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Editor’s preface 

Welcome to the 2016 bumper issue and I hope you find much of interest. Special thanks 

to those who contributed this time. Our Group meets approximately every two months 

and explores all sorts of history to do with Stutton and its locality. Inevitably we still have 

been focussing on the centenary of The Great War and Stutton’s residents’ part in that 

conflict, leading to an interest in the Second World War that is still in living memory for 

some of our readers and residents.  

What is fascinating is that there is so much we have forgotten about those who lived and 

worked in this small village, and we so are particularly keen to record the memories of 

those who can remember a time when Stutton was less embraced by television, 

broadband, domestic appliances and the paraphernalia of modern life which we now 

regard as ‘necessities’; when the village was much more self-contained and in touch with 

the seasons and the care of its rich farmland.  

Our residents now, of course, are not 

just those who were born and schooled 

here; we welcome as Stutton residents 

those who have moved into the village 

to work in Ipswich, or commute to 

London; those who have a holiday home 

here or have retired here. They bring 

with them the stories of their own past 

which become part of Stutton’s past and 

we celebrate that with them and you in 

this Journal. 

If you are interested in any sort of 

digging into the past, then do think 

about joining us. Meeting dates are in 

Stutton Roundabout. 

This year we visited RHS and looked at 

the archives there thanks to the 

generosity of Monty Callow (far right). 

See also pages 3 and 9.      Paul Simmons  

 

Cover illustration: Bumble, Austin Farrar’s Bentley see p26
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Finding George: The Thrill of the Chase Continued 

 

Readers of Journal No 31 may recall an article dealing with the research ‘pathway’ 

followed by the Group in uncovering the story of local boy George Gladwell (first name 

Harry) who kept a journal of his time in the Artillery throughout the First World War. This 

was a follow-up to the original article in Journal 30, available to read on our website:   

stuttonlocalhistoryresearchgroup.wordpress.com.   

 

The following charts the next stage in this pathway. 

 

Mary Boyton continued to look to try to fill the gap between age 13 and 18. Many records 

for WWI soldiers were destroyed in the bombing during WWII, but there are what is 

called the ‘burnt records’ and after much search, she found from these that prior to 

enlistment George (still Harry at this point) had been working as a greengrocer’s 

assistant in London. His employer had the name of another local family, Haste, so we 

can surmise that he got the job through local contacts in Stutton, and a search in the 

Census later confirmed that the employer came from Brantham. It was found from his 

journal that George was also lodging with them so the pieces of the jigsaw were coming 

together.  Much later, after many searches, Nigel Banham found Mr Haste in Plumstead. 

He was not listed under greengrocer but under grewgrocer. The problem with looking 

under indexed lists is that mis-spellings get mis-listed.  

There is a lesson here. Many of these records were written and indexed by hand and 

mistakes were made…… 

 

And….Mary eventually found George on the 1911 Census, after six months of 

searching. He was living with the greengrocer and his wife. The reason that he could not 

easily be found was that his birth village was recorded as Hutton and not Stutton. This 

was 27 July 2014 and great was the rejoicing! 

 

Meanwhile, ‘back at the ranch’…..George’s account gives some details of his lady-friend 

Marthe’s harrowing and prolonged journey across France with her grandmother and a 10 

year old girl, after their village was over-run by the enemy in the summer of 1915. 

Catherine Kent had been following this up and to our delight had found Marthe’s name 

on a passenger ship manifest, arriving in New York in December 1915.  
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It had clearly been difficult in wartime for her to find a ship. E-mails pinged between us 

all late into the night with headings such as ‘Found Her!’ and once we had established 

one confirmed landing, the search began for George travelling to America.  The buzz of 

finding the right names to fit our search became quite addictive and for over a week 

each evening we all searched the internet looking for new information. Each discovery 

started a flurry of emails and slowly but surely, Catherine managed to track George’s 

arrival in New York on the Saxona via Ellis Island in 1921, and their subsequent three 

journeys as a couple across the Atlantic when they came to visit his brother Bonar in 

Stutton, the last in 1952. They stayed at Whitegates, which Eric and Hilda Bull have 

rebuilt later as Lawlings in Manningtree Road. Catherine also came up with their 

marriage in October 1923; his occupation, address and lastly, the date of his death in 

1965. Marthe outlived him by some years. 

 

The sheer satisfaction of discovery facilitated by the amazing amount of information on 

the internet helped fuel our interest in piecing together the many strands of the story of a 

local boy. We would always like to know more and if anyone has something to add to 

George’s story then we would be delighted to hear of it.   

Mary Boyton, Catherine Kent, Nigel Banham 

 

͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞ 

 
 

 

Britannia Royal Naval College Dartmouth    photo Mary Boyton  

see page 9 
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My Organ-building Family 

Penny Clarke (née Booth) 

 

Sometime around 1871, St George’s Church, Basseterre on the island of St Kitts in the 

Caribbean sent an order to Francis Booth, Organ Builder in Wakefield, for the supply of 

an organ to the church. The order was probably authorised by the Archdeacon of the 

time. 

Francis Booth was my great grandfather. In fact, the organ, a high quality instrument, 

was duly built in Wakefield by his son, my grandfather Henry Booth. It was carefully 

packed up in large boxes and despatched to St Kitts by a cargo vessel called The 

Ruckers. Meantime, my grandfather booked himself on a passenger ship and arrived in 

St Kitts in early February 1872 in good time to unpack the organ and set it up in the 

church. As soon as he arrived, he was warmly welcomed by the Archdeacon and others. 

All of this and the ensuing events are recorded fully in letters Henry wrote to his wife, my 

grandmother Sophia. My family deposited these letters in the Wakefield Record Office 

whose staff have been most helpful to me. 

Disaster struck The Ruckers in the form of a 30 day gale and the organ, greatly 

damaged by rats and water, did not reach St Kitts until 15 March. It took my grandfather 

two months to repair and supervise the setting up of this rare and beautiful instrument in 

St George’s, which is a beautiful old church and has survived earthquakes and other 

disasters. 

As one of only two surviving grandchildren, I set my heart on going out to St Kitts to see 

this antique organ, lovingly maintained by the local congregation. This idea was received 

with delight by the current Archdeacon who planned a special welcome ceremony for 

me. I booked myself on a cruise which included a stop in St Kitts. On the day of the 

arrival I dressed up in vintage Laura Ashley and was met at the port by the Archdeacon 

and his charming wife. The church ceremony on 26 February 2015 was a bit 

overwhelming but lovely and, best of all, a young organist played the piece of music 

known in the family as ‘the trumpet tune on the organ’. It was composed, you see, by 

Henry’s youngest son Lionel, my beloved father. 

What an occasion! I will never forget it. 

 

To see and hear the organ with Christian playing, try looking at this website address: 

http://www.sknvibes.com/news/newsdetails.cfm/91033 Ed 

http://www.sknvibes.com/news/newsdetails.cfm/91033
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Penny Clarke with the Archdeacon St Kitts,  

The Venerable Valentine Hodge and Mrs Hodge 

 

 

 

Penny Clarke with the organist, Christian Nathaniel   
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Mrs Sheila Whinney  

Mary Boyton 

With comparatively little house-building taking place over the years, Stutton is a village 

where people tend come and go at a steady pace. As a result, there are now very few 

people who can claim to have lived in the village all of their lives, let alone spending 60 

years in the same house. Mrs Sheila Whinney is one such person. 

 

Sheila was born in a newly-built bungalow in Manningtree Road in May 1933. She had 

an elder brother Kennie who was born in one of the now-demolished thatched cottages 

in Lower Street, but with the family expanding, her father Joe Burroughs, a builder, was 

able to build his own bungalow which he called East View in what was then a field. He 

left a small nameplate on the path alongside giving the finishing date of July 1932.  
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Her mother Florence was born in 

Framlingham so Sheila is not quite sure 

how her parents met as Joe Burroughs 

was a local man born in Chelmondiston. 

Sheila's younger brother, Raymond, was 

born in 1934. She lived in East View 

with her parents until she got married, 

and from those early days she can 

remember a tin bath on the table along 

with a washboard so, although the 

bungalow was newly built, there were 

very few ‘mod cons’ back then! 

Left: Sheila Sheila's Mother, Florence 

Her father worked for Drakes the builders and later at the Manganese Brass & Bronze 

Foundry in Ranelagh Road, Ipswich where he was amongst those who built the Cliff 

Quay power station down on the Strand in Ipswich. (This was demolished in 1994.) 

 In order to get to and from work, Joe Burroughs had a motorbike. Along with most other 

wives at that time, her mother kept the house and looked after the family. 

Sheila and her brothers attended Stutton School and then progressed to Holbrook High 

School where a young Mrs Sheila Lait was teaching PE. At one point Sheila was asked 

to give a talk to the class on any subject she chose. She decided on a topic of current 

affairs and was able to draw on her father's experience at work by explaining exactly just 

how many bricks were used in the construction of the power station. She was very 

pleased to have been commended for this. 

In 1948 at the age of 15, she obtained a job in Ipswich at the clothiers and tailors, 

Phillips & Piper, where she stayed for 8 years. She was trained to make men's 

waistcoats on the top floor of the building. It was a long day for her as she caught the 

7.15 am bus from the King's Head into town, and then had to walk quickly up Northgate 

Street along to the Christchurch Works on St Margaret's Street to clock on by 8 am. The 

clocking-on machine had a large wheel so that it could be seen if anyone was late.  
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The bus home left at 6.45pm so it would have been a 10 hour working day. For well over 

a hundred years Phillips & Pipers were well-known manufacturers of riding jackets and 

hunt coats for the best retailers. The firm had two brands of clothing that can still be 

tracked down in specialist Vintage stores; Pytchley was aimed at the hunting and 

sporting customers whilst Lambourne produced mass-market tweeds, so it was a very 

well-respected place to work. 

The Victory Hall (now replaced by the Community Hall) was the main focus of 

entertainment as regular ‘socials’ were held there. Having always lived in the village, she 

caught the eye of Cyril Whinney who saw her regularly at the bus-stop, and after his 

National Service in the army, they decided to get married in Stutton Church in October 

1956. Cyril's first name was Raymond – the same as her brother's – but he was always 

known by his second name. His father, Bob, was one of three Whinney brothers living in 

the village at that time and parish records show that the Whinney family have been here 

for over three centuries, the earliest record being a birth in 1698. Truly a ‘local’ family! 

By then, Cyril was working for Commander Nugent of Stutton Manor, and on hearing of 

their plans, Cmdr Nugent offered them the cottage in which Sheila still lives. As soon as 

they moved in, Cyril and Sheila had to paint the inside of the whole cottage but in every 

way it made an ideal home for them. Sheila left her job at Phillips & Pipers to look after 

the house for them both. 

At this time, Stutton was still very much an agricultural village. Cyril was in charge of the 

pigs which were kept in the fields behind Manor Cottages and also along at Holly Farm 

on the other side of the Manningtree Road. There were around 100 pigs which were 

mostly Large Whites, and the various buildings contained infra-red lamps to keep the 

pigs warm in the winter. Many a time small piglets had to be bottle-fed in Sheila's lap 

(using an old Camp Coffee bottle) and she often had to help with the middle-of-the-night 

farrowings. On one occasion, a wily sow refused point blank to be moved by Cyril but 

after enlisting Sheila's help, the sow eventually plodded off across the road with Sheila 

gently guiding it, very satisfying for Sheila and a source of amusement for years to 

come. 

Before the advent of television, any spare time was usually spent productively at home. 

Sheila used to enjoy knitting, and there are still balls of wool in her house waiting for a 
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rainy day! However, in the 1950s and 60s there were regular village socials to attend 

and Sheila and her husband occasionally used to go to the Speedway in Ipswich. Other 

outings or holidays were scarce but Sheila joined the local Women’s Institute and on one 

of the annual outings, they had a trip up the River Thames on a boat. 

When Cmdr Nugent made Cyril redundant, they decided to have some pigs of their own 

and continued to keep them for several years. Over time, Sheila has regretted seeing all 

of the old local shops disappear, including the village garage, and most of the old 

thatched cottages she knew in her youth have now been pulled down to make way for 

new houses. Her elder brother died in 1988 from a heart attack but her younger brother 

Raymond is still living in Ipswich. Very sadly Cyril died at the age of 69, but Sheila has 

continued to live in their cottage. She is a valued, regular customer of the Community 

Village Shop and she takes a great interest in village affairs. 
 

͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞ 
 

 

Some of the Group (Nigel Banham + Ann, Catherine Kent, Vic Scott + Margaret) were given 

a brilliant tour of the RHS with Monty Callow (teacher, Old Boy and School Archivist) 

followed by an invitation to a school lunch. Monty showed us with pride the new decoration 

scheme for the Jellicoe Room (Greenwich had asked for all the portraits/paintings to be sent 

back - from the Dining Hall too) - and he had chosen the various portraits and battle scenes 

himself.  The portrait of Lord Jellicoe was a really benevolent-looking one and we spent time 

talking about it - so you can imagine my surprise and delight when I found the very same 

portrait (slightly smaller and tattier) hanging in the Senior Gun Mess of the Royal College in 

Dartmouth when my friend and I visited just 5 days later!    Mary Boyton 

Photo- Dining Hall, Royal Hospital School 
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The War Memoirs of Gerald Solomon of Stutton 1939 – 1945 

 

Victor Scott writes:   Those of us who knew Gerald, and his wife Freda, will remember 

him as a quiet gentleman, who joined in many of the village activities, and was a staunch 

supporter of both the Stutton Royal British Legion and the Horticultural Society. Sadly he 

passed away in 2015. These memoirs were found among Gerald's papers after his 

death, and were passed to me by his daughter.      

 

͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞͚۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞۞͚۞ 

 

“It was October 1939, England had declared war on Germany on 3 September, and was 

mobilising fast. Many of my younger friends had already been conscripted, and although 

I wasn't in that age group, I gave it much thought. Hearing many stories of the 1914 - 

1918 war, of infantrymen marching everywhere and carrying all their kit, I felt I would see 

what the recruiting officer had to say. 

I was astounded when I was told there was a vacancy for the Royal Armoured Corps, 

(rather like applying for a job). After more details, I found this was comprised of all 

Cavalry and Tank Regiments, which rather excited my sense of adventure. I was 

interviewed and medically examined, and told to report to Tidworth Barracks on 29 

December 1939. Tidworth is situated on Salisbury Plain, a well known battle practice 

ground in Wiltshire. 

 

We were kitted out and started our general military training which included endless drill, 

guard duties, fire piquet, church parades and lectures. These lectures comprised gas 

warfare, map reading and elementary tactics. We were kept very busy, and at night we 

cleaned our kit and studied the various textbooks we were given. 

After six weeks our group was divided into separate sections; driving and maintenance, 

and gunnery and wireless. I was selected for driving and maintenance which proved to 

be the best. We drove around the village in private cars at first, then we moved on to 

15cwt trucks, then on to 3 ton lorries. There were no tanks on the station at that time, but 

we did have several outings with Bren gun carriers. These I found very exciting to drive; 

although they were fully tracked vehicles, they were steered by a wheel. Unless you 

were careful one track would lock; they were quite challenging to drive. 
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After six months we ‘passed out’ and were posted to various units, some to the Cavalry 

and others to the Tank Regiment. I and two others were sent to Manchester on a twelve 

week drivers’ and maintenance course. We had civilian instructors in premises on 

Deansgate, and the course was most enjoyable with civilian lodgings and no parades. 

On returning to Tidworth, I was posted to the 5th Royal Tank Regiment which had just 

returned from France. They were camped in Thurley Woods, very close to Hindhead in 

Surrey. On our arrival we were told we had been ordered abroad, and at the end of 

October 1940 we sailed from Liverpool on the Stirling Castle, arriving in Egypt in 

December. 

We were given a few days leave which we spent in Alexandria. By January 1941 the 

Italian Army of one million were sent packing by General Wavell's 36,000 troops. It was 

then reported that German troops were arriving to continue the fight, and we were 

moved up into the desert. 

 

I was listed as a spare crew and did all sort of mundane jobs; however, when we arrived 

at El Adem, some four or five miles south of Tripoli, one of the tank drivers went sick. I 

was told to take his place and was now in charge of a vehicle I had never seen before;  I 

hardly knew one end from the other.              

We were organised to send a small patrol out to probe for the enemy. About two days 

before setting out, the patrol leader's tank was out of action, and he decided to take the 

tank allotted to me, so I had to drive the Major. We started off, and some three days later 

our reconnaissance troop of three tanks came across an enemy camp. We opened fire 

on them which they soon returned, proving too much for us. We withdrew and returned 

to our lines. The Major called for a scout car and went to Headquarters, never to be seen 

again. 

After one or two rearguard actions and many miles without maintenance for the tank, we 

had to abandon our vehicle and got a lift from a 3 ton open lorry. We made for the coast 

road and after passing through a coastal town called Derna, were all set for a drive back 

to Alexandria (or so we thought). 

On reaching Tobruk we were held up by the Military Police, who directed us into the 

town. Here we found more of our unit, and were given rifles. The Australians were with 

us by that time, and took over the job of defending the perimeter. Each day we were 

bombed by Stuka dive bombers, who also bombed the supply ships as they came into 

the harbour. After about two weeks the Navy managed to bring some landing craft into 
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the harbour, and we were shipped back to Alexandria, re-equipped and sent to join in 

the relief of Tobruk.  

British tanks with water cooled engines could not stand the desert conditions. American 

tanks were being shipped over, and we were eventually supplied with Stuarts and 

Grants. Because we were a light squadron we went on raiding parties, and shot up the 

enemy's supply columns, which was good fun. 

 

Summer in the Middle East was very tiring, Reveille was approximately 0300 hrs and 

sunset about 2130 hrs. Sometimes there was little time to prepare food, water was 

rationed and tasted salty; canteen facilities were non-existent. 

Rommel started his push into Egypt in a dust storm. My Tank Commander was off sick, 

and my Commanding Officer sent me a driver and told me to take over. We moved off in 

the dust storm trying to follow in a column. To my horror we passed a German lorry with 

what looked like a 50mm gun going in the opposite direction. I knew I had to go in a 

northerly direction to arrive on the coast road, which I achieved. What a demoralising 

sight to see an army in rout. 

 

Back in El Alamein, General Montgomery had taken over and built up a strike force. The 

only static line in all the desert, from El Alamein to the Qattara Depression was crammed 

with British and Colonial troops. October 23rd saw the biggest barrage from the guns, 

and after about ten days we moved forward to a long winter campaign, sometimes 

leading, and sometimes we were kept in reserve. Eventually we got as far as we could, 

and waited for the 1st Army to push through from the other side.  

We received orders to go round through the Kasserine Pass and join in the attack on 

Tunis. This involved a two day journey, the tanks taken on transporters, and within two 

days we had taken Tunis. This was the end of the North Africa campaign, and we were 

moved to Homs where we were allowed a well earned rest. 

On 15 September we boarded ship and set sail for Italy, landing at Salerno. By this time 

I had been made Sergeant. We were delighted to see green grass, fruit trees and 

civilisation. Gradually advancing to just beyond Naples, we were withdrawn from the 

front line to await transport back to the UK. We were billeted in Castellammare on the 

Bay of Naples, a beautiful location, with the Isle of Capri close by which we visited, also 

Salerno, and of course Pompeii.  

We left Naples mid-December 1943 on the troop ship Cameronia and called in at Oran.  
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The Mediterranean was by now clear of the enemy, and we made a much shorter 

journey back to the UK, arriving in Greenock on 6 January 1944. We were not allowed to 

let anyone know we were coming home, but as we sailed up the Clyde in the early hours 

of the morning, the shipyard workers were all starting work and every hooter and siren 

was sounded, and the workers were banging on metal with spanners and crow bars; this 

was quite a moving experience. 

Put on a train, we travelled south all day until we finally stopped. In the darkness I could 

make out the name Shippea Hill, which I knew was in Cambridgeshire. Coming off the 

train here, we were transported to a transit camp at Freckenham near Newmarket in 

Suffolk. I was writing to a WAAF whose address was in the area, so that was just right. 

After a night’s sleep and a full English breakfast, we were given rail warrants and passes 

for fourteen days leave. This passed all too quickly; it was good to see my family, but my 

younger brother had been called up, my elder brother was still in Iraq, and my friends 

were elsewhere, some in Japanese prisoner of war camps.              

I did however manage to contact the WAAF and we spent two days sightseeing, 

although travelling was difficult, pub meals were not available as they are now, and ‘No 

Beer’ signs were everywhere. 

 

Reporting back to Freckenham, we were checked over medically and kitted out. When 

we moved, it was to Thetford Forest in Norfolk, to an area called ‘Shaker's Wood’, This 

was a camp of Nissen huts, hidden amongst the fir trees. Days were filled with training 

and lectures, with evenings spent in King's Lyn or the garrison cinema at Mundford.  

 

I was next sent on a three week course at the tank training depot at Bovington, Dorset. 

As the war progressed, we and the enemy were using bigger guns and thicker armour 

plating. To combat the German 88mm guns, we had produced a 17pounder gun 

mounted on an American Sherman tank called a Firefly; this I had to learn all about. I 

returned to Shaker's Wood and was issued with a Cromwell tank and not a Firefly. 

The battalion were now moved to Orwell Park near Ipswich, travelling for about 100 

miles on the roads in our tanks (nowadays tanks are carried on transporters). We drove 

through Thetford Chase, Euston, Fakenham Magna, Honington and into Ixworth. On to 

Woolpit and the old A45 reaching Stowmarket about midday, scattering the shoppers, 

and on to Needham Market, the roads just wide enough for a tank. Finally we reached 

the old Norwich Road and into Ipswich. We turned into Valley Road to avoid the town 
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centre, and when we came to the roundabouts we went straight over them, about 200 

tanks, one after the other. 

Arriving at the village of Nacton beside the River Orwell, we entered the 200 acres of 

Orwell Park, once the home to the two famous Admirals, Sir Peter Brooke and Admiral 

Vernon. This was to be the Headquarters of the 22nd Armoured Division. The tanks 

were parked on the other side of the village in an area later to become Amberfield 

School. We were told to prepare for the Second Front, and had to waterproof our tanks 

in case of a wet landing. This was carried out by sealing all the joints and cracks with 

Bostik and adhesive tape.  

 

My parents lived in Clapgate Lane and on several occasions I walked along the shore at 

low tide, up Gainsborough Lane and home. I was getting used to this pleasant lifestyle 

when I was sent with twelve men to Chilwell, outside Nottingham, to collect six of the 

Firefly tanks. Once again we had to drive them back by road. Along the way we came 

across a man painting the white line down the middle of the road; I told the driver to 

straddle the white line, this he did, but unfortunately we ran over the man's gallon tin of 

paint. The driver asked if we should stop, but I said ‘not likely’.  I could see the man 

jumping up and down behind us. On our return I was allocated one of the Fireflies, and 

had to start waterproofing all over again.  

The day came for moving out. We drove onto the old Felixstowe Road, down Garrison 

Lane and Langer Road and into the RAF Seaplane base. Going down the seaplane 

ramps we loaded onto Tank Landing Craft (TLC), pulling out we moored in the River 

Orwell alongside more TLCs. When we got close we could see a lot of them were 

dummies (part of the deception to mislead the Germans). 

 We eventually sailed down the North Sea into the English Channel. Each craft had a 

cargo of three tanks, an AA gun, three field guns, a signal van, an RE van and an 

ambulance; there were also crews for each unit. 

We arrived off Normandy on the evening of June 6th 1944, and it was decided we 

should wait until dawn on the 7th. As it was, we landed comparatively easy, very little 

opposition and completely dry. 

We soon found we had come to a completely different type of country with ditches and 

hedges, ideal for hidden anti-tank guns. I managed to keep our tank out of trouble for 

two months, but on 3 August we were hit by a Panzerfaust (a German hand held single 

shot anti-tank weapon). This finished me for front line duty.”  



 16 

Gerald still had pieces of shrapnel in him for the rest of his life. In 2001, the 22nd 

Armoured Brigade held a reunion at Orwell Park School where a plaque was unveiled. 

Gerald was invited and enjoyed a wonderful day. He was also able to attend following 

reunions both at Orwell Park School and in Thetford Forest. 

In 2008 Gerald was put in touch with a close comrade from 1941. When they were 

serving with the 5th Battalion The Tank Regiment in North Africa, his friend Harry 

Findlayson from Somerset was reported missing, presumed killed, after the German 

Afrika Corps destroyed his tank. He was given a military funeral. Three months later his 

wife received a letter saying he had survived. However, Gerald didn't know this. In 2008, 

nearly 70 years later, both men came face to face at a special reunion in Colchester. 

Gerald passed away on 21 April 2015, age 99. In May of that year he was awarded the 

French Legion of Honour, unfortunately arriving too late.     

 

 

Left  Bren gun carrier  

 

Right Sherman Firefly 
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Gerald Solomon 

 

 

French Legion of Honour 

 

 

 

 

 

Left Harry Findlayson,     Right Gerald Solomon 
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The Curtis Family in Stutton – A work in Progress 

Nigel Banham    

 

For many years, a Roll of Honour was exhibited in our village hall, listing the names of all 

who served in WWI. The first village hall was built as the ‘Victory Hall’ after the war, to 

commemorate the victory and those who had served. This list had been missing for 

some while but now Vic Scott, our Local History Recorder, has recently been able to 

locate a transcript of it, and we now have a list of all who returned from the War, in 

addition to those who died, whose names are in St Peter’s Church.  

There are three officers with the name of Curtis on it; one in the Royal Field Artillery; one 

in the RAF and one, would you believe, in the 13th Bengal Lancers! 

Maybe they were brothers? 

   

In checking for Stutton residents during WWI, I found that whilst Ida Fryer was 

researching the history of her own house, The Grove, she came up with a John Richard 

Blood Curtis, who lived there from 1916 to 1922. Was there a connection with our three 

officers?   

The research trail now leads away from the military and down the road of this, our known 

resident at that time, with such a distinctive name. He has quite a history! 

 

The 1901 census has John living in Surrey, having been born at Keynsham near Bristol 

in 1861. He was married in Kingston, Surrey in 1890 and that same year he joined the 

famous steamship company, P&O.  

His father was a barge and tug owner/ skipper, and apparently John’s elder brother 

followed the family occupation, probably working out of the Port of London and the 

Medway. John too was to join this company some years afterwards, maybe as a result of 

a disaster that we will come to later. There was considerable trade between London and 

the East Coast ports carried by the flat bottomed, sea-going Thames sailing barges, still 

managed, preserved and raced today, often for corporate entertainment. I recall reading 

these heavy 80ft boats were sailed by a man and a ‘boy’, the man being anything up to 

90 and boy maybe up to 70!  The Stour, its farms and villages would have been well 

known to the bargees at the time. There were wharfs all the way up our river, the 

remains of which are still there to see, as with Graham’s Wharf at Stutton Ness and the 
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large wooden timbers at Erwarton.  Mistley too had a long-standing shipyard for building 

and breaking ships – one of Nelson’s ships was built there. 

 

John became a qualified ship’s officer with a Master’s certificate. By 1887 he had worked 

for P&O for seven years and was Second Officer on a steamship. The SS Tasmania was 

a valuable and well found ship, built on the Clyde and just three years old, with 161 

passengers and crew, on passage from India to London via Port Said and Marseille. She 

hit the Monachi rocks off the island of Corsica at just after 4.00am on 17 April 1887 (see 

below). Thirty-five people including the captain were killed; some of the ships boats got 

ashore with a few of the passengers  although most of the passengers had to stay on 

the ship for a further day and night, whilst heavy seas battered and further damaged the 

ship, which was laying on its port side. They were rescued by small boats taking them to 

larger vessels which were standing off.  The ship later broke up. John Curtis was the 

officer of the deck that night and a navigational error was made, which, although it may 

not have been entirely his fault, the inquiry found his was the main error and the 

responsibility for the loss. The court suspended his Master’s ticket for two years, 

although it allowed him to keep a first mate’s ticket. 
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Whether he continued to go to sea or changed to concentrate on his company business 

(A B Curtis and Co) is unclear, but his name crops up more often in connection with the 

family business after this point and in 1896 there is a record of him as one of the 

directors. His brother, A B Curtis left the company at this time and it became a 

partnership between John and a Mr H R Jennings. 

 

By 1904 it was known as The Mercantile Lighterage (1904) Co Ltd and that year had a 

70ft steel steam tug built by the Montrose Shipbuilding Company, named   

the Glory. The photo below shows her in camouflage paint, maybe done when she was 

requisitioned for Admiralty service at Chatham dockyard in 1916. She must have been a 

sturdy vessel, as she was not scrapped until 1952, having passed through a number of 

owners. His company had at least three other vessels; and probably more. 

 

 

 

70ft steel steam tug built by the Montrose Shipbuilding Company, named the Glory 
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In 1913 he was elected the President of 

the Association of Master Lightermen           

and Barge Owners (Port of London), an 

organization whose records end as 

recently as 2001; so in his time and in 

his trade, he was a successful and well 

known figure.           

 

The post-war ‘boom and bust’ resulted in 

the depression and affected many 

businesses, including this one and there 

is a record of a personal bankruptcy for 

John Curtis in 1924, when he had left 

The Grove, and was again living in 

London. 

 

 

Now for the sons: 

The first of our Roll of Honour men, Mr R E Curtis was born at Cuddington, Surrey in 

1899, went to school in Kent and he later served in the Royal Field Artillery, arriving in 

France as a 2nd Lieut in August 1918. It would seem that he stayed in the UK and died 

in Yorkshire in 1969.  

 

The second, Mr A G N Curtis is definitely his brother, again born at Cuddington, in 1901 

and must have served in the War to get on our Roll of Honour. His unit, the Bengal 

Lancers, also known as Watson’s Horse 1, was and is an Indian Army regiment. In WWI 

it served in middle Mesopotamia in the unsuccessful campaign against the Turks to try 

to lift the siege of Kut al Amara, (in present day Iraq) and then, in 1919 in Waziristan 

during the 3rd Afghan War. Perhaps nothing changes!  In December 1920 he was 

admitted to the British Army of India and remained there, rising to the high rank of 

Lieutenant Colonel after WWII. I have not yet tracked his service record but he was 

finally released from army recall in 1955. I have come across a record of the Curtis 
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name with the Christian name ‘Blood’ in the Indian civil service in the late C19 , so it is 

possible that this second brother joined the unit through a family connection.  

 

The third of our mystery men, Mr S (Sydney Francis?) Curtis was promoted to Major in 

the RAF and definitely served in France. His birth is recorded 1897 in the Epsom district, 

very near where the other two were born; a marriage in Godstone Surrey in 1924 and his 

death in 1954 at the young age of 57. 

 

Whilst the family were at The Grove, there was a burial record of a stillborn child in 1917, 

carried out by the Sexton for Mr Curtis Jnr. Clearly, one of John’s sons although, 

unfortunately, we do not have an initial so I cannot yet tie this in to which of our young 

Curtis memorial records this applies. 

 

There is much circumstantial evidence that these three men were the sons of John 

Richard Blood Curtis and that they are on our honour roll indicates that at the War’s end 

their family home was here.  

 

The younger men moved away and yet something brought their father, John Richard 

Blood Curtis back to East Anglia late in his life. He died in Norwich, at the age of 70, 

early in 1931.  

 

More research is needed to investigate their lives and to fill in the gaps.  

A continuing story! 

 

With thanks to Vic Scott, Ida Fryer, Thames Tugs, Warwick University Library.    

1 The 13th (Duke of Connaught's) Regiment of Bengal Lancers was originally raised in 
1857, at Lahore, as the 4th Sikh Irregular Cavalry by Lieutenants H Cattley and John 
Watson VC. Watson was appointed the commandant but did not join until 1860. He 
would go on to command the regiment for eleven years and is better known for 
introducing changes in the riding practices of the cavalry, whereby the rider would rise in 
the stirrups during the trot instead of bumping along in the saddle. The Regiment went 
through several name changes finishing in 1904 as 13th Duke of Connaught’s Own 
Lancers (Watson’s Horse). 

 

If anyone has any information about the Curtis Family I would be delighted to hear from 

them Nigel Banham   01473 328286 
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Austin Packard Farrar: The Woolverstone Shipyard Years 1946 – 1959 

Victor Scott 

 

Austin Packard Farrar, better known in the yachting world as ‘Clarence’ lived in Orchard 

House, Stutton. His mother had bought the house in 1944 and was living there with 

Clarence's brother Norman when he joined them on leaving the Admiralty in 1946. Since 

his death in 2004, the house, garages, and most of the long brick barn which was 

originally a wheelwright's shop, have been pulled down, and the site cleared for what is 

now Wheelwright's Close. 

 

 

Clarence was a marine engineer and later a yacht and sail designer. During the war he 

worked in the Admiralty designing anti-torpedo nets etc. When he left in 1946 he hired 

approximately 23 acres of land from the Woolverstone Estate; this included the Cat 

House Hard, the concrete road down from the B1456 Shotley Road, and the Nissen 

huts, diesel storage tanks and pier left by the Army/Royal Navy, both having been 

stationed there.  

Woolverstone Hall and much of the park was used by the military during the war, and 

landing craft were moored in the river. The base had been named HMS Woolverstone, 

and when he took over, Clarence renamed it Woolverstone Shipyard.
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Cat House Woolverstone     Main workshop and diesel tank 

 

My connection with Clarence began in 1946 just before Christmas, and lasted until his 

death in 2004. I had been sent from Holbrook Secondary Modern School for an interview 

at the shipyard, and on 6th January 1947, at 14 years old, I started working there as the 

first boat-building apprentice. For a 48 hour week I was paid 10/- (50p). 

 

The shipyard consisted of the concrete road down from the Shotley Road to the Cat 

House Hard. This was built for the Army during the war, and in the patches of tarmac on 

the surface, it was possible to see where tank tracks had travelled over it. A concrete 

hard had been built with a retaining wall under the cliff. The slipway was constructed with 

concrete ‘chocolate blocks’, with the wooden pier pointing out into the river in the centre. 

Three wooden ‘dolphins’ had been build  upstream of the pier; these allowed a tanker to 

lay alongside and pump diesel oil up to the large brick covered storage tanks at the top 

of the cliff; steel pipes having been laid from the dolphins to the tanks. 

Two large Nissen huts were on the lower level by the hard, and a smaller hut, sat on the 

top of the cliff, overlooking the river. This small hut should have been taken down, being 

so exposed, but Clarence had a frame built over it, thatching the roof and weather- 

boarding the sides. When finished it looked like a little cottage from a distance, and 

served as the yard office for many years. Later in its life, the thatch was removed and 

replaced with felt tiles. 

      The January and February of winter of 1946/47 when I started at the shipyard were 

the hardest for many years. It kept snowing for several weeks, and German prisoners of 

war were employed clearing the drifts along the Shotley Road. The River Orwell was full 

of ice floes, and the slipway was like a skating rink. Geoff Quantrill, the foreman, had 

already slipped over and broken his shoulder, and was still wearing a sling when I met 
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him. When I arrived the other staff were Fred, a carpenter from Sheerness, and a little 

odd job man called Bob.  

We had no water, electricity or toilet to begin with. Water to make the tea had to be 

collected in a bucket from the Cat House by me. Mrs Snell lived there at the time, and I 

had to go into her scullery and pump the water up. Later Clarence took over the Cat 

House and Geoff and his family lived there for a while. 

 

The Yard Office 

The two Nissen huts were used as our first workshops, and quite soon a generator was 

acquired and installed in the end of one of them. During the war a string of mines had 

been laid across the river from the Hard. They were connected to a switch ashore, ready 

to be set off if German ships came up the river. When they were removed after the War, 

the armoured cable was left in place. This we pulled ashore and used to connect the 

workshops to the generator for lighting, burying the cable underground. 

We heated the workshops by liberating two cast iron ‘Tortoise’ stoves from the empty 

Nissen huts where the Royal Harwich Yacht Club now stands. We filled the stoves with 

brick rubble and connected them to a drip feed of diesel oil, rescued from what was left 

when the storage tanks were emptied.  

Clarence bought a large sectional shed which stood in the area of the Strand at 

Wherstead, where Fox’s Marina is now situated. Fred the carpenter was sent to mark 

the sections ready to dismantle for transporting to the shipyard. Unfortunately, he 

marked one side of the building ‘R’ for road, and the other ‘R’ for river. Fitting the 

sections together was rather difficult, and Fred was not popular. The shed was erected 

beside one of the diesel storage tanks, and became our main workshop for many years. 

The second tank was situated in the trees halfway up the concrete road, by the present 

football pitch. Both tanks were eventually opened up and used for storage. 
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The workforce slowly increased; Don Everitt, Hazel Booth and Amos ‘Mo’ King from Pin 

Mill joined us. They were soon followed by Stan Horlock and Albert Webb. The extra 

staff handled the hauling out and launching, and the rigging work. To begin with, the 

hauling out and launching was carried out using wooden ‘hollows and rounds’, also 

called greasy ways. The hollows were staked down on the slipway; one of my jobs was 

to apply tallow and thick grease to them. The rounds were set up on the hollows, and a 

cradle was constructed on top. When the rising tide had covered the cradle to a 

sufficient depth, the yacht to be brought ashore was floated onto it and made fast. Then 

came the heavy work; all we had was a four man winch, mounted on the wall at the top 

of the slip. Everyone had to help on the winch, hauling the yacht on the greasy ways to 

the wall, where it was jacked up on beams and shored up. 

 

Launching was carried out in a similar way. The greasy ways and cradle were built up 

under the yacht, which was lowered onto them using bottle jacks. When all was ready 

and the tide was up, the iron dogs holding the yacht at the top of the slip were knocked 

out, and if all went well with everyone pushing, the cradle slid down into the water, the 

yacht floating off to be towed to a mooring. Quite soon Clarence obtained a petrol/ 

paraffin-driven winch which we mounted on top of the wall under a corrugated iron 

shelter. Once installed, life was a lot easier. The winch had been brought from ‘Slumpy’ 

near Monkey Lodge at Freston, in George Burrows’ lighter from Pin Mill. 

 

Some repair work was being carried out on the yachts ashore. Timber was rationed just 

after the War, and in short supply. We managed to ease the situation by several of us 

rowing out one foggy morning to the wooden ‘dolphins’ in the river. They were 

constructed with 12inch by 12inch baulks of pitch pine, about 10ft long. We struggled to 

unbolt some of them and tow them ashore. At that time the Estate Yard sawmill at the 

top of the Cat House road was still operating, so the baulks of timber were loaded onto a 

trolley, and some of the men pulled it up the hill to the mill where the timber was sliced 

up into boards of varying thickness. Loaded back onto the trolley the men started to 

return with it to the shipyard.  At the top of the slope about a third of the way back, they 

decided they had done enough pulling, and got on top of the load to ride back down the 

hill. They picked up speed and all went well until they tried to turn the trolley to head for 

the workshop. Unfortunately the trolley hit a low pile of rubble, stopping suddenly.  
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The men shot off, the planks shot off after them, and all landed up in a heap. The men 

ended up with skinned knees and knuckles, fortunately nobody was seriously hurt. The 

air turned blue for a while, as they blamed each other.  

 

My first job at the shipyard, apart from fetching water, tea-making and spreading grease, 

was to help the foreman Geoff Quantrill build a traditional 8ft pram dinghy. With spruce 

planking, mahogany transoms and top strakes, and ash timbers and gunwhales, it 

looked very smart after several coats of varnish. This was my first introduction to 

traditional boat building and clenching up. 

Clarence took on another apprentice, Brian Everett from Ipswich. He and I were the 

same age and started our apprenticeships at the same time, and quite often we worked 

together. By this time Geoff had built a mould, and was working on two Canadian 

canoes for the British team in the 1948 Olympics. Built of cedar veneers, they were the 

first attempts at the cold moulding construction process which later became well known 

as Clarence's designs. The timber had been obtained from Stutton House, the tree 

having blown down in a past gale. To transport the logs, Clarence located an old lorry 

chassis complete with wheels; this he towed behind Bumble his 1924 Bentley, with the 

logs lashed on top. They were taken away and sliced to the required thickness. 

Clarence designed an 11ft pram dinghy, and I helped Geoff build the mould. These were 

the first of the cold moulded dinghies to go into production. A male mould was 

constructed by setting up a timber backbone on two low trestles, and fitting wooden 

sections along it at regular intervals. One inch square soft wood battens were fastened 

to the sections, closely touching each other. After fairing off and sanding, the mould was 

ready to fit the first skin of veneers. Because cold moulding was a comparatively new 

method of construction, a few special tools were required, as these were not available, 

Clarence designed and made what was needed. Ordinary Primo staplers were used to 

hold the veneers in place. A second skin was fitted diagonally onto the first, then a few 

veneers at a time were lifted, the staples in the exposed first skin were removed, and the 

second skin of veneers was glued down using Aerolite resins and hardener. After 

sanding smooth, a third and final skin of veneer was fitted and glued down, the staples 

later removed and the hull sanded. Each skin of veneers was laid in a different direction, 

making the finished hull very strong. After lifting off the mould, sanding internally, fitting 

transoms, gunwhales etc the finished dinghy was given several coats of varnish or paint. 
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The same method of construction and resin glues was used to build the Clarence- 

designed 14ft International Racing dinghies for which he became famous. For these 

racing dinghies, thicker veneers were used, often the outer skin which was laid fore and 

aft, was of mahogany. Because of the thicker veneers, Clarence designed and built a 

much larger and stronger stapler, as nothing suitable was available. 

 

During my apprenticeship, I mostly worked with Geoff the foreman. He was a fully 

qualified boat builder and taught me all I know about the trade, including many of the 

tricks involved. We built the wooden mould and the first of Clarence's cold moulded 14ft 

International racing dinghies together. She was called Windsprite and won many races, 

including the Prince of Wales’ Cup. 

 

Bare hull of Windsprite Left Geoff, Right Vic 

 

The boats we built were always to Clarence's design; they had to be built to strict class 

rules, which included weight, length, and breadth measurements etc. These were always 

officially checked before each important race. By altering his design within the rules, 

Clarence managed to build many race winners over the years. 

       

In 1950 Judy Cracknell joined the staff at the shipyard as Clarence's secretary. 

Sometime later three more lads were taken on as apprentices; they were Pat Blake, 

Mick Eaglestone and Denis ‘Joe’ Elvin.  

We continued to build the cold moulded 11ft pram dinghies, one of which was fitted out 

for sailing.  
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In 1951 Clarence took me and the dinghy up to the Festival of Britain, towing   

a trailer behind his 1924 Bentley which was an open sports car. Clarence usually wore a 

Naval duffle coat, woolly hat and scarf when driving, the scarf streaming out behind him 

as we tore along.  On this trip, I am sure the trailer only touched the road on the high 

spots, and when we slowed down. We had left Stutton early in the morning, and when 

we arrived at the Festival we left the car and went looking for some breakfast. On our 

return we found two London Bobbies looking over Bumble, the Bentley. They thought it 

was to be part of the exhibition. They were particularly interested when Clarence told 

them it was fitted with a speedometer from an old police car.  

   

Bumble 

 

Before we left the Festival, we rigged the dinghy and Clarence sailed it backwards round 

the boat pond. 

In the early years of the shipyard, HMS Ganges at Shotley brought their large yacht 

Heligoland to one of our moorings. She was a prize taken from the Germans at the end 

of the war. Every week while she was there, a Petty Officer and two boys from the 

Ganges came to the shipyard to work on her. 

 

For several years yachts from Holland, Belgium and Great Britain came to the shipyard's 

moorings to spend two weeks preparing for the Harwich to the Hook of Holland sea 

races. We were kept busy carrying out minor repairs and varnishing etc.  
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On the race day we all piled into the yard's launch and went down to see the races start, 

following the yachts out of the harbour. I was able to take many photographs of the 

yachts under full sail over the years. 

 

Clarence was asked by the Royal Canoe Club to design and build an International 

Sailing Canoe. It was round bilged and completely decked in, with a sliding seat across 

the canoe for the helmsman. Jack Holt was also asked to build a hard chine version. We 

built the Clarence-designed boat by the cold moulding process. She was named 

Eastwind. Jack's boat was built in marine ply and called Quest. On completion, the two 

boats were raced against each other, the best boat to be used to represent Great Britain, 

competing against an American boat for the New York Challenge Cup. The boat 

designed by Clarence proved to be the better, and was the one chosen. The races took 

place in the sea at Aldeburgh over three days in August 1952. Clarence took me there 

each day in the Bentley, to carry out minor adjustments to Eastwind. Unfortunately, the 

British helmsman, Graham Goodson, Commodore of the Aldeburgh Yacht Club, was 

taken ill before the first race. The replacement helmsman, Peter Griffiths, had only two 

years’ experience against the American's twenty years. The American, Lou Whitman, 

was also heavier, which suited the conditions at the time. With Lou winning two of the 

three races, the New York Challenge Cup returned to America, after Great Britain having 

held it for the previous nineteen years. 

 

Clarence also designed pram dinghies which folded flat. These were the 6ft Oyster, 8ft 

Clamshell, and a sailing version called Nautilus. Because they were easy to stow on 

board a yacht, a good number were made and sold.        

 

Percy Lipsett joined the workforce and took up residence in the Cat House; by this time 

Geoff Quantrill had moved to a new house in Ipswich. Percy had been living on the 

Island of Lundy. He stayed with us for several years, working on the cold moulded 

constructions. When he finally left, he went to work at the Outward Bound School in 

Devon, making his home in Yealmton near Plymouth. 

 

On 31 January 1953 floods hit the East Coast. At the shipyard, yachts laid up on the 

concrete hard were washed over, large boats falling onto smaller ones and crushing 

them. Some were washed away and ended up amongst the trees in the park.  
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The boards on top of the pier were washed off, and the wooden ramp to the shore end of 

the pier was pulled to one side. Debris and boat parts were strewn along the foreshore 

from Woolverstone to Pin Mill. Fred, Old Bob, Stan and Albert had left by this time, and it 

took the rest of us several days to clear up and burn the wreckage. From that time, 

yachts were no longer laid up on the slip, but taken on trolleys up into the park. 

 

At the age of 21, both Brian Everett and I came to the end of our apprenticeships, 

finishing as qualified boat builders. Having been taught to build racing dinghies, make 

the hollow spruce masts, rigging them, making metal fittings, painting and varnishing, 

and repairing wooden yachts, we then found ourselves called up for National Service. 

Brian went into the Army and I went into the Royal Air Force, first to Cardington in 

Cambridgeshire to be kitted out, then to Wilmslow in Cheshire to do eight weeks training. 

My posting at the end of the eight weeks came for me to report to RAF Middle Wallop in 

Hampshire as a fighter plotter. Before I was able to go, I was put into isolation with a 

temperature of 102o. Having missed that posting I received another; this was exactly 

what I wanted. I was sent to the Marine Craft Training School at Mount Batten near 

Plymouth for another eight week course. I left at the end of it as a Leading Aircraftman 

Boatwright. My final posting was to RAF Calshot near Southampton, and here I spent 

the rest of my two years, going back to Mount Batten for promotional trade tests, and 

once for two weeks at RAF Felixstowe. My job at RAF Calshot entailed surveying all 

types of marine craft as they came in for repair, and checking them over on test runs 

after repairs, before they were sent back again to their various bases.       

 

Clarence had kept my old job open, and I returned to the shipyard in September 1955. I 

found most of the old gang still there, only ‘Joe’ Elvin had left while I was away. 

Clarence had designed a ‘wingsail’; this was shaped like the wing of a Spitfire fighter 

plane. It was constructed of lightweight spruce frames, covered with fabric and doped. 

The top section lifted off for reefing. Mounted on an internal tripod mast, it was tried out 

on a sailing canoe.  

 

Another unusual design by Clarence was a cold moulded wooden body for a racing car. 

Fitted with a glued tubular chassis and engine by Coes of Ipswich, and painted British 

racing green, it was called an F C B Special and raced in handicaps at Snetterton.  
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The F C B stood for Farrar, Coe and Bunbury, the owner being Sir William Bunbury. 

Later we built a moulded body for a saloon version. It was never used and finally sold 

locally.  

 

For the next few years we built more of the 14ft International Racing Dinghies, complete 

with wooden masts and all the gear: several became champions, winning important 

races. We were still building the 11ft moulded pram dinghies, and in 1956, the last time 

the National Boat Show was held at Olympia, we had the dinghy mould in the stand 

belonging to Aero Research, whose resin glues we were using, and we demonstrated 

the cold moulding process. 

Previously Clarence had acquired an old Rolls Royce ambulance. We removed the body 

leaving the driver's cab. A new body was built by the cold moulding method (how else?) 

turning it into a truck. The engine Clarence fitted was a diesel brought from Paxman's 

Diesels in Colchester, by Clarence's brother Norman who worked there. We used this 

truck to transport the dinghy mould, the equipment and two of us, to and from the Boat 

Show. 

 

A job of work which I carried out later involved the varnishing and re-rigging of one of 

Uffa Fox's original double skinned 14ft International Racing Dinghies, called Gyrinus. I 

carried out the work in the barn at Orchard House, and on completion Clarence 

presented it to the National Maritime Museum at Greenwich where it was on exhibition. 

The last 14ft International I built to Clarence's design was Bolero, another winner of the 

Prince of Wales’ Cup. She was exhibited at the 1957 National Boat Show at Earl’s Court. 
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Clarence began to become more involved in sail making, designing spinnakers and 

‘Junk’ rigs etc. He eventually started a sail-making business known as Seahorse Sails in 

partnership with Leslie Widdicombe at Hadleigh. This meant that Clarence wasn't able to 

spend as much time at the shipyard as before. A lot of his designing was done at 

Orchard House, his home in Stutton. Orchard House had a flat roof at the front, and 

Clarence erected an aluminium mast on this to set his newly designed sails to check 

them out. When passing on the road, it was possible to see the sails billowing out above 

the house. Later Clarence moved from Hadleigh to Martlesham Heath, calling his new 

business, Austin Farrar Sailmakers Ltd. 

 

In 1958 the whole of the Woolverstone Estate, which was owned by Oxford University 

Trust, came up for sale. Clarence, who had been renting the shipyard since 1946, now 

purchased it. In 1959 he sold the shipyard to Mr John David from Barnet, who soon 

changed the name to Woolverstone Marina, although the actual pontoon marina wasn't 

built until much later when Mr David had sold the yard to another company. The 

foreman, Geoff Quantrill, left when Clarence sold the shipyard. I stayed on, working on 

the yachts and estimating for repair work etc. During this time we hauled out and 

serviced the Trinity House launches from Harwich. The business changed owners 

several times while I was there. I was made assistant manager in charge of the 

workshops for a number of years, and when it was decided to franchise them, I ran the 

chandlery. I slowly reduced my days working, and retired fully in 2002 at the age of 70, 

having worked at Woolverstone Shipyard/Marina for a total of 55 years. 

 

Clarence and I kept in touch, and as we lived near each other; he would often phone me 

up to spend an hour with him in the evening, talking of old times and sampling his 

homemade wine. When he became confined to a bed downstairs, he asked me to be on 

the end of his lifeline, together with the lady who cooked for him. We both knew where to 

find the key to get in if we were needed. 

Eventually Clarence went into a home in Wherstead. When he died in 2004, I was asked 

to do the flowers at his funeral. I also received some of his books, and I have the 

windvane from the end of the long barn set up in my garden. 

 

I feel very privileged to have known Clarence, both at work and as a friend for almost 60 

years. As well as a very clever and knowledgeable person, he was a gentleman.    
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Renovating Our Old House Barnfield 

Marnie Bragg 

  

  

On 23 February 1977 my family and I moved into a house in Stutton.  The house was 

called Barnfield and parts of it were very old. 

 

The house had been divided in two and we lived in one half, while the lady next door 

looked for another house.  The side we lived in was the oldest part of the house.  It had 

two bedrooms. Entrance to one was through the other; downstairs was one small room, 

a kitchen and a bathroom.  The whole of this house inside was lined with hardboard, 

which had covered up any beams apart from one very large beam in the downstairs 

room.  All the original downstairs windows had been replaced with large metal-framed 

windows and the fireplace had been closed in and made into a small tiled quaint one.  All 

these alterations had been done when beams and fireplaces had become unpopular; it 

was a way of modernising.  When we moved in it was fashionable to have beams and 

huge fireplaces and what we wanted to do was turn it all back to as original as possible. 

 

In April 1979 the lady next door moved into a new house and the other side of our house 

stood empty.  It was all very exciting because we hadn’t really seen much of the inside.  

Upstairs there were two bedrooms; access to one bedroom was through the other, the 

same as in our side of the house.  Downstairs there were two small rooms, also at the 

back of this house a small extension had been built which had been used as a kitchen 

and a bathroom; the roof was made from chipboard covered with felt.  It was very damp.  

The inside of the original house had been boarded in the same way, the fireplace had 

also been altered, but the windows were old and wooden and very rotten.  At the back of 

the house was an old dairy, which was stripped bare down to red brick.  It had been 

used as a storeroom and it had a small fireplace.  The dairy would eventually become 

our kitchen.  

 

We continued to live in our side, and started to do the other side up.  Firstly, we wanted 

to get rid of all the hardboard, which was lining the house.  Downstairs came out first.  

We found three doorways; one still had a small door hanging.  The doors were very 

small, about four feet high.  Also across the room, where there was a false wall, we 
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found under the hardboard a door hanging onto a beam.  Looking at the ceiling and the 

way the beams joined, we came to the conclusion it was where a staircase had been 

with a door at the bottom, which led into the room.   You would have thought that when 

doing the house, and they were putting the hardboard up, they would have removed 

doors hanging in the middle of nowhere, although it did make it all the more interesting 

for us. 

After stripping the downstairs, we went upstairs and began to pull out the hardboard.  

While we were ripping it out, we heard a really loud rushing noise, which sounded like 

stones or sand falling.  We carried on until Mum looked out of the window and saw 

hundreds of bats flying out of the eaves of our house and into the roof of the house 

across the road.  When all was quiet, Dad then carried on taking down the hardboard 

and as he pulled a huge bit from the wall, the room filled with bats.   Everybody got out 

as quickly as possible.  We never had trouble with the bats after that.  I think it’s because 

they had no place to hide.  When all the hardboard had gone, you could really start to 

see how the house was made and what it would look like when it was finished.  It also 

looked a lot bigger, bearing in mind we had gained another 12ins all around.  The whole 

house was full of beams and between them was wattle and daub. The beams were very 

old and covered in woodworm and while we were at this stage, we discovered that the 

base beam running along the front of the house was just hanging.  We put in Acro prop 

supports to hold some weight while we decided quite what to do. 

We had a builder helping us, and along with him we dug away the beam, putting more 

supports up, underpinned it all and put in a new beam, and fixed the joining beams back 

in so that it all had all its original strength back.  The beam we used to replace was a 

large oak beam, which we had got from an old Victorian/Georgian house that we 

demolished in Long Melford.  Oak beams are extremely strong and the wood is very 

hard, sometimes it is difficult even to knock a nail in. 

 

Our next major job was to re-do the roof.  It was September and the weather was good 

so we thought we would get the roof even and watertight; only on the side we were 

doing up though, and the job had to be done as quickly as possible.  The outside was 

surrounded with scaffolding and a day was set aside for the tiles to come off. 

It was six o’clock in the morning when we got up.  There were six of us and we were all 

positioned, two on the roof, two on the scaffolding and two on the ground stacking tiles.  

The tiles were slid down chutes and cushioned at the bottom by sacks filled with straw.  
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The tiles were worth about eight pence each, which is a lot of money when there are six 

thousand on one roof. 

It took until after lunch to strip all the peg tiles off, and then after lunch off came all the 

batons, which had warped and twisted and caused the roof to look such a mess.  At one 

time the roof had been thatched; we could tell this by the beams and markings in the 

roof. 

Before anything could start to go back on the roof, there was quite a lot of repair work to 

do.  Ten or so roof timbers had to be strengthened and the large chimney stack which 

went through the centre of the house had to be rebuilt at the top because it had been 

badly damaged.  When all was safe and secure again it was time to put back the tiles.  

Firstly, we covered the whole roof in thick felt, special roofing felt, and then we put back 

all new batons. The batons were to hold the tiles in place, which were originally all 

pegged with wooden pegs to the roof. Also a soft mortar had been used like cement to 

hold the tiles.  Each tile had to be cleaned of any of this mortar and taken back up onto 

the roof.  This was the hardest bit.  We made up our own cement from lime, which is 

very soft and can in turn be easily chipped away when the roof needs re-doing in years 

to come.  We also pegged each eighth tile.  It took a long time to get six thousand tiles 

back on the roof, but it was well worth it.  The roof was all neat and tidy and because old 

tiles were used, it looked as if it had just had a haircut. 

  

It was back to the inside of the house and quite what to do next.  We took away the 

extension at the back and found against the huge chimneybreast on the end of the 

house the remains of an old bread oven.  Nothing that could be used, but it was all very 

interesting.  Also we found a door between the dairy and the main room, so we opened it 

up and began to use it.  We decided that this half of the house would have one large 

bedroom upstairs, as had originally been and the second bedroom would be made very 

much smaller with a hall and a small shower and toilet room.  The stairs were going the 

other side, so until we did the other side of the house up, we had to get up and down the 

stairs using a ladder.  Downstairs would be one large lounge.  At the end of the house 

was a huge inglenook fireplace and at the other end of the lounge was the back of the 

central chimneystack. The dairy would be turned into our kitchen. 

 

We were given some old postcards and photographs of the house and it showed that the 

original position of the front door was the other side, and so that’s where we decided to 
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have it. The oldest part of the house was the other side, which had at one time been 

quite large but had been in a fire. The side we were doing up at present had been rebuilt 

using timbers which had been saved. Many of the timbers showed scorch-marks. 

The house was a listed building and so there were grants available for doing it up, many 

of which are very strict and very unpractical.  One was a grant for the windows, which 

insisted that we keep the windows in this side of the house, as they were very old.  They 

were so rotten that when we tried to take them out to do up the walls, they simply fell 

apart. They wouldn’t close or open and it was impossible to use them.  It took ages for 

the Council to finally agree that they couldn’t be used, although we did still have to come 

to an agreement with them on our next choice. 

The walls of the house were re-done, the beams stayed exactly where they were but the 

wattle and daub was removed and numbered so that the good bits could be replaced.  

We also put in any beams that needed to be replaced.  The house at this moment was 

just skeletal and it was at this stage that we had all the beams and some of the old red 

brick sandblasted.  This got rid of all the rotten wood, which was riddled with woodworm.  

The beams were all made from oak, which is an extremely hard wood and can stand up 

to quite a bit.  After the sandblasting, every beam in the house had to be painted with a 

special cream on at least three sides.  The cream eventually soaks through the beam 

killing any form of insect in it, and we had plenty of woodworm and death watch beetle.  

The standing joke was the fact that the trees in the orchard were also eaten away by 

woodworm, meaning they’d eaten all the wood in the house! 

  

We decided on some windows and had to have them specially made.  They were put in 

place and then the walls were rebuilt.  Because the windows were very small we put at 

the back of the house three panels of glass between the beams to let in more light.  It 

looked very nice and very unusual.  For the walls, we put back any of the wattle and 

daub that could be saved and in the remaining walls we built with brick and packed with 

fibreglass, and then we used Carlite bonding which resembles wattle and daub.  The 

outside was covered in mesh to hold the rendering and it was rendered three times, the 

final coat being more of a wash. 

The base of the walls all round was injected with a damp proofing liquid, which works by 

soaking through and crystallizing.  When all this had been done it meant the house was 

all sound and watertight and that we could work on the inside with no worries. 
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The brickwork on both chimneys was in poor condition.  The bricks were very old and 

crumbly.  Although they were safe, we wanted to keep red bricks showing but the dust 

and bits of grit off these bricks would be impossible to keep clean.  Dad lined the outside 

of the middle stack with another layer of red bricks and a non-crumbly cement. 

The inglenook, which opened up into the lounge, was lined in the same manner.  Inside 

the fireplace it was domed and Dad also left two shelves in the back to stand pots.   The 

front of the fireplace was also arched and in the arch we left it so you could see the 

original brick and beam.  In the dairy there was a small fireplace with a small chimney.  

Also the central stack ran through the dairy, only this side of it had an enormous hole in 

it and it was full up to the level of the hole with brick rubble, obviously where the chimney 

had fallen down at some stage.  We couldn’t take the rubble out from this angle so we 

bricked up the hole and then lined the outside in old red bricks.  Upstairs, where we were 

going to change one bedroom into a smaller one and a hall and shower, we had to put in 

two false walls.  We were lucky in that we had lots of spare beams; we also knew now 

how the beams went so it was fairly easy.  It was also about this time that we had all the 

plumbing and electrics put in. 

The dairy roof was done very much quicker because the tiles were pantiles, which are 

very much bigger; also the roof was smaller.  

We had a window put in the back of the dairy.  There was one there but it was small and 

rotten.  We had a matching one to the rest of the windows put in.  We also had a stable 

door made for the dairy.  It was a big heavy oak one, handmade by a carpenter down 

the road.  There was another doorway leading from the kitchen into the other side of the 

house.  We opened the old door and hanging on the back of it was an old shaving 

leather strap.  We could not get through the door because of the hardboard lining the 

other side. 

  

Well, by this time all structural work was done, and it was only things like decorating, 

which included rendering between the beams, artexing the ceilings and scraping and 

cleaning all the beams.  They then had to be stained and the house painted inside.  The 

windows had to be treated and painted and any holes filled.  You always seem to get 

small holes and gaps. 

Running down from the ceiling in the middle of the lounge, we had put in a huge king 

beam.  It was carved in at the top and pinned and cemented at its base.  It was put in as 

a support beam because we had taken out some false walls.   
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After this we moved everything out from downstairs and got ready for the last task, which 

was concreting the floor in the lounge and dairy.  Before we concreted, we laid down 

sheets of polythene to stop any damp coming through and then concreted over this.  

Then we had to stay out of the room for at least a week until the concrete was 

completely dry.  

  

On Christmas Eve day we moved in. It was really exciting. On the floor in the lounge we 

just laid down scatter rugs.  The lounge was approximately 24ft by 15ft, very large, and 

at that moment I think a carpet would have been too expensive.  We hung old Victorian 

lace curtains at the window, moved in the cooker, fitted carpets upstairs, and knocked 

through the hall upstairs, one side to the other and downstairs in the kitchen, so we 

could use the whole house.  Lastly, we moved in an enormous Christmas tree and all the 

decorations.  It turned out to be a fantastic Christmas. 

  

Shortly after Christmas, we started on the other side of the house, the oldest bit. We 

sealed back off the two entrances we had made and began ripping out the hardboard.  

Upstairs was very old; behind one wall we found an old bedroom fireplace leading from 

the main stack. The beams by the windows had grooves cut in them to hold the beams 

for the old mullion windows. These are very old windows, which date back to late 

mediaeval/early Tudor times.  In the poorer smaller houses these windows didn’t have 

glass.  In the richer homes they were sealed with shutters. 

  

This side of the house dated back to early Tudor times making it about 400 to 450 years 

old.  Downstairs in the front the house had been brought out level with the top bedroom.  

From the old photographs we were given we could see how it had been originally. The 

bottom of the house dipped back, the beams showed and there was a front door.  All this 

had been replaced by a huge false wall and a big metal framed window. Although this 

side of the house was older, it had been badly altered during the years and would 

require a lot more work. 

The fireplace in the downstairs room was enormous. As we uncovered it we found some 

small china dolls, very tiny and broken. We also found some coins, nothing of any value, 

although we did hope that we could come across a pot of gold coins!  We couldn’t see 

the inside of the fireplace because it was full of brick rubble from when the chimney had 

fallen down. All this had to come out in wheelbarrows. There was a lot of it there.  
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Also in this room was another huge metal window. To put it in, they had cut away at the 

beams so they all looked a bit mashed up. On the back of the house another extension 

had been put up, which had been used as a kitchen and bathroom. Although it was a 

newer building it was still old and we uncovered a tiny little door leading through it. The 

house was stripped down inside so we could see where to start, which bits to renew, 

rebuild and alter. 

We put in a new downstairs wall in the front with a smaller window to match the other 

side of the house. Also we put back the front door to its old original position.  It was a 

difficult job because we had to put in all the beams for the wall and make it look as old 

and original as possible. These beams were the only ones that would be visible from the 

outside. All the rest of the beams were rendered over on the outside and could only be 

seen inside. It’s very difficult to seal round beams and the house would be very cold if 

the beams were seen inside and out. 

The roof on this side needed doing but it wasn’t so big and the newer bit of the house 

had roof tiles, so it wasn’t such a major thing.  Also we knew more what we were doing 

because we had done it before. The tiles came off with just four of us doing it; they were 

all stacked neatly on the floor. The next day I went up in the roof and started to clear it 

out. There was a lot of straw and bits about in the roof including some massive 

woodworms, big fat ugly grubs. While I was up there, I found a matchbox, very old. I 

opened it up and inside I found a message. It said that the chimney had fallen down in 

strong winds. I also found another piece of paper wrapped around a block of wood, 

which said they could hear German planes bombing over Shotley. These notes were all 

really exciting because it was the only information or contact that we felt with anyone 

who lived in the house before us. 

The inside of the house was sandblasted, only this time the tiny dusts of wood got 

through the walls and coated everything in the other side of the house.  The dust is so 

fine and light that it went into all our cupboards and everything. It took ages to clean and 

put everyone in a bad mood.  

We rebuilt the wall between the bathroom and kitchen.  We put the bathroom door at the 

other end and turned the old kitchen into a utility room. The roof of this part of the house 

joined onto the back of the larger house and from the bedrooms upstairs we joined 

through so that the utility roof could be used as a huge wardrobe, almost like a dressing 

room. The wall in the bedrooms where we made the doors for the wardrobe were very 

beamed so we made the door between the beams. They were like secret doors. 
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The doors for the front and utility room were hand-made by the man who had made our 

dairy stable door. They were both made of oak and were lovely heavy solid doors. Also 

at this stage we put the stairs in so they could be secured into the wall. The stairs were 

big heavy oak open-plan steps.  The oak was still green, which means it had not dried 

out properly.  Dad chose it this way because he wanted the wood to twist as it dried 

making the stairs look old and original. 

For the bathroom, because we were getting on with the plumbing and electrics as well at 

this stage, we got a huge old bath from the house we took down in Long Melford. The 

bath stood on its own little legs and had very unusual bell shaped taps.  All this old 

furniture fitted like a glove in this house; it had so much character.  

We creamed every beam this side as we’d done before, including any beams we had put 

in. The floors in the main part didn’t need re-cementing, although the kitchen and 

bathroom were done. The outside walls were all injected with a damp course and the 

floors were also treated. Some of the old photos we were given showed these outside 

walls as once being weather-boarded, when the whole outside is covered in wooden 

boards instead of plaster. 

The large inglenook fireplace in the dining room was pointed, cement was filled and 

touched up.  This was to make the fireplace sound because instead of lining it we were 

going to leave it original. 

This side of the house was very heavily beamed.  It was much older.  Some of it we 

believed dated back 500 years and we think that at one time it had been a very big 

house.  It had been destroyed in a fire and the other side was built with any rescued 

beams.  It had been constructed quite differently.  We thought for a while that the other 

side had been a barn because of the name Barnfield.  Also there was an unusual 

amount of land with the house (approximately two acres).  The deeds showed different 

boundaries so we think that it could have been allotments.   

 

The inside of the house was knocked through which finally made the house one again.  

It seemed really big:  four bedrooms, three of which were double rooms, an upstairs 

shower room and toilet.  Downstairs was hall, bathroom toilet, a large utility room, a very 

large dairy kitchen, very big dining room and a massive lounge.  The old ladder leading 

upstairs was taken out and the gap was filled in and the house was now finally home.  

It was a beautiful place and I felt very proud to live there. 
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Chimney stack in dairy showing big hole 
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Before and after photos of back & front of house 
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Beam construction. 

 

Old fireplace and Philip Willis. 
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Top of stairs showing lathe and plaster 
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Stutton Family at The Grove - An Englishman comes home 

Nigel Banham 

 

Near the rear boundary of our St Peter’s churchyard lies the grave of Colonel Charles 

Gilbert Carnegy who died at The Grove in 1928.   

 

His life was a link with the Raj (British rule) in India. Our history recorder, Vic Scott, 

asked me to research this family as his father, also Vic, had worked as gardener for Mrs 

Carnegy in the 1940s.  At that time, two other village residents employed by Mrs 

Carnegy were Kate Etheridge her cook, and Violet Farmer her maid, who stayed with 

her for the rest of her life.  

The Carnegy family came to live at The Grove in retirement after John Curtis had left the 

house in 1922 (see p 17). 

 

Charles Carnegy was born in 1864 in Kurrachee, (Karachi), then in Bombay province, 

India, less than ten years after the Indian Mutiny, which affected all who lived in India.  

After that cataclysm, the British Government insisted on taking control of the country 

which had previously been governed and policed by the East India Company. They 

appointed a Viceroy and established a civil service, backed up by the British army, now 

answerable directly to the Crown. Both army and civil service were hugely expanded at 

that time.    

 

Charles was the eldest son of General Alexander Carnegy CB and Mrs  Augusta 

Carnegy (née Ker). The family was related to the Earls of Northesk and indeed, due to 

another branch of the family dying out, Charles’s grandson, Patrick, later succeeded to 

the title and holds it today as 15th Earl. The records indicate that for this branch of the 

family the name ending was changed from ‘ie’ to ‘y’ around 1780 -1820, maybe to avoid 

confusion…..or perhaps to cause it!      

 

As was common for the ex-pat rulers and administrators of the Empire, (and this family 

had many members in various parts of the world) children were sent to school in 

England, often at quite an early age and we have a census record of Charles at Clifton, 

Gloucestershire in 1871 at the age of only 6, when the head of the household was his 

uncle. 
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Charles Carnegy in England in 1872 

aged 8 years 5 months 

This was a large and well to do household, with 6 children under 10 and two teenaged 

children. They were all related and most had been born abroad to the different branches 

of the Carnegy family. Those were the days when it took six weeks to get to India and 

then you had to travel overland, maybe for a great distance, so the norm was for children 

to see their parents only once a year at the most.  

He was later sent to Clifton College (Bristol) and developed a passion for cricket, playing 

for his school team and to a high standard throughout his life, twice playing for India.   

 

Unsurprisingly, he was groomed for the Army. He went to Sandhurst and again, we have 

a record of his playing cricket for the College against the Woolwich (Gunners) College in 

1884. On his graduation from Sandhurst he appears to have joined the Worcester 

Regiment; this may have been a temporary training post since in November 1884 he 

transfers to the East.Yorkshire Regiment and is shown on the Indian Army List in 

1885, still with the E Yorks.  (It was quite common for a regiment to have one 

battalion at home and another one or two overseas and he may have applied to join a 

regiment which already had a battalion near his family in India. It was also usual for an 

officer from England to spend a year with a British regiment in India before moving on to 

whatever he later chose to join.) His links with the E Yorks were to be renewed in the 

Great War. 

 

His father, Major General Alexander Carnegy CB, commanded a division in Bombay 

Province and Charles later joined his staff as an ADC (aide–de-camp) with the rank of 

Lieutenant. This was in 1887, in time for the 3rd war in Burma.  
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(His father had a long career in the army and we have a record of his being involved in 

the fighting during the Indian Mutiny, so Charles had an experienced mentor.)  The 

following year, 1886, he joined the expedition to Burma with the infantry. I do not yet 

know in what capacity he served but the campaign lasted for two years and has largely 

been forgotten. It was, however, extensive and employed over 30,000 men. Our man 

was wounded in action at Kadol, although we don’t know how severely. He also fought in 

the following Burma campaign, which began in 1887.  

 

 

 

                          Charles Carnegy at Sandhurst and as a smart young man! 
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If a country was on the route to, or bordered India, then the British always tried to 

maintain good relations with it; but if it became hostile, then military action was usual, 

with protection of the vital ‘sealane’ links being seen as a priority. 

Much of the Empire was gained in this way in the C19, often by commanders on the 

spot, due to the slow communications with London.       

 

Charles’ war injury must have healed, as he continued to work on the staff of the division 

(21st Bombay Infantry) and in 1892 he travelled home to the UK to be married to Evelyn 

Prichard at Colwinstone, Glamorgan.  Evelyn was a member of a prominent Welsh 

family but how they met is unknown. India may have been a shock for her but they 

settled there after they were married and they spent much of their lives there. 

        

    Charles and Evelyn at Jhunsi about 1900 with Fanny, Magic and Pat at Charles’ feet 

 

Gay Strutt remembers Mrs Carnegy when she was much older; as a slightly frightening 

lady and she says that the house was full of Indian and Burmese artefacts and 

memorabilia, still treasured in the family. 

 

I was surprised to come across a report in a New Zealand newspaper of Charles 

Carnegy’s death, dated 1905, on a large organized lion hunt, with a number of different 

groups, one of which was following a wounded lion.  It sprang out and killed him before 

being shot by another party member. The casualty turned out to be Charles’ younger 
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brother Harry (papers have always made mistakes!), also a Major in the Army and in the 

Bombay political service…..a good man and much missed.  Harry, a year younger than 

Charles, had been sent to England with him when they were aged just 5 and 6 years to 

live in Clifton, Bristol with a relative.  There was a huge funeral, to which the Viceroy sent 

a representative and there were around 200 mourners, a large honour guard and a 

special train to the burial at Rajkote. Strangely, Charles was not listed as being among 

the mourners: maybe he was away on duty.  

This family had its share of tragedy; Harry’s only son, Frederick Alexander Carnegy, a 

Lieutenant in the Gloucesters, was killed at the battle of Loos in 1915. He was only 20 

years old. 

 

Charles was promoted from Major to Lieutenant Colonel in 1909 and appointed as 

Commanding Officer of the 107th Pioneers.  Pioneer regiments were highly trained elite 

troops, with not only the fighting skills of infantry but were battlefield engineers, the 

forerunners of the Royal Engineer regiments of the British Army. 

 

Lt Col Charles Carnegy as CO of the 107th Pioneers 
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The 107th had recently fought in the Burma campaign and had also been in Somaliland, 

where British, Indian and African regiments were used against the ‘Mad Mullah’  

Those who visit Lt Col Carnegy’s grave may notice that one of his decorations is the 

MVO (Member of the Royal Victorian Order). This was always awarded for personal 

service to the monarch or to their family.  

During the Raj, only one reigning monarch visited India, George V in 1911, the year of 

his coronation; and the culmination of the Indian tour was the Coronation Durbar in 

Delhi. This was to celebrate his crowning as ‘King Emperor’ (Rex Imperator hence RI) of 

India and it was a massive event. The huge park that was built for the parade is still 

preserved as an open space, locked and overgrown, close by the then new 

administrative capital of New Delhi, afterwards built by Edwin Lutyens.  .      

 

 

The Delhi Coronation Durbar  1911 

 

The objective of the ceremony was really political: to cement the allegiance to the crown 

of the various state rulers of India, at that time still very powerful within their different 

areas, and in this it was a success, as evidenced by India’s full participation in the 

following Great War. I recommend a visit to the Royal Pavilion in Brighton; it was used 

as a hospital for wounded Indian soldiers in WW1 as it was felt that its ‘Eastern’ 

architecture might make them feel a little more at home; very moving.   
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Hindus, of course were always cremated and there is a memorial to those who died on 

the hills above Brighton, where these ceremonies took place. 

I have been unable to find out the nature of the service that Charles rendered, but we 

have a record that he was certainly there, on horseback and at the head of his regiment.  

His MVO award is listed in the Coronation Durbar honours of 12 December 1911 

Charles retired from the Indian Army in 1914 when he was just coming up to 50 years 

old. He chose to do this although there was no compulsory retirement in the Army, unlike 

the Indian Civil Service, where it was 50. Many older soldiers elected to carry on, long 

past the time when they maybe should have gone, in order to enhance their pensions!   

It is evident from the reports by his superior officers on his final year that he was highly 

competent and would be likely to have been promoted further had he stayed. 

He was highly thought of by his colleagues too and particularly by his Indian officers, 

NCOs and men who went to some trouble to mark the occasion with due ceremony and 

wished to give him a good ‘send off’.  They arranged a farewell evening of entertainment 

with music, specially composed poetry, fireworks and dancing for him and for Mrs 

Carnegy. 

 

They delivered an address, the words of which I reproduce as written. Some of the 

language is quaint which is a distraction, but they clearly felt that he had been a good 

commanding officer: just, efficient and above all, fair. 

 

 

Jhunsi   25 February 1914 

“I humbly beg to submit that we, the Officers, Non-Commissioned Officers and Men have 

assembled here this evening to bid farewell to Lt.Col C G Carnegy MVO who, after 

expiration of five years’ command, is retiring on pension at home. May Almighty bestow 

him long life and prosperity. 

There is no doubt that the Colonel Sahib has commanded the Regiment justly, 

generously and mercifully. 

We deeply regret for his separation. It is necessary for me to let all ranks know the 

circumstances of his tenure of command: 

1  His first aim has been that every person would be responsible for the work which had 

been assigned to him. 
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2  With the ‘increasements’ of the signallers ambition, result of signalling has always 

been satisfactory. (motivation?) 

3  By treating the Regimental staff in a kind manner and thanking them himself, the 

result of all works has been good.  

4  He always paid special attention to speeding the education among the men of the 

Regiment. The result is well known by all ranks and the hundreds of men now in 

possession of School Certificates. 

5  By granting high prizes for good shooting, the result of the musketry has always been 

found good.. 

Best of all it was a very good thing that he always has tried his best to see every man’s 

work with his own eyes.  At any rate, he treated us like his own children and he always 

tried to his utmost endeavour for our future benefit. We hope that Col Strauss will follow 

him and will (reckon?) us loyal and faithful to His Majesty, the King Emperor. 

We again pray that Colonel Sahib may enjoy the future days of his life with tranquillity 

and will not forget us while at home.”      

 

The 107th was sent to the Western Front in France during the 1914 -18 War and their 

subsequent history was anything but tranquil! 

 

The reason why he retired and returned to England may be that he expected to inherit a 

family estate in Scotland. Sadly, this was disputed and resulted in a court case which in 

1915 went right up to the House of Lords on appeal and which, unfortunately, Charles 

lost. This resulted in some financial hardship for the family. (I cannot report any other 

details of this as although the files are now open, from Jan 2016, they are not available 

on-line)  

 

However, he did not choose to be idle and he volunteered for the British Army, which, as 

he came home, was of course involved in World War One. 

Many retired officers who volunteered turned out to be of little use and were sent home, 

not so Charles; there was a shortage of experienced officers with his recent engineering 

and command expertise and he was in demand right through the conflict.  

He was posted to a unit called Central Force, which had the three home armies within it 

and held a reserve of experienced officers who were sent where they were needed, 

usually in the training role and mostly in the UK. Not glamorous but important.  
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The Army needed to expand rapidly and new units were formed daily at this time. He 

was sent in November 1914 to command the 11th Battalion East Surrey Regiment, then 

forming at Devonport. They moved to Dartmouth in December and then to Colchester in 

the summer of 1915. Men would regularly have been transferred out to fighting units. 

They first went to Shoreham, then to Clipstone and finally back to Colchester. 

 

I am unable to trace Charles’ personal service record in WWI. Many of these records 

were lost in the WWII bombing.  All that we have are small snippets. 

He was sent on temporary attachment to 9th Royal Fusiliers, a fighting unit, who were in 

the front line at Le Touret (to the West of Bethune) in France in January 1916. Their War 

diary records that he was there to give a tour of instruction. 

On 23 January 1917 he was gazetted as ‘mentioned in dispatches’ for distinguished 

service and on 11 January 1918 he received the Order of St Stanislas. This was 

awarded by Imperial Russia for service or gallantry during the War, but we do not know 

what or where! Maybe he was sent to somewhere exotic! 

The last military notice that I can find of him was in March 1919, when he vacated 

command of a training battalion of the Rifle Brigade (The 52nd). This was, in fact the 

same unit that he had been with before, but it had been re-named.     

Perhaps then he finally retired! 

 

Although the family had lived in India until 1914, as with all English families in India, they 

regarded England as their home country. I am unsure why they specifically came to 

Suffolk but they did have connections with this area. The 1901 Census shows that they 

sent their only son Patrick (then aged just 8) to live with Mrs Carnegy’s sister and their 

family in Bentley, Suffolk.  There may have been other connections that made the area 

attractive as a good place to retire but they have not yet come to light. Engineers are 

practical people, good with their hands and Patrick Northesk tells me that his grandfather 

was clearly a most skilful woodcarver. A number of examples are kept in the family, 

including a family coat of arms carved on a wooden shield. He is likely to have had a 

workshop at The Grove.   

 

Patrick (Charles’ son) moved to Liverpool and volunteered for War service as a private 

soldier, joining a cyclist battalion and going on in later life to be a distinguished 

clergyman and writer. He was vicar of Spalding (1945-49), Rector of Rugby and later 
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became Canon of Coventry Cathedral. He and his wife had always been very happy at 

Spalding and they chose to return and to retire to the nearby village of Moulton, in 1961. 

He died there in 1969.   

Evelyn Carnegy outlived her husband by some margin and stayed here at The Grove 

right through WWII. As mentioned, she is still remembered here. At some time in the late 

1940s she moved to her own house in Spalding to be near her son’s family. Violet, the 

faithful and capable maid, moved with her. Patrick moved to Rugby in 1949 and Evelyn 

likewise went to live in her own house nearby.  

She died there in 1953 at the age of 83 and is commemorated on Charles’s grave here, 

in Stutton. 

 

Views on the British Empire are mixed, and India, Pakistan and Bangladesh have had a 

varied and sometimes violent history since independence and partition in 1947.  

They are still young and developing nations but if there is a positive side to the British 

legacy there, it may perhaps be that India still remains the biggest democracy on earth.  

 

I feel that Charles would have been pleased with that.    
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