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News, articles and all Parish Council  business along with

past newsletters, can be found on the parish council website,

easily  accessed by using the  QR code on the front cover.

I hope you find something of  interest in this issue.

Chris Stone
E&OE

christopher.stone@saltfleetbyparishcouncil.gov.uk

Welcome once again to the Saltfleetby newsletter. This autumn

edition is a bumper issue, thanks to the fantastic number of

events that took place during the hot, dry summer months.

It seems my editorial in the summer newsletter ruffled a few

feathers, even becoming an agenda item at a recent parish

council meeting. As I write this in mid-September, I have not

received any official feedback about what the specific issue was.

Rumour has it that my comments regarding Freedom of

Information requests caused concern. However, anyone who

attended the annual parish meeting will know I only repeated

statements made during that session. I cannot respond to gossip,

but I am always open to legitimate, direct feedback. If  you have a

point to make, I am happy to discuss it—my contact details are at

the end of  this page.

As the future of  the newsletter is due to be discussed at the

November Parish Council meeting, this could well be my last

outing as editor. I hope not, but time will tell.

In this autumn issue, you will find a wonderful selection of  articles

from local residents and village groups.

Highlights include the well-attended SCA quiz in June, the Taylor

Memorial Garden event in July, a visit to the New Inn in Saltfleet,

the recent bike race, and a fascinating look into the history of

Henry Usher.
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Chris Stone

HOT DOGS, SOUP, JACKET POTATOES
AND ALL THE TRIMMINGS.

7 th November
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SALTFLEETBY CHAT & CRAFT GROUP

The Chat & Craft Group meet every Monday at St Peter’s Church on Main Road

from 9.30 am – 12.30 pm (no need to attend for the full 3 hours, just drop in for

the time that suits you).

No joining fee, no weekly fee and even the tea/coffee won’t cost you a penny!

 Members enjoy a range of crafts - knitting, embroidery, crochet, cross-stitch,

papercrafts and more.

New members are always made welcome – just turn up one Monday with your

chosen craft to work on.

For more info ring or text Val on 07950 026580.
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Anyone who knows Lincoln is familiar with the Usher family name, thanks to the Usher

Gallery and long-established High Street Jeweller’s shop.

Richard Usher (1778-1837) was born in Lincoln and married Millicent Radford (1781-

1832) in Bulwell, Nottinghamshire.  They had children John, James and Ann, before

moving to Lincoln where Mary, Henry, Richard and Eliza were born.  The family lived on

Broadgate where Richard worked as a labourer, wood sawyer, then in the textile

industry as a scourer (washing wool using soap and urine in preparation for dying) and a

dyer.

His eldest brother John died in 1825 at the age of 19 and was buried in St Swithin’s. By

1835 Henry’s brother James was working as a watch and clock maker in a tiny shop at

the south end of Lincoln High Street.  In 1837 he moved to a larger shop on the High

Street, opposite The Cornhill.  Youngest brother Richard also worked as a watchmaker,

but was sentenced to 6 months in Lincoln Gaol for felony in 1838.  He died in Boston in

1841 aged 22, his brother James was in attendance.

Their son Henry Radford Usher was born in December 1816, and was christened in St

Swithin’s Church on 28th December 1816, an older building on the same site as the

present-day church near Greyfriars.

James’s son James Ward Usher was born opposite the jewellery shop in 1845, which he

took over in 1874. He made a fortune making and selling souvenirs depicting the

Lincoln Imp on numerous items such as brooches and spoons, obtaining the rights to

use the image from Lincoln Cathedral.  He became mayor of Lincoln and his collection

of art and craft objects are now housed in the Usher Gallery.

Lincoln High Street in 1851, with Usher’s

Jewellery shop on the left Lincoln Library

Local History Collection

One of James Ward Usher’s

original Lincoln Imp Brooches

Lincoln Museum
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The Usher Gallery, Lincoln,

built 1927, named after

Rev Usher’s nephew

James Usher Jewellery Shop, Lincoln

now on Guildhall Street, owned by H L Brown

Young Henry Usher went to live in London where he worked as a teacher at Radnor

Street School in Islington (which was demolished in 1958).  Founded as a Methodist

Mission in 1798, it was the oldest dedicated Wesleyan Sunday School premises in

London. The institution was a pioneering educational effort in London’s rapidly

growing, poor, overcrowded City Road area, near the north edge of London.  It

provided a rare opportunity of somewhere for boys and girls to go to learn to read and

write.  It also established its own private circulating library, a soup kitchen and

children’s sick fund.  With help from a grant from the City of London, and voluntary

subscriptions, a boys’ day school was opened there in 1837.

London University (UCL) in 1828

Here he took courses in “the four classes”: which

consisted of fifteen lectures on Latin,

Mathematics, Natural Philosophy and Greek. The

course was listed as Lectures to Schoolmasters,

established out of funds donated by an

anonymous benefactor.

Henry Usher was a schoolmaster at Radnor Street in 1840, when he enrolled at

University College London.  The grand innovative new university was then only 12

years old, founded as a secular alternative to Oxford and Cambridge.

The lectures were delivered by the professors in the colleges of the respective

subjects, on weekday evenings from 7 to 9pm.  The students had to read the same

books as for the BA degrees in the separate subjects.

At the age of 24 in 1841, he was living in a student lodging house on Cannon Row

in Westminster.  It was provided by the National Society of Education, a Church of

England organisation founded to promote religious education in England and

Wales, especially for the poor. Most of the residents there were
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young men from working-class backgrounds, who went on to have careers as teachers.

Also, resident was 40-year-old Robert Oxlad a former Baptist minister and famous

author on the Reformation.

In 1842 Henry was working as a schoolmaster at Armley near Leeds, a rapidly

expanding industrial town, location of the world’s largest woollen mill at the time, and

site of workers’ riots in August 1842.

On 27th September 1842 he married Alvira Fields at Holbeach All Saints’ Church,

Lincolnshire.  Alvira was born in Holbeach in July 1819, the daughter of Cotnam Fields

(1776-1847) and his second wife Anne (nee Copeland, 1783-1872).  Mr Fields was a

tailor and draper with a shop on Back Road, Holbeach. The large family lived on

Holbeach High Street, where Cotnam was a well-respected local businessman,

involved in local politics.

Whilst living in Holbeach, and working as a schoolmaster, Henry and Alvira had their

first child, Alexander Fields Usher on 20th July 1843.  He was christened in Holbeach All

Saints’ Church on 17th August 1843.

Founded in 1816, St Bees was the first independent theological college established for

training men for ordination into the Church of England.  It aimed to address the

shortage of good new clergy, and open up opportunities for poorer students. Old St

Bees Priory was used as the main lecture room and library.  The parish vicar acted as

college principal.

St Bees College & village in 1842, by William H. Bartlett

The students lived in lodgings in the village; many were married men who moved with

their families.  Around 100 men were enrolled at this time, each were required to

complete two years of study.  They had to wear a cap and gown in college, and when

out in the nearby towns, to indicate that they were “gentlemen”.  The college day

began with morning prayers at nine in the nave, the students taking turns to read the

lesson.  Lectures took place from ten till twelve in the two rooms and library, they

dined in the middle of the day and took exercise in the afternoons. On Saturday

mornings they

Henry went on to study at St

Bees Theological College in

Cumbria in 1845-46.
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The Great British Map: Round 2
 A Sandwich of  Ham and a slice of  Christmas Pie

It turns out that the previous tour of  Britain’s eccentric addresses was

merely the tip of  the topographical iceberg

From ‘Lost’ villages to ‘Ugley’ residents (who are actually very lovely),

here is the second leg of  our tour through the towns and hamlets that

make us do a double-take.

 At a specific crossroad in East Kent. If  you stand at just the right

junction between Deal and Sandwich, the finger-posts point in opposite

directions.

Turn one way for Ham, and the other for Sandwich.

And if  you’re still hungry, the map offers

a full banquet, plus something to wash it

down with.

The Fryups in North Yorkshire are split

into Great Fryup Dale and Little Fryup

Dale. Despite the name, there isn’t a

chip shop in sight!

Then we have Bread and Meat Close, a

specific address in Warwick that

sounds like the start of  a very good

picnic ingredient.

Over in Helston, Cornwall, we have

Water-Ma-Trout.
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Or how about a seasonal Christmas Pie?

The hamlet in Surrey, which gets its name

from a combination of  a 16th-century local

landowning family named Christmas and

the Saxon term ‘pightel’ or ‘pightle,’ which

means a small, enclosed piece of  arable

land. Over time, this land was likely called

the ‘Christmas Pightle,’ which evolved into

"Christmas Pie"

And to wash it all down, if  it isn’t 5

o’clock somewhere yet, we have Cup

and Saucer: a charming spot in

Cropredy, Banbury. It sounds like the

perfect place for a mid-afternoon brew.

Or if  you’re not getting around to

reading this till later, perhaps you

would prefer Beer? This picturesque

seaside village is located on the

Jurassic Coast in East Devon.

And like a teenager’s party, where you will always

find someone crying on the stairs, your SatNav

doesn't just tell you where to go; it tells you how to

feel. If  you’re driving through the North, you might

find yourself  in Giggleswick, Wigglesworth, or

Ticklerton, or hot under the collar at Loggerheads in

Denbighshire. Apparently named after a local inn

where people used to get into... well, loggerheads.

Try keeping a straight face at Sniggery

Woods! Or, perhaps you’ll be feeling the

chill at Freezywater or Cold Christmas in

Hertfordshire.
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And if  you’re looking for a bit of  Cold Comfort, you’ll find that lane in Alcester.

But be warned: our optimistic Welsh readers have a cautionary saying: "Live in

Hope and die in Caergwrle." Hope and Caergwrle are neighbouring villages in

Flintshire, with the latter housing the nearest cemetery. The Welsh certainly

have a way with perspective!

On the topic of  death, we have Gravesend in Kent (originally called Gravesham,

the home of  the Gerefa/Sheriff), and Death Road in Ipswich: residents

reportedly refer to it as ‘Dee-ath Road’ to take the sting out of  it. It was once

home to campaigner Mary Whitehouse, apparently!

We have Ugley, in Essex: Home

to the famous Ugley Women's

Institute. The village is charming,

as are the ladies - it’s just a case

of  an Old English name (Ugga’s

Lea) ageing like a fine blue

cheese. It’s also pronounced

‘Oogley’.

Oh, and before I forget, I received intel on Ralph’s Wife’s Lane mentioned in the

last tour: Mystery solved! A local tells us that Ralph was a fisherman who was

lost at sea, and that the ghost of  his wife is still seen there today, keeping watch

for him.

If  you’re looking for a game or a new hobby, the UK

has you covered. Pronounced exactly like the circus

performer, the residents are anything but in

Clowne, Derbyshire. Or we have Tiddleywink, a tiny

hamlet in Wiltshire that sounds like a Victorian

parlour game.
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And finally we arrive at the bottom of  the

page with a few place names where our

ancestors weren't being rude; they were

being literal. It’s just that centuries later,

we’ve developed a much cheekier

vocabulary.

Trumpet in Herefordshire is named after a local inn that sat on the old

stagecoach route. Which leads us neatly to Sound, an Old Norse or English

word for a narrow stretch of  water.

Humberston Fitties is a

gorgeous coastal area in

Lincolnshire. ‘Fitties’ is a

local word for salt marsh,

but it makes us feel like

we should be wearing

gym gear just to drive

through.

When places are called ‘Lower Whatever’,

you would be forgiven for expecting an

Upper version nearby. Not so for Lower

Upham. One of  those geographical

mysteries, I guess, although Upper Upham

does have a nice alliteration to it!

You may recall that No Place in County

Durham was highlighted last time, but

apparently, in Suffolk, you can also find

Nowheres Corner. Situated between three

villages, it literally belongs to ‘nowhere’.

In geographical terms, a Bottom is simply the lowest part of  a valley. However,

try explaining that to a delivery driver looking for Pratt’s Bottom in Kent. It’s a

lovely, well-to-do area, but it remains the undisputed heavyweight champion of

awkward addresses.
This leads me swiftly on to Claggy Bottom: A delightfully sticky-sounding spot

in Hertfordshire Located in Kent, Lynsore Bottom sounds rather painful,

but in reality, it is a delightful village surrounded by beautiful countryside

And rounding the bottoms off  (no pun intended) we have Scratchy Bottom, a

cliff-bound valley in Dorset. I assume the local sheep find it quite comfortable,

even if  the name suggests otherwise. Perhaps they would be better suited to

Happy Bottom, also in Dorset!
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THE LAST SUNDAY OF THE MONTH
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As many of you will know my son Richard from around the village, it is with great

sadness that I have to let you know that he sadly passed away on Saturday 5th

September, after an illness which ultimately took his precious life.

He passed peacefully, surrounded by his family.

To say we are devastated doesn't even come close to describing the loss we feel.

However, Richard was full of life, fun and character. Known as “The Bin Man” to some

of you, many will remember seeing him on his little walks around the village, where

there was always time for a chat and a hello. Some may remember him walking around

in his onesie, or simply standing by the Osier Holt signpost, happily watching the world

go by.

Richard had a wonderful life and brought so much happiness to those who knew him.

I am incredibly proud to be called his Dad.

We take great comfort in knowing that he is now reunited with his Mum, Liz, who sadly

passed away in 2021.

As a family we have decided that Richard will have a Pure Cremation, followed by a

Celibration of his Life at Marshlands at a later date. You will be welcome to join us to

remember, smile, share stories and celibrate the much-loved “Young Bonzo.”

Thank you, to everyone in the village who took the time over the years to stop, say

hello, have a chat or simply give Richard a wave. Those little moments meant more

than you probably realised.

Richard may have left us far too soon, but what he leaves behind is something that can

never be taken away  – the memories, the laughter, the stories and the mark he made

on so many people simply being Richard.

He will be very sadly missed ,but certainly never forgotten.

“Our boy Richard Smith”

Rick
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Having just sorted out my land

registration I noted that fields are

known by letters & numbers, this got

me thinking of  my dad & grandads

farming days.

Fields had names.

We had Jackson’s Close, The near

Borrills Close, The Far Ten Acre, High

Close, The Far Borrills Close and a

favourite Duck Planting Meadow down

the Green Lane. Along the B1200 there

was Louth Roadside Meadow, the

fields around the yard were Barn

Close, Thornham Close and The Horse

Close. Along Ings Lane we had the 20

acre, 3 acre , corner close and Grazing

Seeds (whether or not it was grazing

seeds it was always known as that!)

North End Farm now converted to

FIELDS   AFIELDS   AFIELDS   AFIELDS   AFIELDS   ACROSS THE YEARSCROSS THE YEARSCROSS THE YEARSCROSS THE YEARSCROSS THE YEARS

housing had Dicks Meadow attached to it, behind that was Fritz Meadow and the

field attached to Field House where I lived until I was 6 was Fletchers Close.

Coming back along the main road near Saltfleetby House was Docking Garth.

This led me to look at

the deeds to see how

the fields were identi-

fied. The photos show

that indeed they were

known by names - ie

The Six Acres, Benton

Garth, The North Ings.

With technology times have moved on but I’ll still remember fondly asking

‘Where’s  Dad?’ Reply ‘Oh he’s cutting Jackson’s Close!

 Usually a field was

identified by what fields

and roads bordered it but

on some deeds it was

stated as ‘marked 248 on

the Tithe Apportionment

Plan.

Ysanne
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Bumblebee numbers are declining and some species are on the

brink of  extinction.

BumbBumbBumbBumbBumblelelelelebees arbees arbees arbees arbees are in crisise in crisise in crisise in crisise in crisis.....

Global managed honeybee populations are rising overall, but wild

bee species and managed colony loss rates face severe ongoing

decline.

Wildflower meadows and hedgerows are disappearing at an

alarming rate, leaving bumblebees struggling to find enough

food and shelter. In the UK, two species have been driven to

extinction in the last century and, without our help, we could

lose even more. If  we are going to help we need to “bee”

aware.

The UK has 24 species of  bumblebee, and a third of  these

are in serious trouble.

80 Percent of  the “Bee Hotels” on the market are death

traps.

Walk into any garden centre or scroll through any online

retailer and you'll find dozens of  so-called bee hotels.

Stacked bamboo. Pine blocks with holes drilled in. Little

decorative houses stuffed with straw and pine cones.

They all look charming on a patio shelf.

The problem?

Most of  them don't just fail to help bees.

They actively harm them.

People buy these things with the best of  intentions, they want to

help. But what they're bringing home isn't a habitat, it’s a

decoration and in many cases, it's a death trap.

Over decades of  studying

wild bee behavior, five

deadly mistakes of

mass-produced bee hotels

have been identified.
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The Five Fatal Flaws

1. “The Splinter Trap” (rough-drilled tunnels)

If  the inside of  that tunnel isn't glass-smooth, the bee shreds her

wings going in and out. She can't fly. She can't forage. She dies in

the hole she thought was her nest. Mass-produced hotels use

high-speed drill bits that leave ragged fibers lining every tunnel.

For an insect with wings thinner than tissue paper, it's a death

sentence.

2. “Poison in the Garden” (treated softwoods)

Pine and fir ooze resin. It clogs the brood tubes. And those

chemical treatments — the glues, the lacquers — bees can smell

them from six feet away. They won't go near it. Cheap imports

rely on pressure-treated softwoods held together with synthetic

adhesives. The bees' acute sense of  smell detects what we can't.

3. “The Mold Chamber” (no proper roof)

Rain gets in. The wood swells. Within one season, you've got

mold growing inside the tunnels. The larvae suffocate. Thin ply-

wood lids absorb moisture and warp. Without a weather-proof

roof, every storm turns the hotel into a damp incubator for fungal

growth.

4. “The Shallow Grave” (tunnels too short)

A mason bee needs six to eight inches of  depth to lay a proper

brood. The ones they sell at the garden centre? Three inches,

maybe four. That's not a nest — that's an open invitation for

parasitoid wasps to eat the brood from the entrance.

Manufacturers cut depth to save material. The bees pay the

price.

5. “The Decorative Lie” (filler materials)

Pine cones. Straw bundles. Bark chips. People buy them because

they look nice on Pinterest. But no solitary bee on earth nests in

a pine cone. All you're doing is rolling out the welcome mat for

spiders and earwigs that raid the actual brood. Decorative fillers

are there for the customer, not the bee.
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Just to keep the brain cells

ticking over.



Stage Two of the Lloyds Tour of Britain for Men 2026, brought the race across

Lincolnshire from the historic market town of Boston to the famous seaside

resort of Skegness. Along the route was a bunting lined Main Road in

Saltfleetby. The noise as the bikes went past was surprising, along with the

number of support vehicles. Over 60 police motorcycles were in attendance

ensuring a safe passage for all riders. A great turnout of residents waving and

cheering the riders as they sped past.

Lloyds Tour of  Britain for Men 2026
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I saw an event advertised locally and wondered what age of  vehicle

is considered to be a “classic”. I was assured that no matter what I

drive, just turn up; so I did. The range of  vehicles on show was a

treat to witness. I shall attend again at some point. The organisation

was first class with the car park marshalls being our very own

Humberstone family. Well done to all involved.



T THE NEW INN SALT THE NEW INN SALT THE NEW INN SALT THE NEW INN SALT THE NEW INN SALTFLEETTFLEETTFLEETTFLEETTFLEET

If  you enjoy vehicles and a chat, as I do, it is well worth a

visit. Look out for the next event.
Chris4949



GRAND OPENING OF THE TGRAND OPENING OF THE TGRAND OPENING OF THE TGRAND OPENING OF THE TGRAND OPENING OF THE TAAAAAYLYLYLYLYLOR MEMORIAL GOR MEMORIAL GOR MEMORIAL GOR MEMORIAL GOR MEMORIAL GARDENARDENARDENARDENARDEN

12th July12th July12th July12th July12th July

The opening event kicked off  at 2:00 PM under welcoming skies,

with local residents turning out in high spirits. The afternoon

quickly transformed into a lively, traditional British summer

festival. Families and neighbours arrived well-prepared for the

festivities, setting up an impressive spread of  picnic blankets,

deck chairs, and gazebos across the grass.

Attendees were

treated to live

musicians, Nigel and

Teri who provided a

vibrant soundtrack

throughout the entire

afternoon.

Adding to the traditional

English country

atmosphere, a troupe of

Morris dancers

performed live, drawing

enthusiastic applause

from the crowd.

The event featured a nostalgic

mix of  classic fete games and

stalls. Guests tried their luck at

the standard raffle and

tombola, while the "Lucky

Duck" game proved to be a

popular draw.

For the more adventurous, the historical game of  "hurling for a

hog" provided plenty of  laughs and friendly competition.
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Younger attendees were also kept

thoroughly entertained with a

dedicated bran tub, hoop la, splat

the rat and many others.

One highlight of the afternoon

was the face painting stall. The

stall was hosted by the highly

talented Ella Freer, a celebrated

former finalist from the hit BBC

competition series Glow Up. Ella

brought her televised

masterclass skills to Saltfleetby,

transforming local faces into

stunning pieces of  living art.

The opening of  the Taylor Memorial Garden marks a

significant milestone for the area, providing a beautiful,

permanent sanctuary for recreation, community events, and

quiet reflection for years to come.
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