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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus emergency                  No. 24 
_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Welcome to edition No. 24 of Local History Link. Did you the ground move for you on a night in May 2015? 
It certainly did for Jim! He writes about Essex earthquakes. Tony writes about Royal Forests, Colin on brushes 
with Royalty, and we have some more saucy postcards from David. You have been warned! 
We need more contributions from you to ensure we can publish an edition each week, so please keep sending 
your articles, photos, etc., by email to Jim at jsanctuary28@gmail.com or post to 28 Darlinghurst Grove, 
Leigh-on-Sea, SS9 3LG. And as usual, keep safe, keep well and keep alert! Tony, Tricia and Jim 

 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++  

 
THE GREAT ESSEX EARTHQUAKE 

 
In the early hours of the 22nd May 2015, I 
was woken by the house gently shaking, as 
if a heavy lorry had driven past. I looked at 
my bedside clock: it was just after ten 
minutes to three, so thinking nothing of it, I 
went back to sleep. The next morning the 
BBC news reported an earthquake, 
magnitude 4.2 on the Richter Scale, the 
epicentre being Sandwich in Kent and felt 
across east Kent and south-east Essex, 
including Southend-on-Sea. The 
newsreader announced that it had struck at 
2.52 am!  
Earthquakes are not uncommon in the 
British Isles ‒ there have been nearly 50 so 
far this century ‒ but fortunately these rarely 
result in serious damage. However, in the 
19th century one earthquake caused utter 
terror to the local population and 

considerable damage to property. This became known as the Great English Earthquake and was centred on 
Colchester and the surrounding villages situated south-east of the town.  
The earthquake struck on 22nd April 1884 at 9.18 am and was centred mainly in the villages 
of Wivenhoe, Abberton, Langenhoe, and Peldon, causing the surrounding area to rise and fall violently as the 
quake’s waves spread across the terrain. It lasted for about 20 seconds measuring 4.6 on the Richter Scale, 
and the effects were felt across England, as well as in northern France and Belgium. The Guardian reported 
that the earthquake was greeted with great terror by people residing near Colchester.  
In Colchester, many people heard strange subterranean rumbling noises which gradually grew louder and then 
suddenly ceased. At the North Station, the 9.20 train began to violently rock, pitching the driver headlong 
from his cab onto the platform. 
The earthquake damaged hundreds of properties, including almost every building in Wivenhoe and Abberton, 
and in settlements all the way to Ipswich. Langenhoe’s medieval church was extensively damaged (see photo 
above), as were the churches in Layer-de-la-Haye, Layer Marney, Layer Breton, and Peldon. In the latter 
village, the local newspapers claimed that every building had been damaged in some way. In the Blue Lion 
Inn, the glasses were smashed and the ornaments in the bar hurtled to the floor.  



2 
 

Damage to Langenhoe Church was caused by masonry tumbling off the tower and crashing into the roof of 
the nave and chancel. So bad was the destruction that it had to be rebuilt in 1886. The nearby rectory was also 
damaged. In Abberton many buildings were wrecked. Chimney stacks crashed to the ground, houses lost their 

roofs and the walls cracked from top to 
bottom. The village schoolhouse was 
totally destroyed. The photo left shows a 
property undergoing repairs. 
It was reported that between 3 and 5 people 
were killed by the earthquake, but this 
figure has been disputed by other 
contemporary accounts. The 
Times reported damage "in the many 
villages in the neighbourhood from 
Colchester to the sea coast", with many 
poor people made homeless, and estimated 
the cost of the disaster at £10,000. It 
mention the death of a child at Rowhedge, 
attributed to the earthquake. Mary 

Saunders, of Manningtree, drowned herself in the River Stour some days later. Today, this would be 
considered to be the result of Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder. Around the coast, large waves caused by the 
earthquake destroyed many small craft. 
Many people were rendered completely homeless and altogether over 1,250 buildings were damaged. News 
of the earthquake and the damage and hardship that resulted prompted the setting up of a relief fund which 
raised nearly £9,000. The money was distributed to the owners of destroyed or damaged properties. 
It is believed the earthquake resulted from movement along a fault in the ancient Palaeozoic rocks that 
underpin most of Essex, causing waves to propagate through the overlying Cretaceous and Tertiary layers. 
As is often the case, it is not always the strongest earthquakes that cause the most damage, and the British 
Geological Survey estimates that the 1884 earthquake's magnitude was only around 4.6 on the Richter Scale, 
compared with 6.1 for the 1931 Dogger Bank earthquake. This caused quite a high degree of damage to 
buildings on the East Coast, and it was reported that in London the head of the waxwork of Dr. Crippen at 
Madame Tussauds fell off! Jim Sanctuary 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
THUNDERSLEY: SITE OF A ROYAL FOREST 

 
It was an off-the-cuff remark about the possibility of the King John School at Thundersley being built on the 
site of King John’s Hunting Lodge that attracted me to this subject. 
The Normans occupied England, which was full of wooded areas. They were very interested in hunting and 
vast areas of the countryside, known as Royal Forests, were set aside for the King and his friends to go hunting. 
The forests were well-organised, legal institutions. Savage punishments were inflicted for peasants who 
trespassed into a Royal Forest. Poachers were executed and it was said that the life of a deer was worth more 
than that of a poacher! 
There were Royal Forests all over England, perhaps the best-known being the New Forest in Hampshire. In 
Essex there were four Royal Forests: Waltham Forest, which included Epping, Hatfield Forest, Writtle Forest, 
where King John had a hunting lodge, and at Thundersley, which initially was not a Royal forest. The very 
pleasant wooded areas of Thundersley, Hadleigh and Benfleet belonged to the Sweyne family and they were 
great friends of the King, arriving in England from France in 1066. In 1068 they had been given the Manor of 
Thundersley. 
Sweyne, son Henry of Essex, was the Hereditary Standard Bearer to King Henry II and highly respected. But 
unfortunately for the Sweyne family, it all went horribly wrong! 
In 1163, Henry of Essex accompanied his king on a military expedition to Wales to fight the Welsh princes. 
At Coleshill in Flintshire there was a battle. A surprise attack by the Welsh army caused Henry of Essex to 
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panic and shout “the King is slain” and fled! As a result of this action the English Army was heavily defeated. 
King Henry II was furious, Henry of Essex was disgraced, and the lands owned by the Sweyne family were 
confiscated by the King. 
Henry II did not take an interest in these lands, but when his son, John, became king he greatly enjoyed hunting 
in the wooded areas of Thundersley in preference to other royal areas. King John built a hunting lodge called 
a palace on high ground at the top of Bread and Cheese Hill. The probable site is what is now Thundersley 
Park Road. 
 King John died in 1216 and was succeeded by his son Henry III. He was only aged 9 when he took over  

from his father. When he became an adult, he 
quarrelled with Hubert de Burgh who owned 
Hadleigh Castle. The King seized Hadleigh 
Castle and used it for accommodation when he 
hunted in the Thundersley Forest. 
Subsequently, each successive English king 
stayed at Hadleigh Castle in order to hunt in the 
Thundersley Forest. The last king to stay at 
Hadleigh Castle and hunt in the forest was 
Henry VIII, and after this the castle was 
demolished. 
Much of Thundersley is now built up and has 
become an extensive conurbation. But when 
visiting Thundersley Glen (see photo) one can 
still glimpse just how beautiful the area was 

when it was a Royal Hunting Forest. Tony Bullock 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

A BUCKINGHAM PALACE GARDEN PARTY AND OTHER BRUSHES WITH ROYALTY 
 

On the 9th June 1990 an envelope addressed to 
Gloria was delivered to our house in Hockley. The 
envelope was marked ‘Lord Chamberlain, 
Buckingham Palace’ and contained an invitation 
to attend a garden party at the Palace on the 19th 
July 1990, see photo. The invitation was to 
recognise Gloria’s many years of service to the 
British Red Cross Society in which she was Centre 
Organiser for the Rayleigh centre and also 
responsible for medical loans, for example 
wheelchairs, crutches, Zimmer frames, commodes 
and the like. For her service she had already been 
awarded the Voluntary Medical Services Medal 
and Bar. 

You can imagine our excitement as we waited for the great day to arrive and deciding what to wear. Gloria 
knew what she was to wear; I opted for morning dress (good old Moss Bros.!) 
Luckily, the 9th July was a lovely summer’s day ‒ rather hot, in fact ‒ so togged up in our finery, and in high 
spirits, we set off on our drive to London. We had been given a special pass to enable us to park in The Mall 
and we felt rather grand as security waved us through Admiralty Arch and we found our allotted space. 
Having parked the car, we made our way to the Palace to join the queue of guests at the Palace Gates ‒ we 
both thought it rather amusing; a bit like waiting for the Harrod’s sale to start. While waiting, we chatted with 
other guests, some of whom we recognised from TV and newspapers, while tourists took photographs. 
The gates were opened, our invitations checked and we made our way across the forecourt into the Quadrangle 
and then entered the Palace through the entrance where visiting Heads of State and other dignitaries are 
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received. Once inside we were directed through a gallery ‒ lots of red and gold and cabinets full of beautiful 
porcelain ‒ and then into the gardens around which we were allowed to freely walk, although I did notice 
armed police on the Palace roof!  
The gardens were lovely, especially the herbaceous borders, and the lake with its pink flamingos ‒ very exotic. 
After a while, the message went out that the Royals were about to arrive and we were organised into rows 
through which they would walk so everyone could get a good view and be up close. The Royal party, escorted 
by the Yeomen of the Guard, comprised the Queen, Prince Philip, The Princess of Wales (Lady Di), The Duke 
and Duchess of Kent, Princess Alexandra and the Hon. Angus Ogilvie. 
In the meantime, we had been chatting to an Australian army officer and his wife, he in full uniform and 
Aussie slouch hat, and stood with them in our row. The Aussie was approached by one of the Queen’s staff 
and told he would be presented to HM. This threw him into a bit of a panic as he was an artillery officer and 
slouch hats are not a correct part of the uniform. I remember him saying that he was a bit nervous to be 
‘improperly dressed’ as the Queen was an expert on uniforms, but all went well and he didn’t end up in the 
Tower! For us the benefit was that we stood right next to the Queen. We were both struck how tiny she is and 
how she managed to keep a constant smile on her face. 
Apart from seeing the Queen, the highlight for Gloria was being up close to Lady Di who was the President 
of the British Red Cross Society. Sadly, Lady Di looked pale and very thin. For me the highlight was the Gents 
cloakroom in a green marquee in the grounds. It’s the only time I’ve spent a penny and then be brushed down 
by a liveried attendant! Gloria says the ladies was just as posh. 
Oh! And, of course, we had tea ‒ dainty sandwiches and cakes, and lovely ice cream, all washed down with 
tea or coffee or soft drinks ‒ whilst being entertained by the bands of the Scots Guards and RAF College, 
Cranwell. 
Before we knew it, it was time to leave ‒ the cue was when the Royals left the garden. So, the garden party 
was over but our day wasn’t for we had a date at No. 10 Downing Street. Not with the PM, but with our son-
in-law Andrew who was a member of the Met’s Royalty and Diplomatic Protection Group and as such was 
I/C security at No. 10. So, we walked through St. James’ Park where we were asked by an American tourist 
if we were a Duke and Duchess! I was tempted to say yes but didn’t, but he still took our photograph. 

We arrived at the back entrance of Downing Street to be met by 
Andrew who escorted us to No. 10 where we had coffee (actually, 
I had a G&T!) in his office. As we walked down Downing Street 
the TV cameras and reporters were outside as some of the Cabinet 
ministers who had been to the garden party were due at No. 10 for 
drinks. The cameras started to roll but Andrew shouted to them: 
“Don’t bother lads, it’s only my in-laws”. So, we didn’t make the 
news after all. After that, we returned to the car and drove home 
having enjoyed a really memorable day that we will always 
treasure. 
But the garden party wasn’t Gloria’s first brush with Royalty for in 
June 1989 she had been a Red Cross helper on the MPS J. Henry 
Dunant, the Red Cross passenger ship, when Essex Red Cross took 
a party of 44 disabled guests on a holiday of a lifetime on the Dutch 
canals, during which, on 22nd June, the boat was visited by Princess 
Margriet of the Netherlands to whom Gloria was introduced.  
However, that wasn’t the family’s only other brush with Royalty, 
for in 2013 our grand-daughter Millie was invited to lunch at the 
Palace to mark the 120 years of the Girls’ Brigade, and that same 
afternoon attended a Garden Party escorted by a young Guards 
Officer from the lunch party. And a couple of years ago, our son 

Nic, who is an architect, was introduced to Prince Philip when HRH opened a building that Nic had designed 
at Plymouth University. 
And finally, on our 60th wedding anniversary on 11th June 2020 we received from The Queen a congratulatory 
card, see photo. Gloria reckons she should have been awarded a medal for putting up with me for all these 
years! All lovely family memories to treasure. Colin Burwell 
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BAMFORTH POSTCARDS 
 
Following on from my earlier ramblings on Donald McGill postcards, triggered by Sue’s article in edition no. 
22, I now write a little about other cards I have in my collection; namely those generally known as the 
Bamforth Collection. 
Bamforth postcards are among the most widely recognised comic postcards and I would say generally a bit 
more risqué than the McGill cards.  Originally James Bamforth started out as a photographer but moved into 
producing painted lantern slides much loved by Victorians as a form of entertainment.  He later moved back 
to his photography skills to create early postcards as he saw their popularity developing.  He also flirted briefly 
with film making, producing a film titled Women’s Rights in 1899, two years after the Women’s Suffrage Bill 
was defeated in Parliament and four years before the Women’s Social and Political Union was formed by the 
Pankhursts.  This film was the story of two women standing by a fence chatting when two cheeky young lads 
creep up and surreptitiously nail their skirts to the wooden posts.  Of course, the two ladies spot them but when 
they try to capture the pranksters, they are left running on the spot.  Surprisingly the two women in the film 
were both played by men! 
Edwin Bamforth took over the running of the company from his father who died in 1911 and it was Edwin 
who spotted the opportunity of artist-drawn comical postcards aimed at holiday makers in seaside resorts.  The 
decline of the more sentimental cards for the cheeky risqué and humorous postcard led to what Bamforth are 
now best known for.  The distinctive Bamforth style was largely down to their in-house artist Douglas Tempest 
(Tempest being a name seen on many comic cards). It is thought Tempest produced around 10,000 designs 
for Bamforth including many designs used on cards as a morale booster during WWI when he was prevented 
from serving due to a heart condition.  Designs during this phase often ridiculed the German army. 
Arnold Taylor working under the apprenticeship of Tempest and Philip Taylor (no relative to Arnold, see 
below) both worked for Bamforth producing numerous popular designs and again Taylor is a name seen on 
many saucy postcards. In the inter-war period, the choice of which cards to commercially produce was made 
by Arnold Taylor and ‘Mr Bamforth’; by then ‘Mr Bamforth’ was actually another family member, John 
Derek Bamforth, who became managing director whilst still a teenager. 
As you will have read previously about McGill, Bamforth struggled with obscenity laws and saw numerous 
retailers fined and their stock repeatedly confiscated and destroyed by the police.  The authorities saw the 
cheeky postcards and their double entendre as vulgar and undermining the moral fabric of post war Britain.  

Derek Bamforth needed a solution to the loss of so much stock 
and so tried to set up a formal censorship system much as the film 
industry had its own censorship to avoid regulation by the state.  
The hope was that compliance to an agreed set of rules would 
stop the prosecutions.  His ambitions were never realised and in 
1951 another 17 shops owners in Blackpool were prosecuted. 
Apparently, the police had a simple method to “detect” what was 
regarded as obscene or not.  Once a member of the public had 
complained they would send a plain clothes policeman to 
purchase the offending card.  The shopkeeper was asked about its 
obscenity and if they stated they could see nothing wrong they 
were then asked if they would send it to their daughter.  If the 
answer came back as no then it was deemed to be obscene.   
The whole obscenity circus went on for many years.  Many 
shopkeepers were not deterred and simply restocked, usually with 
the same confiscated (but popular) card and carried on as before 
any raid.  As a result, the authorities turned their attention to the 
publishers and several high-profile trials followed.  In one such 
trial Derek Bamforth and his fellow directors were acquitted but 
Donald McGill, having pleaded guilty, and his fellow directors of 
publisher D. Constance were fined and ordered to pay costs.  The 
turning point in obscenity prosecutions came after Penguin books 

in the 1960 trial famously were found not guilty for publishing Lady Chatterley’s Lover. 
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From that point on there was a reluctance to pursue postcard retailers.  The Poet Philip Larkin famously 
recorded that sexual intercourse began in 1963: “Between the end of the ‘Chatterley’ ban and the Beatles’ first 
LP”. 
In this new freer era, Bamforth’s cards became increasingly explicit although localised censorship issues did 
remain, e.g. the Isle of Man.  Derek Bamforth eventually sold the company to Dennis and Sons, a Scarborough-
based publisher and printer but on the proviso the Bamforth name be preserved.  In June 2000, Dennis went 
into receivership with debts of over a million pounds but the Bamforth & Co.  name was of interest to potential 
buyers and the Bamforth element was sold to Ian Wallace who retains the rights to ownership and use of some 
50,000 designs as of today with Mercury Print and Packaging having the exclusive licence to reprint and 
distribute. David White 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


