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This talk was illustrated with a great many pictures by John White and other 
local painters. Unfortunately we have been unable to source many of them 
and have therefore not been able to get permission to use them. We have 
therefore decided to use them more sparingly, and if anyone does have 
copyright we apologise and, if notified, will take the picture off the website.  

Tonight the Branscombe Project has teamed up with the Branscombe Players, 

and some noble volunteers to give you the words of various visitors to 

Branscombe, some literary and some less so. We shall also show you a few 

paintings by some of the artists who visited Branscombe. 

IΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ōȅ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘŜǊǎΦ The best known, of course, is JOHN 

WHITE, who arrived as a visitor, but then settled here. 

He was a Scotsman, born in 1851. When he was a child, his family emigrated to 

Australia, but he returned and studied art at the Royal Scottish Academy. Then 

he came south, first to London, and then, around 1878, to Branscombe.  

He lived in Marine Villa (now Still Point) with his wife, Emma and four children. 
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Emma died in childbirth in1888 and a year later he married a local girl, Rosetta 

Perry and six or seven more children were born at fairly regular intervals.  

 

 

Around 1906 the family move to Exeter, but eventually they moved to Beer (4 

Belmont Terrace) where John White died in 1933.  In Census wŜǘǳǊƴǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ 

ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ŀǎ Ψ!Ǌǘƛǎǘ tŀƛƴǘŜǊΩ - he sold to local people, and no doubt to tourists.  
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 Although he exhibited frequently at the Royal Academy and at the Royal 

Institute of Painters in Watercolour, one suspects that he led a scrambling sort 

of existence and that in order to feed his large family he had to keep on 

churning out the paintings!  

Then theǊŜΩǎ ALFRED LEYMAN. Born 1856, died 1933. He was born in Exeter, 

and seems to have settled in Honiton around 1888 where he taught art at 

Allhallows School. By all accounts, he was ŀ ΨǎƘȅ ǊŜǘƛǊƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǘŀǘǳǊŜΩ 

who much preferred being left alone to get on with his paintings rather than 

teaching unruly boys! 

 

 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ one-off picture by BLANFORD FLETCHER of the Newlyn School of 

painters.  A rather marvellous painting of the interior of the Church with the 

Rev. Swansborough  giving communion.  

 

 

!ƴŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ARTHUR WILLIAM PERRY, born 1860. He lived in Seaton all 

his life, painted some beautiful landscapes, and some fairly awful pot-boilers.  
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His art shop in Seaton sold all kinds of art materials as well as his paintings. He 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ IŜ ŘƛŜŘ ƛƴ мфпу ŀƴŘ ƛǎ buried in 

{ǘ DǊŜƎƻǊȅΩǎ ŎƘǳǊŎƘȅŀǊŘΦ 

So ς now we begin our literary pilgrimage  

Branscombe once belonged to King Alfred, the one who burnt the cakes, and 

the first mention of it by name is in King Alfred's will, in the year 880. But the 

first visitors who have left any account of the village were the official Visitors ς

who came from time to time during the Middle Ages to inspect the manor.  
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The manor of Branscombe belonged to the Dean and Chapter of Exeter 

cathedral, and two of the senior clerics would come on a Visitation and report 

back.  

Their reports were in Latin, but ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘŀǎǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘŜƴŜŘ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ 

report from 1307, transcribed in 1890 by F.C. Hingeston-Randolph: 

FIRST SPEAKER: Master Ralph Germeyn and sub-dean Upavene arrived in the 

ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ Χ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎƳŀȅŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǎǳōƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƭŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

/ƘǳǊŎƘ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛŦǘ ƻŦ Ψŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƻǊƎŀƴǎΩ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǌƻƭƭ ƻŦ ƻǊƎŀƴ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ ǘƘŜ 

gift of the incumbent vicar. The villagers declared that they loved their vicar 

and that, in his general conduct, nothing could be better  - he preached from 

the heart and visited the sick. They were also very happy with the clerk.  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘΣ aŀǎǘŜǊ IŜƴǊȅΥ ƘŜΩŘ 

favoured one tenant over the others, so that the others had to shoulder an 

unfair burden when they had to make contributions to the Church.  

They had to provide labour in the harvest-ŦƛŜƭŘ ōǳǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 

ōŜŜƴ ŦŜŘΣ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ  

 

They had to provide labour in cutting, loading, carrying and stacking hay and 

ƘŀŘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ōŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘŜŜǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ŦƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƎƻƻŘ 

cheeses and three second-hand cheeses [for a feast] and all this had stopped.  
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!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ǎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘǊŜǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ŎƻǊƴΦ  

 

²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ ŘƛƭŀǇƛŘŀǘŜŘ ς repairs to the 

ōŀƛƭƛŦŦΩǎ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏƻǎǘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘŜƴ ǎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎǎΤ ǘǿƻ ƻf the store-

barns, forty shillings and eightpence; the granary, four pounds; the bake-

house, forty shillings; the fences of Coweparke and sundry other fences, 

twenty shillings; ǘƘŜ Ƴƛƭƭ ΩŘŜ ƭŀ tƻƭŜΩ ώǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ IƻƭŜ aƛƭƭϐΣ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎǎΤ  

 

and the chamber looking towards the Church at Manor House [Church 

Living], sixty shillings.  
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¢ƘŜ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜǎ ǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ƻƴΥ ŀŦǘŜǊ aŀǎǘŜǊ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ 

warned off eighteen cowherds from the Manorial pastures fifteen days 

before tƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ Χ 

Hingeston-Randolph, writing in 1890, says wryly that these grumbles between 

tenant farmer and landlord sounded quite familiar. 

So much for the Middle Ages. Things started to change in the sixteenth 

century. As the New World opened up, explorers and cartographers produced 

ƳŀǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǾŜȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ōƻǘƘ ƻƴ ǎŜŀ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƴŘΦ !ƴŘ ŀǎ ΨƴŜǿΩ 

families, enriched by mercantile capital, competed with and married into the 

older aristocracy, and landowners hastened to enclose open field and common 

land, the mapping of estates and tracing  genealogies of local families became 

highly desirable. A new breed of antiquarians, often beholden to rich patrons, 

began to flourish. Henry VIII employed one of these early antiquarians, John 

Leland, to ride around the country, mapping, collating and spying. 

 

But ƛǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƴƎΗ Lƴ мрпн JOHN LELAND got as far as Seaton, and even 

to Beer (which he called Berewood) where, he says: 

SECOND SPEAKER: There was a fair pier for succour of shiplets at this 

Berewood, but there came such a tempest a 3 years since [thus 1539] as 

never in mind of men had before was seen in in that shore, and tore the pier 

in pieces. 

Leland seems to have made it to Sidmouth, but then set off from Axmouth to 

Axminster. But he missed out Branscombe. 

Nearly 200 years later, in 1724, WILLIAM STUKELEY, the leading antiquarian 

and archaeologist of his day, also came this way: 



 8 

 

 

THIRD SPEAKER: The Roman road seems to have crossed the Otter at 

Harpford. At Woodbury is a camp. I passed by Sidmouth, and came to Seaton, 

ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !Ȅ Χ 

 

 

Here Stukeley ƎŜǘǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǳǊŜ Seaton is the site of the Roman 

town of Moridunum. He explores the estuary, he even gets as far as the Roman 

ǎƛǘŜ ŀǘ IƻƴŜȅ 5ƛǘŎƘŜǎ όƧǳǎǘ ōŜƭƻǿ {Ŝŀǘƻƴ DŀǊŀƎŜΗύΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƳƻǾŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƻ Χ 

Colyford.  
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He, like the others, never quite made it down the coombes  to the little out-of-

the-way settlement at Branscombe. 

At last, our first glimpse. 1750, DEAN MILLES of Exeter is making notes for a 

history of Devon (which was never published) and had this to say about 

Branscombe: ς 

FOURTH SPEAKER: Branscomb is a [village] situated on ye sea Coast, being 

bounded by Salcomb on ye West, by South Leigh on ye North, by Bere on ye 

East, & by ye sea on ye South. It consists chiefly of hills and valleys, which 

branching out different ways gives name to ye parish ς Branchescomb, ye 

Branching vale. 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƻng description of the church, an inaccurate description of the 

medieval house at Church Living, and then, more interestingly ς 

FOURTH SPEAKER continues: A little to the South of ye church on ye sea coast 

is a tenement called Berry, [which] I suppose takes its name from a small 

encampment on ye cliff of [which] there are some small remains, but ye 

mounds are very slight ς  

 

near this is Mr Kerslakes quarry of Limestone, which lyes so near the Cliff, 

[that] when they take off ye head of flints & clay, which is very thick here, 

they drive it in wheelbarrows, & turn it over ye Cliff into ye sea. In this chalky 

Limestone are found layers of black flints & some round coated flints, which 

ŀǊŜ ŜǎǘŜŜƳŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ōŜ Ŏǳǘ ŦƻǊ Ǝǳƴǎ Χ ¢ƘŜǊŜ are several Kilns here for 

burning ye Lime. 

Then, at the end of the eighteenth century, a splendid figure bustles on to the 

ǎŎŜƴŜΦ IŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŀƴǘƛǉuarian and water colourist, much influenced by the 
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ΨtƛŎǘǳǊŜǎǉǳŜΩ ƳƻŘŜ ς i.e. an admirer of all that is rustic and charming.  He is 

the REVEREND JOHN SWETE.  

 

In his diary, he comes  bumping along in his carriage with his wife and 

ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ private means, which he 

inherited from his aunt Esther Swete by changing his name (no doubt gladly, 

because he was previously called John Tripe). A man of insatiable curiosity with 

a passion for painting lime kilns, we meet him coming up Quarry lane from 

Beer -  

FIFTH SPEAKER:  We continued to ascend up the hill, by a narrow and stoney 

road ς a short way, after having surmounted the hill, we inadvertently past 

beyond the turning that was to reconduct us the turnpike road and in the 

course of reconnoitring the Country before me to procure information ς I 

came by a beaten backway over a field or two to a commanding eminence 

from whence I had a most delightfull view of Branscombes Hills and deep 

ǾŀƭƭƛŜǎΦ Χ {ŜŜƛƴƎ ŀ vǳŀǊǊȅ ŀƴŘ Yƛƭƴ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ 

know how far we had erred and to gain directions for our future way.  
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On my approach to this kiln by a hollow way, as that at Beer, I was again 

struck by the similarity and its appearance, if possible more romantic.  

 

The ground on the sides sloped more abrupt ς the Lime kilns then occupied 

the whole of the hollow beyond ς having two openings, and projecting from 

the Quarry in a rounded form, having weather-sheds of thatch over their 

mouths, and wattled wicker fences on the upper verge ς on the right, the 

ǊƻŀŘ ōȅ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎǳƭƳ ǿŀǎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŎƻƴǾŜȅΩŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

Quarry, had a very picturesque effect Χ ώtwh.!.[¸ /¦¢ and beyond 

ŀǇǇŜŀǊΩŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǘǳƳ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŜǎǘƻƴŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǊǘǎ ǎŜŜƳΩŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ 

exhausted ς L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻōǎŜǊǾΩŘ ǘhat, all above and behind 

consisted of a strata of the same black flints which I had just noticed in the 

ǉǳŀǊǊȅ ŀǘ .ŜŜǊ Χ] L ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎƻƳƳƻƴƭȅ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ {ŎŜƴŜ Χ LƴŘŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

whole of this country seems to deserve particular attention. The Parishes of 

Beer and Branscombe, are abundant in the Romantic, and among the Vallies, 

that wind between the Moutainous hills to the Sea, I have no doubt, but 

there may be found lanschapes of the wildest and most magnificent Nature. 

HeΩŘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ failed to take the turning to Woodhead towards the turnpike 

road to Sidmouth (now the A3052), and had started down the road towards 

the Branscombe. At the top of Vicarage Hill, instead of going down into the 

village he took a track across the fields to the quarry above what was later the 

garden of Hazelwood.  

Now, just for a moment, we want to fast forward one hundred and thirty 

years. H. J. MASSINGHAM, the most over-the-top writer of romantic purple 

passages, walked over to the self-same quarry in 1924.  
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The lime kilns had long been abandoned, and the quarry floor was  overgrown.  

SIXTH SPEAKER: Over the crater lips, scooped out by an explosive human 

ŜƴŜǊƎȅ Χ bŀǘǳǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭƛƴƎ ǎŜŜŘǎƳŀƴΣ ƘŀŘ ŎǊŜǇǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŦƛǘ ōȅ aŀƴ ǘƘŜ 

fortuitous delver. First she had sown her tares like a thief in the night, but 

ǘƘŜƴΣ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ōƻƭŘŜǊ Χ  ƘŀŘ ŜƳǇǘƛŜŘ ƘŜǊ  ōŀǊǊŜƭ-loads, until what had been 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ǳǘƛƭƛǘȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŘƛǎǇǳǘŜŘ ǘŜƴǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƻǿƴ ǿƛƭŘ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ  

 

 In the steeper hollows, the ash trees grew forty and fifty feet high, and had a 

squirrel trod the skeleton thatch of their roofs, I, standing on the barrens 

above, had but to stretch a hand out for him to take a desperate leap and 

scramble over the edge to my feet.  

These little wildernesses, these forms where driven nature hid her wild heart 

like a trembling hare, were man-made. It was man who had scarred the hills 

and so caused them to be clothed in beauty. 

LǘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ to have these two contrasting moments in time. But to return to 

the eighteenth century. Swete came in from the Beer in 1795. Some twenty 
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years earlier, a quite unexpected other person came from SidmouthΦ IŜΩǎ ŀƴ 

historical oddity whose visit was recorded in - 

SEVENTH SPEAKER [with American accent]: The Journal and letters of the late 

SAMUEL CURWEN, Judge of Admiralty &c.; an American Refugee in England, 

from 1775 to 1784. 

Samuel Curwen was a Loyalist. He was on the losing side in the War of 

Independence. So he took refuge in England,  and came to Sidmouth, which he 

described as ς 

 

SEVENTH SPEAKER continues: ...  a watering hole, some of the company 

ǊŜǎƻǊǘƛƴƎ ƘƛǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘ ƻŦ ǎŜŀ ōŀǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΦ Χ 

{ƛŘƳƻǳǘƘ Ŏƻƴǎƛǎǘǎ ƻŦ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ Χ  ǘƘŜ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎ ŎƘƛŜŦƭȅ 

hired out to the Newfoundland traders, and for the most part in low 

circumstances 

Curwen rode out to view the landscape and to pass time with various local big-

wigs, particularly those of dissenting persuasion. 

SEVENTH SPEAKER continues:  October 17 1776 ΨwƻŘŜ ǘƻ {ƭŀŘŜ [now the 

Donkey Sanctuary] ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ aǊ [ŜŜΣ ΧΦ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘǊƻƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŦŦǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƛŘŜΣ 

yielding a delightful prospect.Ω 
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hƴ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ мм ƘŜΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ /ƻƭƛŦƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ǘƻ ŘƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ aǊ [ŜŜ 

again. His description of riding through Branscombe is terse ς 

SEVENTH SPEAKER continues: Passed forward to Branscombe consisting of 

five clusters of small huts, of mud walls and thatched roofs. 

By mud he must have meant cob, and the five clusters are probably Square, 

Bridge, Church, Street and perhaps Weston. Clearly, Curwen ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ 

Branscombe up to American standards,  and  not even picturesque! 

 

 

We arrive at the beginning of the nineǘŜŜƴǘƘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ one short 
account that sheds light on an important event. First, a digression is necessary. 

Some of you will recognize the name of JOHN STUCKEY, builder of the great 
house at Weston, avaricious land-owner, a magistrate who was hard on 
smugglers but had a secret cellar in one of his out-houses.  
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Born in 1718, he never married (he was engaged to a Miss Carslake but she 
turned him down, allegedly  ΨōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿǊƻƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩ) and he was the 
sworn enemy of William Leigh, Curwen's friend at Slade, who was his 
neighbour and cousin. He also loathed the vicar, the Reverend Puddicombe τ 

EIGHTH SPEAKER: Puddicombe has become the most intolerable scoundrel 
that ever a parish was cursed with; his whole bent is to make the utmost 
penny of the parish Χ 

A bit rich ς Stuckey, the greediest grabber of property in the Parish, accusing 
Puddicombe of avarice! Mind you, Puddicombe got the last word. When 
Stuckey  died he wrote in the Burial Register: 

NINTH SPEAKER: мумл {ǘǳŎƪŜȅΣ WƻƘƴΣ ŀƎŜŘ фмΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ Χ ŀ 
Magistrate; and was the oldest Magistrate in the County for several years 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŜŘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎΩŘ ƻŦ Ǿŀǎǘ ǿƻǊƭŘƭȅ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΤ ǿƘƛŎƘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ 
ƘŀŘ ƭƻƴƎ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎΩŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǳǎƛƴƎΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ 
ŎƻƴǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ Χ 

In 1810, while Stuckey lay on his death bed, a deplorable relative, Barnaby 
Bartlett, appeared on the scene and managed to cajole him into changing his 
Will.  
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IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ .ŀǊƴŀōȅ .ŀǊƭŜǘǘΩǎ way. The story, according 
to Elijah Chick, eminent local historian writing almost a hundred years later, 
and one still heard today, was that ς 

TENTH SPEAKER: [The] ƭŀǊƎŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀǘ ²Ŝǎǘƻƴ Χ ǿŀǎ ōǳǊƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ !Φ5Φ мумл 
(ie the year Stuckey died). It was said to have been destroyed by a natural 
son of the Stuckey just then dead, in his rage on discovering that he could not 
inherit the property.  

 

 

 

 

Ah, but wait, here comes a visitor! Who can this be, on the very day of the 
burning, walking over the hill from Sidmouth  with his school-mates? Well, 
what a surprise - ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ PETER ORLANDO HUTCHINSON! Here he is, and 
ƘŜǊŜΩǎ his story ς 
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ELEVENTH SPEAKER: It is necessary for a carriage to go round the head of the 
valley by Slade, in order to reach Weston House the ruins of which are seen at 
a distance. This mansion, when the property of Stuckey Bartlett, Esq., was 
consumed by fire, and has never been rebuilt. The author went over with 
some school-fellows the next day, and burnt the soles of his shoes among the 
still smouldering ruins. He brought back a mass of lead, which had run off the 
roof in a moulten state, and had formed itself into a heap on the ground, 
where the drops had cooled as they fell. The marble mantel pieces, burnt into 
lime, could be easily broken with the hands, like a biscuit. 

Orlando was born in 1810, the year Stuckey died. In the margin of this account  
someone has written July 23rd 1829. Another suggested date for the fire is 
1825. If Orlando was born in 1810 and went up to see the burnt house with his 
school friends, ŀ ŘŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ǘƻ ƭŀǘŜ Ψнлǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ {ƻ hǊƭŀƴŘƻΩǎ 
visit tells us that the illegitimate son, if indeed he did set the fire, had been 
brooding on his revenge for a long time! 

In later years Orlando Hutchinson came regularly to Branscombe with his 
faithful companion, Mr Heineken in his little carriage. Mostly, they came on  
antiquarian excursions, surveying or excavating ς but also to paint. 

Here he is on a slightly different expedition, accompanying the ladies:  

ELEVENTH SPEAKER:  Wed. May 8. 1867. Drove with some ladies to 
Branscombe, which place some of them had not seen. We passed past all 
through the long village to Sea-side Farm,  
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where we alighted. We ate our sandwiches near the cliff. We then proceeded 
to the undercliff. One of them and myself went all along to the great towers 
of chalk towards Beer Head. Since I first rambled through this romantic place, 
more than thirty years ago, numerous parts of ledges and slopes have been 
cleaned and brought into cultivation, either for potatoes or corn. And how 
forward the potatoes are at this early season of the year! The place is so 
sheltered and so warm. Today it was boiling hot.  

 

 

Starting in the 1840s and 50s, Branscombe began to emerge from the 
shadows. The by-roads in and out of Branscombe and Beer had gradually 
improved and in neighbouring towns shops were beginning to cater for the 
expanding middle classes. In the villages, after a catastrophic decline in the 
lace trade following the invention of cheap machine-made lace, things had 
taken a turn for the better. Queen Victoria had ordered her wedding dress 
from Beer, and ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ΨǘƘƛƴƎΩ ŦƻǊ affluent ladies to set themselves apart 
from from more ordinary people by ordering expensive hand-made lace. There  
was also a knock-on effect from the Great Exhibition in London.  
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So there was a little more spending money and carts laden with goods begin to 
trundle down the lanes between town and village. To facilitate trade and 
commerce, the first DIRECTORIES began to be compiled in the eighteen 
thirties. The heavyweights - ²ƘƛǘŜΩǎΣ YŜƭƭȅΩǎΣ aǳǊǊŀȅΩǎ - come on line from 
1850.They list notable residents, farmers, shopkeepers and other trades. 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ in some 
cases someone was sent out to check the scene. In 1851 Murray produced a 
ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊǎΩ ΨIŀƴŘōƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ 5ŜǾƻƴ ŀƴŘ /ƻǊƴǿŀƭƭΩ IŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀŎcount: 

TWELFTH SPEAKER: Branscombe is a straggling village, beautifully situated in 
a wide, but irregular basin, at the junction of three valleys, and as many 
streams, which flow to the sea at Branscombe Mouth. The sides of these 
valleys form a perfect jumble of picturesque hills, one of which, on the S., 
gives a character to the scene. It rises abruptly, with a load of old trees, to 
the height of 600ft., and there meets with the precipice which forms the 
other side of the hill, and descends at once to the shore.  

From Branscombe, the pedestrian will pursue his walk along the cliffs as far 
as Weston Mouth. The coast is extremely beautiful, rising from the sea in 
slopes or precipices and occasionally varied by an undercliff of small extent, a 
rude kind of terrace which here and there affords space for a little orchard or 
corn-field. The rocks are festooned with Ivy and other creeping plants, and 
the cliffs crowned with old lime-ƪƛƭƴǎ Χ  

From the same date comes another account, by the traveller WALTER WHITE. 

He too, describes the cliffs and village, but has a more homely take: 

THIRTEENTH SPEAKER: �Y��¢ƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ Χ ŎƻƳǇǊƛǎŜǎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ƻŦ 
ƘƻǳǎŜǎ Χ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ŜƴŎƛǊŎƭŜŘ Χ ōȅ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƭƭǎΦ  


