                                      THE RECOLLECTIONS OF OLD JOHN GREEN.

VENTNOR, JUNE 4, 1890.



To the editor of the I.W. Mercury.

Sir,-  The recollections of old John Green, for many years the Parish Clerk at St Lawrence, may possibly prove interesting to some of your readers, or perhaps to the residents of the Undercliffe in the present day. The reminiscences were written in 1847, and are interesting,  from recalling some incidents in the local life of the period when they were recorded. "Tailor" Green, as he was sometimes called, was endowed with a wonderful memory, readily recalling  even the Christian names. This faculty he retained almost to the end of his life.


Perhaps some of your readers may be able to supplement the facts with other details they may have heard, and thus fill the gap in the earlier history of the district,


                                                                                         I remain, yours truly,


                                                                                                      M.D. 1



          To Doctor Martin, Belgrave House, Ventnor.

Sir.- I hope you will pardon my delay in not performing according to you request. The reason was : I can give no perfect account of the date when many things happened since my remembrance for want of a personal diary. Perhaps it may not be improper to give some account of myself.


I was informed by my parents, John ( born 1746) and Jane Green ( born 1752) that I was born on the 29th day of March, 1774, at Atherfield, in the parish of Brixton, Isle of Wight. I was a strong , healthy, growing child till about 18 months old , when I was sorely afflicted with convulsive fits, which never left me an hour at a time for the space of nine whole weeks, which were the sad cause of my infirmity  71 years and a half,  I now being 73 years. The first of my recollections is: I had a large wen growing on my right eyebrow: and a young lady dying suddenly at Brook Farm, my mother was persuaded to take me there and rub my wen with the lady`s hand , and it would diminish as the corpse decayed in the grave. 2 I recollect the coldness of the her hand particularly, although it was done 70 years ago. The wen has been gone from my eyebrow more than 10 year. I happened to strike it against the pulpit in St Lawrence Church and burst it ; but it was diminished in size before it was hurt., and as it got well it disappeared

1. Dr  George Anne  Martin, of Belgrave House was  one of the  first  doctors to  practice  in Ventnor,  coming  here  in 1836 .

2.  This was  a folk remedy  regularly used to  ‘treat’ growths. A `wen` is a sebaceous cyst.


In 1777, my father living near Chale Church, I recollect a ship was wrecked near Atherfield rocks, and those on board were in great distress, and no assistance could be given them from the shore, through a rough sea, till they contrived, by the help of God, to make what they called a raft, with spars, planks and such timber that they could lash together to float on to the shore ; then stripped themselves naked, and put their clothes in their bags and lashed them to the raft, got it overboard, lashed themselves to the raft with cords, and ventured their lives on it, and by God`s mercy , reached the shore, where many were waiting to assist them. But there was one cruel villain who, pretending to help them, took a gentleman’s bag , to carry with the rest, but went up the cliff with the bag and robbed the poor distressed soul of all he had in the world. He was the doctor of the ship; he was nearly exhausted, but made recovery by degrees. The people made a large fire in a convenient place to comfort them.


Mr John Grimes, then of Yafford, was an officer there belonging to the Customs. He was informed of the inhuman action, and sent some of the men after him  and the rascal was forced to go back with the men, and carry the bag and deliver it to the officer. He had great difficulty to save himself from being thrown  into the sea by the more humane, many women wanting to give him a complete washing ; but he a last went off, dirty as he was , amidst great hooting. His name was Richard Reason; but he had not that principle. I knew the rascal afterwards, and my father saw his cruel action. I do not recollect any lives being lost; but I being the only child of my mother, she took me with her part of the way till meeting a woman , who would take care of me, gave her sixpence to take me back with her, as the journey was too much for me, and I too burdensome for her to carry ; so I went back and my mother proceeded, which I can remember, though quite young.


I believe ‘twas in 1778 or 9 3, there was a beacon raised on the highest lands all round the sea coast, to be set on fire on the approach of an enemy. As it happened, a fleet of merchant ships appeared in Chale Bay, which were thought to be the enemy`s fleet. The people were much alarmed, and it was reported to the Rev. Francis Worsley, the then minister. He thinking it was the French fleet come to invade the Island sent his man, William Chessell, with a bundle of straw &c. to set fire to the beacon on St. Catherine`s Down, which alarmed the whole coast of England, for all the beacons were on fire to the land`s end, both east and west, and the people of Chale were in a great fright. My grandfather was in bed, having been hurt by a fall from a wheat rick. My mother could not persuade him to get up, to be   
  3.The American War of Independence started in 1776, Spain declared war on Britain & Sir Richard Worsley appointed Governor of the Isle of Wight in 1799.

 carried away. She was in great trouble having an infant in the cradle and my father saying "he would stay where he and let the French kill him." My father went up on St.Catherine`s Down the next morning and took me with him. There was a great people assembled on the Down, but I do not remember seeing the fleet that caused the alarm; but I saw the tar that had dropped on the grass from the cask or barrel, when on fire. I knew a man, about thirteen years afterwards, who was on board one of the ships of the fleet. His name was Christopher Attwell ; he was a servant of a gentleman on board. When I knew him he kept the inn called the King`s Head, Pyle Street, Newport.


About the same year as the alarm happened, a ship was wrecked in Chale Bay, laden with sundry goods; tobacco in leaf, tied in small bundles called "hands" and fruits of different sorts - raisins figs, almonds &c.-were plentiful on the shore. I remember having plum pudding a great many Sundays on that account.  A great many ships were wrecked on the coast that I can give no particular account of. I was quite away from my parents and the country before I was ten years of age. The Rev. Francis Worsley4, the minister, was so kind as to take into consideration to put me in the House of Industry, to commence the art of the tailoring trade, as my affliction had rendered me unfit to get my living by any other means. There was not much grandeur in Chale parish in those times. There were but two gentlemen living in the parish - the Rev. Francis Worsley, the minister and Mr Weeks at Chale Farm; the only two who had the title of Mr., the other people being called by their Christian name, or Farmer. Elderly men were called "giffer" and women "gimmer" or "gammer"  (if a grandmother) and some were called "Dame" I went to school at Dame Saunders`, who "teached" only to read in her plain style. She would pin us to her apron for punishment if we displeased her.


The minister, Mr Worsley 4 had a large family. I believe 16 children; but some of them I never knew. They went abroad. I believe the late Colonel Worsley who lived some years ago, at Shide, was then abroad. Their mother was called Madam Worsley.  There were two women who were called  "Mistress" - Mrs Moorman, at the farm called Gotten, and Mrs Nobbs, who kept a boarding school. I fear there are not many such farmers as Mr Weeks was at Chale Farm. He was a kind, benevolent gentleman, and had a great regard for the poor. On 21st December, St Thomas`s, usually called "Gooding" Day, Mr Weeks would go into his barn and measure his wheat (himself), and give all the women of the parish a gallon each, for her children, herself and her husband; a good load for some who 
4. Rev. Francis Worsley, Baptised October 3rd. 1729, Scholar, New College , Oxford ,Fellow 1749-54, Rector Chale and St. Lawrence , 1754.

 had  large families. He had also a large flock of sheep, and when the time for shearing came he used to be glad to see the poor children come to pick up the locks of wool that were scattered from the fleece, and at supper time would call them to supper , be at the table carving, and asking them which they liked best, "fat or lean." At harvest Mr Weeks would provide the best provisions and beer, as much as was sufficient, saying that their labour required such means of support 5.


I am sorry to hear it has been quite different at some farms for some harvests past. It would be well if some farmers would look in the book of Ruth, chap. 2, and see how kind  farmer Boaz was to his harvest men and the gleaners, and go and do likewise 6. I have heard that some poor men have been forced to provide for themselves on a very low price for their labour, and their families were in great distress, not being allowed to glean the fields, and a great deal of wheat was spoiled that might have been gleaned in good order.

VENTNOR, JUNE 11, 1890.


I have known families get a great deal of wheat, when they were allowed to glean, which found them in bread part of the winter and enabled them to fatten a hog, pay the miller, shoemaker and other debts, by honest industry. But I am told that at present there are great quantities of wheat hoarded up in their barns and storehouses, spoiling in a shameful condition to keep up the extortionate price that has been, and now is, while their poor hard working labourers cannot get sufficient bread for their families with scanty pay.  I have heard of poor men working from five o'clock in the morning till dinner time, then laying down to rest themselves, saying  they would not go home to eat up what their poor children must go without; there was not sufficient for them.


But to resume, I must inform you of what I remember concerning the parish of Chale in my childhood. No person kept any kind of wheel carriage to ride in except the minister; he had a two-wheeled chaise, with a head to draw up for shelter, and drawn by one horse. I never saw a farmer in any kind of carriage but his waggon. There were no light carts nor vehicles of any sort, for hire or pleasure; no carrier or market cart. The farmers carried their own marketing when their waggons went with corn, and their wives would ride in the carriage with the marketing , and perhaps take a poor neighbour or two with her. 

5. Robert Weeks,  buried Chale,  December 8th. 1788, aged 74. In his will  he established a  trust fund of  £199 13s. 4d in Consuls  producing £4  3s 4d yearly `for the relief of the  poor`.

6. Boaz allowed Ruth to glean and support her mother. The right to glean was not a  ‘right’ in law but  ‘an act of pure favour’  .

 If the waggon did not go, the farmer and his wife would ride both on one horse, the wife behind on a pillion fixed to the saddle, carrying her butter basket, &c. on her arm. It needed strong  buckles and straps, and not a weak horse, for some of the jolly dames. Such a rig was called a "gillmagag" when both were mounted it had three legs on one side, five on the other. The farmers wore white smocks of canvas. They would carry a nice piece of ham in a bag with their men`s dinner, and dine with them. The language of the old people could be  scarcely understood.


 in 1780 or 81, I remember a large meteor passed over the Isle of Wight, and it was said it dropped in Chale Bay. I recollect how very much it alarmed my mother. On such a sudden, the light shone in the room where we slept as though every thing around us was on fire. Some said it caused a great noise in the water as though all the Bay were boiling.   


There were many who walked the shore in those times in expectation of finding something to pay them for their trouble, as there was a place called "Money Hole" 8 on account of  pieces of coin being found at times, and sometimes pieces not coined ( I believe gold ), thrown up by rough seas. I never saw any of the coin, nor do I know whether it was silver or gold. Another heap of money was found promiscuously, near the Needles. A person was let down in a diving machine, and alighted on a large heap of dollars, but not having anything convenient with him to load himself with, he filled his pockets and made signal to be hauled up; but when he had all the necessary things for proceeding, on being let down again he could never find the prize any more. This was upwards of 100 years ago; it is above sixty years ago that I heard two brothers telling the story about it, very old men in the House of Industry- William Brett, upwards of 80 years, and Benjamin, his brother.


I heard my father say that he was on a visit to Ventnor Farm when a Farmer Isles lived there, and as he was walking on the hill above Ventnor Farm then called Ventnor Bank, he saw a boat a small distance out from Millbay in very rough sea, and he saw the boat reared right on end by the sea and go down stern foremost. There were two men and a son of each - Thomas Prouten and son and Richard Dyer and son - on board. My father ran down to the beach at Mill Bay and told some men that were there what he had seen from the hill mentioned. The men launched a boat directly, and went to see if they could render any service to them; but all in vain, and they had a narrow escape from shearing the same fate. There was such a heavy sea that they could scarcely keep the boat from filling. The sea beat the kid, or small tub, out of the man`s hand that was bailing the water out; then he took off one of his

7 Pieces of Eight  from a Spanish Armada wreck were found in the Money Hole on Chale Bay  from 1750 See Pieces of Eight, R. Morgan 

 shoes to bail with , and load it in the same manner , with a silver buckle on it. His name was James Cass a noted fisherman at Mill Bay. I knew him for many years. No doubt Thomas Dyer at Ventnor remembers it.


February 27th, Shrove Tuesday- In  1781, I remember a terrible high wind. It was said it blew down 32 barns on the Isle of Wight on that day, and a great damage done in general, and trees fell out of number. I saw a wheat rick fall, and some of the sheaves broke a window of the house where I lived. The Royal George sank at Spithead 9. I remember the sad accident and used to hear of many poor souls being found on the shore at Ryde and the east part of the Isle of Wight. In 1783 December 31st., I remember a very deep snow fell, the last night of the year, so that all the roads were impassable. The waggons went across fields by Gatcombe to Newport. There was no hedge, gate, or style but was covered with snow, and they remained so till Shrovetide 1784. On January !st. my father and I went to Newport through the very deep snow above-mentioned.  The Rev. Francis Worsley sent us with a letter of recommendation  to the committee of the quarterly meeting , to solicit their favour of admitting me to the House of Industry, to begin the trade of tailoring on account of my infirmity disabling me from getting my living by any other means. I was admitted by their kind consideration, though their laws did not allow any one to be admitted except their were more than three children. My father had but one besides me at that time. We had a very difficult journey to get to Newport through the deep snow. I remember it well though it was 63 years ago, the 1st. of January 1747. I remained in the House of Industry10 eight years, four months and nine days, and heard many things talked of among some very old people, that were there from all parts. The reason of me remaining in the House so long was my affliction, several objecting to take me an apprentice on that account, and many boys got out before me. I went on trial to a man at West Cowes; but the bank broke at Newport, which caused great embarrassment to my master, and I was returned to the house again on that account.


In 1784 I knew the first man that ever had a vehicle to let for hire in the Isle of Wight ( a two wheeled chaise drawn by one horse). His name was Joseph Derrick; he was then an old man and was the keeper of the Bridewell in Newport, and used to attend the House of Industry to punish or imprison

8. .The Royal George sank off Spithead on August 29th. 1782.  

9.. The House of Industry, Forest House, at Parkhurst, was founded in 1770.
 offenders, if any. Perhaps it may have been 40 years before I knew him that he had the chaise to let

. which makes it more than 100 years ago now.

From 1784 till 1792 I remained in the House of Industry, as I before stated, and heard many droll stories amongst the men who were there. They used to talk of a very droll gentleman, Mr John Mitchell, who had lived in the farm called St Cross at the foot of Honey Hill, close by Newport. He kept the farm in his own possession. There was a footpath leading across the fields towards the forest, with styles to get over, and near one of these stiles there was a very dirty mud hole where no person could pass. In the year  1752 ( when it was called New Style), "Johnny" as he was called, erected a new stile in the mud hole, for people to take their choice to go over the new stile or old; but no person could get over Johnny’s new stile without getting knee high in mud. So they kept going over the old stile as before, and after awhile he had the new stile taken away, saying "he saw the people liked the old stile best" He was a very rich gentleman and kept his carriage and a pack of hounds. He was very good to the poor, and would find employment for any one that applied to him for a job. He set a man to turn the winnowing fan for a whole day, in the barn, by himself, with no corn and both doors shut. Johnny would sometimes peep through the barn doors and tell the man to turn a little faster. He set man to clean out a mud pond on a very hot day, and the man was stripped to his shirt at work, and Johnny came out to him with a very nice coat, one of his best, and called the man out of the pond and told him he would give him the coat and he was to put it on, which he did, and was very thankful for it. He left the man with the coat on, and as the man was going to his dirty job in the pond, took off his coat and carefully laid it in a clean place, when Johnny came and saw the coat laid by, He said "O , if you will not wear the coat , I can find some one that will be glad with it", and took it away.  Mr Mitchell invited a large party of ladies and gentlemen ( his friends ) to take a light supper with him. When the company assembled they were ushered into a large room, with a table spread and a candle alight in every plate, as many as the table would contain. They sat a few minutes looking on each other; then a door opened for them to enter where a table was well stored with the best of provisions and enjoyed themselves well after having a "light " supper. He would sometimes send his waggon for a load and serve out the faggots amongst the poor himself. Many other good actions  I have heard of.  Mr Mitchell took a party of ladies out in his carriage for an airing, and when he returned he drove them to the mill pond so far as his boots would allow him to be dry shod, and left them in the pond for a little time. Then he went and put his horses to the carriage and drove them to his house and made them comfortable. He sent some men to reap a field of wheat, and told them not to begin till he came himself. The men waited a long time for his coming, and some of them said 'twas a pity to waste so much time, and they began reaping. Some did not, and  when he came he asked those that were at work " Who set them to work ?" . They said " Nobody" ."Then" said he "let nobody pay you" and he paid those that had not begun for the time they had wasted. He hired a tailor to make a coat, and being rather mistrustful, he told the tailor to measure him and chalk it on the cloth ( he having it in the house ) where it was to be cut. The tailor being an active hand laid the cloth double, and Johnny said "when you have chalked it all where it is to be cut, I will cut it out myself". So the cloth being laid double he cut two coats instead of one. The tailor took it home to make it, and had one coat for himself. He invited a party of gentlemen to go hunting one morning with his hounds. They soon found a hare, and were in full chase then he called the dogs off , saying, " Come puppies . I think we will go home now "and disappointed the company of the morning’s sport. He employed a man to make a hedge, and when he was driving in the stakes `twas his custom to say  "whish" at every blow  he struck the stake. Johnny stood and heard him say "whish" and said it was two men`s work to drive in the stake and say "whish " too; he ordered a man to stand and say "whish" every blow the other man struck. He would sometimes go into a public-house and enquire if their beer was good.. If they told him it "was very good" he would not have any, saying  "It would keep longer". If it "was not very good" he would have some to help off with it, saying "It was time it was gone". This was related by old men in the House of Industry while I was there; some of them had known him. I knew an old man there, more than 60 years ago, that had got a good coat, which had worn at times more than 40 years. I recollect the fashion of it well, although it is more than 100 years since it was made. I have seen a picture like it in Hogarth`s room.

VENTNOR, JUNE 18, 1890.


I have forgotten to mention that tea drinking in the afternoon was rarely to be known amongst the poor people. If they had any , it was a treat in secret; and  if it was known that anyone made a constant use of it, there would be general talk about it, saying " Oh, she drinks tea in the 'aarternoon', and wears a flowered gown." 


My father use to say he had bought a pound of butter (3 ½d.), a pound of cheese (1½ d.) and a pint of ale ( 1d.) for sixpence.


Old farmer White at Sheepwash Farm, in the parish of Godshill, when he returned from church on his wedding day, took his wife into the barn, threw the end of a cart rope over a beam and told his wife to pull it over. He took hold of the other end and pulled against her, so that she could not get the rope over. After trying a while, he told her to come to the same side of the beam where he was and pull, so when they both pulled the same way they soon got the rope over the beam. "There," said he to her, " this is the 'woy' we must do it if we mean to get a living; we must both pull the same 'woy' together, or else we shall never make it do." In the latter part of his time he used to say that he had sold wheat for " Vawer" ( four ) pound a load. I recollect when wheat was sold for £40 a load and bread 3s. 6d. per gallon loaf; and I have known it sold for 9d. per gallon. When wheat was £40 per load a farmer wanted  40 guineas, and left  it in store till the next market day; but he ( like many now)was disappointed, for there was a continual fall in the price of provisions for some time.


A quadruplicated blessing-  I knew a man, Edward Grant, in the House of Industry, who had married four wives, and he was the fourth husband to his fourth wife. He said if the four were all living he should not know which to take for the best, as they were all very good wives.


I knew a man at Chale, William Crocker, who had two wives, both living with him. I knew two very old men in the House of Industry -Richard Jeffery, aged 99 years, and a man who was called 

 "French Frank" was 100 years old. He used to walk to Newport through the fields, from the forest by St Cross. At last he died on the road as he was returning home. There were two men who were born blind - James Barnes and Solomon Lock; both could do a clerks duty at divine service. Lock was clerk at Gatcombe Church some time.  

1788.- In the month of  August I was inoculated for the small-pox, with many others, in the House of Industry, and I was so drenched with medicine that I never had any other medical assistance

 ( except for one bottle of  Dr. Gilbert`s  Antiscorbutical Drops ) until July 1847, being 58 years and 11 months old. Then I was very sorely afflicted with a distressing  cough and loss of appetite. Then the Great Physician was merciful to me, and directed, his servants to minister unto me, by whose kind assistance and good attention, by the blessing of God, my health was restored. May I never forget to be thankful for all his mercies, and may His Holy Spirit assist and guide all my friends and kind benefactors, fo Christ`s sake. Amen.


In 1792. May 14th, I was bound apprentice to Mr John Barton, tailor, in Newport , for three years. 


The Isle of Wight Militia was embodied at Christmas, and great preparations were being made for war, soldiers arriving to be trained for foreign service, and storehouses were occupied as barracks, and a camp in the forest.  A great many French emigrants were in Newport, and others that had been taken prisoner, enlisted in the English service to obtain their liberty from prison. There were German and Dutch regiments also in the English service. His Royal Highness the late Duke of York 10, was then Field Marshall and reviewed the regiments in the forest.


In 1794, June 1st. Lord Howe’s victorious battle 11 with the French Fleet took place; and a fair was kept on Wroxall Down several years afterwards on the day, while many sorts of amusement were to be seen near the Signal Station.


In 1795, a large ship, called the Boyn, of 98 guns caught fire at Spithead, May 1st.12

In 1799, January 31st., a ship was wrecked opposite St. Lawrence Church, an outward bound West Indiaman, called the Three Sisters, with a general cargo. It was the most severe weather that any person could ever remember. It was a very thick driving snow, which clogged up the rigging, and the sails being frozen together the crew could not work them, or the rudder, so that the ship drifted before the wind, from the southeast, till she  struck rocks a little to the westward of the fort at St Lawrence, under the high cliffs called Woody.

10. Duke of York Frederick Augustus, the second son of George III

11 . Lord Howe’s victory over the French fleet in  the Channel  See Hubert Garle  p 60.  Henry Sottcott  was pressed   to serve in the Royal Charlotte in the battle. He died, aged 90, 1694 and was buried in St. Helen’s.      

12. 1796.Napoleon Bonaparte`s Italian Campaign and he married Josephine. October 5th. Spain declared war on Brtain .

1797 Naval mutiny at Spithead. The Government met the sailors grievances. Nelson defeated the Spanish Fleet at Cape St Vincent. Napoleon      appointed to command the invasion of England. Death of John Wilkes. 1798  Albany Barracks commenced. May Income Tax introduced  at 10%. Napoleon conquers Egypt. Nelson won the Battle of the Nile. 1799 . 1800. Napoleon was made first Consul..1801.Nelson won  the Battle of Copenhagen. 1802.Peace of Amiens 1803. Renewal of war with France. 1804 Napoleon first Emperor. 1805 Napoleon defeated the Russo-Austrian Army at Austerlitz.

There were nine poor souls drowned. They were buried in St Lawrence. One that was a passenger was later disinterred.

A gentleman came from London who had a brother on board with a particular mark on one hand, by which he was known, and he was taken home. A young woman was killed by the foundering of the cliff; also a lad. Several people perished by the severity of the weather. 13

The fort erected on the lawn at St. Lawrence by the late Right Honourable Sir Richard Worsley, of Appuldurcombe Park, ( who died August 8th. 1805 ), and mounted six cannon guns, a present by his late Majesty, King George the 3rd. The guns were Bell metal, cast from bells of churches in France in the time of war, and taken by some of gallant heroes and brought to England as a prize. At the finish of the fort, there was great rejoicing amongst the people, and in exercising the guns an accident happened, and a man`s thumb was blown off by neglect in stopping the vent.


The fort has been improved by the late Honourable Earl of Yarborough; but `tis not the same guns as were there at first.


Early in the present century his Royal Highness the late Duke of York  visited the Isle of Wight and came through St. Lawrence with a great train of attendants, which was a great sight for us.


 August 1825, - Their Royal Highnesses the Duke and Duchess of Cambridge 14  visited the Right Honourable Earl of Yarborough at a public breakfast on the lawn. That was a grand day. There never had been such a number of carriage and gentry seen in one day at St. Lawrence before by any person then living.


In 1832, their Royal Highnesses the Duchess of Kent and the Princess Victoria visited the Right Honourable Earl of Yarborough at a public breakfast on the lawn. They came round in the Royal Yacht, and several of the Royal Yacht Squadron  followed their noble Admiral’s Yacht, which accompanied their Royal Highnesses to St. Lawrence Bay, near the fort, and a Royal salute was fired and due homage paid by all. This was a more pleasant sight than such as used to be seen in time of war.

13.1807 Sir A. Wellesley  M.P.for Newport. 1809. Peninsular War. Wellesley defeated the French at Oporto and is made Duke of Wellington. Josephine  Divorced.   1811. George III  became insane and  his eldest son, George, Prince of Wales, was  made Prince Regent 

14 The Duke of Cambridge, Adulphus Frederick, 10th. Son of George III.

No able man was safe at home with his wife and family; nor in any vessel or boat at sea, if he had no protection. He was liable to be pressed by sea or land, or perhaps taken by a French privateer, many of which were very daring on this coast.     


In 1807, August 29th., two men and a lad were in a small vessel in the Channel homeward bound to this coast, when a privateer-lugger chased and came up with them and cowardly fired a volley of musket shot at the man at the helm ( Robert Joblin ). Two shots passed through his neck, and he died soon after. They boarded the vessel and took all that was of any value to them, and carried the other man ( the captain ) on board the lugger with them, leaving only the poor boy ( John Beavis , now of Ventnor,) then about 12 years of age to manage the vessel and assist the dying man. After they had used the captain in this cowardly and shameful manner, they shoved him into his boat,  without any oars to  get on board his vessel how he could, which was a very great difficulty in a rough sea. The poor boy was not able to , to manage the vessel, being so much alarmed at the situation he was left in But by God`s help the captain ( William Harvey now living at Whitwell ) got to the vessel a little before the dying man,who desired to be taken below to die in his berth, expired.


 When they arrived we saw the vessel passing by St. Lawrence with a signal of distress, and seeing but one man and a boy on deck we thought the other had been pressed. He was put on shore at Shanklin Chine, and brought to St. Lawrence to be buried. His name was Robert Joblin.

 VENTNOR, JUNE 25th., 1890.


Another French lugger made a grand mistake when cruising of the Isle of Wight.17 An English frigate appeared like a merchant ship, by being disguised for this purpose. The Frenchman ran alongside and boarded the frigate without hesitation; but they found out their mistake when they saw plenty of our jolly tars lying under the bulwarks to receive them. They all fell on their knees praying for mercy. They were soon accommodated  with lodgings at the upper part of Portsmouth Harbour. I did not hear of any shot or wound on any side.

16. 1812 Napoleon in Moscow. Alexandrian Pillar built by Michael Hoy at the Hermitage. 1814 Napoleon abdicated and went to Elba. 1815 Napoleon in 
France again. Battle of Waterloo. Napoleon banished to St. Helena. 1816.The Guildhall at Newport built By John Nash. 1817 `The Coberg` first 
steam  packet to Cowes from Southampton.

1810, another  privateer of the same description as above, fell in with a small vessel laden with potatoes from the western coast. An elderly man and his two sons were in the vessel; it was their own property (vessel and cargo ).They put the two sons on their lugger, as prisoners, and made a prisoner of the poor old man in his own vessel, keeping him below

. He being left below in his study, lost no time in finding a place where a leak had been stopped some time before, of which the Frenchmen were not aware. He succeeded in letting in water, then made the alarm, saying he should be drowned if they did not let him come on deck. They went down and stopped the leak, then left him below as before not suspecting his intention; but soon he returned to his work in opening the leak and getting a large supply of water so that his work was overflowed and could not be perceived.He made a second alarm, and  seeing the water gaining on them so rapidly, thought it best to put their prize on shore to save their lives.. There was soon plenty of help on the shore, seeing that the vessel was on the rocks under the cliff called Highport, at Ventnor Cowlease.


 The crew consisting of two or three Frenchmen and their poor old prisoner were taken great care of, and the poor man related his story in much grief for the loss of his sons and property. But the Lord heard his cry and helped him out of his distress. A true report of his sad case was immediately given to the officer of the telegraph ( then on Wroxall Down ), who reported it to Spithead ( by signal ) that a privateer was off the coast. A compliment was immediately sent to invite the French captain to come to Spithead, so the lugger, crew, and prisoners were taken great care of, to the great joy of the poor bereaved old man and his sons. They were liberated, and the father and sons had a petition, signed by proper authority, to apply to the charitable feelings of the benevolent for assistance, and it was said they received more than the value of the vessel and cargo. I went and picked up some of the potatoes amongst the rocks when the tide had left them; but not one of them grew and our labour was lost.


I thought it not amiss to give some account of deaths by accident, though not knowing some of the persons; but I have heard or seen an account of them.


On November 27 1763, James Coleman, when coming from Newport on a dark evening, was walking leading his horse behind him on the bridle road near the cliff above Wrongs, and did not observe the gate that opens on the bridle road in the field, leading down the cliff, but went straight on to the precipice, and fell over, holding the reins in his hand ; but the horse stood back. The bridle, however, came off the animal’s head and let the man fall. He was found the next morning, with broken bones, but.

did not live many days. Richard Dyer and a son, Thomas Prouten  and a son, were drowned off  Mill Bay


1778, August 15, John Orchard drowned ; aged 45 years. John Beavis, of  St. Lawrence drowned, and Daniel Dixson. 

              1786, January 7, Three shipwrecked mariners, names unknown.


1792,March 7, David Coleman aged 19 years, drowned at Orchard Bay, St. Lawrence.


1799, February 5, Jane Saunders, servant at Old Park, killed by the falling of part of the cliff.


Also , four men drowned at the shipwreck opposite St. Lawrence Church.


1807, August 29, Robert Joblin shot by a French privateer, before mentioned .


1812, August 14, the body of an unknown sailor was found off St. Lawrence.


1814, December 21, James Coleman aged 30 and Robert Dyer, aged 19 both drowned at Mill Bay.


1815, April 8, John Cawse of Ventnor, and William Dyer from Ryde, and James Watson were all three drowned near Puckaster Cove. Their boat and one hat was found.


Date unknown,- William and Jeremiah Jolliffe, brothers and Charles Chick were drowned in the Channel. Martin Woolsen, of Ventnor,  Thomas Saunders of  Ryde, and William Harvey, of Whitwell drowned . Two soldiers, belonging to the 12th regiment of foot, fell over the high cliff above Mirables; both died. William Palmer and Henry Drudge, both of Ventnor, Drowned. P.S. Mrs Palmer`s husband.


1825, August 26, Samuel Headen and two sisters - Juliana Headen and Emily Headen- were unfortunately drowned from a small boat off Shanklin. They were from Islington, Middlesex.


1826, August 26, William Jones, Esq., of Kensington Gore, was killed in St. Lawrence by the upsetting of a carriage. Simeon Singleton hurt by a waggon (which caused his death ) coming down St.Lawrence Shute.


1827, September 21, Barnabas Hunt, of Steephill Cove, a fisherman drowned near the cottage he occupied, and was found amongst the rocks when the tide had left. His widow, Lucy Hunt, and part of his family are now living in Ventnor.

1835, April 14, Barnabas Bull ( brother to the late Thomas Bull who was killed in Ventnor ) drowned near the fort in St. Lawrence when coming on the shore from a vessel, on which he had been employed in loading stone.1843, July 30, Lawrence Meighers , belonging to the Preventative Station at St.Lawrence, fell overboard while assisting to get a vessel off that had struck on the rocks.   


 
Miscellaneous ( omitted ) : Reuben Bull killed by a waggon running over him on the road from Newport to Whitwell - ( P.S. he was the uncle to the late Thomas Bull, killed in Ventnor, above mentioned, ) Robert Beavis killed by a fall and his waggon passing over him on the road from Newport to Whitwell . James Young also killed by his father’s waggon, on the same road, from Newport to Nettlecombe,-(P.S. at different times.)


1832, July  5, Simon Day was killed by a stone falling on his head when Steephill castle was building. A lad was carrying a hod upon a ladder to a very high scaffold, and a stone of  7lb. weight, fell out of the hod and pitched on his head as he was passing under. He died on the spot. He was the owner and builder of  the first cottage ( Cove Cottage ) in New Ventnor.


The last mentioned cottage in the preceding  page ( Cove Cottage ) was the first cottage built in New Ventnor in the year 1828. But there was a house built for an inn for the late Widow Groves by the side of  St Boniface Down, now called Hillside House, began to be built in the year 1800. Mrs Groves had kept a smaller inn close by the south side  of Steephill Castle. It was her own property (lifehold ), but when the lives dropped, it fell to the Earl of Dysart. Though  Mrs Groves had but a small house for an inn at Steephill, she accommodated the greater part of the gentry that came to the Undercliffe in those days. She had many fine shady trees and arbours around the inn, the gentry could walk through the late Earl of Dysart`s grounds and into this cottage. Mrs Grove’s was the only accommodation for gentry between Shanklin and Niton, except what little was sometimes done at the Crab and Lobster 

( old } Inn at Ventnor. Parties of trades-people sometimes happened to stop there to refresh themselves, bringing refreshments with them. 


Mrs Groves, being highly respected, had many friends, and her licence was transferred to a small cottage close by the inn , that she built under St Boniface Down ,where she had such extensive 

business, though there was plenty to do at Steephill, at times, as I was informed by my sister, who was a cook for Mrs Groves three years-living with her before she left Steephill- that she had cooked 19 dinners in one day, f or different parties. While the preparations were being made for the building of the large inn under St Boniface Down, Mrs Groves carried on the business in the small cottage above mentioned . She had a shed for her kitchen and tap-room, and tents pitched by the side of the down  to accommodate company.  

I was in her tap-room on a day when General Don the Commander-in-Chief , of the army in the Isle of Wight, came with a party of officers to inspect the places where there could be any defence made against the enemy. When they dismounted near the entrance of the tap-room, we who were there began to go out to give place for them; but the General ordered us to keep our seats, saying he would not come in if we left on his account. Mrs Groves made an apology, but the General said that he had meet with many worse accommodations than that shed was and he ordered a lunch for his party, and two gallons of beer for us. He asked for a guide to direct him to find some suitable places for the purpose (defence). An old man ( James Saunders of Bonchurch ) ,was his guide, and the General retuned highly gratified with his guide`s information, saying Bonchurch outdone all the places he had ever seen before.

VENTNOR, JULY 2, 1890.


During the war there were barracks erected , and some whole and some parts of many regiments of soldiers occupied them; the large barracks , near Newport, in the forest of Parkhurst, and smaller, for the detachments near the sea coasts, viz , at Freshwater, Brook, Brixton, Niton, Old Park, Steephill, Bowcombe and Sandown. There were many companies of loyal volunteers in different parishes. The first was "risen" by Captain Cole, a gentleman farmer, then occupying the two farms "Dean" and "Ash". Captain Cole had the honour to take the right of all companies of volunteers in the Isle of Wight, he being the first commissioned  captain in the Island. His company had the title of  “Niton Loyal Volunteers", as the company consisted mostly of the valiant men of Niton and Whitwell. The volunteer companies were formed into battalions, and those in this part were called the south-east battalion, and the late Colonel Arnold  of "Mirables" was their commander till he died. He was buried at Niton with military honours.


General Don was an old warrior, as he told the volunteers he had been a soldier all through the piece, from a drummer-boy to what he then was; indeed, it was certified to by a man who happened to pass through the forest at a time when some of the volunteers were being inspected by the General. The 

man, being an old soldier, halted a little to see how they performed in their manual exercise, and seeing the General, he thought he had some knowledge of the person. He asked one who stood by what the General’s name was. On being told it was "General Don” he asked his Christian name. On being told it was “George" . "Then" said he," I know him well", and he waited for an opportunity, when the word of command was given to "stand at ease" to advance and make his "obedience”, and asked him if he remembered such a battle, mentioning the time and place. He (the General )said he would never forget it , for there was such a slaughter that there was but one man left standing beside himself  in the company he belonged to. The man answered, " I know it well, sir. I am that man that stood by you.". The General recognized the man, called him Tom, and shook him by the hand as familiarly as when they were equal in the regiment they had belonged to. He gave him a present, and told the volunteers that they were two that had been through regular soldiering together , and that the man was the drill sergeant when he was in the ranks.      


In concluding General Don’s commanding, I must not omit his wisdom in proving the loyalty and valour of those under his command. He sent orders privately for the drums to beat to arms, as the enemy were advancing to invade the coast. All hands were in a great bustle, and prepared to face them, resolutely to protect (by God`s help ) our favoured island. Some who had families affectionately gave the parting kisses, not knowing they should ever return to them any more. There were waggons prepared to convey women and children, and other helpless persons, out of the enemies reach. I was desired by a kind gentleman ( Mr Bowdler ), who then lived in St Boniface House, to get up into the waggon  in order to be conveyed away, being helpless and unfit for action. I thanked him. I thought it would be time enough when the Frenchmen were in sight on the cliff below. The waggon remained unoccupied on the common near St. Lawrence Well. We did not see any Frenchmen, and the volunteers were dismissed in peaceable order. After General Don left the Isle of Wight he was made Governor of Gibraltar.


 As many things omitted have since occurred in my memory, I think I will give account of them promiscuously.


 In 1826 July 11, three men lost their lives near Newport river. They were employed to convey some casks of gunpowder from the barracks in the forest to put on board a vessel lying in Newport river to receive it. They had loaded a dray having 36 barrels ( as they were called ), and when they were near 

*Dr Thomas Bowdler 1754-1825, M.D. Edinburgh 1776, F.S.A. 1784 He wrote the expurgated ‘Family Shakespeare, published in 1818 in 10 volumes and gives his name to the term ‘bowdlerise’.

the river the whole of it exploded, and blew the three men, horses and dray to atoms. It was so tremendous ir shook the earth at a great distance and shattered houses. I have given some account of it my unvarnished poetry.


 April 1, 1826, Isaac Attrill brother to Mr. Jacob Attrill, at the toll gate Niton, destroyed himself by cutting his throat in a most shocking manner. He had been in an unsettled state of mind for some time. I had been staying with him night and day till a little before it happened. I put away a knife that I had found in his pocket, not knowing he had another in secret and as he seemed better and more composed, and had been talking more reasonable with his mother and niece, I left him in their care at Whitwell. I came to St. Lawrence to see about some work, and soon heard the sad news of his death. His mother left him with his niece while she went to tell his brother. Mr Attrill, at Ash Farm ( next above Whitwell Church ) she thought he was better.`Twas about five minutes walk. His niece was standing close by him, and while they talking together he stepped from her suddenly towards a thorn hedge, jumped over, and drew the knife across his throat instantly as though he had the knife opened in readiness beforehand. His niece did not see that he had anything in his hand, nor saw any action, to cause any suspicion. He fell, then strove to rise, then struggled  and died.


In the beginning of the century St. Lawrence Shute was improved by the late Right Hon. Sir Richard Worsley, then living at St. Lawrence Cottage, who employed some soldiers belonging to the Cornish miners, a detachment of them being in this Island, one of whom was a  very active man and an officer’s servant - John Pascoe. He married a woman, of some property, of the village of Newchurch, and was a waiter at Grove`s New Inn, under St. Boniface Down, and afterwards landlord of the Crab and Lobster (old) Inn.


The bell of St. Lawrence (little) church was cast in 1777, and was rung at Appuldurcombe as their dinner bell, and afterwards given to the church by Sir Richard Worsley. The church was much improved by the Hon. Charles Anderson Pelham, who came to the estate, August  8, 1805. Some time after he erected the church porch, a stone arch over the bell and new seats instead of the three old oaken pews - then being in a feeble state. Since that time there has been a great improvement in the village of St. Lawrence by the late Right Hon. Earl of Yarborough. All the poor have comfortable cottages to dwell in, and St. Lawrence Cottage was much improved, and a new coach house and stables, with comfortable apartments for coachmen, grooms and helpers, were built.


The Farm House, called St Lawrence Farm, was new built, the famed St Lawrence Well , the addition to St. Lawrence Church,1842 ( lengthened 15 feet ) . The Honourable Captain Dudley Pelham had his cottage newly built, with extensive pleasure grounds and beautiful flower garden.


Adjoining the premises there is a small cottage covered with ivy called the Lodge, with a well called Victoria’s Well, instituted first by old John Green on the 10th day of February 1840 being the Queen’s wedding day.


A great many years ago, I remember a woman was found that had been missing from West Cowes  a twelve month or more. She was found in a place called Shamblers, in the parish of Northwood. It was thought she had hung herself, as she was found lying under a tree, and her head was separated by the weight of her body. Her name was Booker. Her remains were conveyed to the House of Industry, and buried in her clothing as she was found. A young woman was found drowned, by accident, on passing over a brook in a field, near the forest, in a footpath to Carisbrooke. After a heavy rain the run of water was increased, and she mistook the stepping -stones in the dark. I have forgotten her name. I saw her when she was brought to the House of Industry. She was a fine young woman ,and appeared as one in warm sleep. A poor old man was found drowned in a cistern in the starch manufactory, near St. Cross, where he was employed. His name was Jerrett. James Prouten, a man whose name was Brett and two more- one named Snow - were all drowned. Richard Matthews was shot on the beach at Chale Bay. He belonged to St. Helen`s, and had been landing smuggled goods , and a man whose name was Johnson, of the Preventive Station , came and shot him dead as he was endeavouring to  make his escape. The men on board the vessel went on shore and took his body home with them, and Johnson was moved to another station on the west coast, fearing that he should meet the same fate.


The Rev. John Lancaster, who had been the curate of St.Lawrence Church from 1790 till 1808, was afterwards the Rector till 1811,and on one Sabbath Day he performed the divine service at three churches , viz., Godshill, Whitwell and St. Lawrence. He baptised a child, married a couple, churched a woman and buried a corpse, and when he returned home in Godshill he destroyed himself by taking poison. 


In 1846 Mr Jolliffe, a maltster of Knighton, in the parish of Newchurch, was found hung in an out-building. No reason could be given. 


Some twenty years before a Miss Hillier was found drowned at Yaverland, on the shore. She was seen going through a field of standing corn leading towards the cliff, and her bonnet was found on the shore, which caused the discovery. She was the daughter of Mr Hillier, farmer of Great Knighton.

VENTNOR, JULY 9, 1890.


Mr William Griffin, stonemason, of Niton, hung himself, while his wife was gone out a short while to get something for his dinner. He locked himself in a bedroom and was found dead.


I now give you some account that I heard of old times about smugglers. There was no coastguard station round this coast till 1818.



Five preventive men were sent to St. Lawrence, and lodged ar Mr Reynolds, who then lived in

 a cottage where the Honourable Captain Dudley Pelham’s cottage 18 now stands. They remained there in lodgings until the watch house was built, that is now Orchard`s bay, near the shore. I have known when a very rough sea and high tide have “flowed “all around it. The men all being strangers to this country, they did not get much prize money for some time, until it happened that they took a boat and goods which were valued at £297. I have not heard of any prize to that amount since at St. Lawrence station; though  I have not been much acquainted with their doings for many years. There were only a few land officers belonging to the Customs and Excise, who used to visit these parts when any vessel arrived that gave them any suspicion, and sometimes they would get information. The little account of old times that I have heard, as above mentioned, I believe to be true. There used to be vessels come to this coast, called Irish wherries, laden with smuggled goods, and they would send their boats well manned, to see if there were any boats belonging to the Revenue, which would often happen to be in different places. The Irish would soon clear the coast of them. They drove a Revenue boat’s crew from Mill Bay over the Down to Wroxall, and guarded the people  that bought their goods till they had conveyed them away safely. I knew a man that was one of their customers, and they delivered the goods that he bought on Rew Down  according to agreement, and there he paid them. There were also vessels from Holland called Dutch Doggers, and people used to go on board and buy casks of Holland’s gin; and it happened on a Sunday morning that a Dogger did lay off the shore opposite St. Lawrence, and some

 of the people went on board, and when the minister came to the church to perform divine service there was no person at all to be seen at the church, and he waited a while, wondering why the clerk was not come up to open the church, and he went down to see what was the reason he did not attend to his duty, and when he went to his house the clerk was sitting by the fire very comfortable smoking his pipe. The rev. Minister asked the clerk if he did not think it was time to prepare for divine service. The clerk answered as follows: “I don`t know, sir, It won`t be much use to go up there, I believe, for they be all gone out on board  the  Dogger.”  The minister told him that it would be better to go up and open the church, and be ready if any should come. So they went up together, and the service was performed, though but few attended. The minister was the late Rev. James Worsley of Billingham, and he told me the same words himself. The clerk was the late Tom Payne, an old man , who then kept a public-house in St. Lawrence called “ The Duck. 19 ”

 It was reported that the clerk had fallen asleep in the time of the sermon, and awoke and said , “ They be all gone out on board the Dogger” but what I have stated was told me by the minister, as above mentioned.


A very fractious old dame lived at the cottage, now called the Poultry Cottage, at the west end of Steephill Castle Estate. She was called Dame Scovel. She was often poorly; but I believe she was better in health than in temper. I was told that the late Lady Dysart usually walked out to visit the poor on the estate, there being eight or nine cottages on the estate, and as she met with Dame Scovel she kindly said to her” How do you do today, Dame Scovel ? “ She was answered as follows: “ I don`t know nor do I care how I be: It is enough to make me crazy to think I can`t be no better.“  The old dame had a husband, but he was not much comfort in her old age


I have been informed that the Earl of Dysart`s Cottage, that stood where Steephill Castle now stands, was built by a gentleman whose name was Standley, the then governor of the Isle of Wight, and in 1783 it was partly burnt by a thoughtless person, who was assisting the cook to get dinner for a large party of French gentlemen visitors. To hasten the fire for cooking she threw some dripping on the grate, which caused a furious blaze and set the kitchen on fire, and the man who was on the roof at work, 

18.Now `Lisle Combe`.

19. Now `Spring Cottage`, Undercliff Drive
finding the lead was melting, jumped off to escape the fire and broke his leg. It was said that the Governor was treacherous and a confederate with the French, and sometime afterwards he was like to
 be proved a traitor, and he destroyed himself in a wood, in the County of Nottingham, by cutting his throat in a dreadful manner.  Two women met him near the place where he entered the wood, and soon after they passed  by him they heard a dismal groan ,and went to see what was the matter, and found him dying in a dreadful state. Part of the premises belonging to Steephill Castle was pasture land before the Governor built his cottage. It belonged to a farm called Barkham`s (the owners name). The farm and the other buildings were situated below the road opposite the Castle. I knew the man who planted the sycamore trees that are between the castle and the lodge. His name was William Black from Scotland. He came to plan the garden and pleasure grounds, and was the gardener for the Earl of Dysart till he dropped in the garden and was brought home to St.Lawrence and died in 1806. Mrs Day of  St. Lawrence was his daughter.


Colonel Hill, formerly of St. Boniface House and father of the Rev. Archdeacon Hill, shot himself in Shanklin Church porch. He rode there on horseback. It was supposed that he put the muzzle of the pistol in his mouth, as the upper part of his head was blown to atoms, and the pistol was found lying by him, and the horse was seen standing hitched on near the church sometime before he was found.


During the war three soldiers were hung in the forest near Newport; two Irishmen - Patrick Quin and Patrick Coin for housebreaking and robbery; and ditto for highway robbery and stabbing and cutting a man in Pollers lane, leading from Newport to Ryde..


The house that is now ( 1847 ) occupied by Joseph Hadfield Esq., was called Ventnor Farm 20     and some years ago it was occupied by the late Lady Frances Tollemache, sister of he Right Hon. Earl of Dysart, and while her ladyship was gone from home the house was left in the care of servants, and as they were frying  pancakes the fat in the pan caught fire , and the cook in a fright ran out of the door into the porch with the pan on fire and caught the thatch on fire. It was in the harvest and there was plenty of help and water handy, but they could not stop the fire till the after roof fell in. When her ladyship came home she scolded because the household goods were moved out of the house. 


His Grace the Duke of Bedford occupied St. Boniface House and Uppermount Cottage at Bonchurch, at 10 guineas per week each residence. These were fine times for many poor people, as the houses were cleared every night of the fragments of provisions.   


I was employed to assist by the person who had a bathing machine, and the first that ever was at Mill Bay, or anywhere between that and Ryde, so that I knew the originality of the bathing system before Mr Bull (who claims it ) came to Ventnor to dwell. Mr James Morgan, a ladies boot and shoemaker, had the original bathing machine and employed me to assist, and we had some of the Bedford family bathing daily, when weather permitted. This was in 1813 and 14.


 The Right Honourable Earl of Stamford occupied the cottage at Steephill sometimes while the Right Honourable Earl of Dysart was at Helmingham Hall (his seat ) in the county of Suffolk.


The landslip at Chale Common, the part called Pitlands to eastward of Blackgang Chine, was seen  by a gentleman while moving and sinking, and a cottage that stood on the land sank with it. This was in the severe winter of 1799, well known to many. About twenty years afterwards a landslip happened at the eastern part of Bonchurch called East End. This began in the night. I knew a preventive man, who was on watch for smugglers near where the tremendous crash began. His name was Edward Quadling. He told me that it was like the most tremendous thunder he had ever heard. It kept moving

for some time. I knew some young men so presumptuous as to walk on it the next day to see how the ground kept cracking and tearing the roots of trees asunder. I passed through Bonchurch a few days after the landslip happened ,and I saw on top of the hill, near the high road ,in a field where a horse had been tied to feed , a square place was sunk perpendicularly down so deep that if it had happened while the horse was feeding there , it would not have been hurt , except when struggling when being  hoisted out. There was no crack or chasm in the square place, but it was all level at the bottom as it had been on the surface before it had sunk, and the manure that the horse left was in the same state as when it fell

20. Now called ‘The Manor’. It is  behind St. Catherine`s Church.
VENTNOR,  JULY 16, 1890. .


A GENERAL HOAX AT WEST COWES._      A few weeks before the Coronation of King George the Fourth 21 , a person arrived at West Cowes who assumed the title of Dr Hogan. He professed to cure every cripple with the warmth of his hand. He got a committee to assemble with him to hear all the complaints and examine each case , at which time they delivered a ticket to each who made a complaint, charging one shilling for each ticket, on which was mentioned the day on which the great cure was to be performed. There had been sixteen hundred tickets issued out before I was weak enough to be persuaded to apply to him. Some of my neighbours said it was a pity I was so obstinate not to receive such a benediction. At length I went; but I did not comp[lain of any thing except a weakness in my left hand, and I had no faith in his ability to cure that. However I went from Whitwell to West Cowes on the Coronation of King George the Fourth, as my day to de cured was the next morning .I went the day before to be there on time. There were great doings that evening and the whole of the night. The next morning I took a walk down the street and saw plenty of black eyes and broken windows, and I happened to see Dr Hogan with a crowd of his associates in astate not fit to perform cures. I asked him what time would suit to perform the cure for me ?  He told me to go to the “Blue Anchor “and wait ’til he could attend, which was a long time. At last he arrived.  I waited in expectation to be called to his room upstairs. At last I went up and waited till a young woman came out of his room. I enquired if the Doctor was engaged. She said , “ No”. I went and knocked on his door and was admitted. Doctor Hogan inquired to know what was my complaint?  I showed him my weak hand, and told him I would be glad to have more strength in it, if please God. He told me to take off my coat and sit down.


I did, and he took my hand-wrist and held it in his hand for a while. A man who was in the room with him asked me if I found the strength increase? I told him I could not find any difference. He said he was sure I had more strength, and he laid himself down on two chairs and said I was able to lift him from the chairs. I took a firm hold on him, but could not move him with my weak hand. So I put my strong hand to help and hoisted him up; but he objected to my using two hands. 

21  1820.. The cattle market in Newport was inaugurated the same year 
    1821. The Earl of Dysart died. George IV dined with Lord Henry Seymour at Norris Castle..1822. The Royal Yacht `Club`  at Cowes ,founded. 1815. 

.I told him if one hand could not do it I must use both. He asked me if I did not find his hand warmer than common. I told him “Yes.” But no warmer than my own hand at particular times. He pointed to some crutches and sticks that had broken, and he pretended that he had cured the cripples, and they had gone off without them. I murmured, and told him I thought it a very hard case that his pretensions should case me, disabled as I was to walk fifty miles and cost me what few shillings I could raise to bear my expenses. He said if I liked to come again I could have my ticket gratis. I told him I should not trouble myself any more about it. I thought I had been humbugged enough already.


AN UNCOMMON DREAM : WHICH PROVED TO BE VERY PROFITABLE -Upwards of 60 years ago it was generally reported, and said to be well-known that a farmer whose name was Etheridge then living at a farm near the forest, about three or four miles from Newport, dreamed the same dream three nights following, and related it to his wife each morning.


 His dream persuaded him that if he went and stood on London Bridge he would hear something to his great advantage. His wife objected to him going, and said it was vanity to harken his dreams. However, she could not have her way, but off he went to London, and stood on the bridge according as his dream had directed him. He stood there two whole days in expectation, and heard nothing about it; but on the third day a person who had seen him standing there the two preceding days, wondered at it  and went to him and asked him the cause of him standing there so constant, as he had seen him on the two preceding days. He told him his dream; that if he came and stood on London Bridge he would hear something to his great advantage. The man told him he thought it useless to harken to dreams, “ For “ he said “I dreamed a few nights ago that a man I knew in the Isle of Wight when I lived there, a farmer Ethridge, had grubbed up a pear tree and found a pot of money under it.” Farmer Ethridge did not give the man any reason to that he knew anything about the Isle of Wight, but soon after he left the station on London Bridge to return home thinking to see what was under his pear tree. When he arrived home his wife was very anxious to know the result of his journey; but he did not give her any satisfactory account, but said perhaps he should know more about it before long. He kept it a secret till he had an opportunity. Then he he went to work and grubbed up the pear tree, and to his great joy found a pot of money according to the man`s dream that he had heard on London Bridge. The pot was kept very bright on the mantel piece, and it had an inscription on it, which was not understood 

until a Wesleyan preacher happened to see it , and translated it thus, “Where I myself stood, there stands another twice as good.” The farmer did not tell the preacher what that pot had produced, but took the opportunity to dig again , and found the second pot according to the inscription on the first. I heard this oftentimes, by an old man that knew the farmer, and used to relate the story when I was a boy.


In 1799, in the month of January a large East Indiaman was wrecked on Foreland Ledge, Bembridge 22 with a general cargo; but little was saved for the owners. I know not whether any lives were lost or not. The ship was called the Henry Addington.


Some years ago Her Majesty’s ship called the Pembroke, quite a new ship, on her first voyage struck on the rocks  at Bonchurch in a fog. She fired alarm guns , and much alarmed the people. An old fisherman, Robert Mackett, ran to get out of danger when he heard the report of the guns, and kept falling down to escape the shot. She lay there until some of her guns and stores were taken out of her, and afterwards got off. I did not hear what damage she received.


In the time of war people were sometimes alarmed when strange vessels approached our coast, thinking that they might be French Privateers. A lugger boat was seen off Shanklin approaching towards the shore. The people did not know what to think of her, and began to be in stir about the place, and an old woman called Mother Pope, who kept the public house, ( late William’s Hotel ) on hearing people talking of the lugger, began to collect her plate, money, and other valuable articles, and carried it and hid it in the dunghill belonging to  Shanklin Farm. After she had secured her property, and was going back, she heard the report of a gun, at which she called out, “Poor souls, they be at it.” When the supposed privateer came to the shore it proved to be a man-of-wars long-boat sent on shore for water.


 I recollect when the present Admiral Hill now living at Ryde, and brother to the Rev. Archdeacon Hill, now living at Shanklin, was promoted to Post Captain. He had been wounded in the shoulder by a musket shot in the engagement. I think it was in 1794 or 5. When he was promoted  

I made his first full uniform coat as Post Captains wore at that time. Captain Hill was living in Newport at that time, and I was journeyman to Mr John Bannister, tailor that I used to do his work, could not get any of his men to undertake it.

Upwards of 50 years ago I knew a man who came from London to Portsmouth, on foot, within the space of 12 hours. It was for a wager; I believe it was for £20. His name was Hobbs, a native of Newport. He was a barber. Mr Barnabas Wild, that built the Marine Hotel 23 , Ventnor walked from London to Portsmouth in a 
22 She ran aground in fog 

 summer’s day.


A PROFITABLE COW- When Lady Frances Tollemache occupied Ventnor Farm now the residence of Joseph Hadfield Esq., she had a beautiful “Normand”  cow, that used to feed in a meadow where Ventnor church now stands. The cow brought forth three bull calves at on birth. William Cass, Lady Tollmache`s cowman said he had never known such a birth before. There has been an increase of Bulls at Ventnor since,  but not so many at a birth, nor yet of the “Normand” race.


 A gentleman wishing to try the agility of the Bonchurch heroes, gave a new hat to any one who could ascend to the top of  St. Boniface Down and return again to the bottom quickest. An old fisherman who was called old Bob Mackett , never appeared to be in haste , except sometimes when he was out in his boat if he saw any boat or other craft that he thought suspicious, he would tear away for the shore to escape the press-gang. Though it was thought that Bob would never be hung for setting the “Thames” on fire, he had wit enough to win the hat. Notice being given when they were to assemble for the race, Bob having square toed shoes, prepared nails about inch-and-a -half long and drove them through the toes of his shoes , so that the nails went for an inch into the sward, and Bob went up the Down with a firm step, while the rest were all behind. He won the race with ease.

VENTNOR, JULY 23, 1890.


A large party of ladies and gentlemen from Newport came to see one of the ladies climb and descend the mountain of St Boniface. I believe it was a wager against time, but she performed it with ease, to the great surprise of all who saw her performance. I believe she perfumed it in twenty minutes.
Farmer Drudge had three cows at one time by slipping down the Down, on a hot summer’s day, when the grass was short.       


Boys used to amuse the gentry by climbing up the Down and sliding down on short boards,

23. Later the Royal Marine Hotel, Belgrave Road, destroyed by a bomb in World War , 1943.

 and some time on the bone of a horses head. One boy was descending on foot and could not stop himself, and ran violently against a tent at the bottom of the hill, where a party was assembled to take refreshments. The violence of the boy bursting through the cloth of the tent caused him to fall under their table, and they all started up in a great fright. The boy was not hurt.


I believe `twas in the year 1800 that the skeleton of a man was found in the quarry when the New Inn, called Groves Hotel 25 , was being built. It was in a chasm, in a standing position as though the man stood there and died. It was found near Alpha Villa by a man who was digging stone.; his name was Stephen Fallick. It was said by old men, then living in Ventnor, that a man had disappeared a great many years before; his name, as they said, was Jonathan Grimwood.


In the year 1820 a Russian ship was wrecked on the coast of France, and part of the ship called the quarter deck floated away with ten or twelve men on it. They were drifting according to the wind and tide for six days and nights. At last they arrived on the shore at Steephill Cove in a distressing state, almost perished with hunger, cold, and fatigue. They were assisted by the neighbouring people and the preventive men of St. Lawrence station, and a gentleman then living at Niton, belonging to the Humane Society ( Hollford Esq. At the Right Honourable the Earl of Dysart`s Cottage). Sent a cart with provisions and they were relieved.


A great many years ago I recollect seeing the remains of the gallows on Arreton Down near the marl pit, where a man had formerly been hanged, it is said for killing his grandson. The boy was found in a copse, near the Down, with his head cut off and laid on a bible. The murderer’s name was Michal Morey.24

In 1799 I knew that man that had cultivated the vineyard for the late Right Honourable Sir Richard Worsley, at St. Lawrence. His name was John Julin, a native of Nantes, in France. He was very tall and uncommon stout, and I believe the strongest man in the neighbourhood. He was a mere frame of bones when he first came to St. Lawrence. It was a droll appearance to see him in his French dress and large wooden shoes.

23. Now Hillside Hotel, Mitchell Ave.
24.See `For Rooks  and Ravens`, by Kenneth S. Phillips, 1981, for the full story.

Karenhappuch Newnham, the daughter of Mr John Newnham, fishmonger, of St Lawrence, fell from the top of the cliff opposite Mirables. It was a very windy day, and she was going on the top of the cliff where there was a style in the path. She had a basket and put it over the style, was getting over

 herself, and  a puff of wind moved the basket a little way from the top. When she stopped down to reach the basket a violent puff of wind blew her over. She tumbled heels over head from top to bottom. It was said that the height was 169½ feet. She lost one shoe, and walked to Niton with one. She was scratched and bruised, but not seriously hurt. The Rev. Mr Dixon sent his carriage to take her home.


 A few years ago I was sitting near St.Lawrence churchyard ,and I saw a party of those people called gipsies walking on the top of the cliff, opposite St.Lawrence Church, and a little girl was running along before the rest. She came down the slope towards the perpendicular rocks and fell down headlong over the precipice and tumbled down among the bushes. I was very much alarmed at seeing her tumble towards the precipice. I thought she would be dashed to pieces against the rocks; but the violence of her tumbling down the slope forced her body out free of the perpendicular rocks, and she alighted on some ivy at first and then rolled amongst the bushes. I was glad to hear her say to her brother, “ O, dear, Jim, Come and get me out.” He went and took her and brought her into the path and put her down on her feet. She was not hurt, only scratched a little. Her mother was in great agitation, and was coming in great haste towards the precipice till I called her with all my might telling her the danger she was in, and she turned back into the road and came down. I asked how it was they professed to have a  knowledge of all things and did not prevent the accident. The girl was about five years old .


A very old woman died some years ago at a place called Stone Brook, near Whitwell. Her name was White, aged 103 years


 Also a very old man died a few years ago in the village of Whitwell. His name was Anthony Edmunds, aged 104 years. He was a very “laborious husbandry man.” exposed to much rough weather in the winter season. His general employment was hedging and ditching. He worked at Whitwell Farm upwards of sixty years for the late Mr William Hardley, and sons . The late Mr Thomas Hardley, of Stenbury Farm, one of his master’s sons , ordered an inscription to be engraven on brass in memory of him and fixed in Whitwell Church. He bred up a large family and had a great many grandchildren.


 The oldest man in the parish of St. Lawrence is 76 years of age- Robert Day. He says he can remember coming to Ventnor to see a shipwreck which happened 70 years ago. She was laden with Spanish wool - a valuable cargo. She struck on the rocks near High Port,Ventnor Cowleaze. I recollect it being talked about above 60 years ago.


A man whose name was Bungey was killed by lightning when he was coming from Wootton, where he had been to join a choir of singers, as was usual in former days. He was on horseback, and a little boy ( his son ) behind him on the horse. The little boy was not hurt, but the father and horse were killed on the spot. This was more than 60 years ago.


 A man who kept the hotel at Blackgang Chine, whose name was Reaves was killed by falling over the cliff going home from Niton. His widow and son are now living in Ventnor.


A poor young man, whose name was William Harvey, a native of  St. Lawrence, was shockingly mangled by a thrashing machine, by which he had both hands torn off and part of his arms. After his wounds were cured, he heard of a shipwreck in Chale Bay, near Atherfield Rocks, and set out on his journey to go there . It was dark before he arrived, and being unacquainted with the country he walked over a very high precipice and was killed on the spot. He was a strong hardy lad before the accident happened.


Some years ago two gentlemen, wishing to see the rough sea beating against the cliff at Freshwater , hired a boat for this purpose, went out, and were upset and drowned. I know not who they were, or where they belonged. I understood that the person who let them have the boat was very much to blame.

VENTNOR, JULY 30, 1890.


 A young gentleman with a very large party were assembled on Freshwater Down for pleasure, and I believe sitting down taking refreshments, and the young gentleman left them and strolled (perhaps for curiosity ), and when they finished they packed up and started, not thinking of the young man, nor did they miss him till they got to Yarmouth. They sent back in search of him and he was found dead at the bottom of the high cliff. It was supposed that his curiosity had led him to go down part of the way and then he slipped to the bottom. I believe that a stone is erected on the cliff near the spot, giving the sad account of his death.


A gentleman was walking on the road coming towards Bonchurch. He had a horse and gig, and was leading the horse. A little while before he came to descend the hill the horse took fright and plunged the reins out of his hand, and turned short about and ran over a high precipice and was dashed to pieces. I heard that the hose and gig were very valuable.


Sir, - I had forgotten to give you an account of two vessels being chased by French privateers. One was called the Little George. She used to go to Alderney in the smuggling trade. As she was going over (as it was termed ) she was taken by a French privateer, and the four men on board were carried to France and there detained 18 months. John Beavis of  St. Lawrence, was captain, and I believe, owner. He had a wife and four children, one of whom, his son, is now living in Ventnor- John Beavis. He was the lad who was afterwards on board the other vessel, when Robert Joblin was shot, that I mentioned. There were tree more men on board the Little George when she was taken :- John Dyer of  St. Lawrence, who was afterwards a branch pilot; he had a wife and four children; John Westcomb of St. Helen`s,and Jeremiah Willis of Niton, both single men. The Frenchmen did not find Captain Beavis`s money that he had taken with him to buy his freight with, though they searched in his shoes. He had it concealed in his stockings, which they did not inspect. Neither was he kind enough to give his men any share of it. After they had been in prison long time, the Frenchmen made them work on a farm, and they made an attempt to escape, but were discovered by a woman. At last they got acquainted with an American friend, who instructed them how to proceed to pass as natives of America, and by that me and they obtained an American passport to England and returned safe home. The Little George cruised the Channel as a French privateer, and had the impudence to lay wait under the high cliff called Woody, opposite St. Lawrence Church. The Little George was well known to many who had seen her so frequently on the coast, that some thought it proper to inform the officer of the telegraph on Wroxall Down, and a revenue cutter being in Shanklin Bay the officer of the telegraph did not make a signal to the cutter, thinking that the Frenchmen would see and know the meaning of the signal and make their escape before the cutter could get to St. Lawrence to pay her a visit. So the officer of the telegraph went himself to Shanklin, and informed the captain of the cutter that the Little George was waiting for his company at St. Lawrence. The captain and his men proceeded with all speed and visited the Little George and took charge of her, which was a bold adventure, for there were 40 men on board, and the 

cutter had not half the number. When the Frenchmen were secured as prisoners and knew what few in number had made so bold to take charge of them the captain cried like a child, and they said that they foolishly had given themselves away.


Another French privateer lugger gave chase to a vessel belonging to Captain Wallace, of Bembridge, with three or four men and the captains son, who was but a lad. The captain and men expecting to be taken by the lugger abandoned the vessel and went ashore in the boat. Young Wallace (the lad ) refused to go with them, saying he would not leave the vessel. So he was left  in the vessel by himself. He Took the helm and managed the vessel with great spirit and good judgement. He being windward of the lugger, and wide awake, every time she shipped her lugsail ( which is usually done to go about  ,and is a hindrance to speed, and gave advantage to the vessel ) the lad would put the helm on the opposite tack, and so puzzled the Frenchmen that he made his escape and got safe into harbour, to great praise and their great shame who abandoned the vessel.


 In former days ( before steam was up ) it was said that an old woman was living in a cottage in Bonchurch, whose name was Mackett, and hearing some talk about London being a very fine place,it was such a strange sound in her ears that she very much wished to go and see it ,and even said “If they would not take her there to see it , she should  never die happy.”  So thinking it a pity to deprive her of her happiness, though there was no general conveyance from place to place at the time , the thoughts of  dying unhappy caused her friends  to contrive the best means they could to give her satisfaction. They at last found means to carry her on the road till they had full view of Appuldurcombe House, which very much surprised her ,and she said ,”La! She could not have thought London had been half so big.” There is but one of this singular family of Macketts now living in Bonchurch (Robert Mackett). I think he must be near 70 years of age . Perhaps `twas his great grandmother that is above mentioned. He is a bachelor, and his mother had four brothers bachelor, and two sisters single.

                                                                      THE END.  







Appendix.


1. `Old John Green` was buried in St. Lawrence churchyard on  29th. December 1855, aged 82.


2.See ‘The Undercliff of the Isle of Wight, Past and Present, Dr J.L.Whitehead , 1911, p.199.

                 “ `Old John Green`, the parish clerk of St.Lawrence, has given, with some approach to 
 
accuracy, the dimensions of the old church, in the following doggerel lines, entitled :-


                                        ‘On  St. Lawrence Church, 

                               being the smallest in the British Dominions, September 9th. 1835.’


                          This church has often drawn the curious eye,

                                        To see its length and breadth, to see how high;


                          At length to measure ir, ‘twas my intent,


                          That I might certify its full extent,



            Its breadth from side to side, above the bench,

                                        Is just eleven feet and half an inch:


                          Its height from pavement to ceiling mortar,


                          Eleven feet four inches and a quarter; 


                          And its length from east to west end ,


                          I tell the truth to you, you may depend- 


                          Twenty-five feet, four inches; quarters, three,


                          Is just its measurement as you may see,


                          And situated close to the high road,


                          Here you may join in pray’r, and worship God;


                          And though the building is so low and small, 


                          You may be near to heaven, as at St. Paul,


                           t stands firm on some consecrated ground,


                           Fenced with a wall,  and ivy growing round;


                           Its length is sixty feet, breadth forty-two,


                           And there the dead do meet to wait for you.“




  3. Hoskins’s Guide, 1900, p.56. This gives an alterative ending,  written after the alterations.


From quarters, three :


                           `But now t`is forty feet as you may see.


                           In eleven hundred and ninety seven 


                           T`was built by us to show the way to heaven.`

4. Another poem, with the above, was published in :

 ISLE OF WIGHT MERCURY August  6th. 1890.
                                                     On the Parish St. Lawrence.

Now I’ve described the Church and the burial ground,

Next let us view the little parish round ;

These  rocky cliffs and landscapes here in sight ,

 No finer  view in all the Isle of Wight

 The British Channel next, where billows roll,

 Until the mossy rocks the waves control

 The wond`rous works of God when view`d around,

 Shews sinful man His power has no bound.

 Pure water from the rocks continual springs,

 And many blessings undeserved brings.

 A villa where a noble lord can dwell, 

 And cottages for poor to suit them well.

 With lodgings, too, for strangers when they come,

 Both rich and poor find here a pleasant home.

 Industry here is shown by rich and poor, 

 The farmer is well stocked with corn in store:

 The fisherman attends the briny tide, 

 For the ensuing winter to provide.

 Now let us render thanks to God above,

 Who, by his power and mercy, with his love,

 Has fixed our lot on such a blessed land;

 Let us prepare to meet Him at command.

                          Composed by John Green,    St Lawrence, and Isle of Wight September 9th. 1835
.

              `Recent Tramps in the Isle of Wight` Gwillim,1845. The full poem is given with a foot-note:


“This is sad stuff certainly; but what can you expect of a native.”


5. St.Lawrence 1156-1928. Daisy E. Warne, pp. 9 10 & 13.


She quotes the poem in full and suggests that he lived in ‘Vestry Cottage’.

6. Brettell`s Guide1840, quotes the full poem “which is too curious to be omitted”.

7. `Shanklin 60 Years Ago ` Matthew, 1881.p.13. says “It was customary at that time, when any thing occurred which seemed to demand exposure to employ someone who was clever at rhyming, to satirize it. Particulars would be sent to a person named Green, a tailor living at Whitwell, whose abilities as a poet were of a somewhat superior order. as the following incident will show. On one occasion Green happened to be sitting  near the church of St. Lawrence when a gentleman and his lady came to view the building and being aware of Green’s aptitude for poetry gave him his name and desired him to compose a rhyme on it before he returned. This Green did by reciting the following lines-.


                            ` A gentleman came and gave me his name,


                               I think it was something like BOWMAN;


                              He appeared to be willing to give me a shilling


                              And his wife was a good  looking woman..


And we may suppose that Green did not go without his reward. It will therefore  be readily believed that `tailor Green` as he was called, was often sought and obtained when either songs or satires were required. “Mark Norman ,who was Ventnor tradesman and amateur geologist said in his ‘Memoirs’  
“John Green was the village schoolmaster and parish clerk to the little church of St Lawrence He was a cripple had a red face and a nose of the Bardolphian type. He was a  little man and was with one crooked leg and it will be seen that he had a remarkable retentive memory. In his early days was afflicted with convulsions.”
Notes

I. ' Shanklin 60 years ago’. By an old inhabitant. Matthews, (1881), page 13. 'It was customary at that time, when anything occurred which seemed to demand exposure to employ someone who was clever at rhyming, to satirize it..


Particulars would be sent to a person named Green, a tailor living at Whitwell, whose abilities as a poet were or a somewhat superior order as the following Incident will show. On one occasion Green happened to be standing near the Church of St. Lawrence when a gentleman and his lady came to view the tiny building and being aware of Green's aptitude for poetry gave him his name and desired him to compose a rhyme on it by the time he returned. This Green did by reciting the following lines;

'A gentleman came and gave me his name, I think it was something like BOWMAN;

He appeared to be willing to give me a shilling

And his wife was a good looking wbman'


And we suppose that Green did not go without his reward. It will therefore be readily believed that 'Tailor Green' as he was called, was often sought and obtained when either songs or satires were required.


2. The Undercilff of the Isle of Wight Past and Present. Dr. 3. L. Whitehead 1911. Page 199.

'Old John Green,' the parish clerk, has given, with some approach to accuracy, the dimensions of the old church, in the following doggereL lines, entitled:-

      'On St. Lawrence Church being the smallest in the British Dominions. Sept. 9th, 1835.'

  This church has often drawn the curious eye,

  To see its length and breadth, to how high;

  At length to measure it, t'was my intent,

  That I might certify its full extent.

   Its breadth from side to side , above the bench,

   Is Just eleven feet and half an inch;

   And its height from pavement to the ceiling mortar,

Eleven feet four inches and a quarter,

And its length from east to the weat end,


   I tell the truth to you, you may depend-


   Twenty-five feet, four inches, quarters three,


Is Just its measurement as you may see.


And situated close to the high road,


Hear you may Join In prayer and worahip God;


And though the building is so low and small,


You may be near to heaven, as at St. Paul.


It stands firm, on some consecrated ground,


Fenc'd wIth a wall, and ivy growing round;


its length Is sixty feet, breadth forty-two,


And there the dead do meet to wait for you.

3.
'Hoskins Guide t   1900. Page 56. from 'quarters three with alternative endings1
                 But now t'is forty feet as you may see

                 in eleven hundred and ninety seven 

                 T'was built by us to show the way to heaven

4.
'Recent tramps in the Isle of Wight'  Gwtlliam. 1845, The full poem was reproduced and has a footnote: 'This is sad stuff certainly; but what could be expected from a 'native.' says Gwiiliarn, with sarcasm.

5. St. Lawrence list - 1928. Daisy B. Warne pp. 9, 10 & 13. She quotes full poem and suggests that John Green lived in Vestry Cottage.

6.
Brettrell's Guide 1840, quotes the full poem, 'too curious to be omitted

      A.F.C.
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