
  Leila, or Eli as she was known by her siblings, had been born and brought up at her father's 
magnificent house which once stood on the west bank of the River Jumna, some two miles 
upstream from the high, red sandstone walls of the King of Delhi's palace. ‘Metcalfe House was 
planned to be suitable both to its owner's important position in India and as a repository for his fine 
furniture and marble statues, his oil paintings and engravings, his 25000 books and extensive 
collection of relics of Napoleon Bonaparte. It contained a vast banqueting hall, 24 feet in height, as 
well as a dining room not much less imposing, a drawing room, a library, a study, a billiards room, a 
Napoleon Gallery, the centre of which was Canova's bust of the Emperor. Upstairs there were 
numerous bedrooms; below the ground floor was a spacious tykhana (underground room) and 
swimming pool; surrounding all four sides of the house was a classical stone Colonnade and a 
wide veranda. Outside, tended by innumerable gardeners, were neat lawns and paths and rows of 

Sir Thomas holding his hookar and Lady Felicity Metcalfe, the parents of Leila Peploe

tubs Containing English annuals. lines of cypress trees, gardenias and rose trees, groups of palms 
and strangely perfumed creepers overhanging an artificial lake. Close to the house there was a 
brick Dias on which, when receptions were given, the bands of native regiments played ‘English 
Airs‘ beside a gorgeous marquee of Kashmir shawls, with silver poles and Persian carpets. 
  A meticulous, fastidious man who could not bear to see woman eat cheese, who considered that 
if they must eat mangoes and oranges they might at least have the modesty to do so in the privacy 
of their own bathrooms, Sir Thomas had designed both house and gardens with the utmost care 
and had been gratified to see it completed exactly as he had pictured it.’
  In the late l840ties Leila's eldest sister, Emily, having finished her schooling in England, came to 
live with him there and later set down her memories of his well ordered daily life, characteristic of 
that lived by other rich sahibs all over India. Sir Thomas rose at 5 o'clock precisely and, after eating 
a light breakfast in his dressing gown on the veranda, walked up and down giving orders to silent, 
submissive servants. At seven he went to bathe in the swimming pool; then, having dressed, he 
attended prayers in the oratory before eating his main breakfast, promptly at eight. After breakfast 
he would quietly smoke for half an hour, servants placing the hookar behind his chair on an 
embroidered carpet. He would then retire to his study to write letters until ten o'clock when his 
carriage was brought beneath the portico by the Coachman. He walked to his carriage between 



rows of servants, one holding his hat, another his gloves, others his handkerchief, his gold headed 
cane and his dispatch box. These various articles were placed in their ordained positions in the 
carriage which promptly drove off, two grooms standing at the back.
  He returned from his office at half past two for, dinner at three, After dinner he sat reading for a 
time before going down to the billiard room. A game of billiards was followed by two hours spent on 
the terrace contemplating the river. Then it was time for a light supper and an evening hookah. 
Immediately the clock struck eight he stood up and went to bed, undoing his neckcloth and 
throwing it, together with his well-tailored coat, on to the floor to be picked up by the appropiate 
servant. If this or any other servant did not perform his duties to his master's entire satisfaction, Sir 
Thomas would send for a pair of white kid gloves which were presented to him on a silver salver. 
These he would draw on with becoming dignity,then firmly pinch the culprit's ear. 

           Metcalfe House from the front circa 1840

  It was into this household that Leila was born in February 1835, and her elder sister Emily 
remembered well in later years how she and her sister Georgie had curiously inspected her and 
enquired where she had come from?
  Leila was Sir Thomas's third and youngest daughter by his second wife, Felicity Annie, a sister of 
Sir Sam Browne V.C., who raised Sam Browne's Cavalry and invented the famous Sam Browne 
belt. Felicity died in l842 leaving two sons and three daughters.
  Leila had been christened Eliza Theophila Debonnaire but she didn’t like the name and preferred 
to be called Leila, a name of Persian origin which first became popular after the publication of one 
of Lord Byron's works. It means the dark one and Leila had dark hair and blue grey eyes. Her own 
family continued to call her Eli. 
  At the age of seven Leila came home from India under the care of the families old nurse, Phoebe 
Saunders; she was to be sent to Belstead in Suffolk, a school for the education of Anglo Indian 
children, run under the watchful eye of Mrs Umphelby. Leila's two sisters had been enrolled there 
the previous year and in later life all three had fond memories of the simple old fashioned 
farmhouse and Mrs Umphelby herself, a deeply religious and gentle woman who looked after her 
charges as though they were her own children.
  Leila spent ten years at Belstead but sadly the first was not a happy one for on November 20th 
1842, the girls aunt, Mrs George Lawrence and Grandmama Browne came down suddenly to 
Belstead to bring the sad news that Leila's mother had died in India, at Simla, on September 26th 
of that year.



  A little later their Aunt Mary Colvin also came down to see them bringing their mother's jewellery, 
and this, as arranged by Sir Thomas before he sent it, was divided into three parts. According to 
Emily, Leila afterwards imagined she had less than she ought to have had in the division and was 
jealous over it although their father had written saying he had arranged it as fairly as he could. 
Leila therefore had no cause for complaint although she later sold or exchanged the jewellery 
allotted to her for articles she preferred.

Leila’s brother Theo aged 19 and sister Georgie painted by William Egley on her return to India

  Leila’s sister Georgie followed Emily back to India in 1850 and she had to take comfort in the long 
correspondence that she was to have over the ensuing years with this her favourite sister. Both 
Leila’s father and brother were hopeless letter writers, and Annie was so much older and after her 
marriage no longer that interested in her little sister.  Just before travelling to India Georgie had 
visited London and had her miniature painted by William Egley as a parting gift for her young 
sister; an engraved portrait by Hayter had also been commissioned:

Belstead 21st October 1850
‘All the children say Hayter’s picture grows so like you, but I cannot see it. I delight in looking at my 
own picture (the miniature by Egley), it has your expression on it, and it looks at me just as you 
used to look at me with such a sweet look. We all miss you and I am sure the creatures in the 
farmyard do. - Eli’

Hill House Bedstead Nov 12th 1850
‘Mr and Mrs Davidson looked at your portraits  and thought Lilla’s (Mrs Umphelby’s daughter) the 
most like and mine the prettiest (perhaps two miniatures of Georgie were done?). In speaking of 
Hayter’s Mrs Davidson said it was too coarse for you, but if I were to take down my hair and put it 
into curls, it would do for me! Was it not kind to pay me such a beautiful compliment.’ - Eli

Belstead 13th March 1851
‘Your picture often reminds me of you, my sweet dearest sister. Oh! to have you with me once 
more. If I do not go out I shall miss you so sadly, dearest. Never shall I forget our dear holidays at 
Clifton. Don’t forget to send me some of Papa’s, Theo’s and your hair. I fear this is not a very 
interesting letter darling but I know you will receive it as you know how stupid I am at letter writing – 
this is one of my great failings and although I try to write well and to express myself well yet it 



seems of no avail, and I do not seem to improve. And then it seems so ungrateful to darling Auntie 
who is disappointed, and everything goes wrong.’ - Eli

March 21st 1851
‘Dear Daddy, how I long to see his dear face again and darling Annie and her lovely baby, with 
dearest Theo. How well I can fancy you in your games of play. I suppose Theo is too sober an old 
gentleman to play so . How disrespectful of you to squirt Papa, I was so shocked! When is my 
letter from Theo to come? I am so delighted at the thought of hearing from him once more. Fancy 
him with his dogs!’ - Eli

5th June 1851
‘Have you heard of Charlie? (Leila’s youngest brother) When he went to Eton he passed his 
examinations so admirably he has been placed in the Upper Reserve and instead of going to a 
dame (school) he has gone directly to a tutor. - Eli’

Belstead February 4th 1852
‘I had a harp lesson from Mr Chatterton (John B Chatterton was harpist to Queen Victoria in 1842 
and wrote much music for the instrument. He dedicated a Grand Coronation March to the Misses 
Metcalfes, and another piece to Miss Metcalfe and Miss Umphelby) this evening before we left, to 
give me a little help in beginning again.’
‘Our lessons of Signor Mirras have been most assisting and certainly very improving. I have learnt 
from his instrumentations even though he plays in the Italian manner.’ - Eli

To Miss Metcalfe at Sir T.T. Metcalfe, Dehlie, India.
November 7th 1852 
My darling G.G.
I have just a few minutes before prayers to begin my letter to you, my dearest sissy. Your letter of 
the 28th September made me quite miserable. You are depressed darling – I know what it is that is 
trying you so much and I can only tell it to the Lord and ask Him to arrange it for you (probably her 
relationship to Sir Edward Campbell which was strongly disapproved of both by Annie and Sir 
Thomas Metcalfe on account of his having very little private money)

Leila’s eldest sister Annie was a very controlling person and didn’t like to be disobeyed by her 
siblings as this letter of hers regarding Sir Edward Campbell to Georgie makes quite clear:

‘you have disappointed me. I have not strength to write much, but Marie’s last letter urged me so 
strongly to remember my duty to you and to bide by the path I have hitherto pursued that I dare not 
write smooth words to you while I know you are erring from your duty. The subject is too deeply 
painful to me to dwell on and as you have strenuously concealed everything from me, since you 
left me in October last, I am not able to show you where and how you have done wrong, with the 
fidelity that I ought. That you have erred, I too plainly see and your heart must tell you so. - Annie’

‘The connection with Sir Edward Campbell he (father) calls “that hateful connection” – you know 
this, and yet you persist – how far you have committed yourself, I cannot tell – I am led to fear you 
have privately engaged yourself or give some pledge to an engagement. God grant this impression 
may prove false! but recollect your silence and avoidance of this subject in return for my earnest 
entreaties for confidence have served only to corroborate all my fears and anxieties on the matter.’

Georgie married Sir Edward Campbell in at Simla in 1853 and he was to become a great favourite 
with the Peploe family! He was a Colonel of the 60th Rifles and Georgie, who was supposed to 
have had a particularly sweet nature, made a great impression on Lady Canning, the wife of the 
then Governor General of India as she wrote to her friend the Hon Mrs Stuart:

Cawnpore, Oct 1859



‘Lady Campbell is very pleasant, much cleverer and better informed than any of us — she has a 
wonderful way of seeing the rights of everything and the point of a story with all her exceeding 
gentleness and modesty. She is very nice and I think she likes me.’

Georgie had gingery hair and looked very different to her sisters Emily and Leila, but the latter was 
anxious to make friends with her new brother in law even if Emily disapproved:

Belstead May 18th 1853

My dear Edward

In Georgie’s last note she wished me to write to you and therefore I must send you a few lines to 
tell you how her happiness has made me. I am sure you will take care of my darling sister. I was 
disappointed at the change of plans. I had longed to be Georgie’s companion and to be a comfort 
to her in every way. Mrs Low has just arrived in England, and sent me your kind note. I shall 
always be so glad when you can spare time to send me a few lines and I hope you will always find 
me an affectionate little sister. I am so very glad you paint so that when I have left all my English 
helps behind me I shall be able to get you to teach me. I cannot draw, I have tried, and any little 
thing I can do with my brush is very pleasant to me.  - Eli

  Sir Thomas Metcalfe died later that year under mysterious circumstances and quite possibly from 
some subtle poison administered by an enemy in the King of Delhi’s court. Poor Leila could not 
have foreseen that the tearful farewell to her parents on the steps of Metcalfe House at the age of 
7 would be the last time she would ever see of them.  Leila hoped she might receive a keepsake 
from the family home:

To Lady Campbell, Sir Edward Campbell, appt. Revenue Surveyor, Ferozpore, Punjab, India.
Belstead
February 23th 1854 
How did you like the velvet letter case? You saw the busts of Napoleon Aunt Smythe sent in the 
same box, if you have not disposed of them, I should so like them, especially the casts taken after 
his death. I do not mind asking you G.G. because if they cannot be given to me I shall quite 
understand. Before this reaches you I suppose the dear house at Delhie, and all its loved 
appendages are gone! Oh! I cannot bear to think of it.
‘Yes darling you have received my letter, yearning to be with my precious father. The bright dream 
is all gone. I too cannot yet realise it. You and Annie have your happy homes, and how I yearned 
for my father’s.’  - Eli

HIll House, Bedstead May 25th 1854
But to go on and answer your letter - Thanks, thanks my own for the thought of the little piece of 
Cypress. How dearly treasured it will be. Oh! my precious father. Oh! for one kiss, for one look on 
that dear blue eye, which I remember so well, one assurance of that love which I know he so truly 
felt for his Eli, his “little Eli”
‘Perhaps I never shall see Dehlie again. I ever wish the years of happy childhood spent there 
where my mother’s smile and my Father’s voice were the all, We cherished all of that house. I 
could not see it again. I have looked towards it as the one aim of all my life, and all gone. Oh! it is 
well you know what the bitterness of it all has been and therefore can you understand your Eli’s 
aching heart.’
‘But G.G. I do so want a picture of you. My miniature never was all I liked, neither the print of 
Hayter’s portrait but Marie’s daguerrotype is just what I long to have. If you would send me one - a 
small daguerrotype and Edward standing there too, it makes me so happy just to have something 
that would be a constant companion to remind me of you.  - Eli

Leila was by now reaching adulthood and she had started to enjoy male company to the 
consternation of her bossy eldest sister:



Aunt Smythe with cousin Leila’s cousins Emily and Charles at Clifton in Bristol

Dear old Belstead Grannie thinks Eli’s manners fit for a Palace, but they are very inferior to that. I 
expect, however, my pearl in India spoilt me! all others are dim to my eyes when compared with 
your brightness my loved and darling one.  Gatton spoilt her dreadfully. I let her go once in 
accordance with Theo’s wish but never again. She carried on a flirtation with Edmund (Monson) 
very fast, came back with high flown manners, slang words e.t.c. – these have quietened down 
now I rejoice to say but a few days after her return came a letter in Edmund’s writing purporting to 
be a proposal to Eli from a Mr Princep, and in a very insolent strain. This was followed by a fire of a 
letter from Edmund himself -  all of which have remained, by my desire, unacknowledged till at last 
one apology came from Ed, written at Lady Monson’s request evidently. I allowed Eli to 
acknowledge to Lady Monson, but after this I cannot trust Eli there again alone.

Letter from Lilla Umphelby to Georgie re this flirtation of Leila’s with the Monson son:

‘All from beginning to end poor fallen human nature, and when Annie blames Eli for anything, or 
prevents her doing what she desires,  Eli immediately rebels in her heart by thinking, “Oh!, Annie 
says and does so” – This may be true, but Eli should not have such thoughts – it does her own 
mind harm, and takes away her love and respect for Annie. Many instances I could tell you to show 
she has the provocation but for Annie’s sake I should be sorry t utter them to anyone but Mama 
and I have told you so much, simply in order that you may help our darling Eli more effectually, and 
pray that dearest Annie may have grace for her trying position.’ - Lilla Umphelby

The affair was soon forgotton and Leila wrote to her sister Georgie about a visit to her aunt Smythe 
at Clifton near Bristol:

‘I had a very pleasant visit at Clifton. Aunt Smythe and Emily are very kind. Emy is wonderfully 
improved – far more of a sensible woman and in looks prettier and prettier than ever. They both 
tried to make my visit very pleasant and succeeded completely. How often I thought of you darling, 
while there. I recalled so many things that occurred there six years ago. I slept in poor Uncle 
Smythe’s dressing room – Aunt S has his bedroom. For the last three or four years he used the 
large spare bedroom on a line with the Diagonal Room. That is now reserved for visitors. Aunt S 
does not like any of the family to be there for that is the room where he died. Every evening Emy 
and I took a drive - occasionally Aunty joined us, to all our old haunts. The weather in the day time 



was extremely hot so that we doubly enjoyed a cool evening breeze on the Downs. We usually 
caught a sight of the sun setting from Cook’s Folly and then used to walk home over the 
Observatory Hill.’ - Eli

  In about 1858 the eldest brother Theo returned from India and took Leila around London Society 
a great deal. At the age of 17 poor Theo had been made blind in his right eye by a terrible disease 
and the episode had thrown a cloud over his life, as all his ardent hopes of a military career had 
been crushed because of it. On this occasion in London Theo was unable to prevent his head 
strong youngest sister from quickly became engaged to a young officer called Harry of whom her 
family strongly disapproved:

Belstead – Ipswich
January 5th 1860 

Dearest G.G. 
I have but little heart to write this mail. The first letter you wrote to me on the subject of my 
engagement I never received till the day before yesterday, but it arrived too late. had it reach me by 
post as the 2nd did, it would have influenced Theo differently for it was so unlike the 2nd upon 
which he formed his determination to refuse his consent. He has taken the advice of everyone who 
chose to give an opinion and positively refused his consent. I was obliged to write and tell Harry 
this although I felt what the result would be, and sure enough came the answer which has 
completely bowed me down. It was not likely that a man like him would care to enter a family from 
whom he has received nothing but coldness and I may say insults for the most impertinent 
anonymous letters have been addressed to him warning him of the opposition he would meet with, 
and of the determination expressed by the whole family to break off the engagement at all risks. So 
last Wednesday I got my last letter from him and never, never am I to see him again. I feel so 
completely reckless about everything and care not how or what becomes of me or who I marry. 
Theo has behaved in such an unreasonable, ungenerous way,  never taking any notice of Harry’s 
letter and treating him with perfect indifference. Now he is telling every one I don’t care for him, 
which is too shameful. I really feel too indignant about it that it really requires a strong spirit to 
behave as I ought to behave – I kept up while we were at Brighton for Deb and Edmund were with 
us for Xmas and Debs merry heart could brook not a sad face – but now that I am alone here quite 
quietly I feel so heart broken’ - Eli

  A little later she was also chaperoned by Lady Abinger who was an old friend of the Metcalfes, 
and who lived chiefly at Brighton in Sussex. Lady Abinger was herself a great friend of Lord and 
Lady Bateman whose seat was at Shobdon Court some eight miles away from Weobley and it was 
possibly through this mutual acquaintance that young Dan Peploe Webb and Leila first met.
  Leila was by now a particularly handsome girl, taller than her sisters, with a fine figure and 
attractive manner. She looked very much like her eldest sister Emily but had a rather longer face, 
both had close set eyes and darker hair than their sister Georgie. Leila was considered to be gifted  
musically, singing and playing the piano to a reasonably high standard. She also played the harp 
and later earned her self quite a reputation amongst musical circles both in Herefordshire and 
London. Indeed the Metcalfes were a musical family and Leila's aunt, Lady Ashbrook, who was 
also celebrated for her beauty, had played the harp to George III in his derangement; it was said 
that she used to ‘display her lovely fingers wit; pardonable vanity.‘ Leila herself had particularly 
long fingers and her beautiful gothic harp by the famous Swiss maker Erard (1752-1831) used to 
grace her son’s drawing room for many years after her death.
  Within two months of having her heart broken by Harry Leila became engaged to young Dan in 
March 1860:

Letter to Grannie at Belstead (She was not actually Leila’s grandmother but Maria Umphelby’s 
mother):

Kings Pyon Wed 1860 



My dear Grannie 
Your dear loving letter was so welcome to the child - and good - indeed was it of you to send her 
such a long one. Grannie dear - I am as happy as the day is long - am returning to all my old 
Belstead habits and my girlish spirits. Dan will like to meet you and I am quite afraid that you will 
flirt with him most desperately. The dear parents are so good and loving to me and have made me 
quite a daughter already. Theo comes down tomorrow - stays till Saturday - then takes me on to 
Clifton where I stay for a few days at any rate. I wish I could come to Belstead now but I may have 
to stay for some time with Aunt Smythe - but if I am allowed to go back to Brighton I shall as Dan 
will be still quartered there and it will be my only chance of seeing him for some time again as Lady 
Abinger cannot have me there after April. I believe Mrs Webb will try and make Theo fit some day 
in June for our wedding! Oh! Grannie dear won’t that be nice - what a day it will be! I can hardly 
believe that anything so good is to happen to me - and yet Grannie, you and Maria  have always 
said there was a rest in store for me someday and I have found it. It is such perfect rest. I can trust 
everything to him without a thought - oh! What a delight it will be to obey him - All the self will and 
independence of spirit I have felt rising in me occasionally is gone. I hope for ever - Tell Maria her 
letters are such a joy and her nice letter to Dan touched him most keenly. ever my Grannie’s own 
loving Eli 

  It is interesting that Annie Webb was taking on responsibility for making Theo well again as there 
is every indication that she was a frustrated Doctor. In this respect she was following in the family 
tradition as Sir Thomas Molyneux, 1st Baronet 1661 - 1733 was the State Physician of all Ireland.  
  Eli also wrote to her guardian Maria Umphelby on the subject of her new love, (Eli by now calls 
Mrs Maria Umphelby Maria rather than Auntie)

8 Eaton Place, Belgravia (March1860)

Maria!
No India for me. To the rest of my life I shall be near you, to love you and cherish you and be 
forever your own child – Arthur (Mrs Umphelby’s husband) left you to me to take care of and I am 
going to do his bidding. Will you call me fickle? Perhaps you will - but you will not wonder when you 
see who it is that has chained me now – I can never have loved before., tho I believe I did. I am a 
changed being. He touched a chord in my heart the first night I saw him which thrilled me too 
strongly to resist. He will be a son to you, so tender, so strong. He loves you now and you must 
send him a note. One thing of him will speak volumes. I heard a gentleman say he formed his good 
opinion of him from the way he heard two other men abusing him for being too religious. He will 
keep me – not I him. All this time I have told you no name. He is Capt Peploe Webb of the 4th 
Dragoon Guards. His father is a clergyman in Wales and his mother is a sister of Mr Molyneux. 
They are truly good people – and oh! what that mother’s influence has been on the son. When he 
spoke of her, it might have been dear Arthur. Her letter to him in answer to his about me was most 
heartfelt, so think I shall have such a mother always to love and guide me. God has been good to 
me, Maria darling, and oh! how I thank him. We shall be poor at first but in God’s own good time he 
comes in to a property of £10,000 a year and a fair place in Hereford. Not on the father’s death I 
am glad to say – that would dash the pleasure – but whenever a stingy apoplectic Uncle of 68 
thinks it time to leave it. Then we shall take the name of Peploe – I felt so restless when I was at 
Brighton at first but now I am at perfect rest. He hates London Society with all its hollowness – so I 
shall have no temptation to live in it. He is very attractive – one of my heroes of 6ft 1/2 inches – the 
admiration of all. Lady Egerton told Lady Abinger she wanted him for one of her girls and has had 
him at Tatton and always expressed her delight in him. Since she heard he was always at Lady 
Abinger’s avowedly to see and know me – she has taken no notice of either of us – leaving us to 
our fates. This year Aunt Ashbrook agreed to seeing me “out” and expected I should make a grand 
marriage. If I should had, I believe I should have been deceived for I feel within me the seeds of 
such vanity and love of show that in the position of a grand lady. I might have forgotten my name 
xxxx. God in His Mercy has saved me this fall – and given me one on whom I can rest with such 
confidence. I may have to quote to you – how economical I can be with one who is perfectly 
unselfish and never knows what it is to indulge himself in a single useless gratification. I go back to 
Brighton on Thursday. Lady Abinger has been everything that is good and kind to me and I shall 



feel always that to her as an instrument I owe all my earthly happiness – Write to your own happy 
child.
Later I will go to Brighton with her and Dan goes too. He has got leave till the 1st April and we shall 
please God be very happy down there together. Then Theo takes me to Clifton for a fortnight and 
after that I am not quite sure what I shall do. Thanks many times my Marie for your letter – I wish I 
could come down at Easter and bring him too but as we shall be at his home so far away we 
cannot manage it, but some day soon we must just run down and see my old home. Everyday he 
is more  thoroughly loving, and will be such a dear son to you my Marie. I send you back Georgie’s 
letter for which so many loving thanks. Theo finds his match and more in Dan  but he is very 
troublesome. I must go my own darling Marie. I wrote to Lilla and had a dear answer in return. 
Ever your own loving child
(Eli) Thursday night.

June 1860
My Maria
Your letter did reach Dan and I cannot tell you how it thrilled him. You said too much for your child 
though, she did not deserve such words: but daily is she striving to earn them. Of my D D (Dear 
Dan) he is in fact all I have ever admired. Theo came down on Friday and thank God everything 
was settled yesterday morning. Oh! how we prayed he might before, that our God would influence 
Theo’s mind kindly towards Mr Webb’s arrangements and did he yet do it? I think it will be on the 
26th! Oh my Maria it seems too good. You should have seen D D’s (dear Dan’s) face when this 
was arranged! It literally shone and it seemed quite wonderful to me that I should ever have lived to 
make anyone being so happy. So may we both be at Belstead together a few days before our 
wedding? And you will be with the child when she is married, Maria, will you not? You not refuse 
her this when such a man is to be her husband? God will answer the prayer we have offered 
together on Friday night – then each day may find us growing more like Christ. Oh! My Marie, he is 
so dear – so loving and gentle and yet so firm and decided – capable of anything in talent. We are 
to be married in June and can you believe it? I thought of having it on your birthday but as I want 
Dan to see Belstead in the holidays and in summer, and we should be going away to Scotland for 
our tour directly after our wedding. Did my grannie get my letter? We came here yesterday. Then 
Dan is again at Brighton and I hope to go there soon.
Ever yours Eli
You should have a photograph of Dan but I thought you hated the sight of men so that I wished to 
spare you. 

At the time of her engagement, Eli had a good many admirers and her family did not at all approve 
of young Dan who had at that time only a small income. However their protests were in vain for she 
and young Dan were married at St Georges, Hanover Square on the 22nd June 1860. Eli’s aunt, 
Lady Ashbrook, unburdened her mind in her letter on the subject:

Ryde, Isle of Wight,
Oct 15th 1860.

‘Eliza and her spouse are on their way to London, having paid visits in Scotland, going from house 
to house, all full of company and very gay. I indeed trust she will be happy, but she will never 
complain, as it was her own act, contrary to the wishes and advice of those who loved her dearly.’ 

  Happily Lady Ashbrook was disquieting herself in vain for the marriage proved to be an 
exceptionally one despite many years of ill health and adversity. Dan, not withstanding a somewhat 
erratic nature, was an honourable, high minded man, devoted to his wife and children.
  After their marriage young Dan and Leila went to live in the village of Lyonshall, some six miles 
away from Weobley. They rented a large old fashioned house called the Whittern from the 
McMurdo family and it was here that their first two sons, Hal and Fitz, were born. In old age Leila 
used to say that the happiest days of her marriage were spent at the Whittern although the family 



only stayed there two and a half years. In the spring of 1862 they moved to Munster House near 
Hereford where they had two further children, Evelyn and Hugh.
  In later years Leila developed many of the characteristics of her father whom she knew so briefly; 
an abhorrence of anything remotely vulgar, and an obsession for punctuality and tidiness 
particularly over her breakfast tray which was brought to her in bed every morning, indeed each 
article had its ordained position, whether it be a cup, teapot or even a slice of toast. Leila evinced 
awe not only from servants but also from her immediate family and it took considerable time before 
her future daughter-in-law could find the courage to sit down in her presence.
  Lady Duff-Gordon was introduced to Leila by Dan at her home in Hertford Street in April 1860 but 
unfortunately she does not record her first impressions. She paid a visit to Garnstone later that 
year and the company was more agreeable than on previous occasions:

Moccas Court Saturday 22nd September 1860
We went to Garnstone and there found the two Miss Webbs, Mrs Jacob and her Son, and Mr 
Blissett.

Garnstone Sunday 23rd September 1860
A glorious day, all but Mrs Jacob and me went to Church – I sat out and with a chair in hand 
walked to the Garden to see the riband of Flowers each side of the Walk – we had a most 
uproarious dinner and laughing – Mr Blissett in high glee but what about I wonder?

Monday 24th September
Beautiful Day after a very foggy morning. Mr and Mrs John Webb called – Miss Webb and I called 
at the Homme upon Ly Fanny Harcourt who now lives there but she was out – the place much 
improved. Georgy and Elizabeth Webb and Mr Jacob drove to Letton to see the new Building that 
Mr Blissett is making there – a fine evening and a glorious sunset. Archer Clive came to dinner.

(Lady Fanny Vernon Harcourt was a wonderful bonus to the neighbourhood, being popular with 
everybody and entering into village life with great enthusiasm. She was a daughter of the last Earl 
of Oxford and Mortimer and painted charming water colours of Weobley and the neighbourhood 
including Kings Pyon House)

Tuesday 25th September
There had been very heavy rain in the night. Beautiful morning with gleaming sunshine. We Ladies 
(all but Mrs Jacob) drove to Pyon to see the John Webbs – and Nora (Croome) and her baby – Mr 
Blissett took leave intending to go to Scotland but returned from Letton. No particular Italian news, 
but I fear Garibaldi not so nice as a Negotiator as he is a Chief of Revolution. He will not come to 
any terms with Canna and it is said that Victor Emanuel is going himself to Naples! Archer Clive 
went away.

Wednesday 26th September
Thick fog early – then a beautiful Day. We drove to Garnons – it rained a little, Alice and Mr Jacob 
and Mr Mclean walked party of the way home – Very hard Rain at night.

Garnstone Thursday 27th September
Mild – Very hard Rain till 12 o’clock – Alice walked to the Homme to see Lady Fanny Harcourt, but 
she was out. I just stepped out a little – others walked and Mr and Mrs John Webb dined.

Friday 28th September
It looked Rainy, the Wind very cold to the East. Some Rain in the Evening. We left Garnstone at 11 
o’clock and Hereford for the Rail Road at 11.25 for London. 

The following year’s visit was also successful:

Friday 6th September 1861



Heavy dull muggy and a hard shower mid day – I left London (very carefully packed u by Henry) in 
the Ladies Carriage at 9.40 for Hereford and had a very pleasant journey – and came to Garnstone 
in a fly where very soon my good old Alice joined me from Moccas looking very thin but well. I 
found Gertrude Webb there and Walter, Adam and George Devereux – Garnstone looking beautiful 
– there’s nothing like Herefordshire after all!

Saturday 7th September
A fine day, fresh wind but beautiful gleams of light over the Hills and sunshine. The Devereux’s all 
went away. I walked with a chair behind me to see the garden and hot houses and was very tired 
though. Alice took a walk to Burton point and to show Amalia the beauties of Garnstone. Capt 
Peploe, Alice and I dined well and slept well and snored well! Cold night.

Sunday 8th September
Hard Rain nearly all day. Alice and Capt Peploe went to Church. I read at home – no one out after 
church.

Garnstone Monday 9th September
A very remarkably fine day. Capt Peploe went down to the Board at Weobley and by a mistake 
Alice and I had not the little Carriage to go out in. I read Esquires “The English at Home”! and at a 
good while out of doors. Alice walked to Pyon and saw the Miss Webbs as well as the John Webbs 
just returned from Llandudno. Lady Fanny Harcourt brought me home.

Tuesday 10th September
Glorious day. Alice and I drove along the short Hereford Road and Pyon, and Canon Pyon – the 
January is beautiful. I never saw the Park in finer foliage. We do very well here – in Mangia bene 
c’a’ molte dilu tuHi I conforti della Vita – I love the place and it all interests me in a melancholy 
manner for it is all the past – but so it must be when passed the promised three score years and 
ten.

Wednesday 11th September
A fresh East wind and very hot sunshine. The Miss Webbs walked here from Pyon and I drove Ann 
back there and picked up Alice. We had a very pretty drive afterwards.

Thursday 22nd September
A most enchanting day – Capt Peploe and Alice went to Hereford to attend the Music Meeting in 
the Cathedral and heard part of the Seasons, Haydns, and the beautiful Labe Song of 
Mendelsohn’s and the Requiem by Mozart. Alice was much pleased and had luncheon at the 
Palace, and she saw many friends and her cousins and co. I took a beautiful drive up to Burton 
Point and to Ladylift, and home by Foxley. I found a whole party of the Proprietors - the 
Davenport’s, on Ladylift. I took my little Italian maid Amalia on the seat behind to show her the 
beauties of Herefordshire.

Garnstone Friday 13th September 1861
Raining Mug till past 12 then very fine – Alice had contrived for me to go to Hereford to hear the 
Messiah and Mrs Mildmay had given her two tickets but I felt unequal to the whole exertion and 
gave my ticket to Amalia  (There’s no pleasure when one is not up to the mark, and all is exertion). 
Alice returned later having been very much pleased with parts of the performance of the Messiah – 
I don’t think that Amalia understood it, or appreciated it. George Devereux came here from 
Middlewood – I did not go out as it continued cold and showery in the afternoon.

Saturday 14th September
Stormy and cold, but fine between whiles. Alice and I went to the Homme to call upon Lady Fanny 
Harcourt and saw some beautiful sketches and drawings of hers of parts of Italy and Sicily. It was 
really cold coming home and George Devereux went shooting.

Sunday 15th September



Very high and cold wind – some slight showers – Autumn coming on apace – all but me went to 
church. It is a dry unbeneficial Sunday. Alas!! I am much deafer and have no pleasure in attempting 
to hear any sound!!! We went out and those who could walk did so – and those who could not sat.

Monday 16th 
Fine cold day and some showers! George Devereux went away to his Regiment at Aldershot. Mr 
and Mrs Rogers came on their way to Foxley where Miss Davenport is to be married tomorrow to 
Mr Langley the Archbishop of York’s son.

Garnstone Tuesday 17th September 1861
Fine Day – colder in the house than out of it. Alice and I took a pretty Drive after calling at Pyon 
House. Capt Peploe went early to the Wedding at Foxley and remained for the Wedding Breakfast. 
In the newspaper there was an account of two officers, Col Crofton and Captain Rasham having 
been shot by a private in their Regiment at Preston. Sir William Rasham (his brother) was 
expected here today but naturally did not come. Augustus Master and Henrietta and little boy 
came, and also Mrs Jacob and her son, Captain Jacob.

Wednesday 18th September
Very fine day. Easterly and hazy but very warm out and a fine sunshine – the Gentlemen went 
shooting. We were much interested in a very curious story of a Mrs Guinness Hill - Granddaughter 
of Sir Francis Burdett whose husband took her child away from her at 10 days old (in 1859) and 
only now discovered. Henrietta and Alice and I drove in the little Carriage to the Butts and it was 
very beautiful but we got into a lane that was very unfit for us especially for Henrietta and for me 
who could not get out of the Carriage!

Thursday 19th September
A very thick fog early and on the Hills the mist remained all day – very still and mild. The 
Gentlemen went shooting. We three Ladies drove to the Homme and co.

Garnstone Friday 20th
Foggy and then fine, the Gentlemen shooting – we drove – I finished the novel “Agnes Treherne” a 
story about Rome. Mr and Mrs John Webb called.

Saturday 21st September
Rainy Day. An account of  a dreadful failure of the Great Eastern 300 miles at Sea beyond Ireland 
in a terrible Gale. Capt Peploe went to Hereford and took Augustus Master with him who went on 
to Broadwas. Quite late Henrietta and Alice walked a little.

Sunday 22nd September
Fine Morning and then Rain and damp when it did not rain. All (but Mrs Jacob) went to Church. I 
heard from Walter that Ada was unexpectedly brought to Bed of a Daughter at Middlewood and 
doing well!

Monday 23rd. A fine Equinoctial Morning – Wind – Sunshine, Storms. I only went out a little on the 
Gravel. Henrietta Master and Alice and Captain Jacob went to Byford and to Garnons flower 
garden painting. Mr Jacob came.

Tuesday 24th September
Rainy by fits and starts – some very bad storms. I did not go out at all. Mrs J Webb came to 
Luncheon – Henrietta, Augustus Master and Baby went back to Moccas in Pony Carriage and 
walking!!!

Wednesday 25th
A fine morning but rainy looking hills. Daniel Webb and his wife drove over from the Whittern where 
they live now – and Mr John Webb and Augustus came to Luncheon – it poured in the evening and 
night.



Thursday 26th
A fine day. Alice and left Garnstone and found Georgy at Hereford where she had arrived from 
Aldermaston and we all went together to Whitfield.

 At this time Garnstone and the nearby Hampton Court estate were considered to be two of the 
best run agricultural estates in Herefordshire and in the l860ties Captain Peploe was rearing on his 
own home farm over 30 pigs, 300 sheep, and 80 cattle including 15 Ayreshires and 16 Herefords. 
He was one of the few breeders of the mottle face variety of Herefords, some of which were kept 
by that great Royal agriculturalist Prince Albert on his farms at Windsor.
  Shooting was a favourite pastime of Dans and he was taken to the coverts on an old cob when he 
became too fat to walk. The woodlands, dotted over the entire estate, extended to about 500 acres 
and were said to be ‘warm, well sheltered and watered, and literally teaming with pheasants. In 
addition there was a good quantity of partridges and hares, and the deer park harboured an 
enormous quantity of rabbits’. Captain Peploe also kept the shooting on at the Homme now let to 
Lady Francis Vernon Harcourt.
  Another sporting outlet was the Weobley Hunt Steeple Chase and Dan provided the prize for the 
Garnstone Handicap as well as entering his own horse. In 1865 all went well; ‘a Mr Murphy brought 
a coach and four from Hereford with a well stocked commissariat, a special train ran to 
Moorhampton station to bring spectators and there was a four mile course at the Bear farm over 
four arable fields and 17 jumps.’
  Dan was also president of the Garnstone District Floral and Horticultural Society and opened his 
gardens to the public on the day of the Garnstone Flower Show. It is said there was ‘a family bible 
for the cottager who won the most prices, 60 plates of potatoes and as much excitement over 
‘American Rose‘, as later 'Arran Pilot‘ or ‘Sharps Express‘, while the church choir sang glees, a 
band played and there were never any teaspoons!’
  The Weobley Agricultural Society was an organisation in which the family took a great deal of 
interest as illustrated by this article from the Hereford Journal in 1862: 

  ‘The President asked them to fill their glasses to the brim, and to drink in a bumper the health of 
Capt Peploe. He was confident the mere mention of his name was sufficient to ensure its hearty 
reception. He thought they would bear him out in saying that to the Garnstone estate the society 
was greatly indebted for its establishment and support. The late Mr Samuel Peploe always gave 
them a good subscription and the subject of their host was a great patron to agriculture, for 
whenever he went from home he always brought something interesting on his return. He (the 
President) had often been pleased and instructed to hear him speak  on the state of the crops he 
had seen by the side of the great highways on which have had been travelling; and they might 
depend upon it there was a good feeling existing between landlord and tenant when they see a 
landlord taking an interest in their welfare as Captain Peploe did. He had great pleasure in toasting 
”The proprietor of the Garnstone estate:”.
  The Rev Mr John Birch Webb, being called upon to reply, said it was very gratifying to him to hear 
his brother’s name mentioned in the way the President had done that evening. And to see the 
manner in which they had received the toast. His brother took a great interest in everything 
connected with the society, and he was sure as long as he continued on the estate he would 
continue to make his annual present to the society. He (Mr Webb) was sure his brother would have 
been glad to hear that the silver cup given by him had been won by one of the tenant’s sons, but 
he hoped they would take care to secure it amongst them next year and not let it go from their 
midst. 
  Mr Sunderland (Hereford) said he had been privileged to propose the next toast, and the subject 
of it was before them. It was now some time since he had left Weobley, but he did not leave it 
without the hope of returning again, as he had done that day. He had had many opportunities of 
judging of the subject of his toast in times past, and he did not now intend to say all that his 
amiable conduct deserved, for it was always difficult to speak of a person in his presence. 
However, during the time he was under the ministry of their friend, the Rev Mr Webb, he had found 
him ever ready with his good advice, and those who were present when the society was 
established would probably bear him out in speaking of he Rev Mr Webb as its most zealous 



supporter and promoter. He had missed several faces that day, which reminded him of the gradual 
but sure approach of the time when he too would be among the missing. He begged to give the 
health of the Rev Gentleman who had favoured them with his presence that evening, and hoped 
with his assistance, combined with that of Captain Peploe and Captain Webb, the Weobley Society 
would still continue in its present flourishing state. Mr Sunderland then gave the health of the Rev 
Mr Webb. 
The Rev Mr Webb said he rose with considerable embarrassment to express his feelings in reply 
to this toast. He felt exceedingly gratified with the kind way in which Mr Sunderland had been 
pleased to mention his name, and he (Mr Sunderland) knew that when in Weobley he (Mr Webb) 
regarded his as one of him most attentive hearers, and one who rendered him a very great 
assistance. Most of them were not aware of the anxiety with which the minister looked for patient 
and attentive listeners, and how carefully he watched to discern the effects of his preaching upon 
their minds. On these festive occasions he did not wish to make many serious remarks, but he 
would not attend if he could not speak of the earnest desire he had for the salvation of the souls of 
those around him. That day so often dreaded would assuredly come to all, and he felt the solemn 
responsibility and duty which rested on him in endeavouring to aid them in preparing for it. His 
earnest desire was to do his duty, so that he might not be found wanting on that day, on any of his 
parishioners be removed unprepared. (applause).’

J.B.W. and Annie’s daughter Gertrude had by now married the Rev John Hearn Poppelwell, a 
clergyman of very modest means as reported by Lady Duff-Gordon:

Whitfield Thursday 8th October 1861
I heard from Anne Webb confirming what Fanny Cornewall told me yesterday the marriage of 
Gertrude Webb to a Mr Popplewell (a queer name!), a clergyman with a small living in Yorkshire. 

  Gertrude had severe health problems - possibly consumption, and when her husband took on the 
living of St Martins in Haverfordwest a few years later, he had to employ a curate so that he could 
look after her. Gertrude and John had two surviving sons, Henry who became an officer in the 
army, and Charlie who married a much older widow, and neither of them left any children. The 
whole family seems to have lived in very impecunious circumstances, and in later years were 
rarely invited to Garnstone, especially after Rev John Hearn became all but Catholic, a faith that 
young Dan abhorred. 
  A report in The Hereford Times at this time recorded a speech made by J.B.W.:

15th November 1862 Weobley annual ploughing match and dinner. 
‘Rev J B Webb said he had been the Pastor of that parish for he did not like say how long, because 
it would show that he was going down the hill of life very fast, and had never received anything but 
kindliness from his parishioners. He had attended these meeting for the last two or three years, 
and this was the only public dinner that he did attend in the neighbourhood, and had always felt 
gratified at the way its proceedings had been conducted.’

 It was at this time that a misunderstanding led to the story that Captain Peploe had died as 
reported in the Hereford Times of December 1862:

False Report – On Saturday evening last, much anxiety was manifested in this city, arising from a 
report that Captain Peploe, of Garnstone, had died that morning. Subsequently it was traced to be 
false, and to have been caused by a garrulous old countrywoman who had confounded some other 
death with it, and made her statement in a respectable shop in the High Square. It is superfluous to 
add that, from the high respect and esteem in which gallant captain is held in this city, much 
satisfaction was expressed on hearing that he was in the enjoyment of robust health, and sincere 
were the aspirations that he might long so continue for the excellent proprietor of Garnstone has a 
reputation of being in every respect one of the worthiest country gentleman in the kingdom.

  In fact the true story was a little different according to the Reverend G. Lewis at Mornington to his 
brother George Lewis at Harpton Court:



December 29th 1862

My dear George
In the last letter you wrote to me you asked whether I had heard that Peploe had been reported to 
be dead. I did hear the report and rode to Garnstone to see whether it was true and found him 
sitting by his fire. It arose thus – His keeper and the Foxley keeper are brothers – one morning they 
met at the top of Garnstone Park and held the following conversation – 
Garnstone keeper “Well the “Old Buck” is dead at last”
Foxley keeper “No, you don’t say – when did he die?”
Garnstone keeper “Suddenly – about 9 o’clock yesterday”
The Garnstone brother spoke literally of an old deer apt to break out and known to them both – the 
other – more metaphorical gentleman understood him to mean the deer’s Master and spread the 
report accordingly!
Yrs affectionately
George F. Lewis

  In fact Captain Peploe continued to engage with the local community and his popularity increased 
accordingly according to the Hereford Times of January 10th 1863:

‘The poor of the Weobley Union were provided with an ample Christmas dinner arising from the 
annual gift of beef by Capt. Peploe, and plum pudding and cider being liberally given by the 
guardians. After dinner they gave three cheers for Capt Peploe.’ 

He also presented a large silver cup for the annual Weobley ploughing match and was generally 
congratulated by the local farming community for continuing to be one of the foremost promoters of 
the Hereford Breed of cattle first bred a stone’s throw from Garnstone:

‘It was at Kings Pyon that the Misses Tomkins kept up their family heard with quite a Lady Pigot’s 
ardour; and Peploe of Garnstone (one of the best landlord’s in the county), with all a neighbours’s 
loyalty, still goes for their good old blood. ‘
Hereford Times 4th July 1863
 
   Hanmer was ordained in 1863 - deacon and priest in the same year, and J.B.W. suggested he 
should become curate at Weobley more or less taking over complete charge from his father. 
Hanmer gladly accepted and went to seek the consent of Dr Hampden, the Bishop of Hereford. Dr 
Hampden agreed and being a sporting man suggested that he and Hanmer should race their 
horses to the end of the Episcopal Park for a bottle of port. It is recorded that Hanmer showed a 
considerable degree of tact by allowing his older adversary to win by a ‘horses head‘.
  The first sermon is always an ordeal, but especially so at Weobley Church where his uncle 
Captain Peploe would noisily poke the fire in the middle of the Garnstone Pew. Hanmer selected 
for his subject the story of Dives and Lazarus, and preached from the text :’Besides all this, 
between us and you there in a great gulf fixed‘. He preached with all his heart and he received at 
least two favourable comments. The village schoolmistress, who had known him from childhood, 
said "Well, you have got one gift at all events: the gift of the gab!" And to Hanmer's intense 
surprise, on the following Tuesday, the Roman Catholic priest stopped him in the street, and 
congratulated him on the courage to preach straight at the great man of the parish, and to tell him 
where his riches would take him unless he at once truly repented. 'My", said Hanmer, "such a 
thought was the farthest from my mind. I well remember that very morning, after the service was 
over, my uncle - he was an immense man and six feet high, leaned on my shoulder as we walked 
through the churchyard, the only time I can ever recollect him doing so, and said to me; “Well you 
have certainly inherited the gift of the gab, Hanmer.”

  Hanmer’s uncle Capel Molyneux came to visit at this time and preached at Weobley Church. 
Many year later Hanmer recalled the occasion when talking about how he prepared his sermons:



Capel Molyneux, eldest brother of Annie Webb

  " This was owing to a habit which young men should watch, and which has, I fear, been a 
hindrance in some ways to myself, viz. the habit of pouring out my words, whether written or 
extempore, very rapidly, though with my whole heart thrown into them, I hope, at all times. This 
habit I may have unconsciously adopted from my uncle, Capel Molyneux, who at the opening of my 
ministry came to visit my parents, and preached for me in the Church of Weobley, where I was in 
sole charge. I remember well his sermon, which was on Matthew. iii. 1 8. It was almost the only 
time I ever heard him preach, and for fifty minutes he poured forth his words of invitation, counsel, 
warning, and instruction. It would be considered far too long a sermon now ; but it made a deep 
impression by its spirituality and earnestness then. 
  And how did he, a great preacher in his own way, prepare ? I asked him as we walked from the 
church that day, and I well remember all that he said. " I read almost nothing but my Bible, and 
from that I really prepare my sermons, with almost no other helps.”
  From Mr. Molyneux (I think) it was that I heard of a famous "Golden Lecturer" of the last 
generation who used to give thirty-six hours to the preparation of each sermon. Oh, for the days of 
quiet and retirement which the preacher of those days must have known !”
  Hanmer held the Chaplaincy of the Weobley Union for 13 years and became known in the area 
as the person who vaulted five- barred gates. He married in 1863 Emmie, the eldest daughter of 
Right Hon Lord Justice Lush of London and four of their surviving sons became clergymen in the 
evangelical tradition of their father.  Emmie seems to have been a particularly charming lady and 
had a delightful smile, and around this time she and Hanmer and their two sons went abroad in 



search of better health. Hanmer's and Emmie’s last four children were all born in the Vicarage at 
Kings Pyon. 
  Lady Duff-Gordon was still keeping up with annual visits to Garnstone but the 1863 occasion 
proved very dull in nearly every respect:

Monday 14th September 1863
Dull, ugly and chilly morning. I left London alone for Garnstone.  I started at 9.15 and arrived at 
Hereford at 2.10 and there found my good Alice waiting for me – it is an immense repose to have 
her again! At Cirencester station I picked up A Maria on her way to Moccas! Alice and I coached 
together to Garnstone where I saw her two beautiful prizes that she has gained with her Bow and 
Arrow. She looked very well and I can’t think how I can have gone on 6 weeks without her. We 
found Mrs Jacob at Garnstone and after me arrived Madame Teleki (a poor young widow), Mr and 
Mrs Corbett, and Miss Dickson, Chandos Stanhope, Mr and Mrs Blisset and son. Capt Peploe 
received me very kindly and Garnstone looked very comfortable and nice as usual! I was very tired 
but kept up till proper bed time.

Garnstone Tuesday 15th September 1863
Very fresh and rather ugly day – the climate is much colder than London and fires much wanted. 
The Gentlemen went shooting and killed upwards of 40 brace of Partridges! Madame Teleki, 
Captain Peploe, Mrs Corbett, Mrs Blissett drove out. Alice and Miss Dickson walked. I staid at 
home and read Hetty’s Lovers by Brant. Mrs Jacob looks very ill and cold and of course did not go 
out. Mr Davenport dined.

Wednesday 16th
The same kind of weather without Rain – The Gentlemen went shooting and the Ladies drove to 
the Homme and co. I stepped out and sat out a little. Lady Fanny Harcourt and Mr and Mrs 
Bentham called. Madame Teleki went away.

Thursday 17th. 
The same weather – fine and some rain to me very chilly. Mr and Mrs Knight of Downton Castle 
came. The evenings very dull, but it all did very well and much like other Country House evenings!

Friday 18th September
Hazy and gloomy – a little sun late. Capt and Mrs Corbett, Miss Bacon and Alice and Miss 
Dickinson went to Hereford to see the Rifle Shooting of the Hereford Militia – one of the Carriage 
Horses had an accident and got his leg in a blind Drain and they came home with Porters much 
annoyed. I began “all wrong” a well told story – rather an unnecessary story and People are 
shocked at it, but the moral is good.

Saturday 19th
Very High South Wind and hard showers – all the party went away and only Mrs Jacob and 
ourselves remained. Alice walked to Foxley.

Sunday 20th September 
Wild Day, storms and sunshine. Capt Peploe and Alice went to Church – I had heard yesterday 
from Alex from London that Lucie had had a return of spitting Blood at Calais and had stopped 
them proceeding to Paris. He was forced to return to his office at Somerset House.

Monday 21st September
Rains nearly all Day in storms. No one went out. Dullness personified in and out of doors. Mr and 
Miss Blisset came to Luncheon.

Tuesday 22nd 
Stormy Day and some gleams of Sunshine. Augustus and Henrietta Master came from Moccas to 
dine and sleep. Alice went out for a moment before dinner. Hanmer Webb and his wife dined.



Wednesday 23rd
Finer Day very cold and some little Rain. We are all very cold here as we’ve no fires excepting a 
list in the evening. It is impossible to be duller and colder. A bit of fire might enliven our ideas. What 
an existence it is! The Padron di Casa! – by what degree removed from animal life!!!! none! It is 
curious that the management of the Property of the sense to employ good agents should exist with 
such stolidity!!! Augustus and Henrietta Master went away. Alice drove out with Capt Peploe.

Thursday 24th September 
Very cold, some storms and some fine gleams of brightness. I heard yesterday from Georgy that 
she will not meet us at Whitfield till next week. Gertrude Poppelwell and Mrs Hanmer Webb called 
early. We heard yesterday morning that poor Fanny Antrobus was dead – a most grievous loss to 
her husband poor Man! We were very sorry. Capt Peploe went out riding and was wet thro’ and SO 
we had a fire before Dinner – it was very damp and cold and a great comfort.

Garnstone Friday 25th Sept 
A very fine mild Day. Alice and I left Garnstone for Whitfield where we found besides the family of 4 
young Archer Clive, quick and intelligent – and Madame de Quaine, whom we knew 4 years ago at 
Rome – nee Blackett – a very talkative gay woman – made for enlivening a Country House!

Another visit to Garnstone in 1864:

5th September We found at Garnstone – as guests – Miss Webb, Miss Baskerville (Miss Webb’s 
cousin), Capt Sands, Sir Wm Hawker, and Capt and Miss de Winton, Daniel Webb and his wife 
and little boy of 4 years old – a dreary Dinner and evening to me at least for I heard nothing.

Garnstone Tuesday 4th September
Hard set Rain till 7 o’clock. very mild – the gentlemen went out shooting. Mrs Webb and daughter 
called. The Hereford Times and Newspaper gave a very long account of the proceedings at 
Hereford on Saturday last, and 2 dreadful prints of Ld Palmerston and co from Georgy taken (and 
enlarged) from some Photographs. I read a Danish story from the “Danes sketched by themselves” 
rather amusing. Miss Webb took me in her carriage to Pyon House where we found Ann and 
Elizabeth Webb and some young folks there playing at Croquet. Alice and Mrs de Winton and Miss 
Baskerville walked. It was a remarkably warm and muggy evening.

Garnstone, Wednesday 7th September 1864
Very mild – some rain and the Gentlemen went shooting. Miss Webb, Alice, Mrs de Winton, Miss 
Baskerville drove to Letton. The Newspaper says that the man Muller, supposed to the be the 
Murderer of Mr Briggs in the Rail Road Carriage was taken at New York immediately on arriving 
there as the Detectives had arrived there before him (who went in a sailing vessel or a steamer). 
He had Mr Briggs hat and watch about him!

Garnstone Thursday 8th September 
A most lovely Day – I never saw the trees prettier. Mr and Mrs Dan Webb, Capt and Mrs de Winton 
went away. Miss Webb and Alice  and Sir Wm Hanham drove to Moccas to Luncheon. I sat out 
under the Trees and walked as far as the row of flowers in the Garden, but it tired me much. I 
began to read my “Haunted Hearts” by the author of the “Lamplighter” – amusing. Archer and Mrs 
Clive and Mr and Mrs Cox (of Hereford) came. My dinners are more cheerful as I am better placed 
and hear more! 

Garnstone Friday 9th September
A very high wind quite equinoctial, very mild, some hard rain. I forget all. Mr and Mrs
Cox came.

Saturday 10th September
Very mild and very fine at times then Rain. Miss Webb and Mrs Dennett went to Pyon House to 
stay and I went with them to pay a visit. I forgot that yesterday Miss Baskerville received a 



telegram saying that her Father was very ill and went off to Clyro and found he was dead on 
arrival.

Sunday 11th Sept. 
Early Rain and a coolish high wind. Captain Peploe had a good deal of Gout flying about – all went 
to Church but Him and me – in the evening I sat out and Alice and Mr and Mrs Cox went walking to 
the Shoals and the Valley at Foxley – ces beaux jours sont passee for me. Mrs Dennett walked to 
Garnstone to enquire after Capt Peploe.

Monday 12th September
fine day – Capt Peploe better and drove out Mrs Cox. The Gentlemen went shooting. Mr Rogers 
came to shoot early. Mr Bodenham (of Hereford) later. Alice went to Pyon House to play at 
Croquet.

Tuesday 13th September
Hard Rain early – warm. We and Mr and Mrs Cox and Capt Sands left Garnstone and went to the 
Moorhampton Station in Captain Peploe’s carriage and go by train to Hereford.

Lady Duff-Gordon continued to pay enjoyable visits to her great friends the Miss Webbs at 
Chadnor in Cheltenham and on one occasion they met up in Bath:

Bath Friday 25th November 1859
Mild and Rainy. To our immense surprise at 10.30 in walked the two Miss Webbs from Cheltenham 
– they most kindly and gallantly came all the way to see us!! We all talked fifteen to the dozen and 
then I and Georgy took a Douche – and they went to see about Mrs Howard (nee Guise) and found 
that she died yesterday. They and Alice went to the Cathedral. We dined at 4.30 and at 6 o’clock 
our good kind old friends departed on their 3 hours Rail Home!

In 1863 Lady Duff-Gordon went to see them at Chadnor Villa:

Wednesday 14th October
We went to Cheltenham to Miss Webbs’ at Chadnor Villa and were most warmly welcomed.

Chadnor Villa Thursday 15th October
Dull Rainy day and Mrs Ensor and her Daughter called. They are going to spend the Winter at 
Cannes! Georgy and Alice went to Dr Bennett to consult him about her sprained thumb and Alice’s 
sprained Toe.

Friday 16th October
Damp weather. But going out able in some degree between whiles and  very warm – I did not go 
out. The Miss Webbs and Alice walked and called upon Mrs Wetherel and Alice told her all about 
Alice Clive’s wedding things and co. She is sadly deaf poor woman!!!

Saturday 17th October
A beautiful warm Summer’s day. We left our good old friends at Chadnor Villa at 12.30 and came 
to London.

In 1865 Chadnor Villa was offered by the Miss Webbs as a suitable place or Lady Duff-Gordon’s 
daughter Alice to recuperate from a bad back:

Visit to Chadnor Villa 1865
Hertford St Easter Monday 17th April
The Miss Webbs had luncheon with Alice and I saw them, and they most kindly offered their house 
Chadnor Villa at Cheltenham to Alice and to me – it was indeed most friendly! 

34 Hertford St Sunday 23rd April 1865



The same weather N.E. wind not sun – I did not feel much up to the Mark but we do start tomorrow 
Morning for Cheltenham (Miss Webbs have most kindly lent me their Chadnor Villa for Alice to be 
under Mr Bennett for damaged Back – done at Amesbury in November last by riding a rough 
horse! I forgot also what happened!

Chadnor Villa Saturday 7th May
A most perfect looking day – I never saw anything prettier than the flowering shrubs from my 
bedroom window.

Monday 8th May 1865
Beautiful and mild after the Rain – the glorious shrubs look beautiful out of the window.

Cheltenham 11th May 1863
A shade beter than yesterday – the weather, but still cold and thick and easterly – But the flowering 
shrubs beautiful in Miss Webb’s Garden – Lilacs, Laburnum, red Horse Chestnuts, Hawthorns.

14th May
Our good kind hostesses arrived at 4.30 and we were very happy to see them so they seemed to 
be to find us here, and certainly their house has been an immense Boon to us. I dined early, the 
Miss Webbs and Alice late – We were sorry to disturb their happiness by telling them which Alice 
did of the delinquency of their Page, left in trust of all their goods here – had on Saturday night got 
out of his Bedroom, and returned at 5 in the morning dirty and perhaps drunken! They were very 
unhappy or, chi me ha ingan – nato, in ingannara. 

  In the late summer of 1865 Lady Duff-Gordon paid another visit to Garnstone 1865 and Captain 
Peploe’s enormous weight was a cause for some concern:

Harpton Court Tuesday 29th August 
Alice and I left Harpton at 2.30 for Garnstone where we found only Capt Peploe and his nephew 
Augustus Webb. The views were beautiful going there and Garnstone looked very lovely.

Wednesday 30th Garnstone
A very pleasant fresh day – no Sunshine after 12 o’clock. Capt Peploe went to Burton Court – Alice 
and I called on Mrs J Webb and found the Miss Webbs just arrived there from the Highwood. The 
accounts in the Newspaper of the increase of the Cattle Disease is very terrible – the suffering of 
the poor Beasts is very sad to see.

Garnstone Thursday 31st August 1865
An appearance of Rain very mild, no Sunshine but very warm. We Ladies (Mrs de Winton, Mrs 
Daniel Webb drove to Kington and back home by Pyon. I forget nothing particular. I began “Grasp 
the nettle” – both more amusing than People!!!

Friday 1st September
Very fine Day. The Gentlemen went shooting early and Capt Peploe later went to look after them. It 
is surprising to see Him on Horseback – and the Horse bear his weight!!! We ladies drove in 
search of Honey for the Ladies and home by Kinnersley and co. The Gentlemen shot 42 brace.

Saturday 2nd September
The same wonderfully hot and fine weather. Most mercifully given to us for the Harvest. Gentlemen 
shooting (18 brace). Miss Webbs and John Webb called from Pyon – the day lovely and gloriously 
fine. I sat out all I can do but it was very pleasant and the ladies croqueted and walked. I read a 
good many odds and ends – the Library here is a great resource!

Sunday 3rd September
Magnificent Day – all went to Church but me. I read at home and read 2 very good Sermons by the 
Rev J. H.Smith that used to be a great favourite book of poor Peploe’s of former days, especially 



one chapter on Verse Galatians “O foolish Galations” and one on “the days of our Life one three 
Score years and Ten”. I had these sermons once – and left them with the Protestant Library at 
Rome. I sat out a good while – the beauty of the place and magnificence of the Wealth is a real 
pleasure to me but “pour le reste” it is nothing.

Miss Webb of Chesham Place, the wealthy unmarried cousin of the Webb family of Kings Pyon 
painted around 1839 by Benjamin Rawlinson Faulkner

(On fine days younger members of the Peploe family would walk to the church down through the 
park)

Garnstone Monday 4th September 1865
A thick mist, Easterly breeze about the Hills but the day beautiful and very hot – rather oppressive 
– the Gentlemen shot 30 Brace. We Ladies drove to the Church at Bishopstone – and all but me 
went in side of it – I have been in it and shown it by the Arch Deacon Frere who made it what it is!

Tuesday 5th September
Glorious day, pleasanter than yesterday. Nothing particular – all as usual. Gentlemen shooting. 
Ladies croqueting. I sitting on benches out of Doors. The country and scenery lovely all else 
beyond trite and dismal to me.
Sir William Hanham came.

Wednesday 6th September
Beautiful Day just as before a light fresh East Wind and a very hot Sunshine. Alice and I left 
Garnstone – rather in a flurry for she had a letter from Mr Broadwood in the morning telling us to go 
by the early Train. 



  That Christmas Lady Duff-Gordon went with her daughter Alice to 29 Chesham Place to have 
lunch with Miss E.F.Webb: 

Christmas Day 1865
Alice and I went to Miss Webb’s in Chesham Place to have luncheon – as Anne and Elizabeth 
Webb and Mr and Mrs and Miss Ensor were there. They are very kind and friendly and apparently 
glad to see us. We stayed an Hour after Luncheon which we called our Dinner as I wished the 
Servants to have a Holiday as much as I could at Home.  

  In the spring of 1866 Captain Peploe went to stay with his great friend the Rev Henry Blisset who 
lived at Letton Court, some eight miles from Weobley; he and his cousins the Dews were frequent 
visitors to Garnstone. On the evening of the 26th of April Captain Peploe complained of a slight 
indisposition but no one was unduly worried as he had been in apparent good health during the 
day. He retired to bed early but the symptoms were very much worse by the morning. A doctor was 
called to Letton but to no avail; Captain Peploe died at ten o’clock that morning aged 72. 

  Lady Duff-Gordon had much to write about the event in her journal:

London 28th April 1866
A Maria dined here and she and Georgy and Alice went to the Opera with Miss Webb’s Stall 
Tickets! In the Morning Miss Webb came to tell us that she had had a Telegram announcing poor 
Capt Peploe’s death at Letton yesterday. He had a kind of stroke or fit. His servant went into his 
bedroom in the night and found him speechless! Poor Man! I am very sorry tho’ unfortunately he 
did not make his existence pleasant or useful to others! But it is another Garnstone Book closed!!!!! 
What a change to the John Webbs and co!!!!! 

30th April
I heard from Anne Webb of course much shocked at the sudden account of her brother Capt 
Peploe’s death. I also heard from Jane Lewis saying that he had died from cold and Phlegm and 
not paralysis or apoplexy. He died most quietly in his sleep at Letton on Friday night or early on 
Saturday morning. 

4th May 
Today poor Capt Peploe is to be buried at Weobley. Gilbert Lewis reads the Burial Service!!

7th May 
Miss Webb called and I read her letter from John Webb. Capt Peploe has left everything in the 
most perfect precise state and £40000 in ready money to him besides all the settled property and 
the sole Trustee and Manager - £15000 to Augustus Webb - £1000 apiece to his own old sisters 
and legacies to his People – a most upright will. 

Hertford Street Tuesday 8th May
As I was sitting at a shop door Mr Blisset put his head into the Carriage and talked much about 
Capt Peploe’s death at his house!

  Captain Peploe was buried at Weobley in the vault he had constructed there, and when it became 
clear that none of his family were going to erect a memorial, the tenant farmers of the Garnstone 
estate and various others took matters into their own hands:

To the Editor of the Hereford Journal
Sir 
Several letters respecting Weobley Church have recently attracted my notice in your columns, and 
as that fine fabric appears to have caused considerable discussion, may I be permitted to support 
the desirability of erecting some substantial memorial in memory of the late D. Peploe ESQ. I have 
no doubt the tenantry would meet with every support; indeed, I for one would willingly give mine – I 
am yours, A HEREFORD TRADESMAN. AUG 1866



  The year after his death the tenantry of the Garnstone estate employed a London firm to erect a 
large window to his memory behind the altar in the church; it shows Jesus bearing his cross and 
the Roman soldiers are mocking him on one side whilst the women of Jerusalem are consoling him 
on the other. The local newspaper described the windows as being both costly and beautiful.
  The correspondence that A HEREFORD TRADESMAN was referring to concerned the restoration 
of Weobley Church which was being undertaken at this time. 
   The family as squires of the Garnstone estate had always taken an active interest in the upkeep 

Ella and Gertrude Webb, younger daughters of the Rev John Birch Webb of Kings Pyon

of the church and even as early as 1678 Col John Birch of Garnstone had replaced the spire at his 
own expense after it had collapsed during a great storm. Hanmer was the instigator of the 1866 
restoration and with his father’s help he chose three others to serve with him on a money raising 
committee. All through his life Hanmer was considered a good beggar and he quickly involved all 
his family in the new project. Captain Peploe and his father J.B.W. were the chief subscribers 
together with the Marquis of Bath, and Leila held a fund raising concert. The local paper reported 
that ‘the splendid and accomplished singing of Mrs D.P.Webb was duly appreciated. The same 
may be said of Mr Goodeve‘s violin solo, and Miss Ella Webb's piano playing‘. (Ella was J.B.W’s 
youngest daughter). Annie contributed a clock to be put in the spire of the church and it was said to 
be the biggest in Herefordshire. However the older inhabitants of Weobley grumbled that it was to 
stop the cricketers playing overtime, apparently the tallygraft clock was unobservable even from 



the cricket ground. The three and a half thousand pounds required was quickly raised and it was 
only afterwards that Hanmer realised he was the only anglican on the committee; the other three 
were a Baptist, a Methodist and a Roman Catholic.

The gardens at Garnstone circa 1870 showing Nesfield’s fountain and parterre from a photograph 
by Daniel Peploe Webb the younger

 
 The restoration was aesthetically considered to be a disaster however, perhaps Hammer was in 
too much of a hurry, in any case a great deal of harm was done to ‘the ancient fabric of the church‘. 
Many of the old Birch family funeral slabs were taken out from the floors of the aisles and encaustic 
tiles put down in their place. One had commemorated the wife of Col Birch of Garnstone who died 
in 1676:

‘Here lieth the body of Alice Birch, daughter of Robt. Deane of a worthy family in Bristol. She was 
transported into the fruitful bed of Thomas Selfe, a worthy citizen of the same city, by whom she 
bore 12 children. After his death, she married Coll. John Birch, by whom she bore 4 sons and 4 
daughters, and departed this life September 10th 1676.’

  A very remarkable woman! Most of the screen panels from the two old chantry chapels were 
thrown out and burnt. They were said to have been in excellent condition and Hanmer used some 
of the elaborately carved oak to make himself a 17th century style court cupboard and wardrobe, 
and these he kept in his study for many years.
  According to the letter of one anonymous clergyman who communicated with the Hereford 
Journal the restoration was not an ecclesiastical success either. He refers to the ‘once majestic 
church of Weobley' and continues by saying ‘so far as restoration goes it is unworthy to be 
classified with other movements of a similar nature that have taken place in our district.....I trust 
that ere another Easter arrives, the landed interests and parishioners of Weobley will have 
removed the great eye saws I shall notion.‘ He went on to savagely criticise Captain Peploe’s 
snuggery and remarked that ‘the chancel as it is remains a standing disgrace to any parish‘.
 



Another view of Nesfield’s parterre at Garnstone

  The clergyman, who clearly had a sense of humour, ended his ‘tirade‘ by describing the new red 
ridges on Weobley Church roof as rival in colour to the Lion of Brentford. He did not mince his 
words — the whole building was now a standing disgrace to the parish of Weobley.
  Our 20th century with its fashion for conservation looks at those Victorian restorations with 
contempt, and the desecration of a 16th century rood screen would today rightly cause a national 
scandal. But one has to remember that in those days more importance was placed on religion and 
less on the fabric of the church, and Hanmer with his low church sympathies clearly felt the interior 
to be too reminiscent of a Catholic past.
    J.B.W. was 66 when he took over Garnstone from his brother and he may well have been too 
old to take much pleasure from the inheritance. He had been suffering for some years from the 
impaired condition of his digestive organs and this had rendered him fairly immobile. Hanmer had 
taken over the majority of his church work and the indefatigable Annie saw to her husband’s 
personal affairs, sorting out his accounts, writing his letters and ensuring that their regular 
payments to at least six charities were paid. She also managed at this time to publish two more 
books as well as taking an active interest in family and local history. After his brother's death 
J.B.W., as inheritor of Garnstone, also had to apply to the College of Arms to have his name 
changed from Webb to Peploe, as Captain Peploe's license of 1845 had only covered himself and 
his offspring. A Royal License was duly issued on July 16th 1866 at a cost of £143-10-6. From now 
on the Reverend John Birch Webb would be called the Reverend John Birch Peploe or J.B.P.
  Captain Peploe had hardly spent a penny on the interior of Garnstone and the place exuded and 
air of bachelordom. Very soon the new inhabitants were making purchases and deciding how the 
house could be improved. Lady Duff-Gordon was kept abreast of all the new developments but she 
couldn’t get the hang of the new name changes:

12th May 1866
Georgy and Alice went to Broadwood’s about a Piano forte for Mrs John Webb and they went onto 
Canspana’s Matinee Musicale. 



Garnstone from the ornamental lake circa 1870

23rd May
Mrs Daniel Webb (now Peploe) came here to take a lesson with Fioni. Later Alice went with Mrs 
Daniel Peploe to the Converzazione at the Kensington Museum!

Hertford St 27th May
We four dined together in the evening. Daniel Webb and his wife came in and spent the Evening 
with us – we talked much of Garnstone (now his Father’s) and told me that they were going to cut 
the Cedar down at the East Window and place there a Conservatory, a horrible eye sore I think! 
(The next day Mrs Dan Webb went to Madam Puzzi’s Concert with Alice)

29th May
Mrs John Webb and Ella and Mr and Mrs Dan Webb called to see me and to go on to Broadwood’s 
with Georgy. I had not seen them before since they became Possessors of Garnstone. We had 
much to talk of – it is a wonderful change to them!

15th June 
Sir William Hanham called and we had a long talk about Captain Peploe and his Will (which he had 
known about for some years) and also about the new possessors.

Later on that year Lady Duff-Gordon was able to visit Garnstone and make her own observations:

Harpton Court Friday 31st August 1866
A beautiful early morning then hard rain at 2 o’clock. We left Harpton at 2.30 and went to 
Garnstone and there found besides the actual Possessors the 2 Miss Webbs, Daniel Peploe and 
his wife, and Mr and Mrs Capel Molyneux – a large party. We were of females 8 in number and 
males 5. It seemed very odd to see John Webb (that was) and his wife possessors of Garnstone. 
They were very kind and friendly and all things were most comfortable. They have cut down Trees 



and done much whether well or ill yet I know not. Many real improvements – plate glass windows 
in the Library and good changes in Bedroom furniture and co. It makes me very old living to see 

Garnstone from the park

the 4th Generation inhabiting Garnstone (old House) and new one, and many things pass my mind 
(dull to what is passing about me) in my mind.

Saturday 1st September Garnstone
Some Rain and then fine. I went out in poor Captain Peploe’s Chair into the Garden. The flowers 
(especially the long Ribband Border) in it perfectly beautiful – the whole place looked lovely and 
some of the clearing away of Shrubs and Trees very advantageous. I don’t quite like the removal of 
the Trees in the Park – there remains an ugly straight line of Trees – perhaps as the remaining 
Trees expand their Branches it may look better – the Conservatory must be an eye sore – there is 
no place that I can go to so entirely comfortable as Garnstone. It naturally must be a kind of Home 
to me having lived here so immensely. Daniel Peploe and his brother shot 18 brace of Partridges – 
People drove and walked and rode and shot with the Bow and Arrow and all such things not worth 
recording that make up the sumnum bonum of Country Life! My legs and back so painful that I 
have no pleasure in any thing. 

Garnstone Sunday 2nd September 1866
Very Rainy off and on – all went to Church but me – Mr Peploe read and Mr Molyneux preached 
(very lengthy) – all received the sacrament. I wish I could have done so too, but the trouble to 
others as well as to myself would have been great and disturbed their devotions helping me. We 
dined at 2.30, Mrs Daniel Peploe and Ella went off to Pyon afternoon church – others walked a 
little. I did not go out, the day very damp (I achy) all went to Evening 6 o’clock service at Weobley. I 
read many Sermons and the 2 Services. Mrs John Peploe gave me some Sermons to read, 
especially of her Brothers on “the World to come”. I did not like the tone of it – too presumptuous 
and taking for granted too many things that we seeing (now) “as through a Glass darkly” can not 
speak of with any certainty (which he does) but only with a trembling hope!



We had a ‘The dinatorre’ at 8.20 and those who had worked hard all Day were quite ready at 10 
o’clock to go to their beds.

Garnstone Monday 3rd September 1866
A fresh fine Day – the Lights and Shades beautiful, quite an Autumnal Day – Mr de Winton came to 
Breakfast to shoot afterwards. Mr Peploe (to me always John Webb) talked to me vehemently 
about the Millenium and the constant expectation of the end of the World from the many signs and 
fulfilled prophecies! It is (if I dare say such words) amusing to hear him talk of such an event – as 
quite a momentarily (by him) expected thing. We should always be prepared for our Death and so 
the World ending for us “what I say unto you I say unto all – Watch”. But to talk of the appearance 
of our Saviour on Earth and the end of all things, familiarly, I cannot like. The subject is too vast to 
be spoken of!! 
I went out in the Chair in the Garden – Georgy rode – Alice and the 2 Miss Webbs walked up to 
Burton Point, like good old times! I read ‘Travels in Spain’.

Tuesday 4th September
Very damp – a good deal of Rain. Lady Fanny Harcourt came to Luncheon and her Horse, when in 
the stable, kicked upon the Garnstone Groom in a scuffle with the Halser, falling upon him and 
broke his thigh – a sad calamity and disturbed everyone’s happiness.

Garnstone Wednesday 5th September 
Very damp and muggy, and rain off and on all Day. Mr and Mrs Molyneux and Mr de Winton went 
away. Sir Edward Campbell came in time to shoot and the Gentlemen had good sport.

Thursday 6th September
Damp and Raining. Mrs Peploe made much move in prints and Pictures. The Gentlemen shooting.

Friday 7th September
A very fine pleasant Day – no Rain. We went 4 ladies inside and Alice on the back by Mr Peploe to 
Pyon and co – quite pleasant and beautiful country. 

Saturday 8th September
Rains the whole day till nearly 6 o’clock. Nora and her Husband Mr Croome came. Mr Peploe at a 
meeting at Weobley about the Church payment for doing and co all the evening and did not dine 
with us. Miss Webbs and Alice got out a little while before Dressing time. Cold night.

Sunday 9th September
A cheerless day but no Rain – but all grey and dismal. All went to Church but me and late evening. 
Daniel Peploe and Leila went away after early Dinner as she wishes to go to London tomorrow to 
see a Brother before he starts for India. I read an excellent sermon from my own book and some of 
a book by Mr Killear on “our friends in Heaven”, and a book by Mrs John Webb (Peploe) on the 
great Law Giver Moses –  very well written and good – we had not a tea supper till 8.30 and 
altogether the Day was very long and tedious to me.

Garnstone Monday 10th September
Story and fine Gleams of light. Mr and Mrs Peploe went to a Bible meeting at Hereford. We 3 left 
Garnstone after Luncheon having had a kind comfortable visit tho’ it is in many ways strange and 
painful to me – the very name Mrs Peploe seems so strange to me! (the last Mrs Peploe was Lady 
Duff Gordon’s sister). We came to Rotherwas and were most open heartedly received by the 
Bodenhams.

Lady Duff-Gordon left Garnstone for Moccas with her two daughters Alice and Georgy but the visit 
was ruined when her nephew Sir Velters Cornewall had had one of his outbursts and asked the 
whole party to leave immediately - greatly upsetting them all as they thought they would never see 
the old Cornewall family home again. Sir Velter’s mental state was causing great concern amongst 
his friends and family at this time. 



 Later that year Lady Duff-Gordon went to visit her friends the Miss Webbs at Chadnor in 
Cheltenham:

Tuesday 2nd October 
We got to Cheltenham after long delay at Gloucester at 5.20 and were most kindly received by the 
Miss Webbs at their Chadnor Villa. Ann Webb with a sad cough.

Chadnor Villa Wednesday 3rd October
The same thick Easterly but mild weather – very ugly and dispiriting. Miss Webb a little better. Most 
awful accounts of the state of the Rivers in France, and destruction of the Rail Road in the North of 
Italy, and over the Mt Ceris – the road will be for long impassable. The floods have been terrible 
and at Paris the Seine has been doing all kinds of damage. France has sufferd much more than 
England. We saw an immense quantity of Water out, about Monmouth and about Gloster. Miss 
Webb and Georgy and I drove out in Miss Webb’s carriage given her by her Brother John – 
Elizabeth and Alice walked, to shops to find a present for Chester Marriage on his marriage to Miss 
G Rolles.

Chadnor Villa Thursday 4th October
The same kind of hazy Easterly dull weather. Catherine Master and daughter, Chester and a 
Cousin Miss Master all came to Luncheon. We drove a little – Catherine very unhappy at Velter’s 
treatment of us at Moccas. Elizabeth Webb’s cold very bad, dosed by Alice – with bella donna and 
at night Acomite – and done good to. Miss Theresa Drummond dined with us – very warm night.

Friday 5th October
The same Easterly dull weather! I was rather becolded and did not go out driving. Others did. 

Chadnor Villa Saturday 6th October
A fine day – no Rain and no Fog. We left our good kind old friends the Miss Webbs at 12.20 and 
arrived at Hertford Street at 5 o’clock. 

The following year Lady Duff-Gordon went back to Garnstone once all the alterations had been 
completed and she was by and large happy with what she found:

23rd September 1867
We came in a Hereford Fly from thence to Garnstone in about 2 1/2 hours and found only Mr and 
Mrs John Peploe at Hereford. We met the Daniels and Augustus Webb who announced he is to be 
married to a Miss Curtis whom he became acquainted with in Tenby. We found Garnstone in many 
ways much improved – the conservatory out of the Billiard Room very pretty and the room itself 
adorned and improved, and made habitable. Also the flower gardens in great beauty, and the 
alterations in the ribband walk – straightening it to the House – a great improvement. A fountain in 
the centre very ugly! I felt very uncomfortable all day, and quite unable to be amused or pleased!

Garnstone Tuesday 24th September
A cold wind sent a bright day! I felt unwell and did not go out which I was very sorry for, for the 
Garden looked beautiful. All went out different ways but me – Ella Peploe returned Home from 
Paris where she had been to see the Exhibition and Hanmer Peploe and his wife dined!

Garnstone Wednesday 25th Sept.
Most beautiful day. Much warmer and lovely sunshine and light and shade, and the old trees 
looked beautiful. I went out in poor Capt Peploe’s Gouty chair twice, and I was charmed with all the 
improvements in the garden – the change of the old line of fence of the Park is a wonderful 
improvement. The great opening and clearance of Bushes and Trees – all clears and lightens the 
place and throws the Hill further off the flower garden – and the Ribband Borders in the garden 
were splendid in colour – I was much pleased. Mr Poole came and Daniel and Leila Peploe – the 
latter looking like Ghosts of themselves. They have been abroad to Marienbad and Munich and it 
certainly has damaged them both.



Thursday 26th September
An ugly day and coldish. The great news of the day was Garibaldi being arrested by the Italian 
Government to prevent his attack on Rome – most wisely done by the Victor Emanuel 
Government. To day was the thanksgiving here for the Harvest Home. Mr Poole preached. We all 
dined early and all the people, the children came up to have tea on the Green and to walk in the 
Garden and co.

Garnstone Friday 27th September
A fresh fine day. Mr Poole went away. I went to see Weobley Church which has been (internally) 
quite renovated and changed since I last saw it, and a very well executed painted window put in to 
the Chancel end to the memory of the late Captain Peploe done by his Tenants!  - a peculiarly 
good one – afterwards Mr John Peploe drove me in to Pyon and its Neighbourhood – Georgy rode 
– Daniel and Augustus went shooting. 

Saturday 28th September
Rather Easterly and hazy but fine. We left Garnstone for London – our visit was very successful 
and we were all much pleased with the alterations – the making the formerly Barn like anti Room 
comfortable and pretty, and habitable, and the conservatory opening from it is the greatest possible 
improvement. I certainly think that Garnstone is the most entirely comfortable and habitable I ever 
lived in, and an immense deal of beauty. 

  J.B.P.’s second son Augustus had been left very well off by his uncle Captain Peploe and he had 
become engaged to a Miss Fanny Curtis, daughter of Colonel William Curtis of Tenby. After their 
marriage in 1867 they continued to live in Tenby where their surviving children Jack, Daniel and 
Edmund, and Millicent were born. Augustus continued in the Navy until 1874 soon after which he 
retired to Cheltenham.  
   In 1867 young Dan became a Junior Major in the Hereford Volunteers and from now on he would 
be known as Major Peploe. The Hereford Voluntary Service had been founded in 1857 and Dan 
had become its first adjutant on his resignation from the “4th Dragoon Gaurds. He resigned his 
adjutancy on being promoted to Junior Major of the Hereford Battalion and was later described as 
a ‘very capable and popular local officer‘. The following year Dan also made an unsuccessful 
attempt to become the conservative candidate for Hereford.
  Hanmer and Emmie were living at Weobley Vicarage as Kings Pyon House was let to the curate 
there. However it remained with Hanmer’s family until being sold in 1884.
  J.B.P.’s health was by 1868 becoming an increasing source of concern for the family and friends - 
sometimes he would rally and then remain bed bounds for long periods of time. Also Annie’s sister  
Marianne died out in China,  she was the wife of James Brunker and two of their grandchildren 
became Major Generals,

19th March 1868
The Miss Webbs called upon me and gave me an improving account of their Brother’s Health. 
(Various visits by the Miss Webbs and concerts with Miss Webb and Gertrude Jekyll for Georgie at 
this time).

Bowmeeting 1868
12th August
All but me to the Bow Meeting in Ludlow Castle a Day made on purpose for enjoyment. The Bow 
party returned to Dinner, both Mrs Daniel Peploe and Alice (who had a hideous inkstand) with 
prizes. All seemed sleepy and tired in the evening. (Daniel and Leila Peploe went away in hard rain 
- 22nd August).

The Highwood Monday 24th August
We were all packing to go to Garnstone (for the Garnon’s Bow Meeting), our Omnibus came – 
when a Messenger came over from thence saying that Mrs (John) Peploe’s Sister Mrs Brunker 



was dead in China – she had just received the sad news and could not receive us! (Alice was to 
have gone to the Bow Meeting that Thursday with Leila Peploe).

 Soon after the New Years Day in 1869 John Birch's disorder of the digestive system became 
considerably worse and he was laid up at Garnstone in great pain. A few days later he was 
attacked by a prolapsis of the bowels and a nearby surgeon was called in to consult with the family 
medical attendent, Mr Neate of Weobley. Subsequently the aid of Sir William Furguson was sought 
’and an operation was resolved ‘upon to relieve the intense pain from which John Birch was 
suffering. It was performed under the influence of chloroform but unfortunately John Birch’s 
constitution was not strong enough to rally and he died peacefully during the evening of the 26th 
January, he had been perfectly conscious for some time before his decease. Lady Duff-Gordon 
records the events in her journal:

Amesbury Abbey
18th January 1869
We got to London about 5 o’clock and found a rather better account of poor Mr Peploe (better 
known to me as Mr John Webb) and a letter from Georgy from Aldermarston saying Mr Lazard was 
there.

Tuesday 20th January 1869
Alice went out to Luncheon at Amery’s in Miss Webb’s and saw them both – Miss Webb thought 
worse of Mr John Peploe’s case than I did from a letter I had from Elizabeth Webb.

London Wednesday 20th January 1869
Very mist and ugly and I could scarcely see to write. At 4.30 a very bad account of poor Mr Peploe 
(John Webb, as I think of him) – I’ve no hope.

Thursday 21st January
I had a very wretched account from Ann of her poor brother John – the two Doctors were alarmed 
at his agony of pain and wished for more advice. Daniel Peploe telegraphed to London for Sir 
William Ferguson.

Monday 25th January London
I heard from poor Ann Webb in great distress as there was no hope of her brother John living 
beyond the day of xxxx. He had apparently borne well the operation performed on Friday by Sir W. 
Ferguson but at night he began to sink and his sons were sent for from their homes! He was alive 
and conscious when she wrote me the afternoon but that was all.

Hertford St, Tuesday 27th January 1869
Alice heard from Leila Peploe – poor Mr Peploe in a very wretched uncertain state but not in pain 
apparently – very hopeless!!!

Hertford St, Wednesday 27th January
I heard from Ann Webb that her poor brother John had died yesterday at 1/4 4 peacefully and knew 
them very shortly before he breathed his last – and said kind affectionate words that gave them 
comfort! A better good hard working Christian Clergyman never lived. Mrs Granville Vernon, a very 
old friend (I may say Love of his) called upon me and was quite shocked at hearing of his death – 
also Mrs Reeve and Hope Reeve. 

  He was buried near to his brother at Weobley and two matching windows were erected to his 
memory in the chancel of the church, Hanmer also built a new north west transept at Kings Pyon 
church to his father's memory. 
  In his will John Birch allotted a sum of money to be transferred to Annie so that she could make 
gifts to her widowed sisters, many of whom possessed only small incomes. John Birch wrote that 
Annie ‘has merited this and much more at my hands in return for the deep affection she has shown 



me during our long married life and the care she has taken of me in the heavy affliction with which 
it has pleased God to visit me for so many, many years past‘. 
  After John Birch's decease Annie went to live with her favourite son Hanmer at Weobley Vicarage 
as Kings Pyon House had been lent to the village curate since 1866. 


