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THE GOLDEN TRIANGLE -  2(2)
A. F. (Budge) Adams

In Castle Street in my childhood and early teens 
there were, on the NW side of the street, a dentist, 
a doctor, three firms of solicitors, two builders, an 
estate agent, a dairy, the Registrar of Births and 
Deaths for the St. James sub-district, a cycle and 
perambulator dealer, a confectioner’s shop, and a 
corn and seed merchant. At the southern corner of 
Stembrook were the original offices of Elwin & 
Lambert, solicitors who doubled as the legal and 
administrative side of the almost embryonic Dover 
Rural District Council. Next a small opening and 
a flight of steps led to a row of cottages at right- 
angles to the street and then there was a German 
taxidermist named Hesse, a hairdresser, a 
photographer and a small cul-de-sac, Shakespeare 
Place, in which were just two houses and a single 
storey building that, in 1909 when I was born, and 
for some time later, was the long established 
printing works of Mr “Snatcher” Smeeth. On the 
corner with Shakespeare Place was the well-used  
back entrance to the Burlington Inn, the main 
frontage being in Church Street. The premises of 
G. W. Chandler, plumber, sign-writer and 
decorator were next, and when the business failed, 
in the early 30’s, the whole family decamped to 
Lydden Spout where for five or six years they 
lived in atent on the foreshore. Then came Florence 
Ig g lesd en ’s m ost e x c lu s iv e  m illin ers  
establishment, a very small tobacconists shop and 
finally and most well-known of all, the bearded 
Mr. Hubbard’s Umbrella Shop, where now is the 
wide pavement in front of the Trustee Savings 
Bank, and, incidentally, the last local building to 
be destroyed by enemy action.
In the early years of this century on much of the 
site of the recently vacated B. & Q. store was 
Brace’s Flour Mill, taller than anything in Castle 
Street and covered with white-painted horizontal 
lapboarding. The remains of the brickwork 
supporting the bearings of the m ill’s water- 
wheel may be seen today in the river at the side 
of B, & Q.
No. 27, now occupied by Johnson, Dudley Marsh, 
the architects, was the home and the offices of the 
Terson family, the founders of the present-day 
house and estate agents who are now in No. 29 
and part of No. 27. The stocky figure of Thomas 
Achee Terson, irreverently known to the children 
of the area, for very obvious reasons, as “Red-faced 
Terson”, daily could be seen, bowler hatted, with 
two inches of stiff white cuffs and a high white 
collar prominent against a formal dark suit, striding 
purposefully down the street, intent on a deal 
perhaps, and we children were in awe of him. The 
house, “Riverside,” is large and double-fronted 
and from my childhood until the 1950’s was 
entirely covered by a striking red-leaved creeper 
obliterating all and every architectural feature. At 
leaf fall in the autumn the street was carpeted 
with deep purple-red leaves and yet the building, 
and another diagonally eastward across the road, 
No. 16, still remained cloaked, though perhaps a 
little more thinly, in the brilliant creeper.

approximately, to cushion the sound of traffic 
passing the house of someone who was extremely 
ill, though I cannot recall for whose comfort this 
was done.
No. 37, exactly opposite Russell Street, was the 
base from which, in my childhood and early teens 
I explored the “Golden Triangle” that I am 
attempting to describe. Even in the dark, or blind
folded (part of a game we used to play), I would 
know where I was by the sound of my footfall on 
the many kinds of pavement or, do I imagine it?, 
from the ambient noises of particular streets or 
lanes. The smells from the brewery, the 
malthouses, the corn chandlers* and coal 
merchants* stores, the stables, the hotel kitchens, 
the public houses, the sweet-sour nostalgic smell 
of a water-bound road sprayed in the summer 
from a water-cart to lay the dust and, yes, the smell 
of the “gents** in Woolcomber Street and behind 
the Sea Baths, all played their part and helped to 
make me, and my peers, know and feel that we 
were an integral part, not only of the life, but of the 
actual sticks and stones of that most interesting 
part of the town in which we grew up.
On the south-east side of the street at the corner 
with Maison Dieu Road on the site now occupied 
by M.F.I. were two interesting establishments, 
Webber & Son, watchmakers and gunsmiths (the 
son, John, was a member oftheBisley 100) and the 
piano and musical instrument warehouse of Mr 
Robb, where, almost always, a grand piano 
dominated the front showroom. The architects, 
Fry & Miller and later Knocker, Elwin & Lambert, 
solicitors, were in the double fronted house now 
occupied by the Solitaire computer firm and at 
that time covered with the same type of red- 
leaved creeper as was the Terson house nearly 
opposite. Next, at No. 18, was the Castle Creamery 
and at No. 20, the offices of the Castle Concrete 
Co., founded by a Capt. Noble who lived in Victoria 
Park and which produced concrete and breeze 
building blocks on part of the tanyard site now  
occupied by the B. & Q. store and Pencester Court. 
From this firm grew the builders* merchants 
business operated in Tower Hamlets at the foot of 
the path leading to Priory Hill and later to become 
a constituent part of the firm of Castle Harris.
A little lower down, at No, 28 Mrs Skinner operated 
Pettit’s Commercial College, and most of the town’s 
aspiring shorthand-typists or secretaries were her 
pupils, my sister amongst them. Mrs Skinner’s 
rather eccentric husband bought, sold and repaired 
typewriters, but his pride and joy was a large open 
tourer motor car to which he had fixed, at the four 
corners, poles almost a couple of metres high and 
which supported a wide green canvas sheet 
stretched tightly across them. I was reminded of 
Mr Skinner’s car when later, in India, I was to see 
basically similar but much more ornate canopies 
covering the seating arrangements for native 
princes riding in ceremonial procession on 
elephants. The Skinners in and about 1914, were 
part of the compulsive migration from Snargate 
Street that finally stripped all glamour from the 
town’s erstwhile main street.

(cont)

I have a distinct memory, as quite a small child, of In Golden Triangle 2(1) para 3 ,fo r“17th” read”18th”
the spreading of straw between Nos. 17 and 33 and in para 5 for “1914”read “1936”. My apologies.
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above: Castle Street in 1904. showing part of Stembrook Mill on the site 
of the recently vacated B & Q warehouse. Stembrook Cottage and. at 
extreme left, Mr Penn s furniture shop.
left: A reconstruction from memorv of a placard hung behind the glass in 
the front door of Mr Hubbard s shop ci920

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
SPRINGS CONFERENCE 

■St Mcwm’s 1?owrisKCfeiŵ e/itvm̂ sviSt.l'T>£5ver' 
SATURDAY 5 MAY 

1rom1?iTOCwvOccuj3«tisvv'to C h o m e l T i w m e l  

(The fiast a/vutfitfwe of Ke«t)

10.40 Welcome by The Dover (Host) Society

10.45 AGM; separate agenda to be distributed

11.45 DOVER IN THE FOREFRONT: AN ARCHEOLOGICAL PERSPECTIVE

Barry Cunliffe, Oxford University Professor of European Archaeology 
and Adviser, Dover District Council Archaeology Board

13.00 LUNCH

13.45 STRATEGY FOR KENTISH ARCHEOLOGY

£r_JiohnJj)inj î im^ newly appointed Archeologist to Kent County 
Counci1

14.30 CHANNEL TUNNEL AND RAIL LINK

Brian Briscoe, County Planning Officer

15.45 Tea and disperse: members of the Dover Society will be pleased to guide 
interested parties to e.g Dover Castle, Painted House, Town Gaol, Channel 
Tunnel site at Aye 1 iff,
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FEDERATIONS
Amenity Societies
10,00 COFFEE
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