
Recollections of Southend-on-Sea and Neighbourhood 1855-1912 
 
 
Mr. Thackaray, commonly known as Joe Thackaray, the Parson of Shopland, was another well-known 
character on the Terrace. You were always sure of the latest information on most subjects – not always 
to be depended upon, but that was quite a detail – he also wore a tall hat. Now I come to think of it, 
everyone did who aspired to any sort of social position, and would no more have thought of appearing in 
anything else than the "ladies" (they were not called women then) would have been seen in hats instead 
of bonnets and strings. One man rather fancied himself, and his groom and gardener appeared with a 
gold band around his hat. I am bound to say that the rest of his get-up did not come up to the hat. The 
master came under Mr. Scratton’s special ire, and he would remark, "Here comes 'gold band'". Another 
name for him was the Commercial Ambassador – he was connected with some wine business, and it must 
not be overlooked anything to do with the trade was viewed with very different eyes than is the case in 
the present day. I have omitted to mention the fact that the Shrubbery was a private hunting ground; 
the public (not that there was any public then) would not be admitted. I am not quite sure what gave 
you the entrance there, but so it was, and day after day all these people used to meet there. We children 
used to go down to bathe, if the tide was right, and the stout bathing woman was there ready, if required, 
to give you a dip into the water. 
 
Then we used to go down to a sort of bazaar place, which was at the bottom of the steps leading to the 
Pier. Here was a wheel of fortune, and upon one occasion one of the elders of the party who was blessed 
with a moustache (no advertisements to remove superfluous hairs having yet made their appearance) 
tried her fortune, and great was the horror of the assembled company when the wheel produced for her 
a shaving brush. Such an incident was far more terrible than then than now. Everyone was so much more 
correct, and no such thing as practical jokes amongst young people was ever thought of. I cannot imagine 
what would be the feelings of all those "ladies and gentlemen" if they could rise from their graves and 
see the manners of the present day, when pet names are the custom. Not that I think people are any 
worse now than in the bygone days; in fact I am of the opinion the breaking down of barriers has done 
no harm; there certainly were just as many scandals, only perhaps they were spoken of more with bated 
breath, but they were there just the same. 
 
Another enjoyment for the children was to climb half-way up the cliff and visit Mrs. Pilton in her little 
wooden house, which was situated very much on the site now occupied by the Alexandra Yacht Club. 
Mrs. Pilton sold the same class of articles as Miss Woosnam, but not of course on so grand a scale. She 
was noted for her chocolate creams and other delights. Being a very fine large woman, I have often 
wondered since if she lived in that mite of a place on the cliffs, hardly larger than a bathing machine. 
Another enjoyment was a ride in the enchanting little wagons drawn by a steady old horse which jogged 
along and took one to the end of the pier; and then the fishing, what a pleasure it was, one used weights 
and a string and caught starfish, dabs and crabs, and so the afternoons passed away pleasantly, until we 
found the elders and drove back to our homes. 
 
At the end of the Terrace there was a farm gate, and once a year Mr. Daniel Scratton used to send a 
wagon through to keep the right of way. Beyond the gate there were cornfields and the open country. 
 
The grandees of Southend used to give dinner parties. They were quite different from the functions of 
the present day; much more solemn and correct. 
 

Clear soup, rather flavoured with sauce, turbot and lobster sauce (very often a brill, when Mrs, 
Scratton, who was rather deaf, would be heard saying in a low voice, but distinctly audible to 
the company "Work-house Talbot"). 
Entrees, stewed kidneys and sweetbreads, roast saddle of mutton, boiled turkey or fowl, (the 
joint was carved by the master, the turkey or fowl nominally by the lady – the gentleman who 
took her into dinner officiating in her place).   
Game, if in season. 
Trifle, cream, jelly. 



 
During dinner there was a laboured conversation carried on; it must be remembered there was not the 
same free and easy intercourse as in the present day, and no-one called each other by their pet names. 
Dinner being ended, the ladies retired to the drawing room, and sat in a circle and discussed their 
children and servants; the gentlemen, having finished their port wine, joined the ladies in the drawing 
room, and after another half-hour of laboured conversation and a song or two trilled by a nervous young 
lady, they rumbled home over the stony roads – no India rubber tyres to make the wheels run easy. 
 
The late Marchioness of Thomond used to be a frequent visitor at a house in the neighbourhood. The title 
is now extinct, and the family is represented by the second title of Inchquin. It can easily be understood 
what a flutter of excitement it caused when a real live Marchioness was trotted out for the dinner parties, 
and how the gentlemen of the house asked in fear and trembling, "What am I to talk to her about?", and 
how after dinner, the ladies sat in an admiring circle round her quite unable to say a word to one who 
had the privilege of kissing the dear Queen on the cheek. The late Marquis of Thomond was the Premier 
Marquis of Ireland.                   
The Marchioness was such a homely comfortable person; I can see her now, with a mushroom hat tied 
with strings under the chin, as she used on fine days to exercise up and down the carriage drive, 
followed by a tall footman wearing a hat with a gold band. 




