
 

13. THE HATCHES.  

The Hatches today is probably a little known part of Wrecclesham. In the 19th Century, before the 

advent of motor cars, it was an important thoroughfare and one of the principal walking routes to 

Farnham.  In those days the byway, which leaves the Village on the Wrecclesham Road, at the end of 

Fairfield Crescent, extended beyond Weydon Mill to enter Red Lion Lane, which emerges in the 

centre of Farnham, at Bridge Square.   

The track, for it is little more than that, is bounded on its northern side by the River Wey which 

meanders through attractive fields.  Situated literally in the flood plain of the Wey, the Hatches is 

bounded to the south by rising ground, which has constrained the buildings on that side. The 

dwellings in the Hatches predated the extension of the railway line from Farnham to Alton, opened 

in 1852, and this, and the accompanying engine sheds, now form, at an elevated level, the northern 

boundary of the properties.   

Although probably built at a slightly earlier date, the main cluster of houses in the Hatches is shown 

in the Winchester Pipe Rolls as being in existence in 1819. The through route to Farnham was cut off, 

initially by the building of the A31, and in 1950 by the opening of the Farnham Bypass, which now 

brings the track somewhat suddenly to a dead end. This has totally changed the nature of the area 

as there is no passing ‘traffic’.   Those who live there today regard it as a pleasant country location. 

Why the track and the area should be called the Hatches I am not sure but with its mainly elderly 

cottages it has always had a somewhat romantic appeal as small hamlet slightly separate from the 

village. The original cottages were relatively small, one of which was a Public House called the Lord 

Wellington.  Apart from providing refreshment to the residents this inn was no doubt frequented by 

Wrecclesham villagers walking to and from Farnham.  The Lord Wellington closed in 1879.   Over the 

years some dwellings have been demolished. Others have been converted and, in some cases, 

adjacent terraced cottages have been merged to form a larger dwelling.    There are only two 

modern houses in the Hatches, which took the place of a terrace of four cottages demolished in 

1963.  

 

Sketch of the Hatches in 1872.  

 The Lord Wellington sign to be seen on second cottage 



 

There are two properties in the picture below which  are almost unchanged from their Victorian 

Days.  These two houses are the closest to the river, separated from it only by a narrow path, and 

they convey best much of what the Hatches was like in days past. 

 

The foregoing has given some background of the Hatches and the changes that have come about 

over the past two hundred years.  I will conclude this ‘Briefing’ with some glimpses into what life in 

the Hatches may been like during the early period.  

I quote from information sent by Barbara Maskell talking about her great grandparents.  

‘Life was hard.  He was the eldest of 12 and his morning wash was in the River Wey that ran just 

along the house.  Sometimes he would have to crack the ice.  Poor chap he must have been not much 

more than 12 years old when he started working in the gravel pit.  He had to earn a living. He was 

one of 12 children, his father was a hop garden worker, earning perhaps 10/- a week, the bob or two 

that the boys could earn meant one more meal they could all eat.  Don’t let anyone tell you that they 

were the good old days. I can remember my four girl cousins used to sleep four in a bed, two at the 

top and two at the bottom.  My grandfather used to tell me that when he was small they lived in a 

cottage on the river bank down the Hatches, the only water was the river Wey which the cattle used 

as well!  No wonder the kids all had a turn up at the isolation hospital in Green Lane, with scarlet 

fever and the like. ‘The’bog’ was up in the garden under a big fruit tree and quite an expedition on a 

wet and windy night. ‘  

This gives a glimpse of life in the Hatches around the turn of the 19th/20th Century.  Life today is of an 

entirely different order. 

 


