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Introduction 
 
Arthur Cleverly retired several years ago from a computer firm and in his newly found spare 
time decided to make a photographic study of the village of Cherhill, home of his ancestors.  
 
Today the study covers  every aspect of Cherhill, with more than fifteen albums of pictures, 
several of which you will find in this book. 
 
During his many trips to the village, his mind was cast back to the many stories he was told as a 
child by his grandfather, and it is these, interspersed with a few of Arthur's poems, that make up 
this book. 
 
Arthur is very interested in anything to do with Cherhill, and as it was also the home of many of 
my ancestors, it was no surprise to hear that he had 'pounced' on my book, 'Our Caswell 
Relatives Book 2', which I had just donated to the Wiltshire Family History Society. He kindly 
sent me a few of his 'jottings' thinking I might enjoy them. 
 
The first one I read was 'The Hill', and I was immediately transported back to Cherhill, (quite a 
feat considering I was in New York) and found myself walking up the old track towards the 
monument. It was incredible how clear everything was, even though these memories of mine 
were almost forty years old.  
 
Several weeks later I received a large envelope with about a dozen more small stories, written in 
long hand, and with a certain style which could be almost heard to have a 'soft' Wiltshire accent. 
 
I was born in an era where we transformed from the old world to the new, the dawn of the 
computer age. I can vividly remember many of the sayings and phrases used, and still use some 
of them even today. I treasure them, and if it were not for people like Arthur Cleverly, who 
painstakingly wrote them all down, our heritage would be lost forever.  
 
Thank you Arthur 
 
You have done all our descendants a great service! 
 
 
Mike Caswell 
 
PS If you  are mentioned in this book, and would like your photo inserted in a personal copy, please forward the 
photo & a donation to 'the cause'. 
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The Hill 
 
To many people the name of Cherhill brings to mind an image of a hill with a white horse in its 
steep chalky side, and a tall needle-like monument on its summit. The more discerning will also 
have noticed a wood on its eastern crown. Travellers on the A4 road often stop and photograph 
this  scene, so perhaps one could say the hill dominates Cherhill. This maybe a little unfair to this 
pretty little Wiltshire village nestling in a tiny fold of the valley, directly under the watchful eye 
of the high hill. 

 
This hill is part of Cherhill, a part with a difference. The village is sheltered, quiet and snug. The 
hill wild, and not a little mysterious. If there is a breeze in the village, then there will be a near 
gale on the hilltop. A drizzle in the village will be an all enveloping, wind driven, soaking, 
swirling, cloud of rain on the hill. A fog of rain that blots out the rest of the world and leaves one 
feeling isolated from all civilised things and modern mankind. Despite these differences, the 
village and the hill are linked as one. They belong together as they have done since early man 
settled here.  
 
At the foot of the downs, flowing through the village, there was a supply of one of the necessities 
that support life -water, the brook that flows through the village. The hilltop is the site of another 
necessity -safety. Here early man built this safety  in the form of a hilltop fort. Here men of the 
Iron Age constructed massive earthworks and deep defensive ditches. They were extremely well 
made, for even after thousands of years of winds and rain, the massive defence ditches, still steep 
and wide, are impressive to see. One marvels that men with such primitive tools could build such 
a fortress. 
 
Unfortunately, many walkers attracted to this hilltop, almost pass by without noticing the 
fortress, their attention drawn to the tall monument that actually stands within its defence works.  
 
The Landsdowne Monument, a tall stone needle like construction, is in a way, a folly, built in 
honour of an ancestor of the Landsdowne family. Locally it has always been known as the 
'Cherhill Monument' and probably always will be. Such a tall, impressive column of stone has 
always attracted people,, and people always like to leave their mark. On this monument they 
certainly did! Most of the stonework within human, and some that seems to be outside anyone's 
reach, bears names, dates and initials. Time and weather has eroded many, but some dates going 
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back to the 1870's are still legible. Some initials must have taken a long time to carve, because 
they are cut with a precision that would do credit to a 'monumental' mason. 
 
In recent years the monument has been fully restored, after many years of neglect and vandalism 
had left it in a dangerous condition. It is nice to see many of the original stones were used in its 
restoration, so that much of the old graffiti can still be seen. No doubt the new stones will soon 
bear such marks. 
 
The white horse carved on the steep hillside was created by a Dr. Allsop of Calne, in 1780. It is, 
unlike many of its kind, a well proportioned horse, and is one of the newer Wiltshire white 
horses, but by no means the largest. That honour goes to the nearby Westbury white horse carved 
on Bratton Down. 
 
Hill carvings are enigmatic. An air of mystery shrouds their origin. It is true to say that some of 
them are modern follies, but for many their origin goes back far in time, possibly to tribal times. 
Some of the 'horses' are more like mythical beasts.  
 
The horse at Uffington has a most 'un-horse' like shape and is situated on the hilltop rather than 
the hillside. To get a really good view of it one would need to look down from the skies. The 
Westbury White Horse is comparatively modern. It was originally on a different slope and was 
much less horse like. The Long Man at Wilmington in Kent, the erotic Cerne Giant in Dorset, 
both take human form and are carvings with a wealth of legend concerning fertility rites. 
 
The Cherhill White Horse should not be excluded from these old tales, for legend has it there 
was an earlier carving on this hillside. Unfortunately, there is no knowledge of its shape. This 
story could well be true, since almost all of the old hill carvings are on hills that have prehistoric 
earthworks on their crown. Perhaps these hill carvings go back to prehistoric times when the old 
forts were built. They could have been tribal symbols. Maybe at the beginning Cherhill had some 
mythical dragon on it's hill, or even a most masculine fertility carving? 
 
Although the hill fort, the Cherhill Monument the White Horse, and the gale ravaged White 
Horse Plantation can all be seen by travellers on the main road, to really know Cherhill hill one 
has to climb, to be on its crown, not just once or twice, but in all seasons, at all times of day, 
even at night, and in all weathers to feel its every mood. Then the Hill develops into almost a 
mystery creature and not just a picture postcard view. 
 
Looking from the village on a bright summer's day, the hilltop does not look very far away, but 
as you climb the steep slope you begin to get the feeling of remoteness. At lower levels the 
hawthorn bushes are tall, loosely branched with lush green foliage. As you climb higher the 
bushes become more stunted, more compacted. Towards the top the bushes are gnarled and wind 
pruned, their leaves dark and weathered. They cling close to the earth, harried and beaten into 
submission by the relentless winds that know no rest. On gaining the summit and looking back 
down, Cherhill looks far away, almost out of sight as it nestles in its own little valley, lost in the 
magnificent sweeping view that stretches towards the Cotswold hills in the north west.  
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The wind Gods rule here, no mistake! In my three score and ten plus years I have never been 
here when it is a dead calm. The wind always blows! Sometimes, but not often, it is a soft gentle 
breeze that nestles the grasses and sings gently through the bushes. That is when the Wind Gods 
are in a good mood, and are willing to tolerate you on their hill. However, there are time when 
they are determined to have the hill to themselves, to drive all others from it. They scream 
through the bushes, sing wild songs through the fence wires and whistle madly through the 
grasses. They hurl themselves at you in an attempt to snatch your breath away and blow you 
from the hilltop. Sometimes they even sing and play wild music in the skies themselves, making 
sounds that could have given birth to the legends of Valkyrie riding the skies. 
 
What a pleasure it is to defy these winds, to fight their power, to refuse to be driven  away. Do 
this and you will return filled with triumph of a battle won, a song in your heart and an odd 
feeling of having, in some way, been cleansed. There is also a eerie feeling of awareness that the 
spirits of the past are crowding around you. They feel so close you could just reach out and touch 
the whole of the past, right to pre history itself. Standing on the ridges of the ancient fort you get 
the feeling that its builders are still there. They could be that movement you saw out of the 
corner of your eye.  
 
When you look across to the south east and see the green mound of Silbury Hill, pre history 
seems like right now. These feelings are with you by day. In the night they are much stronger. 
Could it be just imagination or are these spirits of the past  really with you? Is that dark shadow a 
wind tortured bush, or is it an Iron Age Sentry on duty? Something really did move in the 
distance! Is it a flock of grazing sheep, or could it really be a Roman legion on the march? You 
get a growing feeling that this is no place to linger at night. Surely that thorn bush has moved a 
little closer since you last looked at it? Time it is to leave, so turn toward Cherhill far below. 
 
It is then that all thoughts of spirits and the unknown vanish. Far before you stretches out a truly 
wondrous sight - one that I can never tire of gazing at!  
 
If Sinbad the Sailor was brought to the edge of this steep hill at night and he gazed down into the 
lake of velvet darkness below, he would think that he was looking into the 'Valley of the ROCS', 
for it is aglow with jewel like lights, some single, but many necklace like strings. Some of them 
are even mobile 'jewels' which creep along the valley floor. 
 
These brilliant gleaming  jewels are the lights of Calne, Chippenham and Lyneham, the street 
lights and cars that move along them. 
 
A hundred years ago people would have come to this hill to look in wonderment at such a sight. 
Five hundred years ago it would probably have been looked upon as witchcraft. Yet today, few 
people would trouble to climb the hill to sit and gaze at them and to contemplate. Sadly modern 
folk have lost the magical gift of combining imagination with wonderment. How much more 
empty life has become, its no wonder stress is a common ailment and psychologists flourish!
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  The Fishermen of Cherhill 
The elms that grew outside 'The Bush' 
Their dense and leafy branches tall 
Gave cooling shade in summer heat 
A welcomed stopping place for all 
 
It was here then that the waggoners 
Beneath these trees their stop would make 
Their horses resting in the shade 
While they their thirst would slake 
 
Unfortunately there were village men 
Whose honesty was almost doubted 
Robbers we will not them call 
But oft the law they flouted 
 
High in those elm trees they would lurk 
All armed with grappling hooks and rope 
To fish down into wagons load 
A prize to catch they'd always hope 
 
One day one had a lucky catch 
A side of bacon he did hook 
And hauled it up to hiding place 
With thoughts of feast when it was cooked. 
 
The waggoner went on his way 
The side of bacon it moved too 
To village house by devious route 
And hidden in the chimney flue 
 
But waggoner, I don't know why 
Upon his load gave searching look 
And seeing some of it had gone 
He wanted someone brought to book 
 
He told the village constable 
Who carried out a search around 
Of houses where suspicion lay 
But not a trace of bacon found 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
It nearly was a perfect crime 
The bacon so well hidden 
But someone always ruins things 
By speaking when not bidden 
 
It was for certain in this case 
Some thoughtless person could not stop 
From saying "Why is that stake of wood 
Resting across that chimney top?" 
 
Well, that just gave the game away 
The hiding place revealed 
The constable up chimney looked 
Where bacon was concealed 
 
So fisherman himself was caught 
To prison cell he was taken 
He never had the chance to taste 
One slice from side of bacon 
 
That crime will out they always say 
And though bacon cannot shout 
It only needs one wagging tongue 
To let the secret out.
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      Wiltshire Talk 
On my visits to Cherhill, when I was very young, I learnt a lot of things. Not for many years after 
did I realise that one of these was another language, the language of the old Wiltshire country 
folk. Call it a dialect or what you will, but it was the remnants of a tongue from years gone by. 
 
At that time, sixty or seventy years ago, many of the older village people spoke in the old 
country way, that has now long gone since children are taught to speak good English, so that 
everyone now uses BBC English, no different in Basingstoke or Bath, Cheltenham or Cherhill. 
 
The dialect in those years of long ago was one of an age when the pace of everyday life was 
slower, even the speech was slower. Vowels, especially A's, were more drawn out.  F's were 
often spoken as V's and you'd have to be a 'vool' not to understand that, so you had 'vlower' for 
'flower' and 'vox' for 'fox'. Double E's, in a number of cases became as I's, so 'ship' meant 'sheep' 
and 'wick' meant 'week'. 
 
It was the local words and expressions that were the interesting part of the language. No doubt 
some of them still linger on, though probably most are now long gone. Surprisingly though, a lot 
of dialect can still be heard, used in everyday speech without being realised as Wiltshire.. It is 
only in recent years that I realised all my life I had been using the Wiltshire dialect 'somewhen' 
when I should have been using 'sometime'. Well, I've managed with it all these years, so I won't 
bother to change now! 
 
Village talk mainly concerned the village things of life. Some words I actually heard being used, 
but I also had a grandfather who talked of the past and what things used to be called. I don't 
know how many of these words were very local Cherhill words, or if they were commonly used 
in North Wiltshire. 
 
Most of my ancestors lived their lives on the land, their days spent in the fields, so 'food' talk was 
closely linked to the outdoors. Food was called 'Tommy', carried in the field in a 'Tommy Bag". 
'Dewbit' as you can guess, was a very early breakfast taken in the field. 'Jawbit' was eaten around 
mid morning and 'Nunchin' was the noon meal also taken in the field. It could also be called 
"Nummit', but this was a word used more by shepherds, perhaps they travelled further north with 
their flocks to sheep fairs, such as Weyhill, where they would have encountered the South 
Wiltshire and Hampshire word 'Nammet'. Working hard in  the fields no doubt gave one a good 
appetite and the word for hunger was 'lear'. 
 
The need for food was an important factor in everyday life, so it is not surprising that there were 
local words for food and items used in its production. For meat the villagers relied a lot on the 
pig, most cottages held a pigsty in the garden. In Wiltshire the flesh of the pig was called 
'Pigmeat', and the word 'pork' was reserved for the flesh of the specially chosen young 'porkers'. 
 
No part of the pig was wasted. "Chiddlins' were the pig's 'chitterlings' and 'bake faggots' were 
made covered with 'flare'. Bakefaggots were the faggots of today, probably the bake was added 
to distinguish them from the faggots of brushwood used as fuel in the bake or faggot ovens in 
which bread was baked. 
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'Flare' was the caulfat or thin skin of the intestines of the pig. 'Flare' also meant the internal fat of 
the pig.  "Rafty' was the word used for rancid bacon. 
 
The baking of bread in a faggot oven included a few local words. The fuel used to heat these 
ovens were faggots of brushwood, called 'Bavins' if they were untrimmed. They were burned in 
the ovens until it was hot enough for baking. This was judged by the use of a 'Gauge Brick' or a 
'Warming Stone', a brick that changed colour as it was heated. When hot enough the oven would 
be 'maaked', cleaned out with a 'maakin' which was an oven swab. Then the loaves would be put 
in to bake. Yeast in Cherhill was always known as 'Barm'. 
 
In the house there were such words used as, 'Smeech' dust and 'Smeechy' dust. A 'Skillet' was a 
round iron pot thing hung over the fire. A 'Riffle' was a knife board on which 'Callus Stone', a 
gritty soil, was sprinkled and then used to clean knives. A 'Spudgel' was a wooden scoop. A 
'Treen' was a wooden platter. Treen was akin to wooden, coming from 'made from a tree'. I 
believe that the word 'treen' is still used in the antique trade to describe wooden kitchen utensils. 
A 'Riddle' was a coarse sieve. A chink or narrow opening, such as between floorboards was a 
'Scotch'. 
 
Flowers had their village names, 'Eggs & Bacon' was Yellow Toadflax. 'Crazy Bets' were Marsh 
marigolds. 'Cushion Pink' was Thrift. 'Hen & Chicken' was London Pride. 'Laylocks' was lilac. 
'Granny Nightcaps' was Columbine. 'Silver Bells' were the cultivated double Guilder Rose. 'Poor 
Mans Weatherglass' was Scarlet Pimpernel. 'Jack Go to Bed at Noon' was Goatsbeard. Early 
Purple Orchids had many names, among them 'Dandy Goslings', 'Goosey Ganders' and 
'Goslings'. Dandelions were 'Wet the Beds' similar to the French 'Pissenlit'. 
 
Of course the sovereign cure for bedwetting was fried mouse, and the cure for whooping cough 
was to swallow woodlice, the type that roll up into a ball like a pill. I don't know if these cures 
were ever really practised, but they certainly were talked about. 'Woodlice' by the way, were 
known as 'Gammers' or 'Pigs'. 
 
In the insect world, 'Dumbledores' were bumblebees, 'Horse' or 'Hoss Stingers' were dragonflies. 
'Humbuzz' was Cockchafer, 'Lady Cow' was a ladybird. Ants were always known as 'Emmets' 
and an ants nest was an 'Emmet Heap'. 
 
Birds too had their village names. The 'Butcher Bird' was the Shrike, so called because it impaled 
insects on thorns, when not hungry, then and devoured them later. 
"Bangtail' was the Redstart. 'Bottle Tit', the Long Tailed Tit, got its local name from the flask 
shaped nest woven by the bird. 'Screechers' and 'Devil Screechers' were names for the Swift, but 
the 'Screech Thrush' was a Mistlethrush. A 'Scutty' was a wren, a 'Velt' was a Fieldfare. 'Joybird' 
was a Jay, maybe this started as 'Jaybird'. 'Maggoty Pie' was a Magpie and 'Nettle Creeper' was a 
Whitethroat. 
 
Still on wings, but not feathered, was the 'Vlittermus', of course- the bat! This is rather like the 
German for this animal, 'Fledermaus', so this local word may even go back to Saxon times. 
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Bees were important to the village. Honey was for centuries used as a sweetener, for in olden 
times, there was no sugar. Also honey was used to make those powerful drinks, Mead and 
metheglin. This rather odd word comes from the Welsh Meddyglyn. Meddyg being doctor and 
llyn being liquor, so perhaps  it was thought to have medicinal value. 
 
Bees were kept in straw Skeps called Bee Pots. Only the first swarm was called a Swarm, for the 
second the word was 'Smart', and the third was a 'Chit' It used to be the custom that when a 
swarm left the hive, it would be pursued banging on a tin tray or somesuch thing and this would 
make the swarm settle quicker. The sound thus produced was known as 'Tanging', which could 
also be made by a small bell called a 'Tang'. 

 
Haymaking was an important event in the country for it provided the winter food for cattle, 
sheep and horses. It almost had a language of it's own. Cut with scythes, the hay lay in 'swathes'. 
It was then turned or 'Tedded'. After this it was raked up into lines known as 'Hatches' or 
'Wallows'. Spread, then hatched once more, it was put into small heaps called 'Footcocks' or 
'Pooks'. 'Pooks' was used in the Cherhill district.. Then it was made into 'Wakes' or 'Rollers' and 
finally carried off. 
 
Haymaking could only be carried out when the weather conditions were right and it was very 
labour intensive, a lot of this work was carried out by women. 
 
The hay was usually put into 'Pooks' by a 'Pooker', usually a woman using a 'Pooking Fork', 
which was a large fork with a cross handle that was pushed along gathering the hay into pooks. 
In Cherhill the piles of hay ready for carrying were called 'Quiles'. 
 
It was the men who swung those scythes, cutting the grass. The scythe's pole was called the 
'Snead' or 'snaith'. The 'nibs' were the two handles. The 'pole ring' was the ring that held the blade 
and the 'Quinnets' the wedges that held the rings of the nibs. The "crew' was the tang of the 
blade, which was secured by the pole ring to the snead. I think I have got this right, but don't ask 
me to use a scythe - I can't! It used to be said of a good man with a scythe, "He has the 
shoulders". 
 
Corn used to be cut with the use of a "Rip Hook'. This was a  reaping hook, a short handled hook 
without teeth. The corn was cut to ground level a handful at a time. The older type of reaping 
hook had a serrated or toothed blade. This old  'Shekel' had a narrow blade with saw like teeth. 

 



     

 10 

These toothed reaping hooks enabled corn to be cut at various heights. A harvest field in those 
days of long ago must have looked like a biblical scene. 
Gleaning took place, corn was never wasted. Gleanings were called 'Leese Corn' and "Leese 
Bread' was made from gleanings. 
 
Some country words have changed their meanings over the centuries. In much older times, a 
'plough' was the word used to describe a wagon and the horses that drew it. The 'ploughman' was 
a Carter. 
  
Some words were commonly used that are seldom heard today. 'Abear' and 'Abide' are two that 
come to mind, both meaning 'to bear' or 'to endure', and were usually used in the negative sense. 
They are still around, only the other day I heard a man say, "I can't abear cold mince pies". 
 
"Caddling' can still be heard to describe uncertain weather, even 'Main caddling' still gets spoken 
by older people.  
 
In my youth "Daddicky" described rotten wood. 'Dout', was also used. You 'douted' (put out) a 
fire or a candle. 
 
'Trim Tram' was a phrase used in Cherhill, this described what in other places was called a 
'kissing gate' or a 'cuckoo gate'. The 'grains' were the tines of a garden fork, a 'graft' was a 
draining spade and a 'Hudmedud' a scarecrow. 
 
Also, still in use was "Mooch" (to mooch) and a 'Moucher' was someone who would prowl the 
fields, hedgerows, woods and lane in search of anything that was about, such as blackberries, 
nuts, watercress and the like. A Moocher often was a petty poacher as well, taking an odd rabbit 
here and pheasant eggs there. Nothing really came amiss to a moocher. 
[I interrupt Arthur's story here to add that I often use the word 'mooch' to describe these actions. 
Editor] 
 
To 'owl about' was to moon about in the dark. You were a real 'night owl' if you prowled around  
in the dark. 
 
'Peg-alls' were the fruit of the hawthorn. 'Bread and Cheese' were the young leaves of that bush, 
both were eaten by children. [Sorry folks! I must interrupt once more. I used to eat these things 
as a boy, and quite nice they were! Editor] 
 
In Cherhill, large sloes were called 'Hilps' and small ones 'Picks'. A gap in a hedge was a 'Shard'. 
If you were chilled to the bone, you were 'Shrammed'. [I STILL use that one!]. To 'Piddle about' 
[one of my favourites!] was to potter about doing things that did not really matter. To crouch 
down was to 'quat'. The spot where a hare regularly crouched was called a 'Hare's Quat'. 
Yeart' was tart on sour. Sour beer was said to be 'teart'. Poor quality beer was 'Belly vengeance' 
and a V stile was a 'Belly Squeezer'. 
A mole was a 'Want', usually pronounced 'wunt' and a hillock was a 'tump'. Thus a 'Wunt Tump' 
was a mole hill. 
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Anna, my great grandmother always spoke of a young girl as a 'maid' and an older girl as a 
'wench', the plural being 'wenchen'. This comes from the Old English 'en' as a plural, i.e.; rat - 
ratten. Wench was a normal word, it had no social stigma attached to it. The use of the word 'girl' 
in English is comparatively recent. 
 
Some expressions took some getting used to, like the use of the word 'few', for  'a main few' 
meant 'many'. 
 
Then there was 'bide' meaning stay, used in 'bide still'. 
 
Does anyone go 'Apple Owling' these days. This was the knocking off the 'Griggles', small 
useless fruits, from apple trees. 
 
Cherhill had one or two expressions that were, it seems, very local. 'Latermas' and Amead' meant 
aftermath. If you had 'Wotshed' you had wet feet. 
 
To 'skive' meant to cut or shave very thin slices from something. This comes from the old Norse 
word 'skive' meaning to slice. It is still used in the leather trade, 'skiver' being very thin leather. 
 
A 'Tommy hawk' had no connections with Red Indians, this was a potato hacker, a tool used to 
loosen up the soil between rows of potatoes before 'earthing' them up. 
 
'Bams' were puttees, peices of cloth wrapped around the legs to help keep them dry when 
working in dew laden grass. A 'bittle' was a large wooden mallet used for hammering in posts. 
 
A 'slommakin woman' was untidy, a slattern. 
 
Finally, one Cherhill expression that one would never guess the meaning of was 'Soft Tide', 
which meant the three days before Lent.  
 
There are many more such Wiltshire words and expressions, but, as it was not my intent to create 
a dictionary here, I'll simply leave you to try and remember a few more of your own.
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   Sinful Snippets 
In years gone by in Cherhill 
As in villages elsewhere 
Each weekday was a working day 
When all would do their share 
 
But Sunday was the Sabbath 
The Lord's Day all did know 
So unless there was good reason 
To church then all would go 
 
And this included young men 
The maids from manor too 
All thought it was their duty 
The holy thing to do 
 
Now one maid from the manor 
A pretty girl was she 
Attracted every young man's eye 
No fairer sight to see 
 
She was so prim and proper 
No time for boys had she 
She kept them at a distance 
As if  them she did not see 
 
But one lad from the village 
Noticed when she knelt in prayer 
Beneath her dress as if to tease 
A sight of  lace was there 
 
On Sunday next this young man 
To church with scissors went 
And snipped off quite a bit of lace 
As when in prayer she bent 
 
But he did not realise 
How much he'd played with fire 
For maid when back at manor 
Told the story to the squire 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The squire he was indignant 
That his maid was treated so 
He thought of it as sacrilege 
So to the rector he did go 
 
The rector too was angry 
And decided it was time 
That punishment be handed out 
To he that did this crime 
 
He went so far as name the lad 
He told that such a sin 
Might open up the jaws of hell 
To snatch that young man in 
 
He also banned him from the church 
For at least a month or more 
He must repent his wilful sin 
Or no more enter door 
 
Now this in modern age of ours 
Scarce punishment we'd see 
But then an outcast from the church 
A branded sinner he 
 
How do I know this little tale 
That's easy to discover 
For the culprit with those scissors was 
My own grandfather's brother!
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     Droving 
Droving and drove roads are as old as history itself, the early drovers being men of the Iron Age. 
They were herders of cattle and cattle need to be moved to feed and to be traded. In times of 
strife and attack the cattle had to be moved to the safety of the Iron Age hill forts such as the one 
the remains of which can be seen on the top of Cherhill Hill. It still looks impressive with its 
steep ditches. Thus Cherhill would have seen the very beginning of droving. 
 
Through the ages agriculture grew, more cattle were kept so droving continued, and as cities 
grew in size, droving became more and more important. Cities needed meat and meat had to 
arrive 'on the hoof'. Herds of cattle were regularly driven to the cities. London, the largest city in 
Europe, needed vast supplies of meat. The cattle market at Smithfield cried out for more and 
more cattle. 
 
Wiltshire was almost in the centre of this web of drove roads, for not only were huge numbers of 
the black Welsh cattle driven this way, but pigs from Ireland were shipped to Bristol in large 
numbers and then driven 'on the hoof' to London. Indeed Calne owed its bacon industry to this 
practice. It was founded, not on the local pig supply, but to the Irish pigs being driven through. 
No doubt the drovers were pleased to sell off any pigs falling lame on the journey. 
 
So the drove roads grew in importance and many of those old drove roads formed the basis of 
our modern road system. 
 
Cherhill was in the heart of it all. The A4 road now running through the village was once a 
principal drove road. 'Jugglers Lane' was also a drove road, and its droving use grew 
considerably when, under road improvements, parts of what is now the A4, became a toll road. 
By using 'Jugglers Lane' the drovers could avoid paying tolls on their animals at the Quemerford 
Toll Gate. 
 
Drovers often gave their destination name to some of their stopping places; 'Little London' in the 
Yatesbury area was one of them. As the cattle trade grew, the live cattle market at Smithfield 
caused so much disruption to city life that it was moved to Islington. Thus on droving routes the 
name Islington occurs. 
 
These principal drove roads were linked by cross droves. All cattle were not heading for London, 
some were headed to other markets and to the big cattle fairs such as 'Tan Hill Fair' and the 
enormous 'Weyhill Fair'. 
 
Large herds of cattle headed for Portsmouth were slaughtered and salted down on the quay, to be 
loaded onto the warships as they took on provisions for voyages. As well as the drove roads there 
were also 'salt roads'. Most of this salt coming from the Droitwich area where there were salt 
springs. 
 
The track from Cherhill that leads up to the top of Cherhill Hill was a cross drove. Sheep and 
cattle heading for Tan Hill Fair and for the Salisbury market used this drove. Probably this track 
is very, very old and could have been used by the people of the iron Age to move their cattle up 
to the safety of that hilltop fort. This track is a 'sunken' track, most of it is below the fields on 
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either side. Most old droves that climb up onto the downs are 'sunken', the soil being worn away 
by countless hooves over the centuries. You can often recognise the remains or path of the main 
old drove roads. They seldom run straight, but meander as the cattle using them did, and they 
were wide to allow cattle to graze as they went, for these herds ' lived off the land'. No food was 
carried for them.  
 
Some fields are still called 'Pennings', these were places where the cattle were stopped for the 
night. Some fields have names like 'Halfpenny Hill' because the cattle could feed overnight at a 
fee of a half penny a head.  
 
Small groups of Scots Pine were often planted to signpost the way, as much of the land was 
unfenced and unmarked. So these will often indicate the whereabouts of a drove road for today's 
history researcher.
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  I Couldn't Bare to be a Robber 
 
I'm a make up of poems, that's what I am 
A poem maker upper, that's what I be 
And the subject of the poems that I make up 
Is a Cherhill family by name of Cleverly 
 
There were Cleverlys living there in bygone days 
They worked and sweated, cultivating land 
But times were hard for folk in those days 
So some of them they formed a robber band 
 
Now this gang of robbers they were famous 
For a reason that's unusual, so I'm told 
I'll come to that bit when I'm ready 
But first more of my story I'll unfold 
 
This gang they went out robbing travellers 
Relieving them of all their bits of gold 
They robbed them on the road across the hilltop 
And that hilltop in winter is more than cold. 
 
Now the trouble is when you become a robber 
Its what you look like, more important how you're 
dressed 
For the people whom you rob, they will describe you 
So if it matches, then you're heading for arrest 
 
And in the village they were never wealthy 
They only had one smock each anyhow 
Each one was stitched by wife or girlfriend 
Individual as a fingerprint I'll vow 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
So they got together and had a little meeting 
A solution! 'Fall out', if you happen to be prude 
In future when we go out robbing 
We won't be barefaced; just completely nude 
 
So well armed but all completely starkers 
This band of bold men were at once a great success 
The travellers took one look at those robbers 
And quickly handed over all they might possess 
 
Now on Cherhill Down it's mighty cold in winter 
Icy winds raise chilblains large, I'll have you know 
The Cherhill Gang of course got very many 
But at least when dressed the darn things didn't show 
 
All the women of the village would have helped 
them 
By knitting little comforts night and morn 
But the leader of the robbers fearing laughter 
He made a rule "No Woolly Warmers Will Be 
Worn". 
 
So the Cherhill Gang they really had to rough it 
And be content to be just in their birthday suit 
But I've been up there in winds with all my clothes 
on 
And it makes me feel they more than earned their 
loot 
 
Arthur Cleverly 
Nov. 1992 
 
With apologies to all other Cleverlys. 
 
 
 
 
Notes from the Church Registers 
 
1794 Aug 21 John Mathews 34 & Benjamin Morris were executed for 
housebreaking and robbery 
Editor 
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    So They Used to Say in Cherhill 
 
For many generations, my family has inhabited Cherhill. They had been born, and had lived and 
died, in the village. When I was young the village seemed to me to be full of relations, so it is not 
surprising that I was quite familiar with the everyday village speech. To a small boy like me, the 
most interesting was listening to the sayings used, and there were many of these. No doubt the 
same expressions were used throughout most of Wiltshire, but to me they always belong to the 
village of my ancestors. 
 
Cherhill was an agricultural village, and I am thinking of the times before agriculture became a 
mechanised industry. The ploughman walked behind the plough and hedges were 'laid', not 
mutilated by a noisy hedge slasher. All of these tasks were manual and all jobs were dependent 
on the weather. As the British climate is unpredictable, it is not surprising that country people 
sought, by studying all of nature around them, to find signs that would predict what the weather 
was going to be like. So many of the village expressions and sayings were to do with this varied 
mood taskmaster. Unfortunately, I fear, many of them had any basis. 
 
Numerous sayings were to do with the imminent approach of rain. It was said that moles, usually 
called 'Wants' threw up larger molehills. I have looked for myself and have seen no support for 
this belief, but molehills do look bigger when the soil is moist. 
 
Geese were believed to honk when rain was near. They do tend to honk at many things, 
especially strangers. 
 
Toads become more active, there seems to be some basis for this, as slugs, snails and worms 
seem to be more active as wet weather is about to set in, and these form the main part of the 
toads diet. 
 
If you see a cat washing behind its ears, it is going to rain, or it predicts frost. I cannot confirm of 
deny this one. 
 
When the swallows fly high, the weather is set fair. This has a lot of truth in it, for in hot weather 
insects, especially winged ants, fly high, and the swallows go after them. 
 
When swifts scream as they swoop and dart, rain is coming. Often this is true, especially in 
thunderous weather. 
 
When rooks stay near home the weather is going to be bad. This one is probably true, for rooks 
like good weather to fly to and fro distant feeding grounds. 
 
When the Green Woodpecker, locally called the "Yaffle", calls, rain is on its way and when the 
mistlethrush sings loudly from a tree top, this too heralds rain. Hence its local name of the 'Storm 
Cock'. 
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I think the most strange saying, which was widely believed, was that pigs can see the wind, and 
can also see if it bearing bad weather. Perhaps they can, but how do we know when the pig is 
seeing the wind? 
These sayings and beliefs were for short term weather forecasts. If you wanted to see what the 
weather was going to do over a longer period, then there were sayings to cover this too. 
 
If the new moon was laying on its back with its horns upwards, it was said that it was holding the 
water in its lap, and that a wet month would follow. 
 
Watch too, as the oak and ash produced their new leaves in the spring, for; 
 
 If the oak before the ash 
 We will only get a splash 
 But if the ash before the oak 
 We will surely get a soak 
 
So if oak leaves appear first, we would get a dry summer. Believe this as you will. In Cherhill the 
oak is nearly always first, so you must look at it with optimism, not with great faith, for it could 
let you down. 
 
Another, also in verse, of course! 
 
 If on St Swithin's Day it rains 
 For forty days shall remain 
 
This was, and probably still is, the most widely believed. It has a touch of truth about it, for if the 
weather does change for the worst around mid July, it often takes a while  (not as long as forty 
days) to getting around to being set fair again. Maybe we should consult the neighbouring village 
of Compton Bassett, whose church is dedicated to St Swithin's! 
 
 If Candlemas be fair and fine 
 Half the winters left behind 
This one is very true, whether it is fair or fine, or blowing a blizzard, for if you look at the 
calendar you'll see winter starts on December 21st and ends on march 21st. On Candlemas, 
February 2nd, half the winter is indeed left behind, and half is still to come. This is supported by 
the saying  
 'At Candlemas a good farmer will have half of his  
 straw and half of his hay. He might well need it! 
 
Weather used to be mentioned in other sayings such as,  
 
 'March dust is worth a Guinea an ounce'.  
This is because at seed sowing time dry soil was needed to break down to a fine seed bed. 
 
 'A storm of rain in June 
 Sets all the world in bloom' 
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This does not fit well with the saying; 
 'A load of hay in June is worth two in July' 
 
Another bit of long range weather forecasting would be observed by shepherds on the downs, for 
it was said that the high anthills were a sign that a hard winter was to follow. In years gone by, 
before much of the downland was ploughed, the hills were dotted with large anthills. Some of 
them were many years old and had thyme growing on them. Strangers to these hilltops often 
used these large anthills as seats, but soon leapt up when the inhabitants started to swarm over 
them. 
 
Bees were kept in many gardens to provide honey, used both as a sweetener and also to make 
that powerful drink - Mead. So of course bees had a saying about them; 
 
 A swarm of bees in may 
 Is worth a load of hay 
 A swarm of bees in June 
 Is worth a silver spoon 
 But a swarm of bees in July 
 Isn't worth a fly 
 
For an early swarm of bees had more chance to make honey before the winter set in. 
 
The moon was not without sayings to do with activities on the land, for some folk planted 
according to the state of the moon. Some of these various sayings contradicted each other, but in 
general most crops should be planted when the moon was waxing, excepting peas and beans. 
These, together with root crops, needed to be planted when the moon was on the wane. Potatoes 
were different, by tradition they should always be planted on Good Friday. 
 
The weather and the moon were linked in one saying; 
 
 'A change in the moon, a change in the weather'. 
 
'Luck' came into many sayings and beliefs. To see one magpie was bad luck, so you must be 
careful not to offend this bird. Salute it and greet it, for it is said 'One for sorrow, two for joy'. 
 
To steal a robins egg would bring bad luck, and to bring hawthorn blossom into the house was to 
invite bad luck and illness. You would be courting disaster if you burned the wood of elder on 
your fire. 
 
If you fell when going upstairs, that was lucky, but to pass someone on the stairway, was 
definitely unlucky, and windows should be opened at New Year to let luck come in. 
 
When you see the new moon, you should turn your money over, it would then increase, but bad 
luck would follow if you saw the new moon through glass. 
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Never cut your nails on a Friday, or bad luck would dog you, and always burn nail trimmings 
and hair to make sure they did not fall into the hands of a witch who could use them to cast a 
spell over you. 
 
Sneezes should always be counted for; 
 
 'One's a wish, two's kiss 
 three's a letter,  
 four's something better 
 and five's a journey to go' 
 
If your nose itched you would be 'Kissed, Cursed or Vexed'. 
 
Cures could not compete with the weather for sayings, but did have a number connected with 
them. It was reckoned that the juice from the stem of 'Samspurge' would cure warts. It will 
definitely burn the skin. Equally effective was to get up at dawn and rub the warts in dew laden 
grass.  
 
A potato carried in the pocket was a cure for rheumatism, the curse of many country people. 
 
Some cures were not nice. Fried mice were supposed to cure bedwetting, and live 'pill' woodlice 
if swallowed would cure whooping cough. I don't really know if these revolting cures were ever 
practised, but giving a child with whooping cough a sniff of a boiling tar pot definitely was done. 
 
Cobwebs were recommended to be put in wounds to staunch the bleeding. 
 
One saying that always makes me think is;  
 
 "May kittens are never any good", for my birthday is on the 16th of that month.  
 
Enough said!
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   The Demon Drink 
My great grandma was Anna 
A widow woman she 
She'd offer you a glass of wine 
In place of cup of tea 
 
And Anna's wine was noted 
For strength it was the best 
And everyone who sampled it 
Would say it passed the test 
 
She'd pour it out in tumblers 
And scorned the glasses small 
She'd bring a bottle of it out  
When anyone did call 
 
Her dandelion and cowslip wines 
Were very good indeed 
But strongest and the best of all 
Was Anna's favourite, mead 
 
And so it was one summer's day 
The packman made his call 
His pack of silks and thread put down 
His bike against the wall 
 
A glass of mead was offered him 
Accepted with great pleasure 
A second brimming glass was his 
He sipped it at his leisure 
 
Then off upon his bike he went 
To sell his goods intending 
He knew the road, he knew his way 
He knew his business, vending 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

But next time in the district 
And at Anna's he did call 
When offered mead, he said "No thanks 
I'd rather none at all!" 
 
And then his story he did tell 
A tale explaining why 
Of mead he'd never drink again 
Although his throat was dry 
 
It seems that after leaving 
With thirst allayed with mead 
Thinking as he cycled on 
That life was good indeed 
 
And then remembered nothing 
About the road he took 
When he came round he found that he 
Was lying in the brook 
 
He was mostly under water 
His bike his life did save 
For had it not his head propped up 
He'd now be in his grave 
 
So from this tale take lesson 
Remember when you drink 
Though mead tastes good and quenches thirst 
It's stronger than you think 
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   The Snuff Miller's Assistant 
 
Wiltshire has, over the years, had many  trades  within  its  boundaries  besides its main industry, 
that of agriculture.  It had its stone quarries  at  Corsham  and Chilmark,  the  West  of  England  
cloth  trade  centred  round   Trowbridge   and Bradford on Avon, and even, at  one  time,  an  
iron  industry  in  Seend-  Swindon grew from village to town  around  the  G.W.R-  workshops,  
and  the  army  brought a form of trade to Salisbury Plain. 
 
But it is of Devizes that I am thinking, for this town had an  industry  that  no other Wiltshire 
town had, the  manufacture  of  snuff.  The  business  was  started and  carried  on  by  the  
Anstie family,  and  a  thriving  business  it  was.  The demand for snuff was great, and the 
Anstie's manufactured  literally  tons  of  this fine brown powder  each  year.  As  the  demand  
for  snuff slowly  declined,  the manufacture of pipe tobaccos and  cigarettes  was  added  to  
their products, but snuff continued to be made at Devizes until after World War II. 
 
Snuff, as everyone knows, is finely ground tobacco.  In  the  early  days  of  the industry the 
snuff was ground at nearby watermills:  one  such  mill  was  Whistley Mill near Potteme, which 
gave its name to  one  of  the  Anstie  brands  of  snuff, "Whistley Mill".  Another mill used  was 
Calstone  Mill,  near  Calne.  Snuff was also ground at a windmill that stood on the castle  mound 
at  Devizes  before  the present mock castle was built on the site; indeed one of the towers of this 
castle is part of the old windmill.  Snuff from these  mills  was  carried  to  the  Anstie factory by 
packhorse. 
 
With the coming of steam engine power,  and  later  with  electric  motors,  the grinding of snuff 
was able to be carried out in the Anstie factory  itself,  though the grinding methods remained the 
same as they always had been. 
 
Now, if you  visualise  a  snuff  miller  as  being  a  rather  Dickensian  Mr Pickwick type of 
figure, one who would pause in his labours  to  take  a  pinch  of the product he was making, then 
took a large silk handkerchief to his  nose,  I  am afraid that I am about to disillusion you. 
 
The manufacture of snuff in Devizes was a dirty, loathsome job:  I  think  that only a man 
determined to  spend  his  life  in  a  form  of  self-punishment  would ever even think of 
becoming a snuff miller.  No  doubt  it  was  the  same  wherever snuff was manufactured, but it 
is of Devizes  that  I  speak,  having  learned  from experience, since I, as one of the  lower  ranks  
of workers  at  that  time,  got directed into being for a short while the snuff miller's assistant.  
No one  liked being gifted with this job, and  certainly  no  one  wished  to  become  the  snuff 
miller. 
 
The early stages  in  the  manufacture  of  snuff  was  not  too  bad.  Sacks of the material to be 
used, tobacco  leaf  reject,  any  reject  tobacco,  and  stale  tobacco returned by customers,  had 
to  be  taken  to  the  snuff  cellar  to  be  "laid  down". That is, a large heap of this material was 
made  on  the  stone  floor,  and  the  heap was moistened and  covered  with sacks.  In  fact  the 
process  was  very  much  like the making of a compost  heap,  indeed  it  was  a  form  of 
compost  making,  for  the heap  was  kept  uniformly  moist  and  regularly  turned  until   its 
contents   had broken down to the point when it  was  deemed  fit  to  go  on  to  the  next  stage 
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of snuff making.  Then it was dried out over heat until it was crisp and bone dry. Then  it  had  to  
be  bagged  up  and  hauled  up  to  the  snuff  mills,  which  were on an  upper  floor.  By  this 
time  this  material  had  developed  an  unmistakable pungent aroma. 
  
The  snuff  mills  were  in  a  poorly  ventilated  room  with  no  such  things   as extractor  fans 
(they  would  have  sucked  out  the  profit)  or  any   form   of   air conditioning.  The grinding 
mills  were  the  same  as  stone  ground  flour  mills,  the upper  mill  stone  revolving  on  the 
grooved  lower  stone.  There  were   two  such grinding mills in the room. 
 
The dried  tobacco  was  shovelled  into  the  mill  as  the  stones  revolved;  even this process 
raised clouds of dust, and  as  the  mills  ground  it  to  a  fine  powder more and more dust rose 
into the air  until  the  room was  filled  with  a  thick  fog of brown dust.  No  protective  masks 
were  supplied  or  worn,  so  that  every breath sucked in this nicotine fog. 
 
In  the  same  room  was  a  row  of  mulls:  these  were  cone  shaped  hollows  in grindstone 
material  in  which  heavy  steel   cones   revolved.   The   ground   snuff from the mills was put 
into  these  mulls  to  be  ground  even  finer,  and  of  course this  raised  even  more  choking 
dust.  From  the  mulls  the  fine  powder  was   put into a hopper, which sprinkled it onto a 
vibrating  fine  mesh  screen,  so  that  only the  finest  powder  got  through.  This  was  the  raw 
snuff,  the   almost   finished product.  This machine was, as well, in the same room. 
 
The human body can  only  absorb  a  certain  amount  of  this  nicotine  dust,  and, if he was not 
used  to  it, at  about  mid  morning  the  unfortunate  miller's  assistant got a break: in fact he left 
in a hurry to get to the nearest toilet, there to be  very, very  sick.  One  was  seldom  sick  more 
than  twice  during  the  day:  the   stomach certainly did not require food,  so  was  left  holding 
nothing  but  snuff  dust.  The snuff miller himself seemed  to  be  impervious  to  this  dust  and 
heat,  and  seemed to enjoy watching the suffering of his assistant and  suffering  it  really  was 
there were moments  when  if  I  had  not  felt  so  awful  I  could  have  cheerfully  pushed that 
miller into his own mill. 
  
At last  that  seemingly  never  ending  job  ground  to  a  halt,  there  was  an uncanny  silence 
when  the  machines  were  switched  off  and  the   snuff   shovelled into barrels and moved to 
the snuff store, ready for its final treatment. 
 
After that day all that one wanted was a  long  soak  in  a  bath  and  a  complete change of 
clothes,  but  for  days  afterwards  that  brown  dust  oozed  from  one's nose and ears.  Of all the 
awful jobs on earth  I  think  that  those  days  of  snuff grinding were the worst.  No  wonder  I 
did  not  suffer  from  gnat  bites  at  that time, for I reckon I was so full of nicotine they died at 
the first bite. 
 
After grinding, the  raw  snuff  is  all  the  same,  and  then  follows  a  more mellow  stage  in  its 
production, when  the  various  brands   are   produced   by additives worked into them, the  job 
of  the  snuff  miller.  Snuff  has  "permitted additives", which include salt salts of tartar, 
ammonia, and,  of  course,  the  most important, the perfume.  All of  these additives  were 
carefully measured  out  by the factory manager or his assistant, since the customs and  excise  
officer  kept a careful check on all additives. 
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Anstie's had one brand of snuff that is worth  a  special  mention:  it  was  called "Otto de Rose", 
and originally the perfume  used  was  extremely  expensive,  for  it was pure Attar of Rose from 
Bulgaria.  This was  the  "essential"  oil  of  roses, distilled from rose petals, an oily, waxy liquid.  
In the early years of this  century this perfume was worth 1O pounds  per  ounce,  which  by 
today's  standards  would  be  in the region of 1OOO pounds  per  ounce.  This  perfume  came  
in quite  pretty  commercial bottles with a design on them, often in gold.  By the  early  nineteen 
thirties  this  perfume was too expensive to use, and a  synthetic  substitute  was  found,  but  it 
did not come in attractive bottles. 
 
All of this was many years  ago  now,  and  the  old  firm  of  E.&  W. Anstie  is long gone, but I 
still have to stifle a shudder if I see someone taking  a  pinch  of snuff, and if anyone suggested 
that  Devizes  should  revive  the  snuff  industry  I would say, "Not if I am to be the Snuff 
Millers assistant!" 
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   The Tale of a Log 
 
 
A worthy man indeed was he 
We'll call our hero John 
In summer time with saw and wood 
He'd work all evening long 
 
He knew that winter's cold would come 
He pictured nice warm fire 
So as he sawed his woodpile shrank 
And pile of logs grew higher 
 
Soon autumn came with howling gale 
But winter set him thinking 
I know I keep a roaring fire 
but fast my logs are shrinking 
 
I feel goodwill to all mankind 
Especially to my neighbours 
But is another's hearth now warmed 
By fruit of all my labours? 
 
This thought in mind he took a log 
A hole in it he drilled 
And then this hole so neatly made 
With gunpowder was filled 
 
A plug put in to hide the hole 
The log on pile put back 
John thought whoever burns this log 
Will hear a mighty crack 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
So that it was no great surprise 
To him a few days after 
To hear that a village man 
Had little cause for laughter 
 
For though there was no thunderstorm 
When lightning runs amuck 
A flash, a bang, and on his hearth 
A thunderbolt had struck 
 
At least that's what his story was 
He swears by all that's holy 
But John with satisfaction sees 
His log pile shrinks more slowly 
 
There's a lesson in this little tale 
Its one that's quickly learned 
A log warms twice; once when its cut 
Again when it is burned 
 
So if you fancy winter heat 
Leave other's logs alone 
And benefit from double warmth 
By sawing up your own
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   A Ghost from the Past 
 
The other evening I was trying to identify a fern and had the need to refer to some slim volumes 
of botanical illustrations. These books had belonged to my late father, and had seen little use. 
They still retain their original paper dust jackets. 
 
As I was looking at one I noticed the edge of a piece of white paper was under one dust jacket. 
Of course such a 'find' was more interesting than a fern and I at once slipped that piece of paper 
out. It was an old newspaper cutting my father must have wished to keep and had put it into this 
safe place where it had remained hidden ever since. As soon as I saw this cutting it all came back 
to me. I had seen that photograph before, and even more interesting, I could recall the old family 
legend that went with it. 
 
This cutting showed a photograph, taken in 1908, of a team of oxen. "The last", it said, "to be 
used at Calstone beneath the rolling Cherhill Downs. Not only did it show the oxen, but also the 
lad who led them, for unlike a team of horses, oxen have to be led. The ploughman can also be 
seen on the photo. 
 
The article went on to say that no one at Calstone could remember who the two were, but it was 
thought that the younger one was named Cleverly. Indeed that lads name was Cleverly, he was 
my grandfathers cousin. 
 
Our old family story tells that the ploughman carried a whip that he cracked around the oxen to 
keep them moving but also he was in the habit of using it on the lad that led them. Now the 
Cleverly family always had the reputation of being pretty easy going, we put up with a lot but if 
pushed too far can react suddenly, and one day the ploughman used his whip once too often -and 
the worm turned. Young Cleverly snatched the whip from him and whipped him until he begged 
for mercy. From that day on the ploughman never used the whip on the lad that led the oxen. 
Thus runs our family story. 
 
I wonder if anyone else has heard this tale? For I doubt if the ploughman ever told of the 
whipping that he got from the hands of that lad Cleverly. 
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    Round Trim Tram 
 
For several years we have had below average rainfall. Rivers and streams have, in places, all but 
dried up and those springs that used to bubble forth in wintertime were fast becoming just a 
memory. Cherhill's little watercourse, Rivers Brook, has been no exception to this. It certainly 
did not dry up, but it's watershed was much lower than in days gone by, indeed it's flow made 
one wonder how it ever managed to power two mills. 
 
This year nature had decided to restore the balance. Rains that started around St Swithin's Day 
ignored the forty days limit and kept falling. The pessimists who had predicted that our rivers 
and streams would never flow again were shown to be wrong, springs reappearing and 
watercourses filled with gurgling flowing water. 
 
So, recently I had a walk up around the top end of the village not far from Upper Farm, to see 
how Rivers Brook was faring, and I found it was no exception, for here rose some of the springs 
that feed the brook. Recent heavy rains had done their work. One spring in particular 
demonstrating that the drought had come to an end, for it was pouring chalk stained water out 
from the earth as if under pressure, looking rather like a burst water main. I don't remember 
seeing such a flow of water into the brook for some years. 
 
Down the hill rushed the water to vanish into the culvert under the road, only to reappear at the 
other side and sing and chatter down through the village. No wonder such a brook inspired 
Tennyson to write his poem, and it started me thinking. In years gone by, too many years now, 
the young brook at this end of the village would not have seen many houses at it's beginning. 
'The Dell' had not been built and the brook along this stretch flowed through a wooded area 
known in the village as 'Trim Tram'. 
 
Some times when someone was asked where they were walking to, the answer would be, "Round 
Trim Tram". It may seem an odd name, but this was a rather local word for one of those swing 
gates that allow walkers to pass through, but not cattle and other animals. In many places they 
were called 'Kissing Gates', but in the Cherhill district such a gate was a 'Trim Tram'.                                                                                                         
I have never seen this particular gate, it must have been gone long before my time, and I expect 
the word Trim Tram has now been forgotten in the village. 
 
This memory started me going back in my mind to times long gone and to the tales of 'Old Levi' 
my grandfather, to a tale that had been handed down to him, probably from his grandfather. It 
concerned the brook and the culvert through which it flows. 
 
In those days the culvert was not just a pipe, but an old brick built culvert, a tunnel under the 
track way, much longer than it is today. Of course in those days there was no municipal 
extraction of water from the bore holes in the downs, so the flow of the brook would have been 
much greater. 
 
Levi's tale was that when the press gang was in the district, before the famous 'Battle of 
Trafalgar' that destroyed Napoleon's sea power, the men of the village would hide in that culvert 
to avoid being press ganged into the navy. This tale may well be true, but it always set me 
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wondering. Was it the press gang that caused the men to hid, or was it the presence of The 
Revenue Men that caused the going to ground by some of the villagers? 
 
One usually thinks of smugglers in terms of the coast, boats slipping ashore by night, smugglers 
with shuttered lanterns and packhorses, with leather shores to deaden the sound of their hooves. 
 
These smuggled goods had to leave the coast be taken to their various destinations, and Wiltshire 
was criss-crossed with smugglers tracks. The legend of The Wiltshire Moonrakers comes from 
those days of smuggling, and Cherhill was on a 'smuggling road' so would have need of such a 
hiding place as that old culvert could provide. I always thought it must have been a rather 
dangerous spot in which to hide, come a sudden thunderstorm with cloudburst like rain, would 
have made it almost a deathtrap. Smuggled goods were too valuable to abandon, so it must have 
been a case of NOT  'being between the devil and the deep blue sea', but between the Revenue 
Men and Rivers Brook. 
 
I'll never know the truth of this tale of Levi's, whether it was honest village men hiding form the 
Press Gang, or slightly less honest village men hiding from the excise men. I do say, slightly less 
honest men, for in those smuggling times, ordinary people did not look upon smuggling as a 
crime, only as a battle of wits to avoid paying tax on goods that were quite ordinary items such 
as French Spirits, (mostly brandy), Dutch Gin, West Indian Rum, tobacco and silk. Even salt was 
at one time taxed and so became a smugglers item. 
  
The Press Gang was also hated, as a man could be seized, beaten unconscious if he resisted, and 
dragged off to serve in the navy without any means of letting his wife or family know what had 
become of him. Often he would never return, killed in some naval engagement far from his own 
land and village. 
 
So, if, as once was believed, all streams and rivers had their own water spirits, the one from 
Rivers Brook would have some interesting tales to tell. And, if you see me up at that end of the 
village with a rather dreamy look about me, you will know that I've just "Been round Trim 
Tram". 
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     A Sad Loss 
 
Many years ago it was said that the village of Cherhill was noted for three things, a little church, 
a big barn and a Great White Horse carved on the hillside by the village. Some people went even 
further and said that you could put the church in the barn and both on to the white horse. 
 
Today the village still has its little church and its great white horse, but sadly in the 1950's it lost 
its big barn. For more than five hundred years the tithe barn had stood near the church, defying 
time and the elements, but in the end time and the elements won, aided or perhaps betrayed by a 
century of neglect, it became unsafe and was pulled down. I understand that the old barn fought 
to the end, it fell only after a struggle. 
 
It was a sad loss. In those days, conservation was a seldom used word and funds were not 
available for restoration and repair of such old buildings. Had it been today no doubt appeals 
would have been launched, even as far as national levels. Who knows, it might have even 
received an EEC grant, and the Americans, who are very barn minded, no doubt would have 
chipped in and this old barn would have been saved and restored, to become one of Wiltshire's 
tourist attractions. 
 
It would have been worth preserving, for unlike most large old barns, which are usually solid 
stone construction,  Cherhill's barn was built of oak wood with a stone tile roof. 
 
The barn had over two miles of timber in it's construction. It was a hundred and ten feet long, 
thirty five feet in width and from the outside of a south porch to the outside of a north porch was 
fifty six feet. It had two such porches on each side. The average height of the eaves was eleven 
feet and from the floor to the ridge was thirty seven feet. The roof was very steeply pitched, 
approximately sixty degrees, thus giving it a great strength so that it did not sag along its length. 
The porches had hipped roofs like little bonnets. 
 
Inside it was divided into eight bays plus the four porches. Its construction was rather like that of 
an old wooden church, using the Saxon method of building, and some people have pointed out to 
errors and flaws in the way it was built, but this is supposing that it was originally built with a 
very heavy stone roof. Maybe, in its younger days, it was in possession of a thatched roof, which 
would have been a far lighter load to bear, so perhaps the flaws developed only when the thatch 
was replaced by stone. 
 
The barn was thought to have been built in the 13th century. This is a moderate estimate, for it 
could have been much earlier. 
 
The barn also has a complicated mystery surrounding it, the church and the manor house. its the 
sort of mystery that could quite baffle an archaeological Sherlock Holmes. Vague clues are there. 
There is no real evidence, just a few old legends, all which make it a very intriguing mystery. 
 
For many years the barn was thought to be a tithe barn, but there seems to be no evidence  that it 
ever was. If it wasn't, what was a barn of this size built for? Certainly an ordinary manor would 
not have needed a barn of this size. 
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So it could have been built for some religious community such as a monastic order. This is quite 
a possibility, but there are no records to support this. 
 
If we cast around the mystery deepens. The barn was near the church, the church rubbed 
shoulders with the manor house. So you have quite a large area occupied by only the barn, the 
church and the manor house. The other house on this site can be discounted, for 'The Close' was 
built from the former stabling of the Manor. 
There have also been doubts cast about the manor house itself. Was it originally a manor house 
at all? Excavations around it reveal traces of what must have been a much larger building on this 
site. Could this building have been part of the religious settlement? 
 
So now we have three buildings, a barn that we don't know for what purpose it was built, a 
manor house that maybe in the past was not so, and a church. The barn, like a church, is sited 
from east to west, giving support to the religious connection. All together in one group, a small 
community on its own. 
 
Now enter a legend to firmly tie them together. This is not, I admit, the usual use for a legend, 
but it does add to the mystery. 
 
The legend has it that this site was once moated! The land on three sides of this 'island' falls 
steeply away, and the forth side, nearest to the old barn was cut off from the village by a deep 
wide ditch. A wooden bridge was the only way to cross the ditch, so runs the legend. 
 
Now, if this ditch ever existed, it has long since vanished without trace, it must have been where 
the road is now, and as far as I know, no one has carried out a 'dig' to try to establish if such a 
ditch ever existed. Even if this ditch was ever found, it would not solve our mystery, it might 
even add to it, for it might introduce dates that had not entered the puzzle before. 
 
On other factor is that there was once a Roman Villa on the 'island' site. Of this there is no doubt, 
as a fragment of the mosaic floor is on display in Devizes museum. So is there is some link 
between Roman Villa, the Church, the Manor House and that Big Barn? That we will never 
know, but we can make guesses and we could be wildly wrong!. Never the less, it is an 
intriguing mystery. If only those old stones could talk, what a tale they could tell! 
 
I'll just consider myself lucky that I saw and can remember Cherhill's 'Big Barn'. 
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    Levi, a Son of Cherhill 
  
 
My grandfather Levi was born in a thatched cottage in Cherhill in 1872 and was baptised in the 
village church on the 29th of December.       
  
He was the eldest son of James Cleverly and his wife Anna.  James had been baptised Henry 
James, I do not know what happened to the Henry, but in keeping with local custom of course 
James was known all of his life as just Jim.       
  
Levi went to the village school, leaving at the age of twelve to work for the Rev.  W. C. 
Plenderleath as garden boy at the Rectory.   He must have Iiked his work, for he related the tale 
that soon after he started the job he stopped on after finishing time to completed task.  He felt a 
little guilty about being on the premises when he should not have been, so ducked down behind a 
wall in order to leave unseen.       
  
The Rector had an eagle eye and called him back and asked him what he was doing.  Levi 
explained and the Rector told him that, whatever he did in life, never be ashamed or guilty for 
doing a job properly, and he never forgot that advice.       
 
Levi never tired in later life of telling of his boyhood memories of Cherhill, to him the village 
was always home, no matter where he might be living.  I remember those winter evenings, the 
soft light of the oil lamp that made the far corners of a room into shadowy caves, and the glow of 
a large hot fire. He would settle down in his old wooden armchair by the fireside, get his pipe 
going and then tell me the tales of his boyhood in old Cherhill. These tales told to me, a small 
boy  curled up on a hearthrug gazing into the glowing caves of the fire, held a complete 
fascination. I loved to listen to them time and time again. He told of what the boys of the village 
used to do, of when he was one of the village mummers, of singing in the choir and taking part 
with Cherhill Choir in a performance of the Messiah in Salisbury Cathedral. 
  
Although gardening was his life and he wanted nothing else, he was in tune with all of nature.  
Many were the hours he must have spent in the fields and on the high downs above the village.  
He knew where every wild flower, especially the orchids grew on these wild downlands and at 
what date to look for them, the Bee orchids, Fly orchids, Burned Tip orchids and so many more, 
and would give them their scientific names, always known years ago as their "Latin" names.  
Where he learned this side of botany I do not know, as he left the village school at the age of 
twelve and had no formal teaching of botany at all, but know the name he did, not only of all of 
the wild flowers that he encountered but also all of the flowers and vegetables of the garden. 
  
Of the wild flowers, orchids were undoubtedly his favourites, but he did not neglect the others.  
He is credited with being the first person to find and identify the Tuberous Rooted Thistle on 
Cherhill Down.    
  
Not only flowers were his loves, birds and all insects interested him, he-could name them all and 
tell of them.  Of the Shrikes that they could be found in the downs and how they got the local 
name of "butcher birds" from their habit of making a "larder" of insects not required for eating 
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right away by hanging the surplus, grasshoppers and the like, on the thorns of bushes.  Yes, to 
Levi Cherhill would indeed always be home and the wild downland his garden.     
   
Later in life many people in humorous mood would try to catch Levi out, if only to hear him 
quote those "Latin" names. On one occasion a man found some rather larger than usual seed 
"berries" in his potatoes and with an audience present asked Levi what they were. Without 
hesitation Levi told him "Solanum Tuberosum".  Foolishly the man told everyone that he had 
caught Levi out at last and made quite a song and dance about it until a wiser man drew him 
aside and told him that Solanum Tuberosum was the humble potato.       
  
My grandfather left Cherhill to work in Buckinghamshire becoming foreman of an estate there, 
and it was there that he met the girl he was to marry, a farmer's daughter from Essex. Looking at 
our family history he was the first one of our branch of the Cleverlys to marry a girl from outside 
Wiltshire in two hundred and fifty years.       
  
Cherhill still called and Levi and Alice moved back to the village where my grandfather once 
again worked as gardener at the Rectory, this time for the Rev.  J. V. Walters.  My father Edward 
and his younger sister Kathleen were both born in the village and baptised in the church.      Then 
Levi and family moved over the downs to Devizes where he became gardener at The Moorlands.  
An arthritic hip forced him to take other gardening jobs and he became a jobbing gardener and 
also taught gardening at local schools.  Many an older Devizes man remembers being taught 
gardening by Levi.  Boys being boys, they would, at a safe distance, call out to him, "Levi alone 
and I'll do it Cleverly". 
 
For many years he was gardening correspondent for the local paper, The Wiltshire Gazette.  He 
was always in demand as a judge at local flower shows, a job that he enjoyed, being well known 
in all of the local villages. But Levi, life long gardener and interested in all things of nature had 
another perhaps unexpected side. In those now far off days when television was unheard of, and 
when even radio and the cinema were in their infancy he was an entertainer!      
 
His act was what was called a "Stump Speech" and I have never heard of anyone else who did 
this act, or even this act at all.  It was very simple to perform, it required little in the way of 
"props" so was well suited to village halls.  In fact all that was needed on the stage was a wooden 
table.  Levi would appear on the stage wearing an academic black gown and mortarboard on his 
head and would be carrying a rolled but not fastened umbrella.  He would then commence to 
deliver a rather scientifically sounding lecture.  At first his voice would be at normal level, but 
soon it got louder, the words used  became much longer.   
To emphasise each point he would crash his umbrella down on the table.  Soon he was shouting, 
the words mere gibberish and he would be practically foaming at the mouth.  The umbrella 
would be smashed harder and harder onto the table until it was mere tattered remains.  By then 
the audience would be laughing till the tears ran down their faces.       
Friends used to donate their old umbrellas to him for this act, for it needed a fresh umbrella each 
time. On one occasion things went wrong, but only one member of the audience was aware of it. 
On reaching one village hall Levi asked if anyone would lend a table for the act, and one lady 
obliged.  Unfortunately Levi thought that the lady was aware of what the act consisted of when, 
in fact she had no idea and loaned to him a polished table.       
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The act went ahead, the umbrella was beaten to pieces in great style and the audience was 
laughing.  Tears of laughter flowed from all but one, the owner of the table, her precious 
polished table, though cry she possibly did. Whether the table was ever the same again I don't 
know, or what apologies Levi made to that lady, but it must have been diplomatic, for in the end 
they parted friends.      
 
Only once did Levi change his act a little.  He had a table on the stage in front of him as usual, 
but on it had placed a collection of most scientific looking apparatus and glassware.  He carried 
no umbrella, and he started to give a lecture on the dangers of what was then a new power, 
electricity, telling of its deadly dangers to the unwary. As in his regular stump speeches he got 
more and more excited as he went on, his voice grew louder, his words longer and longer.  When 
he reached the climax, near foaming at the mouth he exploded a hidden firework amongst the 
apparatus, knocked the table over and collapsed limply in the wreckage. 
  
Alas, he had been too good a lecturer.  The audience knew very little at all about electricity and 
he had indeed convinced them of its dangers. There was near panic in the audience, two ladies 
fainted and Levi was taken to one side and told never ever to do that again.  He never did, after 
that his stump speeches were of the old umbrella smashing style. 
  
He had very many friends in this world and as far as I know not a single enemy, everyone knew 
and liked old Levi.  But as he sat in his old wooden armchair at the fireside on long ,winter 
evenings, his favourite pipe going, all of his tales and stories were of old Cherhill of happenings 
and village characters of years gone by, of tales told to him by his grandfather at his fireside. 
  
If the spirit of Levi walks this earth today it will be in Cherhill that he walks and on those high 
downs that he loved so much. Maybe he will pause by the church and ponder on an old family 
legend, the myth of a vast fortune held in Chancery that would come to the Cleverly family if a 
certain stone tablet in the outer church wall could be read. As there seems to be no foundation for 
this legend, and in the church restoration of 1863, the tablet was covered by the alteration of the 
church porch, there is no risk of anyone ever reading it. Not that this would have worried Levi, 
he never expected nor sought wealth in his life, he was happy with his garden and all of nature. 
  



  

 33 

    Cherhill Monument 
 
Cherhill Down, the high hill that dominates the view looking south from the village, besides 
having a most pleasing white horse carved on its steep chalky slope, also has another eye 
catching feature, a tall monument on its highest part. This monument, always known locally as 
the "Cherhill Monument' should be more correctly called "The Landsdown Monument' for it was 
erected by a Lord Landsdown at the point where, at that time, Bowood Estate met the Cherhill 
and Compton Bassett estates, which were then owned by the Heneage family. 
 
The monument was built at a time when it was fashionable for a large estate to have a folly, and 
Lord Landsdown's Bowood Estate was certainly of such importance to warrant such an 
impressive folly., for in truth a folly it is. It bore no inscription or plaque to tell why it was there 
and this lack of information, no doubt was the reason for a couple of stories that once circulated. 
 
One story was that it was built on this high hill so that Lord Landsdown could point it out to 
guests and visitors at Bowood saying that all of the land between there and that monument was 
his. Another was that it was erected to commemorate the birth of Queen Victoria's son Edward, 
who later became Edward VII. 
 
It truth it was erected in honour of an ancestor of Lord Landsdown, Sir William Petty, but why 
his lordship chose to honour his ancestors in this way is not known. 
 
The well known architect Charles Barry, who later in life became Sir Charles Barry, was 
commissioned in 1845 to design it. He must have worked swiftly, for on the 14th of May in that 
year the contract to build it was made with Daniel and Charles Jones. 
 
So, it was built at a cost of 1359 pounds, and its construction must have been a very labour 
intensive operation. Stone had to be hauled to the hilltop by wagon and horses. There was no 
such thing as snap together scaffolding in those days, scaffold poles were wooden and had to be 
lashed together with rope. There were no power lifts, all of the stone had to be hauled up to the 
top in baskets pulled up on ropes. 
 
Today this monument would not have been given planning permission, for not only does it 
dominate a hilltop that can be seen for miles, it also stands in the defensive ditches of an Iron 
Age Fort that occupies most of the hilltop. In its day this hilltop fort must have been most 
impressive and like the monument, very labour intensive to build. Even today its defensive 
ditches are deep and steep sided. It is large, no doubt built to hold the whole tribe and their cattle 
in times of war. Probably there was a dew pond within its defences, for such a stronghold could 
not withstand a siege without water. The remains of this hill fort are well worth a visit. 
 
The monument itself is a tapering needle of stone 125 feet in height. The base of this column that 
rises from a stepped sub base is twelve feet square, and looking up at the pinnacle it is a job to 
believe that the top is six feet square. 
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The top step of the sub base is about twenty eight feet square, the middle step is some thirty feet 
square and the bottom step is about forty four feet square. Each step is about four feet high and 
about the same width. 
 
It is constructed  of freestone cornerstones infilled with Atworth Stone, noted for its hardness and 
durability. 
 
In this exposed position, time, wind and rain took their toll and by 1915 it was in need of repair 
as the stonework was coming apart. The repair work that was carried out included the fitting of 
iron bands to hold the stonework in. Thirty years later it was becoming plain to see that the repair 
work was not proving effective, the monument was slowly but surely crumbling. By the early 
1940's it was sad sight, the weather age and vandalism were all taking their toll. The iron bands 
had rusted through and burst apart and some stone had begun to fall. 
 
Vandals tore stones from the sub base steps and set them rolling down the steep hill slope. Signs 
were painted on the stonework 'This Monument is Dangerous'. A barbed wire fence was put 
around it, but this did not deter the vandals and it looked as if the monument was doomed. 
 
Somehow the old stonework managed to hold together, but by the 1980's it looked as if the days 
of this landmark really were numbered, though standing, it was in a ruinous state. It seemed sad 
that the column so many of us knew and almost loved, was certain to vanish. 
 
Suddenly, the news got around that the monument was to be restored. Sceptics did wonder if the 
work would come in time to save it, or would it fall down while discussions and planning was 
taking place? 
 
Everything moved much faster than anyone thought possible. men and plant appeared on the old 
skyline and scaffolding encased the monument. With this scaffolding all around it, it looked like 
some space rocket on its launching pad. Perched up high on this windswept space the scaffolding 
had to braced by numerous guy cables. Its a good job this was done, because it had to withstand 
the hurricane force winds of the gales of 1991. These winds tore most of the trees in the White 
Horse Plantation out of the ground and left them scattered about the hilltop. The monument 
remained unscathed. The work was completed and the monument completed restored, not merely 
patched up. 
 
It was given a plaque that reads:- 
 

The Landsdown Monument 
 

Designed by Sir Charles Barry & built in 
1845 by the third Marquis of Landsdown in 
memory of his ancestor Sir William Petty 

(1627-1684) physician & surveyor. Repaired  
by The National Trust in 1990 with funds 

raised by public appeal and grants from the  
Historic Buildings & Monuments Commission 

 
It does not add that this restoration was carried out at a cost of about 300,000 pounds. 
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Of course, over the years it has attracted many visitors, they climbed the hill to have a closer 
look and many of them were determined to leave their mark. So it was that many of the lower 
stones, those within easy human reach, bore graffiti, initials, names and dates inscribed on them, 
some carved with such precision that they looked to be the work of some monumental mason. 
When the repair work commenced I imagined that all of this graffiti would be lost forever, but 
much of the original stone was used and the graffiti was still be seen. 
 
So, while they were still there and before wind and rain wore them away, I got to work with my 
camera and recorded as many of them as I could, so I now have a small collection of photos 
showing these carving of years gone by. 
 
Besides graffiti, the monument collected stories. One tale was that a man claimed that in 1882 he 
saw a squirrel run right to the top of the monument. I rather doubt this happened, for a bare 
hilltop would hold little attraction for such a woodland loving animal, and if it was crossing the 
down and was disturbed would more likely  race for the nearest tree rather than climb a stone 
column. 
 
Another tale told was by an old farmer who said he once sat right on the top of the monument. 
He would pause long enough for his listeners to wonder at this rather amazing feat, then would 
go on to say that it happened when it was being built and the top stone was still on the ground. 
 
It was also said that while the building was going on and nearing completion, some of the 
workers put a small boy in a basket used to get stone to the top and hauled him up on the pulley 
ropes. I'm glad that it was not me, as I have no head for heights. 
 
It is well worth the climb to the top of this steep hill to get a close up view of both the monument 
and the White Horse, for even if you have little interest in either, you will be rewarded with a 
magnificent view that stretches for miles across the Wiltshire countryside. 
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     Cherhill White Horse 
 
Perhaps Cherhill White Horse is know to many more people than the village itself. Travellers 
along the A4 have their eyes drawn to the carving on the hillside rather than the village on the 
opposite side of the road. 
 
Cherhill White Horse is probably the finest of all the Wiltshire white horses, it is perfectly 
proportioned and is portrayed in a 'trotting' pose. Many have claimed they can see it from up to 
30 miles away using binoculars. 
 
The creator of this carving on the steep slope of Cherhill Down was Dr Christopher Allsop, who 
lived in nearby Calne. he was the Guild Steward of Calne and also an amateur engineer. He died 
in Calne on the 21st February 1816 and is buried in the churchyard of Calne Parish church. 
 
When looking at this horse from the main road one does not fully realise its actual size, for it is 
much larger than one would imagine, being 129 feet in length, with a height of 142 feet. Its legs 
are 54 feet long and are 1.5 feet wide at a point just above the hooves. The head is 24 feet long 
and 10 feet high with ears of 8 feet. The whole horse occupies some 550 square yards. The eye is 
4 feet in diameter, and when I was very young in about 1926, it was very conspicuous. I can 
remember standing on the eye which was made of dark coloured glass bottles driven into the 
chalk neck first. 
 
All these measurements make up a very fine horse indeed, and they would be very easy to put in 
proportion on a nice flat sheet of paper. But how on earth do you do that in full measurements on 
a very steep hillside when, of course, all that you can see is the piece that you are standing on? 
 
It is believed that Dr Allsop marked out the rough shape on the turf with flags and then shouted 
instructions to the workmen cutting the turf, by means of a speaking trumpet, form a spot one 
hundred yards south of the main road, opposite Lower Farm. Well, I have never actually 
experimented from that point, but unless there are strange acoustics in that area, I do not believe 
that this would be possible, for it must be more than a mile from that spot to the white horse site. 
More likely he used a series of semaphore signals to convey his instructions. Had he stationed 
himself a short distance up the track opposite Bell House, that leads to the hill top, he could well 
have shouted using a speech trumpet and would have had a good view of the site. 
 
The method of construction used was not all straightforward either. It was not just a case of 
skimming the turf off in the desired shape and then filling the figure in with chalk. To keep the 
proportions of the horse right it was necessary to build up areas as much as seven feet in places. 
 
At one time there was a story circulated that Dr Allsop left in his will a sum of money for the 
upkeep of the horse, but there seems to be no foundation to this, as in fact there is no such 
comment in the will. 
  
Where did the doctor get the idea for this horse? A good guess would be from George Stubbs, a 
painter famous for his horses, especially ones that were stocky, plump and had docked tails. He 
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was painting such horses at the time our horse was constructed, and he was a friend of Dr Allsop, 
so probably Cherhill has a  Stubb's horse on its hillside. 
 
Was this the first horse on the hillside. Some people believe not, and that there was an earlier 
carving. Would it have been a horse or some dragon like pre Christian carving? On the hilltops 
above this type of hillside figure there is often an Iron Age fort, and of course, such a fort 
remains here also. 
 
Or could it have been not a horse nor dragon, but a figure like the naked Cerne Giant in Dorset. 
If so, it would have gone well with the story of the Cherhill Gang of robbers. 
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      The Church 
 
 

 
 
Little church with crooked tower 
Marking spot where Rome had power 
Monk with robe as dark as night 
Rows of Kneelers vibrant bright 
 
Beech trees tall in veil of green 
Gossip rooks of what they've seen 
Brook that chatters with its flow 
Tells of mills of long ago 
 
Shady nook and flowery patch 
Houses snug beneath their thatch 
High hill reaches to the sky 
Bird and flower and butterfly 
 
White horse on the side of don 
Monument upon its crown 
Needle pointed heaven's way 
Shadow marks the passing day 
 
Hedgerow, tree and garden wall 
Air of peace hangs over all 
If all this you long to see 
Cherhill is the place to be. 
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   Anna  
 
I first remember my great grandmother Anna, in the mid 1920s when she had already been a 
widow for some years.  In those days life for a widow in the country was not an easy one.  With 
no savings to fall back on it was always a struggle to make ends meet.  With rent to pay and food 
to buy,  luxuries for Anna did not exist -- nor had they ever.  To live, she took in washing and did 
various odd jobs such as cleaning the village church.  I do not think anyone ever heard her 
complain.  She accepted life as it was.  In those days that was how country people took things. 
 
Besides her jobs she tended her large garden, for the jobs did not bring in much money and the 
garden was an important and essential source of food- it was a case of work or starve.  Anna was 
very proud of her garden, every visitor had to be shown around it and a commentary given as to 
how the crops were doing.  This custom prevailed throughout the village, it was what you did 
when you had visitors call.        
 
I had been taken to Cherhill regularly  from my birth.  Although I was the first of  my branch of 
the family not to have been born in the village for many generations, I was at least born within 
sight of Cherhill Monument in a cottage high on the Downs, Baltic Farm, in the parish of 
Bishops Cannings.    
 
 So my first visits were as a small baby, pushed in my pram up the grassy "Cherhill Track" to the 
monument, then down the steep track that led down to the village.  So I suppose, as my eyes 
started to take in things around me, Cherhill became part of my home territory.     
 
After we moved to Devizes,  I was often taken to Cherhill in a pushchair up the steep chalk road, 
which  had not been surfaced.  We travelled along the track across the top of Roundway Down to 
the top of  Blacklands Hollow,  (the steep road that leads down past Blacklands Mill) , to the 
main road that links Calne to Cherhill, and so on to Cherhill itself.     
 
Later  visits were made sitting on a cushion strapped to the crossbar of my father's bicycle. 
Going up the London Road from Devizes,  we passed  Le Merchant Barracks, the home of The 
Wiltshire regiment, where a soldier on guard duty, with polished boots and brasses, paced 
backward and forward almost like some caged animal.  A gleaming ship's bell hung to show that 
the regiment had once served as marines.     
 
Then on, up the hill known as "First Cannings Hill" where, beside the road in a lay-by, there 
were often men cracking stones with long handled hammers, for road repairs.  Traffic was light 
in those days, the heaviest vehicles seen were the steam wagons that hauled mainly Mendip 
stone.     
 
At the top of the "Second Cannings Hill" we would turn off the main road to take the very minor 
road that leads across the hill top to Blacklands Hollow.  This, to me, was an interesting stretch 
of road for it lead past the site of Devizes station, no longer in use, being in the process of being 
dismantled.  This wireless station -- radio, a word not then in common use -- had dealt with 
wireless communication with shipping in the North Atlantic.  When it had been in use its 



  

 40 

operators could tell anyone the position of the great transatlantic liners and when the Cunarders 
would be docking at Southampton.    
 
Even more interesting was the army rifle range.  We looked to see if the red flag was flying on 
the top of Morgan's Hill to indicate that firing was in progress.  The target area, the "butts", was 
at the base of Morgan's Hill, and normally only the range on that side of the road would be in use 
but the 600,  800 and 1,000 yard marks were on the opposite side of the road so firing was across 
the road.  When the range was in use, traffic was stopped until firing was over.  This was not a 
really serious traffic hold-up as the road was little used, the traffic being mostly horse drawn 
wagons and a few cyclists.  My father would stop to find a few brass cartridge cases for me to 
play with,  if no firing was in progress.    
 
The golf course was then in its infancy and was always known as "the golf links.'    
 
We then came to that steep road down the hill, Blacklands Hollow.  The road then was much 
narrower than it is today.  I remember that near the top the road was fenced off from the 
surrounding fields by a wire fence, the posts of which were of split oak.  Each of these posts bore 
a luxuriant growth of lichen.  One day my father stopped and gathered a paper bag  full of this 
lichen, and on our return home, made for me a model farmyard, with hedges made of this lichen 
glued to a board.     
 
Then it was flying down the hill, usually pausing at Blacklands Mill so that I could gaze at the 
rushing mill stream.  Running water is always a fascination and to see that swirling rushing white 
laced mass of water dashing from the millpond above was well worth stopping to watch for a 
few minutes.  The torrent of water and its booming roar had an almost hypnotic effect, no 
wonder that mill streams , are considered romantic places to linger.     
 
On to Cherhill we would go to be greeted by Anna usually with a glass of home-made wine, for 
she was a great wine maker and then much was made in the country and when visiting you were 
as likely to be offered a glass of wine as a cup of tea. Coffee was almost unknown among 
ordinary country folk.     
 
Anna always had a well stocked wine cupboard, glass bottles and gallon stoneware bottles of 
wine, dandelion, cowslip, plum and parsnip to name a few.  At times she had a few bottles of 
mead and metheglyn, both honey based wines.  Probably these two wines were country drinks 
since Saxon times or even earlier.  Metheglin probably was once used as a medicine since its old 
Welsh name of meddyglyn was derived from meddyg, a doctor, and Ilyn, a liquor.  Maybe it had 
been a case of "a little of what you fancy does you good!".  
 
Anna always kept a few bottles of the best "In case they should call from Australia."  
 
"They" were her sister-in-law Emily and her husband Fred Raven who, like many others, had 
emigrated to Australia.  I do not believe that Emily and Fred ever came back for a visit, but their 
descendants did years later, by that time, both Anne and the wine had long gone.     
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Wine was never served in wine glasses but always larger ones called locally "tumblers".  After 
all, the wine was to quench ones thirst, not to sit and slowly sip.  When someone suggested that 
the amount of wine that she had poured out for little me was excessive she merely topped the 
glass up with water, probably an old family custom.        
 
 By today's standards the facilities in that cottage were primitive to say the least.  Two of what 
now are considered essentials were not even in the cottage.     
 
The water supply was from a well in the garden.  The heavy well bucket was lowered down the 
deep well and when filled, wound up with the rattle of the  chain and the creaking of the well  
windless.  A large glazed earthenware jug of water was kept in the house, as,  of  course,  you  
would  not  want   to dash out to the well whenever you needed water, especially after dark, .  To 
me this water had a magical taste, far better than ordinary tap water at home.  Maybe it did taste 
better, for it had not lurked in old  rusted iron  pipes or flowed through lead ones.     
 
The toilet facilities were of average village standards.  Village  gardens  were  always large and  
the toilet was always  located  at  the  furthermost  corner of  the  garden. You needed to be brave 
or desperate to visit it by night.  In Anna's case ,  it consisted of a wooden hut that stood over a 
cesspit. This pit, of course, from time to time had to be emptied, the contents were, as customary, 
spread on the garden. 
 
Another feature common to most cottage gardens was the pigsty.  Anna  no  longer kept a pig, 
that custom had died with the death of her husband.  Also no longer used, but still standing, was 
an old bread or bake oven, housed in a brick built building.  Bigger than would be required for 
ordinary cottage use, it must have been a shared oven, or possibly it had been built to do the 
nearby farm's baking.  It was a full size 'faggot oven' as large as a baker might need.  A  "faggot 
oven"  bears no resemblance to any modem oven, for it was an oven and fireplace all in one, a 
large tunnel shaped structure.  In it would be placed  faggots  of brushwood, usually hedge 
trimmings, hawthorn was the preferred wood. 
 
A 'faggot' is a large bundle of brushwood all bound together to allow it to  be easily handled.  
The faggots were always of dry wood, they  were  put  into  this  big  oven and burned.  When 
the oven was deemed to  be hot  enough  the  ash  was swept out using a wetted brush or mop 
and the loaves of bread put in  to  bake. The ability to bake bread was a skill that a village 
woman was expected to have.       
 
As with all old cottages of a bygone age, life was centred around the hearth.  Today if we think 
of old fireplaces we tend to think of a polished iron grate with an oven alongside the fire 'basket" 
or even the old iron range but here things had not progressed.  There was an old open hearth 
where wood only was burned.  Coal was the rich man's fuel, in country areas cottagers burned 
logs.  A chain hung down from the chimney with a hook on the end on which to hang the iron 
cooking pot.  This pot was the main means of cooking, most of the food was boiled in the pot, all 
at the same time, nets were used to separate the food.  An attraction for a small boy was the size 
of this fireplace.  If the fire was not burning, I could step inside the hearth and peer up the large 
chimney flue and be able to see daylight and the sky above.  
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The old open hearth fireplaces had to have a fire back - it could. be of iron, but  for most it was a 
large  paving stone.  A fire back was necessary since cottage construction was of daub and 
wattle, and in time, the fire would have burned its way through the wall of the house.  Large 
stone paving slabs were favoured since they could easily be replaced when they became cracked 
and fire damaged.    
 
Beside the pot there were 'baking irons' use for cooking.  These were short three legged trivets, 
which were placed in the fire, to support and allow heat to rise under baking pots, or the old 
black iron kettle with a long spout.  Of course, there were toasting forks, used both for toasting 
and grilling food.   
 
The floor of the cottage was of flagstones, the only floor covering being a home-made rag hearth 
rug, that was all.  
 
Another fitting that I thought everyone should have in their house was door latches, wooden 
latches that you could lift by pulling a string, how I enjoyed the way they clicked as you used 
them.  Who wanted ordinary door knobs when you could have such wondrous things as these.     
 
At one end of the room were Anna's few treasures, and they were few indeed.  They included a 
musical box and, hanging on the wall, a long handled warming pan with a polished lid, and, a 
rather unusual item, a small table on the top surface of which someone had glued used penny 
black postage stamps, then varnished them over to give a polished surface.  Not that we could 
really see the table top since it was covered with old family photographs.   
 
On the table also was a "missionary box".  This one, I believe, was in aid of The Society for the 
Propagation of the Gospel.  Almost every cottage had its missionary box.  How people them, 
living as they were on the poverty line ever managed to put a few coppers into these boxes I will 
never know, but they did.    
 
At the end of the room there was another item, neither a treasure nor an ornament.  It was a large 
mantrap with cruel iron teeth that had been in former times used on the Compton Bassett estate 
to deter poachers.     
 
The other end of the room was interesting, it had a good view of the White Horse and the 
Monument. There was a red geranium in a pot. Outside of the window, a fig tree. I was soon to 
learn how delicious a freshly picked sun warmed ripe fig can be.  I often think of that fig tree as 
being the Cleverly family tree, since Anna's son, Levi, my grandfather rooted cuttings from it so 
that he had a tree, and I rooted cuttings from his tree, and gave away quite a few, so that fig tree 
now has many descendants in the area.     
 
When visiting Anna and Cherhill there was almost a ritual to be gone through.  We had to have a 
look down the well.  I don't really know why, probably just to see the water level but I always 
remember looking down the deep shaft and seeing the gleam of water far below, and little ferns 
growing in the cracks of the stonework of the well's side.     
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Then, of course, it was time to inspect the garden and all that grew in it, and to hear the latest 
garden news and gossip such as "so and so got sunstroke from digging his garden in the sunshine 
without wearing a hat.". To go out in the warm sunshine without a hat was reckoned to be 
courting disaster.  Men always put something on their heads even if only a handkerchief with a 
knot tied in each comer.    
 
Anna usually had a pet jackdaw, never caged or tethered.  It would sit on her shoulder when she 
was outside.   At that time Cherhill, was full of relations - aunts, it seemed to me.  If you visited 
one relative you had to visit them all or someone would be upset.  The village grapevine was 
most efficient and rapid and you could be sure that the news had been passed around that you 
were there, so the rounds had to be done.     
 
These are some of my memories of Cherhill of many years ago, memories of things that have 
now gone forever.        
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     OCCUPATION AG LAB. 
    
If your family came from  a  rural  area  you  usually  find  that  many  of  your  forefathers are 
described on official documents as agricultural labourer - ag labs. 
                                         
In the countryside a few were farmers, men with enough  capital  to  be  able  to own  or  rent  
enough  land  to   farm;   a   few   were   tradesmen,   carpenters, blacksmiths, wheelwrights and 
similar trades, nearly all linked with the land,  but the  vast  majority  were  ag  labs.  Most  were  
men,  although  some  woman  were described  in  this  way,   being   dairymaids   and   
fieldworkers   employed   at haymaking and harvest time. 
 
Life for an ag lab was hard, pay  was  low,  the  hours  long,  work  was  carried  out in all 
weathers and poverty was widespread.  For the labourer it was not a  life  of rustic bliss, not  a 
countryside  of  plump  peaches  and  cream  complexion  milk maid, jolly ploughboys and 
harvest suppers.  A  man's  pay  was  barely  enough  to feed and clothe a large family, if he did 
not work a large garden and  keep  a  pig the family would have been near starvation. 
 
The  introduction  of  agricultural  machinery  made  things  worse.  Fewer  men were needed  on  
the  farms,  many  were  left  without  jobs,  and  there  was  no unemployment pay but still those 
children had to be fed.  This  was  the  cause  of the Swing Riots, the breaking  of  farm 
machinery  and  the  burning  of  hay  and corn ricks. The riots were put down  by  military  
action  in Wiltshire  by  the  Wiltshire Yeomanry - for their work they were granted  the  title  of  
"Royal."  It  must  be said that in quelling these riots the Yeomanry did not use undue force and 
no  life was lost but  many  Wiltshire  men  were  convicted  at  the  Special  Assizes and 
transported. 
 
To try to gain a wage on which a man could  live,  a  movement  started  to  form a union, a 
strong body to argue for a decent  return  for  their  labour.  This,  of  course,  was  opposed 
vigorously  by  large  landowners,   many   of   whom   were  magistrates as well.  This union 
movement led to the trial  and  conviction  of  the  "Tolpuddle Martyrs," and more ag labs were 
transported,  this  time  from  Dorset, but the Agricultural Workers Union did not give up the 
struggle for  fair  pay.  It  was not easy, the landowners still had a few trump  cards  and  at  times  
did  not  hesitate to use them, as the following story will show. 
     
The little Wiltshire  villages  of  Cherhill  and  nearby  Compton  Bassett  were almost entirely 
owned by the  Heneage  family,  Squire  Heneage  and  his  relation  C. W. Heneage V. C., J. P. 
the latter gained his V. C. in the Crimean  War. 
 
The owning of practically all of both villages gave the  Heneages  almost  feudal powers and at 
times they were capable, and willing,  to  use  these  powers  -  and they did not look  upon  the 
union  kindly.  They  believed  that  farm  labourers should, for their own good, be kept in their 
place.  If Mrs.  Heanage  rode  through the village in her carriage the woman and girls were 
expected  to  curtsey  as  she passed, and questions were asked if they did not. 
     
Wives had the privilege of belonging to  the  Squire's  coal  and  clothing  fund (their husbands 
had to contribute to this), and the wives had to submit  to  having their clothing inspected in the 
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drawing room of  the  manor.  They  were  told  off firmly if  they  had,  at  some  audacious 
moment,  bought  clothes  "above  their  station." 
     
They were asked "Is your husband a member  of  the  union?"  If  the  answer  was "yes", then 
the woman was no longer allowed to be a member of the club. 
 
When it came to Mrs. Durham the answer  was  "yes"  and  in  this  case  it  went much further 
than  losing  the  club  membership.  She  lost  her  membership  right away, but when it  came 
near  to  the  day  that  tenancies  were  renewed  on  the estate, Mr.  Durham's  was  not  and  he,  
together  with  his  wife  two  sons  and twelve year old daughter, were evicted from their cottage 
and  their  pitifully  few belongings dumped in the  field  outside.  This  was  on  10th February  
1876.  Not the best time of year to have to go without a roof over their heads.  There was  no 
creeping back into the cottage either, for the Heneage way of  forcing  an  eviction was to tear 
the roof from the cottage. 
 
This picture of the family and their belongings at the roadside shows how  little they owned, but 
among their possessions was a "missionary box.  "(This  one  was the Wesleyan Missionary 
Society.) Nearly  every  cottage  in the village  had  one of these boxes and no matter how poor 
the family were  they  still  managed  to  put a copper  or  two  in  the  box  to support  
missionary  work  abroad.  Even the family's dog looks a bit depressed in this picture. 
 
The eviction was carried out because the  Squire  said  that  Mr.  Durham  was  a poor worker 
and a bad tenant.  Perhaps this  was  so  but  as  Mr.  Durham  had  been living in the cottage and 
working for the squire for twenty  eight  years  his  poor record seems to have taken a long time 
to be discovered. 
 
The punishment did not end there, the  Durham's  daughter  was  barred  from  the village school.  
A nearby farmer took pity on the family and allowed  them  to  put their possessions into his 
barn.  He paid for that act of kindness  as  the  lease  of fields he rented from the Squire was 
terminated. 
     
A  local  tradesman  offered  them  some  support  and  he  too  had  his   lease terminated.  Truly 
the Squire still had near feudal rights  over  the  villagers  and was prepared, in a battle with the 
union, to use them. 
It would be nice to be able to say that this tale had a happy ending, that a  good fairy appeared 
and punished the  oppressor  but  the  Heneages  lived  happily  ever  after and tragedy struck the 
Durham family. 
 In later years one of the sons earned his  living  by  land  drainage  work,  hard work with only a 
spade as a tool - no diggers to excavate the  trenches  then.  This son did not marry and lived on 
his own in a shepherd's  hut.  These  huts  had  been in common use  previously  in  downland 
areas.  They  had  iron  wheels  and  could be moved about so that the shepherd could live  near 
the  flock  at  lambing  time. The Durham son's hut caught  fire  one  night  and  the  occupant 
perished  in  the blaze. 
       
So ends a sad story but it must be said that not all squires  were  oppressors  of the poor.  Often 
they were fair employers,  keeping  the  cottages  in  good  repair and giving their tenants some 
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security.  In this case it  was really  squire  versus union and had Mr. Durham not joined the 
union, I  do  not  suppose  all  this  would have happened.  It does make us realise  that  many  of 
our  ag  lab  forefathers had hard lives and many, when too old  for  work,  were  consigned  to 
die  in  the local workhouse.   
 
The occupation of an agricultural labourer was one that held no future. 
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    Told by the Breeze 
 
 
 
 

Come sing to me now you soft breeze of summer 
Tell me sweet tales of those times long gone by 
Sing as you slip through the trees and the grasses 
Weave me your spells now on this hilltop high 
 
 
 
Tell me of  lovers who met on these pathways 
When daylight was fading, the sun slipping low 
Whisper of promises lasting forever 
Made in the soft light of day's afterglow 
 
 
 
Maybe your story will tell me of partings 
Of  hearts being broken, of sadness and tears 
Some vows that meant nothing, of sweethearts forgotten 
Thoughts that still lingered and hurt for long years 
 
 
 
Tell me of joys and tell me of sorrows 
Perhaps in your memory church bell still rings 
But whatever you tell me, I know that tomorrow 
A lark in this sky over Cherhill Down sings 
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   Go on, eat your heart out 
 
When one reaches my age, it is possible to get away with a few minor eccentricities without 
raising too many eyebrows. Thus, I am able to partake in wandering around Cherhill churchyard, 
stepping back into the past. This often takes the form of  reading the old, and often moss 
covered, gravestones. Our family names bring back memories, and in some cases I can recall the 
person who rests beneath. I can particularly remember my grandmother, with whom I often 
stayed. 
 
On a recent visit I noticed that a few people died young, but most reached a ripe old age. 
Something didn't seem right, they should have all died much younger according to all the 
preachings of modern health experts and nutritionists. For these people had high fat diets, mainly 
due to the large quantity of pork they ate. The pig reigned supreme as a meat supply. It was the 
powerhouse that sustained life. 
 
These pigs were very different from the ones of today, as they were not kept to produce lean 
meat. In fact, the very thought of a lean pig would have horrified them, and they would have 
considered it to be ailing for something. Prized pigs were very plump The killing of a pig was 
almost a ritual and a celebration, as all the neighbours would get together to help. Each 
neighbours pig was shared. There was a lot of work to be done, and as there was no refrigeration, 
much of it had to be eaten without delay. 
 
The blood was caught to make 'black pudding', a spicy sausage. Intestines were rolled inside out 
and thoroughly washed to become 'chitterlings'. 'Eye Pieces' (1/2 a pigs head) were made into 
brawn. The lower jaw was cut and boiled and rolled in breadcrumbs to make 'Bath Chaps'.  
 
All the internal fat was rendered down to make lard. Hams were cured. Sides were cured and 
salted into bacon. The liver, kidneys and heart were eaten as soon as possible. Even the feet were 
eaten, & called' Pigs Trotters' if you were a bit uppity. The backbone used in 'Backbone Pie". 
The tail and even the brains were eaten. One favourite I still enjoy is 'brains on toast'.  
 
Faggots, not of wood, but made from minced pig liver mixed with sage & pepper, onion, and 
oats, and rolled into a small ball wrapped in caul fat, are a very common dish all over England. 
They are enjoyed with peas and chips soaked in gravy.  Even the bones from the pigs feet were 
used in a now forgotten children's game called 'Dibs". The bladder could be used to store lard, or 
used as a sort of football, if blown up. Snuff manufacturers used them to transport snuff. Pork 
bones would even be boiled with cabbage, to 'put a little goodness in it'. The bones were cooked 
and ground into bone meal fertiliser, and given back to the garden, enabling it to produce a 
plentiful supply of vegetables. It was a well known saying that you could use everything from 
the pig, except the squeal! 
A lot of lard was used, especially frying, but bread and lard (instead of butter) was eaten by 
many a working man, as it was considered to put a lining on a mans stomach. Some liked the 
'sandwich' sprinkled with a little salt, while others preferred sugar. James Caswell of Yatesbury, 
the neighbouring village, invented the 'Lardie Cake', a delight made from bread dough, spread 
with lard and sugar, and filled with currents and raisins. When the cake was cooked it produced a 
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thick toffee all around the outside. They are now sold all over England, in many forms, but there 
are plenty of bad ones, being all dry and lacklustre for the want of plenty of lard. 
 
Bread was usually baked in the local village bakery, of which there were several run by the 
Caswell family in local villages, though some women still made their own bread, as almost all 
houses had their own cavernous ovens. They were fuelled by 'faggot's of wood', usually 
blackthorn hedge trimmings. 
 
With all of this animal fat saturated diet, how is it that the churchyard is not full of graves of 
those that died young? The answer is, almost certainly, "Sheer hard work". The fat was burned 
off by the slogging hard work in all weathers. The physical effort of ploughing, haymaking and 
harvesting, which almost everyone was employed doing, simply counteracted this fatty diet. In 
fact it was almost a vital part of their diet, they would probably not survived without it. You were 
more likely to die from sheer hard work than from a fat rich diet. 
 
All of this talk of this good food has made me feel hungry. I could do with a nice piece of 
bellypork, or some cold faggots on a plate right now. I wonder if I could raise a few ghosts if I                
sat in Cherhill churchyard eating them? 
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     A History Lesson 
 
Cherhill has, in the past, had many different spellings given to its name. Cherril, Cherry Hill, and 
Cheriell are among some twenty five spellings used over the centuries. They give no clue to the 
origin of the name, it being lost forever in the folds of time.  
 
The Stone and Bronze Age burial places on the high hill , which yielded flint tools and burial 
urns, show that this place has been inhabited for many centuries. The Iron Age people lived here, 
and left their mark more than others, for crowning the hill are the remains of their fortress, still 
easily distinguishable after more than twenty five hundred years of weathering. Even more 
impressive when one considers that the average age of a Stone Age man at death was only 
twenty years. These fortresses and  burial chambers were built by children! 
 
Cherhill was old when the Romans settled here, building a villa where the church and manor 
house stand today. Some remnants of the mosaic floor are preserved in the Devizes museum. 
One days march from Aquae Sulis (Bath) at Sandy Lane, Calne, is Verlucio, a Roman soldiers 
night halt. This station was on the main road from Aqua Sulis to Londinium. There are many 
such villas scattered along this highway. Parts of the Roman road are still visible and visitors can 
take a 'step back in time' by simply walking along them.  Several lucky people have been 
fortunate enough to find  Roman hoards of gold, buried a few hundred yards from its path. There 
almost seems to be some degree of panic in the Romans, as so much of their wealth was simply 
left, buried in the middle of a field. 
 
After the departure of the Romans, this part of England was taken over by the Saxons, and called 
Wessex. The Saxons were a farming race, but they did not lack any skills as warriors. We owe 
much of our present day language to these West Saxons, most of our short simple words came 
from that tongue. These words formed the English language, and even more so, the Wiltshire 
dialect. It is a pity that such establishments as the BBC and the educators, (even the Wiltshire 
Education Department) teach us to look down on this dialect as being backward. The Saxons, 
beside their language, left behind another trace of their being, square hay ricks! All other races 
made round ricks. 
 
The Saxons were, for a long time, in conflict with the war-like Danes, in this area, the Danes 
being finally defeated by the Saxons under Alfred the great. 
 
Then came the Norman invasion, when William of Normandy defeated King Harold at Hastings 
in 1066. England was divided up into large estates and given to William's noblemen. William, of 
course, keeping the best bits for himself! These Normans were not disrupters of good farming 
practices. They wanted their estates to run as well as possible and to increase in value, so the 
English Manor system continued much as before. The only difference being the overlord of these 
huge estates was a Norman, not a Saxon. 
 
Cherhill does not get mentioned in the Domesday Book, only because it was part of the Royal 
Manor of Calne, an estate held by the King. Later, in the Norman period, it gets mentioned under 
various spellings, in the records of the Norman estates. King John seems to have had a hunting 
lodge at Cherhill, ordering wine to be sent here. Hunting was the major Norman sport. Much of 
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the local countryside was forest and the Normans framed very severe laws to protect their game, 
deer and wild boar from poachers. 
 
 
During the Middle Ages the manorial system continued as in Norman times, the manors held by 
wealthy landowners, and forming part of the huge estates of the very wealthy nobility. All of 
these holdings are recorded and can be discovered in various works.  Under this system, the lord 
of the manor held the largest portion of land and almost everyone else held strips of land in 
common fields, for arable purposes. The strips were changed around every years, so no one held 
the same strip for very long. Animal grazing was also on common lands.  This system was very 
inefficient, as it did not encourage any man to improve his land, or grow different crops, or try to 
improve the strain of crops. The livestock situation was just as bad,  if not worse, as all the cattle 
grazed together, transferring infections to one another. The cows were all served by the parish 
bull, which was often an inferior animal. The systems only saving grace was that the serfs did, at 
least have some independence owning their own strip of land. 
 
The Enclosures Act changed the entire lifestyle of the English and the appearance of the 
countryside. The land of the manors was divided up and granted to individuals, to be fenced in 
by hedges. No longer were strips of land rotated. The land could be improved by the person it 
was allocated to. Cattle were all kept in one field. Hedges and fences appeared everywhere, 
moulding the countryside into the overall appearance it has to this day. 
 
The system was designed so that everyone benefited, but unfortunately, it did not work that way. 
The lord of the manor, as intended, had the largest share of the land. The church and some large 
farmers also were allocated land, and the poorer folks had the rest.  Under the Leasehold System 
the land had to be re-registered when the lease expired. If this was not done, the land would 
revert to the Lord of the Manor. The poor people did not understand what they had to do, and no 
doubt no one told them, so they did not register their claims. The committees that did the actual 
allocating, often met in towns miles away from the village. In the case of Cherhill, this was done 
in the Bear Hotel in Devizes. No one took up the cause of the poor and overnight they lost 
everything they had. They had no land, so became mere agricultural labourers, mostly living in 
houses that belonged to the manor. Great resentment was felt, as more and more leases expired 
and the land reverted back to the manor estate. The power of the lord or the manor increased, as 
he,  not only had the land , but could now control the people on it. Usually this power was used 
for the good of the village, but in the case of Cherhill it was turned against the people by Squire 
Heneage in his vendetta against the Durham family, for joining an agricultural labour movement. 
 
The writing was on the wall for this type of manor system. Taxation was causing the large estates 
to crumble and the last traces of the system were erased by the 1914-18 war. In Cherhill the 
Heneage estates were sold to the Wholesale Co-operative Society., who in 1929 sold the estate to 
a syndicate who sold it off piece by piece. The old order was now, thankfully, gone forever.
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           Fuel For Thought 
 
In years gone by for village fires 
The only need was wood 
The need for this was always great 
Supplies were never good 
 
The fire was not a luxury 
Real need was in its making 
It warmed, it cooked, mate water hot 
And did all sorts of baking 
 
So every stick was like a prize 
A branch a greater treasure 
This gathering of wood a woman's job 
She had no time for leisure 
 
The squire's woods were barred to all 
With keepers mounting guard 
For housewife needing wood to burn 
Indeed those times were hard 
 
There was one place to gather it 
It means a steep hard climb 
To wood high up above White Horse 
And that took so much time 
 
But even here restriction reigned 
The owner stipulated 
The wood picked up must all be small 
A rule the women hated 
 
So as the path home was downhill 
And hungry fire was waiting 
They gathered up the thickest branch 
There was no hesitating 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
But if this happened often 
The law was then called in 
To stop this little practice 
Cut down this minor sin 
 
The worthy village constable 
A diplomat was he 
He had a way of solving things 
As anyone could see 
 
No one then taken off to court 
In such cases no one should 
He merely gave a reprimand 
And confiscated wood 
 
A good solution you may think 
It made folk toe the line 
It did what it set out to do 
And no one paid a fine 
 
But in as many stories 
There's a twist you will agree 
With a lesson in it somewhere 
As you no doubt will see 
 
Diplomacy's a crafty thing 
A skill that never tires 
You could always tell the policeman's house 
He had the biggest fires 
 
 
 
 
At the Devizes Quarter Sessions Jan 10 1803 
 
Elizabeth Swain & Mary Caswell  were committed by E 
Goddard clerk, for 14 days, convicted on the oath of 
Thomas Dobson, with stealing a quantity of hedgewood, 
the property of John Tuckey, of Winterbourne. Warrant 
dated Dec 29 1802 
Editor 
 
 
r
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     The Lingering Past 
 
Cherhill would be a wonderful setting for a ghost story, for you do not need to be in the village 
long before you sense that there is an air of timelessness. The houses seem to have absorbed the 
events of passing centuries along with the people who lived in them. As you wander among the 
thatched treasures, you can feel that to step back in time would be fairly easy. This is especially 
so at the top end of the village, where the church, manor house and a few other old houses stand, 
almost as if they have gathered together to share their secrets and talk of times gone by.  
 
In the little offshoot of 'The Street', there is a small hollow called 'Hideaway Lane' by the locals, 
where the houses really do seem to be hidden away. Two old farm houses in this lane, steeped in 
peace and tranquility, seemingly content to rest and dream of their long past, are able to offer us 
a few clues as to their ages. At number 10, on an upstairs window pane, scratched into the glass, 
are the words, "This house was repaired May 24th 1799", and on another pane the name, 
"Flower". So one can assume that the house was already old in 1799. How many times had it 
been repaired before that? Perhaps it dated back to the Tudors and Elizabeth I. 
 
 
 
The Flower name is also of interest, for it indicates that this house (above) was the home of one 
of the Flower family, who were wealthy farmers. At least one of this family had other talents, for 
Edmund Flower was 'a musician ordinary to HM the King', so perhaps the sound of music was 
heard often in this house. There still remains another link with the Flower family, for a board 
from an old settle, that once stood by the hearth, still survives. Carved on it are several initials 
and dates from the seventeen hundreds. Among them one sees, 'C F'. This was Clare FLower. 
Years ago, Clare was a popular male name in Cherhill. I also notice in some records, there was a 
Clare Dolman, who was a thatcher. 
 
So there is no doubt that number 10 is indeed a very old house. Structural examination shows 
that it has seen many alterations, old beams show traces of joints that are no longer in use, while 
newer joints are also found in the same beams. 
 
The hearth shows more evidence of the past, for built into it is a 'salt cupboard'. Here the 
household salt would have been stored in order to keep it dry. Tinder would also be stored here, 
for this was an age before matches and fire was made by striking a flint on steel, so that the spark 
fell on the tinder, causing it to ignite. The most common forms of tinder was linen, but the very 
best and most expensive, was Amadou, a dried fungus from Germany. 
 
The difficulty of getting a fire started was the reason that most of them were never allowed to go 
out. At night, a large damp log would be put onto the fire, so that it would smoulder all night. 
Then in the morning it could be raised into a flame by stirring the embers. A tallow candle was 
also kept along with the tinderbox, so that a lasting flame could be kept while trying to ignite the 
fire. The last tinderbox I knew of was still in use in 1908. 
 
A spice cupboard, recessed into an upstairs wall dates back to the sixteen hundreds, when spices 
were frequently used to enliven meals and disguise the taste of food that was past its prime. 
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Many of the spices were imported from the East, ('Spices from Araby'), so they were very 
valuable commodities, even Cummin, a very widely used spice that could be grown in England, 
was expensive. So to protect them, the spice cupboard had a lockable door, and also doubled as a 
safe for valuables and documents. 
 
If these old houses in Hideaway Lane could speak, what tales they could tell, although many 
would be happy, there are scarcely remembered stories of an 'unlucky circle', of witchcraft and 
witches covens -and even a temple! Some historians suggest that there was a parsonage 
somewhere nearby. Perhaps these tales have no basis, but sometimes you can feel the eerie 
feeling hanging in the air. 
 
Temples, or priestholes, unlucky circles and witchcraft, - take your pick, but whatever, it is not 
far from Hideaway Lane to the Manor house and church, which stand side by side. The manor 
house has seen so many alterations in its time, that it is now probably nothing like the original, as 
it is now a comparatively modern building. 
 
The church is different, an old church with a crooked tower. Perhaps churches with crooked 
towers are not that unusual, but in most cases, the passing of time has caused the towers to be 
crooked. Cherhill church had its kink built in, for it can be seen that the masons noticed it was 
going out of line, due to early subsidence, so built on upwards in a way to correct the fault. It is 
thought that the foundations were made of Sarcen stones, the large stones from the Ice Age 
found all over Marlborough Downs, of the same type that constructed Avebury Circle and 
Stonehenge, both close by. Perhaps the foundation stone were not stable due to earlier 
constructions, as the mosaic floor remains of a Roman villa were found on the site. 
 
The very top of the village is a gold mine for those seeking the magic of the past. The first house 
of note coming from the direction of the church, is Jugglers Cottage, not imposing at first sight 
with its newer slate roof replacing the typical thatch, but inside is a real relic from the past - a 
cavernous bread oven. The type that was heated using 'faggots' of wood. It was large enough to 
have baked all the bread for the village, so perhaps at one time a baker lived here. The houses 
name is also intriguing. The word 'Juggler' calls to mind visions of a performer, juggling with 
balls, flaming torches or even knives, but it would seem that this was not the house of an 
entertainer. It stands near the path that leads to 'Jugglers Lane', which was once an old droving 
road.  
 
There seems to be little to determine the origin of the name 'Juggler', perhaps it is a corruption of 
the word, 'Higgler', a travelling salesman. Some of these men dealt in pigs and cattle, others were 
'packmen', carrying their wares in a pack, and such men would approach the village along such a 
lane. 
 
Not far from Jugglers Cottage, is a house that must be the gem of the village, one glimpse of its 
white walls and black timbers together with its eyebrow dormer windows moulded into the 
thatch, make one feel as if you have stumbled into a fairytale landscape, a place where anything 
magical could take place. 
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Old picture postcards describe this property as a Shakespearian house, an Elizabethan house. 
Others dispute this, saying it was built by the Caswell family in the seventeen hundreds. Perhaps 
a member of the Caswell family did build it, but evidence suggests that it is far older than the 
seventeen hundreds, as it has had numerous alterations over the centuries. Perhaps the Caswells 
did a major rebuild around 1770? 
 
Its great age shows in the construction. It is a timbered houses, of 'Cruck' construction which 
started about three feet above ground level. There is little doubt the house was originally a 'Long 
House' or farmhouse where the cattle and the human occupants all lived under the same roof. 
The cattle lived at the lowest end of the house, where the slope of the land would carry away the 
drainage, and next to them, in the middle of the house, the farmer and his family lived. It used to 
be said that cows gave the most milk when they could feel the warmth of the fire! The highest 
end, and the driest, was usually a storage area. This 'Long House' type of farmhouse originates in 
the fourteenth century. Early in their history, bedrooms were in their early development, as 
'sleeping lofts' were more common. 
 
 

An inventorie of Robert Casswell's goods & chattells  1626 Yatesbury 
 
Item Ine ye slumber over ye stable, a bedsteade, ye feather beds, 2 feather bolsters, 2 feather piillows. 
 3 coverbeds, 2 paires of blanketts 
Item In ye little slumber aside ye butterie, one bedsteade, one short bed & other implymentes 
Item In ye slumber over ye butterie, one short bed 
 
I  have added some of the inventoy of my 9th Gt grandfather to Arthurs story,  as it seemed very relevent.  
The original will is in th Wiltshire Records Office. Editor. 

 
In later alterations, some of the main timbers were renewed and the height of the roof was raised. 
This increase in height allowed downstairs ceilings to be raised and bedrooms could be built 
under the thatch. This also gave more upstairs storage area, so the family could now use the old 
storage space as living quarters. Increasing the height of the house indicated that the farm had 
become wealthy, for height of ceilings was a status symbol for the better off, yet the cattle still 
remained with the family under the same roof. Having them close at hand made it easier to care 
for them, and as there were no milking parlors in those days, the cows were milked just outside 
the door of the house, or in the summer time, out in the fields. 
 
So this is that lovely old house. Many changes has it seen, not only in its construction, but also in 
its name. For a great many years it was always known as 'Caswell's House', then it became 'Deep 
Thatch' and now, a luxury home, all traces of farming long gone, it has become 'Tudor Cottage'.  
 
When I last called, there was still one trace of the past showing, a brass plate on the door 
proclaimed, "Caswells House". 
 
 
 
 
 
1. Thomas CLEVERLY married 9 FEB 1661, in Calne. Martha Sims. 
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    Children:      
  +   2. i Thomas CLEVERLY born ABT    1674. 
  3. ii Martha CLEVERLY born 23 APR 1675, Calne. 
 
Second Generation         
 
     2. Thomas CLEVERLY born ABT  1674, Heddington, married 21 JUL 1699, in Heddington. 
Jane Sumbler, born 17 NOV 1679, Southbroom, died 1744, Heddington.  Thomas died 1730, 
Heddington.  Jane: AKA Jean Sumbler 
 
    Children:      
  4. i Jane CLEVERLY born 1700, baptized 27 SEP 1700, Heddington. 
  +   5. ii Thomas CLEVERLY born 1704. 
  +   6. iii Stephen CLEVERLY born 1706. 
  +   7. iv John CLEVERLY. 
 
Third Generation         
 
     5. Thomas CLEVERLY born 1704, Heddington, baptized 8 APR 1704, Heddington. married 
16 MAR 1727, in Bishops Cannings. Mary King.  Thomas died 1759, Bishops Cannings. 
 
    Children:      
  +   8. i Thomas CLEVERLY. 
  9. ii John CLEVERLY baptized 2 JUN 1728, Bishops Cannings. 
  10. iii Becky CLEVERLY baptized 23 JUL 1729, Bishops Cannings. 
  11. iv Jane CLEVERLY baptized 15 DEC 1731, Bishop's Canning.    12. v Mary CLEVERLY 
baptized 17 MAR 1736, Bishops Cannings. 
  13. vi Sarah CLEVERLY baptized 28 AUG 1738, Bishop's Canning.   14. vii Robert CLEVERLY 
baptized 28 JAN 1744, Bishop's Canning.   
 
     6. Stephen CLEVERLY born 1706, Heddington, baptized 26 DEC 1706, Heddington, married 
23 APR 1728, in Atworth. Elizabeth Gay.  Stephen died 1759, Heddington. 
 
    Children:      
  15. i Stephen CLEVERLY born 1729, Heddington, baptized 22 NOV      1729, Heddington. died 
1795. 
  16. ii John CLEVERLY born 8 SEP 1731, Heddington. died 1803. 
  17. iii Thomas CLEVERLY born 6 JAN 1732, Heddington. died 1804. 
  18. iv Charles CLEVERLY born 18 JUN 1734, Heddington. married 16      JUN 1763, in Bishops 
Cannings. Sarah Wiltshire.  Charles died      1811. 
  19. v Mary CLEVERLY born 1735, Heddington, baptized 16 NOV      1735, Heddington . 
  20. vi James CLEVERLY born 24 JUL 1737, Heddington. baptized 24      JUL 1737, Heddington. 
  +  21. vii George CLEVERLY mason. 
  22. viii Elizabeth CLEVERLY born 1738, Heddington, baptized 30 DEC      1738, Heddington. 
  23. ix William CLEVERLY born 1740, Heddington, baptized 1740,      Heddington. 
  24. x Isaac CLEVERLY born 1745, Heddington, baptized 15 MAR      1745, Heddington. 



  

 57 

 
     7. John CLEVERLY baptized 13 JUN 1709, Heddington. married 13 NOV 1743, in 
Hilmarton, Ann Cook. 
 
    Children:      
  +  25. i John CLEVERLY born 1 DEC 1745. 
 
Fourth Generation         
 
     8. Thomas CLEVERLY baptized 12 NOV 1733, Bishop's Canning.   
 
    Children:      
  +  26. i Charles CLEVERLY. 
 
     21. George CLEVERLY mason baptized 9 OCT 1743, Heddington, married 3 OCT 1774, in 
Blackland. Betty SAVORY, buried 21 MAY 1798, Calne. 
 
    Children:      
  +  27. i James CLEVERLY militiaman born 11 JUL 1775. 
  +  28. ii John CLEVERLY. 
  29. iii Christian CLEVERLY baptized 25 MAR 1781, Calne. 
  30. iv Mary CLEVERLY born 14 JAN 1784, baptized 27 JAN 1784,      buried 26 MAR 1787, Calne. 
  31. v Betty CLEVERLY born 9 FEB 1786, Calne. married James      Clifford, born 1811. 
  32. vi William CLEVERLY born 25 DEC 1786, baptized 5 SEP 1790,      buried 18 MAR 1792. 
  33. vii Mary CLEVERLY born 22 JUL 1790, Calne. 
 
     25. John CLEVERLY born 1 DEC 1745, Hilmarton, married 14 MAR 1777, in Alton Priors, 
Ann Pinegar. 
 
    Children:      
  +  34. i James CLEVERLY. 
  35. ii William CLEVERLY baptized 25 FEB 1781, Compton Bassett. 
  +  36. iii Charles CLEVERLY. 
  37. iv Susannah CLEVERLY baptized 27 DEC 1783, Compton Bassett,      Wiltshire. 
  38. v Mary CLEVERLY baptized 22 MAY 1785, Heddington. 
  39. vi John CLEVERLY baptized 8 OCT 1786, Compton Bassett. 
  40. vii Ann CLEVERLY born 21 JUN 1789, Compton Bassett. baptized      21 JUN 1789, Compton 
Bassett. 
 
Fifth Generation         
 
     26. Charles CLEVERLY married 2 AUG 1767, in Southbroom St. J. Sarah NOTLAND.  
 
    Children:      
  41. i Simon CLEVERLY baptized 4 SEP 1768, Bishops Cannings, died      1769, Bishops Cannings. 
  +  42. ii Isaac CLEVERLY. 
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  43. iii Mary CLEVERLY born 8 MAR 1772, Bishops Cannings.       baptized 8 MAR 1772, Bishops 
Cannings.   
  +  44. iv Thomas CLEVERLY born 3 MAY 1774. 
  45. v Hannah CLEVERLY born 2 FEB 1778, Bishops Cannings,       baptized 22 FEB 1778, Bishop's 
Canning. died 1778, Bishops      Cannings.   
 
     27. James CLEVERLY militiaman born 11 JUL 1775, Calne, baptized 30 JUL 1775, Calne, 
married 7 MAR 1814, in Perth, Scotland, Ann Drenner, born ABT    1787, Scotland, died 10 
SEP 1867, Heddington.  James died 16 FEB 1834, Heddington.   
 

James was a militiaman, in 'The Wiltshire Militia' later becoming an agricultural 
labourer. James & Ann were married by a minister of the Gaelic Chapel in Perth, 
Scotland. He was an Agricultural labourer at a time when Wiltshire Ag. Labs 
were the poorest of the poor (see Cobbett: Rural Rides, and Hammond: The 
Village Labourer). Ann: Ann was receiving Parish relief (Guardians Minutes) in 
March 1835, the year after her husband died. In June she received an extra 1/6 
(one shilling & six pence) because Mary Ann fell ill, this was discontinued in 
September. In Novembeer she was given an extra 5/- for winter. 1841 Census. 
Ann widow, age 45 (sic) ag.lab. 
                  Andrew, son, 20, ag. lab. 
                  Isabella, daughter, 14. 
                  Hannah, 10 
                  Mary 8 
 
     Ann was renting Fir Tree Cottage in Heddington, from the Parish, (Cottage & 
land - 20 poles, according to tithe map). dated 1841. In 1849 the cottage was sold 
and she had to move. Ann was left a widow with a young family and herself 
worked on the land, yet Hannah, Andrew and Mary Ann could sign their names. 
We do not know what became of Elizabeth & Frederick, who seems to have been 
mainly brought up by Ann. They all received a decent education, although 
compulsory education did not arrive until 1872 and even then had to be paid for. 
 
     Ann did very well for her family, under very difficult conditions. She was, 
however,  lucky to live in Heddington where there was plenty of  'waste' land  
(ref: Vicar) and to have a large garden. 
 
     Ann's surname DRENNER seems doubtful, as it is the only mention of this 
name in the IGI for Scotland. The DRENNANS & BRENNANS seem to have 
arrived in Scotland with the Irish influx in the 19th century. Could her name have 
been STRONACH? The name was scattered enough for mistakes to occur. (It 
means 'busybody'  in Gaelic!). 
 
     1851 Census.      Ann. widow, 63, pauper. 
                         Elizabeth, daughter, 25, ag. lab. 
                         Thomas, grandson, 5 months. 
                         Frederick, grandson, 5 months. 
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                         Jane Little, lodger, 70, pauper, born Heddington. 
 

    Children:      
  46. i Charlotte CLEVERLY baptized 20 FEB 1817, Heddington. 
  47. ii John CLEVERLY baptized 19 SEP 1819, Heddington. 
  +  48. iii Andrew CLEVERLY policeman. 
  +  49. iv Elizabeth CLEVERLY. 
  50. v Isabella CLEVERLY baptized 14 DEC 1828, Heddington.   
  51. vi Hannah CLEVERLY baptized 5 JUL 1829, Heddington. Married 3 

 FEB 1851, in Heddington, George New gardener, baptized 28 JAN 1816, 
Manningfod, Abbots, died 16 DEC 1898, Heddington.  Hannah buried 9 OCT 
1905, Heddington.   
 
 George was in the Marlborough Bridewell charged with stealing weatherboading 
from William Hitchcock at Winterbourne Monkton. He was found not guilty. At 
their wedding, Hannah signed and George made a mark. Both of their fathers 
were deceased. Witnesses were Andrew Cleverly and Thomas Fell. In the 1861 
census, Ann, Thomas and Frederick Cleverly were living with George & Hannah. 
 
                   In the 1871 census, Thomas & Frederick Cleverly were living with 
George & Hannah, also a James Harris, nephew, 13 years, ploughboy, born in 
London. 
 
                   1881 census, James C Harris, ag lab, was living with George & 
Hannah. 
 
                   1898 James Charles Harris married Angelina Wheeler. 
 

  52. vii Mary Ann CLEVERLY baptized 22 JUL 1832, Heddington. 
 
     28. John CLEVERLY baptized 16 MAR 1777, married 7 JUL 1796, in Calne. Elizabeth 
KEARTON.  John buried 10 MAR 1840.  John became a mason and a man of some substance. 
He & Elizabeth lived at Quemerford.His will is in the Wilts R O. Sons Thomas, John and George 
were all masons. 
 
    Children:      
  53. i Thomas CLEVERLY. 
  54. ii John CLEVERLY. 
  55. iii George CLEVERLY. George, like his father, was a mason, and 'a man of substance', a Poor 
Law Guardian and owner and occupier of land in Calne. (Calne Tithe Award 1843). 
 
     34. James CLEVERLY married 11 APR 1818, in Compton Bassett. Jane BRADFORD. 
 
    Children:      
  56. i James CLEVERLY born 5 JUN 1823, Calne, Wiltshire. 
  57. ii Mary Ann CLEVERLY baptized 20 SEP 1829, Cherhill. 
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  +  58. iii John CLEVERLY. 
  59. iv Elizabeth CLEVERLY baptized 18 MAR 1832, Calne, Wiltshire. 
  60. v Rebecca CLEVERLY baptized 20 JUL 1834, Calne, Wiltshire. 
  61. vi Stephen CLEVERLY baptized 17 SEP 1837, Calne, Wiltshire. 
  62. vii Henry CLEVERLY born 31 MAY 1840. 
  63. viii James CLEVERLY born 11 NOV 1842. 
  64. ix Jane CLEVERLY born 6 NOV 1842, Calne, Wiltshire. 
  65. x JUNE CLEVERLY born ABT    1844, Calne, Wiltshire. 
  66. xi Jane CLEVERLY born 1851. 
 
     36. Charles CLEVERLY baptized 21 JUN 1778, Compton Bassett, Wiltshire, married 
Elizabeth Whale, born ABT    1775, of Hilmarton . 
 
    Children:      
  67. i Jane CLEVERLY born 15 JAN 1803, Hilmarton, Wiltshire. 
  +  68. ii William CLEVERLY. 
 
Sixth Generation         
 
     42. Isaac CLEVERLY baptized 1 JAN 1770, Bishops Cannings, married (1) 2 MAY 1803, in 
Bishops Cannings. Ann Hiscock, born 1780, Etchilhampton, buried 1847, married (2) Ruth 
_____.  Isaac died 1847. 
 
    Children by Ann Hiscock: 
  +  69. i Elizabeth CLEVERLY born 1803. 
  +  70. ii Hannah CLEVERLY born 1805. 
  71. iii Anne CLEVERLY born 1806, baptized Bishops Cannings. 
  72. iv Abel CLEVERLY born 1810, baptized 25 FEB 1810, Bishops      Cannings. 
  73. v Anthony CLEVERLY born 1812, baptized 2 FEB 1812, Bishops      Cannings. 
  +  74. vi Reuben CLEVERLY born 1814. 
  +  75. vii Simon CLEVERLY born 1817. 
  76. viii Eliza CLEVERLY born 1819, baptized 30 MAY 1819, Bishops      Cannings. 
 
    Children by Ruth _____: 
  +  77. ix Isaac CLEVERLY. 
 
     44. Thomas CLEVERLY born 3 MAY 1774, Bishops Cannings, baptized 3 MAY 1774, 
Bishops Cannings. married Mary _____.  Thomas died 1840, Bishops Cannings. 
 
    Children:      
  78. i Hannah CLEVERLY baptized 30 OCT 1796, Overton. 
  79. ii Henry CLEVERLY baptized 27 FEB 1799, Overton. 
  80. iii Hester CLEVERLY baptized 16 MAR 1800, Overton. 
 
     48. Andrew CLEVERLY policeman baptized 17 FEB 1822, Heddington. married 27 MAY 
1854, in Market Lavington. SOPHIA Smith, born 1821, Chitterne St Mary.   
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In 1847 Andrew joined the Wiltshire Constabulary. (W C Records). In 1848 he became a 
constable 2nd class. 1854marks Andrews wedding at Market Lavington, where his sister Mary 
Ann was a witness. Andrew was stationed at Corsley. 1857 Andrew becomes a constable 1st 
class & in 1858 he is promoted to Sergeant 2nd class. 1866 marks his promotion to Sergeant 1st 
class, and in 1881 he lived in Wanborough. 
 
     In 1883 he retired from the Constabulary. 
 
     Notes from the Constabulary records. 
               Height 5' 8.5"  Complexion -dark 
               Color of eyes  - dark 
               Color of hair  - dark 
               Previous trade - laborer. 
               Superannuated   8 Jan 1883 
 
    Children:      
  81. i James Nathaniel CLEVERLY baptized 1855, Corsley. 
  +  82. ii Frank Smith CLEVERLY. 
  83. iii Louisa CLEVERLY schoolteacher died Nottingham. 
 
     49. Elizabeth CLEVERLY baptized 11 APR 1824, Heddington. 
 
    Children:      
  84. i Thomas CLEVERLY baptized 18 OCT 1846, Heddington. 
  +  85. ii Frederick CLEVERLY gardener. 
 
     58. John CLEVERLY married 30 OCT 1847, in Calne. Hannah FREZER OR FRAZER. 
 
    Children:      
  +  86. i Henry James CLEVERLY born 19 MAY 1850. 
  87. ii Levi CLEVERLY born 19 MAY 1850, Calne. died AFT    1853.       According  to Arthur Cleverly Levi was 
presumed dead after 3 yrs old. 
  +  88. iii John CLEVERLY born 5 SEP 1852. 
  89. iv William CLEVERLY born 10 MAY 1857, Cherhill. married Maria      Rivers. 
  90. v Thomas CLEVERLY born 1859, married Louisa Bennett. 
  91. vi Rebecca CLEVERLY born 18 JAN 1864, married James Dolman. 
  92. vii Emily CLEVERLY born 1867, married Frederick Raven, born 27      SEP 1869. 
  93. viii Harriet CLEVERLY married James Drew. 
 
     68. William CLEVERLY married 8 JUL 1847, in Bremhill. Jane Gardiner ARCHARD. 
 
    Children:      
  94. i Emily CLEVERLY born Bremhill, Wiltshire, baptized 15 JUN      1848, Bremhill, Wiltshire. 
  95. ii Thomas Gardiner CLEVERLY baptized 29 JUL 1849, Bremhill. 
  +  96. iii William James CLEVERLY. 
  97. iv Frederick CLEVERLY born 27 AUG 1860, Bremhill. 
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  98. v Sabina CLEVERLY born 18 JAN 1862, Bremhill. 
 
Seventh Generation         
 
     69. Elizabeth CLEVERLY born 1803, Bishops Cannings, baptized 3 JUL 1803, Bishops 
Cannings. married (1) 1822, in Bishops Cannings, Thomas Woodroffe, born 1791, buried 1831, 
married (2) 1834, in Bishops Cannings, Daniel King.  Elizabeth died 1869, Bishops Cannings, 
buried 1869, Bishops Cannings.   
 
    Children by Thomas Woodroffe: 
  99. i Jane Woodroffe born 1824, Bishops Cannings. 
  100. ii George Woodroffe born 1827, Bishops Cannings. 
  101. iii Reuben Woodroffe born 1830, Bishops Cannings. 
  102. iv Thomas Woodroffe born 1831, Bishops Cannings, buried 1870,      Bishops Cannings. 
  + 103. v William Henry Woodroffe born 1832. 
 
    Children by Daniel King: 
  104. vi James King born 1832, Bishops Cannings. 
  105. vii Elizabeth King born 1835, Bishops Cannings. 
  106. viii Simon King born 1838, Bishops Cannings. 
  107. ix Mark King born 1840, Bishops Cannings. 
  108. x Anna King. 
 
     70. Hannah CLEVERLY born 1805, baptized 9 JUN 1805, Bishop's Canning. married 22 
DEC 1823, in Bishops Cannings. Thomas Hillier.  Hannah & Thomas emigrated to Australia in 
1844 with 5 sons. They sailed on 'The Neptune'. 
 
    Children:      
  + 109. i George Hillier born 1826. 
 
     74. Reuben CLEVERLY born 1814, Bishops Cannings, baptized 17 APR 1814, Bishops 
Cannings. married 4 JUN 1838, in Bishops Cannings. Ann Caswell, born 17 NOV 1816, 
Chippenham, baptized 17 NOV 1816, Chippenham. This person is the daughter of Timothy & 
Sarah Caswell and establishes a link between the Caswell & Oram tree. One of the registers 
names her Ann Castle. 
 
    Children:      
  110. i Sarah Anne CLEVERLY baptized 14 MAR 1841, Bishops       Cannings. 
  111. ii Jane CLEVERLY baptized 20 AUG 1843, Bishops Cannings. 
  112. iii Ellen CLEVERLY baptized 22 FEB 1846, Bishops Cannings. 
  113. iv Elizabeth CLEVERLY baptized 30 JUL 1848, Bishops Cannings. 
  114. v Matilda CLEVERLY baptized 5 JAN 1851, Bishops Cannings. 
  115. vi Fanny CLEVERLY baptized 24 DEC 1854, Bishops Cannings. 
 
     75. Simon CLEVERLY born 1817, baptized 12 JAN 1817, Bishops Cannings. married 
Elizabeth _____. 
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    Children:      
  116. i George CLEVERLY baptized 28 NOV 1841, Bishops Cannings. 
  117. ii Jane CLEVERLY baptized 21 SEP 1845, Bishops Cannings. 
  118. iii Thomas CLEVERLY baptized 12 JUN 1848, Bishops Cannings. 
  119. iv Thomas CLEVERLY baptized 15 JUN 1851, Bishops Cannings. 
  120. v Anne CLEVERLY baptized 8 MAR 1857, Bishops Cannings. 
 
 
     77. Isaac CLEVERLY baptized 30 JUN 1799, Bishops Cannings. married Hannah _____. 
 
    Children:      
  + 121. i Stephen CLEVERLY born 1821. 
 
     82. Frank Smith CLEVERLY born Wiltshire, died Toronto.  Frank was a clerk of the 
Legislature 
    Children:      
  + 122. i Earnest CLEVERLY New York  Trader. 
  123. ii Frank CLEVERLY. Little is known about frank except that he died     young, and the details 
are not discussed in the family. Lorna thinks      he was killed trying to ride on top of a train when it 
went into a      tunnel. 
  + 124. iii Harold CLEVERLY. 
  + 125. iv Arthur Cecil CLEVERLY businessman born 30 DEC 1895. 
  126. v Sidney CLEVERLY Pilot. Sid possibly owns a small airline, and is      thought to be living in 
Victoria, B C about 1970. 
 

     Louisa                                        Sid the Flyer 
 
     85. Frederick CLEVERLY gardener baptized 28 FEB 1851, Heddington, married 5 DEC 
1878, in Calne, Emily Wootten, born 23 NOV 1856, Sandy Lane, baptized 4 JAN 1857, Chittoe, 
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died ABT    1930, Greenwich.  Frederick died 28 NOV 1931, Greenwich.   
 

Frederick & Emily in Devizes c 1880 
Frederick became a gardener. Uncle George New was a gardener and probably gave him a start. 
At Hannington, Frederick may have worked at the Hall, but at Devizes, Honeystreet ans Pewsey 
hee worked in smaller households as gardener/handyman. (The Kennett & Avon Canal seems to 
have some relevence to theseemployers). In Newport he was employed as Head Gardener to C H 
Bailey, JP at 'Stelvio', 55 Bassaaleg Road. As the house is dated 1893, Frederick was possibly 
responsible for creating the gardens, which are now a housing estate, which is built in to the 
grounds. Some very fine specimen trees and Victorian rockery still remain. George New is a 
witness at Frederick & Emily's wedding at Calne Parish Church. 
 
     In the Newport directories Frederick was noted to have lived at 69 Stow Hill, 1 Bolton Rd & 
18 Upton Rd. 
 

!896 Newport Monmouthshire.  Frederick    Emily     Reginald  Florence    Arthur 
 
    Children:      
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  + 127. i Florence Elizabeth CLEVERLY born 25 MAY 1879. 
  128. ii Arthur William Frederick CLEVERLY born 1 MAR 1884, 

 Honeystreet, married Emily Rebecca.  Arthur died 28 JAN 1939, 
Newport, Monmouth.  Arthur was a head waiter at Queens Hotel, 
Newport, Mon. He was buried in Christchurch cemetery, Newport, 
28 Jan 1939 aged 54. (Grave # CON C1 1619 Block Ext. paid for 
by Mrs E Cleverley. Emily Rebecca was buried there also on Dec 
30 1952, informant, Mrs Philips. 

  + 129. iii Reginald Frank CLEVERLY Captain born 21 AUG 1889. 
 
     86. Henry James CLEVERLY born 19 MAY 1850, Calne. married 27 APR 1871, Anna 
Liddington. 
    Children:      
  + 130. i Levi CLEVERLY. 
  131. ii Charles CLEVERLY married Jane Neate. 
  132. iii William CLEVERLY married Joyce Ball, born Berwick Bassett. 
  133. iv Lilian CLEVERLY married Edward Dolman. 
 
     88. John CLEVERLY born 5 SEP 1852, Cherhill. married Katherine Day, born 1 FEB 1857, 
died 5 FEB 1927. 
    Children:      
  134. i William CLEVERLY born 1876. 
  135. ii Annie CLEVERLY born 6 MAR 1877. 
  136. iii Frank CLEVERLY born 1878. 
  137. iv Rosanna CLEVERLY born 1880. 
  138. v Thomas CLEVERLY born 1881. 
  139. vi Florence CLEVERLY born 1883. 
  140. vii Albert CLEVERLY born 1885. 
  + 141. viii Edith Emily CLEVERLY born 2 NOV 1886. 
  142. ix Henry John CLEVERLY born 1888. 
  143. x Sarah Ann CLEVERLY born 1890. 
  144. xi Arthur Edward CLEVERLY born 1893. 
  145. xii Alfred CLEVERLY born 1895. 
  146. xiii Emmie CLEVERLY born 1896. 
 
     96. William James CLEVERLY baptized 2 MAR 1856, Calne, married 25 DEC 1875, in 
Upper Seagry, Matilda Gregory. 
 
    Children:      
  + 147. i George Turner CLEVERLY born 29 JUN 1886. 
 
Eighth Generation         
 
     103. William Henry Woodroffe born 1832, Bishops Cannings, married 1853, in Bishops 
Cannings, Eliza Dyke.  William buried 1870, Bishops Cannings. 
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    Children:      
  + 148. i Charles Woodroffe born 1865. 
 
     109. George Hillier born 1826, married 1851, Elizabeth Petty. 
 
    Children:      
  + 149. i Mark Hillier born 1852. 
 
     121. Stephen CLEVERLY born 1821, Bremhill. baptized 29 AUG 1824, Bishops Cannings. 
married ABT    1840, in Of, Bremhill. Mrs. Elizabeth CLEVERLY, born 1817, Bremhill. 
 
    Children:      
  150. i Jane CLEVERLY baptized 7 NOV 1841, Bremhill. 
  151. ii Maria Ann CLEVERLY baptized 28 MAY 1843, Bremhill. 
  152. iii Stephen CLEVERLY born 1845, Bremhill.. 
  153. iv Stephen Albert CLEVERLY baptized 5 OCT 1845, Bremhill. 
  154. v Ephraim CLEVERLY baptized 6 SEP 1846, Bremhill,  married 8      OCT 1870, in Bremhill. 
Mary SOPHIA Palmer. 
  155. vi Gideon CLEVERLY baptized 19 NOV 1848, Bremhill. 
  156. vii Edward CLEVERLY born 26 FEB 1850, Hanger, Bremhill. 
  157. viii Maria Ann CLEVERLY born 11 JUN 1852, Hanger, Bremhill. 
  158. ix Louisa CLEVERLY born 23 JAN 1854, Hanger, Bremhill. 
  159. x Charles Henry CLEVERLY born 28 FEB 1856, Hanger, Bremhill. 
  160. xi George CLEVERLY born 24 JUL 1857, Hanger, Bremhill. 
  161. xii Henry CLEVERLY born 1859, Hanger, Bremhill. 
  162. xiii Mary CLEVERLY born 1861, Hanger, Bremhill. 
 
     122. Earnest CLEVERLY NY Trader. Ernest (Buster) lived in New York City and was active 
on the Stock Exchange and/or the Cocoa Exchange. 
 
    Children:      
  163. i Nancy CLEVERLY. 
  164. ii daughter CLEVERLY. 
 
     124. Harold CLEVERLY born Nr Boston.  Harold's last wheabouts was a suburb of Boston, 
Ma. 
    Children:      
  165. i daughter CLEVERLY. 
  166. ii daughter CLEVERLY. 
 
     125. Arthur Cecil CLEVERLY businessman born 30 DEC 1895, married Margaret Alberta 
Gilbert schoolteacher, born 1894, Ontario, died 1975, Toronto.  Arthur died 1967, Toronto.  
Arthur was in the Canadian Army in 1915, and gassed at Ypres, spent the remainderof the war as 
a POW. He was a textile importer, and then retired to a country property outside Toronto. 
 
    Children:      
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  + 167. i Arthur Robert CLEVERLY Stockbroker born 9 MAR 1929. 
  + 168. ii Mary Louise CLEVERLY born AUG 1935. 
 
     127. Florence Elizabeth CLEVERLY born 25 MAY 1879, Hennington, married _____ 
unknown.  Florence died Greenwich. 
 
    Children:      
  169. i Lorna CLEVERLY born 1 DEC 1902, London, married David Burley. 
 
 
 
 
 129. Reginald Frank CLEVERLY Captain born 21 AUG 1889, Prospect, Pewsey,  married 
1916, in Newport, Monmouth, Dorothy Constance May Deighton, born 20 OCT 1894, Weedon, 
Northants, died 1954, London.  Reginald died MAY 1978, Bishopsteington, Devon.  Reginald 
was a captain in the 12th Lancers. 

 
    Children:      
  + 170. i Ronald Arthur Reginald CLEVERLY flight  lieutenant born 1919. 
  + 171. ii Kenneth Frank CLEVERLY Architect born 5 AUG 1923. 
 
     130. Levi CLEVERLY married Alice Vaughan. 
 
    Children:      
  + 172. i Edward CLEVERLY. 
  173. ii Kathleen CLEVERLY. 
  174. iii Ernest CLEVERLY. 
  175. iv Emily CLEVERLY. 
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  176. v George CLEVERLY. 
  177. vi Olive CLEVERLY. 
  178. vii Margaret CLEVERLY. 
 
     141. Edith Emily CLEVERLY born 2 NOV 1886, married Stewart King.  This family had 
nine children, 5 girls, 4 boys 
 
    Children:      
  + 179. i Lydia Edith Mary King. 
 
     147. George Turner CLEVERLY born 29 JUN 1886, Enfield, married 28 JAN 1905, in 
Croydon, Florence Maud Giles. 
 
    Children:      
  + 180. i George Archibald John CLEVERLY born 2 APR 1905. 
 
Ninth Generation         
 
     148. Charles Woodroffe born 1865, Bishops Cannings, married 1893, in Winchester, Hants, 
Mary Ann Herridge.  Charles buried 1944. 
 
    Children:      
  181. i Edith Mary Woodroffe born 1894, Winchester. 
  182. ii May Woodroffe born 1896, Winchester. 
  183. iii Beatrice Elizabeth Woodroffe born 1897, Winchester. 
  184. iv Nellie Rosina Woodroffe born 1899, Winchester. 
  185. v Mabel Louisa Woodroffe born 1901, Gosport, died 1903, Gosport. 
  + 186. vi Freda May Woodroffe born 1903. 
  187. vii William James Herridge Woodroffe born 1903, Gosport.  On the 

 tree I was given by Mrs Brenda M Thompson (nee Woodroffe) it 
is shown that Wm is illegitemate. 

  188. viii Ethel Maude Woodroffe born 1905, Gosport. 
  189. ix Ivy Woodroffe born 1907, Gosport. 
  190. x Kathleen Woodroffe born 1910, Gosport, died 1934, Gosport.       Twin of Henry 
  191. xi Henry Woodroffe born 1910, Gosport, died 1910, Gosport. 
 
     149. Mark Hillier born 1852, married 1875, Julia Fish, born 1875. 
 
    Children:      
  + 192. i Emma Maud Hillier born 1883. 
 
     167. Arthur Robert CLEVERLY Stockbroker born 9 MAR 1929, Toronto, married 9 MAR 
1951, in Toronto, Pheobe Templeton, born 4 DEC 1928, Toronto.  Toronto stockbroker. 
 
    Children:      
  + 193. i Robert CLEVERLY businessman born 22 AUG 1951. 
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  + 194. ii Donald CLEVERLY schoolteacher born 26 SEP 1953. 
  + 195. iii Christina CLEVERLY schoolteacher born 18 OCT 1955. 
  196. iv Mark CLEVERLY born 12 OCT 1958, Toronto. 
  + 197. v Douglas CLEVERLY born 12 AUG 1964. 
 
     168. Mary Louise CLEVERLY born AUG 1935, Toronto, Ontario, Canada, married John 
Bogart Lawyer, born ABT    1935. 
 
    Children:      
  198. i David Bogart born 28 SEP 1964. 
  199. ii Richard Charlton Bogart born ABT    1967. 
 
     170. Ronald Arthur Reginald CLEVERLY flight lieutenant l born 1919, Greenwich, married 
(1) Doris Barclay, married (2) Petrova _____. 
 
    Children by Doris Barclay: 
  200. i Terry CLEVERLY born 1947, died 1962, Spain. 
  201. ii Robin CLEVERLY born 1950. 
 
     171. Kenneth Frank CLEVERLY Architect born 5 AUG 1923, Greenwich, married (1) Beryl 
Kathleen Crawley, married (2) Sarah Chilman. 
 

     Kenneth with his son Nicholas 
 
    Children by Sarah Chilman: 
  202. i Jeremy Gray CLEVERLY born 10 NOV 1948, London. 
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      Jeremy 
 
  203. ii Nicholas Andrew CLEVERLY born 2 DEC 1951, London. 
 
     172. Edward CLEVERLY married Elsie May Rixon. 
 
    Children:      
  + 204. i Arthur CLEVERLY writer. 
  205. ii Reginald CLEVERLY. 
  206. iii Philip CLEVERLY. 
 
     179. Lydia Edith Mary King married Thomas Freegard. 
 
    Children:      
  207. i Anthony John Freegard married Jacqueline Mary Stones.  Jacqueline: This family had 2 
daughters 
 
     180. George Archibald John CLEVERLY born 2 APR 1905, Croydon, married 28 MAY 
1928, in Herne Hill, Josephine Ellen Deakin. 
 
    Children:      
  208. i David John CLEVERLY born 13 JUL 1948, London. 
 
Tenth Generation         
 
     186. Freda May Woodroffe born 1903, Gosport, married 1927, in Gosport, Hants, Albert 
Thomas Andrew Davis.  Freda died 1986, Gosport. 
 
    Children:      
  209. i Albert Cecil Davis born 1928, Gosport. 
  210. ii Hugh Davis born 1930, Gosport. 
  211. iii Brenda Marjorie Davis born 1932, Deal, Kent.   
  212. iv Julie Kathleen Davis born 1935, Gosport. 
  213. v Sylvia Joan Davis born 1939, Swansea, South Wales. 
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     192. Emma Maud Hillier born 1883, married 1906, John Fitsgerald.  John: Member of 
Parliament for New South Wales 1920-33 
 
    Children:      
  + 214. i Eileen Fitsgerald born 1908. 
 
     193. Robert CLEVERLY businessman born 22 AUG 1951, Amersham, married 1986, in 
Toronto, Wini Steddant Personnel Mgr, born 12 MAR 1949, West Hertlepool.  Wini: Note on a 
tree says  'nee Pickard'. 

     Wini, Alison Robert & Kathryn 
 
    Children:      
  215. i Alison Margaret CLEVERLY born 20 JUN 1989, Toronto. 
  216. ii Kathryn Helen CLEVERLY born 5 MAR 1992, Toronto. 
 
     194. Donald CLEVERLY schoolteacher born 26 SEP 1953, Toronto, married 26 SEP 1976, 
in Vancouver, Lori McPhail Bank Teller, born 27 SEP 1953, Winnipeg. 
 
    Children:      
  217. i Megan Anne CLEVERLY born 28 FEB 1979, Prince George, B C. 
  218. ii Kristin Dawn CLEVERLY born 13 MAR 1980, Prince George,BC. 
  219. iii Anna Elizabeth CLEVERLY born 12 APR 1983, Prince George. 
  220. iv David CLEVERLY born 30 MAR 1985, Prince George, B C. 
 
     195. Christina CLEVERLY schoolteacher born 18 OCT 1955, Toronto, married 21 MAY 
1975, in Vancouver, Stephen Stewart Pastor, born 6 JUL 1953. 
 
    Children:      
  221. i Timothy Stewart born 25 AUG 1979, Vancouver. 
  222. ii Jeffrey Stewart born 13 MAR 1981, Vancouver. 
  223. iii Joshua Stewart born 24 DEC 1982, Vancouver. 
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  224. iv Benjamin Stewart born 18 JUL 1984, Vancouver. 
 
     197. Douglas CLEVERLY born 12 AUG 1964, Toronto, married 1 OCT 1994, in Toronto, 
Laura Jill Bezemer. 
 
    Children:      
  225. i Adela Grace Bezemer CLEVERLY born 16 FEB 1993, Toronto. 
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     204. Arthur CLEVERLY writer married Gladys _____. 
 
    Children:      
  226. i Veronica CLEVERLY. 
  + 227. ii Christopher CLEVERLY. 
 
Eleventh Generation         
 
     214. Eileen Fitsgerald born 1908, married 1937, James Anderson. 
 
    Children:      
  + 228. i Julie Ann Anderson born 1938. 
 
     227. Christopher CLEVERLY married Olga _____. 
 
    Children:      
  229. i Clara CLEVERLY. 

 
 
Twelfth Generation         
 
     228. Julie Ann Anderson born 1938, married 1963, Karl Eich. 
 
    Children:      
  230. i Mark Eich born 1964. 
  231. ii Glynnis Eich born 1965. 
  232. iii Ben Eich born 1971. 
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                     DESCENDANCY CHART  as at Feb 28 1995 
 

The numbers to the right of the name are PAF/ RIN numbers associated with the 
CASWELL/CLEVERLY database of M Caswell. Available on disk. 

 
 
1-- Thomas CLEVERLY-3268 
 sp-Martha SIMS-3267 
    2-- Thomas CLEVERLY-314 (1674-1730) 
     sp-Jane SUMBLER-3766 (1679-1744) 
        3-- Jane CLEVERLY-311 (1700) 
        3-- Thomas CLEVERLY-312 (1704-1759) 
         sp-Mary KING-3763 
            4-- Thomas CLEVERLY-3877 (1733) 
                5-- Charles CLEVERLY-3338 
                 sp-Sarah NOTLAND-3331 
                    6-- Simon CLEVERLY-293 (1768-1769) 
                    6-- Isaac CLEVERLY-292 (1770-1847) 
                     sp-Ann HISCOCK-291 (1780-1847) 
                        7-- Hannah CLEVERLY-2077 (1805) 
                         sp-Thomas HILLIER-3371 
                            8-- George HILLIER-3732 (1826) 
                             sp-Elizabeth PETTY-3731 
                                9-- Mark HILLIER-2698 (1852) 
                                 sp-Julia FISH-3637 (1875) 
                                    10--Emma Maud HILLIER-2207 (1883) 
                                     sp-John FITSGERALD-2052 
                                        11--Eileen FITSGERALD-2053 (1908) 
                                         sp-James ANDERSON-2989 
                                            12--Julie Ann ANDERSON-2367 (1938) 
                                             sp-Karl EICH-4008 
                                                13--Glynnis EICH-3947 (1965) 
                                                13--Mark EICH-3946 (1964) 
                                                13--Ben EICH-3652 (1971) 
                        7-- Anne CLEVERLY-283 (1806) 
                        7-- Abel CLEVERLY-284 (1810) 
                        7-- Anthony CLEVERLY-285 (1812) 
                        7-- Reuben CLEVERLY-146 (1814) 
                         sp-Ann CASWELL-57 (1816) 
                            8-- Sarah Anne CLEVERLY-3707 (1841) 
                            8-- Jane CLEVERLY-3012 (1843) 
                            8-- Ellen CLEVERLY-2327 (1846) 
                            8-- Elizabeth CLEVERLY-2560 (1848) 
                            8-- Matilda CLEVERLY-3533 (1851) 
                            8-- Fanny CLEVERLY-2622 (1854) 
                        7-- Simon CLEVERLY-286 (1817) 
                         sp-Elizabeth-3729 
                            8-- George CLEVERLY-2700 (1841) 
                            8-- Jane CLEVERLY-3015 (1845) 
                            8-- Thomas CLEVERLY-3738 (1848) 
                            8-- Thomas CLEVERLY-3730 (1851) 
                            8-- Anne CLEVERLY-2154 (1857) 
                        7-- Eliza CLEVERLY-287 (1819) 
                        7-- Elizabeth CLEVERLY-2431 (1803-1869) 
                         sp-Thomas WOODROFFE-289 (1791-1831) 
                            8-- Jane WOODROFFE-2209 (1824) 
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                            8-- George WOODROFFE-2208 (1827) 
                            8-- Reuben WOODROFFE-2205 (1830) 
                            8-- Thomas WOODROFFE-2201 (1831-1870) 
                            8-- William Henry WOODROFFE-2529 (1832-1870) 
                             sp-Eliza DYKE-2200 
                                9-- Charles WOODROFFE-2198 (1865-1944) 
                                 sp-Mary Ann HERRIDGE-2197 
                                    10--Edith Mary WOODROFFE-2196 (1894) 
                                    10--May WOODROFFE-2195 (1896) 
                                    10--Beatrice Elizabeth WOODROFFE-2194 (1897) 
                                    10--Nellie Rosina WOODROFFE-2192 (1899) 
                                    10--Mabel Louisa WOODROFFE-2191 (1901-1903) 
                                    10--Freda May WOODROFFE-2186 (1903-1986) 
                                     sp-Albert Thomas Andrew DAVIS-2170 
                                        11--Albert Cecil DAVIS-2162 (1928) 
                                        11--Hugh DAVIS-2159 (1930) 
                                        11--Brenda Marjorie DAVIS-2158 (1932) 
                                        11--Julie Kathleen DAVIS-2157 (1935) 
                                        11--Sylvia Joan DAVIS-2156 (1939) 
                                    10--Ethel Maude WOODROFFE-2185 (1905) 
                                    10--Ivy WOODROFFE-2183 (1907) 
                                    10--Kathleen WOODROFFE-2182 (1910-1934) 
                                    10--Henry WOODROFFE-2177 (1910-1910) 
                                    10--William James Herridge WOODROFFE-2176 (1903) 
                         sp-Daniel KING-290 
                            8-- James KING-3355 (1832) 
                            8-- Elizabeth KING-3653 (1835) 
                            8-- Simon KING-3711 (1838) 
                            8-- Mark KING-3494 (1840) 
                            8-- Anna KING-3152 
                     sp-Ruth-2815 
                        7-- Isaac CLEVERLY-3796 (1799) 
                         sp-Hannah-3795 
                            8-- Stephen CLEVERLY-3008 (1821) 
                             sp-Mrs. Elizabeth CLEVERLY-2498 (1817) 
                                9-- Jane CLEVERLY-3006 (1841) 
                                9-- Maria Ann CLEVERLY-3489 (1843) 
                                9-- Stephen CLEVERLY-3838 (1845) 
                                9-- Stephen Albert CLEVERLY-3841 (1845) 
                                9-- Ephraim CLEVERLY-2601 (1846) 
                                 sp-Mary SOPHIA PALMER-3076 
                                9-- Gideon CLEVERLY-2732 (1848) 
                                9-- Edward CLEVERLY-2300 (1850) 
                                9-- Maria Ann CLEVERLY-3519 (1852) 
                                9-- Louisa CLEVERLY-3242 (1854) 
                                9-- Charles Henry CLEVERLY-2227 (1856) 
                                9-- George CLEVERLY-2715 (1857) 
                                9-- Henry CLEVERLY-2788 (1859) 
                                9-- Mary CLEVERLY-3522 (1861) 
                    6-- Mary CLEVERLY-294 (1772) 
                    6-- Thomas CLEVERLY-295 (1774-1840) 
                     sp-Mary-2069 
                        7-- Hannah CLEVERLY-2068 (1796) 
                        7-- Henry CLEVERLY-2755 (1799) 
                        7-- Hester CLEVERLY-2610 (1800) 
                    6-- Hannah CLEVERLY-296 (1778-1778) 



  

 76 

            4-- John CLEVERLY-3062 (1728) 
            4-- Becky CLEVERLY-3562 (1729) 
            4-- Jane CLEVERLY-2953 (1731) 
            4-- Mary CLEVERLY-3321 (1736) 
            4-- Sarah CLEVERLY-3659 (1738) 
            4-- Robert CLEVERLY-3590 (1744) 
        3-- Stephen CLEVERLY-309 (1706-1759) 
         sp-Elizabeth GAY-310 
            4-- Stephen CLEVERLY-300 (1729-1795) 
            4-- John CLEVERLY-3074 (1731-1803) 
            4-- Thomas CLEVERLY-302 (1732-1804) 
            4-- Charles CLEVERLY-298 (1734-1811) 
             sp-Sarah WILTSHIRE-299 
            4-- Elizabeth CLEVERLY-305 (1738) 
            4-- William CLEVERLY-306 (1740) 
            4-- George CLEVERLY mason-2389 (1743) 
             sp-Betty SAVORY-2388 ( -1798) 
                5-- James CLEVERLY militiaman-2853 (1775-1834) 
                 sp-Ann DRENNER-2113 (1787-1867) 
                    6-- Charlotte CLEVERLY-2235 (1817) 
                    6-- John CLEVERLY-3160 (1819) 
                    6-- Andrew CLEVERLY policeman-2001 (1822) 
                     sp-SOPHIA SMITH-3445 (1821) 
                        7-- James Nathaniel CLEVERLY-3361 (1855) 
                        7-- Frank Smith CLEVERLY-3467 
                            8-- Earnest CLEVERLY NY Trader-3798 
                                9-- Nancy CLEVERLY-3585 
                                9-- daughter CLEVERLY-3448 
                            8-- Frank CLEVERLY-3537 
                            8-- Harold CLEVERLY-2693 
                                9-- daughter CLEVERLY-3238 
                                9-- daughter CLEVERLY-3821 
                            8-- Arthur Cecil CLEVERLY businessman-3604 (1895-1967) 
                             sp-Margaret Alberta GILBERT schoolteacher-2912 (1894-1975) 
                                9-- Arthur Robert CLEVERLY Stockbroker-3458 (1929) 
                                 sp-Pheobe TEMPLETON-3057 (1928) 
                                    10--Robert CLEVERLY businessman-2241 (1951) 
                                     sp-Wini STEDDANT Personnel Mgr-2166 (1949) 
                                        11--Alison Margaret CLEVERLY-2799 (1989) 
                                        11--Kathryn Helen CLEVERLY-2240 (1992) 
                                    10--Donald CLEVERLY schoolteacher-2798 (1953) 
                                     sp-Lori MCPHAIL Bank Teller-3082 (1953) 
                                        11--Megan Anne CLEVERLY-2167 (1979) 
                                        11--Kristin Dawn CLEVERLY-3885 (1980) 
                                        11--Anna Elizabeth CLEVERLY-3878 (1983) 
                                        11--David CLEVERLY-3890 (1985) 
                                    10--Christina CLEVERLY schoolteacher-2239 (1955) 
                                     sp-Stephen STEWART Pastor-3306 (1953) 
                                        11--Timothy STEWART-3307 (1979) 
                                        11--Jeffrey STEWART-3264 (1981) 
                                        11--Joshua STEWART-3493 (1982) 
                                        11--Benjamin STEWART-2913 (1984) 
                                    10--Mark CLEVERLY-2937 (1958) 
                                    10--Douglas CLEVERLY-2472 (1964) 
                                     sp-Laura Jill BEZEMER-2510 
                                        11--Adela Grace Bezemer CLEVERLY-2471 (1993) 
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                                9-- Mary Louise CLEVERLY-3460 (1935) 
                                 sp-John BOGART Lawyer-1979 (1935) 
                                    10--David BOGART-1980 (1964) 
                                    10--Richard Charlton BOGART-313 (1967) 
                            8-- Sidney CLEVERLY Pilot-3597 
                        7-- Louisa CLEVERLY schoolteacher-2670 
                    6-- Elizabeth CLEVERLY-2508 (1824) 
                        7-- Thomas CLEVERLY-3740 (1846) 
                        7-- Frederick CLEVERLY gardener-3739 (1851-1931) 
                         sp-Emily WOOTTEN-3671 (1856-1930) 
                            8-- Florence Elizabeth CLEVERLY-2893 (1879) 
                             sp-UNKNOWN-3362 
                                9-- Lorna CLEVERLY-3466 (1902) 
                                 sp-David BURLEY-2671 
                            8-- Arthur William Frederick CLEVERLY-3401 (1884-1939) 
                             sp-Emily REBECCA-3400 
                            8-- Reginald Frank CLEVERLY Captain-3803 (1889-1978) 
                             sp-Dorothy Constance May DEIGHTON-4021 (1894-1954) 
                                9-- Ronald Arthur Reginald CLEVERLY flight ltnt-2966 (1919) 
                                 sp-Doris BARCLAY-2965 
                                    10--Terry CLEVERLY-2026 (1947-1962) 
                                    10--Robin CLEVERLY-2027 (1950) 
                                 sp-Petrova-3063 
                                9-- Kenneth Frank CLEVERLY Architect-2967 (1923) 
                                 sp-Beryl Kathleen CRAWLEY-2271 
                                 sp-Sarah CHILMAN-3026 
                                    10--Jeremy Gray CLEVERLY-3720 (1948) 
                                    10--Nicholas Andrew CLEVERLY-2153 (1951) 
                    6-- Isabella CLEVERLY-2831 (1828) 
                    6-- Hannah CLEVERLY-2112 (1829-1905) 
                     sp-George NEW gardener-2491 (1816-1898) 
                    6-- Mary Ann CLEVERLY-3459 (1832) 
                5-- John CLEVERLY-2716 (1777-1840) 
                 sp-Elizabeth KEARTON-2713 
                    6-- Thomas CLEVERLY-2829 
                    6-- John CLEVERLY-2813 
                    6-- George CLEVERLY-2951 
                5-- Christian CLEVERLY-2255 (1781) 
                5-- Mary CLEVERLY-2830 (1784-1787) 
                5-- Betty CLEVERLY-2387 (1786) 
                 sp-James CLIFFORD-2940 (1811) 
                5-- William CLEVERLY-2812 (1786-1792) 
                5-- Mary CLEVERLY-3392 (1790) 
            4-- Isaac CLEVERLY-308 (1745) 
            4-- Mary CLEVERLY-3318 (1735) 
            4-- James CLEVERLY-2834 (1737) 
        3-- John CLEVERLY-3053 (1709) 
         sp-Ann COOK-3329 
            4-- John CLEVERLY-3891 (1745) 
             sp-Ann PINEGAR-3892 
                5-- James CLEVERLY-3578 
                 sp-Jane BRADFORD-2923 
                    6-- James CLEVERLY-2922 (1823) 
                    6-- Mary Ann CLEVERLY-3453 (1829) 
                    6-- John CLEVERLY-2623 
                     sp-Hannah FREZER OR FRAZER-2620 
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                        7-- Henry James CLEVERLY-2785 (1850) 
                         sp-Anna LIDDINGTON-2919 
                            8-- Levi CLEVERLY-2902 
                             sp-Alice VAUGHAN-3678 
                                9-- Edward CLEVERLY-2206 
                                 sp-Elsie May RIXON-3814 
                                    10--Arthur CLEVERLY writer-3827 
                                     sp-Gladys-307 
                                        11--Veronica CLEVERLY-2318 
                                        11--Christopher CLEVERLY-2473 
                                         sp-Olga-2319 
                                            12--Clara CLEVERLY-3081 
                                    10--Reginald CLEVERLY-3824 
                                    10--Philip CLEVERLY-3145 
                                9-- Kathleen CLEVERLY-2203 
                                9-- Ernest CLEVERLY-2202 
                                9-- Emily CLEVERLY-3530 
                                9-- George CLEVERLY-3529 
                                9-- Olive CLEVERLY-318 
                                9-- Margaret CLEVERLY-3005 
                            8-- Charles CLEVERLY-2899 
                             sp-Jane NEATE-3380 
                            8-- William CLEVERLY-2930 
                             sp-Joyce BALL-3379 
                            8-- Lilian CLEVERLY-3872 
                             sp-Edward DOLMAN-2414 
                        7-- Levi CLEVERLY-3220 (1850-1853) 
                        7-- William CLEVERLY-3517 (1857) 
                         sp-Maria RIVERS-2541 
                        7-- John CLEVERLY-3189 (1852) 
                         sp-Katherine DAY-2540 (1857-1927) 
                            8-- William CLEVERLY-3800 (1876) 
                            8-- Annie CLEVERLY-2046 (1877) 
                            8-- Frank CLEVERLY-2047 (1878) 
                            8-- Rosanna CLEVERLY-2573 (1880) 
                            8-- Thomas CLEVERLY-2000 (1881) 
                            8-- Florence CLEVERLY-2814 (1883) 
                            8-- Albert CLEVERLY-3794 (1885) 
                            8-- Edith Emily CLEVERLY-2301 (1886) 
                             sp-Stewart KING-3901 
                                9-- Lydia Edith Mary KING-3902 
                                 sp-Thomas FREEGARD-3903 
                                    10--Anthony John FREEGARD-3904 
                                     sp-Jacqueline Mary STONES-3905 
                            8-- Henry John CLEVERLY-3833 (1888) 
                            8-- Sarah Ann CLEVERLY-2733 (1890) 
                            8-- Arthur Edward CLEVERLY-3839 (1893) 
                            8-- Alfred CLEVERLY-2499 (1895) 
                            8-- Emmie CLEVERLY-3840 (1896) 
                        7-- Thomas CLEVERLY-3717 (1859) 
                         sp-Louisa BENNETT-3514 
                        7-- Rebecca CLEVERLY-3718 (1864) 
                         sp-James DOLMAN-3515 
                        7-- Emily CLEVERLY-2617 (1867) 
                         sp-Frederick RAVEN-2773 (1869) 
                        7-- Harriet CLEVERLY-2618 
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                         sp-James DREW-2774 
                    6-- Elizabeth CLEVERLY-2520 (1832) 
                    6-- Rebecca CLEVERLY-3576 (1834) 
                    6-- Stephen CLEVERLY-3797 (1837) 
                    6-- Henry CLEVERLY-3502 (1840) 
                    6-- James CLEVERLY-3503 (1842) 
                    6-- Jane CLEVERLY-3009 (1842) 
                    6-- JUNE CLEVERLY-3208 (1844) 
                    6-- Jane CLEVERLY-3799 (1851) 
                5-- William CLEVERLY-3642 (1781) 
                5-- Charles CLEVERLY-2990 (1778) 
                 sp-Elizabeth WHALE-2366 (1775) 
                    6-- Jane CLEVERLY-2988 (1803) 
                    6-- William CLEVERLY-2641 
                     sp-Jane Gardiner ARCHARD-2640 
                        7-- Emily CLEVERLY-2575 (1848) 
                        7-- Thomas Gardiner CLEVERLY-3733 (1849) 
                        7-- William James CLEVERLY-2273 (1856) 
                         sp-Matilda GREGORY-4014 
                            8-- George Turner CLEVERLY-3682 (1886) 
                             sp-Florence Maud GILES-4025 
                                9-- George Archibald John CLEVERLY-4026 (1905) 
                                 sp-Josephine Ellen DEAKIN-4027 
                                    10--David John CLEVERLY-4028 (1948) 
                        7-- Frederick CLEVERLY-2639 (1860) 
                        7-- Sabina CLEVERLY-3635 (1862) 
                5-- Susannah CLEVERLY-3810 (1783) 
                5-- Mary CLEVERLY-3378 (1785) 
                5-- John CLEVERLY-3126 (1786) 
                5-- Ann CLEVERLY-2051 (1789) 
    2-- Martha CLEVERLY-3266 (1675) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Home Guard of Cherhill & Yatesbury 1939 
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Extract from the Map of the County by Andrews & Drury 1784 

 

 

 


