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FOREWORD TO PREVIOUS EDITION


My primary purpose in writing this book has been to provide a reliable and comprehensive history of Brighton from the earliest times to the present day. The story of Brighton in early days and in the Regency period has been admirably told in a number of excellent works, but the present account deals fully also with the Victorian and Edwardian periods and the modern age. Furthermore, earlier books, because of the circumstances of their original publication, in newspapers and in serial form, have often been lacking in consecutive treatment, so that in several works on the town one is likely to find a chapter on the use of the Royal Pavilion as an Indian hospital during the 1914–18 War followed by one on the Saxon invaders: accordingly I have endeavoured to tell the story of Brighton as far as possible in consecutive form except where I have dealt with various distinctive features of the town such as churches, baths, hotels, piers, theatres, etc., where the information has been gathered more or less into single chapters. As well as being a comprehensive general history of this unique European pleasure resort, its architecture and its inhabitants, the work is at the same time a highly personal account of Brighton as I have known it over more than fifty years. I most gratefully acknowledge the help given me by many persons who have told me their recollections of life in Brighton, and my indebtedness to the authors of earlier works on the town, which are referred to in the text and bibliography, particularly to Miss Margaret Barton and the late Sir Osbert Sitwell, authors of Brighton (1935); to Mr Antony Dale, for information from his admirable Fashionable Brighton, 1820–1860 (1967); and to Professor E.W. Gilbert, author of Brighton: Old Ocean’s Bauble (1954), I owe my thanks to Brighton Corporation for the use of photographs and information from the Public Library, Art Gallery and Royal Pavilion collections, and I most warmly acknowledge my debt to Alderman Miss Dorothy Stringer, O.B.E., Alderman Stanley Deason and Alderman Ronald Lucraft for the unfailing support and encouragement which they gave me during my service. I especially desire to record my gratitude to the Editors of the Brighton and Hove Herald, of the Brighton and Hove Gazette and of the Brighton Evening Argus for permission to use their photographs and for invaluable information obtained from their journals; to Mr Douglas Gray for information from his remarkable collection of Brighton photographs; to Miss Margaret Jenner for the use of her photographs; to Mr John Allen, Chief Librarian, East Sussex County Libraries; to Miss E. Baird, Librarian, Brighton Public Reference Library and her colleague Miss E. Hollingdale, Archivist, for their invaluable help in providing information and photographs; to Mr John Morley, Director of Brighton Art Gallery and Museums and the Royal Pavilion; to Mr Douglas Reeve; to Miss Marion Waller, Deputy Director, Brighton Museums; to Dr Patrick Conner, Keeper of Fine Art, Brighton Art Gallery; to Mr John Dinkel, Deputy Director, the Royal Pavilion; and to Miss Barbara Glaisyer, sometime Art Assistant, Brighton Art Gallery. I owe a special debt to my sons Roger and Stephen Musgrave for information and photographs and for many sidelights on life in Brighton, and above all to my wife Margaret Musgrave for her help in obtaining information, and for her unfailing patience and forbearance during the many long hours spent in writing this book.


C.M. Seaford, 1980
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Letter to Clifford Musgrave from the author and playwright Graham Greene, 3 July 1970. Greene has clearly misread the dates, as the discrepancy he refers to is not true. He mistakes 1899 for 1889 (see p. 290 of the 1970 edition).
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Follow-up letter from Graham Greene to the author, Clifford Musgrave, 18 August 1970.
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INTRODUCTION


BY STEPHEN MUSGRAVE


While my father is undoubtedly best known for his association with the Royal Pavilion, his cultural roots in the town go further back. His father, William Francis Musgrave, actually served for a time around 1890 as an apprentice bookseller at Treachers bookshop in Castle Square, where he became friendly with a colleague, E.V. Lucas, later to become well known as a writer and essayist. Clifford’s first experience of Brighton was at the age of 14 when he was sent there in 1919 from his home in Croydon to convalesce following an attack of the Spanish ’flu. His loneliness and boredom were relieved by seeing in the Dome one of the very first jazz performances in the country, by the renowned Southern Syncopated Orchestra on their first visit to Britain. He would have been astonished had he known that just over twenty years later he would become responsible for that same concert hall as part of the Royal Pavilion Estate.


Clifford’s father died young and he had to leave school before completing his formal education. He continued his intellectual development, notably with the encouragement and friendship of the writer Llewelyn Powys, and went on to achieve dual qualifications both as a museum curator and as a librarian. By the 1930s Clifford was in charge of the Williamson Art Gallery and the Public Library in Birkenhead. In 1939 he successfully applied for the post of Chief Librarian and Curator of the Public Libraries, Art Gallery and Museums at Brighton. While this remit included Preston Manor and the Booth Museum of British Birds, as it was then known, strangely it did not initially include the Pavilion itself. The building was then run-down and almost entirely denuded of furnishings. The previous Curator had retired in 1935 and had not been replaced. The Pavilion was to a large extent just seen as a meeting place for local organisations, under the control of a manager who dealt with room bookings. Prevailing attitudes were revealed by the regular weekly booking one of the Councillors had for personal use of the South Drawing Room. Upon enquiring the reason for this, my father was told that this person played indoor cricket there every Saturday morning with his friends.


Clifford’s initial efforts were devoted to a much needed reorganisation of the Lending Library and the Art Gallery – both virtually untouched since 1902. After the fall of France in 1940 he was asked to have ‘care and maintenance’ responsibility for the Pavilion, and after the war he took full charge in addition to all his other responsibilities. He became deeply committed to the restoration of the Pavilion and in the 1950s this could begin in earnest. In fact in the late 1940s he was asked by Brighton Corporation if he would be willing to live in a flat actually in the Pavilion and our family duly moved in to this strange home, where we were to stay for nearly twenty years.


It was around this time that Her Majesty the Queen and the Royal Family began to take a close interest in the building and made a major contribution by returning many important items of original furnishing from Buckingham Palace. Then a series of Summer Regency Exhibitions attracted a great deal of attention in the Press and many visitors. The Royal Pavilion began to be seen as a uniquely important and positive asset to the town and its role as a tourist centre.


Clifford loved Brighton and fostered its contemporary cultural development through the Regency Society which aimed to promote the conservation of the historic architecture of Brighton and Hove. Later on, he was a strong supporter of the establishment of the University of Sussex. He took it as a great compliment when asked to deliver what was effectively the University’s first lecture, on ‘Brighton’, at a formal dinner given in 1961 by the Royal Pavilion Committee to the entire first intake of fifty-two students. He also acted as a conservation consultant to the University in its conversion of Stanmer House – a Georgian property then semi-derelict – into administrative offices for use while the new Falmer campus was being built.


Just how Clifford was able to combine this huge portfolio of responsibilities and a family life with a successful literary career is hard to explain. But it is clear that he was a good manager – he was quietly pleased to show that the Pavilion operation was actually making a modest financial profit. He valued his small and dedicated staff. His tastes were idealistic and high-minded; poetry, Baroque flute music and the Sussex landscape, yet he could dismantle and repair a car engine or radio. He was the kindest father and devoted to my mother Margaret, who reciprocated in giving him her full support in his writing, as in his official responsibilities.


His first book was Royal Pavilion – a study in the romantic, published in 1951. His interest in Brighton’s development was first expressed in print by The Crown, the Ship & the Queen of Watering Places, a history of the Old Ship hotel published 1953, and in the topography of the county in The Sussex Book of 1957. Contributions to scholarship in decorative arts history followed with the writing of works on furniture in the Adam and Hepplewhite and Regency periods, along with many articles on decorative arts and furniture history in journals such as The Connoisseur and The Burlington Magazine. But meanwhile Clifford was maturing the themes that were to emerge in Life in Brighton: the colourful wealth of incident, anecdote and eccentricity that could only have come about in a town whose economy depended initially on Royal patronage and later on catering to the whims and pleasures of the public at large. The ways in which this varied, talented and individualistic community had developed – especially through its architecture – became a subject of fascination for him.


Life in Brighton was first conceived in 1962 by Richard de la Mare, then Chairman of Faber and Faber, as a replacement for a pre-war publication, Brighton, by Osbert Sitwell and Margaret Barton. In a letter asking Clifford Musgrave to take on the task, de la Mare felt sure no one was better qualified to write a new book on Brighton. He thought, furthermore, that it would be a book that would go on selling for years and years. Forty-nine years later, the decision to reprint the book has proved Mr de la Mare’s confidence was well-founded. The fact that there is substantial interest in the book even up to the present is a testimony to Clifford’s unique vision of Brighton and its inhabitants. The text is still referred to by the local press, and only recently I have been approached with queries arising from its pages. The readability of the book has often been remarked. I suspect the freshness that it still conveys arises in part from my father’s decision to base it largely on contemporary – sometimes ephemeral – sources. A clue as to how Clifford approached the book appears in his reply to de la Mare’s letter: ‘I have been doing a lot of research in the early Brighton newspapers and thinking what a great deal of fascinating material there is which has never been used.’


Life in Brighton was well received by reviewers on first publication. Michael Foot talked of the ‘sumptuous pages … of this sober substantial history of Brighton’s brash illicit charm’. Cyril Connelly, the doyen of literary critics, took the opportunity to reminisce about watching dance-mad crowds there in the 1930s – and was teased by The Bookseller that in a five-column review he forgot to notice the book he was reviewing until the fourth column. Even the News of the World featured ‘Saucy Naughty Olde Brighton!’ And Graham Greene – the author of Brighton Rock – wrote that he ‘so much enjoyed your book and it has opened so many new points of interest for me in a city which I thought I knew well’. He later invited Clifford to meet him to talk over the town’s history in the Albion Hotel where he was staying.


So, forty-one years after its first publication, Clifford would have been surprised but delighted to see that Life in Brighton has been reissued, and immensely pleased that its qualities have been recognised as enduring into the twenty-first century.


BY SUE BERRY


When Clifford Musgrave wrote this book, Brighton and Hove were separate local authorities. In 1997 they were amalgamated and in 2000 became the City of Brighton and Hove. Before then, many residents and visitors were unaware of where the boundaries between them ran and visitors in particular tended to regard them as a single urban area, helped by the way in which the promenade linked the two from the 1820s. The strong ‘Regency’ look of much of the seafront of western Brighton and of Brunswick Town, which was built in the south-east corner of Hove, also during the 1820s, gave the impression to many contemporaries that Brunswick Town was a suburb of Brighton.


The thrust of this book is the history of what was Brighton, which began as the name of a parish and the community within it.


The community of Brighton was a town from at least the late sixteenth century, when the development of long-distance fishing transformed it from a coastal village; although it declined when the fishing industry did, and as Clifford Musgrave confirms, the idea that it was a fishing village when George, Prince of Wales arrived is a myth. This was a decayed town with the basic facilities that visitors expected, such as inns. Although Brunswick Town was a very fashionable planned suburb by the late 1820s, the transformation of Hove from a rural parish with a couple of suburbs into a coherent urban area did not take place until the 1870s when the Stanford Estate was developed. With this came a local desire by some residents of Hove not to be part of Brighton, which they regarded as the location of resort facilities and the typical urban facilities of the time such as theatres. Hove, apart from George Street and the area of Church Road close by, became a largely upmarket suburban area. The Commissioners who ran Brunswick Town expanded their control over the entire parish as it developed and, in due course, Hove became a borough and expanded its control over the northern and western parishes, fighting meanwhile attempts by Brighton to merge. Brighton also absorbed surrounding parishes and remained, until the establishment of the city, the town with the larger area.


Clifford Musgrave recognised that the development of seaside tourism in Brighton was the cause of the development of the entire area, accounting for development in Hove from the 1820s and the subsequent growth of suburbs which submerged the greater part of these surrounding parishes now within the city: Aldrington, Hangleton, Ovingdean, Patcham, Portslade, Preston, Stanmer, Rottingdean, West Blatchington, but also part of Falmer, a substantial part of which is within Lewes District.


Since Clifford Musgrave used the resources available to him, our knowledge has moved on. We know now that the image of Brighton being burnt is an excellent piece of propaganda in order to seek help from the government. There may have been some damage from a French attack in 1514 but the town was not devastated. Nor is there evidence to support feuds between landsmen and fishermen; indeed, recent research using archives which were not accessible to Clifford Musgrave reveals that many people invested in the boats which employed most of the workforce of a town which, by the mid-seventeenth century, was probably the biggest in Sussex with about 3,000–3,500 residents. The Ancient Customs as a means of governance for the town did not last more than forty or fifty years. We know from archive that although there were net houses and capstans and standing places for small vessels on the beach (rather like Hastings), few cottages were built there. Erosion removed most of these buildings before the storms of c. 1700. The fishermen were adept at following the national practice of petitioning Privy Council for help, and may have exaggerated some issues to gain attention when so many others were also seeking it. The archives also show that they were not adverse to committing acts of piracy to acquire French vessels and also stole parts of vessels being built at Portsmouth by the Navy.


Mr Musgrave was one of the first historians of the area to point out that there was sea-bathing at Brighton before Dr Richard Russell built his house at the end of Steine and wrote his famous book about sea-bathing, and discusses some of the contemporary evidence which shows how Brighton had flourished as a resort for at least twenty years before George, Prince of Wales arrived. He also identified the very important contribution of supporters of Anglo-Catholicism to the quality of Victorian churches, and in due course their influence on Anglican churches as a group for the delight in rich interiors became a fashion. St Michael’s, St Paul’s, St Bartholomew’s, St Martin’s and The Annunciation are survivors of this movement. The first four are especially rich in Victorian decoration. The practice of enrichment of interiors also influenced St Nicholas, the original parish of the old parish of Brighton. But the influence of the movement on church design can be seen at All Saints in Hove, with its strongly Gothic feel, and in other churches. The appearance of more archive has also enabled a better understanding of the role of nonconformist groups such as the Quakers, who are mentioned in the text, their relationship with the Anglican majority since this book was written, and also their key role in local politics and the development of education and libraries.


The interpretation of the development of the Chain Pier has also moved on a little. We now recognise the importance of the ferry service to Dieppe from the early 1760s, which gave a good route to Paris, and that the anxiety to retain it lay behind the development of the Chain Pier by local backers to keep the steam driven vessels which needed deeper water and a proper pier to come to the town. They were too big to hove-to offshore for travellers to get down the side to a rowing vessel safely. The preoccupation with piers continued as vessels increased in size, but the resort failed to keep the ferry which moved to Newhaven. The town’s initial opposition to the first idea of railway at about the same time as the Chain Pier was built came from the desire to remain exclusive. Attitudes altered when the recession of the late 1820s and 1830s resulted in Brighton becoming almost static; few new houses were completed in the 1830s and the early 1840s. The opening of the main line in 1841 to London was feted, but it took about three years for the town to begin to grow quickly again.


The book’s special strength is the later chapters and especially those about the twentieth century on which there is a rather different approach from the classic text to which Mr Musgrave refers, E.W. Gilbert’s Brighton; Old Ocean’s Bauble (1954, 1975), which attempts an overview of the area which is now within the bounds of the city.




I


FISHERMEN AND


FARMERS


[image: image]


The beginnings to 1770




1


EARLY BRIGHTON


There is little evidence that early man lived in what is now the central part of the town of Brighton. His settlements were on the outskirts of the town, on the high ground where the land was already fairly open and easily cultivated, and from whence an approaching invader could easily be seen.


If there were any dwellings of prehistoric man on the seashore, his remains are now far out to sea, for much of the shore has been lost in the last thousand years.


The earliest settlement in the Brighton area seems to have been at Whitehawk, on the Race Hill north-east of the town, a little to the south of the grandstand. The camp was excavated in 1933. It was one of the twelve causewayed camps of the Neolithic Windmill Hill culture in Britain, and was for a fairly short time only, about 2700 BC, the headquarters of a tribe of Continental immigrants. These people were among the first potters in Britain, and their pots, of dark grey earthenware, round-bottomed and of noble shape, may be seen in Brighton Museum, and show the decoration of scored lines in the clay which represented the thonging of the leather food-vessels made by their Neolithic ancestors of a thousand years earlier. Such were the first glimmerings of art in a people whose life was probably otherwise brutish.


Remains of charred human bones among those of the ox and other animals in the ashes of their cooking fires suggest inescapably that these people were cannibals. Also at the Museum may be seen two skeletons that were found buried in the outer ditch of the camp. One grave, of a woman and her baby, was rudely formed with a circle of chalk blocks, and within it the mother had been placed in the primitive burial position, which is akin to the prenatal position and the attitude of sleep, with her knees drawn up and her newly born baby in her arms. Two pieces of chalk bored through so that they might have been worn on a string lay by her neck, together with two fossilised sea urchins, which for endless centuries have been used as charms. Not far away lay the remains of another woman, whose body had apparently been thrown into a hole without ceremony, for the limbs were flung about in disordered fashion. Both women belonged to the race of small people with long and relatively narrow heads which we associate with our Neolithic period. They were about twenty to thirty years of age.1


These pathetic remains are a moving memorial of the earliest inhabitants of Brighton some 5,000 years ago. By the later phases of the Bronze Age life had softened into a more gentle and civilised pattern, with agricultural communities living on scattered farms surrounded by their fields. Grazing for flocks was found on the comparatively bare tops of the downs, and the light scrub of gorse and bramble could be cleared fairly easily from the sides of the hills for their small-scale cultivation, and as well as more advanced forms of pottery man had developed skill in the casting of bronze and gold. Three bracelets, two of solid gold and one of bronze covered with gold, all of smooth and elegant form, were found in the remains of a settlement at Patcham, and three bronze armlets of a distinctive form, known as ‘Brighton loops’, were found at Falmer Black Rock.† All are now in the Brighton Museum. So also is the famous amber cup, carved from a single piece of translucent red amber, one of the most important of all Bronze Age relics in this country, which was found in 1856, together with the remains of a bronze dagger and other objects, in a round barrow at what is now Palmeira Avenue in Hove. The singing games that were played by the local children every Good Friday upon this burial mound since time immemorial may have been a survival of the original burial ceremonies or other ancient observances, perpetuated through folk memory. The person buried there must have been a person of some consequence, perhaps a chieftain of that rich Wessex culture which constructed Stonehenge about 1500 BC, to have had articles of such richness buried with him.


Hollingbury Camp, on the hill above Brighton on the road to Ditchling Beacon, is one of the great Iron Age hill forts of Sussex, and was built about 250 BC. Although its grassy ramparts may now easily be climbed, at one time they consisted of a wall of timbers with a deep ditch in front, unscalable without ladders. The Romans occupied the district, but their settlements were isolated. The site of a Roman farmhouse at the corner of Preston Road and Springfield Road, showing signs of having been burned, perhaps in a Saxon raid soon after the departure of the Romans, was excavated in 1877 and has provided important finds on two occasions since.*


The name of Brighton could hardly have been improved upon for a gay, sophisticated pleasure resort, and indeed its smart glittering sound makes it seem almost as though it had been specially invented in modern times. Its derivation, however, is of venerable antiquity. Before the nineteenth century the town was most generally known as Brightelmstone. The modern form of the name first occurs as early as 1660, in the reign of King Charles I, but it did not come into general use until the last years of the eighteenth century. The official use of the name Brighton dates from 1810, when this form was adopted by the Town Commissioners, but the old name continued to be used by the older people and in various documents until the 1850s. As many as forty or fifty variations of the earlier name are known.2 The most common versions of it are Brighthelmston, Brighthelmstead and Bright-Hampstead. In Domesday Book it is called Bristelmestune. The derivation of the name is uncertain enough to have given historians a wide field for speculation. Romantic conjecture has linked Brighthelmstone with a Bishop Brighthelm, who is said to have accompanied the Saxon army and died in battle in AD 693.3 Even more poetic imaginings have suggested a derivation from the ‘bright helm’ of one of the invaders. A more generally accepted, and more prosaic supposition is that the derivation is from the name ‘Beorthelm’s Tun’ or ‘Brithelm’s Tun’ – Beorthelm or Brithelm’s Farm.4


It would seem that the Anglo-Saxons were the first people to create an important settlement, several years after the landing of Aella and his three sons, Cymen, Wlencing and Cissa, near Selsey in AD 477.


The place had many advantages for the early Saxon settlers, with easy communications along the coast and by the sea, and in being sheltered by the Downs to the north from the cold winds and mists of the Weald. On the western side were low hills near the sea providing a dry place for dwellings to be built, but the whole of the central valley must have been a swampy area, for a bourn or intermittent river ran from a spring at Patcham that overflowed every winter. This stream, known as the Wellsbourne, was joined at the flat grassy expanse now called the Level, north of St Peter’s Church, by another bourn that flowed from the Lewes Road, and together they ran down the valley of the Steine to the sea, entering it at ‘the Poole’,5 which is now called Pool Valley.


It was undoubtedly because of the swampy nature of the land through the valley that the Level and the Steine were never built upon, and remained broad open spaces throughout the centuries, so that we now possess the mile-long chain of green gardens and lawns running from Park Crescent to the sea. In the time of the Prince of Wales he and the Duke of Marlborough caused a sewer to be laid down the Steine to take the Wellsbourne. Since the building of the railway and the waterworks at Patcham, the stream has overflowed very rarely, but in a very wet winter inundations still occur. The name Wellsbourne must be of ancient origin, for it was given to the Hundred – the subdivision of the county, having its own court of law – to which Brighthelmstone belonged.


The name of the Steine, the broad thoroughfare where the roads from London and Lewes join and run down to the sea, may be of Scandinavian origin, possibly Danish or Flemish, deriving from staene, meaning a place of stones.6 A number of stones which have been formed into the base of the Steine fountain, erected in 1846, may be the stones which had lain there since ancient times, and were traditionally supposed to have been arranged in a ‘Druids’ circle’. These sarsen stones or ‘greywethers’, so called because of the resemblance of their smooth shape to the forms of sheep, are weatherworn blocks of grey sandstone brought there by the action of glaciers, and were discovered by workmen digging trenches to lay gas pipes across the Steine in 1823.


In late Saxon times the first overlord of Brighton of whom there is any record is Wulnoth, who in 1008 commanded an English fleet which was sent to repel an invasion by the Danes. His son Godwin was created Earl of Kent, Surrey and Sussex for his services in fighting the Vandals in Denmark. At his death Brighton fell to Harold, who became King in 1065, but at the Norman conquest a year later the town, with other of his Sussex possessions, was granted by William of Normandy to William de Warenne, one of his generals, who afterwards married the Conqueror’s daughter Gundrada. About 1070 the Earl and his Countess made a pilgrimage to Rome and on the way visited the famous Benedictine monastery of Clugny in Burgundy. On their return they set up outside the walls of Lewes the great Priory of St Pancras which diffused education and the arts over the southern part of Sussex, fostering in particular the art of painting, of which survivals remain today in the churches of Clayton, near Brighton, and Hardham.


In the Domesday survey of 1086 Brighton and three manors are recorded in the entry for ‘Bristelmestune’. These were known as Brighthelmston-Lewes, because it was in the Barony of Lewes; Brighthelmston-Michelham, because it belonged to the Augustinian Priory at Michelham; and Brightelmston-Atlingworth. This last included the church of St Nicholas and was the paramount manor. The name Atlingworth survives today as a street name. Domesday Book records that the number of inhabitants was ninety. Each of the manors was assessed at a value of £12, and the town paid an annual rent of 4,000 herrings. This was a comparatively small number and could have been found by a few fishermen in a few days. The Brighton industry in those days was therefore presumably much smaller than at other places in Sussex. Iford and Southease, now tiny villages on the River Ouse near Newhaven, sent far bigger tributes.


By the early years of the fourteenth century Brighton was prosperous enough to support a market, and this was granted by charter of Edward II in 1313,7 together with a fair lasting three days at the feast of St Bartholomew the Apostle.


A small chantry or free chapel and priory dedicated to the saint was built some time in the twelfth century, and was served by two or three monks from the mother Priory at Lewes.* The name of the chapel survives today in that of the street on the north side of the Town Hall. The Priory was partly burned down in the French raid of 1514, but the remains were rebuilt and it became the residence of the Vicar of Brighton after the Reformation, and probably even before. It was then known as the Prior’s Lodge until it was demolished in 1790. At that time the earliest part of the building was judged by local antiquarians,8 in view of the style of architecture and of the decayed state of the timbers used, to have been erected not later than the end of the thirteenth century. What was undoubtedly the cemetery of the chapel was disturbed when some building operations were being carried on during the Regency period. The workmen discovered ancient remains of a number of bodies and, being overcome with commendable awe and reverence for the dead, refused to continue digging. They were only induced to go on with their work when the Vicar of Brighton, Mr Michell, was called in and assured them that there was no harm in disturbing the bones of these particular dead, for they were, he told the workmen, ‘nothing but rank papists’!


A few yards away to the north, where the Regent Arcade has now been built, was the site of a field or small farm called Mockbeggars Croft. Throughout England, in the many places where the word ‘Mockbeggars’ occurs, it is always connected with a farm or field of the Franciscan friars. Although they were begging friars, they were under no compulsion to beg, and in due time became a wealthy order. There is no other trace of such an order in the town apart from the name, but it seems there is a possibility that there was once a small house of the begging friars where now the glittering windows of fashionable jewellers, costumiers, hairdressers and perfume-sellers once more make a mock of beggary.


* = notes pp. 436–5; † = notes pp. 462
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A TOWN IN FLAMES


The appearance of Brighton early in the sixteenth century is recorded with fair accuracy on a drawing which is preserved in the British Museum.1 An engraving from the drawing is shown in the Brighton Museum. It is dated 1545, and purports to be a record of an attack made on Brighton in that year, but there has been much dispute on the subject, and it has been maintained that the drawing in fact depicts the raid made on Brighton in 1514, when the whole of the town was burned by the French.


The drawing is the earliest existing record of the layout and extent of Brighton in those days. The pattern of streets is so regular as to have given rise to the suggestion that the town was laid out on a chequerboard pattern like Winchelsea, Caernarvon and other towns planned in the time of Edward I.


The whole of the town, which is here called Brithampton, is contained within a square bounded on three sides by North Street, West Street and East Street. The Steine is the broad street running northwards at the east side of the town. Five rows of houses ran from north to south to the beach, where there was a double row of small houses, probably little more than hovels, that were the remains of South Street in the lower town on the beach where the fishermen lived. Most of them had been earlier swept away by incursions of the sea. Two ‘wynd-mylles’ stand on the north-eastern outskirts of the town.


The tiny village of Hove, with one street of houses and a church, is shown, and the coast west of the town is marked as ‘lowe all dangerous and wout (without) cliffs’. Between two of the central rows of houses appears a long field. This was the Hempshares, where hemp was grown for the making of the ropes and cordage that were essential for the fishing trade. Outside the town stands the parish church of St Nicholas on its little hill. It had been placed in this high position possibly for several reasons – as the most important building it was built on a dry site away from the marshy ground of the town valley, and could serve as a substantial refuge in the event of attack. Also being on a hill it would serve as a landmark for fishermen. Shown just outside the town to the east, near the bottom of the Steine, is the ‘towne fyre-cage’, or beacon, an open iron basket hanging by a chain from a yard-arm fixed to a post, in which the townspeople burned a highly inflammable substance, strongly impregnated with sulphur, called ‘strombolo’, which they picked up on the seashore.


It seems that the name was not given to this mysterious substance by English sailors who had, as Sir Osbert Sitwell suggests,2 voyaged to the Mediterranean and seen the flaming peak of Stromboli and smelt its volcanic vapours borne to them on the wind, but that it is of Flemish origin, deriving from ‘Stromballen’, meaning stream or tide-balls, from the fact that pieces of the substance are found floating on the water, having no doubt been washed out of deposits of sea-coal coming to the surface at the shore, and that the name was brought to England by Flemings, who according to the chronicler Holinshed, migrated to this country in AD 1107, in the time of Queen Matilda, who was herself a Fleming, after an inundation of their own country by the sea.


The presence of Flemings at Brighton is also supposed to have been confirmed by the Flemish character of the names of several old Brighton families, and by some technical terms connected with fishing, but it seems to have been established that any words of this sort of early origin are of Saxon derivation, or if of a later date, then brought to this country by Protestant immigrants from the Netherlands after the Reformation.


From the days of the prehistoric invaders of Britain, the immigrants from the Rhine and the Marne; from the time of the Romans, the Saxons and the Danes and up to the days of Napoleon and Hitler, Brighton has never been free of the fear of attack from the sea.


For some four hundred years after their subjugation by William the Conqueror and his Norman lords the people of Brighton enjoyed peace from raiders, but in the fourteenth century, when the hold of Britain upon her French possessions was weakening, raids were carried out on the English coast by the French in retaliation for the despoiling of their own countryside and towns by adventurers like Sir Edward Dalyngrigge, who with the treasure he had accumulated on the Continent returned to Sussex and built Bodiam Castle to protect the low-lying eastern part of the country from reprisals by the enemy. In 1377 the French raided, burnt and plundered most of the towns along the coast from Portsmouth to Hastings. They landed near Brighton at Rottingdean, and despite the bold stand made by the local ‘Watch and Ward’ forces, ravaged the countryside round about, and carried off as prisoner the Prior of Lewes himself, who like many another prelate in those days was accustomed to handling the mace as well as the crozier, and had placed himself at the head of the local armed forces.


When Henry VIII was pursuing his quarrels against Louis XII of France the ships of either side fought in the Channel and raids were carried out at night on either coast. The town of Brighton suffered the most grievous disaster in the whole of its history in one of these raids when one night in June 1514 the French landed on the coast and burnt the entire town, except for the church. This raid was first described by Edward Hall in his Chronicle of 1542.3 He tells how the attack was made by the French Admiral Pregent de Bideaux, a Knight of Rhodes, who was known in this country as Prior Jehane, or more familiarly to the English as ‘Prior Jhon’.*


It was this ‘great capitayne of the French navy who’, Hall wrote, ‘with his galeys and foysts charged with Grete basylyskes and other greate artilery, came on the border of Sussex and came a-land in the night at a poore village in Sussex called Bright-Helmstone’. The galleys and foysts were small vessels, the latter usually with sixteen oars a side, each pulled by two men, but it would seem that there must have been larger ships also for the ‘grete basylyskes and other greate artilery’. The account continues:


and or the watche could him escry, he sett fyre on the towne and toke such poore goodys as he founde. Then the watche fyred the bekyns, and people began to gather; which seyenge; Prior Jhon sowned his trompett to call his men aborde; and by that time it was day. Then VI archers which kept watche folowed Prior Jhon to the sea and shott so fast that they bett the galeymen from the shore; and Prior Jhon himselfe waded to his foyst, and th’ Englishmen went into the water after; but they were put back with pickes, or else they had entered the foyst; but they shott so fast that they wounded many in the foyst; and Prior Jhon was shott in the face with an arrow and was like to have dyed. And therefore he offered his image of wax before Our Lady of Bolleyn [Boulogne] with the English arrow in the face for a myracle.


The chronicler Holinshed, writing much later, describes the same incident, with the additional detail that Prior Jhon lost one of his eyes.4 Brighton was almost completely destroyed, except for the church on the hill. Most of the houses must have been of wood, many of them probably tarred, and they would therefore have burnt down rapidly. The ancient Priory of St Bartholomew almost completely disappeared, leaving little more than a name behind. Thus nothing survives of medieval Brighton, except the pattern of its streets, which is preserved in the layout of the narrow alleys of The Lanes.


The date of 1514 for the burning of Brighton is confirmed by one of the State Papers, dated from Calais 5th June 1514, which speaks of arrangements for a raid to be carried out in France ‘in revenge for the burning of Brighthelmstone’. This punitive expedition was led by Sir John Wallop of Hampshire, a soldier and diplomatist who had accompanied Sir Edward Howard on the gallant but unsuccessful attempt which he made to destroy the French naval base of Brest. Holinshed5 wrote of Wallop’s expedition: ‘The lord admerall offended with this proud part of the Frenchmen, in making such attempt on the English coasts, sent Sir John Wallop to the sea with divers ships, which sailing to the coast of Normandie, landed there, and burnt one and twenty villages and townes.’


There is evidence that another raid or an attempt at one was made by the French in 1545. In that year the French carried out a heavy attack on the Isle of Wight and Portsmouth, in the course of which the great English ship the Mary Rose capsized and sank. It is this raid of 1545 that purports to be the subject of the drawing of a French attack on Brighton which is preserved at the British Museum, and in which the town is shown as being burned by the French. The drawing is dated by an inscription, ‘1545 Julye 37. Hen.VIII’, and much confusion has been caused thereby as to the exact year in which the burning of Brighton took place. Holinshed described this later attack also, but it does not seem conceivable that his account was connected with any raid so disastrously successful and complete that the whole of the town was then burned to the ground. He wrote:


In 37 Hen. 8th, 1545, July the 18th, the admiral of France, Mons. Donebatte, hoisted up sails, and with his whole navy (which consisted of 200 ships and 26 gallies) came forth onto the seas, and arrived on the coast of Sussex, before Bright Hampstead, and set certain of his soldiers on land to burn and spoil the country, but the beacons were fired and the inhabitants thereabouts came down so thick, that the Frenchmen were driven to their ships with loss of divers of their numbers, so that they did little hurt there.


In some respects, especially with regard to the firing of the beacons, and the townspeople forcing the French back to their ships, Holinshed’s account of the 1545 raid resembles his own story and Hall’s description of the attack of 1514, except for the fact of the burning of the town, but the Admiral on this occasion is not Pregent, but ‘Donebatte’ or Donnebault. In the drawing an inscription written near the foot of the Steyne states: ‘Here landed the Galeyes.’ Nearby is ‘The towne fyre-cage’ which has given warning of the attack to the beacon at the north-west of the town. Out at sea are twelve large men of war, and the inscription states: ‘Thesse grete Shippes rydeng hard abord shore by shoting into the hille valleys out the towne sore oppresse the towne that the Country dare not adventure to rescue it.’* This last statement would again seem to suggest that it refers to the attack of 1514, when the French were not prevented from investing the town and firing all the houses.


It was suggested by Dr James Gairdner6 that in fact the drawing does not represent the attack of 1545 but the raid of 1514, since it shows the burning of the town, and he was moreover of the opinion that the date 1545 had been put in at a later time by someone believing that the drawing represented the later attack and that the burning took place at that time.* Doctor Gairdner even went so far as to question whether the attack of 1545 ever took place at all, and later historians have repeated this assertion. It does not seem likely, however, that Holinshed would have described a second attack, with the positive assertion that the French ‘did little hurt’, unless there was sound evidence of the fact.


The important question arises as to the reason for the making of this drawing, and for its preservation in official records. It would seem most probable that it was made to illustrate and support a petition from the people of Brighthelmstone to be given the means of defending their town from foreign attack, and that it was some such petition as this that resulted eventually in the building of the battery with cannon at Brighton.


When the town was rebuilt after the burning by the French, the new houses were in many places re-erected on the site of the old, and it is indeed possible that some of the ancient flint and pebble walls of buildings in The Lanes, in parts of great thickness, and some large ancient fireplaces, may date back to medieval times, but most of the houses date from the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries.


Because of the attacks on Brighton made by the French it was decided to provide some defences for the town, and in 1559 the Lord of the Manor made over to the inhabitants a piece of land7 on the shore for the building of a blockhouse or small fort. It was erected on the cliff near the southern end of Middle Street and consisted of a circular building, 50 feet in diameter, 18 feet high, with walls 7 or 8 feet thick, in which there were arched recesses for keeping powder and shot. In front was the ‘gun-garden’, somewhat poetically named for a place of such stern purpose. In it were four pieces of ‘great iron ordnance’ sent from the Tower of London, besides ten qualivers or small cannon which were provided by the inhabitants.


Nearby to the east stood the town house, with a dungeon beneath it for the imprisonment of malefactors, and above it a turret containing the town clock. At the same time as the blockhouse a massive wall with embrasures for guns was built, extending as far as East Street in one direction and beyond West Street in another. There were four gates in the wall: the East Gate; Portall Gate; Middle Gate, or the Gate of All Nations; and the West Gate.8 These were obviously intended to control the various gaps or clefts in the cliffs down which the houses on the beach were reached by sloping ways descending westwards, and which would have given easy access to the upper town for an invader. One is tempted to wonder why the Middle Gate should sometimes have been known by the romantic name of the Gate of All Nations. Was it through this gate that persons landing on the shore from countries across the water were required to enter, passing perhaps before some sort of port warden or customs officer? There is no explanation in any of the chronicles of Brighton.


In the year 1587, when it was known that the Spaniards were fitting out a fleet to attack England, the two Deputy Lieutenants of Sussex made a survey of the fortifications and stores of ammunition, but the Armada did not appear in the Channel until the following year. Because of neglect, the fortifications were gradually undermined by the sea, especially by the great storms of 1703 and 1705, which finally swept away the part of the town beneath the cliff, until the gun-garden in front of the blockhouse and the defensive wall with its gates were completely destroyed.


By 1726 it had become necessary to guard the edge of the cliff with a paling. The fort itself endured a little longer, but in 1761 half of it had fallen below the cliff, and eventually the whole of the ruins were removed.


The East Gate remained until the year 1777, and was then taken down to make room for a battery of guns at the bottom of East Street. It was this battery that was to distinguish itself some years later in firing salutes of welcome to various Royal visitors to the town, but unhappily with disastrous results to the artillerymen.
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FISHERMEN AND TOWNSMEN


The blockhouse had been erected ‘in warlike manner by the fishermen with the profites of the quarter-share’ from fishing, but in 1579 the fishermen petitioned the Privy Council for relief from what they considered was a burdensome proportion of the cost of defence, in which they held the landsmen should share. Accordingly the Privy Council in 1580 appointed two Commissioners, Lord Buckhurst and Richard Shelley, under the Earl of Arundel to investigate the complaints of the fishermen, who were ordered to meet and ‘sette down in writynge their auncient customs and orders’. By this time the fishing industry in Brighton had reached its highest level and it was then estimated that the town possessed eighty fishing boats, 400 mariners and 10,000 nets. Since late medieval times the town of Great Yarmouth had come to be of increasing importance as the centre of the herring fishery because of its nearness to the fishing grounds of the North Sea. Since before the Conquest, the herring had been one of the staple articles of English diet and the extent to which it dominated our economy is almost comparable to the importance of sheep farming in later times. Boats sailed to Yarmouth from the Cinque Ports and from all along the South Coast, from France and from the Netherlands. It is not to be wondered at that disputes frequently broke out between the Yarmouth men and the visitors, who were regarded as robbing the natives of the harvest of their own sea. Boats were destroyed and lives were lost in these quarrels, but at length the Yarmouth folk passed a number of by-laws forbidding the sale of herrings by any people but her own inhabitants within a radius of fourteen miles. The Brighton fishermen strove for a time to circumvent these orders, but at length they were compelled to sell their fish only as hirelings of the Yarmouth men. By 1609 their prosperity had begun sadly to decline, and a petition was sent by the Brighton men complaining of the way in which they, together with the fishermen of other counties, had been oppressed and were likely to be ruined. By the early years of the eighteenth century, however, the Brighton fishery had revived considerably.


When the Brighton fishermen came to draw up their ‘Auncient Customs’ in 1580 they described how the fishing industry was based on a number of seasonal voyages in search of fish called Fares (after the Dutch fahr), each of which was named in accordance with the fishing grounds to be visited or the type of boat used.1


The value of a catch was divided into a number of places, ranging from about thirty down to about ten, varying always according to the number of men employed and the number of hooks used. From one-half to three and a half shares went to the maintenance of the boat, the men usually took one share each, and almost invariably a share each went to the Vicar, to the town and the master of the boat. The disputes had arisen chiefly over the payment of a quarter-share after every voyage to the churchwarden of Brighton to be used in the building of forts and walls for the defence of the town, for shot and powder, for the entertainment of soldiers in time of war, and ‘other public service of the prince’, and maintenance of the parish church. This practice was confirmed by the Commissioners and provision was made for contributions of money from the farming folk and artisans also for the benefit of the town. These rates ranged from 4d to 3s 4d a year. A new body was also set up for the future government of the town, particularly for the keeping of order, and for the licensing of lodging and ‘tipling’ houses. This body was known as ‘The Twelve’, as it was composed of ‘the ancientist, gravest and wisest inhabitants, eight fishermen and fower landsmen for assistants to the Constable in every public cause’. All these ordinances were inscribed in black letter on parchment in The Book of All the Auncient Customs, dated 23rd July in the 22nd year of Elizabeth. The signatures of the Commissioners were followed by those of the principal inhabitants. Many of them could not write, but they appended their own personal marks. Some of these represented the trades of the various signatories; for example, a ships’ carpenter’s sign was a hatchet; that of a wheelwright a wheel, and that of a millwright a windmill. Most of the others seem quite arbitrary, but inasmuch as some of the signs resemble Icelandic runes, there would seem to be fresh material for conjecture by some scholarly historian regarding the Scandinavian origin of many of the Brighton residents.


In the year 1618 the landsmen and fishermen met and agreed upon a revision of the Auncient Customs. The share of the landsmen towards the charges of the town was now settled at one-half of the sum raised by the fishermen’s quarter-share, and the two parties agreed upon the various charges to be made for the maintenance of the church, the lights on the fire-cage and the setting-forth of the soldiers and sailors for warlike operations. No one was allowed to apply to the Justices of the Peace for an ale-house licence without the consent of The Twelve.


By the end of the seventeenth century there were more than fifty mackerel boats operating from Brighton, but during the next thirty years the number was reduced by half. Brighton had its own characteristic type of fishing boat, the Hog-boat or ‘Hoggie’, which was developed in a form that was especially suited to the particular conditions existing on our coast. They had a great deal of beam in proportion to their length, and so were not easily capsized, and could manoeuvre and turn quickly when dealing with nets. At the same time they drew very little water and were thus able to be beached easily. Because of their shallow draught they were easily blown to windward when sailing, and to prevent this they were fitted with lee-boards, a device of Dutch origin, consisting of triangular boards hung on to the sides of the boat, which could be let down into the water to provide resistance to sideways motion. The last of the ‘Hoggies’ was burnt at a 5th November bonfire, rather curiously, because it is usually believed by seamen that it is unlucky to burn a boat. A fine old model of a Hog-boat is preserved by the Brighton Museum in its branch collection at The Grange, Rottingdean.


For several centuries bitter feuds existed between the fishermen and the landsmen, the latter consisting mostly of farming people and artisans. At one time the fisherfolk lived almost entirely below the cliffs, but as the foreshore disappeared in the encroachments of the sea they were compelled to move on to the higher land. It is believed that the fisher people built the houses of East Street and West Street, while the landsmen built the streets in between and North Street, which bordered on the farming lands beyond the town.


The layout of the arable fields had an important effect on the development of the town after the early nineteenth century. Up to that time they were still being farmed. They were divided into five great fields known to the inhabitants as ‘tenantry laines’. (They are not to be confused with the narrow alleys called The Lanes in the centre of Brighton.) These five fields were called West Laine, North Laine, Hilly Laine, Little Laine and East Laine. In 1738 they covered an extent of 921 acres and were held by twenty-five persons. The Laines were divided into furlongs separated from each other by narrow tracks called leakways, running from east to west, and these were connected by other tracks called paul-pieces, running from north to south. As builders bought up the land furlong by furlong, the leakways became main streets and the paul-pieces side roads. St James’s Street, Gloucester Road and North Street are examples of the former, while Upper Gardner Street and High Street are instances of the latter. The pattern of streets thus imposed on the modern town, with the principal streets running either due north and south or directly east and west, has become less of a disadvantage in modern traffic conditions than if the streets of Brighton had been laid out for the greatest convenience to foot and horse-drawn traffic, following the contours of the hills in easy gradients but by a winding course. Straight roads, even though they may be fairly steep, are more satisfactory for modern transport.




4


THE ROYAL ESCAPE


‘Happy are the people who have no history’ we are told in an ancient proverb, and after the nightmare horror of the burning of Brighton the townspeople seem to have enjoyed a comparatively uneventful existence, to judge from the unsensational character of the few records that exist, until the coming of the Civil War, when Brighton cannot have been exempt from the agonies of that struggle in which father was estranged from son, brother from brother. Arundel Castle in the west of Sussex changed hands several times in the course of the war, the last time after a bombardment that made it a ruin for centuries, followed by the destruction of the Earl of Arundel’s wonderful collection of art treasures, and Bodiam Castle in the east suffered ‘slighting’ by the Roundheads after a short display of resistance. With no great houses of any consequence in their midst, the humble fisherfolk and landsmen of Brighton seem to have favoured the Parliamentarian cause more than that of the King, but he had some loyal supporters amongst the local landowners and the more substantial traders. For a few hours in the year 1651 the stage of history was lit as by the fitful light of torches to reveal Brighton as the scene of an episode of no little import for the course of the English monarchy, when King Charles II escaped to France from Brighton after his defeat by Cromwell at the Battle of Worcester. The story of the King’s escape is gathered from several narratives, but chiefly from the account of Colonel Gounter, a Sussex gentleman who led the King’s party during the last stages of the adventure, and from the book called Miraculum Basilikon, or the Royal Miracle, which was compiled principally from the King’s own story.


For six weeks after the lost battle Charles Stuart had eluded his pursuers, only narrowly escaping recognition and arrest on many occasions. One attempt to cross to France by boat from Charmouth in Dorset had failed, through the seamen taking fright at the last moment. The King was accompanied in his wanderings by Lord Wilmot, who was the only one of his followers whom he had not dismissed after the lost battle. Wilmot, who was travelling under the name of ‘Mr Barlow’, sought the help of Colonel Gounter of Racton near Chichester, a loyal landowner who it was supposed might know where a boat could be hired. The Colonel approached a merchant of his acquaintance, Francis Mansel, who because of his trading contacts with France seemed most likely to be able to help. He was told the passage was required for two friends who had to fly the country because of a duel, and £50 was offered as the price for the passage. Gounter was introduced by Mansel to Nicholas Tettersell of Brighthelmstone, the owner of a little coal brig called the Surprise, then lying off Shoreham half laden, and it was eventually agreed that for £60 the Colonel’s friends should be set on the coast of France. The ship was to be ready to sail with very little warning, and for the sake of secrecy it was moved away from Shoreham into the mouth of the River Adur. During these negotiations the King had been in hiding near Salisbury, and he now began his journey towards Brighton, wherever possible riding along the trackways of the Downs through Hampshire and western Sussex in order to avoid encountering danger. While passing by Arundel Castle they ran full tilt into Captain Morley, the Parliamentarian Governor, but they dismounted and hid their faces against their horses and were not recognised. On entering Bramber they found the town full of soldiers, but the Colonel advised on riding boldly through them, and again they were not suspected. Gounter then decided to press on to Brighton alone to make sure that the town was safe, and promised to send word to Charles when this was so. The King was to find a quiet place nearby at which to stay in the meantime. Gounter found Brighton empty of soldiers and took the best rooms at The George Inn. It has been much disputed as to where this inn stood. For many years it was believed that the ‘King’s Head’ in West Street was the inn, and that its name was changed at the Restoration. Fanny Burney, writing in her diary in 1778 from Brighthelmstone, says ‘Mrs Thrale’s house is at the court end of the town, exactly opposite to the King’s Head, where Charles II stayed just before his escape to France.* I fail not to look at it with loyal satisfaction,’ she continues, ‘and his black-wigged majesty has from the time of its restoration been its sign.’ It was discovered, however, that this inn was known as ‘The George’ as late as 1745, so its name was not changed at the Restoration but long after, and furthermore, in town records of the time of the King’s escape, the house was not mentioned as being an inn at all.


There was an inn called ‘The George’ recorded as being in Middle Street in 1656, and for long it was believed that this was where the King must have stayed.1 In 1926, however, a handsomely engrossed Brighton document, which had been known of for many years but which had been lost to sight for some time, once more came to light and was deposited in the Library of the Sussex Archaeological Society at Lewes.2 This document, known as the Rentall of Brighthelmstone Manor, drawn up by Charles Goodwin, one of the stewards of the manor, in 1665, has an entry which revealed that in that year an inn called the ‘Ould George’ stood on the site of the ‘King’s Head’ in West Street. Presumably it ceased to be an inn some time later when the new ‘George Inn’ was opened in Middle Street. It is even possible that the innkeeper of the ‘Ould George’ gave up the inn soon after the escape for fear of being held to blame for assisting the King. Thus the traditional site of the inn where Charles II stayed in Brighton as being in West Street was re-established.


Soon after Colonel Gounter arrived at the inn he was joined by the King, together with Lord Wilmot, who had not found a suitable place to rest outside Brighton, and had decided to follow on without delay. A little later they were joined by Francis Mansel and Captain Tettersell. Throughout the evening the King alone seemed cheerful and unperturbed, although Gounter felt that majesty was so natural to the King ‘that even when he said nothing, did nothing, his very lookes (if a man observed) were enough to betray him’. And indeed that striking appearance seemed to defy all disguise, the extremely tall figure, the dark hair, heavy features, sallow complexion, and above all the drooping mouth with protuberant lower lip framed between two deeply etched lines from the nostrils, making up a likeness that must have been stamped upon the mind of almost everyone in England. Indeed, the King had earlier noticed that Tettersell was observing him very closely, and after a while the Captain complained to Mansel that he had not been fairly dealt with, for although the merchant had given him a fair price for the passage, he had not been frank enough to tell him the identity of his passenger. ‘For he is the King, and I very well know him to be so,’ and added, ‘for he took my ship, with other fishing-vessels from Brighthelmstone in the year 1648.’ He had reason to be in the King’s debt, for after being commandeered his ship had been let go again, although he omitted to mention this. He also reminded Mansel that a reward of £1,000 was offered to anyone assisting in the discovery of the King, but protested his loyalty, saying, ‘Be not troubled at it, for I think I do God and my country good service in preserving the King, and by the grace of God I will venture my life and all for him, set him safely on shore, if I can, in France.’ The King’s friends, although made uneasy by this outburst, felt they must trust the man, but were rapidly becoming more and more anxious, and both Gounter and the King asked Tettersell when he could be ready. The Captain replied that his ship was aground and would have to wait for the tide, also that the wind was contrary, but the King opened the window and pointed out that it had changed in their favour. Gounter now offered Tettersell another £10 if he would leave that night, but the Captain maintained it was impossible, although he offered to get his crew aboard in readiness for departure.


Tettersell’s strongly professed loyalty did not prevent his now raising one difficulty after another. He demanded that his boat must be insured for £200, to which Gounter impatiently agreed, but the sailor insisted that a bond should be drawn up to this effect. Gounter now threatened to find a boat elsewhere, but the King interposed, reminding Tettersell that a gentleman’s word was as good as a bond, especially, he added somewhat cynically, when given before witnesses. Eventually, as Gounter wrote later, ‘the man’s stomach came down’ and he maintained that ‘carrie them he would, whatever became of it, and before he would be taken he would run his boat under the water’. Tettersell now insisted on going home to collect some necessities, although the King’s friends were loath to let the sailor out of their sight. The attempted flight from Charmouth had been frustrated because the boatman had returned home, and had been shut up in his room by his wife, who feared the consequences of helping the King. Tettersell was eventually allowed to leave in order to gather together his crew, who consisted of four men and a boy. He also returned home for a bottle of spirits to nerve him for the dangerous enterprise ahead, and for a clean shirt, which was apparently his one contribution to the historical solemnity of the occasion. Taking this was the signal to his wife of a most unusual and unquestionably exalted circumstance, and she immediately concluded that the passenger whom her husband was to convey could be no less a person than the King. However, the lady proved to be no less loyal than her husband and charged him to deliver the King to safety, declaring that she would not care afterwards if she and her children had to beg their living.


At The George Inn the King and Lord Wilmot were lying down in their clothes to snatch a rest, until two o’clock, when Colonel Gounter aroused them. Horses waiting at the back of the inn took them to the beach, and to Shoreham, where the Surprise lay aground. The King and Lord Wilmot then took their leave of Colonel Gounter and Francis Mansel and climbed aboard, where they rested in the little cabin of the ship until the tide rose and they were afloat. By seven o’clock the ship was making for the open sea. Her usual port was Poole, and so as not to arouse suspicion on the part of any possible watchers, Tettersell kept at first a course in that direction. Colonel Gounter followed along the coast on horseback, keeping them in sight all day, every moment fearing that some mishap might occur, when suddenly late in the afternoon the Surprise altered course, her sails vanished over the horizon and Gounter turned his horse’s head for home. The King must now be safe, but the faithful Colonel had not finished his reckoning with Tettersell. Upon the Surprise the King sat on deck, dressed in his disguise as a Puritan, and when the captain rebuked one of the crew for staring at their passenger the man retired muttering, ‘Surely a cat may look at a king.’ As we shall see later, it is probable that at least one member of the crew had a very shrewd idea of the identity of their mysterious passenger.


The wind held steadily until the following morning, when about ten o’clock the ship reached Fécamp on the coast of Normandy, and the King was put ashore in a little boat. Almost immediately a squall arose so suddenly that the Captain was compelled to cut his cable and lose his anchor in order to get away from that dangerous coast to the safety of the open sea. A day or two later Tettersell was at Chichester, where he sought out Colonel Gounter and made him pay £8 in compensation for the loss of his anchor and cable. Gounter heard later that two hours after he had left Brighton a party of soldiers had arrived searching for ‘a tall, black man six feet and two inches high’, and before many more days had passed almost every person in England had heard of the town of Brighthelmstone.


Tettersell bided his time and upon the return of Charles to England in 1660 sailed his ship up the Thames and moored it opposite the King’s palace at Whitehall, decorated from stem to stern with bunting and with the ship’s name altered to The Royal Escape in fresh bright lettering, so as to attract as much attention as possible and to leave no doubt in anyone’s mind as to the part the vessel had played in the drama of the King’s preservation. The ship under its new name was taken into the English fleet as an unarmed ‘smack’, and Tettersell was given an appointment as Captain in charge of The Royal Escape and later of a larger ship called The Monk, which carried out various escort duties, including on one occasion attending a convoy to Lisbon.3 It appears from various State Papers that Tettersell was on one occasion reprimanded for losing some small boats, and was eventually dismissed from the service in 1667 for his behaviour during a naval engagement, the details of which have not come down to us.


In 1663 Tettersell had been given a pension of £100 a year, which was to be continued for his son and daughter if they lived after him. Colonel Gounter died before the Restoration, and by 1662 his widow was in some financial straits. After two petitions to the Crown she was granted a pension of £200 a year for twenty-one years and the King himself wrote to the headmaster of Winchester School asking that the Colonel’s son should be admitted as a scholar.4 Francis Mansel was appointed ‘Customer Inward’ at the Port of Southampton for £60 a year, but in 1661, after petitioning the King that this small salary did not cover his expenses, he was granted a pension of £200 a year, by which it appeared that his services had been valued above those of Tettersell. But possibly through the action of officials rather than of Charles himself, the pension was not paid after the first year, and Mansel petitioned the Crown again, pointing out that after the King’s flight he had been outlawed and unable to pursue his business, whereupon the pension was restored.5 Mansel lived at one time, if not at the time of the King’s escape then after the Restoration, at The Grange, Ovingdean, an ancient and picturesque village in the Downs near Brighton. In Harrison Ainsworth’s highly romantic novel called Ovingdean Grange the King is described as spending the night before his escape at that house, but, as we have seen, it was in Brighton at The George Inn that Charles stayed.


The Royal Escape was eventually released from the Navy and continued for some years to be moored in the Thames and to be visited as an object of curiosity, but as public discontent with the King’s manner of life increased, and popular interest in the legend of his flight declined, the ship was moved downriver, till it ended up in the naval shipyard at Deptford, where at last in the year 1791 it was broken up for firewood.


Upon his dismissal from the Navy, Tettersell retired to Brighton, where for the rest of his life he strove to repair the damage caused to his self-conceit through his disgrace by the most odious behaviour to all with whom he came in contact. In 1670 he became High Constable of Brighton, a position in which he was able to exercise the full force of his malevolent nature, especially in his persecution of Quakers and other nonconformists. On one occasion, being annoyed by the smallness of a fine imposed by the magistrates on some Quakers who had been convicted on false evidence of his own, he broke into a warehouse belonging to one of the Quakers, took away sixty bags of salt and sold them for his own benefit. Although the modest rank and small honours he had attained had been of little consequence in the metropolis, and had of late been discredited, they still enabled him to cut something of a figure in Brighton. One person whom he is said to have persecuted with special malevolence was Anthony Smith, who had been landlord of ‘The George’ where Charles had stayed before his escape. He seems to have given up the inn after the flight of the King, desiring perhaps not to call attention to himself for fear of punishment, and it may be for this reason that the identification of the inn in later times became so difficult. Smith continued in business instead as the principal maker of ropes and cordage to the Brighton fishermen.


Tettersell seems to have been actuated by the bitterest malice against Smith, fearing that he might be compelled to share with him the glory of having helped the King, whereas, in fact, Smith had been content to recognise his sovereign and to proclaim his loyalty in the humblest fashion, without ever presuming afterwards to claim any reward.


In 16706 Tettersell acquired a property ‘containing by estimation one road the Old Shipp & in the Hempshares’. This was undoubtedly the Old Ship Hotel, which is the oldest hostelry in Brighton. The earliest record of it, dated 1559, is the first for any inn in Brighton, and its beginnings may go back to early Tudor times. The origin of its name is uncertain, but it most probably derives from the inn having been constructed, at least in part, from the timbers of an old vessel. A piece of carved timber which appears to have been part of a ship’s stern for many years formed part of the entrance to the stables. It has, in fact, been supposed that this carved beam came from The Royal Escape when that vessel was broken up, but as this event did not take place until 1791, more than a century after the death of Tettersell, it seems hardly likely that anyone at that date would have had sufficient interest in the matter to have gone to the very great trouble of obtaining the beam from the shipbreaker’s and bringing it by the long and difficult journey to Brighton. Whatever its origin may be, the beam was eventually given to the Brighton Museum, where it may still be seen hanging on one of the walls. It is probably from a vessel of earlier date than The Royal Escape, one perhaps that may have been wrecked upon the shore at Brighton. Tettersell died in 1674, and was buried in the churchyard of St Nicholas, where the tombstone of himself and his wife may be seen bearing a fulsome and grandiloquent inscription apparently written by his son, who is also buried there. The lettering on the stone is now damaged and difficult to decipher, but as far as it is possible to tell, reads as follows:


Within this marble Monument doth lie


Approved faith, honour, and loyalty;


In this cold clay he hath now ta’en up his station,


Who once preserved the church, the crowne, and nation!


When Charles the Greate was nothing but a breath,


This valiant soul stept ’tween him and death:


Usurper’s threats, nor tyrant rebels’ frowne,


Could not affright his duty to the crowne;


Which glorious act of his, for church and state,


Eight Princes, on one day, did gratulate –


Professing all to him in debt to bee,


As all the world are to his memory;


Since earth could not reward the worth him given,


He now receives it from the King of Heaven.


In the same chest one jewel more you have,


The partner of his virtues, bed, and grave.
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FAITH AND FANATICISM


A remarkable sequel to the escape of Charles II from Brighton was the intervention of the mate of Tettersell’s ship to bring about the release from prison of the author of The Pilgrim’s Progress together with some other dissenters. Thomas Carver, mate of the Surprise, who was a Quaker, had recognised the King during the crossing, and assured him of his loyalty. When they reached France it was Carver who rowed him in a small boat near the shore and carried him on his back through the waves to the land. On returning from a voyage to the West Indies many years later Carver found that several hundred of his fellow Quakers had been imprisoned for their religious beliefs. Knowing of Carver’s encounter with the King, two leaders of the Society of Friends, Whitehead and Moore, entreated him to seek an interview with the King to plead their cause. Charles immediately recognised Carver and asked why he had not been to claim his reward before. Carver replied that his satisfaction had been in relieving a man in distress and now he desired nothing but that the King should set his friends at liberty. He showed Charles a list of over a hundred people who had been in prison for six years. The King complained that there were so many troublesome dissenters and that the country gentlemen pestered him about the activities of the Quakers. Even if he released them they would be back in prison within six months. However, the King said he was willing to release any six whom Carver cared to name, whereupon the sailor exploded with the retort: ‘What! Six poor Quakers for a King’s ransom?’ This blunt answer delighted the King so much that he promised to examine the matter and asked Carver to see him again. A second interview resulted in a pardon being granted for no less than 471 Quakers and twenty other dissenters by a Royal Proclamation which is still preserved at the headquarters of the Society of Friends in London. Amongst those who were freed at this time was John Bunyan, who had written his immortal work while imprisoned in Bedford Jail. It might be thought somewhat strange, nonetheless, that Carver should have been loyal to the King, and did not betray him to the Roundheads before the escape, because during the Commonwealth the Quakers had been relieved of persecution by General Monk, in an order instructing his soldiers ‘to forbear to disturb the peaceable meetings of the Quakers, they doing nothing prejudicial to the Parliament of England’.


Quite possibly Carver had little regard for the political quarrel between the Royalists and the Puritans, and his sympathy for a human being in distress, who was about to achieve his liberty at the end of a long pursuit, triumphed over any narrow sectarian loyalties that might have stood in his way. Such tolerance and compassion was by no means general amongst the religious folk of those times. It seems possible that Richard Carver was a descendant of Derek Carver, who a hundred years or so earlier had been the first person to suffer martyrdom for the Protestant cause during the persecutions of Queen Mary. Derek Carver was a Fleming by birth who had come to this country to find refuge from the Catholic persecutions in the Netherlands. He had become the owner of the Black Lion Brewery, named after the Black Lion of Flanders, which gave its name to Black Lion Street, where the building stands. The brewery site was re-developed, the original wall being demolished and reconstructed with the memorial plaque in 1974. A wind vane in the form of the Black Lion, of eighteenth-century date, still stands above the building, having been restored recently.


Derek Carver must have been one of the most substantial citizens of the town, for he was the only one who undersigned the document of the ‘Auncient Customs’, prefixing his signature with ‘Mr’. One night at the end of October 1554, Carver was at prayer in his house with some friends who shared his Protestant views when they were arrested by the county magistrate, Edward Gage of Firle Place, near Lewes, and sent to Newgate. After lying in prison for over seven months, they were examined as to their religious doctrines and sentenced to be burnt. Carver was brought to Lewes for the execution and ascended the pyre with great courage by himself. Then he spoke to the people, saying he had forsaken all to follow Christ, and as the fire was lit he flung his Bible into the crowd.*


Stephen Gratwicke of Brighton was put to death at Southwark in 1557 and was not even allowed the consolation of a Bible during several years’ imprisonment, the Bishop of Winchester forbidding it, saying ‘because you will damme your soule with the Word, therefore you shall not have it!’ There must have been many people in those days who were revolted by the religious persecutions of both sides, and who felt that nothing could be further from the teachings of Christ or less pleasing to God than the burnings and tortures that went on, but remembering this we can understand the difficulties of humane people in Nazi Germany, who dared not speak out against the persecution of the Jews and the horrors of the concentration camps for fear of punishment by the authorities. In 1658 John Pullot, a Quaker of Brighton, was whipped and given six months’ imprisonment for raising his voice against the priest in the ‘Steeple-house’, as a church was called in those days.1 Devout Christians coming from church one Sunday in Brighton carrying their prayer books burst in at the house of William Gold, where a Protestant meeting was being held, and flung filth upon the people there and beat them. Marjery Causton and her daughter when coming from a Quaker meeting were attacked and the girl ‘cruelly stoned and wounded in the face …’ and her blood spilt to such a degree that her persecutors boasted that they had killed a Quaker. When Richard Pratt complained to the Lewes justices that he and his friends had been stoned at Brighton and asked their protection for innocent people he was whipped and sent to the House of Correction for hard labour.


Persecutions of this kind continued until General Monk, the Parliamentarian leader, issued the order permitting ‘peaceable meetings of the Quakers’, which has already been mentioned, and ever since then Brighton has been an important stronghold of the Society of Friends, who eventually received support from King George IV, and whose meeting house today is an important centre of the religious and cultural life of the town.
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TERRORS AND JOYS OF THE SEA


There are many records of the existence of a Port of Brighton, and it has been suggested1 that when the foreshore extended farther seawards there was a spit of land which ran into the sea, and that a creek was thus formed extending into Pool Valley and the Steine, forming a safe anchorage. But if this ever existed at all it must have been changed by the incursions of the sea early in the sixteenth century, for the drawing of the attack on Brighthelmstone in 1514 shows no sign of a creek or harbour.


At times in the past Pool Valley has been deep in water from the sea or from the Wellsbourne, and it is recorded that in November 1723 ‘a pretty large Vessel was by ye violence of the wind and tide carried into the Pool’. In later times, and probably earlier, most landings at Brighton from large craft were made in small boats. Moreover, since early in the thirteenth century and even as late as the early nineteenth, Shoreham with its long harbour inlet was regarded as coming within the limits of Brighton, and from a maritime point of view the two places were often regarded as one. It is possible that in Saxon times, under Wulnoth, the inhabitants were called upon to provide ships to repel the Danish invaders, and from 1301 onwards there are records of men and ships being summoned from Shoreham, Hove and Brighton for the King’s service. It was not until Tudor times that a regular Royal Navy was established. In 1558 and 1565, Brighthelmstone is named in the official list of seaports of England where measures were to be taken for the suppression of piracy. Early in the days of Charles I the Brighton fishermen were sending petitions to Parliament complaining of the ravages committed on their vessels by the pirates of Dunkirk. One petition stated that twenty-eight or thirty vessels, fishing in the North Sea, were seized by the Dunkirkers, and the crews put on shore to shift for themselves. In the year 1628 a French man-of-war captured ‘five barks of Brighthelmstone’ laden with wheat. Two Brighton vessels were therefore granted letters of marque to capture pirates. Two years later the men of Brighton were revenged. One Sunday in February 1630 a warship of Dunkirk of 160 tons, with seventy-eight men and ten guns, was chased by English ships and driven on shore at Brighton. The inhabitants stormed the ship, broke it to pieces and mounted the ten guns in the blockhouse. Nothing is told of the fate of the seventy-eight men, but it seems probable that the townspeople, with the burning of Brighton still smouldering in their memory, were little inclined to mercy. In 1570 Brighton had the largest vessel in Sussex, The Bartholomew of 60 tons, probably so named in memory of the chapel and Priory that had been burned by the French.


It is a remarkable circumstance that the appearance of Brighton, as it were the physiognomy of its seafront of cliffs and shore, formed throughout countless aeons of time, should have been changed considerably in the comparatively short span of three or four centuries only. Between the thirteenth century and the early part of the eighteenth the shape of Brighton was profoundly altered by the incursions of the sea. Up to the seventeenth century, as we have seen, an important part of the town, mostly inhabited by the fisherfolk, lay below the cliffs on a foreshore that must have extended far beyond its present tidemarks. Two streets of houses, including South Street, lay below the cliffs. It is clear from the established state of these dwellings that they cannot have been disturbed by the sea since human settlers first built there. Between 1260 and 1340 more than forty acres of the land became submerged, and the sea continued to make inroads upon the lower town. At some time before 1665 twenty-two tenements below the cliffs belonging to the Manor of Brighthelmston-Lewes were swept away.2 Among them were twelve shops, with four capstan-places attached to them, and three cottages. At that time there still remained 113 tenements below the cliff, but most of these can have been little better than hovels, as only twenty-four of them were listed in the returns for the Hearth Tax of 1665, but these were all to be destroyed in the great storms of the next forty years.


The storm of November 1703 which swept over the greater part of Britain was believed to have been the worst in the whole history of these islands. So prodigious did it appear that Daniel Defoe was inspired to write a long treatise on storms in general – on the ‘exhalation, dilation and extension of winds’ – and upon this appalling tempest in particular. Accounts from Brighton told how the storm began at midnight and raged without intermission for over eight hours. ‘Brighthelmston being an old built and poor, tho’ populous town, was miserably torn to pieces, and made the very picture of desolation, that it lookt as if an enemy had sack’t it.’ Many of the houses were entirely demolished and others lost their roofs. Sheets of lead were torn from the roof of the church and two windmills belonging to the town were destroyed. Several of the town’s fishing vessels were lost at sea with many members of their crews. Walter Street of the Happy Entrance was rescued after clinging to a mast off Yarmouth for three days.


In August 1705 a hardly less dreadful storm completed the destruction of all the buildings in the lower town which had escaped the fury of earlier inundations. Every house under the cliff was demolished and concealed under mounds of pebbles fifteen feet deep. Again the church suffered, the lead roof being completely torn off. At the restoration of the church in 1853 a tablet of sheet lead commemorating the disaster was found in the roof, inscribed with the date 1705, together with the names of three churchwardens and representations of cherubs, scrollwork and figures of children and two angels sounding trumpets. It now hangs in the bell tower.3


The early town of Brighton had been built upon an ancient beach from which the sea had retreated countless centuries before, and now some unknown cataclysm had caused the ocean almost at one stroke to regain its old territory. A few years later the sea began to undermine the low cliffs themselves, so that even the houses of the upper town began to be threatened, and it became necessary to build wooden groynes or breakwaters to cause a protective mass of shingle to accumulate on the beach. After their recent calamities the people of Brighton could not pay for these works themselves, and in 1713 they were given permission to organise collections in churches and chapels throughout the county to raise the sum of £8,000 that it was believed would be needed, and £1,700 was, in fact, raised in this way. By 1757 the groynes were in a ruinous state and other appeals were made for money to build new defences. The decline of the fishing industry and the destruction of so many houses had reduced the inhabitants of Brighton to a wretched plight, the rates for the relief of the poor amounting to nearly 6s in the pound. Gradually the sea undermined the cliffs until the gun-garden, and the sea wall with its gates, fell on to the beach, and in 1749 part of the blockhouse was swept away.4 By 1761 it was completely in ruins, and it was later removed to permit the building of a wall to support the seafront road at the foot of Ship Street. The new sea defences were paid for out of a duty of 6d a chaldron levied by a Town Act of 1772 on all the coal brought into the town by sea.5 There was a measure of justice in this, since the cliffs had been weakened by the many gaps made by the colliers to bring their cargoes from the beach into the town.


The fear of foreign attack was still far from being absent and the anxieties of the townspeople were allayed by the erection in 1761 of new defences in the shape of a battery of eight guns at the bottom of East Street, where the East Gate of earlier times had stood.6 But as so often happens, the building of the battery was little more than a gesture, for the eight guns were old ones, four of them known to be honeycombed with rust, and not to be relied upon for anything more than a ceremonial salute nor to be fired to any distance with safety, so that when in 1779 a French privateer appeared off Brighton and captured a coal boat it was able to keep out of reach of the guns, and would have got away with its prize had not a British cutter intercepted it. The defence of the coast was delegated rather to a couple of horse soldiers, in long scarlet cloaks, who patrolled up and down the shore ‘making their utility understood by no one’.7


Some fourteen years later these poor defences were improved by the building of two new batteries, one on the West Cliff with eight 36-pounder guns, and the other on the East Cliff, with four of the same calibre. The guns were from French ships, captured by Lord Howe in his victory of 1st June 1794. The former battery stood near the site of the Grand Hotel and is commemorated by the name of Artillery Street nearby. The other was on Marine Parade, but after about ten years the vibration caused by the firing of the guns and the encroachments of the sea made the walls dangerous and it was dismantled.


For centuries most of the centre of the town, at least between West Street and Black Lion Street, consisted of open fields, for these were the Hempshares, open plots or holdings where hemp was grown for the making of ropes and cordage.


As the population grew, and the encroachments of the sea reduced the number of houses, two new streets were built on the Hempshares. These two streets took their names from the two inns that stood in them, and became Black Lion Street and Ship Street. The Black Lion Inn, which had taken its own name from Derek Carver’s Brewery, became a private house early in the nineteenth century and vanished many years ago. The ground to the west of the town, where Brunswick Square and its twin terraces now stand, was devoted to the growing of flax for the making of linen thread and cloth. No one living in Brighton early in the eighteenth century could have dreamed that in no more than a hundred years the seafront of the town would present one of the most magnificent façades in Europe, consisting of a panorama nearly three miles long of stately classical buildings in crescents, squares and terraces, with fronts of white stucco or iridescent black tiles; pediments and porticoes, columns and pilasters.


In those early years of the eighteenth century Brighton was in a wretchedly insignificant state. Humbled by the burning of their town by the French and by the devastations of the sea, the inhabitants seemed hardly to dare to raise the roofs of their houses above the level of the ground and indeed it was said8 that the place had escaped destruction by the French at several times only because it was built so low that the cannon balls of the enemy flew over the town. By 1740, when the population reached its lowest point, there cannot have been more than about 1,0009 inhabitants, and it was thought that in a few years it would be utterly depopulated. Yet even in those days, when the people of Brighton seemed depressed beyond the hope of recovery, there were some who were aware of those beauties that have attracted visitors to the place ever since – the glittering sea, the brilliant sunshine, the intoxicating air, and at that time what can no longer be seen from the town itself, the encircling ring of green downs. In the 1730s and 1740s, we are told,10 there were ‘visitors of distinction’ who made the journey to Brighton as soon as the deep narrow lanes through the clay lands of the Sussex Weald became passable. In winter Brighton was then almost as completely cut off from the rest of England as she had been in early times, except by sea, and the inland roads were so bad that one lady mentioned by Defoe could only get to church by having her coach dragged through the clay by a team of six oxen. The townsfolk had hardly yet learned to provide for the needs of visitors. That peculiar institution, the seaside lodging house, had not yet come into being, the only accommodation was provided by a few inns and rooms in private houses.


Not long after the death of Tettersell the Old Ship Inn passed in 1714 into the possession of Richard Rogers, but by 1733 William Hicks was proprietor, and during his lifetime the ancient building was rebuilt and enlarged. By this time the Old Ship was the principal hostelry and the chief posting and coach house of the town. In earlier days it had sometimes taken as long as a week to reach Brighton from London, but in 1745 a coach aptly (for those days) named The Flying Machine left the Old Ship at 5.30 in the morning and arrived in Southwark some twelve hours later. The impressions of one of the visitors to Brighton in those days have been recorded for posterity in a letter written to a friend in July 1736. He was the Rev. William Clarke, known as ‘mild William Clarke, rector of Buxted and an antiquary’. He wrote:


We are now sunning ourselves upon the beach at Brighthelmston, and observing what a tempting figure this Island made formerly in the eyes of those gentlemen who were pleased to civilize and subdue it. Such a tract of sea; such regions of corn; and such an extent of fine carpet, that gives your eye the command of it all. But the mischief is, that we have little conversation besides the clamor nauticus, which is a sort of treble to the plashing of the waves against the cliffs. My morning business is bathing in the sea, and then buying fish; the evening is riding out for air, viewing the remains of old Saxon camps, and counting the ships in the road, and the boats that are trawling. Sometimes we give the imagination leave to expiate a little – fancy that you are coming down, and that we intend next week to dine one day in Dieppe in Normandy … [a weekly sailing packet-boat service had just been established between Brighton and Dieppe]. But though we build these castles in the air, I assure you that we live here almost underground. I fancy that the architects here usually take the altitude of the inhabitants, and lose not an inch between the head and the ceiling, and then dropping a step or two below the surface, the second storey is finished in something under 12 feet. I suppose this was a necessary precaution against storms, that a man should not be blown out of his bed into New England, Barbary or God knows where. But as the lodgings are low they are cheap; we have two parlours, two bed chambers, pantry, &c, for 5s per week; and if you will really come down you need not fear a bed of the proper dimensions. And then the coast is safe; the cannons are all covered with rust and grass; the ships moored, and no enemy apprehended. Come and see … How you would surprise all your Friends in Fleet Street, to tell them you were just come from France, with a vivacity that everybody would believe to be just imported from thence!


Already there was an appreciation of the heightening of one’s spirits that resulted from a visit to Brighton!


So we see that Mr Clarke was bathing in the sea at Brighton in 1736, and writing of it as a matter of course, years before Dr Russell came from Lewes and made sea-bathing part of a fashionable medical treatment. Indeed, the sea-water cure itself was apparently being practised in Brighton at least as early as 1641, according to an entry in the Brighton Parish Register for 12th November, which records the burial of ‘Mary Askall, a woman who came for cure’. It is hardly likely that the town in those days could have offered any other remedy but that of the sea.


The practice may be said to have become an organised pursuit with the invention of the bathing-machine. The earliest record of these devices seems to be a print of 1735 showing a bathing-machine on the beach at Scarborough.11 They were undoubtedly in use at Brighton by 1750, probably even earlier. The virtually complete disappearance of them from our coasts since the last war makes it necessary to explain to modern readers that these machines were like small sheds or sentry boxes on wheels, or, as A.W. Lower describes them in 1865,12 like ‘little Noah’s arks on wheels’, and were used as dressing rooms by bathers who entered them on the beach and were then drawn in them out into the required depth of water by horses.


In 1796 a writer remarked that the Brighton female bathers were ‘all severely inspected by the aid of telescopes, not only as they confusedly ascend from the sea, but as they kick and sprawl and flounder about its muddy margins, like so many mad Naiads in flannel smocks’.13


Bathing costumes were not worn by men until about 1863. Women wore long flannel gowns, but there were instances, certainly at Scarborough14 and probably elsewhere, of women also bathing naked. To obviate the scandal of naked figures being seen from the beach, bonnet-shaped canvas screens or ‘modesty-hoods’ fitted over the steps of bathing-machines, which are believed to have been the invention of a Quaker named Benjamin Beale, were introduced at Margate and adopted later at Weymouth and Scarborough. The air of permissiveness which has always prevailed at Brighton was apparent in this connection, for the canvas hoods seem never to have come into use here on the central beaches of the town, but only at the more genteel district of Kemp Town in the late Georgian period.


The business of sea-bathing was a highly practical matter into which the fisherfolk plunged with enthusiasm. It was concerned with an unpredictable and sometimes dangerous element in dealing with which they were the acknowledged experts, and it gave employment not only to themselves, when not engaged in fishing, but also to their womenfolk, in acting as attendants to the bathers, their function being principally to ensure that their charges were very thoroughly immersed. The attendants for men were called ‘bathers’, the brawny and muscular handmaidens of lady bathers being known as ‘dippers’, the term possibly deriving from the women attendants known as ‘dippers’ who officiated at mineral water spas. The former were led by ‘Smoaker’ Miles, the latter by the redoubtable Martha Gunn. It would seem that they were first established about 1750 and for at least thirty years their rule remained unchallenged, until an advertisement appearing in the Lewes Journal in March 1780 indicated the rise of an opposition in the form of ‘five strong women, all used to the sea’ who had ‘fitted up a set of NEW MACHINES, with a careful man and horse to conduct them in and out of the water’. By this time the increased number of visitors called for additional bathing attendants.
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DR RUSSELL AND THE SEA-WATER CURE


In 1753 Dr Richard Russell, a physician of Lewes who for three years had been sending sick people to Brighton to undertake the sea-water cure, found his patients so numerous and the treatment so remarkably successful that he decided to move his residence to the coast, and Brighton was at the dawn of its golden age. For £40 the doctor bought some land at the southern end of the Steyne where the Royal Albion Hotel now stands, and there built a house which he called Russell House, and which was conveniently near the beach for those patients whom the doctor had to stay with him. It must have been one of the most substantial houses in the town at that time, built of red brick and white stone, with round-headed windows in angular bays and an impressive pedimented doorway on the north side. In 1771, some years after the doctor’s death, and for several following seasons, the house was rented by the Duke of Cumberland, and at those times became the centre of the fashionable Brighton society led by the Duke and his Duchess.


Dr Russell was far from being the first to proclaim the virtues of the sea-water cure, for nearly a hundred years earlier, in 1660, a Dr Wittie of Scarborough had published a book recommending the use of sea-water both internally and externally, and by this means widened the attractions of Scarborough.


By the end of the century the sea-water treatment was well established, and in 1702 two London practitioners, Sir John Floyer and Edward Baynard, published praises of the cure in a volume in which asthma, cancer, consumption, deafness, ruptures, rheumatism and madness were shown to be among the diseases it could banish. Carried away with enthusiasm, the distinguished authors burst into verse:


Cold bathing has this good alone:


It makes old John to hug old Joan!


And does fresh kindnesses entail


On a wife tasteless, old and stale.


From the days of sea-bathing to those of royal jelly and wheat-germ oil the prospect of renewed sexual vitality has always been the surest guarantee of a cure’s success.


Dr Richard Russell was a native of Lewes, and had made a runaway marriage with the only daughter of William Kemp of Malling Deanery at South Malling near Lewes. He had become reconciled with his father-in-law and went to study medicine at Leyden University, where he took his degree as a doctor in 1724. His professor was the famous Herman Boerhaave, a physician and botanist of European repute. In fact, a medicine known as ‘Dr Boerhaave’s Elixir’ was frequently advertised in the Sussex Weekly Advertiser in the latter years of the eighteenth century. Returning to England, he practised as a doctor at Lewes, living at Malling Deanery after the death of his father-in-law. In 1750 he published the work by which he hoped to establish his simple treatment as a major contribution towards the science of medicine: DeTabe Glandulari; sui De Usu Aquae Marinae in Morbis Glandularum Dissertatio. An unauthorised English translation ‘by an eminent physician’ was published in 1752, with the title Dissertation on the Use of Sea Water in Diseases of the Glands. This pirated edition was published also in Dublin in 1753, but an authorised translation was published at Oxford in the same year.


In its various editions the work was so successful, though not always with direct benefit to the author, that other editions were produced in 1755, 1760 and 1769. Both the original work and the official translation were published under the imprimatur of the Vice-Chancellor of Oxford University by the University Press, and the title page bore a representation of the Radcliffe Camera at Oxford. When the question of establishing a university at Brighton was being discussed a few years ago many persons were of the opinion that Brighton, as a town dedicated to pleasures not invariably of the most high-minded order, was hardly the obvious place in which to set up a great seat of learning. It is an intriguing thought, therefore, that as suggested by Professor Gilbert,1 it was the ancient University of Oxford that in a sense sponsored the foundation of Brighton as a modern resort.


The popularity of Dr Russell’s work must have continued for many years for in 1780 Fanny Burney mentioned in one of her letters2 that Mrs Thrale overheard a Brighton visitor in Bowen’s circulating library asking for ‘Russell on Sea-water’.


The popularity of the work with the public is in one sense difficult to understand, for the book does not make pleasant reading. Among the instances of diseases which Dr Russell claimed to have cured – he refers to them with professional relish as ‘ellegant cases’ – are examples of maladies often too revolting to describe. Most of them were in the nature of tumours, eruptions, ‘fluxions of redundant tumours’, and ‘imposthumes’ or purulent swellings and abscesses. But no doubt a morbid curiosity over the details of human ailments, as well as hope and anxiety over the possibility of one’s own particular malady being found to be curable, was as in all ages a powerful incentive to buying the book. The remedies suggested were often as revolting as the diseases themselves; in fact, it might have been believed by many that, by some process of sympathetic magic, it was appropriate they should be so. It would never have done for the treatment to consist simply of sea-bathing or a drink of ordinary sea-water. Were this so there would have been no need for the medical profession at all. The doctor obviously believed that desperate diseases required desperate remedies, and so he experimented with sea-water taken in conjunction with concoctions of crab’s eyes, coral, burnt sponge, viper’s flesh, cuttlefish bones, snails, tar and ‘prepared wood lice’. Doses of these were taken at night in a pill or bolus followed in the morning by a draught of a pint or half a pint of sea-water. ‘A pint’, observed Dr Russell with professional enthusiasm, would be ‘commonly sufficient, in grown Persons, to give 3 or 4 sharp stools’. One hardly feels inclined to question the truth of this. In addition to these rigours the patient was usually compelled to undergo a severe course of blood-letting, the amount taken at one time varying from six to as much as fifty ounces.


Dr Russell’s work opens with a solemn prelude in which he speaks of ‘That vast collection of waters … which we call the Sea, and which the omniscient Creator of all Things seems to have designed to be a Kind of common Defence against the Corruption and Putrefaction of Bodies’. Like other writers on the sea-water cure, Dr Russell invoked the names of ancient physicians and naturalists such as Pliny, Hippocrates, Celsus and many others, in giving his work an air of venerable authority, and thus preventing his treatment from being regarded as a quack remedy, or at best as based on a mass of popular superstitions. ‘I might claim’, he wrote, ‘the Credit of having brought a medicine of the ancient Physicians again into Practice that had been too little regarded.’ He acknowledges nevertheless that in 1730 he had read a work entitled The Domestic Companion in which the use of sea-water was commended as a purge, especially useful to sailors, and that he had observed that the inhabitants of the sea coast often made use of sea-water in healing diseases. Even the simple practice of sea-bathing was to be invested with a proper air of solemnity, if the utmost benefit was to be obtained from its use. ‘A perfect repose of the Body, and Calmness of the Mind, is to be observed before the Use of the Cold Bath’, he wrote, ‘and all the Exercise of the parts effected must be forborn, that the Fibres by these means, when they contract themselves may have the greater Force to overcome any Obstruction.’


Here we find the doctor anticipating, with what intuitive common sense, the modern technique of relaxation, now so universally commended. He advised further: ‘The greatest care is to be taken, to know whether the Bowels are sound or not before the Use of the Bath … A little Draught of the Sea-Water is convenient immediately upon coming up out of the Sea; because by purging the Body, it prevents the Blood from flying into the Head.’ ‘Many persons’, he also warned his followers, ‘are apt to hurry into a course of bathing before the body is altered and sufficiently prepared by drinking sea-water, or by a previous course of other remedies; which hurry is always detrimental to the patient, by protracting his cure.’


Many genuine and even startling cures seem to have been effected, possibly in spite of the wood lice and viper’s flesh, no doubt by the sea-water acting as a mild disinfectant and cleanser when used externally, and as a strong purge when drunk, when in those days the habit of frequent washing had by no means become general, and when many people indulged in spectacular overeating and drinking, or at best lived on hopelessly unsuitable diets. Another important factor in curing diseases of the glands, such as goitre, a swelling of the thyroid gland in the throat, often known as ‘Derbyshire Neck’, from which people suffered in those days more commonly than now, was the fact that by merely living at the sea, and even more by drinking sea-water and bathing, they absorbed great quantities of iodine, the lack of which is one of the chief causes of the complaint. Indeed, the Prince of Wales himself seems to have suffered from this malady, as was apparent from his rather protuberant eyes. It is also supposed that he wore his customary high cravat, which immediately became fashionable, so as to hide the swelling of his throat, and it has been stated by several writers that he first came to Brighton in order to cure his affected glands by means of the sea-water treatment.*


Dr Russell again brought a modern note into his writings, when he spoke of sea-water as having a detergent action, which must have been invaluable in those many cases of illness that were due to sheer dirt. An especially beneficial practice which he recommended was to give affected parts, especially in cases of tumours and eruptions, a ‘mild friction’ several times daily, with Quercus Marina, a kind of seaweed called sea-wrack, freshly taken from the water. Russell again spoke of its saponiferous and detergent action. Despite the doctor’s fondness for medieval remedies like wood lice and viper’s flesh, some of his ideas were so advanced that they were not generally accepted until modern times, especially where the treatment of delicate children was concerned. He advocated giving them fresh air and removing the heavy clothing in which they were often muffled up. ‘I have had children sent to me,’ he wrote, ‘weak, pale, loaded with hair, their necks and throats wrapt up in flannel, and in short the whole texture of the body relaxed, by too hot clothing, and night sweats; whom I have returned to their parents, bare necked, their heads shaved, the tumours of the neck cured, and their whole countenance healthy, after having strengthened them by bathing in the sea.’ Relieved of their stifling clothes, and after bathing in the sea, and running about on the beach in the sunshine, they soon became as healthy and vigorous as the children of the fisherfolk.


Dr Russell had observed that fisherwomen have ‘generally white teeth and firm gums’, and he believed the reason for this lay in the fact ‘that the surrounding atmosphere is loaded with saline particles which rise from the surface of the sea, or rather are forced off by the dashing of the waves’. Consequently he was led to conclude that ‘sea-water is an excellent dentifrice’, and the doctor was most probably correct in this particular. All over the world, from Brighton to Tristan da Cunha, fisherfolk have been noted for the remarkable quality of their teeth, but this is more certainly due to the ample fresh vitamins and natural mineral salts they derived from the fish that formed their staple food, and in this respect they were probably more fortunate than poor townspeople, especially those inland, who lived on a more limited diet. The author was told by a Brighton woman of remarkable health and physique, with wonderful teeth, who came from an exceedingly poor family, that when she was a child in the 1930s she and other poor children would go to the fish market on the beach early every morning and assuage their perpetual hunger by eating the offal removed by the fishermen when cleaning the fish they had caught. This offal, especially the fish roes and livers, was undoubtedly extremely rich in fresh natural vitamins, mineral salts and protein, which must have compensated very largely for the poverty and scantiness of other food.


The fisherfolk of Brighton had welcomed the advent of Dr Russell with enthusiasm, for he encouraged people to require their services for the hire of bathing-machines and dipping the bathers. Their joy can have known no bounds when they realised that as well as all this, sea-water could actually be sold to people living at a distance who wished to drink the magical ‘oceanic fluid’, as one contemporary writer rather excruciatingly described it. And so we find an advertisement appearing in a London journal in 1756 announcing that ‘Sea-water, from Brighthelmstone, in Sussex, took of the main Ocean by T. Swaine’ could be bought at the Talbot Inn in Southwark, and before long sea-water was being sold at Tunbridge Wells and other inland towns. Although the doctor elaborated at length on the sea-water treatment, he was far too astute to neglect those invalids who were convinced that they derived the greatest benefit from drinking the waters of a mineral spring. Indeed, taking the water was one of the most agreeable and sociable diversions to be enjoyed at any health resort, and the existence of a small spa on the outskirts of Brighton was probably one of the factors which had attracted a number of visitors to Brighton in search of health, and which caused the doctor to come to the town. The spa was a chalybeate spring known as St Anne’s Well, at the Wick, half a mile west of St Nicholas’s Church, and now in Hove. Dr Russell is said to have made this primitive little spa more impressive and convenient by having the spring ‘enclosed within a bason’. Later a furnished Pump Room was built in the form of a low classical building with an Ionic portico, but this delightful little spa was quite needlessly destroyed by Hove Corporation in 1935. The success of Dr Russell’s sea-water cure made a great impression on the medical faculty throughout the country. He corresponded with several of the most noted physicians of his day, and was elected a Fellow of the Royal Society in 1752. In 1754 Dr Russell published another work, The Oeconomy of Nature in Acute and Chronical Diseases of the Glands, in which he dealt with the treatment of tubercular glands by means of sea-water.


Professor Gilbert tells3 us that the Doctor retained many contacts with Oxford, visiting and corresponding with his friends Dr Frewin and Dr Lewis there, and that Russell’s books were being read on the Continent as well as in England far into the nineteenth century. In his poem ‘La Mer’ (1861) Michelet called him ‘l’inventeur de la mer’.


While visiting a friend in London, Dr Russell died there on 19th December 1759, and he was buried on Christmas Day at South Malling Church, where there is a tablet to his memory in the chancel. It bears upon it the same line in Greek from the Iphigenia in Tauris of Euripides that is quoted on the frontispiece of his book – ‘The sea washes away all the ills of mankind.’ Another memorial tablet was placed in modern times on the outside of the Royal Albion Hotel recording his having resided at that site. Borrowing the words of Sir Christopher Wren’s epitaph in St Paul’s Cathedral, the tablet reads: ‘If you seek his monument, look around.’ While no one can deny the magnificence of his memorial, in the splendid terraces and crescents of Brighton seafront, a more original Latin epigram about the doctor was written by one of his friends, Dr Simon Manningham, Rector of Jevington:


Clara, per omne aevum,


Russelli fama manebit,


Dum retinet vires unda


marina suas.


A contemporary translation reads more euphoniously than the original:


Admiring ages Russell’s


fame shall know,


Till Ocean’s healing


waters cease to flow.


An imposing portrait of Dr Russell by Benjamin Wilson hung in the Assembly Rooms of the Old Ship Hotel for many years, and it was believed that it had been commissioned by William Hicks, the proprietor of the hotel, in recognition of the benefit to his own prosperity which had resulted from the doctor’s activities. Benjamin Wilson, one of the most fashionable portrait painters of his day, had also acquired a considerable reputation as a man of learning for his interests in chemistry and electricity, and was elected a Fellow of the Royal Society in 1756. He must have met Dr Russell at many of the Society’s functions. It is said that having first been hung in the Coffee Room of the hotel the portrait was removed to ‘the noble Card Room’ when that room was completed about 1768 as being ‘the most honourable place which could be assigned to it, the room being constantly resorted to by the rank and fashion visiting the town’. It hung there until 1887, when it was presented to the town by Mr Robert Bacon and Alderman Samuel Ridley, who were then joint proprietors of the Hotel. The portrait, in which the doctor is depicted wearing a full bottomed wig and an expression of pompous complacency, now hangs in the principal hall of the Brighton Art Gallery.*


Dr Russell’s properties and estate were bequeathed by him to his wife, Mary Russell, and after to his son William, who became a barrister and took his mother’s maiden name of Kempe. Serjeant Kempe gained a great reputation as a wit, and was the author of some well known but rather excruciating lines in which possibly for the first time Brighton is commemorated as a place favoured by the appropriately sea-born goddess Aphrodite as well as by the nymph Hygeia:


Brighthelmstone was confess’d by all


T’ abound with females fair,


But more so since fam’d Russell has


Preferred the waters there.


Then fly that dangerous town ye swains,


For fear ye shall endure


A pain from some bright sparkling eye


Which Russell’s skill can’t cure.


The venerable doctor himself might have been astonished to learn that it was his own son who attributed to him the responsibility for establishing Brighton’s reputation as a town dedicated to amorous pursuits.


There must have been many physicians who were envious of the fame and also possibly of the wealth that was undoubtedly acquired by Dr Russell in his practice, and possibly there were a number of doctors who pursued a similar treatment with their patients. Consequently we find not a little competition after the doctor’s death amongst those wishing to succeed to his lucrative practice. In March 1760 the Sussex Weekly Advertiser announced that a Dr Poole ‘Will attend at Brighthelmstone during the ensuing season’, and in July a Dr Schomberg made no secret of his ambitions when in the same paper it was stated that he was ‘settled at Brighthelmstone to succeed the late Dr Russell there’. The great man’s mantle, however, descended more truly upon the shoulders of Dr Anthony Relhan. Relhan was an Irishman who had antagonised the College of Physicians in Dublin by advising the use by his patients of a proprietary medicine called Dr James’s Fever-powder, the formula for which was kept secret and which was believed to be highly dangerous.


On Dr James’s own advice, which Relhan sought, he settled in London. He married the widow of a London banker, Sir William Hart, and she had a house built in East Street, Brighton, for their summer residence. Dr Relhan took over the greater part of Dr Russell’s practice, coming down to Brighton for several months every year until his death in 1766.


The work in which he embodied his observations upon Brighton was not as elaborate a medical treatise as Dr Russell’s; it took instead the form of A Short History of Brighthelmston, with Remarks on its Air and Analysis of its Waters, published in London in 1761. It was, in fact, the first guide to Brighton, and he attracted many wealthy and fashionable visitors to the town with his enthusiastic descriptions of the place, which he compared more than favourably with the ancient resort of Baiae in Campania, where wealthy Romans retired for bathing and pleasure. He gave Brighton the preference not least because of the fortunate fact of its being removed from ‘the dangerous vicinity of Mount Vesuvius’. Dr Relhan broke fresh ground in expounding the virtues of Brighton’s soil and climate. ‘Chalky ground’, he observed, ‘has no perspiration, and therefore must be extremely healthy.’ He noted also that the absence of a river was one of Brighton’s especial advantages: ‘As the nearest river to the town is really distant six miles, and as this is a circumstance peculiar to itself, no other maritime town being equally remote from one, I may venture to affirm that the soil here is extremely dry, and that the air of this place must be proportionately pure.’


If Dr Russell ‘invented’ the sea, then it was Dr Relhan who invented the Brighton air. He observed how the town was refreshed in summer by a ‘tempering breeze’, and how in winter frost and snow are quickly banished by a warm sea wind, and he commented upon that most distinctive aspect of Brighton’s summer climate, the prevalence of breezes which are at their freshest and coolest on the hottest days. In short, being free, as Relhan maintained, from the ‘insalutary vapour of stagnant water’ and the ‘noxious steam of perspiring trees’, Brighton’s climate in his opinion could only be compared to that of the Elysium of the poets, a belief he supported by appropriate quotations from Homer.


Relhan continued Dr Russell’s policy in advising the drinking of sea-water, and remarked that the proportion of salt in the sea at Brighton was probably greater than at any other seaside place in England, because of its distance from any rivers. He also wrote a long account of the water of the chalybeate spring at St Anne’s Well, after analysing it in various ways, and concluded that, while it should be used with caution, in suitable cases the drinking of the water was likely to be followed by ‘an increase of appetite and spirits, and in habits of a lax and feeble nature an additional power of exercising without lassitude’. Furthermore he offered the comforting information that ‘bodies labouring under the consequences of irregular living and illicit pleasures were by the water greatly relieved’. The waters of the well had some reputation for promoting fruitfulness, local shepherds having observed the remarkable fecundity of the sheep that drank from it, but Dr Relhan was somewhat sceptical about its having a similar effect with human beings. Another Brighton physician, Dr Richard Henderson, remarked that its taste was ‘not unpleasant, something like that upon a Knife after it has been used in cutting lemons’, which bears out the notion that the water was rich in iron. This belief was later confirmed by an analysis made by Dr Marcet, which showed that the water contained more than one grain of oxide of iron to the pint.4


St Anne’s Well continued to enjoy a gradually diminishing popularity as a spa until after the middle of the nineteenth century, but the Pump Room and the surrounding grounds remained a fashionable resort for recreation for many years after that time. In the long succession of Brighton doctors the third most famous figure after Russell and Relhan was John Awsiter, who in 1768 published in London a pamphlet entitled Thoughts on Brighthelmston concerning sea-bathing and drinking sea-water with some directions for their use.


These three personages in Brighton’s early development stand out like priestly wizards or Magi, who offered to the town the gifts of their discoveries, Russell and Relhan bringing the knowledge of sea-water bathing and drinking and of the air of Brighton. The gift of the third was indoor sea-bathing, a cult which persisted in Brighton for over a century, but for which unhappily no proper provision has been made since the 1930s in Brighton itself. In this regard Hove has been more enterprising.


In his pamphlet Dr Awsiter stated that he had ‘not been at Brighthelmston above three days’ when he came to the conclusion that ‘a further discussion’ of sea-bathing and sea-water drinking was necessary. He had quickly realised that the sometimes all-too-bracing winds of Brighton and the wave-battered, pebbly beach were often too fiercely uncomfortable and terrifying, especially to feeble invalids and timid ladies, and proposed that hot and cold sea-water baths should be provided ‘for those who are so unhappy as to be invalids’. By this means, he went on, ‘bathing would become more universal, be unattended with terror, and no cure protracted and the stay of the company prolonged. Moreover invalids would have the advantage of this bathing remedy all the year round, whereas, on account of the variableness of our climate, it is denied them at present, except in the summer months and then only in calm weather.’ The doctor especially advocated the use of hot sea-water baths, which would cause the pores of the skin to open and allow the ‘poisonous humours’ to be released.
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La Residence des Fleurs,
Avenue Pasteur,

06 Antibes.

18 August 1970

Dear Doctor Musgrave,

Thank you so much for your gemerous and friendly
letter. I do hope that one day we may meet on your

home ground. I first fell in love with Brighton when
I was six years old and yet I have made a note in your|
book of so many places and buildings which are unknown|
to me and which I long to visit.

Yours sincerely,

£rdn banm
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2rd July, 1970

Dear Doctor Musgrave,

have 5o much enjoyed your book Life in
Brighton and it has opened so many new points of
interest for me in a city which I thought I knew
well but I would like to make a correction in my
copy if a correction is needed. On Page 290 when

you say that in 1889
open to the public. Is there a printer's error here

Yours sincemly,

[0 G
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