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1842-43  -  The Gardens at 

‘Woodlands’ 

Introduction 

James 1 died in 1838, soon after he and his brother, Obadiah, had 
completed building the massive folly at Benington Lordship for Thomas 
Smith, leaving his son, James 2, to take over the business in Tottenham at 
the incredibly early age of 18.   Just like his father, James 2 was very artistic, 
excellent with his hands, and already very knowledgeable about the 
composition and uses of cement, and an expert stone modeller.    

He was fortunate in that his uncle Obadiah was working as Clerk of Works 
with Thomas Smith, the County Architect and Surveyor of both Hertfordshire 
and Bedfordshire.   Smith won several commissions for designing and 
building churches around the two counties and was particularly interested in 
ornate Gothic design and construction, which meant that James 2 had many 
opportunities to display his modelling capabilities.    

In fact - as has also been noted elsewhere - Smith employed James 2 to 
work solo on the ornamentation of the Wallington Rectory in 1839-41, but, 
as that involved long journeys from home, he decided in 1841 to move the 
business up to Hoddesdon, in Hertfordshire, in order to be more 
conveniently placed to take on Smith’s church-building work. 

But he didn’t only work for Thomas Smith.   He also found his own clients, 
and one of these was John Warner, who also lived in Hoddesdon.   John 
was head of the family firm of John Warner and Sons, Metal Founders in the 
City of London - a firm that specialised in the manufacture of pumps, 
plumbers’ brass work, steam fittings, copper baths and various 
coppersmiths’ ware.   They also made hand bells, and later diversified into 
the casting of church bells - one of their prime commissions in later years 
being to cast the original ‘Big Ben Chimes’ for the Great Hall of Westminster 
in 1856.   Unfortunately, the bell cracked whilst on exhibition prior to being 
mounted, and the replacement was cast at the Whitechapel Bell Foundry.  

Both James 2 and John Warner came from Quaker families, and it is most 

likely that they met at the Friends’ Meeting House in Lord Street – known at 

that time as Lord’s Lane.   John then lived at Hoddesdon House – now 

known as Rawdon House, and discussed extensively in Rock Landscapes 

– and he engaged James 2 to decorate the interior with ornamental plaster-

work, and stucco the outside.  

When John married a Hoddesdon girl, Esther Borham, however, he decided 

to build himself a new home called ‘Woodlands’ – an old photograph of 

which is reproduced in Fig 1 - at the Southern end of the town.   The house 

has since been replaced by what used to be a police station, but even that 

has now closed.   The grounds of the house extended over about eleven 

acres, and ran down to a stream called Spitalbrook, at the bottom end of 
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which John’s father, Tomson Warner, had built two pairs of gothic cottages, 

ostensibly to act as lodges for the house he intended to build there himself, 

but never did.   It was left to John to do this later, and he erected it in a 

position higher up the hill relative to the ‘lodges’.  

 

  

 Fig 1  -  The gardens of ‘Woodlands’ c1850, with its conservatory and fountain.   

(Photographs reproduced by permission of the Lowewood Museum, Hoddesdon)  

 

Unfortunately for John, a new gas works had recently been built nearby, so, 

in 1842 – presumably while he was also working for him at Rawdon House 

- he commissioned James 2 to construct some artificial ‘ruins’ and a cave in 

the gardens of ‘Woodlands’ to hide the view, in just the same way that the 

rockwork in Battersea Park was later designed to block the view of Clapham 

Junction from the lake.1    

Using pipes and plumbing from his own foundry, John also got James 2 to 

help him build an orangery, a small indoor swimming pool - or ‘bath house’ 

– some ornamental figures and an artificial lake in the grounds which they 

formed by damming the Spitalbrook stream, the main feature of which was 

a 60ft fountain showering a statue of Neptune, as shown in Fig 6.   So - still 

only in his early twenties - this was James 2’s first landscaping assignment 

after having previously worked mainly on architectural building and 

ornamentation projects. 

A journalist from The Gardeners’ Chronicle visited the gardens at 

‘Woodlands’ a few months after its completion, and described the Neptune 

fountain as: 

 ‘. . . situated in a niche of rustic masonry at its base.’ 2     

He then went on to assure his readers:     
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‘This rockery, to all appearance, consists of huge pieces of granite, but in 
reality it is composed of large blocks of artificial stone, formed of brick rubbish, 
cement etc.   Though completed only a few months, the stone had the 
appearance of having braved the storms of a thousand winters, and its 
manufacture, as well as the artistical disposition of the mass, reflects great 
credit upon the ingenuity and taste of Mr Pulham, the artist employed by Mr 
Warner for its construction.   This is a most beautiful spectacle from all parts 
of the grounds.’  

He was also particularly impressed with another feature:  

‘What pleased us much in this rockwork was the admirable manner in which 
a table stone had been contrived and arranged for the water to meander over 
in its egress from the lake, and the eschewing of the monstrous practice of 
mixing three or four kinds of stone . . . for where in nature did one encounter 
more than one type of stone in the same location?’     

This is pictured in Fig 11,  

The details of the lodges near the Spitalbrook stream – referred to near the 

beginning of this account - come from a letter written in 1973 by C H Curtis5 

- the Hertfordshire County Bibliographical Officer - to Major A J Francis, 

author of ‘The Cement Industry in England 1796 – 1914’, to which reference 

has already been made.   Mr Curtis writes:   

 ‘. . . these cottages are described as “a mock mediaeval fancy, composed of 
two pairs of cottages united by an ornate gothic screen, which throws a lofty 
pointed arch across the drive, and extrudes a romantic skyline of turrets, 
pinnacles and castellations in brown cement.’     

  

  

 Fig 2.  -  The gothic cottages at Spitalbrook c1950   (Photograph reproduced by 

permission of David Dent)  

 

The carriageway between the two pairs of cottages was used as a 

convenient access to a house to the west of the Woodlands estate called 
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‘Sheredes’ – sometimes known as ‘Braithwaite’s Castle’ after its owner.   Fig 

2 is a photograph of the cottages taken from ‘Hoddesdon’s Past in Pictures’ 

by David Dent, and it is of particular interest to me because my grandfather’s 

elder brother, Arthur, used to live in the front cottage on the left of the arch.   

Arthur was a lovely old man who used to work in the Pulhams’ terracotta 

ornament workshop.     

These buildings have since been demolished to make way for more modern 

developments, but there can be little doubt that this façade was included as 

part of James 2’s work on the gardens as a whole.   The mock towers at 

each corner, with their arrow slits; the castellated roofline, and the gothic 

shape of the windows and central arch are all reminiscent of his father’s 

work at ‘The Castle’ and ‘The Little Castle’ at Woodbridge, where his father 

learned his trade. 

Most of the old gardens at ‘Woodlands’ now belong to the owner of a house 

called ‘Little Woodlands’ - converted from the stable block of the old house 

- and it is fascinating to walk round, trying to envisage what they used to be 

like from the various notes that remain.   The stream and the lake still survive 

in good condition, and the fountain still works, although, as noted above, 

Neptune has now retired hurt and is lying on his back – in pieces - in the 

shrubbery.     

One can also see where the Bath House used to be, although only its bare 

foundations now remain, and they are far smaller than I originally thought 

they would be.   One thing that does remain in some state of repair, however, 

is the old Orchid House, a corner of which is shown in Fig 3.   There are still 

goldfish swimming here, and the central pool is still surrounded by the 

original ‘massive rocks’, that may well be the very first ‘Pulhamite’ rocks ever 

built by James 2. 

 

   

Fig 3  -  Inside the Orchid House at ‘Little Woodlands’, the back wall of which formed ‘a 
background to a pool enlivened with goldfish, and blocked in right and left by massive 

rocks’.  
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Although neither man is likely to have realised it at the time, it seems quite 

clear that John Warner made a very significant decision when he introduced 

the young James 2 to his first garden landscaping assignment, because this 

must have been the project that provided him – and two further Pulham 

generations to come – with the inspiration to diversify from architectural 

work into a new career of garden landscaping.    Not only that, but the Bath 

House fountain shown in Fig x might well have been his first ever terracotta 

garden ornament. 

John Warner married twice, and had thirteen children in all, so there were 

many grandchildren, and it is known from a collection of published and 

unpublished articles and chronicles that the garden was an absolute 

wonderland for them.   One of them was Metford Warner, who wrote an 

extensive account of his visits to Woodlands whilst still a young boy.   These 

reminiscences were written in 1924, when Metford was 81, so they relate to 

the gardens as they were during the 1850s, some ten years or so after they 

were created.   It forms a coincidental comparison with William Lockwood’s 

Reminiscences of Woodbridge in Olden Times which can be found in a 

separate collection in the Archives. 

The account was unpublished, but the manuscript was kindly loaned by Mr 

H A V Warner, of Tunbridge Wells, to Mr E W Paddick - the eminent 

Hoddesdon Historian and Librarian – in November 1967, and I was fortunate 

enough to be given a copy by Alan Warner – Metford’s grand-nephew.   It 

makes fascinating reading, and I have great pleasure in reproducing it in its 

entirety here, illustrated by some old photographs kindly given to me by 

David Dent and Neil Robbins, then Curator of the Lowewood Museum.   

Enjoy . . . 
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‘In My Grandfather’s Time’ 
A Story of ‘Woodlands’, Hoddesdon 

by  

Metford Warner 
(written in 1926, aged 81) 

 
My Grandfather, John Warner, died at the end of 1852, when I was but 9 
years old, thus my knowledge of him must have been but for a short time 
and yet long enough for me to be impressed with him as a determined 
looking but kindly old man; and with his gardens & grounds which had for so 
many years been under his fostering care. 

After his death my Grandmother continued to live in the family house with 
her three  married daughters, Harriette, Mary and Celia, and it was after her 
death that my father and mother lived there, giving the name of ‘Woodlands’  

to that portion of the estate which he took over, while the three aunts 
possessed the fields and plantations and went into residence in the adjoining 
house which had previously been occupied by ‘Aunt John' and Aunt Susan 
– (now the Lowewood Museum). 

In my time the shrubs and saplings of my grandfather's planting were large 

trees; the cedar of Lebanon on the lawn which my father remembered to 

have jumped over, was now a specimen tree with a bed of wild violets 

growing under its shade, and the young larch which he had in the plantation 

was rearing its head over all its fellows. 

The hand of time had in some measure brought into decay the handiwork 

of ‘Uncle John’, followed by that of my father and his brothers and sisters 

who had all contributed in the making of the place o unique.   My 

grandfather would not have claimed that he was an artist, yet he must have 

been one at heart, otherwise he would not have converted an Estate of 

some 30 acres of field and trickling stream into a garden of delight and 

surprises with its terraces, fountains, pools, fishponds and summer-houses 

in each favoured spot, 

My visits to grandfather's must have been before I went to school to Rachel 

Day's School for little boys at Epping, or during the holidays.   I do not know 

how we reached his home, but probably by road, driving from the business 

house adjoining the factory where father and mother lived, and we should 

have noticed soon after leaving Broxbourne a spurious Gothic archway on 

the left hand which we knew led into grandfather's orchard, and that we 

should ‘soon be there’. 

Moreover, the hand of time had in some measure brought into decay the 
handiwork of all who had wrought it. 
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The archway was followed by the Gothic Cottages – see Fig 2 - beyond 
which came a long high wall surmounted by a shrubbery, and on the 
opposite side of the road was ‘The Cottage’ - the residence of Uncle 
Septimus.   The wall terminated with high double gates through which no 
intruder could peer, which, when opened, formed the entrance to the 
carriage drive leading to the stables. 

Beyond the high gates was the House - somewhat uninviting in appearance 
with its white stucco front - standing back from the footpath by a space of 
sufficient depth to allow for a bed of St John’ s Wort, shut in by a dwarf wall 
with iron railings, and ‘that’ gate which could not be opened by beggars, but 
only by those who knew of the little spring under the apparent lock. 

The interest on the outside of the house was in the big semi-circular brass 
knocker which used to come down with a thud, proclaiming that this 
residence belongs to John Warner of Hoddesdon, who is also a bell-founder 
of Jevin Crescent, Cripplegate, London.   I do not think that we had to use it 
- a watch no doubt being kept by the Aunts for our arrival, and possibly one 
of them might be peeping from the dining room window on the road through 
the little dwarf vertical venetian-like blind which closed and opened 
according to the turning of the knob on the top of the blind frame. 

A welcome from Grandma and Aunts awaited us, entranced by the white 
cockatoo rattling his chain, dancing on his cross-bar perch and screaming 
‘Mother’, ‘Harriette’, ‘Mary’, and lowering his yellow crest with a request that 
it should be scratched; while Aunt Celia's canaries. in their aviary, sang and 
twittered, and the clock on the marble slab in the Hall chimed the hour or 
quarters. 

The Entrance Hall was of small dimensions.   To the right of the front door 
was the business room or parlour; to the left the dining room with its cold 
painted walls, but with its main windows commanding a view of lovely lawn 
with a tall fountain standing with its spiral column – see Fig 4 - in its pool of 
water, its Cedar of Lebanon and a large Aucarin, and the great pair of Wych 
Elms stood as sentinels to the Terrace walk, and near them were the Agaves 
in tubs.    

These had wintered in the Orangery and were now out of doors for the 
summer with the tips of their spiked leaves guarded by corks ‘in case the 
dear children should run against them’; and then in mid-distance was the 
Neptune fountain with its column of water of some 40 to 60 feet. 

There were two entrances from the Hall into the Garden - the chief one being 
that which came between dining and drawing room, having Aunt Celia's 
canary aviary with its painted background of tropical plants and birds in the 
corner next the drawing room.   The windows of the Drawing room had a 
more extended view - but similar to the one seen from the Dining room - and 
under them came up - according to season - groups of petticoat narcissus, 
mignonette, dog-tooth violets and autumn crocus.   A glass door opened 
from the drawing room into the conservatory with its little fountain, citron tree 
in fruit, camellias, and choice flowering plants including those pots of blue 
nemophilia which always made it one of my favourites. 
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Fig 4  -  The spiral fountain on the main lawns in front of the Orangery 

 

The other entrance led past the kitchen domain with its red tiled floor and 
the code on instructions for male and female servants painted on the wall or 
blackboard.   Just beyond was the door into Grandmother's storeroom, 
redolent of freshly baked seed-cake and tarts, and those choice biscuits in 
the form of the figure-eight encrusted with coriander seeds, and beyond all 
with the perfume from the great freshly-cut citrons now waiting to be turned 
into marmalade. 

Above the drawing room on the first floor was the library - another room 

with windows overlooking the garden - adorned with a few paintings not of 

great interest.   The main interest centred in the little lobby room with 

window overlooking the top garden through which one had to pass to reach 

the library.   Here were the inti-slave water-colour paintings by J. B 

Campion, with verses inscribed underneath appropriate to the improbable 

occasions depicted, but doubtlessly expressing grandfather's views on the 

great anti-slave movement of that day.   One which I remember most clearly 

is where a ‘Planter’ with a typical Southerner's hat whips the bare back of 

a poor negro, with the following lines under: 

‘Think ye master's iron hearted  
Lolling at your jovial boards,  
Think how many backs have smarted 
 For the sweets your cane affords". 

Cowper. 

Although there was little of Campion's work to be seen at Grandfather’s yet 

the influence of his work on the family was very marked.   His large pictures 

of Scotch and Welsh peasant life hung on the walls in Uncle Septimus’s 

house - my father's period drawings and sketches had the manner of 

Campion.   Uncle Alfred's clever water-colours, sketches from Egypt and the 

Continent all betray him as inspirer.   He travelled with father and Uncle 
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Alfred and a party into Wales, and I have in my possession his large 

sketches of their ascent of Snowdon.   He excelled in depicting life in the 

London streets and country scenes, and his landscapes and sketches were 

quite exceptional, and now have additional interest as many of his subjects 

were taken from the lanes and neighbourhood of London now long since 

covered by innumerable houses. 

Leaving the Hall and entrance to 'Top Garden* we rub our hands on the 

sweet-smelling plants of Humea Eleganos standing in pots each side of the 

door; stay for a while by the garden door entrance in the conservatory long 

enough to occupy the seat under the citron tree - now in full fruit - to turn on 

the tap for the water supply to the little fountain and watch the canopy of 

water which surrounds the mossy pedestal.   And yet a little longer to find 

the little pith-like balls which we find under the seat and placing them on the 

ascending jet - watch them dancing up and down in the spray.   Or maybe 

we stop to admire the camelia - one of whose blossoms was sent to our 

mother as long ago as 1835 and appears in her book of paintings.   Leaving 

the Conservatory we pop into the adjoining Dairy, a little octagonal building 

with its fountain constantly playing, with its shelves adorned with old china 

and where there are enticing pans of cream and milk.   We have just time to 

have a look at the gold and silver pheasants in the adjoining aviary before 

we cross on to the 'Top Garden' entrance abutting on to the wall which 

divides grandfather's garden from Aunt John's. 

On the wall side of the terrace there is a herbaceous border with an alcove 
seat overhung with the large white magnolia, and on the side of the walk 
also a herbaceous border with a drop from it of some four feet to the grass 
plot below.   The wall has a special interest on account of the peach and 
nectarine trees with open bottles of sweet stuff hung under the fruits to 
beguile the wasps from a fruity temptation into a still sweeter one and one 
of death, and, with the sight of these, comes the hope that in their marauding 
some peach or nectarine may have fallen and become the property of all 
who found. 

The terrace walk terminates with a small greenhouse used for protecting the 
azaleas and other plants during the winter months without artificial heat, and 
tucked in between it and the Orangery was Uncle Alfred’s little smoke room 
with chairs and sofa.   The end walls were decorated with panels painted by 
the Dutch artist Jacob de Wit . . .  who died in 1744.   These were painted in 
monotone in his usual manner, giving the effect of bas-relief.   The slopes of 
the ceiling to the walls were decorated with hand-painted panels in similar 
monotone treatment as those of de Wit - the subjects being ‘Boy with two 
Swans’ and ‘Boy in canoe’, evidently inspired by tail pieces in ‘Poems by 
Samuel Rogers’, illustrated by Turner R. A and Stothart R. A, published in 
1834. 

The 'Orangery’ facing the terrace walk was a lofty conservatory sufficiently 
high to take the orange trees of some 20 feet high (standing in tubs) - now 
rich with fruit and flowers - with the end wall treated as a recess to take an 
aviary, with its background of painted tropical foliage and birds, evidently by 
the same artist who painted the background to Aunt Celia's canary aviary.   
A sly little iron staircase led from the level of the Orangery to the stable yard 
below.   Here, to us boys, the real delight began, for it landed us on to the 
mounting-block used by the Aunts when they mounted their horses.   Now it 
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was used by us for leaning over the pig sty wall, where a grunt - delightful to 
a London boy - was given in response to a tickle or prod from a stick, or an 
upturned snout came from under the straw in response to a carrot. 

 

 

Fig 5  -  The Stables – now ‘Little Woodlands 

 

The stable yard is presided over by our great friend. ‘Henry the Coachman’ 

– ‘that Henry’ who had been accustomed to drive our grandfather in his 

carriage and pair to and from his factory at Jewin Crescent, (he never went 

by rail), and ‘that Henry’ who had driven grandmother over to Epping when 

she went to see Charles's boys at Rachel Day's school, and who was 

accustomed to take grandfather and grandmother in the brougham on 

‘First Days' to the Friends' Meeting House in Lords Lane, and which I had 

- at least on one occasion - got on that most uncomfortable of all little hard 

seats facing my grandparents - he in Quaker coat and hat with the drab 

gaiters which sister Alice had assisted to button, and grandmother in her 

Quaker bonnet and becoming shawl.    

The beloved Henry welcomes us, takes us to see the carriage horses in 

stable and ‘Norway’ - the Norwegian pony with the hog mane - in his loose-

box, his pussy-cat and kittens; the harness-room with the saddles which 

had been used by uncles and aunts, and the one which he would put on 

Norway for us before we go, and moreover allows us to see him shave in 

front of the little cracked mirror on the stable wall, when preparing to take 

out our grandmother.   Then we have a word with Nelson (known as ‘Plum 

Pudding’) – the spotted Dalmatian hound with bloodshot eye who follows 

underneath the carriage when they go out in state, and he thinks what a 
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happy dog he must be to have residence in his stone-built kennel under 

the walnut tree. 

We must have a look at the Carpenter's shed, and watch old John Clark, 

the Estate carpenter, smelling of glue and sawdust, at work with saw and 

plane. 

Coming from the house by path from behind the tall hedge which divides 

‘top garden’ from carriage drive, we meet ‘Fidgeon’ - alias ‘FitzJohn’ - with 

his yoke and two pails of kitchen stuff for his pigs and varied livestock, 

including the ducklings in the pond adjoining the stable-yard.   Fidgeon is 

the comic man of the piece - a middle-age man with cropped hair, grey, a 

bog wart on one cheek and a quid of ‘chaw bacca’ inside the other, an Irish 

twinkle in his eye, and who – when he takes us out ferreting - prefers plum 

pudding to a leg of fowl as the former has no bones, 

Over the main building of the yard is the stable clock, proclaiming not merely 
the hours so loud that it can be heard at the house, but adds that 
‘Procrastination is the thief of time’ as inscribed under its face.   A staircase 
under the clock leads us to the apple-loft - with door locked until opened by 
James Williams, the Head Gardener - where we see the display of apples 
and pears, arranged and named, on their shelves of straw, and where we 
practically learn the superiority of Scarlet Nonpareils over Blenheim 
Oranges, over Reswick Codlins, and that certain pears were better for 
keeping, while Williams should be eaten as soon as ripe, which was their 
present condition. 

The stable buildings formed a barrier to the kitchen garden, which is on an 
incline from the stables to the canal which formed its base, and we pass 
under the archway entrance to it, surmounted by a small figure in stone of a 
Chinaman sitting there in all solemnity in Mandarin hat and cloak.   Why and 
wherefor he came I never heard, but it may have expressed grandfather's 
interest in the opening up of China, which was so much in evidence in his 
time. 

Waiting to pick and munch a leaf of sorrel which grew at the entrance to the 
kitchen garden, we run down the little hill to father's orchid houses, for 
although he lived with his family at Jewin Crescent, yet his hobby and delight 
was in the cultivation of orchids at Hoddesdon.   We enter by way of the 
cooler house devoted to the dendrobiums and odontoglossums, and then 
enter the larger East India house with its vandas and coelogines and others 
requiring greater heat - all arranged and classified on the pebbled floors of 
the brick stages and on which we notice the halves of potatoes turned over 
on the cut side to persuade the earwigs that an English vegetable is after all 
more succulent than the shoot of a Phalanopsis.   

The end of the wall of this house is coated with seedlings of ferns, and forms 
a background to a pool enlivened with goldfish and blocked in right and left 
by massive rocks, made and set up by Messrs Pulham of Broxbourne – see 
Fig 3 - overhung by ferns and date palms, and hid behind them on the left is 
the path leading to the furnace house and potting shed, where we find 
father's factotum gardener known as ‘Ben’, more respectfully as Benjamin 
Samuel Williams F.R.H.S. in his later years. 
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B S Williams later became a well-known writer on the cultivation of ferns and 
orchids, and owner of the Victoria and Paradise Nursery, Upper Hollovay, 
with its spacious conservatory of palms and tree-ferns, facing the road and 
numerous hot and cool glasshouses in the adjacent grounds.   He gladly 
enters into our wishes and gives us planted cuttings for our very own.   I 
know that my 'denrobium nobile’ grew into a large plant, and that for many 
years I received its flowers.   It may be that we also found father at work with 
‘Benjamin', having come down for a holiday, tying up with wadding the orchid 
spikes prior to the plants being sent by grandfather's wagon to the Chiswick 
or Regents Park flower shows  

Another path to the right of the pool leads to steps leading down to the Vinery 
with its locked doors, and we can only look through the glass with longing 
eyes at the luscious bunches of muscatelles and Black Hamburgs and those 
pots of ripe strawberries.   But here comes James Williams, the father of 
'Benjamin', who may have heard our coming, and we see him unlocking the 
further door and find he is quite ready to bestow on us the little bunches of 
grapes which would be all the better for the vine if removed. 

James Williams - the presiding head gardener as long as Warners were in 
possession, coming at the age of 18.   He remained with them until he was 
91, living in his little cottage at the entrance of the orchard by ‘Spital Brook’, 
contented and happy in the work of his hands, tending his vines, casting 
aside the unfruitful branches and pruning the fruitful ones that they might 
bring forth more fruit-shrubs receiving his loving care, and tending the plants 
he had planted in earlier days, and taking an interest in the family to the 4th 
generation.  

I am afraid that, on leaving the kitchen garden, one did not always return by 
the correct path which would have taken us to the back of the stables with 
its wall covered by a trained pear tree - tMarie Louise' of James Willlams’ 
handiwork – but, keeping to the bank of the narrow canal that flowed at the 
bottom of the garden, we pressed through the holly hedge to the meadow 
beyond, and passed under the great oak tree which was there when my 
grandfather came into the property.   It was here that the narrow canal 
opened out into a small lake with an islet on which had been erected a 
massive structure of Pulham-made rocks an almost life-size figure of 
Neptune with his trident (see Fig 6). 

From behind the trident sprang a fountain of water some 60 feet in height; 
the water finding its natural level from the springs in the hillside plantation.   
It was a beautiful sight on a summer's day to see the fence-protected lawn 
which sloped down from the path almost to the water's edge, covered with 
gaily-plumed ducks of all kinds basking and preening themselves on the 
sunny bank while the brink of the lake was rippled with the water which came 
splashing and dripping over the long trails of greenery that had grown 
luxuriantly over ‘Neptune', surrounded by overhanging trees.    

The approach to the islet was by a little bridge on to the path which carried 
us round to the bathing pool - shallow enough for small boys, and into which 
I remember father pitching brother Charlie, to his great delight, and his 
returning for the pleasure of a further immersion.   It was protected from the 
deeper water by a cord and post placed there under grandfather's direction.    
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Fig 6  -  The Neptune fountain at ‘Woodlands; 

 

An old punt with no seats, and propelled by a pole, gave us infinite delight 
when we invaded ‘foreign shores’, although it was primarily intended for 
Fidgeon’s use when looking after his ducklings and his enemies, the rats.   
The t Neptune lake' narrowed again into a canal which we cross by a slight 
bridge, stepping at the entrance on to the broad path to see Aunt Harriette’s 
fernery, and we are in the ‘Bath garden’ with its herbaceous borders backed 
by rhododendrons and terminating with the ornamental fountain in front of 
the bath house (See Fig 7).    

The fountain stands in a wide circular pool, protecting it from the surrounding 
path by a coping of a foot in height, and lined with tiles which once were 
white, and now made beautiful in colour from age - especially when seen 
through the water.   On the shaft of the fountain some few feet above the 
surface of the pool is placed a stone basin from which pour little jets of water 
into the pool below - and above this is another basin of smaller scale, also 
pouring its jets into the basin below - and the whole surmounted with a little 
copper figure of Cupid who seems responsible for sending out horizontal 
sprays of water on to the path surrounding the pool when the water is turned 
on at full pressure.   I fear that it was a boy’s joke to ask the unwary to stand 
on the path, while he retired to the field adjoining to give the tap just that 
extra turn which would do the trick. 

 A few steps from the path leads us into the Bath House whose thatched roof 
betrays its early use as a barn.   The Bathroom gives ample space as a 



    14                                   1842-43 – The Gardens at ‘Woodlands;                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

 

 

dressing-room, with fireplace and curios placed here and there, and beyond 
is the Roman Bath of some 20 feet in length, protected by iron fencing and 
a gate with steps leading into the white tiled bath.    

 

 

Fig 7  -  The Bath House Garden 

 

It is by its left bank that the path from the waterwheel leads us into ‘The 
Rosary’ – see Fig 8 - with its arches of climbing roses and beds of standard 
roses, and, standing amidst them, are three almost lifelike and life-size 
figures of a' Maiden Haymaker' with hay fork; a 'Shepherd with crook’ and a 
youth playing a flute.   Their costumes are in the Walleau period - all most 
carefully modelled to the details of the haymaker’s laced corset and clock of 
her stockings, and the youth's buttonholed shirts and coat lapels.   I have an 
impression that they were originally in possession of the Duke of Surrey, or 
the Duke of Buckingham - now erected in Elizabeth Anne Warner's garden 
at ‘Lowewood’, Hoddesdon - but I have no confirmation of this.    

A little bridge would take us from the rosary into the 'Pinetum', but we keep 
to the path and stay for a while on the seat under a brick archway and read 
Cowper’s lines on the wall: -  

‘Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 
Some boundless contiguity of shade,  
Where rumour of depression and deceit 
Might never reach me more’ 

 

The uncles must have been at work here, for the end wall is covered with a 
scene from one of Uncle Alfred’s sketches - I think of the Drachenfells  
while the friezes above the marble-like walls is Pompeian in style, and, if I 
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remember rightly, was painted by an Italian artist whom Uncle Arthur had 
introduced after a visit to Rome.   Grandfather had forbidden the use of the 
bath to us boys, the water being too icy, coming as it did direct from the 
springs. 

 

 

Fig 8  -  The Rose Garden and figures 

 

Round the corner of the Bath house is the carefully fenced-in waterwheel, 
ever revolving, fed by the stream of water conducted to it by the little wooden 
aqueduct, and we stand watching with interest its empty buckets coming 
round to be filled and emptying themselves with a splash, and again asking 
for more and more; and we listen to the creaking of the pumps in the 
adjoining shed which are supplying water to the top of the house, and to the 
fountain on the lawn. 

 

 

Fig 9  -  A ‘Maiden Haymaker' with a hay fork and a 'Shepherd with crook’ in the Rose 
Garden at ‘Woodlands’ – likely to be ‘pre-Pulham’. 

 

Here too comes into evidence the noisy little ‘Spital Brook which, after 
flowing over the roadway in Cock Lane, enters into John Warner’s Estate, 
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dividing the lowland of gardens and waterways from the highland of fields, 
plantations and springs; and, regardless of all restrictions, pursues its own 
determined way to reach - at some time and somewhere - the River Lee.  

A catalpha tree hangs over the brook and a climbing rose mounts the big 
oak tree which forms the entrance to 'Charles’s Garden'.   Here were 
favourite plants of father’s and mother's pet bed of wild flowers, including a 
patch of scarlet anemones with the black centres, brought to her by Uncle 
Frederick from the Pyrenees.   This garden vas also known as ‘The Ruins’, 
for here was erected an archway and dismantled walls in imitation of some 
old castle – (see Fig 10) - now fortunately covered with ivy and forming a 
pleasant background to the garden, with a stretch of meadow and clump of 
scotch firs in mid-distance, and the house beyond.   It will be noticed that, 
when grandfather could not have the real thing, he indulged in shams to 
obtain the desired effect.   Another summerhouse, and another quotation 
from Cowper arrests us: - 

Come then - a still small whisper in your ear, 
He had no hope who never had a fear. 
And he who never doubted of his state 
He may perhaps - perhaps he may — too late. 

Cowper. 

 

 

Fig 10  -  The ‘old Ruined Castle’ BUILT BY James 2 to shield the view of the Gas Works 
from the house 

 

From this point, the Brook leaves us to find its way behind the ‘ruins’ to the 
orchard, and we continued along the path with rhododendrons and 
shrubbery on our right, and skirting the open meadow on the left, bringing 
us to the ‘Waterfall' where the overflow from the sheet of water - still called 
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‘the canal’ - tumbles over the massive Pulham-made rocks and ferns into 
the pool with its banks of coltsfoot leaves and osmundas – see Fig 11.   
There the spectator is astonished by an admirable imitation of broken rocks 
formed entirely of bricks and cement which have all the appearance of 
having been worn by the current of the stream’.   A rustic bridge carries us 
over the pool's culvert, and - perched above and commanding a view of all 
- is the Summerhouse, where vows have been wont to be made, with the 
inscription:- 

 

 

Fig 11  -  The table stone and cascade in the lake at Woodlands 

 
‘The calm retreat, the silent shade, 

With prayer and praise agree, 

And seemed by Thy sweet bounty made 

For those who follow Thee. 

There if Thy spirit touch the soul 

And grace her mean abode, 

Oh, with what peace and joy and love 

She communes with her God. 

There like the nightingale she pours 

Her solitary lays, 

Nor asks a witness of her song 

Nor thirsts for human praise.’ 

    Cowper 

 

‘It is said that a man's prevailing tastes are indicated by the picture 
with which he decorates the walls of his dwelling, if some 
something of the prevailing tastes of our departed friend may be 
gathered from the mottoes which he selected and placed in those 
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verdant and secluded spots about his home where he loved to 
walk, to think, and feel’. 

From the Funeral Sermon preached at 
Hoddesdon on the day after the interment 
of the late John Warner.   December 1852, 

By the Rev’d William Ellis. 

 

A rising path from the waterfall embowered with tall trees takes us on to the 
long terrace originally formed by the earth removed from the field when 
forming the wide expanse of the 'canal'.   It is nearly on the level of the top 
of the high wall which protects the garden from the main road, and has a 
wide bank of shrubs and trees on the road side, while in front is a meadow 
sloping down to the Canal and, beyond, an extended view over the whole 
property.   It has been a joy for generations to sit of an evening in the little 
summerhouse to watch the sun sinking behind the tall 'Black Italian' poplars 
in the distant dell.  

A few stone steps take us down to the house and garden level or - more boy-
like - we prefer to run down the little hill on which the great elm trees stand, 
and thus hasten to the house to obtain our fishing-rods and new bread for 
bait to commence our piscatorial efforts from the bank or punt. 

Over the garden fence - or more correctly by way of the farm-cart road - the 
fishermen reach the 'canal     t proper, now a sheet of water of considerable 
size, the original main land forming two islands.   It is here on the bankside, 
chewing a bit of the cinnamon flag which grows at our feet, we watch our 
floats bob and bob until they disappear altogether and then, with a thrill, we 
feel sure we have hooked a roach or dace and are anxious to know we shall 
land him. 

But the great joy of the ‘Canal' is the beloved green-painted punt with its 
high-backed seat, resting in the boathouse under the cut leaf alder by the 
bridge.   I can hear now the clinking of the chain as we unmoor her, and are 
afloat with a merry party of brothers and sisters or cousins among the water-
lilies and clumps of persican.   Not getting too close to the weeping willow 
island on account of the swan's nest, but just near enough to see the painted 
lead stork among the willow herb; or watching the moorhen and her brood 
scuttling home to the further island, or maybe we rest on our oars under the 
chestnut trees in close proximity to the waterfall. 

If, when we were in the 'Rosary', we had crossed the brook by the little 
bridge, we would have entered the Pinetum with its grove of deodaras and 
specimen pines and cedars.   By taking the path to the right, we should have 
faced the flowing brook - hid from us by banks of tall laurels - and then, 
crossing the culvert, would have stayed for a few minutes to get some bits 
of the golden saxifrage which mother was so pleased that we had found.   
Just as we were leaving by the gate, we would have waited to see if that old 
patch of wood anemones was still there.   Leaving by the gate, we follow the 
cart-road up hill to the model farm buildings, and the yard itself with its ever-
interesting livestock and learn from the cowman at what time the cows will 
be milked.   Plantations are to the right and left of the farmyard, and we enter 
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the left one by crossing the 'Image Field' - so called from one of the 'Rosary’ 

lead figures being placed there under a clump of Scotch Firs. 

A narrow path hedged with trees and undergrowth leads us to the first 
reservoir pond near where, in spring, there come up wild hyacinths and, in 
the autumn, Fidgeon is known to scatter a few raisins to tempt a pheasant 
or two in case Mr Charles and his brothers or friends should use their guns 
on ‘The First'.    

The crowning glory of the Plantations is the one known as ‘The Springs’, 

standing at the head of the two plantations which lead to it from the farm.   
From its situation we can look over the broad field with its clumps of Scotch 
Firs and Larch to the farm buildings and gardens and the house beyond, and 
in the distance are the Essex hills and the outline of Epping Forest.   My 
earliest recollection of it must be when old nurse Milly accompanied us - she 
keeping to the higher periwinkled path to the little round summerhouse and 
surveying her charges either running or rolling down the little grassy hill 
which landed us on the path at the lower level.    

In later years, when ‘on our own’, we would have mounted the steps leading 
to the walls of a make-believe Abbey and looked down through the broken-
down casement which held some fragments of stained glass.   On to the 
path below, and, then descending, we would have rested on the alcove seat, 
a favoured spot indeed, where many of us sat in times of joy and sorrow.   A 
fern- covered bank drops us down in front of the broken ‘ruin’ bridge, and we 
watch the wagtail dabbling in the spring water which bubbles up from under 
its shade, or, while listening to the song of blackbird or thrush, wonder if that 
squirrel in the overhanging birch will venture any nearer.  

Tall trees and shrubs overhang the little stream as it trickles down to the pool 
by the entrance gate, and we find our way to the same point by one of the 
paths hidden from each other by tall laurel hedges.   This a deep pool with 
graceful water weeds ever moving in the descending stream, and overhung 
with the regal fern; and nearby lies a mystery wooden cover which, when 
removed, would show the entrance of pipes and taps for supplying and 
cutting off the water supply to the distant house.   Entering another gate, we 
enter the second plantation which descends near to the fern, and here is a 
dark, ominous-looking pond overhung with trees, but nearby the ground is 
brightened in springtime with the first daffodils and anemones, and an 
adjoining pond on the left makes a further reservoir. 

We come out of the plantation on to the sweet-smelling haystacks of the 
farmyard, and on to the car-road which leads into Cock Lane.   A Lodge 
stands each side of the entrance gate, and it is from one of these that comes 
the cackle of ducks and fowls, and the persistent cries of ‘Come back’, 
‘Come back’ from Aunt Celia's guinea-fowls.   If Cousin Jack had been my 
companion, we would have entered the Dell by the field gate, and he would 
have taken the left path through the Dell to his mother's (Aunt John’s) 
garden, and I would have turned to the right, and, skirting the Spital Brook, 
would have crossed it by the plank-bridge behind the Bath House, and found 
myself back in the Bath Garden. 

Written by Metford Warner, March 1924, when at the age of 81. 
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Note: 

The ‘Aunt John’ mentioned in the narrative as living at ‘Lowevood’ was the widow 
of John Warner, the eldest son of John Warner, the founder of ‘Woodlands’.   He 
was John Warnert s son by his first wife, Esther Borham, born 1806, died 1845.   
Before her marriage, Aunt John had been Susannah Ashby.   The 'Cousin Jack’’ 

mentioned by Metford Warner was Uncle John and Susannah’s son.   They also 
had a daughter, Anna, born 1804, who married Edmund Lucas. 

E.W Paddick. December 1967. 
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