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I am pleased to report that Astley Castle will be rebuilt. Reconstruction has been planned by the Landmark
Trust with funding coming from various sources including a grant from the National Lottery Fund. Visitors to the
area will even be able to stay here, as it will be let for holiday homes.
So when planning your genealogy trip to North Warwickshire why not stay at a castle. Contact the Landmark
Trust.

I

t is hard to imagine that this evocative
landscape exists so close to Nuneaton, only
about five miles away. Let’s hope that when
Astley Castle is rebuilt this view can be shared
with walkers and visitors as part of our local
tourist scene. Astley was immortalised as
“Knebley” in Mr. Gilfil’s Love Story in ‘George
Eliot’s Scenes of Clerical Life’. It is also one of
the ghost ‘hot spots’ of the area. Even boasting
a ‘haunted telephone box’ in the village. It is
more often associated with the ghost of Lady
Jane Grey who was executed in 1554. There
have been no reported sightings since the
castle was badly burnt in the fire of April 1978.
Is it really 30 years since you could visit Astley
Castle for a drink or a fine dinner? I wonder
when the castle is rebuilt, if it will be possible to
see, once again, the ghostly image of a grey
lady in a Tudor dress, wafting about the
corridors and grounds of the castle at the dead
of night.

The manor of Astley derives its name from a pre
-conquest owner – Alsi. After the conquest vast
areas of the Midlands including the manor of
Astley was granted to the Earl of Leicester and it
later devolved to his descendents the Earls of
Warwick. It was then granted by feudal tenure to
a family which took their name from the village,
the Astleys. The last of the senior male lines of
the Astleys died in 1420 and before he died Sir
William Astley’s daughter married Reynold, Lord
Grey of Ruthin, so the castle came into the Grey
family estates. Lady Jane Grey and her father
the Duke of Suffolk were both executed in 1554.
The manor was then granted to the Chamberlain
family. They retained it until the late 17th century
because when Sir Richard Newdigate died in
1678 he owned the castle. The Newdigates have
enjoyed ownership ever since. Parts of the
castle date back to the 13th century and it was
substantially rebuilt about 1620.
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urther to my story about the
German POWs in Nuneaton
during WW2, Peter Lee found a
photo in his archives which you can
see on page 16.
This group of men shunned
publicity. A film newsreel company
of the day came and did a story, but
was never allowed to show it. The
main reason for their reluctance was
that, although the local community
at Coton welcomed them, the
general townsfolk didn’t; after all,
Hitler had bombed their chip-shop
and feelings were still running high
about Germans. The other reason
being that, if the film had been
allowed to be shown, it would have
gone world wide and would have
been seen in Germany, which would
have caused problems for them
when they returned home.
Carl Weber, the sculptor who did
the statue of The Risen Lord, did
quite a few more of various designs,
and these were placed around the
town. His way of saying sorry I
suppose and trying to make amends,
but local vandals of the day
destroyed them because they were
made by a German…..except
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one…….which was rescued by
the Arbury Estate, The Four
Graces, which was taken and
placed on the estate for safety.
Whether it still exists today or
suffered the fate of deteriation I
do not know, however it was a
beautiful piece of work.
As it has been mentioned, these
POWs at Arbury were low key
inmates,
ordinary Germans
forced into a fight that they didn’t
want.
During my two years
national service in the army I spent
some of that time at a POW camp
in Ettington Park at Stratford on
Avon.
There I was employed as
the Unit Pay Clerk for the British
soldiers and shared an office with a
German counterpart who looked
after the ‘Pocket Money’ the
Germans were allowed.
These
fellows were also low key and were
allowed out to visit local areas.
Personally, I found them to be quite
friendly and helpful. The chap I
shared office with was named
Herbert Poggendorf, a very tall man
who had a passion for doing his
nails, he liked to keep his hands
nice and tidy. So much so that I
followed suit and I used to borrow

Ettington Park House
now an hotel

his nail file to do my own nails,
something I had never bothered
about before. Just before the
Christmas of that year he had
occasion to go into Stratford and
he bought for me a nail file for a
Christmas present. That was the
most treasured present I have
ever had. He bought it for me
out of the pittance he received.
The Widows Mite story from the
bible comes to mind. It proved
to me that all Germans are not
bad Germans. A memory I have
kept with me since that year of
1948.

****************

Contributions for the Journal
If you have a photograph or an article which you would like to be published in the journal please
contact me, Ray Clay, either at the monthly meetings, telephone 024 76349721, email:
raymond.clay2@btinternet.com or by post at 6 Cheverel Place, Nuneaton, Warwicks, CV11 5SF. By
submitting such information you grant the NNWFHS permission to republish your contribution at our
discretion, with credit to you as the submitter. I may edit your contribution for content, length and/or
clarity. Submissions may be sent by email or disk (preferably in Word format) or as hard-copy. Please
send electronically as JPEG or BMP images. If you require acknowledgement of items sent by post, or
return of items after publication which prove unsuitable for inclusion please enclose a stamped, selfaddressed envelope. Thank you.

Page 3

N u n e a t o n

&

N o r t h

W a r w i c k s h i r e

E a s t e r S a t u r d a y
D a y . . . b y R a y
The Family History Day
on Easter Saturday, in
spite of the atrocious
weather, was another all
round success. Heartfelt
thanks to all who took
part in setting up and
meeting people.
£166 was taken at the
door with £10 also being
received from new
members; not a bad
day’s work by any
means.
I was there for a short
period, mainly to take

Pat explaining her work

photos for this journal,
but I was amazed at the
number of people who
were there at that time.
Some of whom were
listening to a talk by the

Women’s Guild; others
sat at desks in the old
classroom
reading
through catalogues of
Old Nuneaton with
stories and pictures.
Jacqui
spent
a
considerable amount of
time introducing new
people to family history,
complaining afterwards
she felt a draught every
time the door opened.
Poor Carol was also
stuck in the draught
spot as she sat
selling
our
publications.
What our ladies
go through to
bring you these
events
is
unbelievable.
They give their
whole
day
voluntarily.
They have to be
there early to set
everything up, then they
leave late because they
have to clear up in order
to leave the place as they
found it. That, dear
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readers, is
dedication.
F a m i l y
history has
come on in
leaps and
b o u n d s
over
this
last decade.
More and
more
pe opl e
are
becoming interested,
and when people come
along to our events it
helps make all the hard
work worthwhile.

Carol selling
publications
whilst background
ladies do talk.

Putting on events is very
necessary. They keep
our society in contact
with the general public
and encourage people to
join. We all are aware of
the hard work that goes
on to put these shows
together. They take
weeks of planning and
committee members’
time, but the end
product makes it all
worthwhile
when
streams of people come
through the doors on
the actual day.

Jacqui talks to interested fellow
Another paying customer for Kate
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My mind easily links the silent graveyard with the old
Town where Death reaped the harvest he has here
garnered. These quiet sound sleepers people the
streets which now echo our footsteps. The same
homes sheltered them, or homes more ancient which
ours have supplanted. Perhaps they gathered round
the very firesides which are now bright with the
presence of our loved ones. Silent, passionless,
lifeless, as is now their rest, their hearts once
throbbed with the same feverish energy, and in their
lives were the same elements tragic or humorous,
which make up the melodrama of our being. It may
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B y
A l f r e d
S c r i v e n e r
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( T r a n s c r i b e d
f r o m
t h e
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N u n e a t o n
O b s e r v e r
9 . 1 1 . 1 8 7
n o t e s
b y
P e t e r

I never enter our ancient churchyard without
experiencing a pleasurable melancholy. It is not only
that I see and mark, with bowed head and humbled
heart, the green mounds beneath which they sleep
whose loss has darkened my own life with the shadow
of death. Of these I cannot speak: even if I dare assay
to lift that veil with which the heart instinctively
shrouds such sacred sorrows, my trembling hand
would refuse to write, and thoughts too deep for
utterance would mock the poverty of the words. [1]
But every stone bears a familiar look; here the name
of an old friend or schoolmate; there of one whose
form but a few years ago was frequent in our streets.
"The place that knew them knows them no more."
The more ancient tombs or headstones, the names
they bore now worn and forgotten, are themselves as
the faces of old friends, impassive witness of many a
merry game with schoolmates, now scattered far
abroad, or gathered to their rest, where of old they
took part in our sports. Even those nameless mounds
which affection alone can distinguish, speak with the
most powerful, because most simple eloquence to
him who has the seeing eye and understanding ear.

F a m i l y

1 8 4 5 - 1 8 8 6 )
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a r t i c l e
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L e e )

be there is no name on all these tombs which is now
remembered beyond the circle of our own
townsfolk; yet the homely joys and grief’s, the
domestic tragedies, and grotesque humours of one
generation of these sleepers will ever delight
mankind in the pages of George Eliot. As she is of
ourselves, so has she deeply felt and sympathised
with our own forms of life and thought, and with no
unloving hand has given them shape and being
which the world will not willingly let die.
I notice that a change is gradually creeping over the
aspect of the graveyard. Not only are the later
tombstones of more pretentious style, but many
green mounds are being levelled and enclosed, and
the daisy starred turf supplanted by more cultured
flowers and evergreens. Public policy has now closed
the graveyard against internments, except in certain
special cases. It is therefore with peculiar interest
that I turn over the pages of this antique volume of
mortality, to which Finis must soon be written.
There are few stones or tombs dating back earlier
than the middle of the 18th century, and,
unfortunately, soft perishable sandstone has been
used for these more ancient memorials. Most of
them are half sunk in the earth, as though they, too,
were hastening to share the fate of the buried dead,
whose names they were intended to record. The
rains of centuries have softened them, the green
moss has crept over the rotting stone, and except in
one or two cases, those earlier pages offer but a
blank to the curious eye. No the very monuments we
raise to the dead themselves perish and are not. Not
a trace of the graver's hand remains on the ancient
altar tomb near by the north door of the Church.
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Nuneaton-The Churchyard cont’d…………..
More than one stone on the north side fronting the
vicarage was evidently richly carved; cherubic heads
and foliated ornaments stand out in bold relief, but
the inscriptions are gone. In the angle on the north
side of the tower is a stone distin1676 and this is the
earliest legible date I have discovered. The inscription
was in Latin, the word "Exor" indicating that it was a
husband's tribute to the memory of his lost wife, but I
am unable to decipher it connectedly. A stone on the
south side of the Church close to the footpath, bears
the date 1693, but the rest of the inscription is
illegible. A sod of turf resting against the stone has
preserved so much from the wind and weather, and
having raised it to satisfy my curiosity, I reverently
pressed back the kindly shield, but it is probable that
the same covering guards inscriptions of interest on
many of the half buried stones.

an esquire, to make the River Avon navigable for
boats and barges from the River Severn, near
Tewkesbury, through Warwickshire, Worcestershire
and Gloucestershire to the city of Coventry. It was
not till 1759 that the Duke of Bridgewater took the
lead in the construction of canals, independent of
natural watercourses.

The history of the graveyard recorded by the
monuments, readily divides itself into three epochs the age of stone of whose scanty remains I have
spoken-the age of slate which is rich in quaint and
affecting inscriptions and this latest period, which
may perhaps be called the marble age, for it is only in
our own generation that this more costly material has
found a place in our "God's Acre". The succession of
materials which our fathers have graven the names of
their dead suggest that it has faithfully reflected the
various phases of that fuller faith and life, which, after
all, is made up of such small parts. The earlier
monuments are all quarried from Attleborough stone
- perhaps found from the Dumble Holes or Stony
Dells quarries [2]

The earlier half of the 18th century has left us but few
monumental records, even supposing that a fair
proportion of the illegible sandstones belong to that
period. I am not prepared with any hypothesis to
account for this seeming suspension of natural piety
and reverence for the dead; but I note that of this
period Marlborough's selfish and cruel was the hero;
the sceptical Bolingbroke and unscrupulous Walpole
the statesman; Addison, elegant, pure orthodox and
exact; or Pope, bitterly scornful and meanly
spiteful , the highest establishments of its cold and
passionless intellect; while its social life, as
preserved for us in the pages of Fielding, was course,
repulsive and licentious. When the Grand Junction
Canal brought the slate quarries of Wales within
reach of the means of our humbler townsmen, the
simple natural piety of these dwellers in the heart of
England finds a voice not less affecting because
expressed ith quaint grotesqueness, utterly
unconscious of its own humour. During this latter
part of the 19th centuries, hardly a stone but gives
characteristic expression to the homely faith and
reverent earnestness of a simple God fearing people.
I have only room to cite a few examples, and the first
stone, which meets the eye on entering the
graveyard from Church Street, will illustrate the
meaning. It is dated 1800, and to the memory of a
family named Ball. The triumph over the exigencies
of rhyme is unique.

Long disused, they are familiar to every schoolboy in
his bird nesting excursions. Then only the long train
of pack horses headed by the wary practised leader,
on whose head tinkled the guiding bell, brought the
lighter wares of far off districts and foreign climes,
through deep miry lanes to the secluded inland town.
Later on I hear the slow stage wagon reeling and
lumbering over the rough stone paved Market Place.
Comely Warwickshire lasses look out curiously from
quaint half-timbered gable ends, while from the dim
shops with their many pained bow windows step
forth the sprucely wigged shop keeper to look for
bales from the clothiers, the rareness of whose
coming make their advent an event.
As water carriage was improved the slate quarries of
Wales became accessible, and was used in preference
to the softer native sandstone. The first slab of slate
which is of interest bears the date 1729 and is to the
memory of Thomas Varnum. This and earlier slates,
too heavy to pay the cost of such a distant land
carriage, were brought probably by the route made
practicable under a commission in 1636 to a number
of lords and gentlemen for enabling William Sandys,

Later yet I hear the blare of bugles, the champing of
bits, the pawing of unexhausted roadsters. The Mail
or the Tally-Ho, is changing horses at the Bull.
Today, as I write, comes the shriek of the
locomotive; the swift express stays for a moment its
headlong course, or the slower luggage train shunts
aside part of its complement of heavy laden wagons,
and to come back suddenly to my text, this latest
brand new tombstone is of rich polished marble.

"As near unto this gate we lie,
O, think on death as you pass by,
And your own sins before it is too late,
That you may enter the heavenly gate,
When death shall strike, great will be your falls,
For you will be like to these poor Balls."
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Nuneaton-The Churchyard cont’d……….
The italics are the rhymer's own.
The inscription on a slate dated 1793, near the path
leading from the south door of the Church, is less
satisfactory, from the course relish with which the
cause of death is detailed:
"A cancer, once the torturer of my frame,
From secret ambush, like an archer came,
Shot the corroding venom in my veins,
And filled my body with exquisite pains,
But sin, the cause of all my ponderous woe,
Received by Christ, for me, the fatal blow,
When death appeared it gave me no surprise,
I hailed the message sent me from the skies."

American Colonies, and birth-day of that great
republic, which lately celebrated its centennial with
peaceful pomp and pageantry; the speculative
madness which culminated in the South Sea
Bubble; the feverish hopes, the wild terrors, the
tragic horrors, engendered by the French
Revolution.
His length of days unites the ages of Pope, and
Swift, and Addison, with that of Walter Scott; the
crooked policy of Walpole with the nobler canons
of political modesty which inspired Pitt and Fox.
The latest year of his life saw the youth and
manhood of England arming itself in every city,
town, and hamlet to repel the forces of France
menacing invasion from the opposing coasts.
Happy old man, whose homebred virtues could
soften his dying pillow amid the terrors which
shook a world in arms.

" The happy pair in sacred union joined,

Still keeping to the south side of the Church I find
the spirit of old English Toryism, of the days when
Toryism was not merely a dull tradition, but a
living faith, preserved on a tombstone, as ancient
forms of life are found fossilised of shaped, cut and
quarried stone. The most intolerant Radical can
only smile with kindly intolerance at this quaint
confession of political faith:

Long walked together in this veil of tears,

Here are deposited the mortal remains of:

Those heavenly virtues that adorned their minds,

SAMUEL RAYNER

Gave a sweet calm to their declining years."

He was an advocate for
disciplinarian in Psalmody. ….

There is a more pleasing though simple pathos, in the
inscription of the stone next to this, to the memory of
an old couple named Mallabone, (an ancient
uncommon surname still extant among us), who died
in 1801, aged 90.[3]

How few lives, when prolonged like this bridge over
great tracts of history. Possibly there are those among
us now who can remember old Master Mallabone in
the calm of his declining years. Yet he first breathed
English air when Pope was writing of Hampton Court
Palace -“Imperial Anna whom three realms obey,
Here sometimes counsel cakes, and sometimes tea."
Too young to remember the anxieties which
accompanied the introduction of the Hanoverian
dynasty, or the danger which menaced it from the
rebellion of 1715, he was growing into lusty youth,
while Walpole, by fair means or foul, particularly foul,
was consolidating its basis; and he was in the flush of
manhood when in 1745, Charles Edward, penetrating
even to the heart of England, made his latest gallant,
but ill conducted effort to restore the line of the
Stewarts. To run through the chronicle of his years is
to capitulate some of the most striking events of
modern history. The foundation of our Indian Empire,
by the daring genius of Clide; the disruption of our

Social

Order,

a

And an admirer of Episcopal principles.
He died April 12th 1823 Aged 67 [4]
This enumeration of the three fold virtues of Mr.
Samuel Rayner, seemed to me so curious that I
endeavoured to awake some recollection of him in
the mind of the "oldest inhabitant". The "oldest
inhabitant" could only refer me to his wife "You see
she keeps her intellecks, she does". He said.
But the date 1823 brought no associations unto the
old lady's memory, until I reminded her that was
about nine years before "Dempster's Election"[5].
Then remembrance returned, and she elicited the
vague but interesting fact that the Samuel Rayner
of my search "led the choir, an stood next to old
Master Wagstaff as played the bassoon, an hed
fits."
Passing from the choir to the belfry, I must not
omit to transcribe the epitaph on David Wheway,
who died in 1823, at the ripe age of 77.[6]
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"Here lies a ringer,
Beneath this cold clay,
Who rang many peals,
Both serious and gay,
Through grandsires and trebles,
So well he could range,
Till death called the bob,
And brought round the last change."
The rhythm of the old ringer's epitaph might almost
be set to the chime of his own bells.
A more fastidious taste now forbids the personalities
of the old epitaphs. We speak of our dead neither
good or ill, and the irreverence’s of a jest on a
tombstone would be indignantly condemned. Nor
need we regret that an ancient fashion, liable to gross
abuse, has fallen into disrepute. Future ages will read,
in the chaste simplicity of our monumental records,
the evidence of "sweeter manners, purer laws". But
before I close these excerpts from our chapter of
tombs, I would call attention to the idyllic grace and
tenderness of the few simple words, carved with a
common pocket knife on the Churchyard wall facing
the Attleborough Road Under this tree lies
DINAH BAKER
No more! But surely it was a holy instinct which
prompted the rude hand to mark, by such a simple
sign, the place where its beloved sleeps.
Our fathers did wisely when they buried their dead
around the temples where the living comes to
worship. The grave preaches more eloquently than
the parson, and remembering this, I venture to
express an earnest hope that those to whom the duty
properly belongs will do somewhat to redeem our
ancient Graveyard from the aspect of wildness and
neglect which is now its normal condition.
Notes:
[1] There is something remarkably poignant about
this opening passage. Alfred Scrivener lost his mother
Mary Ann Scrivener (nee Lester) (1821-1851) at the
age of five, his father Joseph Scrivener [1816-1860] at
the age of 15, his grandfather Joseph Scrivener (17931859), a year earlier.
[2] Attleborough stone quarries were worked until the
1930's and you can still see some of their output
dotted around the town - the Chilvers Coton Heritage
Centre is a particularly fine example. The Dumble
Holes and Stony Dell quarries were outlying stone
pits amongst the fields near to what is known as
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Waverly Avenue today, but was then open fields near
to Kem's farm (usually known as Teddy Kem's
Heaven). George Eliot wrote in "Silas Marner" "In the
early years of this century, such a linen weaver,
names Silas Marner, worked at his vocation in a stone
cottage that stood among the nutty hedgerows near
the village of Raveloe, and not far from the edge of a
deserted stone-pit. I am convinced that George Eliot
was thinking of Edward (Teddy) Kem 1722-1800 who
was a linen weaver, and lived exactly as she
described. Raveloe is Attleborough. The deserted
stone pits were the Dumble Holes
[3 ] Nuneaton and Coventry Library have copies of a
book entitled "Memoirs of Mr. John Mallabone and
Miss Mary Ann Mallabone" published by R.M.Miller
in 1823. Although there is a small amount of
genealogical information in the book it is mostly a
pious tract which reflects the deeply religious beliefs
of this branch of the Mallabone family who were
members of a small independent church in Bedworth
known as The Church of Christ of the Independent
Denomination. A diary also survives kept by James
Mallabone (1711-1801) between the years 1718-1744.
The family used to rent a farm at the Cuttle Mill,
Chilvers Coton. The Cuttle Mill was on the Wem
Brook on the parish borders dividing Chilvers Coton
and Attleborough close to what is now Avenue Road.
The small farm here was owned by the Ryder family
who sold it to the Harpur family whose main seat was
at Burton Latimer, Northamptonshire, but this
branch of the Harpurs were also resident at Caldwell,
near Kidderminster. (This is how the Coton district of
Caldwell got its name). The year of this sale was 1742.
At some stage thereafter the family moved out to
Nuneaton Fields Farm, and the Cuttle Mill was
demolished. It was replaced by a small mansion
known locally as Coton (or later, Caldwell) Hall which
became resident to Joseph Harpur. John Mallabone's
son, James Mallabone (1754-1816) also kept a diary
between 1795-1816. He married Sarah Hopkins of
Burton on Trent in 1799 (a portrait of Sarah still
exists in one of the Mallabone families archives).
They were particularly unfortunate to lose four of
their children to Tuberculosis.
[4 ] Samuel Rayner (1756-1823)
resident in Abbey Street.

was formerly

[ 5] Dempster's Election took place in 1832. It was the
important Reform Election, which was held at a time
when the labouring classes in Nuneaton were pinning
their hopes on a radical candidate - Dempster
Heming. George Eliot wrote about this election in her
novel published under the title "Felix Holt the
Radical"
[ 6] David Wheway (1752-1828) married Hannah
Lewis in 1798. He was the son of John Wheway(17151778) who married Mary Wagstaff ( -1785). David was
one of ten children; he also had a large family of eight
children. The Wheways in this branch of the family
were very close to the church.
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fter my last edition story about
our church at Chilvers Coton, I
cannot let it pass without a
remarkable story about one of its
stalwarts, namely George Tomlin.
George came from very humble
beginnings, yet was to devote the
whole of his adult life to our church.
He was a very good football player
who had trials with a top
Birmingham Football Club, and
could have become a professional
player, but he chose the simple life
of serving his church.
A lot has been said about George
and his faithful service, none better
than Justine Welby who was trainee
curate, at the time of George’s
death. He wrote in the church pew
leaflet on the Sunday following
George’s funeral, and I
quote…."Finally, there was
George’s steady, powerful
Christian commitment.
It
guided
his
actions
and
controlled his thoughts. As an
example of what being a
Christian is about his ministry
as a lay reader was at its most
effective.
Working with him
has been a great privilege, and
a wonderful opening to

ordained ministry."
George starts his story with an
introduction……….."I was
born on April 1st 1924 in the
small village of Hockley near
Galley Common. It has been
told to me, many times, that
at the tender age of three
months I was handed over to
the Work House Nursery at
Chilvers Coton.
The nursery life in the Work
House was to be the stepping
stone for the years ahead at the
Henry Street Children’s Home."
My story really begins from about
the age of five or six when the
transfer to Henry Street Children’s
Home took place.
This I
remember clearly and the next
eight years gave me a clear
understanding in accepting the
disciplined life of the home.
A point of interest I now share
with you was the fact that my
mother, (through no fault of her
own), spent over forty years in the
Workhouse, and this, rather
surprisingly, was to become a
home where she was able to find
great happiness, possibly for the
first time in her life.
Now, come with me to the
Children’s Home where I want to
introduce you to a large family of
over forty children.

Henry Street Children’s
Home Nuneaton

Our foster mother was a fine
person who quickly gained the
respect of children under her care.
I will always remember her for her
sense of fair play, and for the
undoubted ability she had for
moulding this large family into a
working unit. What a wonderful

Workhouse in College
Street Nuneaton

character she was! Certainly
very strict but also extremely
kind, giving us every
encouragement to work as a
team, and yet, at the same time,
showing us that the individual
did matter. Scrubbing floors,
peeling the potatoes, making
the beds, cleaning the brasses,
washing the pots, blacking and
polishing shoes, helping to
prepare the meals; these and
many other duties were part
and parcel of routine.
Every child took pride in doing
these jobs really well; in fact we
enjoyed the variety and the very
nature of the work. Bath night
came along frequently — every
other evening with the use of
carbolic soap. It needs to be
said that all the jobs undertaken
were given according to the age
of each child, and you were
ready to move on to other work
after you had done the previous
job satisfactory.
Mother had no favoutites, and
t h i s s p i r it s o o n fo u n d
expression in the willingness of
each child to do his or her very
best.
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The food was plain but very good,
and we were seated around
separate tables with a senior girl or
boy in charge of each table. We
often felt we could eat more,
however, Mother said this was the
best time to stop. Prayers were
said both before and after a meal, a
truly moving experience and an act
of thankfulness, which really
meant something to us.
We received cake twice a week, and
in order to get this we had to be
very quiet before Mother allowed
the girls to serve it from a separate
table. Every plate had to be clean
before we were allowed to leave the
dining room.
“Boys will be boys” is a sentence
familiar to us all and we were just
that whenever the opportunity
occurred. Quite often we were
placed in an awkward situation
whereby portions of fat were
placed on our plates with the pork
or beef. The attention of the boy
sitting next to us was quickly
diverted and very smartly the fat
was dispatched onto his plate. I
know this to be true as I happened
to be the offender on more than
one occasion.
Privileges were few and far
between — pocket money varied
according to age. I well remember
receiving tuppence per week, of
which one penny had to be
banked!. Mother always kept a
breakages book and for every item
of crockery broken a halfpenny was
recorded against the offending
child’s name. So you see we had
to exercise great care otherwise our
penny spending money was soon
gone.
The local shops knew us well and it
was a great disappointment for me
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if my name found its way into the
breakages book. This could mean
the loss of
the ‘Pink
Tribune’ (Saturday local sports
newspaper) and with it, the loss of
our local football teams news.
Every Saturday afternoon we visited
the Palace Cinema in Queens Road;
this was always a special treat
especially if there was a cowboy film
on.
Then again one has memories of the
annual camping holiday held at
Abergele in North Wales. The Henry
Street Home was one of many homes
that assembled on this large camping
site to spend fourteen days under
canvas. All the arrangements were
well planned and carried out in a
very thorough manner.
Tent
inspections every morning kept us
on our toes and this created a
competetive spirit to do well for our
home.
Our own Foster Mother
continued to be mainly responsible
for our welfare during this holiday.
The senior couple that were in sole
charge of the camp were known as
Master and Matron, and they ruled
the affairs of the camp with great
authority. A sports day was held on
one day of each week when members
of the County Councils representing
each home would come along to
distribute prizes to the winning
teams and individual winners. The
sack-bag race was always my
favourite and many of us found the
three-legged race the most difficult.
This welcome break from the normal
routine of Henry Street Home went
all too quickly.
However, on
returning, we soon recaptured the
spirit of life in Henry Street.
The choices of clothes was very
limited, in fact, generally speaking,
we were all dressed alike. People
living nearby knew us well and a

George Tomlin

number of families were very kind
to us. We were never allowed into
a friend’s home and neither could
we visit local shops except on
pocket money day.
Now a little about the punishment
that came our way from time to
time……….Mother usually gave
the slap across the ear when it
was deserved.
Should we find
ourselves in serious trouble we
would be sent to the Work House
Master where we would get three
of the best with a leather strap
across our bare bottoms.
My
feet found their way there just
once during all my years spent in
the home. I had run away after
taking another boys shoe lace.
Two other boys persuaded me to
run off with them and we slept in
a haystack for one night.
Thinking this would be a great
adventure made it seem quite
exciting at the time.
I soon
discovered that there are far
better ways to be adventurous!.
One of the highlights of my life in
the home was to be found in the
places of worship made available
to us, not always by choice.
Chilvers Coton Church really
meant something to me, and in
the sacred homeliness of this
lovely church I was to find the
basis for life’s work.
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What a joy it was to attend the
services, to remember with special
affection the wise leadership of all
its vicars and curates. There was
the annual Sunday school
procession and treats, which we, as
a family took part.
I well
remember serving the probationary
period for the eventual full
membership of the church choir.
However, it did not stop there, as
many of us received valuable
instructions at both of our Mission
Churches, namely the Edward
Street and Bermuda Village places
of worship.
In a rather moving way we were
trained to lead the worship in the
Work House Chapel for the Sunday
morning services.
Little did I
realise then that in the years ahead,
an opportunity to lead the full
service would come my way. The
relationship between the Home and
the Work House was indeed
valuable and worthy of mention.
Many of the Work House inmates
looked forward to these services
and you would find them in their
seats well before the service began.
Mother also trained us to put a
concert for the inmates at
Christmastime, another yearly item
that helped to brighten their day.
To receive these many blessings in
such a small area of space through
each of our Churches, Sunday
schools, Church day schools and
Workhouse chapel, together with
all the many worthy people
involved, is indeed something to be
truly grateful for. The story of my
life in the Children’s Home has also
stood me in good stead on many
fields of service.
To feel at home in hospital was the
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desire of patients and the
many visitors when we, as
members of the Hospital
Service Team (before the day
of hospital chaplaincy) went
to take a service. I was
reminded of my stay as a
patient. I was happy and
privileged to join in these
services.
The highlights of my life in
the home have only been
lightly covered, but I must make
my final tribute to our Foster
Mother, who did a marvelous job
considering how many children
she had in her care.
It was during the Easter of 1938
when I, along with a number of
other children, were invited into
Mother’s sitting room to share a
cup of tea and a chat. We were
about to leave the home to
commence our first job.
Mother told each of us that during
our years in the home it had never
been possible to give us the love,
care and attention, as a mother
should. However, she tried to give
us a sense of responsibility and
trust for which I am grateful and
have always tried to follow that
example.
Footnote by Ray:
George’s early working life was to
be spent living in lodgings. He
eventually got his first own home
at the age of 23 when he married
his beloved Betty.
I knew George for a very long time,
from when I was a young tear-away in Bermuda Village and
George would do his best to keep
us in line during our choir
practices on a Wednesday night at

Workhouse
Chapel

Bermuda Mission Hall, ready for
the service on Sunday evening.
George came from very humble
beginnings and he served his
community well.
He was an amazing man who never
actually got to wear a ‘clerical
collar’……...He had no one to back
him for Ministry Training, but
never the less did outstanding
work.
He was never bitter about his
upbringing. He always spoke of its
achievements and the kind of
person he had become through
them.
Although he wasn’t licensed to
conduct a wedding ceremony he
was allowed to take funeral services
and christenings. Locals who knew
George always asked for his
services because they knew he
would make it personal. He knew
them and they knew him. He was
an outstanding member of a very
close knit community. He is now at
rest in Astley churchyard, another
church where he preached on a
regular basis.
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When I began research into family
history back in 1990, I was so
enthusiastic that it didn’t matter
which particular family line I
researched. I just wanted to find
and learn about ancestors. I was
looking at families in many areas of
my family tree.
However, it soon became apparent
that much of the information that I
was collecting concerned the
BEALE family.
This was my
mothers’ surname before she
married, and this family seemed
easy to research since the Beales
have lived in the Atherstone area
for so long. The Mancetter parish
register shows reference to the
surname as far back as 1703, but for
the purpose of my research I have
disregarded events prior to 1801
simply because there is not enough
evidence of a connection. Sadly,
the Beales who lived in the Tuttle
Hill area of Nuneaton during the
twentieth century cannot be
connected to the Atherstone Beales
either.
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Beales dealing with one child at a
time, detailing all known events
concerning each individual along
with details of known descendants.
As I write I have completed my
work into the first four named
children, and I am about to embark
on the fifth section concerning
Daniel Beale, an Atherstone born
tailor who moved to Birmingham in
the 1850’s.

My branch of the Beales can
certainly be traced back to the
marriage of Charles Beale and
Elizabeth Jeffcoate, my 4 x great
grandparents, which took place at
St Peter’s church Mancetter, on 6th
February 1801.
Charles Beale
could have been either of the two
Charles Beales who were baptized
in Mancetter in 1780, Elizabeth was
baptized on 10th August 1772, again
in Mancetter.

The first section of my work
concerned Charles Beale (18031835) and his descendants. Charles
was described as a Publican,
Victualler and Malster, and he ran a
long gone public house in
Atherstone known as 'The
Woolpack' until his early death,
only to be superseded by his widow
Mary.
Charles had two sons,
Samuel and Henry who both
became employed as Railway
Clerks. Due to the nature of their
work much traveling was involved.
Henry, the youngest son married
Harriet Bates in 1868 in a
Huntingdonshire Town called
Godmanchester — the couple later
relocated to the Battersea/Hornsey
areas of London. It is the alleged
that Harriet gave birth to four
children, all sons, within a four year
time span (although I can only
confirm three children).
These
sons were John Bates Whitmore
Beale, Francis Slaney Clare Beale,
George Frederick Beale and the
unconfirmed Daniel Beale, possibly
the eldest child who may have died
as an infant.

Eight children were born to Charles
and Elizabeth: Charles (baptized
1803), Samuel (1806), John (1810),
Mary (1814), Daniel (1816), James
( 1818), Ann (1821) and Stephen
(1823).
Since 2002 I have been
reorganising my findings into the

Disaster struck in late 1873 when
Harriet died. Her death occurred
in the same quarter as the birth of
the youngest son George Frederick
Beale, so it may be construed that
Harriet may well have died during
childbirth, and after giving birth to

p
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four children in such a small
space of time, surely must have
been exhausted. A family story
describes that after Harriet's
death, Henry returned to
Atherstone with the boys along
with a 'trunk' containing clothes,
documents and other belongings.
Upon arrival at Atherstone
railway station, Henry turned to
the boys and told them that he
would soon return, but he never
did.
Instead the boys were
collected by a relative and were
taken to separate households in
the town. These households are
understood to be those of
Harriet’s relatives.
The 1881
census confirms that Francis was
living with a Thomas Harrison (as
Frank Beale) in Cotton Mill Yard,
and George was living with Daniel
Sisson on Vinraces Row. (Son
John had died in 1880 and is
therefore excluded from the 1881
census, unconfirmed son Daniel is
also unaccounted for).
In recent years I visited a
descendant of Henry and
Harriet’s who lives in Grendon.
This lady has various keepsakes
including an item that must have
been in the trunk including an
embroidered sampler which was
made by Harriet, also a lock of
hair said to be from Daniel.
These items obviously dated from
1873 or earlier.
Also in the
collection was a memorial card
concerning Harriet, such cards
dated would have been
distributed amongst relatives and
friends after her death. So what
became of Henry?. My view is
that Henry couldn’t or wouldn’t
raise his sons probably due to the
nature of his work. It is alleged
that in later years he returned to
Atherstone to check on his sons.
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He visited one of the towns many
hat factories to summon George to
"The Red Lion Hotel" in order to
meet and maybe explain his past
actions and why he abandoned his
children. However, when George
arrived at the hotel, it is said that
Henry was nowhere to be seen.
Maybe he had cold feet?.
The census returns of 1881 and
1891 both show that Henry was
still employed on the railways and
lodging in Worcester, and a few
years ago, in order to find out
more about him I located his
death on "Free BMD" website and
I discovered that he died in 1893.

Hinckley Library
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Another descendant, and contact
of mine acquired a copy of the
death certificate and we were both
amazed to learn the circumstances
of his death. The certificate gave
the cause of death as "Found dead
in River Severn". Wishing to learn
more I posted an enquiry on
Rootsweb’s Worcester page to see
if there were any possible surviving
newspaper reports concerning the
death.
I soon received a
photocopy of the death report
strangely posted to me
anonymously which stated that a
post mortem was held during
which Henry was described as a
"quiet man…...who sometimes
went home drunk", and a verdict of
"found dead" was returned by the
jury.
My own thoughts towards Henry
are sympathetic. It appears he had
a career with prospects, (records
show that he worked for the
mighty Great Western Railway),

H I N C K L E Y

and I feel that the loss of Harriet
must have been a devastating blow
to him. Unable to cope in raising
his sons, he did what he could to
find them good homes back in
Atherstone, and it appears that he
cared enough to return to the town
to check on them in later years,
although a possible nervous nature
prevented him from seeing it
through. Maybe one evening in a
Worcester hostelry back in 1893,
Henry was reflecting and
reminiscing upon his past and
feeling remorseful maybe drank
too much causing him to stumble
and fall into the river on his way
back to his lodgings.
Henry’s sons Frances Slaney Clare
Beale (Frank) died in 1927, and
George Frederick Beale died in
1951.
Both are buried in
Atherstone cemetery. George has
many descendants living in
Atherstone area today.

L I B R A R Y . . .
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Although I have been researching family history for seventeen years, for various reasons one family in my
family tree has remained virtually untouched. This family is named Burton which originated from Sheepy
Magna.
Last November, I finally decided to investigate the Burtons, and realising that Sheepy Magna is
situated in Leicestershire I realised that this would probably mean a visit to the Leicestershire Record Office.
This is something that I didn’t exactly relish. My only previous visit to this office took place during the
summer of 2006, and I remember having a lot of difficulty on the return journey due to closure of part of the
M69.
Therefore, I had a look at the Leicestershire libraries website and I discovered that copies of the
relevant Sheepy Magna parish registers that I needed to look at were also held at Hinckley library on
microfiche, so I called the library and ordered a reserve of a micro-reader. I have visited Hinckley library on
many occasions and have always found the service very efficient. However, upon my arrival, I discovered
things had changed. A new porchway had been added to the building, the interior was more spacious and the
enquiry desk had been moved over to the left, away from the central area. As I moved further, I discovered
that the local studies area had gone!. However, at that point I saw a sign which indicated that local studies had
been moved to the first floor. This was clearly to make room on the ground floor for PC terminals.
My partner is disabled, and a member of staff courteously demonstrated the use of the lift to the first floor,
where another staff member kindly made available the relevant microfiche that we required. The new local
studies is a very peaceful area, well organised, and we both had a very fruitful day as far as research was
concerned. The library now even has toilet facilities including a spacious disabled toilet. I feel that Hinckley
library should be congratulated for its improvements, I would recommend the facilities to any researcher, and
in addition to this, Hinckley itself is very accessible, it’s an attractive town and we had no problem with
parking.
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iles never before available
to the public are now
online.
Transcripts of 210,000
trials from across four centuries are
now available.
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History is full of information about
kings and queens and wars, but
there isn’t much that tells us about
the everyday life of ordinary people.

The web site, published by the
Humanities Research Institute, is a
collaboration by the Universities of
Sheffield and Hertfordshire and the
Open University. Funded by the
Arts and Humanities Research
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her husband’s great-greatgrandmother, Phoebe Douglas,
had been transported to Australia
in 1829. Douglas’s trial details
how she and two friends
distracted the owner of an east
London draper’s shop, allowing
them to steal 30 yards of printed
cotton, valued at 19 shillings.
Brewer said discovering the
criminal history of her relative
had made her proud of her
heritage. ‘It was a huge surprise
but wonderful to be able to read
the transcript of Phoebe’s trial,’
she said. ‘Life for her was clearly
very hard: her husband had been
transported to Bermuda as a
convict, then she was transported
to Australia for what we would
consider to be a very small crime
in today’s society.

The site is the largest single source
of searchable information about
everyday British lives and behavior
ever published, said Professor Tim
Hitchcock. Besides the desperate
drama of crimes punished, the
proceedings give us a new and
remarkable access to the everyday.

The web site contains the
transcripts of every trial heard at
the Old Bailey from 1674 to 1913, a
total of more than 210,00 criminal
trials.
Sadly, it includes the
biographical details of around
3,000 men and women executed at
Tyburn.

S o c i e t y
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Arts and Humanities Research
Council, the trials run to more than
110,000 pages of text and some
120 million words. I addition to
the text of trials, the website
provides 195,000 digital images, as
well as contemporary maps,
images of the courtroom and

H i s t o r y

‘What made it even sadder was
that she had a child she wasn’t
able to bring with her to
Australia,’ Brewer added.
‘Phoebe was a remarkable lady,
one we are proud to have in our
family history.’
information on the historical and
legal background to the Old Bailey
court.

You can access this free and
remarkable web site at:
http:/www.oldbaileyonline.org

The site also enables people to
search for criminal ancestors.
Joan Brewer, a researcher, found

All the articles published in this journal by Eastman’s Online Genealogy Newsletter are
copyright 2007 by Richard W. Eastman. They are re-published here with the permission
of the author. Information about the newsletter is available at http://www.eogn.com.
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Dear Editor Ray,
A very interesting journal this
quarter!.
I enjoyed reading the
articles on Chilvers Coton Church
and King Edward VI Grammar
School.
Chilvers Coton Church.
I have a booklet published in 1947,
entitled "The Re-opening of Chilvers
Coton Church"…...The profits of this
publication went to the Rebuilding
Fund and the minimum price was
2/6d. This booklet mentions the
architect, H Norman Jepson of
Nuneaton, and his temporary clerk,
Alois Mohring of Dusseldorf.
It
also says that the Vicar, Rev R T
Murray, acted as Clerk of the Works
with the assistance of Walter
Perkins and Rev Jones. It is clear
from several references that every
effort was made to avoid hindering
any work related to reconstruction
of house destroyed in WWII.
"…..NOT ONE MAN OR ONE
BRICK HAS BEEN TAKEN FROM
HOUSING WORK".
The booklet
runs to 20 pages and has many
photographs of the wonderful
carvings and sculpture.
The
quotation from Chapter 55 of the
Book of Isaiah which prefaces the
booklet is very telling.
"Es sollen Tannen für Hecken
wachsen and Myrthen für
Dornen….."
"Those whom the
thorn has torn will best help the
Lord God to replace it with the fir
tree".
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My mum and dad, John PALING
and Ida Mary ROBINSON were
married at Chilvers Coton in April
1935.
My mum’s sisters, Alice,
Dorothy, Jessie and Joan were also
married there in later years.
Three younger sisters, Elsie,
Audrey and Madge, are buried in
the churchyard as well as her
parents, Thomas and Lizzie
ROBINSON.
I was told that I was baptized at
Chilvers Coton Church just before
we moved to Staffordshire.
I
don’t know the date of my baptism.
I would have been six weeks old in
the last week in May 1940 which
would have been the usual time for
a baptism.
I understand the
Church was bombed on Friday 17
May 1940. Where did Baptisms
take place after the church was
bombed?. I would love to know
the date and place of my baptism.
Kind Edward VI School.
My father was a pupil there from c.
1921-1926.
I have a medal that
he won during that time.
This medal is made of silver AND
is inscribed on the back- "J
PALING, 1st 100 Yds SENIOR".
The front of the medal is
beautifully made in red and blue.
The two scrolls at the bottom of the
medal read "Kind Edward VI
School, Nuneaton"
which is
straightforward, but I am intrigued
by the words which are picked out
in silver round the central motif of

a cross on a mound above a skull
with "1553" above them.
The words read- "SCOLA DE
ETONE SEGILLIUM" - which, so
far as my "O" level Latin goes,
means "seal of a scholar of Eton".
I was puzzled by the reference to
"Eton" but after some research on
the internet I realise that
Nuneaton’s former name was
"Etone", meaning "watery town"
Apparently the settlement became
known as " Nun’s Eatone"
because of a local nunnery.
I
would be interested to know if my
ideas are correct.
Both the booklet and the medal
have come down to me because I
am the last of my family. I would
appreciate any ideas that anyone
has as to their future disposal.
My daughter is reasonably
interested in photographs of her
ancestors but is unlikely to want
to house these bits of trivia.
I don’t want to just throw them
away. Does anyone have any
ideas as to what I should do with
them?.
My best wishes to you and your
editorial staff.

Anne Paling Lawson
20 Four Wells Drive
Sheffield, S12 4JB
annepaling@hotmail.com

Kent or Chatham Naval Connections? Check out the forthcoming course led by
Celia Heritage at Chatham. Make a holiday of a trip to Kent - do your local
genealogical
research
and
enjoy
a
specialist
course,
too. See www.heritagefamilyhistory.co.uk/events.htm
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from all types of working people pressed into
service by the German Army into the forward
areas of France. Amongst them were some
highly skilled craftsmen. These were given the
task of rebuilding the church, which they did
with great merit.
On September 26th 1947 the Bishop of
Coventry, Dr Neville Gordon re-dedicated the
church and some of the remaining Germans
still held captive were present at the service.
Many were welcomed into local homes to share
their rations and homely comforts.

The Germans who helped rebuild Coton Church
On that infamous night of May 17th 1941, the night of the
German blitz on Nuneaton, a number of incendiary bombs
clattered onto the roof of Chilvers Coton Church. After a
while these blazing bombs set fire to the roof and a few hours
later it collapsed, destroying the inside of the church. After
D.Day the former, and now redundant US army camp at
Arbury park started to fill up with captured German
Wehmacht soldiers who were regarded by the military
authorities as being ‘low risk’ POWs. They were recruited

In the last newsletter I gave some details of a job which once
existed in the goods marshalling yard at Nuneaton (and
everywhere else in the country at the time) where a man had
the job of fatting the wagon axle boxes. This man in the photo
is doing just this very thing, the only difference is that this is
in the private sidings yard of the Mountsorrel Granite
Company in Leicestershire. As you can see the flap on top of
the axle box is open, and armed with a large spatula the Fat
Box Man has the job of scraping the tallow from the bucket
and blobbing it into the axle box flap. It is patted down and
the another blob applied which is again patted down and so
on until he can’t get anymore in. He then moves on to the
next wagon. At one time, all railway wagons were lubricated
like this. Many thousands a day. It was an important job
because this was a very imperfect form of lubrication and care
had to be taken to keep the boxes topped up. Any deficiency
in the contents of the axle box could lead to “hot boxes”, the
wagons being stopped and the goods not being delivered on
time.

Those in this photo are: Left to right: Fritz
Schmeisser, Dresden, Rudolph Dietze of
Zehren, Lagerfuhrer Friedrich Albrecht, Erwin
Michel Silesia, Maz Hatzinger, Fritz Beyer,
Lothar Bayer. By the time this photo was taken
some of the Germans had returned home
including the brilliant sculpter Carl Weber of
Berlin, whose local work included the figure of
Christ in Coton churchyard (recently restored)
and the Four Graces which once stood in the
grounds of Arbury Hall; and Heinrich
Schönmeyer whose brilliant wood carvings
decorate the restored church today.

Page 16

N u n e a t o n

&

N o r t h

W a r w i c k s h i r e

F a m i l y

H i s t o r y

S o c i e t y

A T H E R S T O N E D I S T R I C T F A M I L Y
H I S T O R Y D A Y
Saturday 27th September 2008
In St Mary’s Church in the heart of historic Atherstone town
This is THE event for everyone who is exploring their past
All people living in and around Atherstone, or with roots in the area, will find this of interest and help.
DISPLAYS: including families of the area; some local ordinary and extra-ordinary folk; about the town;
publications and much more.

HELP DESKS:
Stuck? Bring your family history enquiries
Getting Started? Advice to start your research
Marriages Access to the new North Warwickshire Marriages Database

F a m i l y P h o t o g r a p h s a n d
H o w T o D a t e T h e m . . . b y
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Old family photographs, often
unearthed from attics, are always a
fascination.
If they have no
captions they are also a frustration.

anyone researching their family
history and all those who are
just curious about their old
family photographs.

In her new book FAMILY
PHOTOGRAPHS AND HOW TO
DATE THEM (Countryside Books
£12.99) dress historian JAYNE
SHRIMPTON shows us how to date
these photographs and learn more
about the lives of the sitters.

‘Our ancestors appear dressed
before the camera as they
wished to be viewed in their
lifetime’, says author Jayne
Shrimpton. ‘But their clothing
has, in a sense outlived them,
offering a wealth of visual clues
which engage our attention and
help to narrow the gap between
past and present’.

The book covers 100 years—from
1850 to 1950. Each has its own
chapter with details on the type of
photograph being produced at the
time;
the dress being worn,
including hairstyles and jewellery
that were in fashion; and additional
clues which can be found in the
background, such as furnishings
and studio props.
This is a must-have book for

Jayne Shrimpton attained an
MA in the History of Dress at
the Courtauld Institute of Art
and worked for the National
Portrait Gallery in London
before becoming a free-lance
researcher, lecturer and writer.
An experienced fashion
historian and portrait specialist,

she has been dating and analyzing
old photographs and paintings for
over 20 years.
She is a regular
contributor to Practical Family
History Magazine
and has
written and lectured widely.
This book is published by
Countryside Books at £12.99 and
is available from all local
booksellers or direct from the
publishers on…...
www.countrysidebooks.co.uk
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We frequently complain of our
ancestors’ ability to hide, but a
recent piece of research tested both
my persistence and detective skills.
Several attempts had been made to
resolve some OSBORN
connections, but there simply too
many of the same given names in
contiguous parishes—and all is
prior to the censuses.
This foray started with blacksmith
Thomas OSBORNE at Kings
Bromley who was thought to be
son of John OSBORN; both had
died before the 1841 census. Let’s
call them Blacksmith Tom and
Wicked John. Blacksmith Tom
and his wife Mary were buried at
Kings Bromley having died three
days apart, both aged 54. Wicked
John was 84 and was laid to rest at
Yoxall on the 29th April 1841.
John left a will, which named his
children; he described himself as a
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Delving……
S i m p k i n s

labourer, he signed by his mark
and he held property at
Woodhouse in the Parish of
Yoxall. No wife was mentioned,
suggesting he was widowed.
This will be my starting point.
Wicked John had named his
daughters as Mary, wife of Aaron
SHARRATT and Ann, wife of
Charles TWAMLEY.
His sons
were Thomas (deceased) and John
"more commonly known as John
MATHER". The children of his
deceased son were also—
usefully—named as Thomas,
Sarah, Mary, John & William.
This confirmed the link to
Blacksmith Tom.
The comment about John jnr
being known as MATHER was
how John got his nickname—we
assumed John jnr was born out of
wedlock, and his mother was

p

r

MATHER.
Despite many
searches, nothing could be found
to substantiate such an
assumption. So began a detailed
extraction of OSBORN entries
from registers for Yoxall and
contiguous parishes—10 pages
and growing!.
No MATHER
connection was found. However,
the Yoxall burial register had a
Penelope OSBORN buried 6
January 1831; noted in the
register in a slightly different
hand was "wife of John" of
Woodhouse.
She was 75.
Penelope is an uncommon given
name of the period—was she the
mother of Wicked John’s small
brood?. There followed a tedious
few weeks of searching for every
entry of Penelope in Yoxall and
nearby. It has to be said that the
Yoxall registers leave much to be
desired in legibility and detail!.
What transpired was bizarre.

These are the entries believed to relate to Wicked John and his immediate family:

29 April 1841: John OSBORNE of Woodhouses, aged 84, buried at Yoxall
9 April 1837: Mary OSBORNE of Kings Bromley, aged 54, buried at Yoxall (MI: Thomas OSBORNE died 3
April 1837 aged 54, and Mary, his wife, died 6 April 1837 aged 54)
4 Feb 1836: Aaron SHARRATT and Mary LARGE married at Yoxall {Sarah OSBORN was a witness}.
6 Jan 1831: Penelope, wife of John OSBORNE of Woodhouse, aged 75 years, buried at Yoxall.
3 Oct 1813: Samuel LARGE and Mary OSBORN married at Yoxall.
19 Oct 1812: John OSBORNE and Sarah HANDSACRE married at Kings Bromley.
15 Apr 1811: Thomas OSBORN and Mary HANDSAKER married at Kings Bromley.
25 Apr 1802: Ann, daughter of John and Penelope MATHEWS baptised at Yoxall.
16 Mar 1794: Mary, daughter of John and Penelope OSBORN baptised at Yoxall.
27 Jan 1788: John, son of John and Penelope ASMAN baptised at Yoxall.
6 Jul 1783: Thomas, son of John and Penelope ASMAN baptised at Yoxall.
15 Dec 1782: John MATTHEWS and Penelope NICHOLLS, both otp, married at Tatenhill by Banns. Both
made their mark.
There was one other Penelope in the registers, also with a husband John (wouldn’t you just know it!) but their
surname was consistent in spelling and distinctively different.
Cont’d next page………….
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How to prove the previous table
was a family group was a problem.
I worked through a number of
wills—nothing helped.
Then I
worked through marriages in
Yoxall and surrounding area in
hope of finding some link amongst
the surnames: nothing. The final
hope was that the bishops’
transcripts might have some extra
nugget of information.
It was
painstaking work going through
every entry for a hint of a
connection/explanation from
1750s to early 1800s. As ever, it
was almost the final item that
nailed Wicked John.
The BT’s for Yoxall are relatively
legible, although not complete for
all the years. The copy of the
baptism entry for 25 April 1802
was clearly written and without
dubiety.
"Ann, daughter of John and
Penelope MATHEWS otherwise

W a r w i c k s h i r e
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known as ORSBORNE". Eureka!!
After many days of hunting, I
barely believed my eyes.
It is easy to accept ASBON,
OSBON, OSBOURNE, OSBORN as
being the same; ASMAN is harder
but I guess you take a strong
Staffordshire accent spoken to an
incumbent who may come from an
area with very different intonation
and what you then get in the
registers is odd.
The only
explanation for MATHER is that
the scribe simply got the name
wrong and when Wicked John
made his mark he couldn’t read
well enough to notice it.
But why was Wicked John using
such different surnames? Was he
illegitimate—born MATHEWS and
brought up OSBORN or vice versa?
The jury is still out on this.
Perhaps he is the son of John and
Mary ASMAN baptized 22 July
1759 at Yoxall; if that is right, then
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his mother was an ILLSLEY! I
mused that Mary could have
been widowed and remarried to a
MATHEWS, but it will need a
thorough reconstruction of the
previous generation to attempt to
resolve matters.
It is essential to check against
original sources anything found
on indexes such as the IGI—and
when you do find an unexplained
"change" in names in the actual
parish registers, do check the
bishops’ transcripts—you might
find a gem.
Wills also play a
vital role in sorting out families:
even labourers leave wills. Keep
delving until you have found
enough evidence to make your
case, however odd the facts may
seem.
Unravelling the origins of Wicked
John will take time! For now, I
am going to chase some less
challenging souls.

?

Recently, the postman delivered an envelope containing pages of transcribed entries for three Warwickshire
parishes. There was no accompanying letter or explanation other than “thought these would help the project”.
This was taken to mean the North Warwickshire Marriages Project.
The material sent is marriages for:
Caldecote: 1726—1837
Weddington: 1673—1809
Ansty: 1754—1812
Please, if you sent this material to Jacqui, can you let her know who you are? Also, is this all your own work, or
is it a copy from elsewhere? If it is your work, then we would like to include your name in the list of helpers.
(See list of officers on page 1 for contact details).
Keeping you up to date…….Kate Keens, membership secretary.
In order to keep members up to date with current events, we have started to send out updates by e-mail.
Unfortunately the cost of posting letters by Royal Mail prevents us from sending such updates in the old-fashioned
way to those of your without e-mail addresses. However, please be assured that we will contact you with any vital
information. Updates are also available on the website. Can we remind those of you who do have e-mail to please
let us know if you change your e-mail address.

Page 19

N u n e a t o n

&

N o r t h

W a r w i c k s h i r e

F a m i l y

H i s t o r y

S o c i e t y

Atherstone Market Place
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The Market Place is right in the
centre of Atherstone. There has
been a market here since
medieval times. It is dominated
by St Mary’s church, although
this was not always the case. As
you can see from the old postcard
above dating from the early 1900s
there was once a Town Hall
situated on the Market Square,
the market stalls being set out
around it, and also the shops and
buildings in front of the church.
These buildings were demolished
in the late 1950s and the Town
Hall in 1963. Later photographs
show how this opened out the
whole area of the Market Place
and made it the pleasant area it is
today.
The church was re-built in 1849
except for the chancel and the
tower. The chancel is the oldest
part of the church dating from
medieval times.
After the
Dissolution of the Monasteries it
housed the town’s grammar
school, a charter being granted in
1573 by Queen Elizabeth.
It
continued as a grammar school
until the new premises were built
in Long Street in 1864. The
church tower dates from 1782.
Atherstone formally separated
from Mancetter and became a

P h o t o s

b y

J o h n

parish in its own right in 1841.
There is no burial ground attached
to Atherstone church and so
residents continued to be buried in
Mancetter churchyard until the
Municipal Cemetery was opened on
Sheepy road in 1870.
The Market Place is flanked by
Church Street and Market Street
and some of the oldest buildings in
Atherstone are to be found here.
Church Street was once known as
Bakehouse Lane. It is believed that
the town bake house was situated
here at number 6. A few years ago
a project funded by the National
Lottery Heritage Fund was carried

P a r t o n
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r

St Mary’s church

out to investigate the history of
Atherstone and as part of this was
found that the oldest building in
Church Street was number 8. A
sample of timber taken from the
attic was dated as late 15th century.
This shop was for many years Jane
Stafford’s dress shop but is now
boarded up awaiting renovation.
To the left of the church on this side
of the market square is the Angel
Inn. This dates from the medieval
times and was once the meeting
place of the manor court.
Market Street was previously called
Butcher’s Row, and there is still a

Atherstone Market Square
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Atherstone Market Place...
butcher’s shop there today.
Perhaps the most impressive
building here is Beech House, a
red brick building next to the
Market Tavern (previously the
Cricketer’s Arms).
This was
rebuilt in 1708 by William Eyre
and is today Atherstone’s only
Grade 11 listed house. It was
occupied for many years by the
Hiscock family, who owned and
ran Atherstone’s only department
store, which was situated on the
corner of Market Street and Long
Street. This has long since closed
down and the building converted
into several different small shops.
To the right of the Church, there
is a wall built from the chancel of
the church to Chapel House (now
a hotel and restaurant).
This
was built by Abraham

Bracebridge
in
1798. He was the
local landowner
and
lived
in
Atherstone Hall
which
was
situated
behind
the church. This
w a s
a l s o
demolished in the
1960s.
A new
road
out
of
Atherstone was to
be built but Mr
Bracebridge thought it would be too
close to the Hall so he had the road
diverted through the yard of the
Swan Inn which he also owned, and
the wall was built to cut off the
road. The road, which still passes
through the Swan Archway, is a
narrow little road and is now oneway traffic only. The building to the

S o c i e t y
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right of the archway was for many
years a doctor’s surgery and is
now an antique shop.
The
building to the left was a
solicitor’s office and is currently
undergoing restoration.
Both
these buildings were part of the
Swan Inn.
Sources:
The History of Atherstone by
Brenda Watts & Eleanor
Winyard.
Hats, Coal and Bloodshed by
John D Anstin Images of
Atherstone by Christine
Freeman Atherstone Historic
Town Trial-Leaflet The
Friends of Atherstone Heritage
and Atherstone Civic Society.

Microfiche

Hire

Service

NNWFHS offers a microfiche loan service to its members. We have several microfiche readers which are available for
hire for £2 per month, and several sets of microfiche at 50p per set per month. The microfiche/readers must be reserved
in advance either at the meetings (reserved for the following meeting) or by telephoning Mrs. Carol Hughes. They may
be used at the regular monthly meetings without charge. They must be collected either from the meeting or from Carol’s
house (by prior arrangement only) and cannot be sent through the post.
If you have any queries or would like anymore information about this service or the fiche that we have please contact the
microfiche hire coordinator………...Mrs. Carol Hughes, Millstone, Mill Lane, Wolvey, Nr Hinckley, Leics, LE10 3HR Tel:
01455 220408 or email: microfiche@nnwfhs.org.uk.
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MARRIAGES—Vital to family history research
By Jacqui Simpkins
North Warwickshire Marriages Index
Who married whom and when is a critical part of
family history research. Since 1837 in England we
have had the civil registration process, but before
1837 our searching becomes local in every sense. The
difficulties then arise - not least of which is where did
they marry! Not all parishes are included on the
International Genealogical Index (IGI) and even
those that are only provide bald information of name
and date, no information on where the groom or
bride were from, or if they were single or widowed.
Nothing to help you gauge whether you have the right
John & Mary combination.
In earlier Journals you will have read about the North
Warwickshire Marriages Index (NoWMI).
The
project’s main aim is to develop a searchable database
for the marriages in the parishes of north
Warwickshire 1754-1837 (and any other periods
anyone is prepared to transcribe and add!).
The NoWMI database, still in its infancy, already
contains some 7,000 marriages from our patch and
contiguous places. You can use the database at
NNWFHS events – it was at Chilvers Coton and will
also be at the Atherstone Family History Day on 27th
September in the expert hands of co-ordinator Carole
Eales.
A great deal of work goes into transcribing marriages.
The process starts with a volunteer who transcribes
from the original register (often from microfilm in a
local library or LDS FHCentre), taking care to
transcribe names as written, however bizarre they
are; they put the data into a spreadsheet that is
provided by the NoWMI co-ordinator.
When
complete, this is sent to the co-ordinator who checks
the layouts. Then arrangements are made to check
the transcription against any existing bishops’
transcripts; this process has actually found additional
marriages as well as some very different names!
Once that chore is completed, another volunteer is
asked to double-check any outstanding “oddities”
against the original registers; the idea of a fresh pair
of eyes at this stage is important as they may well
interpret the mildewed areas differently! Where we
cannot make sense of the scrawl, or agree on
interpretation, the transcripts give the options.
Occasionally we give up and note a word is illegible but not until all avenues are explored, including using
marriage bonds in some instances. All this is done by
volunteers who are keen to help fellow family
historians. We can all be volunteers – how about
you?
It will be some time before enough of the area is

pr

transcribed and included on NoWMI to enable a CD
to be produced. To help researchers by bringing
genealogically useful material into print is a prime
purpose of our Society, so some parishes’ marriages
are being published in the interim, in typical
NNWFHS-style affordable booklets. The booklets
include information about the process of recording
marriages, about the parish and sources and
resources available. No 1 is Shustoke (see below);
No 2 will include Curdworth 1754-1837 with Wishaw
1754-1899: 56 pages including a surname index
(well over 600 surnames and their variants!).
Witherley will appear hopefully in the autumn – the
registers were difficult to read and a stalwart
volunteer is checking against the bishops’
transcripts in an attempt to resolve the illegible
parts! Why Witherley, do I hear? Well, it might be
over the border into Leicestershire, but the village
and church could not be closer to “our” patch yet
still be outside the line drawn on the map. Lines on
maps meant little to our ancestors!
Available NOW: Shustoke Marriages 17541837
No 1 in the Marriages Series is for Shustoke. The
marriages for the parish are incomplete on the IGI
so this booklet really is a ‘must’ for anyone with
ancestors in the area. For the period published,
Shustoke included the hamlet of Bentley forming an
ecclesiastical parish of some considerable size.
Helpfully, many individuals from Bentley are
recorded as such within the registers. There are 36
pages in this first booklet of the Marriages Series – it
is packed with vital genealogical material. While we
would expect many grooms to come to the parish to
acquire new blood for their family genes, we would
perhaps expect them to be from neighbouring
parishes – not necessarily so if Shustoke a hint of
what is to come!
Just about every north
Warwickshire parish is mentioned, as are places in
the counties of Derby, Leicester, Northampton,
Nottingham, Stafford and Worcester - plus
Hampshire and Middlesex!
Who suggested
Shustoke was a quiet rural place?
As this is a new style booklet, we thought some
information about the presentation of material and
how you can interpret marriage entries generally
would assist members (see elsewhere in this
Journal).
The new booklet is available from Bob Butler at
open meetings and events, or by post. See the full
list of publications elsewhere in this edition for
prices and mail order.
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Using the Marriages Series
From 1754, each marriage was required to be recorded in a register kept solely for the purpose. It was the
problems of clandestine marriages and lack of information about marriages in general church registers that had
aroused concern and produced Lord Hardwicke’s Marriage Act in 1753. The Act required marriages to take
place in the Church of England with exceptions only for Quakers and Jews.

Many parishes began using pre-printed registers for marriages in 1754 (but not all!); there were some tweaks and
a new-style register introduced in 1813. Despite these pre-printed registers, some incumbents did not provide
the details requested! In 1837 the registers changed to those required by civil registration. The period covered
by the transcription project is 1754-1837; that said some earlier and some later periods are covered where
transcribers have provided their work to the Society.

The date: did several marry on same
day? You will find quite a number of
marriages on 25th December—a day
off work!

The booklet format is tabulated. The
names are all as found and spelling can
be idiosyncratic!
Placenames have
been modernised.

(x) indicates a person The first booklet in the Marriages Series is for Shustoke; this
signed by mark. This
suggests they could not
29 Jun 1755 FULLFORD William (x), bac, Meriden
write but can mean they
PRIEST Hannah, Shustoke
were asked to “make
Wits: John Bolas; Richard Day
their mark”.
Here we have a widower
marrying
a
local
spinster,
a
useful
indicator that he likely
had a young family to
care for! Note they are
both from Bentley, then
part of Shustoke parish.

How the marriage was
conducted: a licence
bond may still exist
and can provide extra
details

21 Oct 1755 BULLOCK Ralph, bac, Shustoke
DAY Eleanor, spin, Shustoke
Wits: Anne Shuttleworth (x); Richard Day

Licence

Banns

26 Oct 1755 VIOL John (x), wid, Bentley in par Shustoke
Banns
POWER Sarah (x), spin, Bentley in par Shustoke
Wits: Henry Billington; Richard Day
08 Dec 1755 SHILTON Edward (x), bac, Bentley, Shustoke
Consent
STRINGER Sarah (x), spin, Bentley in par Shustoke
Wits: John Danks (x); Richard Day
Married with consent of parents

Anyone under the age of 21
years—even a day under—
was technically a minor and
their parents’ permission to
marry was required.
We
don’t know who was under
21—it could be both.

Although friends and family were often witnesses to marriages, in
some parishes the local clerk or church warden who could write was
present and signed as a witness. That one name appears on
successive marriages can suggest a “professional witness” of some
kind—and is worth checking.
sample is from that booklet.

Surnames: using a transcribed marriage register which includes the names of witnesses to marriages, can
help greatly in establishing when a family of a particular name was in a parish; it can also resolve
difficulties in “lost” individuals. A woman marrying a man from well outside the parish may go to live in
the parish of her husband. In the sample above, Hannah Priest may well have gone to Meriden. Some
marriages include partners from well beyond Warwickshire.
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Some
nice
space-fill
pictures sent in by John
Parton of the recent ‘Fun
Day’ at Atherstone.
Celia, Jacquie and Val in
all their finery on the
day. Well done ladies!

