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‘WAR’ GEORDIE 

 

When I am visiting other parts of the 

country (or even the world), I am always 

on the lookout for Haydon Bridge  

connections that will add to our archive 

of social history. 

These links with our village are often  

co-incidences; occasionally anticipated 

with the benefit of prior knowledge; but  

invariably I stumble into them as they 

cross my path unexpectedly.   

Such was the case on New Year’s Day 

this year. 

 

While partying at Killin in Perthshire 

and having exhausted the native Scottish 

songs, we turned as ever to traditional 

‘Geordie’ anthems, spiced with more 

recent Haydon Bridge tales set to music. 

 

The mention of our village was enough 

for a lady in the assembled throng to 

seek my attention and tell me that she 

had, “Known Haydon Bridge well in the 

past, had visited regularly and was made 

to feel very welcome” although she had 

never lived there. 

 

A little encouragement on my part 

and Mrs. Linda Lewis continued with 

her story. 

 

During the second world war, the Royal 

Navy destroyer ’Jervis’ on which her 

husband to be, George Lawson Lewis, 

was serving, came across the debris of a 

sunken British vessel off the coast of 

Italy, in the Mediterranean.   

It was all hands to the rescue when a 

young crewman was spotted in the sea, 

his life ebbing away. 

Stoker, Lawson Lewis was the first to 

reach the sailor trying desperately to 

keep afloat in the water, and he pulled 

him aboard with a boat hook 

 

“Howay bonny lad.  Your in safe hands 

now.” 
 

His rescuer’s broad Tyneside accent was 

enough to force a smile on the face of 

the fatigued survivor who made his 

gratitude quite plain. 

 

“Thanks Geordie.  Thanks Geordie.   

I haven’t seen a Geordie for weeks but 

I couldn’t be happier than to meet one 

now.” 
 

Lawson Lewis had saved the life of the 

stricken seaman and from that day on he 

became known as ‘Geordie’ to his 

shipmates, friends and family.  In 

memory of his act of rescue and the 

survivor’s first words. 

 

‘Geordie’ returned home to High Spen 

in County Durham on leave, and was 

determined to find the sailor’s  

parents and pass on to them news of 

their son who was recovering on his 

sick bed abroad.  

A bus to Hexham and then he set out 

on foot  to find, ’Brokenheugh’ where 

he had been told that the seaman’s 

father was a gardener. 

 

Mrs. Lewis tells me that her husband 

Lawson, forever remembered the  

wonderful reception given him in the 

Lodge at Brokenheugh Hall, when he 

met the sailor’s father and mother and 

recounted his story. 

 

The friendship between ‘Geordie’ 

Lawson Lewis and the young man he 

saved from the deep, continued long 

after the second world war and the 

sailor’s gratitude was expressed in the 

most endearing fashion. 

 

‘Geordie’ was Best Man when the 

sailor married Gladys on the 19th 

March 1949 at Hexham, and two of 

their children were given the names 

of their father’s rescuer.   ‘George’ 

Bryan and ‘Lawson’. 

 

Mrs. Lewis and her husband ‘Geordie’ 

Lawson Lewis continued to visit  

Haydon Bridge and Linda’s tales of 

happy memories of our village and the 

time spent with their grateful survivor,  

Jasper Robley, Gladys his wife and 

their family, were a pleasant interlude 

for me on New Year’s Day 2005.  

 

‘Geordie’ Lawson Lewis returned 

from the war to continue a lifetime’s 

work at the Co-operative store, in  

Blaydon where he was the Manager.  

Mrs. Lewis has many stories to tell of  

Jasper and Gladys’s trips with the  

family to their home in Chopwell, 

where she had a ladies hairdressing 

shop for 30 years, and of her and her 

husband’s  visits to Haydon Bridge.  

 

Mrs. Lewis told me, “We loved  

Haydon Bridge. It was just as you  

imagined a country place to be.   

We met some lovely people and went 

for walks up beautiful country lanes;  

although I was a bit worried when  

Jasper told me that a bull had escaped 

and killed a man there!   

We went out at night to the local public 

houses and I have so many happy  

memories.”   

 

‘Geordie’ George Lawson Lewis 

passed away on the 13
th of January 

1998. 

 

Jasper Robley had joined the navy from 

leaving school and like George Lawson 

Lewis, was a stoker. 

Jasper’s memories of his navy career 

and the incident  which almost cost him 

his life, have been passed down to his 

wife Gladys, his sister Joan and his  

children. 

 

Joan continues the story. 

“We were never told which ship Jasper 

was on or where he was going, but I 

would put two and two together by the 

presents he would bring home for me. 

Clogs (from Holland), a leather bag 

(from Italy), a sheepskin rug; Jasper told 

me it was a Polar Bear skin (from  

Iceland).” 

 

Jasper’s account of  his ship’s disaster is 

also clear in the mind of his son George. 

“The Captain of the ship was drunk and 

ran aground.  When the ship sank it 

dragged Dad under and when he came 

round, ‘Geordie’ Lewis was pumping 

water out of his body, trying to save his 

life.” 

 

Jasper’s friendly face will not be  

forgotten in Haydon Bridge.   

A fine upholsterer and carpet layer, he 

had his own business in our village for 

fifteen years.  First at 20 Hordley Acres, 

then 7, Ratcliffe Road, 17, Church Street 

and finally 19, Church Street. 

 

Jasper Robley died, much too young, 

on 4th January  1977, aged 52 years.  
 

Jasper’s name and that of  George  

Lawson Lewis, who saved his life in the 

Mediterranean, live on today through 

Jasper and Gladys’s children and  

grandchildren.  One of whom, Kieran, 

carries the ‘Lawson’ name into the next 

generation. 

 

 I am grateful to Mrs. Linda Lewis and 

to Gladys Robley and family for  

allowing me to add this story to my 

‘Haydon News’ archive. 

HISTORICAL NOTES OF HAYDON BRIDGE  -  Dennis Telford 
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ANN MARTIN 1784 – 1867 

 

My story of the Martin family of East 

Land Ends (published in the Haydon 

News in Oct / Nov 2000 and Jan / Feb 

2001), bemoaned the lack of information 

about Fenwick and Isabella Martin’s 

daughter, Ann. 

I noted my disappointment that writers 

and biographers have seen fit to disre-

gard her almost entirely, while the lives 

of her brothers, William (1772 – 1851), 

Richard (1779 – 1837), Jonathan (1782 – 

1838) and John (1789 – 1854) have all 

been covered in some detail. 

 

I am delighted to tell you that I am now 

able to add further detail to the life 

story of John Martin’s sister, Ann. 

 

Once more, the information comes to me 

from an unexpected source. 

 

A casual remark by a lady from Kent 

made to another lady who lives in  

Hexham, who in turn mentioned the 

conversation to her friend from Haydon 

Bridge.  The lady from Haydon Bridge, 

being aware of my interest in our history 

and the Martin family, passed the story 

on to me and I was only too eager to 

follow up another link in the Martin 

trail.  

 

In December last year I made contact 

with John and Patricia Adam from  

Tonbridge. 

Fenwick and Isabella Martin are the fifth 

times Great Grandparents of John Adam, 

through Ann Martin and her daughter 

Isabella Ann. 

 

I’ll let my correspondent Patricia Adam 

continue the story, which follows  

extensive research by herself and her 

husband John. 

 

“All we knew from family sources was 

that Ann was the Sister of John Martin, 

the famous painter.  We also knew the 

date of her death, age at death and place 

of burial in Brompton cemetery.  Her 

husband was said to be John Atkinson 

but further research revealed he was in 

fact Thomas Atkinson. 

 

Unfortunately little has been passed 

down in the family about Ann except for 

the date of her burial.  We have three 

photographs of an elderly lady taken at 

different sittings in Regent Street and 

Kensington.  The style of the dress and 

the style of the photograph – back, dates 

one to the early 1860’s and another to 

the later 1860’s.  Weighing the  

evidence the most likely subject is Ann 

Martin (Atkinson) but we cannot be 

absolutely sure of this.” 

 

A reminder: About 1776, Ann’s  

grandparents Richard and Ann  

Thompson left East Land Ends and 

went to Scotland, in response to the 

Duke of Argyll’s appeal to English 

farmers to teach husbandry to the 

Highlanders.   

They settled at Kil-Colm-Cille on  

Kintyre.   Fenwick and Isabella 

followed and lived at the Brig of Doon, 

near Ayr, where their son Richard was 

born.  

 

Ann was born in 1784 and by this time 

Isabella was living with her parents at 

Kil-Colm-Cille.   

Fenwick had left home and enlisted in 

the army at the height of the American 

War of Independence.  When Ann was 

born however it is recorded that  

Fenwick was back in Northumberland, 

giving fencing lessons at the  

Chancellor’s Head on Newgate Street 

in Newcastle.  

Fenwick, Isabella, Richard, the eldest 

child William and Ann eventually  

returned from Scotland to the cottage 

at East Land Ends, where John was 

born on 19th July 1789.   

 

Patricia Adam continues: 

 

“Ann’s baptism took place on 24th 

July, in Southend, Argyllshire.  The  

Southernmost village on Kintyre. 

 

The family moved to Newcastle in 

1803 and we know no more of Ann 

until her marriage to Thomas  

Atkinson, a Boot Maker, in April 1807 

at St. John’s Church, Newcastle.   

 

Both Ann and Thomas were able to 

sign their names in the marriage  

register, unlike many others on the 

same page. 

 

On 4th January 1809 a daughter  

Isabella Ann Atkinson was born and 

she was baptised on 26th February at 

Postern Street Independent, Newcastle.  

According to family sources Isabella 

was their only child.   

We do not know when Thomas  

Atkinson and Ann moved to London 

or when Thomas died. 

 

Ann’s daughter Isabella married 

Henry Warren, probably about 1829, 

in London.  

(Henry Warren became President of the 

Institute of  Painters in Water Colours in 

1839 a post he held until his resignation 

in 1873 at the age of 77 years.  In 1839 

he painted a portrait of John Martin 

which hung in the Royal Academy.)   

 

Isabella and Henry’s first son Albert 

Henry, my (Patricia Adam) husband’s 

great - great grandfather, was born on 

5th May 1830 and all together Isabella 

and Henry presented Ann with nine 

grandchildren.   

Three of the five girls died fairly young 

but the four boys all survived to become 

artists like their father.  

 

In 1841 Ann Atkinson aged 50, was a 

lady of independent means living or 

staying at 7, Camera Square, Chelsea.  

By 1851 she was living with her brother 

John, his wife Susan and their daughter 

Isabella and two servants, in Lindsay 

House, Chelsea. 

 

Ann Atkinson (nee Martin), the widow 

of Thomas Atkinson Boot Maker, died 

of General Debility and Paralysis on 

29th January 1867  ‘age 80 years’  

(she was probably 82) and was buried in 

the Brompton Cemetery in a grave with 

other members of the Warren family.” 

 

Ann, the only surviving girl of the 

East Land Ends Martin family, had 

outlived all her brothers.   

 

Ann’s daughter, Isabella Ann, became 

‘Dame Isabella’ when Henry Warren 

was awarded the Order of Leopold in 

1868.  

(you will remember that John Martin 

had been awarded this honour thirty five 

years earlier). 

Ann’s daughter Isabella died in 1871. 

———— 

My sincere thanks are due to John and 

Patricia Adam, for allowing us to share 

the results of their painstaking research 

and extending our knowledge of our 

most famous Haydon Bridge family and 

their descendants. 

Thanks are also due to Betty Mundell of 

Hexham and Linda Farr of Haydon 

Bridge for making the link with Tricia 

Adam possible. 

 

Linda’s maiden name is Ridley of 

course…….and John Martin’s  

grandmother’s maiden name was Ann 

Ridley…………... 

I wonder  ?????  another link with our 

past perhaps? 
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POETRY PAGE 

Hello readers, in our poetry page this month there are some great poems written about Northumberland  

We begin with a jaunty little piece  

written by Gae Eddison.  

The centre of Britain this county is  

Its landscape large and varied  

Roads criss-cross the hills and dales  

Hawthorn lines them, bent by gales.  

 

Coast and county, castles and farms  

The pursuit of field sport all around  

Rivers lakes and hilltop tarns  

Anglers inspired to tell their yarns.  

 

Big skies, bright skies fog, snow and rain  

Enough to send you off to Spain  

But hardy folk who’ve cast their hand  

Will always return to Northumberland.  

 

 

 

Thank you Gae that was fun.  

You know Marilyn Framrose has warm feelings for Northumberland when you    

hear what she writes in the lines of her poem.  

By Holywell I’ve lingered long by water sparkling dark,  

Or laboured up the Cheviots slopes, to moors rugged and stark,  

I’ve wandered in the shelter of the College Valley’s peace  

Or on deserted golden strands where waves pulse ne’er cease  

Long sandy beaches, seashell strewn, where Norseman came  

And ancient castles standing there protecting native’s claim.  

Market towns with Gatherings still held every year  

Alnwick, Morpeth, Rothbury the peoples music here  

Northumbrian pipes and fiddles, tunes and songs and ancient rhyme,  

To be enjoyed or joined in with most weeks in summertime.  

 

When coming back from journeys west I take the left-hand turn  

Through Greenhead, just past Walltown and across Haltwhistle Burn,  

There’s history wafting on the wind, where once Romans lived  

On these high moors there’s Cawfields, Stanegate, Twice Brewed and Steel Rigg  

The grandure of the Roman Empire still clings to the stones  

There, buried under grassland are a thousand soldiers’ bones.  

Now walkers tramp the miles of Wall from East Coast to the west  

Like legions sent in Roman times at Emperor’s behest  

Across the bridge at Chollerford, follow the North Tyne’s foam  

Where Heavenfield and Paradise flank my Northumbrian home.  

 

Thank you Marilyn for taking us on a fascinating journey around Northumberland.  

In our next poem you can almost see  

David Caygil wandering around the hills  

and dales of Northumberland and  

enjoying the scenery.  

 

Grouse spring off from the misted, heathered moor  

While morn’s light fractures on the rivers rippled face  

 

Northumberland  

 

Cold but beautiful waters of the North Sea wash  

Such a coast-line, such a rugged different shore  

 

Northumberland  

 

In market towns, the friendly folk are to and fro,  

Walking and talking midst the farmers wares  

Sharing time in the North way  

Sharing time in the North day  

 

Northumberland  

 

There are hills to roam, a wall to walk  

There’s joy of finding strangers talk  

And rural beauty on every hand  

The county of Northumberland.  

 

 

       I love the imagery this poem  

        conjures up for the reader.  

               Well done David.  

 

I think our last piece for this month written by Wendy Lively  

is  informative and a good solid poem. 
 

 

Fields of historic battles, invasions by the score,  

Roman legions, Danes, Reivers and many more.  

Great walls, Pele towers and Castles fortified,  

Vigils at river crossings, for this land they would die.  

 

From the sea herring, from the land came coal,  

Made the Southeast corner, England’s industrial soul.  

Wild bleak heather moors, and rugged mountain peaks  

Are dotted with the white coats of local black faced sheep.  

 

There are miles of sand dunes beaches totally unsurpassed.  

Grace Darling saviour of sailors, was a local Bamburgh lass.  

From springs, burns and Cheviots the chilling waters flee  

Into princely rivers which flow east to the great North Sea.  

 

Chillingham castle grounds are host, to a wild white cattle herd,  

At Kielder water forest part you’ll see many a hunting bird.  

A county which was perceived as grimy, in the days of old,  

Has scenic beauty and history, now thrives with a tourist drove.  

 

 

Thank you Wendy, that was great  

 

 

More next month. Thanks to everyone who has supported  

this page. Keep scribbling and sending your poems to me.  

Sylvia Mitchell, 32 Ratciffe Rd, Haydon Bridge 












