story but these being already
stuck into a separate book it as not an easy matter to get them out and
replace them in this book of mine. So there will be the three books (1) My
own Story (2) the book of newspaper cuttings, and (3) the books of
photographs42 all making one whole book, which I hope those who come
after us may like to peruse.
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Our Last European Tour

I

come now to our last trip abroad in 1904. Early in this year both my dear
Isabel and myself were in rather a poor state of health, I with eczema and
general weakness after a severe attack of cold which left me with a
troublesome cough and loss of appetite and Isabel also weakly from colds.
We thought a stay in Italy might do us good and we made our plans
accordingly. We found a tenant for our house, Mr. and Mrs. Pole and
daughters, who took the place off our hands for 4 months - from the end of
March.
We had heard of some good apartments in Florence - kept by Signor
Tagliagambe and his wife, 10 Via Venezia, which we wrote to engage.
Unfortunately we were prevented by continued illness from starting at the
time appointed. We had however to leave our house to the tenants in
accordance with our agreement with them - and we went to Clifton Hampden
to stay with Reggie and Lucia hoping after a little change there to be in a fit
condition for travelling. At Clifton Hampden we spent our Easter and I was
able to give Reggie a little help in the services. On the 11th of April we were
able to start for Florence. We travelled to Folkstone - spent the night there
and then the next day we went straight through to Milan, and on the 14th
April we found ourselves in Florence, in beautiful summer weather, if
anything rather too hot for comfort. We found our apartments most
comfortable, excellent sitting rooms - from the windows of the drawing room
we had beautiful views of the town with its picturesque towers and domes.
There was only one drawback to our comfort and that was that our
bedrooms looked out on the street where on the opposite side was a barrack
(once a convent) and the sounding of trumpet calls very early in the morning
was very disturbing. The stairs too were a trial. I forget how many steps we
had to mount - about 70 I think and this was fatiguing to our old legs.
We were within a short distance from the English Church - not very
imposing outside - but the interior is very striking. There was daily Mattins
in the side chapel at 10 o’clock which I was able to attend pretty regularly.
Mr. Knowles the Chaplain is a very pleasant man and the services are
performed very reverently. We found ourselves very near the Alleynes who
have made their home at Florence - they were old friends from Exeter - Mr.
Alleyne being then Rector of St. Edmunds. We came across many other
friends during our stay: Sophy Inge and the Hows - Gladys and Alfred Pott Lila Cokayne and Miss Taylor her companion - two Miss Philpotts from
Cornwall - Archdeacon Stead who I remember at College - a contemporary of
our friend Dumbleton. The Archdeacon comes every winter to Florence - a
most vigorous old man. He gave me the address of a good Pension at Sienna
to which place we had hoped to go after our stay at Florence - but from one
cause or another we had to give up this hoped-for visit to our great
disappointment - and now our travelling days being over, we shall never
again be able to see that beautiful city. The chief reason for giving up going
there was that none of us were very well. Ethel had been poorly and had to
call in Dr. Gordon. I too was troubled with my eczema and we feared that at
this changeable time of year, sometimes very hot and sometimes chilly it
might be best to content ourselves and remain quietly in our nice
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apartments in Florence till it was time to move homewards. Sienna had the
reputation of being very cold in the spring time.
So in Florence we remained, full seven weeks - a most enjoyable time which
we shall look back upon with pleasure. It was delightful to visit again all the
beautiful sights which one never tires at seeing again and again. I do not
give here the details of our pleasant time then; It is all written in my diary
book of 1904. On the 3rd June our stay came to an end - and as we drove to
the railway station and had our last look at the Duomo, Giotto’s Tower - the
Baptistery, etc. I felt it would probably be the last visit we elder ones could
hope to enjoy in the place which we so delighted in.
From Florence we went to Milan, then to the Lago di Como, where we stayed
before with Dumbleton and his family. I recall a most delightful day which
we spent on the lake, We hired a motor boat and visited Cadenabbia and
Bellagio. We had our luncheon and tea at Latteria - the Latteria di Capellata.
It was all most enjoyable. Another day we went to Como and went over the
Cathedral and saw again the Luini pictures there, we also went to another
Church - San Fedele - there a mission was going on - the Church was
crowded and the predica was about to begin. I longed to stay and listen to it
but it was time to get to the steam boat to take us back to the Villa d’Este.
Our stay on the lake was but a short one - we had to leave for Schinznach,
near Zurich, where there were famous baths for the healing of wounds and
skin diseases. Dr Gordon of Florence had strongly recommended me to try
the baths there for my eczema which was still troubling me. Schinznach was
not at first sight a very delightful place, but first impressions are not always
correct and so it turned out. We found it in many respects a very interesting
place. There is an old castle on an eminence close by - the Castle of
Hapsburg - the cradle of the Hapsburg family of which the present Emperor
of Austria is the head. I not unfrequently got up to it to enjoy the extensive
view of the distant Alpine mountains, and there are many places of interest
in the neighbourhood to which we made expeditions.
The establishment of the baths is fairly and simply comfortable clean and
homely. The inevitable band plays at intervals all day. There is a chapel and
an English Chaplain. As soon as we had settled ourselves in I saw the doctor
- Ansler by name and he at once prescribed the baths - giving instructions
as to the heat of the bath, etc, so I took my first bath, it turned out to be my
last - for my legs became very much swollen and painful and I was afraid to
go on with them - much to Dr. Ansler’s distress. We settled to go away after
our first week came to an end, but our plans had to be changed most
unexpectedly. Blanchie became ill with a bad throat and the Dr. pronounced
it a case of diphtheria - which we think she must have taken at the Villa
d’Este when out sketching in the grounds there - where there were some
unwholesome spots from bad drainage.
So we were in for 2 or 3 weeks stay at Schinznach. It was not a severe attack
and the Dr. treated it very cleverly. She soon got over the worst stage of the
complaint and all that remained for us to do was to stay on quietly till she
should be safely able to continue the journey home.
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Johnny had joined us and he remained on, taking a trip to Zurich and other
places and returning to us again. We took many interesting drives and walks
and we made some pleasant acquaintances with our fellow visitors. There
are many very interesting castles in the neighbourhood and the towns and
villages in the neighbourhood are picturesque. Brugg was our nearest town,
and there are nice old fashioned houses and a picturesque bridge over the
River Clare. We also visited Rein - from the heights above the village there is
a beautiful view and you can see the union of the 3 great rivers, the Aare,
the Reuse and the Lippat.
So on the whole we had a pleasant time at Schinznach, except for Blanchie’s
unfortunate illness and the failure of the baths. We left early in July and
returned home by Basal and Boulogne. On our arrival in London we went to
the Hotel York - in a few days we went to Aldenham and after 10 days or so
we returned home again, and so ends this outing and our last trip abroad.
I had in August this year (1904) a warning that old age is creeping on, for
after preaching at the parish Church at Speen I had an attack of fainting,
which Dr. Douglas said was from weakness of the heart. I had to be quiet for
a few days and then felt much as usual, I was told that I must not do much
preaching. However, in October I preached the harvest sermon at Clyst St.
George without any signs of weakness. I was much pleased to be there once
more. On leaving I gave the Church a silver gilt chalice and patten which my
brother Henry had given to me some years ago.
After this trip abroad in 1904 the years went on quietly and as they passed
away for us - at all events no distant expeditions were possible. My dear
Isabel had very serious illnesses for two years running. I too had a very
alarming illness from which it was hardly expected that I could recover but
we were both spared to each other and to our dear children by the Mercy of
God. So may of our dear relations and friends were taken, but we were left.
Time however has worked its natural effect on us both and we found
ourselves able to do less and less - and so we went on - quietly and I am
sure in my dear Isabel’s case, most cheerfully and contentedly. For myself I
am afraid I did not take it all as contentedly or patiently as I ought to have.
Still I hope there is in both of us real gratitude to God for all the blessings of
our long lives and we old ones are not the only weakly ones - for our dear
Blanchie has become very much of an invalid and is constantly under the
care of the doctors who have not yet been able to restore her to health. Ethel
I am thankful to say keeps her health and looks after us all. We have our
dear sons John and Reginald and Francis often with us - which is a very
great cheer to us all. So I don’t think we have much to complain of and I am
sure we have had and still have our full share of happy family life - and now
It is 1909 when I am 77 years of age, and my dear wife is 7l.
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Golden Wedding

N

ow I come to 1910 and I must tell of the great event which we celebrated
on the 3rd January of 1910 on which day my dear Isabel and I kept our
Golden Wedding. It was indeed a very happy day and we thank God for
sparing us to see it and for granting to us sufficient health to enjoy it. My
dear Isabel and I had no trouble or anxiety in the preparations for it, all this
was taken off our hands by our dear children - and we were spared any
extra exertion. During the day all arrived - Johnny and Gertie - Reggie and
Lucia, Francis and Sylvia, Isabel and Dudley, three of our grandchildren,
Jack Medley, Claud and Michael. Dear Bertie and Emily were the only
absent onesh, and from them we had a wire of congratulation from Lahore.

Wonderful presents were given to us from relations and friends and any
number of letters and telegrams of congratulation came to us from all
quarters. In the afternoon when all had arrived our dear children assembled
in the drawing room and gave us their united Gift - a beautiful silver gilt
bowl, more fit for the Table of Royalty than for our homely board - but they
felt I know in their affectionate hearts that nothing could be too grand for
their old parents. This beautiful gift from our children, together with all the
other gifts made a fine show on the dinner table.
Dinner was laid in the Hall and at 7.30 we all took our places. Isabel and I
sat - not at the end of the Table - but in the middle - each of us in our
Glastonbury Chair - all the sons paired off with their wives and Isabel
Medley with her husband - Blanche and Ethel and the 3 grandchildren
present, Jack Medley, Claud (Bertie’s son) and Michael (Reggie’s son) found
places arranged for them - all went off most cheerfully. When dinner was
over and grace said Johnny proposed our health in a very affectionate little
speech. I followed thanking them all for their love to us and thanking God
for His great mercies to us in sparing us both to see this happy day. I write
down now dear Johnny’s speech and my reply43. I fear not a very satisfactory
picture, but it will serve to bring back to our memories this happy gathering.
Johnny’s speech in proposing our health was as follows:
“I am proposing on behalf of all your children and grandchildren
that we should all drink your health dear Father and Mother,
Your golden wedding is a delightful and happy event to you and
equally so to us who are assembled round this table to
congratulate you on reaching it.
It must be a wonderful thing to look back on 50 years of
married life and to celebrate your Golden Wedding surrounded
by your children and their children. We are not going to have
any real speeches but you must just let me say on behalf of us
all, how we feel that you have been to us all that Father and
Mother could be, and from the bottom of our hearts we thank
God for such a happy home and for your example by which we
h Cathy Bright was to have been with us too but was kept at home by the illness of Constance
- to our great disappointment
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Isabel and John with some of their Golden Wedding gifts referred to on page 119

Holiday snap by Ethel of John and Isabel with Blanche, Boboli Gardens, Florence 1904

shall always hope to set our own lives. The only regret is that
Bertie and Emi1y could not be here. No doubt they too are
drinking your health this evening and thinking the same
thoughts which I have tried to express.”
My Reply
“My dear ones — when one’s heart is so full as mine is today it
is impossible to me to speak to you as I should. I could not trust
myself to say without a book all I should wish, so you must let
me read to you a few words which I desire to say to you. I want
to say first that this is a most happy day for your dear mother
and me, It is indeed a wonderful thing to he able to look back
over fifty years of married life and to come to this happy day
when we keep our Golden Wedding with you all.
I need not say it is the climax of our happiness today to have
you all with us to share in our joy. Our dear sons and
daughters all of them with us, except dear Bertie and Emily,
who have sent us a loving telegram from India; and our dear
daughters-in-law and our dear good son-in-law, Dudley, whom
we rejoice to have with us again restored to comparative health
again after his serious illness ; and then three samples of our
17 grandchildren (I wish the other 14 could have been here too)
and there is one more who ought to have been with us today —
your dear Aunt Cathy — always a dearest sister to your mother
and to me. Coming to us often in times of trouble to help us —
and equally ready to come to us and rejoice when we rejoice.
She would have been here today had it not been for your Aunt
Con’s illness. We should have welcomed her so heartily.
Well, it is indeed a joy that you all have been able to be here.
And I want to say, before I say more to you, how your mother
and I thank God the Giver of an good things, that He gave us to
each other — fifty years ago — in Abbot’s Leigh Church and that
He has preserved us to see this happy day.
And now I wish to thank you all, my dear ones, for your good
wishes and congratulations — and for the love which you have
always shown to us — and lastly for the beautiful present which
you have given us on this our Golden Wedding day — a present
which we shall value as long a we live and which will be a
memorial to you all of this happy day after we have gone. It is
indeed a beautiful token to us of your love.
And now I have only now to say in conclusion that in return for
your good wishes to us, we ask God to bless each one of you. As
His Blessing has been upon your mother and me, so may he
Bless you all now and hereafter.”
1910 - After the 3rd Jan. Golden Wedding Day
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Very little to relate. One little jaunt to London for 4 days stay with Johnny.
Visit to oculist and to aurist. Electrophone purchased.
One little trip to Abbots Leigh — Not very successful as I was upstairs a good
deal indisposed, but it was pleasant to be there again. We saw Martin and
Emmie and other neighbours.
A good deal of weakness most of this year, caused by an abscess in my thigh
— much pain too — but before the year was out I was much better again,
but I have to be content with a very quiet existence — late to rise and early
to bed — strolls in the garden and occasional drives. Church going not often
and when I go it is always a trial owing to my imperfect power of hearing.
The music which was all my life a pleasure, now only noise in my ears. Still I
have enough hearing to follow the prayers and make my response.
The notice below is an extract from the Clyst St. George Parish Magazine
written by the present Rector — my cousin William C. Gibbs in which he
tells my old parishioners of our Golden Wedding, and in which he also refers
to a Gift of £500 which I gave to the Clyst St. George Organist and Choir
Fund.
The Choir Gift
‘0ur readers will be interested to hear that their late Rector, The
Rev. John Lomax Gibbs and Mrs. Gibbs kept their Golden
Wedding on January 3rd. All their children, except Mr. Robert
Gibbs, who is in India, being present, together with sons and
daughters—in—law, and a few fine specimens of the
grandchildren, now too numerous to be all present. In a letter
the Rector received from Mr. John Lomax Gibbs on January
6th, he says:—
“I have today sent to the Secretary of the Diocesan Trustees, Mr.
Mackey, the sum of £500, which makes up the full amount of my
gift to Clyst St. George Organist and Choir Fund. It is a great
pleasure to me to be able to make this gift in my life time, and I
am glad to complete it at this particular moment when my wife
and I have just kept our Golden Wedding. I look upon the gift as a
thank—offering to God for the many blessings I have received
during my life”.
We can only once again repeat our heartfelt thanks to Mr.
Gibbs that he should have selected the Parish of Clyst St.
George as the recipient of his generous gift, and pray that God’s
choicest blessings may rest on him and Mrs. Gibbs through the
eventide of their life.
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John Lomax Gibbs died at Speen House on January 12th 1914
and was buried on January 15th at Speen. Isabel died at Speen
House on March 22nd 1920 and was buried on March 24th also
at Speen.
JAG

Of John Lomax’s sons and daughters, Francis and Sylvia had
no children, Blanchie remained a spinster and died at Speen in
1945, but Ethel celebrated her freedom from caring for her
parents by marrying the son of the Vicar of Speen in 1922 when
she was 50, and emigrating to South Africa where she lived till
her death in 1961. The remaining sons and daughter all have
descendants, scattered round the world and who are, (up to
1980) recorded in the Pedigree.
RMG

Notes
General notes
The original manuscript is in the possession of my cousin Denis. This
transcription is from the typescript which Rachel Gibbs prepared in the precomputer age. My Optical Character Recognition software struggled with the
3rd carbon copy that was my source, but I think I have now eliminated all the
(wrongly) guessed words which are inserted when the software cannot ‘read’
a word
Editing: I have corrected some punctuation for readability, but for the most
part have left JLG’s penchant for using a dash as an all purpose
punctuation mark. I have also broken up the document with some additional
chapters (with my headings), and some additional sub-headings within one
or two particularly long chapters, to provide some ‘landmarks’ in the text.
I have kept his spelling, again except where I felt there was a mistake, so old
fashioned spellings (Mattins, shewed etc) have been retained
Occasionally I have had to insert a missing word or adjust a sentence to give
it meaning.
Footnotes are by the author, endnotes by RMG unless stated otherwise.
(JAG is Johnny, John Lomax’s son)
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The Endnotes are really to pass on information which I gathered in the
course of transcribing the document, the sort of things which were obvious
to John Lomax, but not to a reader 150 years later.
There are a number of photographs by Francis Frith, taken around the time
of JLG’s trip to Egypt and the Holy Land. See
http://www.geh.org/fm/frith/htmlsrc/frith_idx00001.html#76:0281:0054
Ray Gibbs 2006
End notes
Belmont is near Wraxall and adjoins Tyntesfield in North Somerset. Owned by Rev
George Turner Seymour and leased in 1828 to George Gibbs, (Rev GTS built
Tyntesfield on the remaining part of the estate). George was Director of Gibbs, Bright
and Co and lived there with his wife Harriett, and her unmarried sister Anne.

1

2

It was in 1905 that the ‘cottage’ became again the parsonage. JAG

3

Edward Bouverie Pusey (1800–1882), one of the leaders of the Oxford Movement.

He was an assistant master at Eton, later to be ordained. Author in 1887 of ‘An
exposition of the apostles’ creed (The Theological educator)’

4

5

Tarley should probably read Surley Hall, where ‘boat fetes’ went to. See Appendix
for a description of Montem (from
http//met.open.ac.uk/GENUKI/big/eng/BKM/Eton/Index.html)

6 See the ownership chart of Aldenham, and Clifton Hampden, showing how he
came to inherit these estates
7 Went on to become a priest and published a number of hymnals including The
Congregational Hymn and Tune Book 1857, Carols for use in Church during
Christmas and Epiphany, and Carols for Easter and Ascensiontide &c

Being the 1st born, Henry inherited all the estates and Aldenham. In the
circumstances, letting his younger siblings use his old house Frognal, seems the
least he could do.
8

9

Doctor of Civil Law (an Honorary degree only)

10

Christ Church, Oxford.

11 Refer to attached paper on the Oxford Movement for an account of the Goreham
Judgement and events surrounding.
‘Bastard’ was probably Edmund Rodney Pollexfen (1825-1856), Balliol 1842.
Landowner at Kilton, Devon. His early death means that little is known about him,
but he seems to have been among Benjamin Jowett’s favoured early pupils. (see
also note 21 below). One of his ancestors married Susanna Crawley, sister Rev
Charles Crawley, JLG’s grandfather.
12

Pope Pius IX

13

‘Social gatherings’

123

George Edward Cokayne (1825 - 1911) Herald and Genealogist. Changed his
name in 15/8/1873 by Royal Warrant from Adams to his mother’s family name.
Editor of 1st edition of the Complete Peerage published between 1887 and 1898. (2nd
Ed. edited by Vicary Gibbs published between 1910 and 1950)

14

15 A flat bottomed sailing house boat peculiar to the Nile, More commonly spelt
Dahabeehay these days.
16 Snap-dragon was a popular parlour game between the 16th to 19th centuries and
was played throughout the winter, particularly at Christmas.
Brandy was heated and placed in a wide, shallow bowl and raisins were placed in
the brandy, which was then set alight.
Typically, the lights were extinguished to increase the eerie effect of the blue flames
playing across the liquor.
The aim of the game was to pluck the raisins out of the burning brandy and eat
them without being burnt.
17

Now known as Aswan, site of the Aswan High Dam.

One was handed down to JL’s son John Arthur, then to his son Martin Franck
and then to my cousin Julian. Do any other descendants have the other five?
18

19 Venerable Alfred Pott had married Uncle Joseph’s daughter Emily (Milly). Willy
Gibbs, much referred to later was Emily’s brother
20

See the contemporary accounts of the shipwreck for details of this disaster

21

Near High Wycombe. Now owned by the National Trust.

22 Mrs Noyes is also to be found as the owner of Aldenham - refer to the Ownership
Chart (see 6 above)

£15,000 would be the equivalent of £1,150,000 in Dec 2005 (source: House of
Commons research paper on inflation statistics) Inflation increased tenfold in the
100 years 1877 to 1974, and has increased by 7.7 times in the last 31 years

23

JLG’s daughter Isabel married Dudley Medley, an Oxford tutor, but I have been
unable to find out if he was related to Bishop Medley referred to here

24

25

14, Norfolk Square, JLG’s London home is now the Border Hotel, W2.

Barrow Court was bought by Antony Gibbs (William’s son) in 1881. He sold it to
his brother Henry Martin G in 1884

26

Robert Medley Fulford and George Fellowes Prynne were the noted Victorian
Church architects
27

28

See the contemporary account of the fire for a full description

Not just any doctor! Fayrer was President of the Board of the India Office and an
authority on Indian snake bites and Cholera

29

30

This sounds like a stroke

Henry Parry Liddon, (1829-1890) Dean of St Paul’s, noted preacher and High
Church Theologian

31
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Benjamin Jowett (1817-1893) was the famous Master of Balliol College, Oxford,
whose pupils were extremely influential in the public life of Britain in the second
half of the nineteenth century.

32

33 See the article ‘Evangelicals, Anglicans and ritualism in Victorian England’ for
background to this case and the whole Tractarian movement which William and
Blanche spent a fortune promoting and which obviously influenced John Lomax
34 For an account of Slade and the Pode’s, refer to article on ‘Descriptive notes on
the Parish of Cornwood’.

Inez Pringle’s first husband was George Baden Crawley, a successful railway
contractor. Her son Stafford went on to marry Anstie, Antony and Janet’s daughter.
See Archive notes from St George’s Chapel, Windsor.
35

Hotel Les Trois Rois is still going strong and is one of the smartest hotels in Basel
- now (2006) over 250 years old
36

St Dunstans, Regents Park was built as Hertford Villa in 1825 by Decimus Burton
for the 3rd Marquess of Hertford, who was responsible for the Wallace Collection.
When he acquired the clock of St Dunstan's Fleet Street in 1830 the house was renamed. Henry bought the lease for his London home, when not at Aldenham. In
World War I it was a hostel for blinded servicemen (giving its name to the charity). It
was demolished in 1937 when a new villa called Winfield House was built for
Barbara Hutton, daughter of store founder F W Woolworth. When her marriage to
Cary Grant was dissolved in 1946 the house was presented to the U S Government
for the use of the American Ambassador (as it remains).

37

Brien Cokayne went on to be Governor of the Bank of England (1918-1920) and
became 1st Baron Cullen of Ashbourne in 1920
38

3912,

Upper Belgrave St, Westminster, which Vicary and his sister Edith bought
following the sale of the lease of St Dunstan’s (which Henry Hucks G had left to his
unmarried children in 1907.)

40 Exeter House, Putney Heath. It was demolished in the 1920’s. The present
building is a block of upmarket flats of the same name.

41

(Blanche) Lies in Godalming, not Putney Vale. JAG

42

The photograph album referred to has led its own extraordinary life. Following the
death of John and Isabel, it was taken over by his son Johnny (my Grandfather),
who seems to have reassembled it and added his own pictures. Johnny’s habit of
annotating everything means that most of the people have been carefully identified.
At some point after his death in 1949 and his wife Gertie’s in 1960, the album was
lost. (It never got as far any of his three sons) and was probably sold as part of a job
lot to a book dealer.
It was rediscovered by Christopher H Gibbs, (art dealer and youngest son of Geoffrey
C Gibbs of Clifton Hampden) at an auction house and given to his mother Helen who
passed it on to my cousin Denis (Grandson of Reggie) shortly before her death in
1979.
Denis had a copy made for his cousin Rev Martin Franck G and it this copy which I
have scanned to preserve all the photos in Jpeg format, and include some here .
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The original typescript has the following sentence here: “I have only to note one
more interesting event which concluded our festivities.” - but in fact no event is
recorded.
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