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What is known as the Clicket Valley lies to the south of Timberscombe, running up into the hills towards 
Luxborough. It is now a thickly timbered valley, much overgrown in its more remote depths but up to 70 or 
80 years ago it sheltered quite a sizeable community inhabiting, among other buildings, two or three small 
farms and a mill. To-day, except for Croydon House, a 17th century building now farmhouse, which 
overlooks the Valley from its northern side, all the habitations lie in ruins, forlorn and desolate, almost 
hidden from sight in most cases by the overhanging trees and dense undergrowth, the haunts of creatures 
that harbour and thrive in secluded well-guarded sanctuaries. To-day hardly a soul disturbs the spot from 
one year's end to another. It is said that when Clicket was a ”town" more children went to Timberscombe 
school from this valley than attended that institution now. These were days of large families, long hours, low 
wages, and very hard labour, and those who were born at Clicket and still live tell of these things. A true 
story is told of a woman of the valley who once a week used to walk all the way to Porlock, do a hard day's 
work, then trudge home again, the double journey being about 15 miles, and for what we should call in 
these days or high wages and luxurious travel a mere coin. Her homeward route, no doubt, would take her 
along Hacketty Way to Horner, thence on to Luccombe, Huntscott, Wootton Courtenay and Timberscombe, 
followed by the long drag up the valley to her little home. And this in "the good old days!”. 
 
The inhabitants of this isolated spot had frequently to make their own pleasures. There was a Clicket Band, 
open to engagements it is believed, while the children each year - perhaps during Whit week — held a club 
walk with floral staves and juvenile band complete, the chief instruments being a tin can and whistle! No 
doubt this institution was inspired by the more staid and senior Timberscombe club walk. 
 
This valley, behind the pretty village of Timberscombe, is very little known, although it is among the most 
beautiful in the district; in fact, a jolly farmer in the village called it: "A topping valley; one of the very best in 
Zummerzet." But the writer believes there are more ruins in it than in any other valley of West Somerset. 
 
Collinson (1791) described the locality as ” ... encompassed with hills of wood," and "the country round is 
picturesque and romantick." The valley on the east side is flanked for almost its whole distance by the 
heights of Croydon Hill, with its extensive young plantations, the hill above Clicket rising steeply to 1,300ft. 
Apart from wild scenery and pleasing contours, the valley possesses three well-known houses with their 
woods, pasture, and arable lands - Croydon House being on the slopes of the east side, and Beazley and 
Allercott Farms standing high up on the western slopes; each has interesting associations, but it is with the 
ruins and the past this paper seeks to dwell. 
 
Entering the valley through a gate just above Timberscombe Church, one strikes a rough track that leads 
down to a group of secluded farm buildings, with faint traces of a tenement close by. This is Bougham, in 
Bougham Bottom (pronounced "Boom" at Timberscombe , which in the time of Queen Elizabeth, 
Savage (1830) tells us, was a “ .. capitol messuage .... formerly belonging to Thomas Elsworthy.” There were 
proceedings relating to this place in the Court of Chancery, in which John Downe and Catherine his wife were 
plaintiffs, and John Heper and Thomas Green were defendants. The dwelling-house was vacated about 50 
years ago, one George Bowden being the last to live there. 
 
Proceeding up the valley through lush, well—watered meadows and plantations of graceful breezy willow 
trees, and then Black Well wood, one may enter a side valley that runs um to the S.W., hear the head of 
which stands Combe, a small farmhouse with outbuildings, untenanted and passing into ruins. Here there 
are a fine colonade of circular pillars supporting the roof of a cattle shed, a pond with a large fallen beech 
tree lying in the water, and a garden and orchard full of wild growth, but where in May apple and other fruit 
trees were in full bloom. In former days there were two tenements at Combe, and the spot is so snug in its 
little valley that it cannot be seen until one is on top of it. 
 
A quarter of a mile farther up the main valley is this totally deserted hamlet of Clicket, most of the ruins 
being on the east side of the stream and a little way up the slopes, and to reach the first two one must pass 



from the parish of Timberscombe into that of Luxborough. The ruins of Thorn Farm and its outbuildings are 
practically at ground level, being hidden among trees, bushes, brambles, and rank under-growth. A fine 
walnut tree overhangs the place at the NE corner, while in the overgrown garden and orchard some fruit  
trees still blossom and bear in season, and it was to this orchard that the mischievous little boys of Clicket 
used to go stealing apples and other fruit, much to the annoyance of the owner. 
 
Just below Thorn are the remains of Clicket Mill (Beckham Mill of the maps) [or Bickham] once a busy centre 
of industry. The chimneys and walls of the dwelling house are still standing, and most of the slated roof is 
"intact” but the actual mill is in a ruinous state, all traces of the wheel and "machinery" having vanished. The 
dry, choked up leat can be followed up the valley, and the Clicket boys used to tantalise the old miller by 
letting the water off so that they could catch the trout and eels more easily. They also went ”groping" in the 
main stream for trout, acts the good little boys of Timberscombe and Luxborough would not do to-day! Of 
this stream Savage wrote: "Another rivulet rises near Beech Tree ... and after turning a grist mill ... falls into 
the river ... from Dunkery near ... Timberscombe. All these streams contain trout and eels.” The mill referred 
to was at Clicket, but another was at Timberscombe, just below Knap. Within living memory the sad 
condition of housing in country districts was associated with Clicket Mill. An aged couple had to vacate their 
cottage, and there was no alternative accommodation. Rather than go to the workhouse they occupied the 
mill, which was without doors or windows and with roof and ceilings decaying over their heads. The old man 
died there, and later his widow was given a home elsewhere. Poor old souls - they were the last occupants of 
Clicket Mill. 
 
Milling half a century ago was carried on under different principles to those ruling at the present time. One 
of the last millers at Clicket employed a man to drive two pack- donkeys, names "Dick" and "Short," round 
the countryside to pick up customers corn. After milling, the flour, middlings and whatever was due to be 
returned were put into panniers and sent donkey wise, the animals being driven loose. 
 
To reach the next series of ruins, on re-entering Timberscombe parish and crossing the main stream over a 
little bridge only a few feet wide without parapets, then turning into the valley. Just beyond are the ruined 
walls of a cattle pen, and a few feet further on the ruins of a linhay, the north and west walls of which are 
still standing. A rough muddy track darkened by overhanging timber leads on and across the stream one 
soon glimpses still more ruins surrounded by trees and almost impenetrable undergrowth. 
 
These remains are of three houses which were under one roof, but little is to be seen save chaotic heaps of 
masonry and a few fragments of walls. Above them rises Shell Copse. In the immediate vicinity the nature 
lover will find much to interest him, particularly the ornithologist and botanist. 
 
Associated with the last ruin to be visited at Clicket is a tradition that it was a chapel. It stands farther up 
the valley on the west side of the stream and in the parish of Timberscombe. George Hole was the last in 
possession. Against the exterior of the north wall is a semi—circular block of masonry which may be the 
remains of an oven, but the "interior" of the dwelling is too ruinous and choked with the debris of walls, roof, 
and windows to confirm this; 
 
Among the inhabitants of Clicket a century or more ago there must have been an urge for religious services, 
but places of worship were distant, and the ways to them rough and toilsome, particularly in winter. The 
chapel tradition appears to be based on the fact that this uppermost tenement in Clicket Bottom became a 
Meeting House where Sunday services were held during a long period, these perhaps being discontinued 
when the Bible Christian chapel at Luxborough was built. John Chapman, of Will, whose reminiscences and 
vigorous descriptions have so impressed the writer, says that his mother was christened in "the chapel to 
Cleckett," Here we have a very reliable reference to the religious significance of the building more than a 
century ago. 
 
The itinerant who descends this beautiful and deserted valley from the Luxborough direction will find the 
ruins of its little house of worship the first in his path; but if he ascends from Timberscombe they will be the 
last - at the end of Clicket. 


