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An excerpt from the Weston Mercury, September 2012 

{ǘ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ǎƛȄ ōŜƭƭǎ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ǊŜ-tuning in January 2013 and there will also be 

work done to the tower at the Church Road site. 

So far the fund-raising has reached £17,519, so there is some way to go. 

¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ōŜƭƭǎ ŘŀǘŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ мсуо ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜ-tuned 

was 1908. 

They have rung across the centuries around the village, calling people to Sunday worship, weddings 

and other celebrations. 

The bells will be transported to a bell foundry in London in January, and Nicholas Engineering, a 

company of bell hangers and iron smiths, will refurbish the tower in the meantime. 

The bells will be dismantled early in the new year over three days and will be returned and re-

installed in early March, 2013. 

It will take up to a week to put them back, in time for Easter services. 

 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻƻƪ ƛǎ ²ƻǊƭŜ IƛǎǘƻǊȅ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅΩǎ effort to contribute to the cost of re-tuning the bells. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ {ǘΦ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ /ƘǳǊŎƘΣ ²ƻǊƭŜΣ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜǎ 

the reader on a journey through many decades of images of our lovely old 

Church. 

Some of the pictures are of the building in all its recognizable glory, but the 

surroundings change and remind us of the many generations who have 

worshipped within its walls, married at the altar and brought precious offspring 

to the ancient font for baptism. 

Even the non-believers amongst us cannot help but appreciate the beauty and 

ŎŀƭƳ ƻŦ {ǘΦ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀƭƛƴƎ ōŜƭƭǎΦ   

So, take a gentle stroll back in time.  Look at the Church again, through fresh eyes 

and maybe you will be tempted to get out your camera or your sketch pad to 

record it again.                                                                       Raye Green 
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 Our walk is beginning in modern times.  It is November 11th, 2010 and the village has gathered at 

the war memorial.  The clock shows the time as 10 minutes to 11.  This neat little stone building with its 

clock tower was built from public subscription following World War 1.  There is a photograph of the 1922 

opening ceremony on ǇŀƎŜ нл ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨA Walk along Worle HƛƎƘ {ǘǊŜŜǘΩ ōƻƻƪΦ  !ƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ, people make 

their way along the High Street to say a prayer for the departed at 11 a.m. on Remembrance Sunday.   

 The War Memorial, apart from its obvious function, also forms a kind of gateway to the Churchyard 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘ ǳǇ ǘƻ {ǘ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ /ƘǳǊŎƘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǘƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ {ǘΦ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

photograph to the right of the clock tower. 

 The memorial was originally surrounded by an orchard on the left, where the Health Centre now 

stands, and further up the hill, by fields and gardens.  Nowadays it has been squashed in by ugly modern 

buildings, telegraph poles, wires and a bolisha beacon.  However, the spirit of the place remains the same.  

The gates may be locked for most of the year, but on Remembrance Sunday, they are opened and the 

people go inside to sit on the little corner benches, lay their poppies and contemplate the reasons for the 

ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΩǎ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΦ 

                                                                                                                                      Photograph given by Raye Green 
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 Now we have another glimpse of colour from this snapshot given by Peter Snook, who still 

prepares the War Memorial for the Remembrance Day service each year.  We have walked a little way 

up the hill to the right of the war memorial.  The buildings and telegraph wires have melted away to 

be replaced by fields where animals were often grazed, and an odd little fence of randomly selected 

poles and chicken wire. 

 It is winter time.  The deciduous trees at the top of the hill are bare and the convolvulus that 

grows over the wire fence in summer is absent.  Despite the time of year, the sun is shining and the 

evergreen trees give the scene a cheerful look.  The old stone wall on the right has sadly disappeared, 

now, but the old path still winds its way towards its destination, up the steps to the south door of the 

ancient Church.   

 The kissing gate, beloved of generations of youngsters is just visible at the spot where the 

path bends gently to the left.  I think the old white nanny goat, which lived just beyond the gate, 

tethered on a generous length of rope, has moved on to pastures new by this time.  And we shall 

move on, up the path and back, back, back in time.                                Photograph given by Peter Snook 
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 We have walked further up the path, closer to the steps and the vegetation around the Church 

seems to have been attacked with some venom.  The scene of devastation has attracted someone with 

an eye for a picture.  There are identifiable graves in evidence, the latest of which is the resting place of 

Mary Putt dated 24th April, 1906, so Edward VII was on the throne, and Reverend A.C. Harman, known as 

Cecil, was Vicar of Worle.  The first grave on the left of the picture has an impressive Celtic cross, and is in 

memory of Francis Eric Greenwood, aged 39.  The stone is dated 3rd December 1902.  Francis Greenwood 

and his wife ran the bakery in Lower Street [now High Street] on the corner of Greenwood Road, named 

for the family.  The bakery was taken over by George Parker and later still by the Vowles family. 

 The sad aspect of the trees in the photo reflects the story told by the family grave of the 

Sperrings, dated 1895.  In that year Stephen and Hannah Sperring lost four children: George, Marian, 

Mary and Harry.  Maybe they had tuberculosis.  T.B. raged through many households at around that time.  

Worle History Society carried out a research project on this picture in 2012 and succeeded in identifying 

all but two of the visible graves. 

 As in other photographs from this time, the Church Tower is clothed in ivy for about half its 

height.  The tower we see was built in the 15th Century on the base of the original Norman tower, and it 

houses six bells, which are still rung regularly for services and special occasions.  The earliest bell is dated 

1683, so would have been in situ to witness the events in the Monmouth Rebellion.  This picture also 

gives a good view of the octagonal turret which affords access to the bells via the stone spiral steps. 

 The picture looks solemn, which is appropriate considering the number of deaths amongst the 

youth of the village.                                                               Photograph given by Aubrey Sperring 
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 This is second oldest of the photographs ƻŦ {ǘΦ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ /ƘǳǊŎƘ I have been able to find.  The latest 

grave in the photograph is that of Henry Theo Phippen, 23rd March, 1910, which roughly dates the picture.  

The poor old trees have had 4 years since the last picture to recover, and are looking better.   There were 

only 31 memorial crosses marking the graves at the bottom of the steps, plus some graves that have flat 

stones.  The original Church was built between 1125 and 1150 and only the south wall and the Norman arch 

which forms the inner door provide some clues as to how it would have looked.  This view of the south side 

of the building is a popular one, photographed and drawn or painted down through the years.   

 The bottom of the churchyard is fenced off from the pasture land in the foreground and from the 

orchard which is out of shot behind the camera.  The fence is surprisingly high, taller than the two lads 

posing for posterity.  Lǘ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜ Ǌŀƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ΨƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǇŀǘƘΩ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜ 

stones.  The steps up to the top of the churchyard look tidy and in good condition and the slope, to the left 

of the steps, is well cared for. 

 On the far left we can just see, among the trees, some small buildings which are long gone.  The 

homes in Hill Road, built mainly in the 1930s, now occupy the space where Backwell Orchard once stood.  

Arthur Bishop owned the orchard and several other large plots of pasture and arable land in the mid 20th 

century. 

 Behind the Church, peeping out on the left, is Hillside House, which we shall have a close look at 

later, and on the top of Worlebury Hill we can faintly see the building now known as The Observatory, but 

ƻƴŎŜ ²ƻǊƭŜΩǎ ²ƛƴŘƳƛƭƭΦ                                                                      Photograph given by Mary Pinn                                                                               
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  Take a first peep inside our lovely old Church.  There is no definitive date for this delightful 

photograph, but 1905 has been suggested.  The photographer has come in via the Norman south door.  He 

[I assume it was a male] had walked past the font which had been in use since 1150 and is octagonal so 

may well have inspired the design of the turret.  Turning to the right, camera in hand, he took this picture 

which provides us with the view of the east window, the gas lights, the arches, all in a golden glow.  

Electric lighting came to St. Martins in 1950, by which time my family had also arrived in Worle. 

  This picture suggests that the Church was well used.  The pews are still in place, but are 

augmented by chairs at either side of the aisle to provide extra seating.  Incidentally, I blew up a section of 

the picture to discover that the hymns chosen for this day were numbers 134, 174 and 499, presumably 

from Ancient and Modern, in which cŀǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ΨWŜǎǳǎ Christ is Risen TodayΩΣ 

continued with Ψ²Ŝ saw thee not when thou didst come to this poor world of sin and deathΩ and finished 

off with Ψhƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳǊǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƭ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘȅ ƳŜŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ. No more sorrow, no more weeping, no 

ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀƛƴΩΦ  The Church was obviously prepared for the Easter services, which were not sounding as 

cheerful as one would hope.  I suppose the flowery fringe gave the picture a spring like feeling. 

 WŜƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ¢ƘƻƳǇǎƻƴΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ōƻƻƪΣ Ψфлл ¸ŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ tƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ DƭƻǊȅΩ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǊŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ 

ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘŜǘŀƛƭŜŘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ {ǘ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎΦ   L ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ same 

photographs, but it is well worth obtaining a copy from the Church or the Parish Office at St. Marks on the 

Queensway.                                                                                   Photograph is fǊƻƳ {ǘΦ aŀǊǘƛƴΩǎ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜǎ 
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