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Now that spring has arrived and the sun is shining the work done on town centre buildings is 
shown off at its best, and that includes 64 Barton Street. There is still work going on, 
though, the most significant being in an alley and two lanes, to deliver much-needed 
heritage improvements. For us alley enthusiasts, this is a much-anticipated project. 

On the southern outskirts as well there have been changes. Thanks to the work of John 
Dixon and the Priors Park History Group the town’s collection of interpretation panels has 
been added to, with a brand new one on Queen Margaret’s Camp.  

 

 Mustard  

 

Folk tales have it that in 1720 an old woman named Clements, from Durham, was the first to 
dry and mill mustard seed, in the same way as grain. Tewkesbury mustard predates this, 
and was made by pounding mustard seed and horseradish root together as a paste in a 
mortar. 

In his ‘History of England’, David Hume says that Titus Oates called the fire balls which the 
Jesuit plotters used to start fires in London ‘Tewkesbury Mustard Pills’ because they 
contained a ‘notable biting sauce’. 

On the second floor of the Museum, in the Civic Store, there is a lime ash floor. There are 
the remnants of floors in the roof space. These were probably used for drying mustard seed 
prior to grinding it into flour, though there is no documentary record of this.  

  

 House of Industry  

 

Relieving the poor has always been a contentious issue and after the dissolution of the 
monasteries it became a charge on the affluent, and even more contentious. 

Poor Laws, and parish poor houses to 
house the homeless, existed since 
Elizabethan times but it was in the 
eighteenth century, driven by social 
changes, that the poor became 
noticeable and the view that they were 
feckless and authors of their own 
misfortune who needed to be taught to 
be industrious started to take hold. 
Work Houses, offering an economic 
alternative to maintaining the able-
bodied poor in their own homes, were 
introduced. Several buildings in 
Tewkesbury were leased for the 
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purpose; notably the old Red Lion Inn in the High Street and a number of cottages in the 
area of Fish Alley (known as Workhouse Alley).  

In 1782 the Relief of the Poor Act, sponsored by Thomas Gilbert, was passed by 
Parliament, which enabled parishes to club together to build and run workhouses jointly, 
providing greater economy and a more professional service. The Tewkesbury area took 
advantage of this, and in 1792 agreed to build a House of Industry on Gloucester Road. 
This was completed and opened in 1796. 

James Bennett made some interesting comments in his ‘History’. He said that Houses of 
Industry were ‘too frequently receptacles for the idle and the profligate; such places are only 
fit for orphan or deserted children, and for the aged and infirm. 

In 1834 the Poor Law Amendment Act introduced a new regime of Unions of Parishes to run 
workhouses under very austere conditions designed to deter people from applying for poor 
relief. In 1835 the Tewkesbury Union of 23 parishes was formed, and took over the House 
of Industry three years later. It operated for nearly a century. 

In 1930 the Union was dissolved and management 
passed to the County Council, who ran it as Holmwood 
House Public Assistance Institution. In 1948, the newly-
formed NHS took over and it became Holm Hospital. 
This, in turn, closed in 1996, and was converted to 
apartments, as Shepherd Mead. 

There are no pictures of the building as a workhouse, but 
the OS map of 1883 shows more buildings. The wings on 
each side extended forward to the road, probably just 
single story with a central block. At the rear were 
exercise yards and gardens on the south side, for 
vegetable growing. 

 

 The Recent Earthquake  

 
To the Editor of the Tewkesbury Register: 

Sir, Might I be allowed to ask the kindly help of your readers in my endeavour to study the 
interesting earthquake of last Sunday morning. It would be of very great help for my purpose 
to receive notes, however brief, from any place whatever, especially on the undermentioned 
points: -  

1. Place of observation.  

2. Time of occurrence.  

3. Nature of the shock. Did it consist of two distinct parts, if so, which part was the stronger, 
how long was the interval between them?  

4. Was the shock strong enough (a) to make doors, windows, etc, rattle; (b) to cause the 
observer’s seat to be perceptibly raised or moved; (c) to make pictures, etc., swing; (d) to 
throw down ornaments, vases, etc.?  

5. Was the shock accompanied by a rumbling sound and what did it resemble?  

Yours obediently,  

CHARLES DAVISON, Sc., D., F.G.S.  

70, Cavendish Avenue, Cambridge.  

Aug. 19th, 1926.   
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 27 Church Street  

 

An era has ended at 27 Church Street, or Newton House, with the departure of Thomson 
and Bancks and its conversion to apartments. From the outside it looks like a normal brick 
building, but looks can be deceptive in Tewkesbury. 

Though the current main entrance is through a small building on the left, this was once No 
26. The door on the right enters a court which fits the burgage pattern. Behind the front 
building an open hall house extends 
along the length of the plot. It dates 
from the early fifteenth century, 
though much altered in the 
eighteenth. A lot of early timber 
remains, especially in the roof 
structure.  

Externally, on the east elevation 
there is a large panel of ashlar 
limestone blocks, which is a unique 
feature in the town. Writing in the 
‘Register’ in 1943, local historian 
Bertie Grey said that these stones 
came from the demolition of the High 
Cross, which was demolished in 
1651. This is plausible.  
 

 May 2012   

 
 
One hundred and twelve years ago, the 
‘Northern Party’ of six Antarctic explorers, led by 
Victor Campbell dug an ice cave on 
Inexpressible Island and prepared to live out a 
long Antarctic winter, before a long journey to 
rendezvous with the ‘Terra Nova’ in November. 
Members of the party, especially Raymond 
Priestley, kept journals. A few years ago Craig 
collated entries for our newsletter. These are 
well worth reprinting. Here are some May 
entries: 

 
The sun set for winter on 4th May 1912, and won’t be seen again until the 8th August 1912. 

May 8th, 9th and 10th 1912: “This blizzard continued but not quite so much drift. Today being 
my wedding anniversary, we made it a 'fiesta' and had 10 raisins each.” (From Victor 
Campbell’s diary) 

May 11th 1912: Still blowing hard, but we were able to get down for sea water and meat. All 
the ice has blown out of Arrival Bay and no ice is visible on the horizon. I cannot understand 
this open water and put it down to an exceptional season. The wind increased to a whole 
gale in the night.” (From Victor Campbell’s diary) 
Priestley writes: “First of all we waited until the messmen for the day had finished their work, 
and then when they had turned in and all diaries were written up Levick would read us a 
chapter from "David Copperfield." This one chapter a night became a regular institution with 
us from now until we had finished all three of the books we had with us. "David Copperfield" 
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lasted us for some sixty nights, and at the end of that time we were very sorry to part with 
him. The "Life of Stevenson," however, proved an excellent substitute, and that, again, 
lasted us for two or three weeks, and was followed by "Simon the Jester." This last book we 
found lasted us much less time, for we became one and all fascinated with Simon's 
character, and one chapter a night was not enough. We demanded two or three, and Levick 
allowed us to keep him reading, and in a few days the last of our books was finished. In 
addition to these three we had with us two copies of the Review of Reviews, and these were 
read from cover to cover, advertisements and all. 
We had carried one or two other magazines on the summer journey, but these, 
unfortunately, I had used for wrapping up specimens, and I often regretted this fact during 
the winter. The "Decameron" and a couple of Max Pemberton's novels which the men had 
brought completed our list of literature, with the exception of a typed copy of my first year's 
diary. This latter I used to read on Sundays, and we used to contrast our life on the same 
date at Cape Adare with our present existence in the snow-cave. On Sundays also 
Campbell read a chapter from a pocket edition of the New Testament we had with us, and 
afterwards we sang what hymns we could remember. 
Taking all things into consideration, the Sunday concerts were a great success. The only 
man with a voice in the party was Abbott, and he was not blessed with a good memory. 
Dickason and Browning had once been in a choir, and still remembered bits of the Te Deum 
and some fragments of hymns, and I also knew a few of the latter. Between us we managed 
to patch up about a dozen hymns, which sounded something like they were meant to by 
their authors. Where we could not think of a sentence we made it up, and I was surprised 
when I returned to find that, while we had frequently only been singing two or three verses 
when four or five had been written, in one case at least we had made up one more verse 
than actually existed. Although a man of no pretensions to voice at all, I was a tower of 
strength in these Sunday concerts, for when I was a boy I had been taken twice every 
Sunday to a Wesleyan chapel, and the only book I was allowed to look at during the 
sermons (which were unreasonably long for children to be expected to listen to) was the 
hymn-book. Consequently I amused myself by learning all my favourite hymns by heart, and 
I have never forgotten some of them. My diligence in those far-off days was now amply 
repaid, for the thing which went farthest towards making our evenings pass pleasantly was 
the ability to make a "cheerful noise." We had very little idea of tune, but hymn tunes are 
simple and very fine, and 1 believe we all enjoyed these concerts even more than those 
which marked the Saturday night. 
Saturday night also was devoted to song. After dinner we drank to "Sweethearts and Wives" 
in our apology for cocoa, and then we sang the old favourites which will be recognized by 
sailors and travellers all the world over. Such songs as "Rolling Home," "Lowlands," "Thora," 
"The Buffalo Battery," " Mandalay," and many another will remind us of these Saturday night 
concerts to our dying day, and when we hear them again our thoughts will swing back 
across time and space to the drift where lie the remains of our cave home. Indeed, so 
pleasant do those evenings appear now to me, and so softening is the influence of time on 
the memory, that already as I look back on them from a comfortable chair in my rooms in 
Cambridge it is with more than a slight tinge of regret I realize that they are gone never to 
return. 

May 17th 1912: “Weather much the same. As it was the anniversary of commissioning the 
cave, we each had 10 raisins” (From Victor Campbell’s diary) 
Priestley writes: “On May I7th, following on a suggestion from Abbott that seal's brain ought 
to be as good as sheep's brain, I walked down to the icefoot and with my ice-axe I cut the 
top off the head of one of the butchered seals.  I then chipped out the frozen brain with a 
chisel, collected the fragments in a tin, and carried them up to the cooks.  They were then 
thrown into the hoosh as they were and allowed to heat up with it. The result was a 
revelation to us, and if I ever go South again I think seal's brain will become a regular item in 
the menu. The soup it made was really the best we had yet tasted, and the pieces of brain 
themselves did not taste at all like meat, but, as Levick said, were much more like soaked 
bread. It might be urged against the use of the brains in future that our sense of taste was 
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abnormal just now. So it certainly was, but we tried the brain a few months later, when we 
had been back amongst plenty for a month, and we found it equally palatable. For the rest 
of the winter, therefore, we had another luxury added to our store. Each brain was enough 
to flavour one hoosh, and as we had ten or twelve seals this meant a brain hoosh at least 
once a fortnight. 
Having exhausted all the possibilities of the seal and penguin, we were obliged to range 
farther afield in the effort to vary our diet. The desire for fresh food and a different taste was 
even stronger I think than the desire for more food, and it was destined1 to remain with us 
all through the winter and until we once more resumed sledging rations. We had long ago 
attempted to use seaweed in our hooshes, but I cannot say that the experiment was a 
success. We had a standing promise from Levick that some day he would catch a bowlful of 
fresh seaweed, stew it, and eat it, and so taste its effect in large quantities, but from one 
reason on another this was never carried out. Our experiments, therefore, were made with 
the old dried seaweed from the beach, the same material which we were using to sleep on; 
indeed, if a man felt unusually hungry he would reach his hand under the floorcloth, select a 
piece of the seaweed, and put it in his hoosh. I would never allow the inclusion of this 
prehistoric seaweed in the recognized ration, however, and so each man put into his hoosh-
pot just as much as he felt he could manage. There was never much used by any one, and I 
for one could never enjoy it. It had lain, probably for a century or so, on the beach well 
above high-water mark, and it must have been a regular highway for seals and penguins. 
Indeed, it tasted like essence of must and mildew, and reminded me of what I should expect 
a concentrated solution of Old Masters to taste like. If one were to strip the walls of the 
National Gallery, throw the canvases into a huge cauldron, and boil them for seven weeks, I 
fancy the resulting soup would have tasted very like Evans' Coves seaweed. 
I have said that Levick's medicine-chest was also brought into requisition, and the citric acid 
tabloids were a great addition to our menu. The ginger tabloids were very nice dissolved in 
water and sweetened with sugar, when they went by the name of "ginger-beer," but they 
were lost in the hoosh, and our one attempt at flavouring the latter with them Was by no 
means a success. There was no perceptible result, and for days we nursed the grievance of 
six ginger tabloids having been completely wasted. Levick next produced some lime-juice 
tabloids he had taken the previous year from Shackleton's hut at Cape Royds, and these 
also were an excellent change, but we soon decided that most of them must be kept for 
sledging as thirst quenchers.” 

May 24th 1912:“Snow, wind and drift. It is impossible to keep the entrance of our shaft dear 
of snow. Levick is saving his biscuit to see how it feels to go without biscuit for a week. He 
also wants to have a good feed at the end of it. His idea also is that by eating more blubber 
he will not feel the want of it very much." (From Victor Campbell’s diary) 
Priestley writes: On the 25th of May we had a rather unpleasant scare, and were as near to 
asphyxiation as I can wish to be. This incident also I will take from my diary as I wrote it at 
the time: 
"Westerly wind with heavy drift continues, and we have been drifted up all day. This 
afternoon we had to do away with the blubber fires because of the smitch, for the drift kept 
on filling the chimney and preventing the draught from flowing. Afterwards Dickason started 
the hoosh over the primus, and this rapidly used up our limited supply of oxygen. First of all 
the reading-lamps went out and refused to be lighted with a flaring spill, and then the spill 
went out and could not be relighted at the primus. Next the primus went out and could not 
be relighted because the matches would not burn. By this time we were opening up the 
chimney and the drift at the entrance to the shaft, and Campbell drove his ice-axe through 
the latter with immediate relief to everybody. Since then things have gone pretty well, but we 
all have had bad headaches, which we had put down to the smitch, but which were more 
probably due directly to lack of oxygen. It is a great nuisance this new danger having arisen 
after we thought we had avoided the utmost malice of the weather, but it is 'lucky we were 
not caught at night and all asphyxiated in our beds. I suppose that the coating of ice which 
has formed on the inside of the snow-roof has spoiled the ventilation. After dinner Campbell 
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and Abbott cleared the drift from the mouth of the shaft and pushed the flagstaff down the 
chimney." 
In future this bamboo was always kept in the chimney, so that the latter could be cleared 
whenever the drift choked it up, and this added immensely to our safety during the next few 
weeks, but was not an unmixed blessing. The fires were gradually enlarging the lower 
entrance to the chimney, so that the penguin skin plug was no longer any use. We now had 
to use a large pemmican-bag, which was filled with bits of skin and seaweed, was very 
blubbery, and weighed about 20 Ib. The messman for the day when the fires were put out 
had to wedge this mass of grease as far as he could reach up the chimney, and either hold 
it there until it froze in, or else wedge it up with a bamboo. Time after time the thing would 
fall in his face or into the fireplace, until he was exasperated with the whole business.  Every 
night the struggle took place to the delight of the onlookers, a delight tempered by the 
thought that the next day or the day after their turn would come, and “placing the plug" has 
become for us the type of the truly Antarctic strenuous exercise.  However, though 
unpleasant, it certainly did provide us with food for mirth at very regular intervals, and for 
every time we were the butt of the joke we had five laughs at other people, and it was in this 
proportion of one to five that the secret of most of the cheerfulness of the party lay. It was 
impossible to laugh at your own troubles until a day or two later, but we made a point of 
laughing at everyone else's, and each of us had long ago learned that to provide mirth for 
other people was the next best thing to enjoying the joke oneself. 
 

 150 Years Ago   

 
The ‘Register’ printed an ‘epitome of 1873 in January 1874. Here is what it considered the 
important happenings of May were: 

7th. Walton Manor Estate, consisting of upwards of 200 acres, was put up to public auction, 
when the lot was bought in at £14,800, the last bidding being 14,775.  
8th. Mr. W. P. Price, M.P for Glo'ster, having been appointed one of the new railway 
commissioners, there was an election for the city. After an exciting contest Mr. W. K. Wait 
was elected, beating his opponent, Mr. Thomas Robinson, by a majority of 83 votes.  
12th. Special meeting of the Town Council. Mr. S. P. Brookes was elected Town Clerk, and 
Mr. F. J. Brown Clerk of the Peace, in the place of Mr. W. Winterbotham deceased.  
13th. The Rev. H. B. Pruen, recently appointed curate in sole charge of Twyning, was 
presented with several testimonials from the parishioners of Didbrook, amongst whom he 
had ministered for upwards of 22 years  
14th. The Tewkesbury fishermen landed a salmon weighing 45.5 lbs. During the previous 
week upwards of 30 fine fish were caught in the Tewkesbury water.  
15th. The Venerable Archdeacon Thorp resigned the Archdeaconry of Bristol, which he had 
held for so many years, but at the express request of the Bishop retained his title. The ven. 
gentleman, a septuagenarian, was succeeded by the Rev. Canon Randall, of St. Mary's 
Radcliff, Bristol.  
16th. Captain Price, M.P. for the Borough, voted in favour of Mr. Miall's bill for the 
disestablishment of the English Church.  
22nd. The Rev. W. F. Clark, Wesleyan minister of this town, was presented with a 
testimonial, consisting of some valuable books, by the "Tewkesbury Young Men's Mutual 
Improvement Society."  
24th. There was a municipal contest to fill the vacancy occasioned by the resignation of Mr. 
F. J. Brown. The candidates were Dr. Devereux, Conservative, and Mr. Alfred Healing, 
Liberal, the latter being successful.  
27th. Mr. William Lloyd Chandler, who was formerly a practising solicitor in this town, and 
who was twice Mayor of the Borough, died at St. Helier's, Jersey. meeting of the Labourers' 
Union held at the Cross, when the usual violent language was made use of. This meeting 
was preliminary to a fete held at Ashchurch.  
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 Past Tewkesbury  

 

W J Gardner’s Tewkesbury guide book from 1902/3 contains a series of sixty full-page 
advertisements for Tewkesbury businesses, most with photographs of the premises.  

 

 

We know a lot about the ownership of 114 High Street between 1726, when John Mansell 
(baker) sold it to Henry Welsh (Maltster) and 1838 when William Browett bought it from 
Thomas Lilley. The deeds have been transcribed by Wendy and there is a summary on 
the Historical Society web site.  The 1838 auction details describe a “very desirable front 
dwelling house called the Durham Arms situated in a central position and now in the 
occupation of Edward Causon and a very capital malthouse behind occupied by Aaron 
Pike; and a stable ...the whole extending from the High Street to the Oldbury Field, near 
to the intended station of the Birmingham and Gloucester Railway”. 

George Browett moved in, and was described as an innkeeper in 1841 but by 1851 he 
was a cabinet maker. He sold furniture from the shop and advertised services as builder, 
upholsterer and paper hanger.  

In 1882, the property was sold again, this time to George Jones, Wheelwright. He named 
the premises the ‘Lion Works’. His products included everything from light traps to 
wagons but the business was advertised for sale in 1891.   

Gloucester Co-operative and Industrial Society, formed in 1860, bought the Lion Works in 
1892 to open their ninth shop. This expanded over the years to include a bakery and 
warehouse in the adjacent Warders Alley. In August 1964, the Co-op opened their new, 
modern, supermarket at the Cross and closed the High Street shop. Their buildings, with 
113 and 115, were acquired by the Post Office, who demolished everything in the three 
burgages except 17 Oldbury Road to bring a new Post Office and sorting office to the 
town. This is now Acorns charity shop. 

 
 

 Museum Talks  

 
The figures are in for the spring talks series. We attracted 327 attendees, which is an 
average of 65 people per talk. This made a healthy surplus for the museum’s coffers. Thank 
You to everyone who came along.  

It’s a long time off yet, but the autumn talks series is almost all finalised. We are awaiting 
confirmation for October 29th, but the programme is:: 

https://tewkesburyhistory.org/114-High-Street#block253
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Oct 1st:   Healings Mill:                                   Joanne Raywood and John Dixon,  

Oct 15th: Pursuit of a King                              Marguerite Collins 

A detailed account of the great and heroic escape of King Charles ll from Cromwell’s army after the 
Battle of Worcester.  

Oct 29th: To be confirmed  

Nov 26th: Inns & Traffic in the Coaching Age:  Nick Herbert  

Dec 10th: The Great Train Robbery                 Ian Boskett 

All at 7.00 in the Baptist Church. Make a note in your diary. 
 

 Other People’s Talks  

 
The Civic Society’s next talk is entitled ‘Dr Edward Adrian Wilson; Cheltenham’s Antarctic 
Hero’. Given by David Elder it is at 7.30 on Thursday 9th May at the Library. 

The Historical Society’s next meeting will be their AGM, followed by a presentation by 
Georgia Smith on the progress of the High Street Heritage Action Zone. It is at 7.45 on 
Thursday, 23rd May at the Methodist Church. 
 

 Heritage Hub Events   

 

The next on-line talk in the Heritage Hub’s ‘Secrets revealed’ series is entitled ‘Blood, Sweat 
& Tears – jobs in Gloucestershire’s past’. It looks through the archive at jobs from the past, 
many of which have become redundant. It is on Wednesday May 22nd from 1pm to 2pm. 
Registration details are HERE 

On Saturday 1 June, there is a ‘Heritage Focus Day at the Heritage Hub; a day of talks and 
demonstrations all related to archives, museums and conservation. There is a wide-ranging 
and interesting programme. Details and registration are HERE 
  

 Alley Strolls   

 

It’s all change for alley strolls, which have moved to Wednesday evenings for the summer 
season. Forthcoming walks are on May 8th, May 22nd and June 5th. They start at 7pm at the 
bottom of (soon to be reopened, paved and improved) Warders Alley, beside the new 
Acorns store. 
 

 CONTRIBUTIONS  

 

This newsletter is written for supporters of the Museum. It is confined to local history, the 
background to items in the museum collection and things which the compiler thinks are 
interesting. We hope you also find them interesting! 

Contributions would be very welcome, and will add to the range and variety of topics 
covered. If you have a few minutes to type up something you’re researched, or even to 
suggest a topic which might be of general interest, please email mannscourt@argonet.co.uk  

 

The circulation of this email is to a list which has not been updated for a while. If you no 
longer want to be on that list, just reply to this email with ‘UNSUBSCRIBE’ in the subject 

box. 

 

 

https://www.heritagehub.org.uk/events/secrets-revealed-online-talk-blood-sweat-tears-jobs-in-gloucestershire-s-past/
https://www.heritagehub.org.uk/events/heritage-focus-day/
mailto:mannscourt@argonet.co

