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Photograph of Henry Reginald Wansbrough taken at about thirty 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Voices of the Past, 

 
Links of a Broken Chain, 

 
Wings that can bear us back to Times, 

 
That cannot come again; 

 
Yet God forbid that we should lose, 

 
The Echoes that remain. 

 
 
 
 
 

Verse at the foot of the stained glass window placed in the South wall of Shrewton Church 
by H. R. Wansbrough. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



PARTNERS 
 

TITLE OF FIRM     NAME     PARTNERSHIP 
 
Wansbrough      H. R. Wansbrough   1882 - died 1940 
 
Wansbrough, Dickinson    J. L. Dickinson   ? - retired 1907 
 
Wansbrough, Dickinson    W. J. Robinson    c. 1893 - died 1936 
& Robinson 
 
Wansbrough, Dickinson,    W. H. Tayler    c. 1898 - died 1936 
Robinson & Tayler 
 
Wansbrough, Robinson,    W. J. Taylor    1907 - died 1940 
Tayler & Taylor 
 
Wansbroughs, Robinson,    R. W. Wansbrough   1914 - retired 1963 
Tayler & Taylor      G. D. Wansbrough   1922 - retired 1960 
 

A. P. Collett    1928 - died 1945 
C. A. Parker   1936 - retired 1974 
W. Ireland    1937 - retired 1970 
H. Castle    1937 - retired 1970 
H. Whitefield    1947 - retired 1961 
C. C. White    1947 - died 1973 
S. W. Collett    1948 - retired 1978 
M. McGregor-Johnson   1948 - retired 1978 
G. P. Atkinson    1950 - retired 1980 
T. K. Archer    1951 - 
P. M. Dixon    1960 - retired 1972 
B. C. Symons    1962 - retired 1974 
J. N. Dunham    1965 - 
K. C. R. Gibson   1965 - 
P. A. G. Chavasse   1967 - 

 
Wansbroughs     R. I. Ireland    1969 - 

A. J. Strachan    1971 - 
D. S. Bousfield    1971 - 
R. L. Beale    1975 - 
P. N. C. Rowe    1976 - 
D.J. Rich    1976 - 
R. J. Drury    1978 - 
S. McGregor-Johnson   1980 - 
N. M. Day    1980 - 
P. W. L. Redfern   1981 - 
Mrs. V. J. West    1981 - 

 
 
PRESIDENTS OF BRISTOL LAW SOCIETY 
 
H. R. Wansbrough     C. A. Parker 
G. D. Wansbrough     G. P. Atkinson 
 
 
 



PRESIDENT OF SOMERSET LAW SOCIETY 
 
S. W. Collett 
 
PRESIDENT OF GLOUCESTER & WILTSHIRE INCORPORATED LA W SOCIETY 
 
W. Ireland 
 

LIST OF LONG SERVING MEMBERS OF STAFF. 
 
BRISTOL 
 

Lion Chambers and Dunlop Buildings, but dates unknown. 
 

Edgar Alley 
Paul Braddon 
Cecil Lord 
Stanley Manning 
 

With dates, in alphabetical order: 
 
Mrs. Batterbury           1952 - 1975 
Mrs. Bessant           1963 - 1978 
L. G. Burland           1929 - 1976 
D. G. Candy           1928 - 1979 
C. W. Field           1915 - 1968 
S. J. Flint           1920 - 1960 
L. Hicks           1947 - 1972 
W. E. Keen          1920 - 1965 
P. Kingdon           1946 - 1961 
W. C. Langford           1912 - 1968 
D. G. Langley           1945 - 
F. P. Maggs           1940 - 1962 
F. A. Marks           1909 - 1966 
Mrs. Muxworthy          1941 - 1966 
K. W. Oliver           1963 - 
C. Parsons           1943 - ? 
Mrs. Probert           1967 - 
G. Stock           1955 - 
J. Thompson           1952 - 1980 
Mrs. Tyler           1958 - 
R. S. B. Webber          1948 - 1972 
 
DEVIZES 
 
C. H. Harris           1964 - 
O. Jennings          1937 - 
F. C. Mertens       pre     1937 - 1954 
 
WESTON 
 
'Knobby' Clark           Dates unknown 
 
 
 
 



'H.R.' 
 

The Wansbroughs were Lords of the Manor of Shrewton in the County of Wiltshire. Henry Reginald 
Wansbrough was born on October 12th in the year 1856, the seventh of eight children. His mother was 
something of a bluestocking, speaking French and German well, and at the age of eight she sent her son 
to France to be educated. In later years his granddaughter remembers that the one word of the language 
her grandfather was ever heard to speak was 'moutard' - a shocking waste, she rightly thought, of a 
French education. Perhaps, though, his habit of wearing a gardenia in his buttonhole, and the evident 
charm of his manner in later years, owed something to his early upbringing. As far as his forbears were 
concerned, there was a lawyer in the family on his mother’s side. A portrait of him is still in existence, and 
he looks down from it with a sombre expression, his pale face and white neckcloth in sharp contrast to the 
dark clothes appropriate to his profession. He was an attorney who lived at Walton in Gordano, near 
Clevedon at the end of the eighteenth century. What his grandson thought of him is not recorded. The 
kind of temperament which makes a good common lawyer belongs to an earlier member of the family on 
his father's side who almost certainly was admired by H.R; the wording of his will reflects the relish with 
which we may guess he regarded the independence of his ancestor’s action on one occasion: 

"To my dear son Reginald (l bequeath) my old Family Bible dated 1611 together with the old 
Receipt for a fine of £10 inflicted on Robert Wansbrough of Shrewton - for not attending the 
Coronation of Charles the First to be knighted which receipt is dated 29th April 1631". 

Probably prudence underlay Robert Wansbrough’s decision as much as anything. Anyone attempting the 
crossing of Salisbury Plain and the subsequent journey to London, furnished with the money and 
accoutrements required at the King's court, would have invited the attention, in those wild times, of rogues 
and footpads. Safer and cheaper by far to pay up and stay comfortably at home. This sturdy assessment 
of the situation must have appealed to H.R.’s own streak of practical good sense. 
   Dates are hard to come by, but H.R. probably came to Bristol at the age of about seventeen or 
eighteen. He started work in a bank but at the same time he was reading law. When he announced his 
intention of leaving the bank, the Manager tried to persuade him to stay "One day you could be a 
manager like me, and earn £1,000 a year." "I'm going to earn far more than that", H.R. retorted. "Well, if 
you’ve got such grand ideas, you’d better go", said his employer. And go he did. This was in 1877. He 
entered into his five year period of Articles and was admitted in July 1882. It seems very likely that what 
made up his mind about his future was the fact that one of his older brothers, Gilbert Dyke Wansbrough, 
had gone to Bristol many years before (they were a long family), had qualified as a solicitor, and set up 
his own firm at Number One Lion Chambers*, Broad Street. After some years he appears to have sold 
out to a Mr. James, and to have become solicitor to the Singer Sewing Machine Company. It is most likely 
that H.R. in fact did his articles with this Mr. James. Once he had completed them, in October 1882, he 
proceeded to buy Mr. James out. A facsimile of the receipt of this transaction hangs on the wall of Broad 
Quay offices to this day. Until recently it was supposed to be the receipt for the office furniture and effects 
acquired by H.R. to equip his newly acquired office. In fact it reads as follows: 

"RECEIVED of Henry Reginald Wansbrough 
the sum of £525 for the practice of a 
Solicitor bought by me from Mr. G. D. Wansbrough and 
carried on at 1 Lion Chambers, Broad Street, Bristol, 
and for all the office furniture, stationery and other effects 
and in full discharge of all my interest therein." 

The receipt form is taken from a book of receipts with the name G. D. Wansbrough imprinted in an 
elaborate scroll at the side of the page. One concludes that James kept the name of Wansbrough for his 
own firm when he originally purchased it from G.D. Wansbrough. 
   The kind of struggles and disappointments which H.R. must have undergone as he set out to try and 
build up his own practice can easily be imagined. In fact we have an authentic account in the recollections 
of one of H.R.'s great friends of later years, Fred Weatherly. This same Fred Weatherly was well known in 
Victorian times as a writer of song lyrics. He was a Somerset man, born in Portishead, and in a book of 
reminiscences published in 1926, called "Piano and Gown", there is the following passage: 

 
*Footnote: These chambers must have taken their name from the ancient Inn, the White Lion. This stood 
on the site of the present Grand Hotel, which was erected in 1869. The cellars of this hotel are those of 
the original medieval inn. They are now the White Lion Buttery. 



"One of the most successful advocates in Bristol and the neighbourhood and one of my dearest 
and most faithful friends is Reginald Wansbrough. No one enjoys more than he the story of his 
beginning. 

His offices were and still are over a very popular wine bar, the entrance to which is in the main 
street, the entrance to Wansbrough's office being out of sight in a side street. One day there 
came to stay with the agent of the Bank of England, the buildings of which are exactly opposite 
Wansbrough’s offices, a gentleman from London. He was followed by worrying letters on 
business which needed speedy legal advice. While reading these letters in the drawing room 
upstairs he had from time to time looked across the street and seen in an opposite window the 
face of a very young but smart looking man. He saw his name on the wire blinds of the office, 
"Wansbrough." 

Discussing with his host the names of various solicitors, he decided to go to Wansbrough, and 
to Wansbrough he went. The young man was highly delighted at the arrival of a new client, 
especially when he introduced himself as a visitor at the Bank agent's, and more especially 
because that morning he had not seen a single client. The business finished, Wansbrough said 
diffidently: 
"Would you mind telling me why you came to me? Did the agent.... " 
   "No," said the client, "I decided for myself". 
   Wansbrough ventured to ask "How? Why?" 
   "Well," replied the client, "I have been watching your office all the morning and the stream of 
people going in and coming out made it perfectly clear that you are a very busy man." 
   Wansbrough realised that to have offices over a wine bar may bring business to the solicitor 
above!" 

   The room in which H.R. was sitting when he was observed by the gentleman from London was probably 
the corner room in Lion Chambers which remained his until 1935, when the firm moved to Dunlop 
Buildings in the Centre. At the beginning he probably only took a lease on two or three rooms. Gradually 
as the firm grew more rooms in the same block were acquired; by the time we come to 1928 the premises 
stretched well back down Newmarket Avenue, so that some rooms faced the side entrance to the Grand 
Hotel. Lion Chambers and the rich and varied like which went on there deserves a chapter to itself; 
meanwhile we return to the Founder. His original courage and optimism when he spoke to the Bank 
Manager proved absolutely justified. The practice expanded over the years until by the time he died in 
1940 the firm had nine partners, and branches in Weston, Melksham and Devizes, and because its many 
partners could supply almost any advice anyone might need was irreverently known in the West Country 
as "the legal Woolworths". Who the partners were and how the branches developed will come later. 
   H.R. married in or about the year 1886. He had four children, Reginald, Gilbert (his full name was 
Gilbert Dyke, called after the brother whose practice H.R. had purchased, but he was always known as 
"Jack"), Gordon, and Gwendoline, known to her family as "Cissie". He set up house at 6 Apsley Road, 
Clifton, a large, dignified semi-detached house, with a towering conservatory on one side, which rose up 
to the second floor. This contained few plants, but was always kept stiflingly hot; H.R. would sit in it, 
unaffected by the temperature, but it was overpowering for any unlucky typist who was required to take 
dictation from him, when for some reason he was not in the office. Clifton during the second half of the 
nineteenth century had changed from being a village divided from the city by fields to a new residential 
quarter, where terraces, squares and crescents sprang up to house the new upper middle classes, 
professional and others, who had come into being at the beginning of the century. H.R., though he came 
from an old and distinguished county family, had now most effectively thrown in his lot with the thriving 
commercial and business life of a great city, and accordingly he took up residence in the district which 
was the fashionable and popular one with them. Yet he was a man of many parts; in particular he did not 
lose his deep love of what he called in his will "the dear old County of Wilts in which l and my ancestors 
were born". Although when his parents died at the end of the century the Manor house at Shrewton was 
sold, he acquired another house in the village, a solid dwelling just off the main street, called Highfield 
House. This he visited regularly, though his wife, who preferred the town, seldom went there. His 
daughter, Mrs. Down, who was tragically widowed when her husband was killed in France during the First 
World War, spent her summers at Shrewton in her father's house with her own daughter, Sheila, and in 
later years, after his wife's death, H.R. would go almost every weekend to Highfield House. In his younger 
days he was a first class shot, having had a gun since he was seven years old. Possibly the friendships 
and connections which he made as he shot over the Wiltshire countryside influenced him in his decision 



to open a branch of his firm at Melksham, and later at Devizes. He was also a very useful golfer. He 
played at the Bristol and Clifton Club at Failand off a handicap of twelve, and at the age of forty seven, 
shortly after winning the Monthly Medal with a low score, he undertook a most remarkable feat. He 
decided that on the longest day of the year, the 21st June 1904, between sunrise and sunset, he would 
play eight rounds of golf. The very idea speaks of a character full of fun and vigour . . . the way in which 
the enterprise was carried out is really splendid. We have the details in a letter written in 1946 to H.R.'s 
son Reggie. Just before dawn a handsome cab called at Apsley Road and picked up H.R., driving him out 
across the Bridge to Failand. The writer of the letter, a Mr. Burtill, goes on: 

"Your father and Robinson started to play at 3.25 a.m. I arrived on the scene for breakfast by 
which time they had played two rounds. Then I played 2 rounds with your father, had lunch, 
played 2 more and then it was tea time. 

Stanley Brooks took over from me and play finished at 8.25 p.m. I have always understood your 
father went home, had a large bottle of champagne with his dinner, and walked to his office next 
morning where he arrived at 9.30 a.m. I believe he is supposed to have walked 40 miles (round 
the course), and his handicap was twelve. 
   His caddy, Hearn, got a golden pound for carrying." 

The local press loved it; "FEAT OF ENDURANCE OR ENDURANCE OF FEET", their headline ran. 
The golfing column of the Daily Mercury contains some added detail. During the day's play H.R. broke his 
favourite club and had to play on without it. At the end of the marathon he reported that he felt quite fresh 
except for his hands which were sore, and if the light had held he would happily have played another 
round. The golfing correspondent had a suggestion for the next year; 36 holes on each of four local 
courses, Henbury, Bristol and Clifton, Mangotsfield and Long Ashton. A man of Mr. Wansbrough's energy 
and wonderful power of endurance might easily do it. Once, though, was obviously enough; there is no 
record of its having been attempted a second time. The letter recounting these events and the newspaper 
cuttings reporting them hang framed in the bar of the Bristol and Clifton golf club to this day. The 
photographs which accompany them show H.R. vigorously swiping the ball, a short springy figure looking 
absolutely on top of his game. For the record, his scores were: 

'1, 84. 2, 90. 3, 94. 4, 98. 5, 99. 6, 91. 7, 83. 8, 92.  
and four holes more. It is amusing to notice in the large group photograph of all the club members taken 
at about the same time, and also hanging in the bar, that the unmistakeable figure in the front row is one 
of the few who is not facing the camera; he is busy talking to his next door neighbour. 
   As all solicitors know it is essential to have one among the partners who "brings in the business". 
With his sporting connections and interests alone H.R. must amply have fulfilled that function. He was a 
first rate host in the privacy of his own home and could even make enjoyable occasions which might have 
been stiff and awkward. We have a firsthand account of a dinner party held at Apsley Road in his later 
years. It took place in 1934 and is well remembered by Herbert Castle, then a very young and green 
newly admitted solicitor, who was put up for the night there while he was being vetted for a place in the  
firm, with partnership prospects. "I was installed in a bedroom on the top floor and stayed the night. H.R. 
was a wonderful host. There were drinks before dinner, other guests being present (one of whom was the 
late Sir William Cowlin who as Mr. Cowlin had just returned from South America). "Jack", and Mrs. Down, 
who at that time ran his house and acted as his hostess, were also present. I well remember 'fingering' 
and looking at a series of 'Spy' cartoons, some of which later adorned the walls of the Weston office. 
Dinner was taken, H.R. and Mrs. Down presiding, with two maids in attendance." Herbert has no 
remembrance of awkwardness or embarrassment, which says much for his host’s gift for putting his 
young guest at ease. Perhaps rather less enjoyable must have been the occasions when articled clerks, 
dressed in unaccustomed dinner jackets, were invited to dine at Apsley Road as part of their initiation into 
the life of the firm. Woe betide anyone who committed any horrible social gaffes: to smoke with the port 
for example was a heinous offence. His granddaughter remembers H.R.’s fondness for port; he left each 
of his sons in his will "three dozen of my port wine." He taught his sons to recognise good port and reject 
inferior stuff. T. K. Archer tells how at the dinner given to him by the firm to celebrate his winning the John 
Mackrell Prize, Reggie vociferously rejected the bottle which was offered. "Take it away! It's hunting port," 
he cried. Even as an old man H.R. retained his talent for contributing to the pleasure of a social occasion. 
George Atkinson, who was at Clifton with his grandson Michael, met the grandfather at Michael’s 21st 
birthday at the Grand Hotel. "I was introduced to him and we had a chat. He asked me where I came from 
and I said Ceylon. He was interested, as he had just been round the world and had stopped at Colombo, 
where I was born. I met him about a year later, and although he was then over eighty he remembered 



exactly our conversation on the previous occasion." When H.R. began his custom of spending three 
months of every year abroad is not recorded, but probably the habit dated from the years when the future 
of his enterprise seemed certain and prosperous. January, February and March were the months he 
chose to go on his travels - he especially hated the month of March in England, and always said it would 
be the month in which he would die, as indeed it was. Long sea voyages were what he enjoyed; as we 
have already seen, when he spoke to George Atkinson, and was an old man, he had just returned from a 
trip round the world. When he grew too old for golf and other outdoor pursuits he devoted himself to 
Bridge. He played it with all the single minded enthusiasm with which he had undertaken more vigorous 
games in his youth; indeed he would play before breakfast if he got the chance, and no doubt had many a 
good rubber as he sat on board his cruise ship in the evening. 
   His must have been a full and happy life. Of course, he did not escape the sorrows and misfortunes 
which come to everyone. His son-in-law was killed in the First World War, though both his own boys came 
through it. His beloved granddaughter was stricken with severe illness, but after the early death of his wife 
he must have found the greatest comfort in her companionship, and that of her mother. Apart from 
attacks of gout, and an operation, at the age of seventy and with only a local anaesthetic, for the removal 
of his appendix, his health appears to have been excellent. He still attended the office until shortly before 
he died at the age of eighty-four. The cause of death is given as bronchitis and heart failure; it is said to 
find among his papers an old bill from Hodders, the chemists, for Lucozade and meat juice. Poor fare for 
the lover of port and good living. His funeral was a fitting one. He was described in the newspapers as the 
doyen of the legal profession in Bristol. His coffin was draped with the Union Jack; he had always been a 
great patriot. Although it was 1940 the old formalities had not yet been swept away, and the service was 
attended by all his partners in full morning dress. He left instructions in his will for what was to follow. "I 
FURTHER WILL AND DIRECT that my body shall be cremated and at some suitable time thereafter the 
ashes shall be thrown to the winds on the top of Yarnborough Castle in the dear old county of Wilts in 
which I and my ancestors were born and it is my particular desire when this is done that no black clothes 
or mourning shall be worn but that my ashes shall be disposed of in the place I have known since 
childhood in pleasant and not in depressing or lugubrious surroundings". He need not have worried. His 
family obeyed in letter and spirit. They set off to carry out their appointed tasks on a blustery day - it was 
March. Yarnborough Castle, the scene of many happy picnics in days gone by, was an old Roman 
encampment, rather like Maiden Castle in Dorset. Its steep smooth grassy sides were not easy to 
clamber up, but the little party managed it. To scatter the ashes was not so easy in the face of a strong 
March wind. Mirth refused to be suppressed - whatever should they do? In the end it was decided to 
place them in a small pile and leave the breeze to do their work for them. But how to dispose of the small 
wooden box now that it was empty? Those smooth green slopes offered few convenient or decent hiding 
places. In the end they solved their problem by tucking it into a rabbit hole, much to the surprise they 
imagined, of the rabbit. One cannot help but feel that H.R. must have enjoyed the joke. 
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R. W. WANSBROUGH 

G. D. WANSBROUGH 



LION CHAMBERS 
 
There is in existence a watercolour of Broad Street painted at about the time when H.R. founded the firm. 
It shows the Grand Hotel as it abuts on Newmarket Avenue, and on the other side of that small 
thoroughfare a handsome shop with a plate glass window taking up the whole of its frontage. This was 
Peck's Wine Shop. The entrance to the shop is in Broad Street, and it is easy to see how the confusion 
arose in the mind of the Bank of England agent. If you go now and have a look things are rather different. 
The whole corner building has been refaced, and is unrecognisable, the window is long gone. If you walk 
a little way down Newmarket Avenue, however, the back premises of Wansbroughs, acquired as its 
business expanded, are as they were. The building here is of a dingy red brick, the window frames of a 
distinctive shape with rounded corners. There are two doors in the wall, side by side. One was the 
entrance to Pecks, which was at some time brought round the side of the shop, and the other was the 
entrance to Lion Chambers, to Wansbroughs. For anyone who remembers the old offices, humming with 
life, full of the warmth of human companionship and of the complex activity which characterizes a thriving 
firm of solicitors, it is a depressing sight now to look up at the blank windows, with their torn curtains 
(some say the same ones which hung there in 1935 when the move was made to Dunlop Buildings). The 
owners of the Grand Hotel who bought the building may presently knock it down to build a car park, so 
anyone who feels inclined to gaze at it must be quick or it will be too late. 
   If the firm were not now still prospering one might indeed feel sad. As that is certainly not the case it is a 
pleasurable exercise of the imagination to try and recreate the atmosphere of those bygone days. By the 
time the move to Baldwin Street came, Lion Chambers housed seven partners. There was W. J. 
Robinson, Walter Henry Tayler, "Jimmy" Taylor, H.R.'s two sons, Reginald and Jack, and A. P. Collett.* 
Our firsthand account goes back to 1928, and by this time all of these men were in the firm. A. P. Collett 
appears on the writing paper as a partner by 1929 and was certainly by then on the strength. So if we 
look into the office in 1928, we shall find them all there. 
   The entrance, as we have seen, was in Newmarket Avenue. Once inside the door the caller was faced 
with a twisty staircase, almost spiral, which took a sharp turn as it made its way to the first floor. Once 
there he probably peered into the Enquiry Office. Here he would find Stanley Manning, the office 
manager, in charge of his office boys, who were seated on high stools in true Dickensian style. Stanley 
lived with his wife in a flat on the top floor. The telephone office was just across the passage round the 
corner; there were two lines, Bristol 871 and 872. The office boys lead an extremely busy life. H. R. and 
W. J. Robinson had bells in their rooms and as soon as the office boys had answered their call they 
would be off again down the rabbit warren of passages to try to find whoever was urgently required. They 
bicycled all over the city delivering letters, and doing shopping for partners and typists. Their lunch hour 
was from one until two o’clock. Donald Candy remembers being required to deliver papers and even get 
them signed at a house well out of his way home for his dinner. When he protested to Mr. Robinson the 
latter kindly arranged the next time for him to deliver some which were actually conveniently on his 
homeward route! There was, however, a kind of unofficial boy’s' Union. Boys from solicitors' offices all 
over the town met each day in a coffee shop near the Centre, dumped their mail on the table, sorted it 
into streets, according to the addresses, and each took one street for himself. (This arrangement 
continued in Dunlop Buildings where Dennis Langley remembers it). This was an excellent way of cutting 
down the hard labour, though I doubt if the partners of the firms concerned would have appreciated the 
enterprise and initiative of their employees if they had known what was going on. Another extra mural 
activity, to which they probably turned a blind eye, was billiards. There was a billiard room under the 
Grand Hotel, in the cellars of the old White Lion, directly opposite the office, which must have been a sore 
temptation. 
   If our imaginary caller had been a client of Mr. Robinson's he would have been shown down a passage 
to the right and taken to the back of the redbrick building overlooking the side of the Grand Hotel. 
"Robbie" had been with H.R. since the very earliest days; in fact in 1928, in November, a dinner was 
given at the Grand to celebrate their forty years of work and friendship together. He was some six years 
H.R.'s junior and came originally from the North of England, from Penrith. His charming little wife, who is 
still affectionately remembered, also came from the North. She was a Miss Davies of Clayton Bridge, 
Manchester, and belonged to a family well known to the family of Herbert Castle. Their marriage was a 
long and happy one and they died within a week of one another. They took a kindly interest in the young 
 
*Footnote: J. L. Dickinson, a partner for a very short time is dealt with in the chapter on the branch offices. 



partners - on their holidays at the Crosby Hall Hotel in Weston they would make a point of calling on the 
Castles to "take tea", or inviting them to dinner at the hotel. During the war years, with all the 
responsibilities which these brought upon his shoulders, Robbie somehow managed to find time to write 
letters to many of the members of the firm who were away on active service. 
   "Robbie" had begun as an articled clerk with H.R. probably about the year 1888, and must have come 
into the firm about 1893. On a lease of 1895 he is given as a partner. His physical appearance was 
striking. He was a large, and in later years rotund man, with a splendid walrus moustache, which he had 
to lift up when he was drinking soup, to ensure that it reached its proper destination. When he emerged 
from his room he occupied the whole of the corridor - anyone else had to press themselves against the 
wall. He sported a pipe, but whether he smoked it is another matter. He sent out for two fresh boxes of 
Swan Vestas every day, struck them continually, strewed them all around him on the floor, but seldom 
succeeded in actually lighting his pipe. Anyone brought up in the present day atmosphere of fastidious 
disgust with the whole comfortable habit of smoking would have had a fit, I do believe, in those cosy 
smoke filled rooms. Not only were there coal fires in the winter; there was the most rich selection of 
different tobaccos. Many have recalled these highly individual smells with an almost wistful air, as if the 
pure centrally heated offices of today are lacking in some way the flavour of those far off times. There 
was "Jack Wansbrough’s penchant for rather delicate oval 'Passing Cloud' cigarettes, and Joe Pippin's for 
hand-rolled shaggy ones made from ‘Cut Golden Bar' baccy", and there was many another pipe and 
cigarette on the go. Most of the smokers appear to have reached a happy old age. It is an astounding fact 
to us in these egalitarian times that the clerks were only allowed to smoke after five o'clock. A rebuke was 
once forthcoming to one unfortunate man, whose cigarette at a few minutes past 5 o’clock was 
considered to have such a long 'ash' that he must have lit it before the appointed hour. 
   The clerk who worked with Mr. Robinson was Charles Langford. A clerk began his career in the room of 
one of the partners, under his eye. In theory, once he had gained sufficient experience, he moved into a 
room of his own, and managed it, hence the title managing clerk. In practice, even when a clerk was 
ready to take the responsibility for his own cases, there was sometimes no room available for him to 
move into, so he remained with the partner, working closely with him, dealing with his matters if for any 
reason he had to be out of the office, as well as handling other matters on his own account. If anyone is 
asked to reminisce about Wansbroughs in the old days, it is often the clerks who provide the most 
colourful memories. They were characters, the kind of highly individual men, often of eccentric habit, who 
have been ironed out of modern life. Mr. Langford was a man of extremely smart appearance and the 
most courtly of manners, known secretly to the partners as Lord Langford. On one occasion he attended 
a client, who was later informed by Mr. Manning that he was about to be taken to see the senior partner. 
"But l have already seen him!" protested the man. If you had seen Charles Langford you would soon see 
how the mistake arose. 
   "Robbie" was primarily a conveyancer, and a very able one. He made an excellent second in command 
to H.R., since he was an administrator, whereas the head of the firm, a first class advocate, was not really 
cut out to organise the running of the day to day affairs of the office. Robinson had his finger firmly on the 
pulse of the whole building. He kept an eagle eye on clients' and office accounts, inspected the ledgers 
once a year, and was a stickler for punctuality. You had to enter your arrival in the morning in the Time 
Book. Nine thirty sharp was the required time. One unfortunate laggard was called before Robbie for 
unpunctuality. "Let me see," he boomed. "9.30, 9.31, 9.34, 9.35!!! If this goes on you will be looking for 
another job!" He also had an uncanny knack of coming into a room and going straight to a ledger or file, 
opening it and putting his finger on the one item which the occupant of that room had hoped would remain 
decently interred. Dennis Langley has painful memories of a Postal Order whose counterfoil he 
inadvertently forgot to fill in, and no doubt others can recall similar incidents. 
   Our imaginary client, if he had come about a conveyancing matter, might not possibly have come to see 
Mr. Robinson himself. In the adjoining room dwelt a very experienced managing clerk called Edgar Alley 
who worked in close collaboration with him. There is little information about him and his assistant, Willie 
Keen; Mr. Alley had had a secretarial training before he came to Wansbroughs and he is described by 
Herbert Castle as "that delightful legal Iuminary". He was obviously a man of competence and charm. His 
friend Mr. Keen had the distinction of being the shortest man in the whole firm, and the further distinction, 
diminutive as he was, of being the only member of staff who could stand up to the formidable figure of 
Robbie on the rampage. "It's no good you asking me to do that", he was heard to remark, when under 
pressure to do some additional task. "If you want it done, you must do it yourself." 
   Anyone coming to the chambers on a common law matter would turn left at the top of the entrance 



staircase. The waiting room was near the enquiry office, and he might sit there for a few minutes before 
going along the corridor towards the front of the building. Here, in the room overlooking Broad Street, with 
which we are already familiar, dwelt H.R. himself. Unlike other partners he had no personal clerk. Those 
who remember this room in the late twenties were immediately impressed by its rich comfort. The pile 
upon the carpet was so thick that if a piece of furniture was moved it was possible to see the glossy hairs 
move and fill the dent left by the chair or table leg. The noble desk had drawers on both sides. Everything 
was of the best. By 1928 H.R. was seventy two. There seems to have been no question of his retiring, but 
there is no doubt that by this time he dealt only with a few matters, and these were under the eye of his 
son Jack, who by then had taken over from his father as far as the bulk of common law practice was 
concerned. Advocacy had always been H.R.'s strong suit. He began as all common lawyers do, in the 
magistrate's court. There is a delectable Utopian simplicity about his early life. His son Reggie has left an 
account of a typical day for him then. It was his common practice to take a dogcart to an outlying village 
like Temple Cloud, do a case in the magistrate's court there, and having dismissed his transport, walk 
back to Bristol. He kept a carriage and pair, but there is reference in his will to "The Painting of myself by 
Dunwoody and of the old Mare which l used to drive", so it may well have been his pony and trap that he 
sent on ahead of him. In his prime, as an experienced advocate, he was unsurpassed in Bristol, and one 
would guess, in the West Country. He often acted for insurance companies in cases against their insured 
under the Workmen's Compensation Acts. Victims of industrial injuries then received their compensatory 
payments weekly, and solicitors, once they suspected the injured man was better, would try hard on 
behalf of their clients, the insurance companies, to get the payments reduced. (They would even resort to 
having a surreptitious watch kept upon men who were supposed to be unable to do any hard physical 
work as a result of injuries sustained, to see whether they were in fact digging their gardens or indulging 
in other similarly heavy work). H.R. was involved in such an attempt to get payments reduced. It was a 
seemingly intractable case. He made many efforts on behalf of his clients to show that the man 
concerned, who was supposed still to be suffering from impaired vision as the result of an accident, could 
in fact now see perfectly well. He made one final attempt in the County Court at Gloucester. 

"Can you read?" he asked the workman, as he stood in the witness box. 
"Well, I could read as well as you can, but not anymore." 
"Can you tell the time?" 
"Course I can tell the time!" 
"All right - tell me the time by the Court clock" 
"11.26" 

As the clock was all of thirty yards away at the far end of the Court, and the man had given the time to the 
very minute, that was the end of that. 
   To goad someone as skilfully as that into giving himself away you need to be a close observer of your 
fellow men. If you are interested in humanity, as like as not you will have a racy sense of humour and a 
vocabulary to match. One of the duties of the Senior Partner in the early days was to preside every 
morning at the letter parade. The Senior Partner opened the letters and distributed them to the staff who 
stood around his desk. On one occasion H.R. had written a rude letter to another solicitor. At one of the 
parades he opened the reply which read "Your letter of the - inst. is now before me and will shortly be 
behind me." He read it out, quite unabashed, adding the pungent comment, "And I hope it scratches your 
arse!" 
   Outside the office H.R. was one of the best known figures in the legal life of the City. One has the 
feeling that he would have stood out in any community, but it is worth remembering that in the early part 
of the century the population of Bristol was considerably less than it is now, and the number of solicitors 
consequently fewer. He was twice president of the Bristol Law Society, which eventually presented him 
with a large silver loving cup for his service to them, the same cup which he left in his will to his eldest 
son, and of which he was justifiably proud. *When he received it, he brought it into the office, filled it with 
champagne, and summoned everyone to drink from it. Possibly because of the early connections with 
Pecks, Wansbroughs always acted for what is now the Licensed Victuallers' Association, then known as 
the Bristol Beer, Spirit and Wine Trade Association. One of the rather tiresome consequences of this 
connection was the annual invitation to their fund raising dinner, a function at which the drink flowed as 
freely as one might expect and which, as the years went by H.R. would try to wriggle out of attending.  
 
*Footnote: This cup was eventually presented to the Bristol Law Student's Society whose members 
contest it in an annual speaking competition, known as the "Wansbrough Cup". 



There is a charming programme still in existence which reads:- 
Bristol Beer, Spirit and Wine Trade 

Protection and Benevolent Association 
The 40th Annual Banquet 

(in aid of the Benevolent Fund) 
AT THE 

Royal Hotel, College Green, Bristol 
On Wednesday November 8th 1911 

   That programme is itself a work of art, heavily embossed with oak leaves and acorns, and with two 
photographs as a frontispiece. The first is of W. E. George Esq., of Georges Beers, President, and the 
second of a very young and serious Reginald Wansbrough, an unlikely but undoubted Vice President. 
H.R. was there; he did not get out of it that time, and even had to propose the toast: . . . "Our Civic 
Rulers". There is no doubt though, that he had managed to shift the burden of subsequent attendances 
onto his son! While we are still as it were at the Banquet it is difficult to resist a glance at the rest of the 
festivities. Replying to the toast, "The Imperial Parliament", was Marshall Hall Esq. K.C. M.P. The 
orchestral selections which no doubt accompanied the actual consumption of the lovely food were by and 
large selections from the popular musical shows of the day . . . The Quaker Girl, Veronique, and 
Theodora. There was however a cornet solo, and at some stage in the proceedings songs and duets. 
Anyone old enough to remember songs at the drawing room piano will feel a wave of nostalgia as they 
hear the titles: "Stonecracker John", I’ll sing thee songs of Araby", and "Vulcan’s Song". You may be 
pretty sure there was a lyric or two by Fred Wetherly among them. The menu was as one might expect at 
such a function, solid and satisfying, with nothing at all fancy about it. It starts with soup and boiled turbot 
and finishes with Cabinet pudding, compote of fruit and custard, chocolate éclairs and blancmanges. In 
the middle come roast beef, roast haunches of mutton, boiled legs of mutton, roast turkey, York ham, 
roast goose or boiled fowl and parsley. Absolutely splendid. 
   Mr. Reginald, as he was often known, has made his entrance a little too early. There were two rooms 
before the large one which Reggie occupied, overlooking Broad Street. One small one, on the left, was 
occupied in the twenties by Cyril Clerk, who did licensing work, and also dealt with the one or two 
divorces which were all that came the way of the firm, in those days, in the course of a whole year. 
   The room between H.R.'s and Reggie's was occupied by W.J. Taylor, usually known as Jimmy. 
Although he is always affectionately remembered, he is an elusive character. "That Will o' the wisp of a 
man" is one person's description of him. He appears on the office writing paper as early as 1909, taking 
his place immediately after Robbie and W. H. Tayler. He did conveyancing work and advocacy, acting for 
many years for the Bristol Brewery. His name also appears on the plate outside the Melksham branch 
office until 1927, together with W. H. Tayler, W. J. Robinson and H.R. himself, as attending on Tuesdays 
between 10 a.m. and 4 p.m., so he obviously took his turn in helping to run this country practice. He had 
one physical characteristic which did stick in peoples' minds; he had very large ears! He may not have 
made a very forceful impression in his business life, but he was certainly remembered as kind, gentle and 
courteous by those who knew him. The one anecdote about him which does survive is a delightful one, 
and it illustrates these qualities perfectly. One day in Lion Chambers, while H.R. was away on one of his 
lengthy trips abroad, an office boy, called Boon, nipped into the Senior Partner's luxurious sanctum to 
take a glance in the mirror which was a part of that room's comfortable furnishings. Perhaps he was 
something of a dandy as a young man, though he eventually became an inspector of Police. While he 
was thus employed, "Jimmy" Taylor came along the corridor. He wanted to look at something in a file in 
H.R.'s room. He opened the door and came upon young Boon, titivating himself before the looking glass. 
One can imagine how, Robbie, for example, would have reacted. No so the gentle Jimmy. 
   "Oh! I do beg your pardon, Boon!" he exclaimed. And withdrew immediately. They must all have been 
very fond of him in the office; when he died at the beginning of the War all those who were left in the firm 
attended his funeral. 
   Next to Jimmy Taylor there was a room for three typists, and next to that was Mr. Reginald’s room. 
   The young face that gazes at us from the Banquet programme is a shy one; it looks out upon the world 
not foursquare as the father did but rather diffidently. Perhaps the boy took after his mother who, since 
little seems to be remembered of her, may well have been a retiring, private person. She gave birth to this 
her first child at Shrewton in 1888, probably in the Manor House under the care of her mother-in-law. He 
was educated at Clifton College and Oxford. H.R. gave him the conventional upbringing which he did not    
have himself. He was a small man, and coxed fours and eights at the university. His passion was for 



things mechanical and one guesses that if he had had any choice in the matter he would have liked to be 
an engineer. Yet one can hardly blame the father for wanting his son in the firm. He qualified and was 
admitted in 1911, becoming a partner straight away. This was the year in which, as we have seen, he 
became vice-president of the Bristol Beer, Spirit and Wine Trade Association. Within three years England 
was at war. Those with motor bikes were asked to join up, and bring their bikes with them. This suited 
Reggie; at least he could take his beloved motor bike with him. He started as a despatch rider in the 
Royal Engineers. Later he served in Macedonia, and was a founder member of the Royal Tank Corps. 
When he came out of the army in 1918 he was a captain. He married, and had two sons. His speciality 
became company law, and he was in his time one of the best in Bristol. He worked closely with many 
large companies; Listers of Dursley is a good example. His shy nature seems to have influenced the 
pattern of his life. He was never, like his father, and later his brother Jack, President of the Law Society, 
only vice President; he was vice-President of the Chamber of Commerce, but never chairman. He was 
also their legal adviser. His real interest was in legal education. In later years he was chairman of the 
Bristol Law Society Education Committee over a long period, a post much to his liking. He was 
responsible for the first arrangements for the education of Solicitors' Clerks in Bristol, after the Second 
World War. Lectures were organised at the Merchant Venturers Technical College. Those who gave the 
lectures were paid £1 per lecture, and considering this to be a poor reward Reggie doubled it for the 
lecturers out of his own pocket. George Atkinson was one of the young solicitors to benefit from this 
generosity. 
   In the course of time Reggie became Senior Partner. This part of his story belongs to Dunlop Buildings 
and is told in the next chapter. His clerk from the very early days and until he retired was Dick Marks. Mr. 
Marks inhabited a small room leading off Mr. Reginald's. The two men, partner and clerk, were held in 
high esteem in the City. In his will, Reggie left a generous legacy to Dick "in recognition of my long and 
happy association with him and of his consistent loyalty to me and my firm". Sadly the clerk predeceased 
his partner; this was provided for in the will, and the money went to the widow, a typical example of R.W's 
thoughtfulness. 
   On the next floor, which was reached by a small staircase outside H.R.'s room, we find A. P. Collett, 
Charlie Field, the cost clerk, two other clerks, W. A. Howell and Lionel Burland, W. H. Tayler and Jack 
Wansbrough, and their clerks, together with the cashier's room and sundry other small rooms, including a 
tiny kitchen. 
   A. P. Collett was a very interesting man. He came from a London firm, first joining Wansbroughs as a 
managing clerk. His quality must have been plain to see; he was soon articled to the firm, and was 
admitted in June 1927. He was by then forty seven - not the age when most men are prepared to take 
examinations. By 1929 he has appeared on the writing paper as a partner. In 1930 he conducted what 
became known as the Weston Pier case. This case, which followed upon the burning down of the pier, is 
dealt with fully in the chapter on the branch offices. It must have confirmed the partners in their admiration 
of A. P. CoIIett's ability. Also, it aroused a great deal of interest in Weston, bringing with it connections 
and new clients. A.P.C. must have seemed the perfect choice to open the Weston Office, when it was 
revived again in 1935. Once the branch was established he continued to pay it a weekly visit, although his 
main function was always in the Bristol office. The part which he played in the war years, years of great 
strain and difficulty for the firm, is described in the chapter on Dunlop Buildings. His two sons, Stanley 
and Denbigh, were both articled to Wansbroughs. Stanley joined his father’s firm and eventually became 
Senior Partner. 
   The clerk who worked most closely with A.P.C. was Sidney Flint. He had one idiosyncrasy which was 
observed in later years at Dunlop Buildings. About 5 o’clock in the afternoon he would repair to the staff 
'ablutions’, run a basin full of cold water, lower his head into it and rise again, puffing and blowing like a 
grampus but obviously much refreshed. 
   Charlie Field, the cost clerk, whose small room adjoined Mr. Collett's, was a tremendous character. He 
was absolutely brilliant at his job, and could have held his own with anyone in the land in his own field. 
His ability did not diminish as he grew older; just before he died he costed the interim bill in Harbutt's 
Plasticine versus Wayne Tank and Pump Company Limited. Dennis Langley was his apt pupil; after 
Charlie's death, it fell to him to draw up the final bill for taxation in Harbutts. It was taxed in London, by 
Master Matthews (now the senior Taxing Master) who complimented Mr. Langley on its drafting. Bill 
Jennings of Devizes tells how much he learned from Charlie about costing, both by word of mouth and in 
correspondence. He recalls that if you thought to mention to any taxing master in the District Registry of 
any area in the West that the bill had been drawn by Mr. Field the taxation always went through without a 



hitch. Charlie Field died in harness at the age of eighty odd. His wife had died at the age when he might 
have considered retiring and he did not relish the lonely hours at home. His last years were spent at 
Dunlop Buildings, as we shall see. 
   Lionel Burland, who served the firm for many years, both in Lion Chambers and Dunlop Buildings, 
specialised in divorce work, the volume of which increased dramatically over the years. (This department 
now requires a partner and a clerk working full time . . . a sad commentary upon the changing times.) Mr. 
Howell, 'old Arthur', who shared LioneI's room was a wonderful character. He was a man of independent 
mind and solitary habits. He was clad, perpetually it seems, in a long raincoat, reaching to his ankles, and 
a bowler hat. Ash cascaded about him, and over him, from the hand-rolled cigarette which hung 
perpetually from his lips. (Our description of him belongs to the mid-thirties, by which time the smoking 
rules for clerks must surely have been relaxed.) He was a first class Common Law clerk. His experience 
in the county Court was wide and deep, and thus he was a godsend to inexperienced young Solicitors. 
Precious indeed was the information he imparted to them upon small scraps of paper placed neatly inside 
the standard blue Police Court folder. We shall not look upon his like again. 
   Walter Henry Tayler's name is on the earliest extant sheet of office writing paper, dated 1898. We do 
not know the exact date upon which he joined the firm; he does not seem to have the very close ties with 
H.R. that Robbie had. He was a Melksham man. His family were millers in the area and he had many 
connections there. Once he joined Wansbroughs he appears to have settled in Bath, a convenient town 
for his work in Melksham and Devizes, which is dealt with in the chapter on the Branch offices. It was 
convenient also for his Bristol work; here he spent anything from one to three days a week. He is still well 
remembered by many. He was a blunt, forthright man, uninhibited and pithy in his speech; some 
unprintable but highly amusing examples of his repartee still survive. His was the old style of advocacy. 
He went all out for a conviction or an acquittal, using histrionics if they served his purpose, and giving 
tremendous emphasis to those facts which were most likely to help his cause. The only physical 
characteristic which sticks in people’s minds is his red hair. He may have had the temperament that is 
supposed to go with it, for he was popularly known in Wiltshire as the Public Persecutor. (He handled all 
the prosecutions for the Wiltshire Police). His name in Devizes and Melksham was well-known, and one 
can imagine his lively presence invigorated the Bristol office in a similar fashion. His clerks were Cecil 
Lord and Freddie Mertens. Cecil Lord was a conveyancer and dealt particularly with conveyancing 
matters which arose out of W. H. TayIer's work in Wiltshire. Freddie Mertens always accompanied W.H.T. 
when he was appearing in Court on common law or criminal matters. During the second war Cecil 
arranged a dinner for Wansbrough's clerks at the Greyhound Hotel at which he persuasively organised an 
approach to Reggie Wansbrough with a view to asking for a rise. The then considerable amount of one 
pound a week extra was gained as the result of this piece of enterprising behaviour. It was Freddie who 
so pluckily uprooted himself when Walter Henry died and went out full time to Devizes to assist Walter 
Ireland there. In 1936 W.H.T. died in harness, as did all the four Founding Fathers. (One judges that a 
solicitor’s life in the first decades of the twentieth century did not make the kind of mental and physical 
demands which it now does. Most people nowadays have had enough by sixty five, if not before. Even if 
their partners would have them, one cannot see them lasting until their seventies, and eighties, as they 
often used to do.) 
   At the very end of the passage was Mr. Jack's room. H.R.'s second son, born in 1891, his full name was 
Gilbert Dyke Wansbrough, called after his father's elder brother, but he was always known as Jack. He 
was educated at Clifton, and seems to have moved without any fuss into the law. The year in which he 
was admitted was 1914, an ominous one to begin a career. He was almost immediately commissioned in 
the Fourth Glosters, and saw services in France and Italy, reaching the rank of Captain. He was badly 
gassed at some time during his army service, and assuming that he came out of the army in 1918, it 
seems likely that for this reason he did not begin his work with Wansbroughs until 1922, when he came 
into the partnership. 
   In many ways Jack resembled his father, not least in his physical appearance, and the great charm of 
his manner. His dress was elegant, his habits stylish. His liking for unusual cigarettes we have already 
noted. Like his father he often wore a buttonhole, and there are those among the partners' wives who still 
remember the flourish with which he kissed a lady's hand. As far as his legal ability was concerned, 
Donald Candy, who was his clerk for many years after the Second War, describes him as a marvellous 
advocate like his father, with a great command of the English language. (He chose some lines of poetry 
which he had printed upon the service paper at his first wife's funeral which were so lovely that they still 
linger in the memory of some who were there). He was also, like his father, a man of vigorous expression. 



Donald remembers noticing the many indentations on the wall in his office in Lion Chambers. These were 
made by the nibs of all those pens which he found unsatisfactory, and flung with a well chosen phrase 
from the other side of his desk. He once told a lady who had come to see him on a divorce matter that 
getting information out of her was like "drawing teeth from a bloody rhinoceros". Before Judges, however, 
his manner was perfect. Unlike his brother Reggie, Jack was not shy. He was President of the Bristol Law 
Society, and belonged to many city clubs and institutions. He was a man of great kindness. Herbert 
Castle recalls how he was taken by Jack into his clubs and introduced to his friends. Among his papers 
there is a note to the effect that he loaned his gardener £400 to buy a motor car, which sum he (the 
gardener) was to repay by extra gardening, surely the mark of a sympathetic employer. 
   In 1928, at the time of our imaginary look at Lion Chambers, Jack was about thirty seven, and very 
much a part of the legal world in Bristol. He was still unmarried, and one of the household at 6 Apsley 
Road. By 1928, his mother was dead, and his sister, widowed as we have seen in the First War, lived in 
her father's house, with her young daughter, and acted as hostess for H.R. Soon after the move to 
Dunlop Buildings, Jack did marry. His wife was the widow of Walter Henry Tayler, who had died in 1937. 
They set up house at 9 The Avenue, Sneyd Park, giving it the name of Jack's birthplace, "Shrewton". 
These later years belong to the chapter on Dunlop Buildings. 
   Jack's room, as we have seen, was the last in the corridor on the second floor. Before we go upstairs 
onto the top floor (and here our imaginary visitor would not find his way) we should perhaps notice the 
other small rooms, tucked away among the larger ones. There was the cashier's room, conveniently near 
to the cost clerk (who had his own shorthand typist) and a room housing five typists. Three more were on 
the floor below. One of the typists upstairs was a copy typist, and all the rest shorthand typists. All the 
machines with the exception of two Royals were Remingtons, and they were all fairly noisy. They were 
large enough to take brief paper, and the copying typist's was larger again to take double foolscap for 
accounts. There was as abortive attempt to introduce a new-tangled machine into Lion Chambers. The 
Dictaphone Company tried to persuade Reggie Wansbrough to buy a dictaphone and one was taken on a 
month's trial. Since Reggie was a pipe smoker and tried to dictate with his teeth clenched on the stem of 
his pipe, the dictation was quite inaudible, and the typist could not transcribe it. The machine was 
returned to its owners. (Dictating machines were eventually introduced into the office by T. K. Archer in 
the early sixties. Even then there were one or two who resisted them. Cyril White walked round his as if it 
might bite him, and only slowly came to tolerate it.) The typing staff were expected to work very hard. 
Typing to catch a train was a common occurrence, and on one occasion two girls typed "against the 
clock" as hard as they could go, to catch a boat for America. One strange anomaly was that since 
different partners had engaged the girls upstairs from those who worked on the floor below, and different 
terms of employment had been negotiated, the upstairs girls left at 5.30 and those below at six o’clock. 
On one occasion when the six o’clock had finished their work at 5.45 and put the covers on their 
typewriters, R.W. told them sharply to "take them off again". 
   The kitchen was really only a glorified cupboard off the passage, with a gas ring but no water. Water 
was obtained from the girl’s lavatory, which was a poky place situated in the bend of the stairs by the 
telephone office. The typists made tea for some of the staff, mostly those on the upstairs floor. Those on 
the downstairs floor used to slip upstairs to Mrs. Manning’s flat for a cup. Tea drinking was not really 
countenanced by the partners, but in view of the long hard hours which they expected their girls to work 
they could not really stop it. The partners themselves, with one or two exceptions, did not stop to drink 
coffee or tea in the middle of the morning or afternoon; this seemed to them, no doubt, an effete habit. 
What they did do, however, if they felt a little peckish, was to take immediate steps to put things right. 
H.R. every now and then would send someone out to buy him some sticky currant buns of the newly 
baked, still warm variety. After a feast of these, he would be seen in the course of the afternoon to strike 
his starched shirt front sharply two or three times, no doubt to alleviate some slight pangs of indigestion. 
He and Robbie occasionally, as the afternoon drew on, fancied a nice boiled egg, some bread and butter, 
and a pot of tea (perhaps their usual 4.30 departure was for some reason delayed). 
Then they would send for Mrs. Manning and see what she could manage. One or two of the partners did 
actually go out to coffee; Jimmy Taylor and R.W. frequented the Cadena in Pithay, where coffee was 3d a 
cup with a free cigarette. The clerks also took their coffee here, but they had to be careful that there were 
no partners there to see them. They had probably told the office that they were paying a visit to the Law 
Library. The free cigarette at the Cadena was a godsend to the clerks on a meagre salary. Another 
favourite place was Lyons in Wine Street, which had the added attraction of draft boards with its tea or 
coffee. 



   Right up on the third floor lived Stanley Manning and his wife. Stanley was what is now called the office 
manager. His wife was in charge of the cleaning. This must have been a heavy task, especially in the 
winter, when fires were burning in many of the rooms. She surely had others to help her care for that 
rabbit warren of an old building. She certainly roped Stanley in, since there are those who can remember 
him dabbing a desultory duster among the bits and pieces on the desks in the enquiry office, when the 
early arrivals came in just before 9.30. These homely domestic arrangements are in the sharpest contrast 
with the Contract Cleaners employed today at Broad Quay. 
   Back on the first floor, departures began at about 4.30. At this hour the large figure of Robbie might be 
seen negotiating the awkward staircase to the ground floor. In those halycon days it was his chauffeur, 
Parfitt, who came to collect him and take him back to his flat in Victoria Square. You might also observe a 
partner slipping out to get his hair cut at Trowbridges, round the corner in Broad Street. (They are still 
cutting the Partners' hair). Members of the staff were expected to patronise an establishment further down 
the road . . . no doubt it was not thought quite the thing for clerks and office boys to observe the partners 
undergoing such an intimate ritual. 
   In retrospect the Lion Chambers offices seem a cosy and pleasant place. Yet there must have been 
many disadvantages. From the very beginning it had been a case of acquiring a room here and a room 
there. There is an old lease in existence from which it is clear that Wansbroughs was always trying to 
procure from Pecks Wine Shop extra accommodation when it became available. There was simply no 
room to expand. The heating and plumbing arrangements were old fashioned and inconvenient. The 
rambling corridors on many different levels winding this way and that led to inefficiency and wasted time. 
When in 1935 the lease was terminated the proposed terms for its renewal were not acceptable as the 
rent required was very much higher. And so the move to Dunlop Buildings came about. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



DUNLOP BUILDINGS 
 
The new offices were on the first floor of a handsome red brick building, faced with white mock pilasters 
and decorated with urn-shaped finials. It was probably built in the Edwardian era, perhaps a little earlier. 
Its dignified facade is spoilt now by the hotch potch of shop fronts at ground level; when Wansbroughs 
moved in the whole block belonged to Dunlop Mackies who were wine importers, publicans, and 
restaurateurs, and most of the ground floor looking onto Baldwin Street was taken up by a restaurant and 
wine bar. The entrance to the upper floors, then as now, was about half way along the frontage. Since the 
building abuts upon one of the main streets running into the Centre, it must always have been noisy but 
no more so than Broad Quay is now. Once you had climbed the wide curved staircase to the offices it 
was easy to see the appeal which this particular building must have had for the occupants of Lion 
Chambers. One long and gloriously straight corridor ran from one end of the first floor to the other. It 
turned at a neat right angle to the right at the Marsh Street end. There was not a winding curve, not a 
half-landing, not an asymmetrical little cubby hole or staircase to be seen. After the rabbit warren up the 
hill its attraction was obvious. Of course it did not have the character of Lion Chambers, but character 
when you have to live with it has its drawbacks. The coal fires, so cosy but so time consuming, gave way 
to gas. The homely domestic arrangements, the resident caretakers, the cups of tea in their third floor flat, 
these were no more. The cleaning was done by outside ladies, who came in by the day. Cups of tea were 
still brewed by the typists, but instead of the cubby hole of a kitchen, and water drawn from the girl’s 
lavatory, there was a proper source of water, and a battery of gas rings in the typists' room. The only 
slightly unbusiness-like arrangement was the siting of the cost and debt collecting departments. The floor 
above Wansbroughs was let entirely to other tenants; on the floor above that, that is the third, dwelt the 
cost clerk, with his files and the debt collecting staff. Elsewhere along the corridor were other filing rooms 
belonging to Wansbroughs, distributed among rooms belonging to other businesses. 
   Many changes were now on the way. The original partners were now old men. H.R. was seventy nine, 
Robbie some five or six years younger. In 1936, just after the move, Walter Henry Tayler died suddenly. 
Jimmy Taylor was in poor health. A new partner was brought in, Cecil Aubrey Parker. He had been 
articled to the firm, and was the son of Edward Parker, a friend of H.R.’s, and founder of the firm of estate 
agents, E. T. Parker. (Edward it was who founded the Bristol Dog's Home). There was a pressing need to 
send an experienced advocate out to Devizes, to undertake the prosecutions for the Wilts County 
Constabulary which had been handled by Walter Tayler. Here Wansbroughs had a stroke of luck. They 
secured the services of the Senior Prosecuting Solicitor for the City of Bristol, Walter Ireland. It happened 
thus. Soon after W. H. Tayler's death, Jack Wansbrough was defending a client in the Magistrate's Court, 
and opposite him across the table was his old friend, Walter, (No doubt he called him Bill . . . most people 
did). In the middle of the case, Jack, acting on impulse, leaned across to his opponent and asked him 
point blank if he was "married to local government work", and if not whether he would join Wansbroughs, 
as a partner, and undertake the Wilts County Constabulary prosecutions. 
   "Well," said Walter, "I’d like to think about it. How long can you give me to make up my mind?" 
   "You can have 'till this evening," said Jack. 
   So one imagines Bill made his mind up there and then. By this time, in 1937, the Weston office had 
grown to a size that warranted the attention of a partner. Herbert Castle, who had helped it off the ground 
two years earlier, was the obvious choice. 
   Apart from these changes, wrought by the natural passing of the years, office life in the few years at 
Dunlop Buildings before the Second War differed very little from life at Lion Chambers. It was the War 
which acted as a strong and significant dividing line: there was a simplicity, an ebullience, an innocence 
even, about the years before 1939 which has really gone when peace returns. Everything appears the 
same, and the old institutions restart, but they are never quite the same, and in due course they fade 
away. You have only to look at two office occasions, the cricket matches, and the outing, to see this. Both 
were in their heyday before the War. The cricket first:- young men seeking for somewhere to serve their 
articles in those far off days soon found that a prowess at batting or bowling was just as if not more 
important than a pocket full of paper qualifications. Max Johnson, facing at a terrifying interview all the 
Wansbroughs partners, had brought along all the Higher Certificates he could muster, including a 
distinction in Latin. Brushing these aside, H.R. came swiftly to the point. 
   "Play cricket, m'boy?" 
   "Yes, Sir." 
   "Bat or bowl?" 



   "Bit of both, Sir." 
   "Right. You’ll do very well." 
   And that was that. 
   In those early years there was a long list of fixtures; it runs smoothly and sweetly off the tongue . . . 
Stanton Drew, Chew Stoke, Chew Magna, Yatton, Wrington, United Banks, Wiltshire Police, Bristol Bar. 
There are many about still who took part in these matches immediately after the war, when some of the 
old glory still clung to them, when cricket had not quite fallen out of fashion among the young, and it is 
upon them that we depend for some nostalgic memories. Mighty deeds were done. Denbigh, second son 
of Stanley, who was articled to Wansbroughs, was a demon fast bowler, and on one occasion playing 
against the Bristol Bar bowled a fast full toss at Harry Russell, then junior counsel, and later a county 
court Judge, striking him full on the temple. Wansbroughs team watched horrified, waiting for him to fall 
like a log to the ground, with all the attendant consequences. To his eternal credit, he shook his head and 
carried on batting. Many can still recall seeing a young schoolboy going out bravely to bat on the Chew 
Magna pitch, watched by his proud father: Ian Ireland home from school, and playing his part already for 
the firm. Here there was a blacksmith who would never admit to being out, no matter that his stumps were 
in ruins behind him. Bound to be a no ball. At Wrington, there was a bowler known to his mates as 
Nipper, and he made excellent use of a permanent ridge which rose in front of one of the wickets. If the 
ball landed on that the results were often extremely painful for the batsman. Before every match against 
this village the Vicar came round with his collecting box . . . they were trying to re-roof the church. It was 
just as well he came round at the beginning. By the end of the match no one in Wansbroughs was in a 
generous mood. (No progress upon the repairs was ever noticed as the years went by. Perhaps when 
Nipper hung up his boots things got better). At Stanton Drew once, a match was played in pouring rain on 
a ground where only the pitch had been cut; everywhere else the grass was two feet high, and 
Wansbroughs were 22 all out. It was a fine sight when all the established batsmen were out, to see Ken 
Archer, who if anything was supposed to be a bowler, laying about him on all sides with inelegant but 
effective strokes, and improving the look of the scoreboard. He began to play for Wansbroughs as soon 
as he joined the firm as an articled clerk, and was wont to take his fiancée with him to watch the match. 
On one occasion, as she was standing at the side of the field, he hared after a ball to try to prevent it 
reaching the boundary. In those days he was a rubicund, somewhat stout young man. "Go on, Archer," 
yelled one of the typists, a certain very glamorous young lady named Joan Bennett. "Do you good. Get 
your fat down!!" As she did not know the embarrassed fiancée she was not inhibited, but her companions 
soon explained to her who it was who was standing within earshot. (This amusing young lady, who will be 
surely be remembered by many, was once sent home by Mr. Reginald to remove "that stuff" from her 
toenails. She and her friend, Mary Myatt, certainly lent some glamour to the office). After the play had 
finished came perhaps the best part of the proceedings. The team and the quite respectable number of 
spectators would repair to the local pub, and here, as well as drink, there would be the most magnificent 
sandwiches, prepared by Mrs. Webber, the charming, well rounded wife of Reg Webber, Wansbrough’s 
accountant. He and his wife were both built upon the kind of generous scale that is now unfashionable, 
and their sandwiches belonged in the same category. If there was a piano, someone would play it, more 
than likely Max Johnson, and there might be some singing. 
   Alas! "Tempora mutantur, nos et mutamur in illis". As those who loved cricket and had been brought up 
to play it, grew older and hung up their boots there were not enough coming along to replace them. 
Squash became the popular game and only two can play that. Bowling drew people into teams and for a 
time this enjoyed a lunchtime vogue. On the whole though the idea of an office team faded away, most of 
us thought for good. (We were wrong). 
   It was the same story with the Office outing. Some of those whose memories take them back before the 
war recall these occasions with the greatest pleasure. The old partners then had set great store by 
attendance at the outing; on the whole there were few defaulters, especially as, since Saturday morning 
was a working one, the excursion meant a half day off. The luckless Boon, whom we have already met 
admiring himself in the mirror in H.R.’s room in Lion Chambers, did actually refuse to go; he was 
subsequently sacked, and his absence from the outing was popularly supposed to be the reason. There 
is a picture taken some time in the thirties in which the ladies are all in fetching hats, the partners seated 
somewhat uneasily on chairs and the staff standing, or sitting on the ground in front. It is easy to see how 
after the war such an evident hierarchy was itself felt to be somewhat absurd. The "loosening up" which 
the war brought about, must have made these gatherings awkward to say the least; also for young men 
who had so recently returned from overseas, an outing to Weymouth cannot have held very much appeal. 



One firsthand account tells of a pouring wet excursion to Lyme Regis just after the war. After the usual sit 
down meal at midday, you had the rest of the day to yourself to do as you wished. A wet Saturday in 
Lyme did not have much to offer. Showing at the local cinema was the "Four Feathers", which, on a kindly 
reckoning was by then about fifteen years old. There were some, who in their desperation paid up and 
saw it for the fourth time. And there are other dismal tales. In the early 1950s, the outing finally died out, 
to be replaced by the Christmas Party. There are those even now who mourn its passing, and one can 
see why. Together with the cricket matches the outing was the only occasion when the whole firm, 
branches and all, got to meet each other. That in itself was a good thing, and for that reason alone its 
going left a gap. Yet no-one has suggested it be resurrected. 
   Before we look at the very serious effects which the war itself had upon the actual running of 
Wansbroughs, and see how the firm surmounted its difficulties and moved into prosperous times again in 
the 1950s, there is one more "leisure activity" which somehow epitomises those carefree, unsophisticated 
days before the war. Max Johnson has recalled a splendid melee, which he has likened to the Eton Wall 
Game. It was played in the long straight corridor which ran from one end of Dunlop Buildings to the other, 
between the hours of 4.30 and 6, when the partners might be supposed to have gone home; 4.30 was 
their usual time of departure. Two teams, articled clerks on one side, and junior clerks and office boys on 
the other, opposed each other, and the idea was to shift themselves and the ball from one end of the 
corridor to the other, overpowering the other side en route. It was very noisy and very rough, and went on 
happily until one day Mr. Jack for some unknown reason stayed uncharacteristically in his room beyond 
the usual time. One imagines that once he emerged the game was never played again. That it was 
played at all speaks of the kind of jubilant high spirits that one simply cannot imagine surfacing in any 
office nowadays. It also presupposed that partners departed an hour or so before the staff. 
   Now the war comes, and with it what must surely be the most difficult years which Wansbroughs has 
ever known, nightmare years for those who by reason of age or infirmity were left behind to hold things 
together as best they could. Partners, staff, assistant solicitors, articled clerks, office boys; they all went 
off to fight. Thirty three from Wansbroughs went to war; two did not return. Dickie James, a wonderful 
rugby player, and R. F. Wilden were killed in action. Stanley Collett, son of A. P. Collett, completed his 
articles in the early part of 1940 and almost immediately left to join the Navy. Max McGregor-Johnson, 
who was articled to the firm in 1936, joined the Marines in 1939. (His articles, which would normally have 
lasted for five years, had been reduced to four because of his distinction in Higher Certificate Latin. They 
were in any case cut short by the war. He took his Final examination at the end of the war, while he was 
still in uniform). Cecil Parker and Herbert Castle ended up in the Judge Advocate General’s Department. 
Even Mr. Reginald himself, by now aged fifty one, and who might have been expected to have done his 
share in the 1914 war, joined up again. This time he entered an anti-aircraft regiment. Luckily for his firm 
he returned to civilian life in 1942. 
   In 1940 died the Old Man himself. Although by this time he was doing no more than put in an 
appearance at the office, his death, rather like that of Queen Victoria, must have come as a great shock 
to the whole firm. He had been there from the beginning; it was the end of an era. Only Robbie now 
remained of the old guard. He, together with Jack Wansbrough (whose health since the first war had 
never been robust, and whose wife's health was by now giving him cause for alarm), and A. P. Collett, 
were left to hold the line in Bristol. Walter Ireland, thankfully, could keep things going at Devizes. A. P. 
Collett bore a particularly heavy burden. He had always had a special responsibility for the Weston office, 
paying it a weekly visit since its inception. Now with Herbert Castle gone, and others wilting under the 
added strain it began to get into great difficulty. Not only would he have had this particular worry; there 
must have been worries and to spare in Bristol. We have to remember that all the time these difficulties 
were growing, Bristol was under continual attack from the air. "We heard you had a pretty hot time," reads 
a letter from H.R.'s third son, Gordon, written to Robbie just after his father's death. That, one imagines, 
was putting it mildly. How thankful they must have been to see Reggie return in 1942. They took on an 
assistant Solicitor, Cyril White, to help them out, and to try to ease the strain on the others. A. P. Collett 
got through to the end of the war, but by that time the strain had become intolerable. In 1945 he 
collapsed, and was told by his doctors that he must no longer work in the Bristol office. From his home in 
Weston he was allowed to go into the Weston office for two hours a day. By November of the same year 
he was dead. The whole firm then as now, must owe him a great debt of gratitude; there seems little 
doubt that he gave his life in struggling to ensure its survival. 
   As soon as the war ended it became most urgent to obtain the release of those partners who were in 
the forces as quickly as possible. Herbert Castle, encouraged by Reggie, made strong representations to 



the Judge Advocate General's Department. Two of Wansbrough's partners Herbert and Cecil Parker were 
serving here, as we have seen. You have only to look at the correspondence on this subject to see the 
state of affairs. "The position of my firm has gradually deteriorated and it has now become impossible," 
writes Herbert, and a little later, referring to Weston, "The structure of the office has completely 
collapsed." Of course Herbert Castle was making his case as forcefully as possible. There is no such 
object in mind in Reggie's private letter to Herbert, and the underlying note of strain, even desperation, is 
unmistakeable. 
 
Wansbroughs, Robinson, Tayler & Taylor.            Dunlop Buildings,                
            Baldwin Street, 

BRISTOL. 1. 
 

18th October 1945 
 
Dear Castle, 
 

I have your letter of the 14th inst. and note what you say about your release. I doubt very much 
whether you will find it possible to expedite it on compassionate grounds, because I know that the whole 
tendency, at the present time, is against this, but for what it is worth, I think I should tell you that Braddon 
has had a breakdown and is likely, as far as I can gather, to be away for some two or three months. This 
leaves Collett, whose health is very bad, to carry the burden of Weston and, of course, although we 
should want you in Bristol so soon as Braddon is well enough to commence work again, if we could get 
you within the next month or so, we should certainly want you to carry on at Weston until Braddon is well, 
because I am quite certain that, in Collett's condition of health he cannot carry the added burden - 
especially as I now hear that Hayden is also ill at the present time. 
 

We are trying to help Weston, to the small extent that we can, from Bristol at the present time, but 
we are able to do very little in this direction owing to the fact that we are not only short-staffed here, but 
very busy and the Devizes office is also pressing us for additional help. 

 
The situation which immediately concerns you and which would, we think, give you a good and 

valid reason for a compassionate application is, therefore, this:- 
 

That the Weston office has now only one solicitor in it i.e. A. P. Collett, and he is prohibited by his 
doctor from doing a full day's work, owing to his very serious condition of health, which, I am afraid is not 
likely to improve, materially, at any rate, for a very long time. He has there only one permanent clerk 
(Hayden) and a couple of girls as typists, and the Weston office is very seriously overloaded with 
important work at the present time, which must be done, not only in our interests, but in the interests of 
clients, and the rehabilitation of civilian life. The majority of the work is conveyancing etc which has, of 
course a direct relation on the problem of housing, and ought not, under any circumstances, to be held up 
or delayed. 
 

If you can get back any earlier in view of these facts, there is immediate and important work for 
which you are badly needed and whilst, of course, l know that you cannot get out in advance of your 
group, l hope these facts may incline the Authorities to release you with your group, and thus help, not 
only us, but the people for whom we act. 
 

I am satisfied it would be quite true to say that your punctual release would be of great help not 
only to us but to a good many other people as well. 
 

With kind regards, 
   Yours sincerely, 

 
     (Sgnd) R. W. Wansbrough. 

 
 



   Gradually things returned to normal. Robbie was still alive and attending the office, but must have been 
senior partner in name only. He died in 1947, and Reggie took over. Cyril White, who had supported him 
during the war years as an assistant solicitor, he made a partner. A new assistant solicitor, Hugh 
Whitefield, also came in at the same time and soon became a partner. After the war there was a posse of 
new assistant solicitors. Stanley Collett, who as we have seen was no sooner admitted than he was sent 
off to war, became an assistant solicitor at Weston. Max McGregor-Johnson having received an early 
release on health grounds, after a short period at Weston (referred to in the chapter on the branch offices) 
went out to Devizes to help Walter Ireland. Into the firm came George Atkinson, who had done his articles 
with another firm, served in the war, and like many another young man was at last able to begin his 
career. The war also accounted for the advanced age of the firm's only articled clerk at this time. This was 
T. K. Archer, who by a strange coincidence had already come across Herbert Castle in Brussels, during 
the war. As a Staff Captain A.P.S.2. he had worked with Herbert on several occasions. He had gone 
straight from Cambridge into the army. When he came to Wansbroughs he was articled for six months to 
Walter in Devizes, and for eighteen months he was in the Bristol office. The full period of articles was still 
five years; a degree counted in lieu of two of these, but for returning ex-servicemen the remaining three 
years was reduced to two. To be approaching thirty before getting started was a strain on anyone. 
Against the advice of a cautious and prudent father, deciding that he had had enough waiting, T.K.A. 
arranged to get married before he actually knew the result of his final examinations. The telegram 
containing it arrived for him while he was on honeymoon in Torquay. (To go abroad at the end of the war 
was extremely difficult, if not impossible, and in any case most men had had their fill of foreign parts. Max 
Johnson remembers a very adequate honeymoon in Brighton). A member of the hotel staff had stuck the 
fatal envelope in the corner of the dressing table mirror. When the rash bridegroom saw it he began to 
shake from head to foot and could not bring himself to open it. "All right, I'II do it", said his wife. He'd 
passed all right. He returned to the office after his holiday, leaving his new wife to cope with her unfamiliar 
domestic duties. About four o'clock, when she was still struggling with the washing, he came home again. 
His harassed spouse asked him what he was doing there. "I've got another week off", he said. "I've won 
the John Mackrell Prize". When he had explained to her wherein lay the significance of this high legal 
honour he gave her a hand with the laundry. As far as anyone knows this was the first time that 
Wansbroughs won the award, although the feat was repeated in 1956 by John Adams, now Professor J. 
E. Adams. 
   The moment when Reggie became senior partner heralded a period of stability and expansion in the 
firm. He himself was a man whom all the partners could respect. His youthful shyness had by now 
diminished, though it never quite disappeared. He was always fair. (It is interesting to note that one of the 
adjectives most often used to describe his mother whom he may have resembled in character is "fair". 
"She was a very fair person," says one of our informants. "She always sorted out her children's 
differences with absolute fairness!"). He listened to the arguments of his colleagues, and if he was out- 
weighed in his own views he accepted the view of the majority, and did his best to act as they wished. 
There are those who can recall him sitting like a small Buddha, with his legs crossed underneath him on 
his chair. Others remember his love for large motor cars (no doubt a manifestation of his love of all things 
mechanical). With his small stature he hardly appeared above the steering wheel as he sat behind it. No-
one has a harsh word to say about him; Herbert CastIe's description seems to sum up the general 
impression he gave. "He was a kindly, wise, astute, sagacious man, the epitome of a senior partner, 
especially with his pipe at full blast". The wives of his partners were especially touched by the charming, 
thoughtful little legacies, which each partner received when Reggie died. These detailed bequests are too 
numerous to include in full but one example will suffice. 
 

Thomas Kendray Archer: 
Various mixed china in old desk in my bedroom comprising:- 
Set of something rather like Crown Derby consisting of 6 cups and 6 saucers, one plate, 
4 flowered cups and saucers, 3 white coffee cups and saucers, 4 flowered plates. 

 
More senior partners received slightly grander things, but nothing that gave more pleasure that that small 
box of assorted china. 
   This period, when Reggie was at the head of the firm, heralded great changes. We have already 
noticed how the unsophisticated atmosphere of office life before the war seemed somehow out of date 
when the warriors returned. There is a very marked change, too, in the business of the firm, and in the 



composition of the staff. The volume and complexity of work handled by the firm increased enormously; it 
bore no relation to the amount or nature of the matters handled, for instance, in Lion Chambers. On paper 
the profits increased at the same time. In 1948 and 1951 Stanley Collett, Max Johnson, George Atkinson 
and Ken Archer had purchased their share at the rate of three years' purchase plus a contribution towards 
capital for a sum of about £5,000. By 1960 when Patrick Dixon became a partner the profits had 
increased to the point where three years purchase was no longer realistic. The new partner had to buy in 
at two years. Yet, as everyone knows, men on an income of some £750 per annum before the war lived 
an entirely different life from those with an income of £1,500 in the years after 1946. As for senior men, 
Robbie and H.R. did not need to drive themselves to work. Their chauffeurs set them down at the office at 
10 o’clock and picked them up at 4.30. H.R. in his will left legacies to a housekeeper and a house parlour 
maid and kept other staff. For many years as we have seen, he would absent himself from his practice for 
three months at a time in the winter. (Max Johnson remembers being adjured by him to "be sure and 
make plenty of money while I am away"). There really was no need for the senior partner to do more than 
a little gentle administration, once he had reached his later years. In simple terms, you could make a very 
comfortable living as a solicitor and live a civilised existence at the same time. 
   As to the staff there were great changes here also after the war. It was at this time that the rates for 
unskilled jobs at establishments like the B.A.C. began to soar so that the modest salaries which were 
offered to young boys thinking of entering solicitors' offices must have looked very unattractive by 
comparison. Throughout the profession as a whole clerks began to disappear. Before the war the ladder 
of promotion for unadmitted men was as follows: you came in as an office boy, and in due course went 
from there to junior clerk, clerk, and lastly managing clerk. You learnt your trade as you went along, in 
perhaps the best way of all, by trial and error. Ironically, it was just at the time when clerks began to 
become a rare species that some kind of effort was made to organise a proper course of training for 
them. Lectures were arranged at the Merchant Venturers College, as we have already seen, on the 
initiative of Wansbroughs' own senior partner. Sometime after 1960 it was decided that the status of 
managing clerks should be reinforced. They were to be known henceforth as legal executives, and an 
examination was to be instituted by means of which a solicitor's clerk could henceforth qualify as this new 
functionary. Managing clerks of a certain number of years' experience would automatically qualify for the 
title. Because of the dwindling numbers of entrants into the profession at this level the whole idea is now 
little used. The examination itself is still taken but there are few left to take it. One cannot but help seeing 
this as an example of shutting the stable door after the horse had bolted. As the men who had been 
clerks for example, at Lion Chambers or Dunlop Buildings before the war grew old and retired, or died in 
harness, they were not replaced because there was no-one to replace them. And so the whole balance 
between staff and unadmitted men shifted. The work which had previously been done by clerks was now 
done by articled clerks, assistant solicitors and partners. A partner, who did not have to be paid a salary, 
became a very economic unit. As the number of clerks decreased so the number of partners began to 
creep up. If we use the evidence of the office writing paper, we see that in 1898 there were four partners, 
which increased to six by 1922, when H.R.'s sons had joined the firm. In 1931 it was up to seven with the 
addition of A. P. Collett. It was still only seven in 1943 but by 1965 it had reached twelve and in 1980 it 
was fifteen with two Consultants. Towards the end of the time at Dunlop Buildings the number of 
unadmitted men had considerably diminished. 
   The last of the Wansbrough family to take an active role in the firm retired at the end of 1963. Reggie 
was by now seventy five; he lived to be eighty one. He was succeeded by Cecil Parker, on 1st January 
1964. Cecil, who had already, in 1955, been President of the Law Society, had the same ability as H. R. 
Wansbrough to "bring in the business". His connections in the City were many and varied. This could not 
but be beneficial in increasing the prosperity of the firm and so it continued to grow and expand. The 
conveyancing side of the Bristol office was strengthened when in 1960 Patrick Dixon became a partner, 
and he was followed in 1962 by Bryan Symons. In 1965 John Dunham joined the firm, and on the same 
day in this year a new litigation partner arrived, Kenneth Gibson, son of the well-known Bath doctor who 
was Police Surgeon to the Bath City Police. (Kenneth had the distinction, in his prep school days, of being 
instructed in his Scholarship English paper at Monkton Combe Junior School by the wife of T. K. Archer. 
She was somewhat taken aback when her erstwhile young pupil turned up as a mature looking solicitor in 
her husband's firm). Patrick Chavasse, a Cambridge friend of Kenneth's, came down from Slaughter and 
May in London to join the firm in 1967. This brought the total of partners in Bristol by the late sixties to 
nine. As far as the Staff were concerned although the years at Dunlop Buildings brought many changes, 
there were still some links with the old days. Edgar Alley, Charlie Field, Lionel Burland, Stanley Manning, 



and Donald Candy had all come down the hill to Baldwin Street. Charlie, as we have already noted, 
worked for Wansbroughs with undiminished skill until he died. His bent figure and the flip-flap of his old 
goloshes have imprinted themselves in more than one person’s memory. Lionel Burland and Donald 
Candy bridge the whole span, from Lion Chambers to Broad Quay. Lionel Burland's tall and striking figure 
was a splendid sight since, unlike the rest of us he never seemed to grow any older, but always, until he 
retired a few years ago looked as he does in the front row of the office outing group taken in the thirties, 
though he did not still sport the magnificent chequered golf stockings he wore on that occasion. He had 
taken on the divorce work when Cyril Clark retired. It continued to increase until it took up most of Lionel’s 
time at Dunlop Buildings. He was assisted in this specialised work by Mrs. Joyce Tyler. Stanley Manning 
took on his old position in charge of the enquiry office, where he stayed until he retired. Donald Candy, 
who in 1939 married Phyllis Denbury, H.R.’s personal typist, served with distinction in the R.A.M.C. in the 
war and became on his return to civilian life the personal clerk to Jack Wansbrough, remaining with him 
until Jack's retirement in 1960. Donald miraculously retained from the Lion Chambers days, and carried 
through with him into the concrete age at Broad Quay, that sense of being part of a family firm which he 
somehow imparted to all those who came in contact with him, not least the children of the present senior 
partner, to whom he has always been their "Uncle Donald". Freddie Mertens, after a few years at Dunlop 
Buildings, bravely "upped sticks" and went out to Devizes, to help the new full time set-up under Walter 
Ireland. Charles Langford was at Dunlop Buildings until he retired, going into his own room as a 
managing clerk. (As far as personal clerks were concerned partners continued to have them until the 
supply dried up, and articled clerks then performed the same function). Another from Lion Chambers was 
the diminutive Willie Keen, who also stayed with the firm until he retired. 
   Dunlop Buildings threw up its own characters. There was Mr. Finnemore, the demon cyclist, who 
succeeded Donald Candy as Mr. Jack's clerk; he only stayed for about three years, because by that time 
he had exhausted all the good cycling country within a reasonable radius of Bristol. And there was Mrs. 
Batterbury, who was in charge of the complicated switchboard for many years. She was one of those rare 
people to whom the telephone was a kind of extension of her own personality. Where some loathe the 
instrument, she was perhaps most truly herself when using it. She never lost her composure; she would 
switch in several people, so that you would find yourself talking in companionable conversation not only 
with her but others whose advice she would procure for you on matters often quite unconnected with law. 
Some young wives had real reason to be grateful to her when they found themselves in the middle of a 
domestic crisis. "I know", they would comfort themselves, "I’ll ring up Mrs. B. She’ll know what to do". And 
she always did. 
   A custom which belongs uniquely to Dunlop Buildings days should perhaps find a place here since 
nowadays one must suppose it to be extinct; the strange game of "Spoofing". We have noted in some 
detail the various ways in which partners and staff took their refreshments in Lion Chambers. In Dunlop 
Buildings, although tea was brewed on the premises, as it had been in the old days, the habit of going out 
into the town for a cup of tea or coffee, already in vogue in Lion Chambers' days, gradually became more 
widespread. From this developed the strange ritual known as "spoofing". The rendezvous for this was the 
Shannon Court branch of Messrs. Carwardines, now defunct, but then situated at the end of a long 
passageway at the top of Corn Street, on the right hand side. The participants were the common lawyers; 
managing clerks, assistant solicitors and some junior partners, and with them the Claims Managers of 
assorted insurance companies. All those who successfully spoofed got their coffee free; the Iuckless loser 
paid for the lot. The idea of the game was to guess the total number of coins concealed in the hands of 
the other players. If you succeeded, you were out, leaving the others to spoof, until only one was left, and 
he picked up the bill. It required a certain low cunning, and some were much better at it than others. 
Devizes, too, at about the same time, indulged in the same game.* Most of the staff were to be found of a 
morning in Strong's cafe deciding by this strange system who should pay the reckoning. The introduction 
of canteens within the purlieus of the insurance companies spelled the end of this engaging practice. It 
must have died out about 1955. 
   The move from Dunlop Buildings, when it came, was for the same reasons as the earlier move from 
Lion Chambers. While Reggie was still senior partner the Alliance Building Society bought Dunlop 
Buildings from Dunlop Mackie, and it was renamed Alliance House. The new owners, wanting to knock 
out the ground floor restaurant and wine bar, rashly informed Reggie that his firm would be expected to 
vacate two of the front rooms at a time while the alterations were made. He soon disabused them of that  
 
*Footnote: Claimed by Devizes to be "a Wiltshire game of timeless origin". 



idea. They would be in breach of the covenant of "quiet enjoyment", so they were forced to find another 
way of executing the building work. 
 
   Some years later, when Cecil was senior partner, the lease ran out. The Alliance announced that they 
would be putting up the rent substantially. In return they would completely modernise the accommodation 
which Wansbroughs rented from them. After a very long and difficult meeting the partners decided to 
accept this offer. A week later, the gentleman who had been conducting the negotiations with them, came 
back from his Brighton headquarters and announced that his masters were not satisfied with the agreed 
rent, and required even more. Wansbroughs had had enough. They began to look for new premises. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



THE BRANCH OFFICES 
 
Weston-super-Mare and Devizes are the two branch offices which over the years have survived and 
flourished. At various times there were attempts to start up in other towns. Melksham was the most 
successful of these, indeed it preceded the Devizes office in Wiltshire and continued for many years on a 
part time basis. Other places which make brief appearances on the writing paper are Clevedon, on the 
paper dated 1910 and 1912, and Trowbridge. The possibility of opening a branch in Bath was mooted in 
the early fifties but later abandoned. 
 
THE WESTON OFFICE 
 
The earliest piece of writing paper in existence is dated 1898. It is a sheet of the thick stiff gold coloured 
stuff known as the "yellow peril". The partners' names at the top are H.R. Wansbrough, J.L. Dickinson, 
W.J. Robinson and W.H. Tayler. This may well have been the year in which W.H. Tayler joined the firm. 
Dickinson, one supposes, had been a partner for some time. Underneath the list of partners is printed 
"and at Weston Super Mare". Dickinson was the partner who was in charge of the Weston branch. He 
had strong connections with the town and the surrounding countryside. Herbert Castle, who belongs to 
the later history of the branch, was able to supply an interesting piece of information here. He recalls that 
one of the first pieces of work that he tackled when he arrived at Weston in August 1935 was connected 
with the estate of one John Hignell Newman, who died in 1902. Handling and examining his probate on 
many occasions he was interested to note that it was extracted by "Messrs. Wansbrough and Dickinson". 
In 1907 Dickinson withdrew from the partnership. This was an amicable development; Dickinson 
remained on good terms with Wansbroughs, sending them work from time to time. He started up on his 
own account in Weston, and the Weston branch of Wansbroughs ceased to function. A new partnership 
deed was drawn up in October 1907 and in it Dickinson was replaced by a new partner, W.J. Taylor. 
   The Weston office did not surface again until 1935. The famous Weston Pier case may well have been 
responsible for a revival of business from the area, raising the question of whether the branch should be 
reopened. This case was conducted by A. P. Collett, whom we have already come across in Lion 
Chambers. It followed upon the burning down of the Grand Pier at Weston, in January 1930. Weston- 
super-Mare District Council did not wish to reconstruct the pier, but Leonard Guy, who had acquired the 
controlling interest from the Marquess of Bute, was anxious to rebuild it. He was a client of A. P. Collett. 
Since the existing Act presumably did not allow for rebuilding, it became necessary to seek fresh 
parliamentary powers, and an application had to be made to the House of Lords. This cause célèbre 
made all the local headlines, and brought Wansbroughs into the news. The application was successful 
and resulted in a new Grand Pier Act in 1934. Now must have seemed a propitious time to re-open the 
Weston office, and who better to get things going than A. P. Collett, so well known as a result of the 
Grand Pier affair. On the 15th August 1935, a bright, sunny Saturday the opening took place. Mrs. Collett 
contributed the feminine touch; she supervised the matter of suitable curtains for the windows, and little 
curtains to conceal the pigeonholes. Once the enterprise was underway A.P.C., whose main function was 
as a partner in Bristol, returned there, though he continued to pay Weston a weekly visit. Herbert Castle, 
a solicitor of some four years standing, who had joined Wansbroughs in January 1935 as an assistant 
solicitor, was now in charge. Of invaluable help to him in these early years was a very experienced 
managing clerk, the aptly named Knobby Clark. He had been a cavalry man in the First World War and 
was always reliving those colourful days. He would recount how the trooper next to him had had his 
horse’s head blown off, and loved to tell the tale of the dead pig carried round for a week by his unit while 
they waited vainly for an opportunity to butcher and cook it. Alas, when the time arrived, the pig was 
rotten. Once a week, this doughty character was given the privilege of a Thursday off, to visit his pals in 
the Bristol office. His train ticket cost his employers 3/6d. He died at the beginning of the Second World 
War, and this must have been a grievous loss in the difficult circumstances in which the whole firm soon 
found themselves. After four years, by 1939, it seems likely that the new branch would be just beginning 
to establish itself. Now within a year of the outbreak of war, not only had Clark gone, but Herbert Castle, 
who had become a partner in July 1937, went off to join up. He was still at his desk in 1940, for he 
watched from his room on September 15th as some hundred German bombers flew overhead in the 
glorious clear sky on their way to bomb Bristol. He left soon afterwards to become a trooper in the R.A.C. 
and ended up in the Judge Advocate General's Department, along with Cecil Parker, already a partner. 



During his service in the Department he met and served with many men who later rose to high legal 
office. 
   Meanwhile, back in Weston the line was being held by Paul Braddon as assistant solicitor of First World 
War vintage, a clerk, Mr. Hayden, resurrected from retirement, Miss Castle (Mrs. Salisbury) a clerk cum 
typist, and an office boy. By 1945 things were desperate. The number of active partners in the whole firm 
was down to five. A. P. Collett must have had his work cut out trying to keep things going in Bristol from 
1940 onwards, and would have had little time for Weston. In that year died H.R.W. and soon afterwards 
Jimmy Taylor, C. A. Parker and Herbert Castle were called up. Some thirty three members of staff went to 
war. W. J. Robinson was still attending the office, but was in his late seventies. Reggie Wansbrough, 
H.R.'s elder son, was on war service until 1942. By 1945 the strain upon A. P. Collett finally told. He 
collapsed. He was forbidden by his doctor to attend the Bristol office. Since his home was by then in 
Weston he was allowed to put in two hours a day in the Weston branch. By November 1945 he was dead. 
It was now absolutely imperative that Herbert Castle should be released from the army as soon as 
possible. He entered into correspondence with the authorities, telling them of the difficulties in which the 
firm now found itself. By this time, Haydon the clerk was ill, Paul Braddon had had a breakdown, and 
matters were becoming intolerable. Max Johnson, newly demobbed young and inexperienced, was sent 
to do the best he could, and for three months, until Herbert Castle finally came home in November 1945, 
he bluffed his way through magnificently almost single handed. Much of the correspondence he had to 
deal with was dated 1940 or thereabouts. Now, some four years later, with great aplomb, Max took up the 
threads. Unblushingly he wrote in his first letter:- 

"With reference to your letter of May 1940 . . ."  
and took up the correspondence where it had left off. 
   A. P. ColIett's two sons, Stanley and Denbigh, were both articled to Wansbroughs. Denbigh did not stay 
with the firm, but Stanley, who was admitted in 1940, eventually became head of it, something which 
would no doubt have delighted his father. Immediately upon joining Wansbroughs, he had been called up 
into the Navy. (He remembers the no doubt well meant, but strangely inappropriate farewell present 
which he received from the hands of W. J. Robinson; a copy of Gibson’s Conveyancing . . . hardly the 
thing to slip into a knapsack). On his return from the war, he settled at Weston, to work with Herbert 
Castle. In 1948 he became a partner, and after Herbert's retirement in 1970, he was in charge at Weston. 
In 1975 he became senior partner, although remaining at the Weston office. 
   Nearly fifty years on, the branch is now run by Andrew Strachan. He became a partner in 1971, having 
been articled to the firm, and took over when Stanley retired in 1978. This seaside practice, built up in a 
town where there is a constantly shifting population, has made steady progress throughout the years and 
is now a well established part of the old Somerset resort. 
 
DEVIZES AND MELKSHAM 
 
There would seem to be two reasons why Wansbroughs from its earliest days sought to develop its 
practice in Wiltshire. The first must be H.R.'s own links with the county. His friends and connections in 
and about Shrewton, both with the "gentry" and with the farming community, were numerous, by reason 
of his own family, Lords of the Manor of Shrewton, and his sporting interests. His shooting must have 
brought friendships with land owners and farmers in a wide area of the county. Additional prospective 
clients would have been friends and business connections of Walter Henry Taylor, who was born in 
Melksham, and whose family were millers there. The second reason for the Wiltshire practices must have 
been the excellent rail services, which made it possible easily to reach Melksham and Devizes. W. H. 
Tayler, who played such a large part in building up these offices, lived in Bath, excellently placed to reach 
them and return in a day. Although we have no direct evidence that he travelled by rail, an anecdote 
survives which helps to confirm the theory. It is remembered of W.H.T. that he once ran out of money 
while he was waiting on some outlying station in Wiltshire to catch a connection. He reached through the 
ticket window and helped himself to about £15 in change; assuring the man in charge there that he would 
soon be reimbursed. One wonders what British Rail's reaction would have been. 
   The only offices about which we have substantial information are Melksham and Devizes; an early 
mention of Trowbridge in the agreement drawn up between Wansbroughs and H. G. Redman - (see later) 
- suggests that at one time there was a part time attendance here, but no details of this survive. The older 
office of the two is Melksham. The first record we have of it is in 1907 though it may have opened before 
this date. The firm is called Wansbrough, Dickinson, Robinson, and Tayler, and we learn that W. H. 



Tayler "attends on Saturdays, from 10 a.m. to 1 p.m.". Perhaps he spent the weekend with his Wiltshire 
relatives. (Dickinson, who belongs to the history of the Weston branch, withdrew from the partnership in 
this year). By 1911 the day for Melksham was Tuesday from 10 till 4, and the names on the plate were W. 
H. Tayler, Walter James Taylor, W. J. Robinson and H. R. Wansbrough. One imagines H.R. enjoyed a 
day out in Wiltshire. The details for 1915, 1923 and 1927 are the same, but by 1931, only W. H. Tayler is 
attending. Although Melksham always appears first on the writing paper . . . "And at Melksham and 
Devizes" . . . there is no doubt that it was Devizes which grew as Melksham diminished. After the death of 
W.H.T. the branch was still kept open; Mr. Bill Jennings recalls that he was still attending Melksham on 
Mondays as late as 1962, but about then it must have become more practical to deal with all business 
from Devizes. Today the grandchildren of some of the original Melksham clients still keep Wansbroughs 
as their solicitors. Not many stories survive of these Melksham days, but Herbert Castle has supplied an 
anecdote which nicely gives the bucolic flavour of the town. He was appearing in the Police Court there, 
sometime in the middle thirties. Herbert was defending Bowyers' Wiltshire Bacon Company in a Factory 
Act Case. A girl had lost her hand in a sausage machine. There being no defence, Herbert pleaded guilty 
and began to submit a plea in mitigation. As he opened his mouth to attempt to bring tears to the eyes of 
the Court on his client’s behalf his voice was blotted out by the piteous bleatings and baaings of flocks of 
sheep; Melksham held its market directly below the windows of the Police Court! Bowyers were fined £40 
and costs. Herbert remembers that W.H.T. was also appearing in Court that day and was similarly 
interrupted. 
   Our information about Devizes is much fuller. It was started up in 1908. The premises were No: 44 
Market Place, between Lucases, the Drapers, and Williams, Hairdressers and tobacconists, now alas, 
long gone. In charge was a qualified solicitor, Henry Gordon Redman. About him there is plenty of 
information. The agreement drawn up between him and Wansbrough, Robinson, Tayler and Taylor when 
he was appointed to run the Devizes office is still in existence. He was a Wiltshire man, born in Calne, 
and articled to a Bristol firm of solicitors. He served his articles from 1902 until 1907. The Agreement with 
Wansbroughs is dated 5th June 1908 so he was quite inexperienced when he began. The terms of the 
agreement are interesting. Redman's address is given as 15 Delamare Street, Paddington (an oddly 
unsalubrious area one would have thought). Perhaps he tried to make a start in London, and then had the 
good fortune to be recommended to H.R. by one of their mutual friends or acquaintances in Wiltshire. He 
agrees in the document to serve as "Managing clerk of the branch office in Devizes". He is allowed three 
weeks holiday, and his salary is to be £150 per year, paid monthly. In addition to his salary he is to 
receive commission - 10 per cent up to £500, 15 per cent above £500, and 20 per cent on £1,000 and 
over. Three letters written in a firm yet rather schoolboy hand, survive also. They concern Redman's Profit 
and Loss accounts submitted to the Bristol partners and they cover the years 1910 and 1912. The first 
letter proudly announces that "a sum of £416.9.9 was received in costs, and after payment of all 
expenses a new balance of £107.15.2 remains". By 1912 things are even better. He tells the Bristol 
partners: "If you remember I told you last year I fully hoped the net profits would this year be £100. They 
are however greatly in excess of this. As it is only the fourth year of business I think £600 to be a very 
good sum to receive for profits or rather costs". In a second letter, written five days later, after the audit of 
the books had been completed, Redman announces with a flourish, "Now that Mr. James has finished the 
audit of the books I can give you the exact figures. The costs for the year come to £567.18.8 and the 
expenses, before deducting my commission, to £340.12.9, giving a profit of £227.5.11". He now feels 
sufficiently confident to jog his superior’s memory on his own account. "With regard to my own personal 
position you will remember that the arrangement made last year was for one year only, since you wished 
to see how matters went. It was that I should receive salary £175 and one third of the profits until my total 
receipts reached £250 and then 10 per cent on balance of profits. I accepted this but asked that for this 
year the amounts should be increased to £200 and £300 respectively. You, however, decided to leave 
this over for your decision this year. I think we have every prospect of doing still better this year and I trust 
you will be able to grant the increase". This was a letter written personally to H.R. One's heart warms to 
this young man for his well expressed persistence, and his nice appreciation of correct forms of address. 
His letter to the partners en bloc is signed . . . Yours faithfully . . . The one to H.R. personally ends . . . 
Yours very truly. Alas, we shall never know what he might have made of this full time venture which he 
got away to such a good start. Those of us who record the events of the few years before 1914 are in 
uncomfortable possession of facts unknown to those who lived through them. An account of H.G. 
Redman’s life in a book in Devizes library tells us, "A month after the outbreak of war Gordon joined the 
4th Battalion the Wiltshire Regiment and was given a commission as 1st Lieutenant". The book goes on 



to describe how he went to India and was seconded to the Indian Machine Gun Corps, with the rank of 
Captain. He later commanded the 261st Machine Gun Company. In 1917 he fought against the Turks in 
Mesopotamia. He was twice mentioned in dispatches, and in 1919 he received the O.B.E. His final rank 
was that of Major, and by 1919 he commanded the 17th (Indian) Machine Gun Battalion. In this year he 
wrote from Karradah, near Bagdad, to his old chief. He was answering a previous letter from H.R., which 
must have concerned his plans now that the war was over. They did not include a return to Wansbroughs. 
His handwriting still has its pronounced backward slope, but it is now bold and cursive, and his varied and 
distinguished service has produced a mature assured style. "I again wish to thank you for your 
consideration of me while I've been away during the war, and I regret that it has been necessary to 
terminate my professional relationship with your firm for the reasons previously gone into". The rest of the 
letter deals with his position under the agreement of 1908, should he wish to start up in practice in 
Wiltshire on his own account. He could not foresee the actual date of his release from the army, since he 
was now doing some work for the Deputy Judge Advocate General in the region, who was anxious to 
have Redman for his assistant. 
   We possess H.R.'s answer to this letter, which was unfortunately delayed, owing to some carelessness 
on the part of W.H.T. "I happened to be out of town that day it was received and Tayler opened it and has 
kept it ever since, forgetting to hand it over to me. I hope that this has not caused you any inconvenience 
or anxiety". The whole letter to his erstwhile clerk shows the greatest kindness and consideration and is 
charmingly expressed. As regards the agreement H.R. makes short work of that. "We are quite anxious to 
help you and I think the better way would be to for us to cancel the agreement altogether. We feel we 
should not like to stand in your way if when you return to England you want to start again". 
   There is a clue in this letter as to how things developed after Redman went off to war. "I need not say I 
appreciate your exertions on our behalf, although the business in Devizes did not develop as largely as 
we both expected and which would have been more satisfactory and more beneficial to both of us. At any 
rate I know it was no fault of yours, but there is no question it takes a considerable time to build up a new 
practice especially in a Country district". Whether even before Redman left business had begun to fall off 
we cannot know. (Certainly there was a change of address to No. 13 Market Place, in 1911). From a 
reference in H.R.'s letter to Redman in 1919 it looks as though W. H. Tayler took on the Devizes work as 
soon as war began, and ran it on a part time basis, as he did the Melksham Branch. By 1920 there had 
been a further move to 32 John Street where the office remained until 1940, when it moved to its present 
premises 40 Market Place. 
   We have seen that as it turned out, it was the Devizes branch which prospered and the Melksham office 
which gradually became less important. The main reason for the growth of Devizes was the increasing 
importance of the work which Wansbroughs did for the Wiltshire Police. The foundations of the 
permanent, full time office in Devizes were really laid by W.H.T.'s annexing of all the police prosecuting 
work for the County. Since this work centred on Devizes, where the police headquarters were situated, it 
was Devizes which gradually became the more important branch. There may have been other good 
reasons for this turn of events, but this was the main one. W.H.T. continued to cement these foundations 
until his sudden death in 1937. We have already seen how imperative it was that he should be replaced 
as quickly as possible, and how Walter Ireland came to take his place. It was at this point that it must 
have been decided to run Devizes as a full time office. Walter Ireland was in charge, and he settled in the 
town, bringing with him from Bristol Freddie Mertens, who as W.H.T.'s clerk knew the work so well. Thus 
the practice was built on advocacy. Once the Second War was over, it quickly developed into a general 
practice with a strong agricultural side. Nowadays, it would be fair to say that it operates not in the town of 
Devizes, but in the County of Wiltshire as a whole, and that must surely have been what would have 
pleased the "old man" more than anything. 
   It is time now to take a look at those who, besides W.H.T. have made the practice what it is today. First 
Walter Ireland. Walter was a Yorkshire man. At the time when he was working for the Town Clerk’s Legal 
Department he was one of the best solicitor advocates in Bristol. In Wiltshire he was outstanding. He had 
a dry sense of humour; he said little, but his silence spoke volumes. At partners' meetings he would find 
himself a large, comfortable armchair and retire behind his pipe, puffing out great clouds of his particular 
tobacco smoke, Mick McQuod. He missed nothing, however, and when he was finally asked directly for 
his opinion, gave it emphatically and finally. It was usually "No". In spite of his somewhat dour demeanour 
in the office he was a man of great charm. He enhanced the enjoyment of many a gathering of partners 
and their wives, at dinner parties and cricket matches. Walter was himself an all round sportsman. In the 
tradition of H.R. he was a very fine shot, and his shooting days provided opportunities for fruitful contact 



with the Wiltshire farmers. He loved golf, and in his later years, bowls. His son's outstanding success on 
the hockey field was a source of great delight to him. Ian captained Cambridge, Wiltshire, England and 
Great Britain. 
   Walter's right hand man from 1946 onwards was Max McGregor-Johnson whom we have met already in 
the chapter on Dunlop Buildings. His articles began in 1936. Because he had a distinction in Latin he was 
what was then known as a four year man, allowed because of his classical aptitude to skip one year of 
articles! They were in any case truncated by the war; he joined up at the end of 1939 and went into the 
Marines. He took his final examination while still in uniform, at the end of the war, and because of an 
attack of pleurisy he secured an early release. He was admitted in May 1945 and came out of the 
Services in August. He was destined for Devizes, as we shall see, but first received a peacetime baptism 
of fire at Weston. Here, they were in dire straits, as the section on the Weston office relates, and the 
green young assistant solicitor, three weeks after he arrived at Dunlop Buildings, was the only person 
available to go to the rescue. For three months he coped manfully with all the backlog of unattended 
matters, until Herbert Castle returned to put things in order again. Then he went out to Devizes, where he 
and Walter Ireland worked out a happy and fruitful relationship, which resulted in the growth and 
consequent prosperity of the branch. The advocacy was Walter’s strong point, as we have seen, and Max 
McGregor-Johnson was an extremely able conveyancer. Under his influence this side of the practice 
flourished. 
   One of his four children, Stuart, joined the firm, and became a partner in 1980. Max himself took over 
Devizes when Walter retired in 1970, and although he himself has now retired he is a full time consultant 
still attending the office. Since Max's retirement Ian Ireland, Walter's son, has been in charge. David 
Bousfield, another brilliant hockey player, joined the partnership in 1971, and the other partner at Devizes 
is Richard Drury, a partner since 1978. 
   We have already met another stalwart of this branch, Freddie Mertens, at Lion Chambers. He is most 
affectionately remembered still at 40 Market Place. It was his custom on a Saturday morning, at opening 
time, to go out for a pre-prandial drink. The moment when he was ready to leave all too often coincided 
with the arrival of the young Ireland children, Ian and his sisters, who would come into the office after their 
Saturday shopping expedition, to visit their father. Their favourite game then was to swing on the door of 
the heavy old safe in the large front room, overlooking the Market Place . . . the self same one which still 
stands there today. Since Freddie was put in charge of them, and since he dared not leave them 
unsupervised in this dangerous occupation, he could not get away to have his drink. His frustrated fury 
can be well imagined. 
   Bill Jennings, who still forms an important part of the complement at the Devizes office, has worked 
there since the branch was opened full time on the 1st June 1937. He has many memories of the years 
between, including an account of a snowball fight, one winter's day, in which one of the contestants was 
T. K. Archer, then articled to Walter Ireland. The snowballs flew from the yard below the window of Max 
Johnson's room, directed upwards at T.K.A. and his cohorts; they in their turn scraped the snow from the 
window ledge and flung it back below. Unfortunately a large snowball shot through the window onto the 
papers spread on Max's desk just inside. When he came back and discovered the havoc he was wrathful, 
to say the least. Bill remembers a good many light-hearted incidents during his years at40 Market Place; 
the atmosphere even now is cheerful and relaxed. If you asked him to sum up the spirit of all those years 
he would say that what struck him was "the quality of the fun", and this must be an unusual accolade to 
award to a firm of solicitors, though not perhaps to one which was started by H.R. 
 
ENDPIECE 
 
   Anyone who is familiar only with the Bristol branch of Wansbroughs could do worse than pay a visit to 
the Devizes branch of the firm. Whereas you could not mistake the inside of Broad Quay for anything 
other than a thriving City firm, Devizes has the characteristics of a real country solicitors' office. Well away 
from the parent branch (or perhaps trunk would be more apt) it has evolved in a highly individual way, and 
it has the sort of homely, family air which probably resembles, much more nearly than Bristol now does, 
the old Lion Chambers. The Victorian exterior in soft pinkish brick, the first floor, adorned with an 
elaborate bay window, faces the Market Place. From the earliest days, as now, more important business 
is sometimes done outside in the Market Square than is done in the office. To walk along the narrow 
streets which lead off the Square in the company of someone from the firm is an interesting experience; 
on a busy day it is difficult to make more than a few yards uninterrupted progress; everyone knows 



Wansbroughs. The farmers and other country people to be met with there belong to families that have 
lived in the area for generations. Their inter-relationships are enormously complex, and great tact and a 
good memory are called for if unfortunate mistakes are not to be made. Inside there are no impersonal 
coffee machines dispensing their indeterminate brown liquid. The restaurant next door has a standing 
order to bring a great jug of proper coffee in at the appropriate times, to be replaced by a large teapot at 
about 3 o’clock. Jugs, teapots and cups and saucers stand on a small table in a corner of the landing. 
The lavatories remind one happily of earlier, less functional, more unfussy days. A charming delicate 
curved stair rail adorns the staircase up to the first floor, where the offices begin. Once you are up on this 
floor, it feels much more like being in a private house than a business. The modern extensions at the 
back somewhat destroy this impression, but there is a relaxed informality about the large bay windowed 
front office that no attempts to tidy up can destroy. Long may this leisured atmosphere continue. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE PARTNERS IN 1969 

 

�

BACK ROW. Left to Right: P. A. G. Chavasse, J. N. Dunham, B. C. Symons, T. K. Archer, M. McGregor-
Johnson, G. P. Atkinson, P. M. Dixon, K. C. R. Gibson, R. I. Ireland 
FRONT ROW. C. C. White, W. Ireland, C. A. Parker, H. Castle, S.W. Collet. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BROAD QUAY 
 
Wansbroughs moved into the premises, 8 Broad Quay, in 1969. This rather plain, though not exactly ugly 
concrete and glass structure belonged to the Leicester Permanent Building Society, which occupied and 
still occupies part of the ground floor. All the rest of the block is rented to Wansbroughs. Apart from the 
obvious differences, it has one characteristic which places it quite apart from the earlier premises 
occupied by the firm, and indeed from most solicitors' offices; it was purpose built. Wansbroughs took 
over four bare floors and the accommodation, the arrangement of the separate rooms, was made exactly 
according to their plans and specifications. The partners walked about with their pieces of chalk, marking 
out how they wanted everything to be laid out, consulted with architects, modified their plans where 
necessary, and then set the builders to work. Thus they were able to have copying bays to take the large 
and sophisticated copying machines. Fireproof safe "rooms" were installed on each floor, and a place was 
set aside on the second floor for the indispensible if impersonal coffee machine. The arrangement of the 
other rooms was done in the most practically useful way possible, and a dignified library for entertaining, 
meetings and formal gatherings was made on the top floor. The only part of these admirable 
arrangements which occasioned second thoughts was the first floor reception area. This was never very 
aesthetically pleasing; it reminded many people, with its padded vinyl "counter", of a hotel bar, though it 
has had its admirers. The newly designed entrance, recently completed, looks nicer and serves its 
purpose better. 
   Once the new partners were ready a swift and efficient move took place. Everyone packed up their files 
and other bits and pieces on a Friday, a fleet of moving vans moved these, and some of the old furniture, 
round the corner from Dunlop Buildings, everyone came in on Saturday to arrange their own rooms, and it 
was business as usual on Monday. The lovely old Spy Cartoons of legal characters which H.R. had had 
in Lion Chambers, and which came down the hill in 1935, now give a much needed interest to the plain 
walls, as does the portrait in oils of the founder of the firm. 
   The main and most obvious change in these new premises is that each department inhabits as nearly 
as possible its own floor. At the top, quiet and remote, sharing their accommodation with the library are 
the conveyancers. On the fourth floor when the move was first made were to be found George Atkinson, 
Bryan Symons and Patrick Chavasse; this was the commercial floor. The domestic conveyancing 
department overflowed onto the floor below, where dwelt Patrick Dixon and John Dunham. Patrick Dixon 
and Brian Symons left in 1972 and 1974 respectively, and were replaced by only one man, Paul Rowe, 
son of Christopher Rowe, Coroner for Bridgwater, and senior partner of Bayliss Rowe, solicitors. Also on 
this floor was the divorce department run by Lionel Burland, and Mrs. Tyler, who had worked with him in 
Dunlop Buildings. When Lionel retired, his work was taken over by a new assistant solicitor, Valerie West, 
who has since been made Wansbroughs' first woman partner. Mrs. Tyler has remained to help her. On 
the floor below again are the common lawyers. The most senior of these when the move was made was 
Cecil Parker, the senior partner himself, and with him were T. K. Archer and Kenneth Gibson. In 1974 
Cecil Parker retired and was succeeded as senior partner by Stanley Collett, operating from Weston. A 
new common law partner was now required so Bob Beale was interviewed at the Unicorn Hotel by G. P. 
Atkinson and T. K. Archer. He well remembers the advice he was given then by well wishers - "G.P.A.'s 
all right, but look out for T.K.A.!" When Bob Beale went out to Weston to help there, Nigel Day replaced 
him in Bristol, and Paul Redfern was brought in to help in the common law work. 
   The atmosphere on the common law floor is less decorous; common lawyers on the whole are a 
different breed from conveyancers. As their name implies they operate in the everyday world, fighting in 
the dust of the arena. It is peaceful on the top floors but on the floor below there are those who are given 
on occasion to shouting names up and down the corridors. (None being heard quite as outspoken as 
Jack Wansbrough in Dunlop Buildings days; he was distinctly heard to enunciate the words "Bloody Little 
Hitler", as he emerged on one exasperated occasion from his brother's room. Reggie certainly sported a 
small, clipped moustache). 
   Below the common law floor is Administration. Behind the reception area and telephone equipment are 
the cost department. The accounts department was at first run by Reg Webber, from Dunlop Buildings 
days, but when he retired it was taken over by Gerry Stock, who also came from "round the corner", 
assisted by Mr. Oliver. Mr. Hicks, who had run the debt collecting department there, continued to run it at 
Broad Quay until his retirement. Another unadmitted man who joined Wansbroughs in the Sixties was 
John Thompson. He succeeded Eddie Weymouth as personal clerk to T. K. Archer. He came from the 
Bristol police force where he had been a Law Lecturer, so he was of great assistance in his position. He 



continued to assist T.K.A. until 1980, when he was succeeded by Stanley Edwards, a retired chief 
inspector who had been with the firm a number of years. When Mr. Edwards retired, he was not replaced, 
since there simply are not available experienced unadmitted men. His place has been taken by an 
assistant solicitor. In the whole of Wansbroughs now there are less than ten unadmitted staff. It is 
interesting to note, however that with the recession a trickle of applicants for the post of clerk is beginning 
to appear, from both men and women, and this seems significant to those who have followed the 
developing pattern of staff changes over the last thirty years or so. It is sad in a way that a university 
degree is now compulsory if you wish to be admitted. Such excellent lawyers as A. P. Collett would 
nowadays not have been able to qualify. Perhaps those who have had a taste of the law as clerks may be 
inspired to work for a degree, but it is a long haul. Another side effect of the scarcity of young men coming 
into the profession as clerks is the disappearance of the office boy - this was the first rung on the ladder 
of promotion to managing clerk. Girls have entirely taken over the work which in earlier days was done by 
young men. 
   Perhaps the most revolutionary change is the one we have already noted, the first woman partner. 
Apart from some initial worries about cloakroom accommodation, most amicably resolved, this earth 
shattering event seems to have occurred as smoothly as anyone could wish. The advent of salaried 
partners is also an innovation. It was decided in 1976, at the time of Cecil Parker's retirement, to 
introduce a scheme which would make it possible to dispense with the goodwill system of shareholding, 
as it had always before existed. To do this it was necessary to introduce a system of salaried partnership. 
Under this new arrangement incoming partners entered on a salaried basis for a number of years until 
equity shares were available. This in effect meant that a new partner would have to wait two or three 
years before becoming an equity partner. 
   Wansbroughs has never been afraid to keep up with the times; unlike the popular image of solicitors as 
old-fashioned and dry as dust this is a firm which is as up to date as any other business. The old copying 
machines from Dunlop Buildings have been replaced by the latest that the Japanese can provide. 
Dictating machinery, so scorned by Mr. Reginald in the Thirties, has been in use in Wansbroughs now for 
many years. This is the age of the Audio Typist. Moving even further into the Technological Age, there is 
now the Word Processor, introduced recently at the instigation of Patrick Chavasse and David Rich, and 
currently worked by Karen Gilbert. David runs the now flourishing Probate and Tax Department, dwelling 
up along the conveyancers, within hailing distance of his magnificent machine. Another sign of modern 
times is Computer Time Recording, introduced by Nigel Day as a first step towards full computerisation of 
accounts and costing. The telephone exchange board, which at Dunlop Buildings under Mrs. Batterbury's 
capable hands seemed a mass of wires and terminals, became at Broad Quay an automatic push button 
system known technically as PABX No. 2. The very latest equipment, compact and up to date, is so small 
that it can be accommodated at the enquiry desk, thus enabling the telephonist to double as an extra 
receptionist. 
   Anyone tracing the history of a firm through one hundred years becomes starkly aware of the in- 
exorable movement of time. It is a sobering experience to see how the posse of assistant solicitors and 
the superannuated articled clerk of so many years ago came inevitably in their turn to the top of the heap. 
George Atkinson took over from Stanley Collett as Senior Partner in 1979. George had already been 
President of the Bristol Law Society in 1971/72 and soon afterwards became President of the Bristol 
Chamber of Commerce, Industry and Shipping. T. K. Archer succeeded George in 1981. He has 
introduced for the first time a new post, that of partnership secretary, held by Gerry Stock. In some ways, 
from the historian's point of view the chapter on Broad Quay is the most satisfying of all to write, because 
it is the completion of a story which began in two or three rooms a hundred years ago. To the reader, 
however, it may well seem dull and factual, and lacking in interesting particulars. Yet, already, in the short 
while that the firm has been at the new premises, it has bedded down, and begun to accumulate local 
colour, character and anecdote. One agreeable development is the return of the cricket match. The 
advent of a partner who is really interested in this fascinating game, Paul Rowe, has done a great deal to 
revive an interest in it. (Perhaps, also the renaissance of the game in the country as a whole has 
something to do with it). Three matches are played now; the needle match is the one against Hartnell, 
Taylor, and Cook. There is a trophy for this one,* and it is a match which both sides do really care about 
winning. Some of the gatherings afterwards have the authentic flavour of the olden days; there was a 
supper in an old pub garden near Langford on a summer's evening last season, with lovely old fashioned 
food and an atmosphere which it was a joy to experience. It only needed a piano to transport some 
among us to the backroom of the pub at Chew Magna. 



   The office as a whole enjoyed the visit of the Queen and Duke of Edinburgh to Bristol a few years ago, 
when office staff and their families brought their provisions and spread picnics on their husbands' desks 
while they had an excellent view of the proceedings below. There was a memorable lunch given to 
Donald Candy, on the occasion of his fifty years with Wansbroughs. And at the day to day level there is 
the constant addition of small homely touches to the somewhat stark and functional surroundings, by the 
ladies of the establishment. Joan Probert, who has worked for fourteen years for T. K. Archer (and that as 
we have gathered from the warning given to Bob Beale is no sinecure) has made her snug room a 
pleasure to behold with plants and cuttings, and will willingly give them away to anyone who shows a 
proper interest. And even now, some forty years after the children of Walter Ireland tormented the life out 
of Freddie Mertens at Devizes by swinging on the safe door on a Saturday morning, the children of 
present day partners can come in to the offices at Broad Quay and have some fun there. And that, in a 
family firm, is as it should be. 
 
* Footnote: A salver presented by Cecil Parker and Marcus Hartnell. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE PARTNERS IN 1982 

 

Bristol & Weston 
BACK ROW. Left to Right: P. W. L. Redfern, D. J. Rich, P. N. C. Rowe, R. L. Beale, N. M. Day, V. J. West,  

P. A. G. Chavasse, J. N. Dunham, T. K. Archer, K. R. C. Gibson, A. J. Strachan (Weston) 
 
 

 
 

Devizes  
S. McGregor-Johnson, R. J. Drury, R. I. Ireland, D.S. Bousfield 


