
 

Some Materials for the History of Wherstead in the 20th Century 

Introduction 

In 1995, I was presented with a copy of Some Materials for the History of Wherstead, by F. 
Barham Zincke, to mark my retirement from Wherstead Parish Council, after eleven years as 
its chairman. The book, published in 1897, gives a history of the parish up to the end of the 
nineteenth century. I had taken over the role of Parish History Recorder from Doreen Flegg 
in 1983. At that time Mrs Flegg handed over to me various papers which she had collected 
during her time in that role, including Notes on Wherstead, by Mrs May Adams and 
Chronicles of Wherstead, which she had written herself, both of which are reproduced here. 
Following the death of May Adams in 1977, Mrs Flegg continued to make notes until early 
1983. These notes extend the social history of the parish for a further century after the time 
of Zincke’s book.  

I recently rediscovered these notes in my filing cabinet and have word-processed them so 
that they could be made widely available and have deposited the original scripts with the 
Suffolk Record Office, to ensure their preservation. 

I have resisted the temptation to edit the texts apart from a minimum of punctuation and 
sub headings, to aid the reader, and some footnotes with additional information.  

Keith Wade, 1-2 Bourne Cottages, Wherstead, February 2019. 

My Notes on Wherstead 

By Mrs May Adams1  

My first memories of Wherstead  I can recall very clearly, the beauty of the wild flowers and 
birds, the scents of herbs and trees especially in the spring, and the clean appearance of the 
whole place. 

The river being the chief attraction for visitors, the Strand from the lower end of Freston Hill 
to the Ostrich being only a narrow lane with strong seats, where old gentlemen, the 
cultured type, were to be seen sitting admiring the river and reading books. 

The path too was kept up, higher than the road where women wheeled their prams, having 
to go to the town for shopping on foot. One could walk from Freston Hill to Bourne Bridge 
without meeting anything on wheels quite often, except on Tuesdays when women and 
children were advised to keep at home, as cattle and sheep were driven to the market on 
that day and at eleven o’clock every day except Saturdays. The carriers vans went into 
Ipswich from Harkstead, Holbrook and Lower Holbrook and would bring back goods from 
the shops and passengers, returning at four o’clock in winter and four-thirty in the summer. 
Those of us who lived around knew without looking which of them were homeward bound 
by the different clip-clop of the dear old horses. 

1 
 



 

At that time there was very little river craft except barges bringing manure for the farmers. 
On moonlit nights the Ostrich creak was used for Bourne Hill farm and Red-Gate hard for 
Red-Gate and Wherstead Hall farms. The manure had to be got out and on to the land 
between the hours from 10pm to 10am after which they were not allowed to cross the main 
road. Slumpy Hard too was used for the same purpose for Freston Grove occupied by Mr 
Charles Wrinch. These hards were kept up for the barges to be unloaded. Parish Councils 
were not known then. The laws were kept by parish overseers. On one occasion, a man 
tipped his load too near the field footpath and the next day, before it had been removed, 
the farmer had an official notice to remove it within a given time as it was fouling a public 
footpath. Everything was very tidy, there being no tractors or other mechanical 
contraptions, and the farms were quite shut in after the men had finished work. All gates 
were closed. There were two at Redgates shutting off the lane and two more on the path 
running through, and Wherstead Hall had gates on either side. The path from the Strand to 
the Village had a wide gate at the lower end and railings on either side of the gate and the 
same up next to the Lodge, and again an iron gate with a very strong spring, which couldn’t 
stay open at the Church and again near the Lodge by the Village, a small gate by the side 
was for pedestrians and children going to school. All the gates were locked on one day each 
week. 

The Church was a great attraction for visitors and the churchyard nicely kept by the Clerk 
with help from Wherstead Park gardener. A large copper ball could be seen for miles down 
the river and was for navigational purposes which was removed about 18962 being no 
longer needed and was found to be unsafe.  The stained glass window in memory of the 
Dashwood family was always admired and another by the rood stairs was very much valued 
sentimentally, as every alternate little leaded pane showed a sheaf of golden corn and the 
other panes a small wooden plough. So ‘right’ in the midst of an agricultural scene, but has 
since been removed for a modern stained window. 

I have in my possession a small print of the church, given to me in 1930 it was then one 
hundred and ten years old and shows sheaves of corn standing in a nearby field. The picture 
was given to me with the request that I would keep it in Wherstead by an old gentleman, 
the last, as I knew, of the family of Quadling who at some time lived here. The old 
gentleman had it carefully packed and sent to me, so he hoped the glass and frame would 
not be broken. He, like many others of that time, was devoted to the Vicar, the Rev Foster 
Barham Zincke, who lived and ministered here for many years and rebuilt the last Vicarage. 
He was a great scholar and a man of outstanding character. It is recorded on his grave stone 
that he was friend of social and moral progress, and on the Lych-Gate to his memory, ‘with 
his voice and with his pen, he constantly laboured in the service of humanity’, very much 
beloved by the men of the parish. It was he who started the first working man’s club in 
Ipswich and used to take them out there on Saturday afternoons.  
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Queen Victoria was at that time our patron, it being a Crown living, and our Mr Zincke was 
well known to Prince Albert her husband who interviewed Mr Zincke three times at the 
Palace. He was a Chaplain to the Queen too, amongst offers of preferment, the Prince 
offered him the headmastership of Wellington College which at that time was being built on 
four hundred acres of land, as a memorial to the Duke, for educating sons of officers. About 
one hundred boys are admitted to the College at reduced fees proportionate to the means 
of their widowed mothers. Each time he refused the offers as he had made a promise to his 
former vicar’s wife, Mrs Capper, who had looked after him and had him here for his school 
holidays, that she could stay and keep the same domestic staff at the vicarage as long as she 
wished. He, being a bachelor, only needed a bedroom and the study. This was after he was 
given the living, after the Rev Capper’s death. 

If he had accepted the Headship of Wellington he would probably have been Archbishop, as 
this office usually leads to a Bishopric. Wherstead had been very much associated with the 
Duke of Wellington, who had often shot here when Lord Grenville was living at the Park. 
There is a story, I cannot vouch for the truth of it, that on one occasion the Duke shot his 
host and a Dr Bartlett extracted eleven shots from Lord Grenville’s nose, whereupon Lord 
Grenville is said to have exclaimed ‘you may be a good soldier, your Grace, but you are a 
**** bad shot’. The interest in Wellington was still associated with Wherstead up till the 
late Bertram Pollock became our Bishop. He often visited Mr Dashwood and our Church. He 
was formerly Head of Wellington before becoming Bishop of Norwich. Queen Mary’s sons, 
and her brothers, were educated there during his headship, and before, the Duke of 
Connaught went there. We, of course, were in the Diocese of Norwich before the creation 
of St Edmundsbury and Ipswich. On one of his visits to our church he said how nice it was for 
the people of Wherstead when their three institutions here were in such good fellowship 
and so united, the Church, the little school and the ancestral home.  

I forget the date when the living was changed3. It can be seen on the list of Vicars in the 
Church. Following Mr Zincke, the Rev R A L Nunns was given the living and stayed thirteen 
years. He had a fairly large family and domestic staff. After him, everything changed and was 
unsettled for a time, until the Rev E C Aspinall was given the living4, which he held for 
twenty-seven years. He was formerly for thirty years a medical Missionary in the Falkland 
Islands. 

The Vicarage 

When I can first remember the vicarage it was very spic and span being beautifully kept by 
the vicar himself with the help of an uncle who lived with him for several years. He farmed 
his glebe and had two fine Suffolk Punches, two men called Scott and Buckles, for whom he 
built the two cottages known now as Glebe Cottages. He had a donkey and very smart small 
tumbril painted green and red, for carting away weeds and grass cuttings, and a fine set of 
buildings for pigs and fowls on the Ram Lane side of the vicarage, surrounded partly by a 
high brick wall. A high five barred gate lead into the estate from the Ram Lane and there 
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was a fairly large pond fed with water from the Ram which also supplied water for the 
house. 

Following the Rev Aspinall, the Rev Harry C Adams was appointed in November 1937 and 
stayed fourteen years, he being the last resident vicar. After his death, the Vicarage was sold 
to the late Mr Stuart Paul who had purchased the whole of the Parish with the exception of 
one cottage and half an acre owned by Mrs Orriss. During Mr Adam’s incumbency, several 
years were very difficult, being war years and men being occupied by war work, Home 
Guard etc, and a large assembly of troops were here. Never-the-less, in spite of lack of 
funds, we carried on with the help of very sincere and faithful church people, mostly 
women, very anxious to help in any way they could, if not financially in many other helpful 
ways. I must mention the late Mrs George Hardwick, who was always determined the 
church quota should be paid, generously helping from her own pocket. We had encouraging 
notes from Mrs Dashwood and I have in my possession letters of encouragement from the 
late Mr J G E Wedgewood of The Gables, Stratford St Mary and from Mrs Beatrice M 
Sanderson-Furness of Higham, Mrs Monaco Gull, daughter of the Rev Nunns, kept in touch 
and sent the Vicar a cheque for his Easter Offering. So, with these kind friends, we were able 
to struggle through the war years. We also got some kind help from the late Sir Bonnel l 
Burton in the shape of advice about cutting down the large Elm trees as they were decayed 
and, being so close to the east end of the church, were very dangerous. The late Mrs E L 
Hunt too was interested, and presented us with a large copy of Mr Munro Cautley’s book on 
Suffolk Churches. We had much help from Mr Harry Driver in many ways. He was, at one 
time, Churchwarden and very good with boys, arranging football and other sports. 

I do not know much about the Mansion. Zincke’s book tells us it was much smaller when 
Admiral Brand occupied it, being rebuilt and enlarged by Sir Robert Harland. There is a tomb 
in the Churchyard, with very pretty bricks, of Admiral Brand together with that of Madam 
Brand. It is said that Edward Fitzgerald stayed at the house when he was about sixteen years 
of age, probably spending his school holidays there, and he is said to have been fond of 
rising very early and strolling along Clock Field, beside the wood, enjoying the birds singing. 
Is it possible he may have got the inspiration for his poems there. The inside of the house 
was more interesting, with its staircase and the oil paintings. The paintings being the entire 
private collection of Sir Godfrey Keller who left them to one of the Vernon family, who was 
said to have introduced into notice Sir Godfrey and his pupil Sir Thomas Laurance. Sir 
Thomas was at one time president of the Royal Academy. It was always supposed that the 
mother of the Rev Zincke who was a Laurance, was a connection of this painting family and 
his father was third in descent from Christian Frederick Zincke, the well-known miniature 
painter, thus uniting two well-known artistic families. I cannot remember all the pictures but 
there was one of Nell Gwynn and one of Queen Ann and her son, the Duke of Gloucester, 
aged thirteen and one of the Duke of Monmouth, and James the second who executed 
Monmouth. I seem to remember there was some connection between both Mr Zincke and 
Nunns with the Rev Canon Bulstrode, at that time Rector of Stoke. I do not know if it was 
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family or friendship. There were letters left in the Vicarage written by Mrs Bulstrode which, 
together with a Wherstead  book and History of Suffolk, I passed on to the then Archdeacon, 
as the Vicarage was to be sold. Also an oil painting of the Rev Capper which had been 
treasured by successive vicars, together with a list of Vicars from Doomsday, compiled by 
Mr Zincke, and some framed roman coins found in the glebe, the frames being made of 
wood taken from the old demolished vicarage, which stood below the Church, which he 
requested and hoped that future generations would respect and preserve. 

I remember very clearly the funeral of Canon Bulstrode5. He was buried here. There was at 
that time no building along the Strand or any unsightly rubbish or anything to block the 
view. One could see clearly along to the Ostrich. I stood on a high spot, near Wherstead Hall, 
and watched the long line of black clothed people all along the field and up Church Lane, 
some in little groups, some individuals, like a pilgrimage, slowly wending its way to the 
church. The church road then was private, having gates always closed both ends and locked 
on one day each year, and of course no cars. I find it difficult to adjust myself to the village 
as it is today, the population being much smaller when I was young, under three hundred, 
no homes or buildings in the Strand or Bourne Hill or Brickfields with the exception of the 
two cottages at the lower end of Church Lane built about 1877-1878. I feel very sad about 
the loss of the old thatched cottages, which stood in the field near the south end of the 
Strand6. Also Lees Farm, as I remember so well the people who lived in them over so many 
years. The footpaths too, which were so much used and indicated by snicket  gates 
‘commonly called kissing gates’. At that time it was unlawful to remove a snicket and 
replace it with a stile. That law, if not repealed, is no longer observed so it is no longer 
possible to enjoy these lovely country walks, as we often did on Sunday evenings. All the 
beauty, flowers, Shell duck, etc, all gone. 

Snicket gates, or kissing as they are called, indicate public rights of way when on paths. 
There are three from Vicarage to Church. It was at that time unlawful to do away with a 
path leading to a church and when overseers were about, before Parish Councils which I 
think came into being about 1888, all paths leading to a church were kept up as no one went 
to church except on foot or horseback. 

When I went to the Vicarage in 1938, I was shocked to see the state of the whole place, 
where buildings for the stock had disappeared, the pond was covered by rubbish, the sheds 
were tiled with dark brown roman tiles which I found buried under layers of rubbish, the 
summer house, where Mr Zincke used to sit and compose sermons, was also gone, but now 
it being in the possession of a private owner is looking more like it once was. 

The Manors 

Bourne Hall I do not know much about. It was for many years occupied by Mr George Hart 
who was a Baptist and attended Stoke Green place of worship, so he took no part in village 
life, or very little. 
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Wherstead Hall was occupied by Mr George Mumford Sexton. My very early memories are 
very clear. The whole place was very well kept, he employing men and female staff for the 
purpose, very smart maids, cook, etc, and the garden was well kept, having long asparagus 
beds and pear trees trained around the corners of the vegetable beds, and lots of seakale. I 
best remember stone fruit and pears and apples, all well-kept but, alas, it has now been all 
ploughed up having been very neglected by recent tenants who put sheep on the formerly 
well-kept tennis lawn. 

Mr W Pepper kept it up but not the riding stables and horses. Mr Sexton had a carriage and 
horses for riding, besides the farm animals. He was an auctioneer as well as farmer and 
often had sales of animals, his office being on the Cornhill in Ipswich. I kept an account of a 
sale of cattle cut from the Ipswich journal for years, and eventually gave it to Mr Paul’s 
agent who asked to keep it. 

I still remember the fields of golden corn and barley which used to be grown on Redgate 
fields. Mr John Cooper, the corn merchant whose offices were in Commercial Road, had a 
large sideboard filled with silver cups, won for the barley grown here. The Park Farm was 
occupied by Mr Henry Pallant who always, with Mrs Pallant and the family, attended Church 
and at Blue Gates was Captain Tinning. Mrs Tinning was the senior Sunday school teacher 
and Miss Sexton was another. Nearly every child in the parish attended Sunday School. Mrs 
Tinning had one smart girl who, at the age of three years, fell out of bed. Her little grave can 
be seen just opposite the Church door. She was mourned and the little grave tended up till 
recently by the older village people. 

At Thorington Hall lived people whose name was Howard and, during the second world war, 
an officer belonging to the family did something outstanding and the East Anglian Daily 
Times reported it, saying it was doubtful if anyone was living here who remembered them. I 
remembered the name but nothing more. A Colonel Green-Wilkinson occupied Pannington 
Hall. In my youth, the ladies attended church in the morning, sitting in the pew next to the 
window showing the coloured golden sheaves and ploughs. Two of the ladies were twins 
exactly alike. The vases on the altar were given by them in memory of their father. I think it 
can be seen recorded round the lower edge of the vases (if they are still there). 

Flowers 

Being a great lover of flowers, I so well remember every flower. We were taught as children 
to respect the wild flowers, which bloomed in the same places year after year. There were 
no vandals around to destroy them, we being so isolated. The new part of the Churchyard, 
now being used for burial, was a border around two sides of the Churchyard covered in the 
spring with Violets, especially large ones covered with a big patch where now the rubbish is 
piled, near the little gate. Also, the little wooded strip opposite the lane where were 
chestnut trees but the ground was covered with violets and a few daffodils each Spring and 
the early part of the summer. The grass in the Churchyard being kept short, was covered 
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with hare bells, a dainty shade of blue. There was, at that time where they grew, a tomb 
stone to the memory of a onetime butler employed by Sir Robert Harland, called Samuel 
Drink Milk, and on the other side of the path, one to the memory of Gosling, people we all 
liked very much. They lived in a cottage in the little field on the river side of Freston Hill. The 
little field was called Tidal Dick, that together with the thatched cottages in the next field 
have all gone but the Gosling family were still remembered by us, their descendants living at 
Freston and probably still do.  At the end of the Strand was an old ship or boat used as a 
shop. At least the sweets, etc, were on deck. The man, I believe, was a sea faring man. I was 
too young to understand but he was commonly called Bumper Haselton and Mrs Haselton 
was the local midwife, there being no District Nurse in those days, the ‘Sairy Gamp’. I loved 
the old lady and have spent many happy hours on that old ship and eaten its sweets, which 
were in glass jars. When I reached the age of over thirty, the old man died, then living on 
Belstead Road, and had been asking for me. I was living in Harrow but was able to get down 
and to see him just a few hours before his death. 

At the lower end of Freston Hill, opposite the river, stood the first of the Strand seats. A long 
one, different in shape to the others, was over the bridge where the water from the stream 
crossed under the road and it was usually filled up with young men and girls from Freston, 
who sat and enjoyed each other’s company and patronised the shop for sweets and soft 
coloured drinks. 

The School 

The school was then a Church School having a very severe teacher called Mrs Hands and an 
infant teacher. She has two sons called Harry and Fred. Wherstead saw very little of them as 
they were grown men. Following her, was a Mrs Eade, whose daughter was the infant 
teacher. She, the old lady, was quite a character. Being a native of Wiltshire, she was 
commonly called ‘the Moonraker’. She wore voluminous petticoats and had grey curls all 
round her head, with an Alice band made of a plait of her own hair. She had a knack of 
shaking her head and the little curls, which looked as if she put them round her finger, then 
pulled it out. She was a natural comic and for the yearly village concert her contribution was 
a surprise item. The Village School was packed with the audience which consisted of, 
besides the village folk, the farmers and the people from the Park, Mr and Mrs Dashwood 
with Mr and Mrs Arthur Dashwood and their daughter Iris, Lady St Leonards etc. On one 
occasion, the old lady composed a poem bringing in most of the village people. The second 
line denoted their trade or occupation. I will write it here as much as I remember: 

A is for Ambrose who shoes your horses neat 

B for all the Bullards from the Ostrich to the Street 

C for Mr Crosbie who milks the cows for town, and 

D for Mr Dashwood, our Squire, of great renoun. 
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E is for Eade and for Education too 

F…. 

G….. 

H is for Haselton, we won’t go near his snares. ‘Hopes’ will soon be following us, if we poach 
his hares 

I is for industry, a pleasant sight at School 

J for Mr Josselyn who always works by rule 

K for Mr Kirby, his birds we must not hale, unless we have a little salt to put upon their tail 

L for Mr Lankester, for Lilly and for Last 

M for Mr Manning whose childhood days are passed 

N for Mr Nunns who is devoted to his books, and 

O for Wherstead Ostrich how neat and clean it looks 

P for Mr Pallant for Pepper and for Porley 

Q for Queen Victoria, the head of England’s glory 

R for Mr Rolph who grows both fruit and flowers 

S for Mr Steward who is often caught in showers 

T… 

U…. 

V is for Virtue don’t leave us in the lurch 

W for Mr Warden who says AMEN in church 

Mr Warden was Church clerk for many years always there looking after things and people 
and ringing the bells a quarter of an hour before the service, putting his foot in the loop of 
one rope and holding the other two in his hands. It was such a lovely sound, the one with 
the foot, a deep sound, the other two higher. The church had two coke stoves which were 
very warm, but when everything changed someone decided to have a stove and boiler 
under the Vestry and an iron grating was put down the Church, disturbing the red and blue 
tiles, which Mr Warden did not approve of. He said more draught than heat came up, so he 
gave up and retired. He had a mind of his own. He was very disturbed because he was once 
subpoenaed to go as a witness when poachers were caught. Poaching was very much 
practised in those days. After the corn was cut, the fields were dotted with little bushes to 
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prevent nets, but it was on one of these fields the poachers were caught. Mr Warden was a 
carpenter (not the Estate). He was building the Red House at the end of the Church Lane 
and was on the roof doing the woodwork for the tiles when the Police caught the men. Mr 
Warden told that tale over and over. He hated having to do it. He also did the carpenter’s 
work for the two cottages on Tattingstone Road, known as Pen Cottages, but one has now 
been named Walnut Trees. The date is shown in the brickwork. They are the same as the 
two on the end of the Church Lane and all were surrounded by a small holly hedge which 
now is very thick, if still there.  

One of the events very much looked forward to each year was the Samford Horticultural 
Show, usually held in September, where there was a park and garden suitable- Wherstead 
being one of the best, by reason of its position, being close to Ipswich. Woolverstone Park 
too was popular, sometimes at Tattingstone, Holbrook and Stutton. One of the most 
popular attractions was a very clever exhibition of horsemanship by Mr Henry Phillips and 
his two daughters. Slicing the lemon and tent pegging, there was a band which played 
during the afternoon and, after the prizes had been given and the exhibits taken away, the 
bandsmen repaired to the front of the house and dancing went on, on the lawn. The 
Wherstead and Belstead Cottagers’ Show was held every year in July, and was an event 
greatly enjoyed and there was very keen competition for the prizes. 

Wherstead and Belstead Cottagers’ Show 

One of my first memories of the annual show which was quite an event in village life, I knew 
many subsequent ones, but this is the first I remember clearly. It was always held on a park 
lent by Mr Henry Pallant joining the Park gardens and pleasure ground and opposite the 
Church. Mr Dashwood was president, with a committee consisting of Messrs G. Hart, P. 
Southgate, R. Coulson, H. Pallant, W. Rolfe, Steward, Pepper, and Theobald. Mr Arthur 
Pallant was its first secretary and treasurer. The ladies committee was Mrs Dashwood, Mrs 
Alfred Harwood, Mrs Pallant, Pepper, Calthorpe, Rolfe, Southgate, and Nunns. We usually 
had a nice fine day in July and Mr Pallant got his hay cut, just a day or two before, so the 
field was clean and short. The charming grounds, with a glimpse of the river and the lovely 
gardens, thrown open by Dowager Lady Tollemache, who was living at the Park at the time, 
made it ideal. Numbers of people journeyed from Ipswich, so the attendance was naturally 
large. The Band was the first VB, SR which played during the afternoon. Then the bandstand 
was cleared about four o’clock and the prizes for exhibits and for the sports, which were 
held in the afternoon, were presented from the bandstand by Lady St Leonards (sister of Mr 
Dashwood). The judges for veg were Mr Gilbert of Ipswich Floral Nurseries and Mr Bartram, 
Oaklands, Belstead Road. The prizewinners were J. Warden, F. Hicks, O. Parker, H. Pollard, R. 
Coulson, W. Hopes, J. Norfolk, Mrs Eade for fruit, Geraniums -Warden and Wright, garden 
flowers A. Pinner, Parker and Pollard, Hazelton, Theobald, F. Rice, M. Steward, J. Jay, S. 
Boast, A. Grimwood, J. Porley, D. Lilley, Mrs Goodwin, H. Sherwood, and many others. I 
cannot remember who got first, second or third. Collection of vegetables grown from C.  
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Haxell’s seeds: first M. Steward, second M. Coulson. The needlework judges were Mrs 
Browning of Brantham Court, Miss Hunter Rodwell, Woodlands, Holbrook, Miss Taylor, 
Sproughton. The bread judged by Mrs Pratt, Copdock. 

During the afternoon Mrs Dashwood entertained a large party in a marquee erected on the 
lawn. 

There was much competition for the womens’ and girls’ prizes. For making a man’s coloured 
shirt: first Mrs Josselyn, second Mrs Warden, third Mrs Marven. Mrs Arthur Dashwood gave 
a special prize for a Sun Bonnet made by Mrs Marven, not for competition. Woman’s 
chemise: Mrs Pinner; Knitted stockings: Mrs Marven and Mrs Rolfe; Nightdress: Mrs Pinner; 
Plain tucked drawers: no first, second Mrs Pinner; Flannel petticoat: Mrs Goodwin and Mary 
Josselyn. Girls, ten years of age, Knitted gloves: first Maud Steward, no second, third Harriet 
Lankaster; Calico chemise: first Florence Josselyn, second Mary Steward, third Louise Boast; 
Yoked overall: first Florence Josselyn, no others. Girls under ten, Apron: Minnie Boast, Maud 
Steward and Agnes Last; Darning a stocking: Emily Mutimer and Beatrice Bullard. Children 
under seven, Childs feeder: Isabel Baker, Horrie Hicks, Emma Pilgrim; Knitted cuffs on two 
pins: Beatrice Last and Mand Jay; Square apron: Emily Steward, Lottie Josselyn and Edith 
Marven. 

One interesting object on show was a large comb of honey, found and taken from the wall 
of Park Farm House, where some bees from Mr Pallant’s hives had found an entry through a 
hole in the eaves and built their comb on the laths, a most uncommon incident. Another 
interesting exhibit at one show was a plant named Verbesina Encclioides grown from seed 
in General Gordon’s garden after the battle of Omdurman sent by Miss Thompson of 
Belstead Lodge. 

I cannot remember any illness in the village. Some of the people then seemed very old. The 
children were collected every so often to be vaccinated in Valley Lane. A Mrs Finch allowed 
her sitting room to be used by the old Doctor, called Dr Bramford Edwards, who lived at the 
lower end of St Helen’s Street Ipswich. A little cobbled path led to a surgery he had, where 
one took ones bottle for medicine, if one did ever need the Doctor. He, I think, was more 
interested in the stars as, besides feeling one’s pulse and looking at one’s tongue, he could 
teach us about stars and show a beautiful telescope, with which he studied the stars at 
night. 

The village Blacksmith was an attraction. Not only horses to be shod, but people took things 
to be mended, such as heaters to be relaid for one’s box iron, with which one did one’s 
ironing, I still think of the corner as Willsmore’s corner. Mr and Mrs Willsmore were very 
good people. I knew two girls, much older than me, who were left without parents and were 
taken by these good people. I was asked to visit one called Annie, when I was at the 
Vicarage. She was dying in Tooley’s Almshouses, but my Vicarage was full up with evacuees 
during the war and I wasn’t able to get away in time. The old lady was well over ninety at 
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the time and I was the only Wherstead person left that she remembered. I think she looked 
upon the Blacksmiths as her home when Mr Ben Bullard was there. 

The Ostrich was a very nice Country Pub in those days. Most of the men met there. On 
Saturday evenings they used to go to a shop in Tackett Street, Ipswich, as there was no Coop 
coming round and their chief diet was cheese. They did not drink too much, as they couldn’t 
afford it, but they exchanged gossip, about work mostly, and crops. On Sundays in summer 
evenings there was a little Gospel Service, chiefly hymn singing, just inside the meadow 
opposite, at the foot of the Bridge, conducted by Mrs Nary Everett. I think she was sister to 
Mr Robert Lacy Everett, who was Liberal MP. She did good work amongst boys who used to 
come and sing. One played a small harmonium, which they kept in the cottage occupied by 
Mrs Dale Lillie, at the corner. People used to drive up in little horse buses from the Cornhill, 
one of them being driven by a very big coloured man, a rare sight then, and girls used to 
almost fight for the seat next to him. He was commonly called Pongo. 

I mostly remember the beautifully kept footpaths, especially the one from Freston Hill to 
the Ostrich, styles dividing the fields, and the people who used them, there being no other 
way of getting to Ipswich, except on foot, if one did not own a horse. We knew so well the 
few people who used them. One very nice lady, who always talked to us, was Miss Violet 
Durrant, the daughter of the Rector of Freston. The roads too were not muddy as now. They 
were made up of stones which were picked from the fields. Children, or anyone who 
wished, could do the stone picking, which were measured and put in heaps on the 
headlands, about the early Spring, as the little blades were showing. 

The drive between the two entrances at the Vicarage was very well kept. Mr Zincke picked 
the stones himself from his glebe. Also the road from the village to the church. Some of 
them can be seen (or felt) if one walks there to this day in the summer. I cannot remember 
seeing anything on wheels along that bit of lane. Bodies were carried for burial on the 
shoulders of four men, known as the village bearers, all the same height. Sometimes the 
farmers’ ladies came to church on horseback, which were tethered to the clumps of elms 
nearby, and they would mount by the steps we called the mounting steps. They were there 
for anyone to get into the Churchyard without opening the strong iron gate, which was 
always closed to prevent straying animals getting into the Churchyard. They were only 
destroyed during the Second World War. There were three steps and a large square 
platform over the top of the iron railings and three steps down the other side into the 
Churchyard. This was before the lych-gate was erected7. During the season when pheasants 
were sitting, the churchyard was a favourite place for the birds. The gamekeeper was often 
to be seen sitting on the steps, exhorting children who passed from school to ‘be quiet’. 
Everyone knew old Jo. He wasn’t popular with housewives because they said he killed their 
cats. 

There were quite a few flowers lower down below the Church, bulbs etc, and a pear and 
walnut tree. It was always thought that they were the remains of the old vicarage garden. If 
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so, they had survived for a long time. There was a very old Ilex tree, either in or near the old 
vicarage garden below the Church, which has now been destroyed, after having been a sort 
of Parish heirloom for many hundreds of years. People who visit the Parish after being away 
for years all say ‘oh where has it gone?’ No one could possibly use it or cut it up. There was 
also an old Mulberry tree in the Vicarage garden, which had been treasured and preserved  
very much by former Wherstead people and mended and supported by a thick steel band 
and screws, by the blacksmith. I hear it has also gone. 

I had a very nice picture of the old Vicar, whom I think was there in the seventeenth 
century, called Samwaies8. He was probably doing a sermon, sitting, facing the church on a 
low seat, with a book on his knees. My husband was very fond of showing it to his friends 
and after his death I could not find it. I always seem to associate flowers with the church as 
the altar vases were always supplied with the right kind of flowers for the seasons, from the 
head gardener of the Park: Lillies for Easter and lillies of the valley and white Camelias,  and 
red Camelias at Whitsun and, more recently, the late Mrs Queenie Pallant used to put small 
Wander primroses on the window sills. She had a lovely garden at her home which I think 
she superintended herself. 

Another place which we used to look for was the water lillies in the fish pond near 
Wherstead Hall. I forget what the occasion was for which they were planted. Miss Sexton 
planted them to commemorate something. I was too young to understand. The women and 
children had a party and were present. She then took them in her boat for a row around the 
pond, those who dared. 

I think I said before, Miss Sexton was a Sunday School teacher. Children knew the prayer 
book and the Church year very well as the Vicar went for an hour’s teaching twice each 
week, it being a Church School. Two children, called Herbert and Isobella Lillie, were allowed 
to go out, or come in late, during those lessons because they and their parents were 
Baptists. We had one Salvation Army woman, a dear old lady in her old age, beloved by 
everyone where she died in hospital for aged ones. She was laid to rest during my husband’s 
incumbency and we had permission for her favourite hymn to be sung at her grave, in which 
I enjoyed joining having known her so long. She was over ninety and members of her family 
had attended this church years before my time, her husband coming to morning service and 
all her children to Sunday School. Only she herself was a member of the Salvation Army.  Up 
till the time the Church School was finished and taken over, the teachers always brought the 
children for services on special days such as Ash Wednesday and Good Friday. On one 
occasion my husband was asked to give them a little talk, beginning at the font, explaining it 
all and they were then told to write an essay for school and my husband presented a prize 
to the best boys and girls of a copy of the Wherstead History by Mr Zincke. When I first 
came to the Vicarage, I had ten volumes of the Wherstead book and two others written by 
Mr Zincke, which I got from his step-son’s sale. I sold them to those whom I thought might 
be interested for one shilling each. I often wonder where they are now. Not long after, I was 
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offered one by a second-hand bookseller in Queen Street. He asked twenty-five shillings. I 
could recognise it by a mark of the string that had probably been tied together for years 
before the Stevenson sale, so someone made a profit from my gifts. 

My very first memory of Wherstead was a fire at Wherstead Hall, which destroyed the 
buildings opposite the house. Rebuilt with red brick, the old black barn is still there but 
many of the lovely Horse Chestnut trees have gone and the place is almost unrecognized by 
me. Another very clear memory is the opening of the Bourne Bridge by the late Mr Nat 
Catchpole, who lived at Whitton White House. We were interested, as our Mr Zincke was 
very important there, making speeches etc. The very important people of the County and 
Town were there, all having a big lunch at the Ostrich. If he were here now he would 
probably be chairman of the Parish Council and a very good one. He was very free and 
unfettered, as he was a rich man and the Queen was his patron. He cared nothing for 
money. When he was getting old, two years before he died, he had an attack of gout which 
kept him indoors for two weeks, after which it was decided to give him a small present. Mr 
Dashwood collected and said it was a pleasure as everyone was so pleased to give, the 
children giving their pennies too. It was a very cold winter day and, when we came out, 
prams which some mothers had left outside, were full of snow. The prams then were wood, 
rather the shape of invalid chairs today, with wooden spokes to wheels and iron hoops. Mr 
Zincke said the inside of the house was the best side on a day like that, and he thanked 
them all for coming. He said he felt his ministry here was drawing to a close and he saw 
great changes coming everywhere in the country, the world and the Church and he felt that 
there would not be many more vicars here after him. But there was a resident vicar for 
sixty-eight years, or maybe a little more, and when I heard him say it, I little thought that I 
would become the wife of the last one. I was too young to think. He said his consolation in 
old age was that his bones would rest with the bones he had laid in the little churchyard and 
that his dust would mingle with their dust, and he wished for Mr Tom Josselyn to make his 
coffin but not to put his best work into it, as he did not wish to keep the worms out too long 
and Tom was a good craftsman. Mr Dashwood, just a young man then, and Mrs Dashwood 
in a big fur tippet, thanked him for his social, moral and spiritual teaching, hoping his good 
example would be long remembered, and it certainly is. 

In this conservation year, on looking round Wherstead, one sees very little left, that once 
was so plentiful and free, being so well watered having either a stream or water hole or 
pond in most fields of pasture. The animals were so happy not having to have water taken 
to them and stale as in some counties. Watercress was plentiful, the stream being clean 
spring water. I remember one old lady living here who made quite a bit of pocket money 
selling it, and another by selling violets, which were everywhere and mushrooms. Also 
blackberries and sweet chestnuts were there for anyone to collect. Children did not destroy 
as they do today and there were many more of them to and from school. The way to the 
school and church from Redgates was through the Phytle, there being a large orchard of 
apple trees on the left of the path surrounded by bullace trees and a large holly tree, in June 
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covered with a climbing white rose, which covered the tree with blooms year after year. 
Through the Phytle were to the right a high wide bit of land and several big and old Ash 
trees. It was like a wide cliff on which we used to sit in the summer and often took our tea 
and knitting. The Ash trees were all cut down during the First World War and the wood was 
used for something. In the spring, were masses of wild daffodils below the bank. Then, from 
the Phytle gate straight to the fish pond, was the path to the church and school, wide 
enough for a farm cart to pass along, trees all beside it. Oaks, Ash and Maple and a very 
large Cherry near the fish pond and a few yards before coming to the fish pond the path 
turned towards Wherstead Hall, with a small brick built footbridge to cross the stream, 
running from the fish pond to just below Redgate Farm, where it crossed the road and 
continued down the lane and under the Strand to the river. I do not know where this stream 
came from. It crossed below the church to the fish pond and had a little wooden footbridge 
for pedestrians coming from the Vicarage to the church. The part of it from fishponds to 
Redgates was very beautiful. Its sides having primroses and many blue Kingfishers were 
there to be seen. The footpath continued through a snicket gate, along the side of Fishpond 
Covey to another snicket gate, where it joined the path from Lees Farm to Wherstead Hall, 
in to the Church Lane. This right of way was very much used by Lees Farm people going into 
Ipswich. This way to church was discontinued in my childhood and a cart way made from 
Redgates through the farmyard past Wherstead Hall housefront and all these paths have 
now been ploughed up and straightened like one vast plain and it is now very difficult to get 
to church unless one owns a car, and there is not much pleasure in going to church in a car.  
Those who do are from outside the parish. It now seems like sheep without a shepherd. The 
resident parish priest was the most important person in the old days as besides being one’s 
spiritual adviser, and having the care of souls, he was a friend to whom one could go in any 
material difficulty. 

The parson and his home is a very great loss to our little country parishes. Also is the loss of 
the village school. 

World Events 

Although little Wherstead was so isolated, it had its place in world affairs. 

I remember so well the coming back of the men from the Boer War. I was on the Cornhill 
and saw them being marched up Princes Street to the Town Hall from the station. 
Wherstead had two men among them, Albert Drake and another man called Hubbard, who I 
did not know very well. He was ill for a long time and proudly kept the Queen’s box of 
chocolate, at least the box, wrapped in a Union Jack, and was very kindly helped by Mr Jack 
Boast, who as well as being the Church Clerk was always ready to help with the old and sick 
men, washing, shaving them and making their beds, as there was no District Nurse in those 
days and country people, at least here, were very kind to each other and ready to help. 
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Another national event I remember, beginning for me in Wherstead School, the 
headmistress Mrs Eade was very fond of poetry and would encourage any child who cared 
to read the Penny Poets edited by Mr William Thomas Stead and would get them for us. I 
always had them and kept them until recently and still have them bound. This was quite 
outside the school curriculum. We used to read them outside school or in her house and 
there I seem to have started something which has followed me in later years. 

Mr Stead went down in the Titanic disaster in May 1912 and I found that I was at that time 
attending a church close to where he lived, so I was present at his memorial service. Also 
the one at the Abbey, as all London seemed to be mourning, and all churches playing the 
funeral march. I remember so well Canon Hensley Henson beginning his sermon with the 
opening sentence ‘Thy way was in the sea and thy paths in the great deep and thy footsteps 
are not known’, and I saw the tablet which was subsequently unveiled on the Embankment 
to his memory, and I have two volumes of his life still. All this began in little Wherstead 
School all those years ago. Mrs Eade brought to our notice any genius or outstanding people 
who were doing good work in the world in any way. 

I sat in a bus recently and heard a woman declare that country children had a better chance 
in their little schools, as there were fewer of them and the teachers had a better chance of 
finding out what each child was capable of, but alas these little schools are no more. 

Chronicles of Wherstead  

by Mrs Doreen M Flegg9 

It is very fitting that these records of Wherstead should begin in 1977, an important and 
eventful year in England. For it is in June 1977 that, God willing, our Queen will celebrate 
the 25th anniversary of her succession to the throne. 

Now comes the question of what to record? Certainly every momentous event connected 
with Wherstead, but what of the smaller everyday facts, in this very small village? History 
tells us so clearly, and so often, that an apparently trivial event can be the forerunner of 
great things. 

Again, we remember that this record may someday be read by people who will not be born 
for many years, yet their forebears are here! 

At this moment in time, we don’t know the answer, but experience and interchange of ideas 
with other recorders may tell us. So now we will begin 

1977 

The early part of 1977 saw the passing of two well-known people, who in their different 
ways, had been part of the Wherstead scene for many years. 
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Mrs May Adams, who lived in a pretty bungalow on Bourne Hill, was the widow of the last 
resident vicar of Wherstead. She had lived in the village from an early age, and when she 
died, had reached the age of 90 plus. 

Although her sight had failed, Mrs Adams still had all her mental faculties, including a 
wonderfully retentive memory. During her later life she wrote her memoirs of Wherstead, 
which a niece typed out for her. The typist very sensibly made no alterations at all to this old 
lady’s written and spoken memories. The resultant story, which is with this record, makes 
wonderful reading. 

The passing of Mr ‘Bob’ Seggar, who lived along the Strand, was great loss to Wherstead. He 
too loved this village and for very many years served on the Parish Council. On a carefully 
chosen site atop the river wall, and commanding a magnificent view of the Orwell, is a 
wooden seat, large enough for 4-6 people. The people of Wherstead placed it there as a 
tribute to Mr Seggar. 

Mr Badger has retired after 27 years as Licencee of the Ostrich Inn. This historic inn, built in 
the early 17th century, has now been taken over by Mr R Cuff, who is also landlord of the 
Boot Inn at Freston. Mr Cuff intends to introduce a restaurant and lounge at the Ostrich Inn. 

Bourne Hall barn, the fine old Tudor building on Bourne Hill, which is owned by the Paul 
family, has now been sold. We understand that the new owner is Mr J A G Webster of Mere 
Manor, Diss. Hopefully more about this later. 

Silver Jubilee 

Tattingstone and Wherstead Parish Councils decided on a joint Silver Jubilee celebration, 
and a Jubilee committee was formed from the two villages. After much planning and 
preparation, an attractive two day programme was presented. The committee took great 
care to include all age groups and the result was a happy mixing of old and young.  The 
actual programmes of events were designed and produced by local craftsmen. 

Unfortunately, the weather of the Jubilee days, Sunday 5th and Tuesday 7th of June, was 
not too kind, being cold and blustery. However, the rain held off until the main events were 
over, and the alternative programme did not have to be used. 

Two Wherstead cine film enthusiasts, Mr and Mrs Green, had decided to film a short record 
of the Jubilee celebrations of the two villages. Subsequently, the Wherstead Parish Council 
contributed a sum of money (one third of the final cost of materials needed or the film). This 
enabled a more comprehensive record to be made. It has been arranged that, during the 
lifetimes of Mr and Mrs Green, the film remains in their possession. Afterwards it goes into 
the Wherstead Archives. 

It is interesting to note that the restoration and conversion of the stable clock at Wherstead 
was completed during this important year. It was, of course, quite coincidental. Now owned 
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by Eastern Electricity, the ancient building has been preserved for posterity. In the turret 
above the stable block is the 300 year old clock, which has no minute hand. Clocks made 
before 1690 had only the hour hands.  This has been restored to working order by two 
members of Eastern Electricity. After so many years, the clock bell once more strikes the 
hours. A very interesting booklet called Stable Block Wherstead 1977 has been produced by 
Eastern Electricity.  

A ferry service between Rotterdam and Ipswich, known as the roll on, roll off ferry, started 
this year. Wherstead is not directly concerned with the ships, but as they pass along the 
River Orwell, they have become a source of interest to the people of Wherstead, especially 
the Strand residents. Newspaper reports and pictures of the ferry ships can be seen in the 
files. 

1978 

I suppose that 1978 could be called ‘the first year of the bridge’. The Ministry of Transport 
had decreed that Ipswich should have a much needed bypass. The final plans of this bypass 
included a crossing of the River Orwell, and there followed months of discussion at all levels. 
The Transport Authorities invited the public to register their preference for a bridge over, or 
under, the Orwell. The resultant vote was overwhelmingly for a tunnel. This river is a well-
known beauty spot, and numbers of people from a wide area come to enjoy the attractive 
panorama from its banks.  

The Ministry of Transport decided to build a bridge over the Orwell. How very strange!! 

Experimental soundings for parts of the bridge foundations were taken during the latter 
part of 1978. It is hoped that the bridge will be completed in 1983. Much more detailed 
information can be obtained from the Parish Council records. 

The Dashwood Club celebrated its 5th birthday this year, This ‘over sixties’ club , about 30 
members strong, meets at the village hall on the last Wednesday of each month. The 
committee consists of younger people of the village who arrange varied entertainments and 
facilities. There are also the ‘tea ladies’, again younger Wherstead people, who prepare and 
serve very attractive home-baked afternoon teas. Volunteer car drivers transport the 
members to and from the village hall. 

After a long period of exceptionally mild autumn weather, a very cold and windy depression 
set in around mid-December. Snow fell heavily on 20th December. From then until the end 
of the year there were frequent falls of snow, with icy winds and blizzards. 

1979 

Today is St Valentine’s Day (16th February) and a snow blizzard is raging. The New Year 
began in the same artic conditions that ended 1978. Our diary records 16 degrees of frost 
during the early hours of Monday, 1st January, and apart from a few milder days the very 

17 
 



 

cold weather has continued, with snow falling at times. Yesterday and today have brought 
chaos, with howling gales, tidal waves in some places, and heavy seas in others, and snow 
storms everywhere. 

Conditions are made even worse because of the many strikes which beset the country at this 
time. Icy and dangerous roads remain ungritted and unsanded owing to part or complete 
stoppage of work by the council road workers. Ambulance drivers are answering only 
emergency calls, and hospitals are able to admit only emergency cases. This again is the 
result of strike action by hospital workers. There are also strikes in many industrial areas of 
the country. Just now the everyday aspect of England is as grim as it’s weather.  

Wherstead, like all other parts of the country, is affected to some degree. Hence this entry 
in the records of the worst winter in living memory. 

As I have just taken over the duties of local recorder I must first of all mention that Sunday 
the 15th April was very hot, the temperature rising to mid 70 degrees Fahrenheit. From then 
until now, the 14th and 15th May, we had cold winds, but on these particular days  this 
week we had wonderful clear blue skies that only East Anglia  can produce with 
temperatures up to 80 degrees Fahrenheit. It is now 18th May and the swifts have arrived 
but no martens or swallows yet. Great excitement to me to see a Red Pole, a beautiful little 
bird, but where do you have to walk to see such? 

Having moved to ‘Homefield’ House in April 1976 I was quite amazed to see a ship on the 
Orwell Estuary as large as the ‘Pioneer 1’ and ‘Pioneer 2’ general cargo between Ipswich and 
Rotterdam. The ‘Pioneers’ were phased out and replaced the ‘Normandica’ of equal size, 
followed by the ‘Norsky’ a very fine ship which was built in South Korea. Watching these 
ships come in and out at high tide made me realise the enormous height the new bridge will 
have to be. From my garden I will be able to see right under the bridge, which will not 
interfere with the view, but enhance it. 

The Rape of the Tudor Barn (Plate 2) 

What a loss to our county of Suffolk. This should never have been. If it had to be pulled 
down, at least it should have been re-erected at the Stowmarket Museum for posterity, but 
I understand it was sold to form part of someone’s house in Surrey. An oak, peg-dowelled 
frame, with inserts of red brick, herring boned, is always of great interest, and to think it 
was built when that notorious King was on the throne, shall we say around 1530 is a great 
loss indeed. One thing we do know that his daughter Elizabeth 1 passed the barn on her way 
to Harwich by coach and horses after her visit to Ipswich.  

At last the swallows and martens have arrived (May 22nd), at least three weeks late, have 
just heard the cuckoo.  
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One of the biggest boat shows on the sail boat was staged yesterday, the 9th of June until 
the 17th June in Bourne Park and the new marina, how gay it all looks. I went aboard the 
barge Sir Allen Herbert which was built in 1926, is 90 feet in length and 210 tonnage. She is 
owned by the East Coast Sailing Trust, and at the moment chartered to the (Shaftesbury 
Homes and ‘Arethusa’) Patrons HM The Queen and Queen Mother. This barge which is in 
wonderful condition caters for under privileged children, so one can imagine the super job 
of work it carries out with I might add a volunteer crew. 

Sunday the 24th June was a marvellous day viewing from my garden. 15 barges came up the 
Orwell having raced from Gravesend, the names being ‘Iron sides’, ‘Ena’, ‘Mirosa’, ‘Edith 
May’, ‘Convey’. ‘Northdown’, ‘Venetian’, ‘Xylonite’, ‘Centaur’, ‘Gladys’, ‘Repentor’, ‘Seone’, 
‘Felix’, ‘Vigilant’, ‘Phoenecian’. Incidentally, the barge Ironsides was the winner. During this 
week I have been over to the Ipswich Docks to see these immaculate kept boats all tied up 
together complete with bunting, truly a wonderful sight. In a dockside building right next to 
the barges, I visited an exhibition by the Society for Spritsail Barge Research, well worth a 
visit and I found it was well patronised. 

Friday, October the 5th another wonderful sight from my house the schooner ‘Malcomb 
Miller’ came sailing into Ipswich Docks, she is 150 ft long, 315 ton and sister ship to the ‘Sir 
Winston Churchill’. 

Friday the 19th October, an historic day, seeing the start of the bridge across the Orwell 
river. This work I can witness from my garden, removing soil with bulldozers in line to build a 
road through ‘Home Covert’ to a roundabout at the entrance to Wherstead village street. 
Workmans’ huts and caravans have been placed alongside the new road. I can count at least 
eight working cranes, and I am afraid that the anglers have been robbed for the time being 
of this favourite fishing spot. 

Mid April has brought about lovely warm weather, with temperatures in the 70s Fahrenheit 
as it was last year, but writing on the 20th April it has now turned very cold with a strong 
NW wind. All around the parish one can see a profusion of daffodils.  In my own garden I 
have counted 350 in full bloom at the back, and 278 at the front, the most I have ever seen 
since moving here in April 1976. 

In the distance one can see the Nacton side, the deep red colour sand being removed by 
bulldozers for the other end of the bridge. Rising from the ground like huge mushroom 
stalks, these great pillars about 120 feet high point to the heavens. In time these massive 
pillars will support the gigantic bridge. 

Work has now been going on for eleven months, and during that time a motor cyclist was 
killed as he ran into a bulldozer that was crossing the road. Another fatal accident was a 
workman who fell from one of the pillars. One must think that with a vast undertaking of 
this sort accidents will happen. In line with the bridge, huge bulldozers plough through the 
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wood crossing the road just before you come to the street, and on toward Belstead. At the 
bottom of our hill we now have (stop and go) signals as the road following the railway has 
started with the smaller bridge to be constructed beside the old Bourne Bridge going off at 
an angle. A roundabout has been constructed outside Doubles shop for entrance to the 
West End Dock. The local farmers have got the old Bourne Hall, and the farm house where 
Mr Percy Pallant used to live, all let to the bridge workers, plus dozens of caravans. To add 
to the confusion they have even had a ski slope created and rented out. The approach to 
this is up by the Camp Wood. 

March 3rd 1982, we motored over the new bridge at the top of Bourne Hill. The old road 
will now be tunnelled for the new road running through Belstead. 

March 12th, the new road opened at midday for traffic heading for Manningtree-Harwich-
Colchester etc, Bourne Hill now sealed off becoming a cul-de-sac (cheers). 

Sunday the 28th November 1982 saw the 15 mile race across the Orwell Bridge from the 
Nacton side to Copdock roundabout and back, thousands of people in cars and on foot 
turned out to see this event. 

Sunday the 12th December saw the bridge opened to allow 50,000 people walk across and 
stop to look at the super views. The idea was thought up by the Mayor of Ipswich Mrs Beryl 
James and about £3500 was given by the sightseers, which is going to be distributed to 
various charities. 

Today, the 17th December, saw this super bridge opened to traffic which I personally 
attended, conducted by the Minister of Transport. 

On the 20th December, I drove my car over the bridge from the Wherstead to the Nacton 
side and it was quite an experience. Every Sunday since its opening and this is now the 31st 
January 1983 hundreds of sightseers walk across the bridge. This I can observe so well from 
my sitting room. 

Notes 

1. Wife of H C Adams, vicar of St Mary’s, Wherstead, 1937-1951 
2. The ball was there from 1600-1902 
3. 1893 
4. 1910-1937 
5. 1911 
6. These cottages were drawn by Frost (plate 1) 
7. 1894  
8. Sam Samwaies was vicar 1611—1662 
9. Wherstead Local History Recorder, 1977-1983 
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Plate 1: The thatched cottage, at the foot of Freston Hill, sketched by George Frost (1745-
1821).  
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Plate 2: Bourne Hall barn. 

 

22 
 


