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Tracing Names

It all started innocently enough as an attempt to trace the family origins of my three names, Inman 
Rhys Harvey. I hadn’t expected to find that four generations of my family had run the water mill at 
Dunster in Somerset through the 19th century. I thought I must have misremembered or 
fantasised a story relayed by my mother that one of my relatives was ‘her own aunt’ (and/or ‘her 
own niece’) — but it turned out this is indeed based in fact. And I certainly hadn’t anticipated 
learning that my great-great-grandfather had been acquitted of the charge of attempted murder 
on the grounds of insanity in a case covered by all the tabloids of 1855. I realised that lack of a 
common language might hamper the search for my grandfather’s grave in Batumi, Georgia; but I 
had not realised that our alphabets would be so mutually unintelligible. I knew that I had a first 
cousin once removed who was a star of the London Zoo’s Chimpanzee Tea Party; but I was 
unaware of Fifi’s daughter Jacqueline (my second cousin), nor of their close relationship with the 
leading evolutionary biologist Sir Julian Huxley. 


[When relationships get complex, it might help to look at a family tree right at the end.]


Inman is unusual as a given name, often mistaken to be exotically foreign; but actually a good old 
English occupational name for an Inn-man or innkeeper. There are a good few Inmans (as a 
surname) spread across Somerset, and the practice of adding surnames from another branch of a 
family (e.g. the mother’s maiden name) when choosing given names for a child explained how 
Inman continued in the Harvey family. I can trace my Inman back to my great-great-great-great-
great-grandfather Joseph Inman (1716-1805), from the village of Spaxton in north Somerset.  The 
Inman ancestry merged with the Harvey family on 17th September 1840, when Sarah Elizabeth 
Winter Inman (1818-1882) married Robert Rogers Harvey (1814-1888) in Bishop’s Hull, Taunton 
Somerset. The husband came from Dunster in Somerset, where the Harvey family was extensive 
and played many roles.


Dunster Mill, bottom left, in the grounds of Dunster castle; run by Harveys from 1800 to 1875
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So this 1840 marriage of my great-great-grandparents was the occasion where all three of my 
names Inman Rhys Harvey came together; because it turns out that the Rhys was a common 
given name in this branch of the Harvey family from their Welsh connections, Robert Rogers had a 

brother Rhys Harvey. Thanks to invaluable assistance from Barbara Hoffbauer (associated with 
the Dunster museum) I learnt that my great-great-great-great-grandfather John Harvey 
(1757-1833) had in 1800 taken over the lease of the Dunster water mill, and three further Harvey 
generations continued running it till 1875. The mill, with two overshot water wheels, is still running 
today and can be visited in the grounds of Dunster Castle. Harveys ran various other ventures in 

Looking down Dunster High St. past the Yarn Market to the castle. 


At least 13 Harveys are buried in the Priory Church of St. George, Dunster.



and around Dunster, including corn factor (merchant), maltster, a Boarding and Day School, a 
Ladies Seminary (“…comprising Grammar, Geography illustrated by Maps, Ancient and Modern 
History, Plain and ornamental Needlework, with every other essential branch of education, 18 
guineas per annum …”), running a small cutter (the “Harriet Ann”) sailing out of Minehead harbour, 
general merchant, Lloyd’s agent, millinery.


The Improbable Aunt/Niece

Tracing links forward from the 1840 marriage of my great-great-grandparents is better 
documented, though still has the potential to surprise. Their fourth living son (three other sons 
died in infancy) was Herbert Rhys Harvey (1849-1925) who became first company secretary and 
then managing director of the Ashton Gate Brewery, based just south of Bristol. Now it gets 
complex— see the family tree at the end. 


His first wife Margaret was from Fortrose in the Highlands of Scotland; her father was a Minister of 
the Church of Scotland there. With Margaret he had 7 children including my own grandfather 
Sidney (1881-1919). Then as a 61-year-old widower in 1910 he married a second time to 24-year-
old Marie who was actually younger than any of his then children. No doubt eyebrows were 
raised, along with talk of ‘the brewery boss marrying the bar maid’. But apparently all went well, 
with Marie giving Herbert four more children. Due to the age gap these were contemporaneous 
with Herbert’s grandchildren via his first wife. So my own father Ken and uncle Roy  (Herbert’s 
grandsons) associated with Pat and Colin (Herbert’s sons) as if they were all cousins rather than 
actually nephews/uncles. My parents referred to Marie as Auntie Marie, I knew her — we met on 
several occasions —- as Great-Aunt Marie. Technically she was my step-great-grandmother. 


This is where I checked up on a half-remembered story from my mother, and the coincidences 
stack up. COINCIDENCE 1: Herbert’s son Patrick (Pat) and Herbert’s grandson Ronald (Roy) were 
born on the VERY SAME DAY,12 May 1911, with both births registered in Long Ashton, Bristol. 
COINCIDENCE 2: Pat and Roy BOTH MARRIED THE SAME WOMAN — in succession, of course!
Pat’s first wife Audrey de Moraville (1912-1997) married him in 1935, but they subsequently 
separated and divorced. Audrey Harvey (as she now was) remarried in 1945 to Roy! Thus her 
second husband was nephew (ok, technically half-nephew) to her first husband; they shared not 
just the same surname and the same ancestry, but also the identical date of birth. 


Ashton Gate Brewery in 1904.



Normally the spouses of uncle and nephew are deemed to be aunt and niece. The pedantic may 
want to add in-law where, as here, it is via marriage rather than by direct descent from a common 
ancestor. I reckon Audrey was her own ex-half-niece-in-law, or ’niece’ for short; and of course 
also her own aunt. As a prominent social worker she had lengthy obituaries in both the Guardian 
(14 April) and the Times (16 April) of 1997; but neither mention the statistical improbability of her 
marital history.


The Captain and his young bride

Turning back to the 1840 marriage of my great-great-grandparents that brought together my three 
names, what is the story of Robert Rogers Harvey? He was a captain mastering ships in the East 
India Service. In the days before steam and the Suez Canal, this entailed sailing ships with cargo 
and perhaps 100 to 200 passengers and crew around the Cape of Good Hope, with each leg from 
London to India or back taking 3 to 6 months. Aged 27 he took his 21-year-old bride Sarah on his 
next voyage to India, and their first son Robert Donald James Harvey was born in Calcutta on 18 
September 1841, just a year after they married. 27 would have been young to already be captain, 
but only a captain or senior officer could bring their wife; we know he was definitely listed as 
‘Commander of an East Indiaman' before age 34. Unfortunately after they returned the child died 
aged three and a half, and was buried in Cheddar, Somerset 4 May 1844.


My aunt Audrey 

(previously: my great-aunt) 

who was her own aunt 

(and/or: her own niece).

The East Indiaman Madagascar, pictured here c. 1853, was 150 feet 
long and carried some 60 crew and 110 passengers, along with cargo. 
Capt. Harvey’s Tartar would have been similar, but around 125 feet long.



Sarah (nee Inman) had been born in Combe Florey, Somerset; there is still a house called Inmans 
next to the church there where her father is buried, a few yards from the grave of author Evelyn 
Waugh. During her husband’s long absences at sea, she moved around as can be seen from 
where her subsequent children were born: Winchester 1844, Exeter about 1844, Blackbrook near 
Taunton 1847, Taunton 1849, Dunster 1850. By the 1851 census she had definitely moved back to 
her husband’s home town of Dunster. But her husband’s absences at sea had become some 
more permanent estrangement. Though we know he set sail from England to India in January 
1847, as Commodore of the fast 600 ton barque Tartar, other evidence suggests his sailing career 
ended in 1848 or 49. Things were going wrong. On 8th April 1851 a Deed of Separation was 
signed between the married couple, and Robert Rogers Harvey disappeared from Dunster. His 
absences in subsequent censuses were still explained by absences at sea, but this concealed 
something else. Where had he gone?


Tragedy

In mid-August 1855 all the provincial newspapers across the country covered one news item they 
were sure would interest their readers, the account of a murderous assault in the quiet village of 
Musbury in Devon. On the 12th August, the Rev. George Tucker set off from the Rectory with his 
daughter Jane on the short walk to his church for the Sunday Service. Half way there, in a lane 
with a house on one side opposite a blank wall, he was shocked by the discharge of a shotgun 
that blew holes ‘the size of an orange’ through his own hat and that of Jane walking just in front of 
him; it also shattered a comb in Jane’s hair. Turning, he saw the man with a shotgun in the door of 
the house; he knew him as having lived there for some 4 months as ‘Captain Harvey’ — the 
assailant was indeed my great-great-grandfather. His second shot was better aimed, and 
wounded the reverend around the face, head and neck with a worrying flow of blood. The 
assailant then retreated into his house, locking front and back doors, whilst medical help and the 
constabulary were summoned.


The Crime Scene: Church Hill, Musbury, Devon



Despite initial concerns for his life, his own medical man surgeon Snook from nearby Colyton 
patched up the Rev. Tucker. It took several hours for enough constables to be collected from 
surrounding villages to apprehend the villain, who shouted that any attempt at entry would be met 
with gunfire. But once four constables had assembled, a concerted attack on both front and back 
doors succeeded without further struggle. A gig was found to transport the prisoner to Axminster.


There was subsequently an unseemly squabble between the constables as to who had made the 
arrest. Holway, the Colyton police constable, claimed it was him. But then an indignant letter to 
the Western Times from constable Samuel Restarich of Axminster made it very clear that it was he 
who had secured Capt. Harvey at the front door after Mr. Bull had broken it down with a beetle (a 
heavy wood ram). Whilst the writer did not question Holway’s courage, he emphasised that 
Holway was round the back at the time.


The newspapers were back in December 1855 for the court case in Exeter, where Robert Rogers 
Harvey was charged with ‘Felony: wounding with intent to murder’. After some ‘salacious' 
evidence, and descriptions of the prisoner as stalwart and moustachioed, it became clear what 
the verdict would be. He was acquitted on the grounds of Insanity, to be detained in a Criminal 
Lunatic Asylum at Her Majesties Pleasure — I.e. until deemed cured. On 25 January 1856 he was 
admitted to Bethleham Hospital, also known as Bethlem or Bedlam. Founded in 1247, this 
institution is the origin of the word ‘bedlam’. Bedlam was crowded, and in 1862 he was 
transferred to the Fisherton Lunatic Asylum near Salisbury, where he remained until he died in 
1888. The last 33 of his 74 years had been spent thus confined. 


Why?

From newspaper reports and a transcript of the trial available via the Musbury Heritage Centre —  
the Western Times had excellent coverage —we can see detailed evidence showing that the jury 
had no problem reaching their verdict. When first taken into custody and asked why he did it, the 
prisoner first denied doing it; and then said it served them right, they ought to have had it before. 
Later he said that his reason was that the Rev. Tucker had put his finger in his ear, and preached 
and jeered at him from the pulpit.


The prisoner was a bundle of grievances against the world in general, with a history of threats and 
assaults. The court heard of another vicar, the Rev. James Glascol of Seaton, who had been 
struck forcibly in the face by Harvey’s clenched fist. A violent attack on the eldest son of the late 
Captain Proby had occasioned a £5 fine.


John Head, a timber merchant at Seaton, testified that he had three years previously rented a 
house to the prisoner. They had frequent quarrels for reasons that made no sense. The prisoner 
had accused Head of only wearing but one clean shirt a week, whereas Harvey wore two a week. 
He complained that Head was winking and talking about him, when in conversation with a carrier; 
that Head’s wife had sat cross-legged in his presence. He threatened people with his guns — “it is 
no more harm to shoot [him] than to shoot a cat” — and his knife — “nine inches of cold steel in 
their liver, that would do them good”.


Head testified in court: “In walking the streets, his manner was not that of a sane man. I have seen 
him carrying a flag, a handkerchief, and such like, and wave it about. … He would advance one 
foot and bring the other up to it, and sometimes throw up his heel behind.” Though for periods his 
acts were reasonable, he was widely known in Seaton — before they expelled him to Musbury — 
as the village eccentric with dangerous tendencies. This and much more was summed up by the 
defence counsel as evidence that the prisoner was insane and incompetent to know what he was 
doing. He suggested that the trigger for his mental aberration was “when in foreign parts he had 
what is called a sun stroke”.


The judge agreed with all this, including finding the sun stroke theory plausible, and instructed the 
jury on the legal consequences of the obvious verdict. The jury immediately acquitted the prisoner 
on the grounds of insanity.




Asylum Life

If you were being sentenced to life in a Criminal Lunatic Asylum, and could choose in which era to 
start this, 1855 would actually be a very good choice; infinitely better than the 18th century and 
arguably better than the 20th. Reform was on the agenda, and in 1853 28-year old Dr William 
Hood was appointed to head a new regime at Bethlem. He opened up the wards, enlarged their 
windows, and encouraged the inmates with benefits of civilisation; firstly the non-criminal wards, 
but later the criminal wards also. Aviaries housed songbirds, statuary and libraries were in a 
country mansion environment; though crowded inside, there were ample grounds in which the 
inmates were encouraged to stroll — except they could not leave.




The artist Richard Dadd (1817-1886) was consigned to Bethlem in 1844 after murdering his father. 
He did much of his best work there, actively encouraged by the administration. He transferred to 
the newly built Broadmoor prison in 1864, where he remained until he died. But from January 
1856 to August 1862, more than 6 years, he and Captain Harvey were fellow inmates in the 
Bethlem Criminal Lunatic ward. Did they meet? — almost certainly. In 1857 a ward was opened 
for 40 of ‘the better class’ of criminal patients, with an airy room, a billiard table, a library. It seems 
likely that Captain Harvey met this criterion, along with Richard Dadd. Did they interact? They 
were similar ages, with a shared background of travel; their sometimes similar symptoms were in 
both cases associated with sun stroke in foreign climes. Dadd had a lifelong interest in sailing 
ships starting with his childhood around Chatham docks; his grandfather had worked in the Royal 
Naval Yard. On the other hand, maybe they were not compatible.


 The Hospital of Bethlem [Bedlam], St. George's Fields, Lambeth: the 
billiard room. Wood engraving by F. Vizetelly, 1860. Wellcome 

Collection. Source: Wellcome Collection.


Compare the figure in near right foreground with this photo of Dadd 
at his easel in Bethlem. 

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/kfd84cxc


However the accompanying engraving shows the billiard room in 1860, when both were there. 
The engraver Frederick Vizetelly knew Richard Dadd — the Vizetelly Brothers & Co had published 
Samuel Carter Hall’s Book of British Ballads  for which Dadd had provided the illustrations. A well-
known photograph of Dadd at his easel in Bethlem in the 1850s shows a distinctive pose that 
rings bells when we scan this engraving. Putting 2 and 2 together we get 5: the tempting 
hypothesis that the engraver has modelled Dadd in the prominent position, right foreground 
seated and smoking a pipe, where he can observe the scene without participating.


Is there a candidate for Captain Harvey?  We don’t know what he looks like. But my over-
optimistic eye notes that the man cued up on the ball at the table is wearing what could be a 
mariner’s cap. Ok, the cynics amongst you might declare that the other player has a similar one, it 
is just the sort of cap that people wore when playing billiards in those days. But with the eye of 
faith I can see a distinctly nautical cut to my candidate’s jib, and so — strong in hope but weak in 
evidence — I tentatively and not very seriously propose retitling the picture “Richard Dadd 
watches Capt. Harvey play Billiards in Bethlem”. On the other hand, some have suggested 
(thanks, Phil) that ‘Capt. Harvey could be the shifty looking bloke sat against the wall on the right 
who seems to be discreetly handcuffed’.


When he was moved to Fisherton Asylum the regime was similarly progressive. In an 1864 article 
‘A visit to a Convict Lunatic Asylum’ for the Cornhill Magazine, William Gilbert discusses a visit he 
made to an inmates’ social ball at Fisherton. Before going, he nervously asked a medical friend 
whether it might be dangerous, and was assured ‘… you will admit you never saw a more well 
behaved or orderly assembly in your life…’  Indeed so it was, the dozen musicians (all warders) 
kept the audience of warders and inmates (including some 30 murderers) well entertained. The 
Principal, Dr. Lush, expressed to Gilbert surprisingly progressive principles: ‘…they ought not to 
be treated as criminals…’; order is maintained ‘…principally by kindness and a powerful staff of 
warders …not allow[ed] to return a blow…’; the only punishment for misconduct was not allowing 
the offender to attend the balls for some weeks. Though one can draw some crumbs of comfort 
from this, it was clearly a terrible fate for the sea-captain Robert Rogers Harvey.  


He was not completely abandoned there by his family. Under the terms of the Deed of Separation 
with his wife, one third of the income from some property of the marriage went to support him, 
and an 1864 court case Harvey v Trenchard 34 Beav. 240 (where Trenchard was a trustee for the 
settlement) indicates this was happening. Somewhat sadly, his grave carries a gravestone 
inscribed ‘In Affectionate Remembrance of Capt. Robert Rogers Harvey Who died at Fisherton 
Jany. 18th 1888. Aged 74.’ Although now, at this distance in time, we can join with the readers of 
the scandal-sheets in pleasurable shock at this improbable Victorian melodrama, at the time it 
must have been hell for the family and others directly concerned


Finding a grave in the Caucasus

It was further to go to find the grave of my grandfather Sidney (Capt. Harvey’s grandson). A 
solicitor in civilian life, he signed up for the army for World War 1, joining the Royal Engineers that 
specialised in building or blowing up things like bridges and roads. He became the Major in 
command of the 500th Field Company attached to the 27th Division. After a year or so fighting in 
France, by late 1915 they had been redeployed to Salonica in Greece. They were involved in 
messy fighting in the Balkans (Greece, Macedonia and Albania) through to 1918, during which 
Sidney was ‘mentioned in dispatches’ four times, awarded the M.C. (Military Cross) and then 
D.S.O. (Distinguished Service Order). The latter is one step down from the Victoria Cross, just 
9,000 were awarded in WW1.


A Field Company had 217 men: 28 officers and NCOs, 189 other ranks (including a Trumpeter, a 
Bugler, and a Smith for shoeing horses). Normally they would have some 17 horses for officers to 
ride, 50 draught heavy horses and 9 further pack horses and spares. For this Salonica campaign 
they also used a number of ‘Macedonian Muleteers’  - actually Cypriots who brought their own 
mules, ideal for the terrain, from Cyprus (then under British rule). In late 1918, with the end of 
WW1, fighting ceased in the Balkans and everyone thought of going home.




Unfortunately there then came the ill-judged Allied Intervention into the Russian Civil War. Since it 
achieved nothing beyond ill-will, more deaths and ignominious withdrawal after a couple of years, 
our history books tend not to mention some 180,000 Allied troops invading Russia in the Arctic 
North, the Baltic regions, southern Russia and the Caucasus. 


The 27th Division, with my grandfather’s Field Company, was shifted into the newly-invented and 
little-known British Army of the Black Sea. At the end of December 1918 they were shipped from 
Salonica, via Constantinople and across the Black Sea to ‘Batoum, Russia’ (now Batumi, 
Georgia). They arrived on 1st January 1919, the very day that his award of the D.S.O. was 
announced in London. On the 3rd January he complained of aching all over, and went down with 
flu that turned into pneumonia. He refused to be moved into hospital and stayed in a front-line 
medical unit. He died on the 8th January 1919.


I inherited from him, via my father, a small box containing some photos, his D.S.O. medal, and 
two miserable and poignant hand-written letters from Herbert Rhys Harvey (Sidney’s father) 
passing on the bad news to other relatives. He could relay some of the personal circumstances of 
the death drawn from ‘a very kind letter from Lt Col Dutton’ who had been with Sidney from the 
start of the brief illness. My grandfather was ‘buried with full military honours in a little graveyard a 
little to the east of that town [Batumi]’.


My box included a photo of that grave, and I thought I should go and pay my respects. Herbert’s 
letters made it clear that the wider family was going to support, financially and otherwise, Sidney’s 
widow Mabel (‘May’) and sons — my uncle Roy then aged 7 and my father Ken then aged 5. ‘… 
the two little boys do not of course realise what has happened to them, particularly as they have 
scarcely seen their father during the past four years …’. His last home leave had been two years 
before he died. I think that when I was born some 30 years after this sad event, I was given names 
from the family at least partly in acknowledgment of this history.


Sou Kso cemetery nowadays.


Graves squeezed in everywhere.


Photos engraved on headstones.

The only photo of my grandfather’s 
original grave, in the ‘little graveyard’ 
that then expanded into Sou Kso.



There are 68 British and Commonwealth war dead buried in the British Military Cemetery in 
Batumi in the aftermath of WW1. After the British left, the CWGC (Commonwealth War Graves 
Commission — previously the ‘Imperial’ IWGC) had no access until after the break up of the 
Soviet Union in the 1990s. In the meantime Batumi had grown into a big city and the ‘little 
graveyard a little to the east of that town’ had grown into the massive Sou Kso Cemetery 
sprawled across a hilly area, some 500m diameter, in the eastern suburbs of the city. If you are in 
Batumi it is well worth visiting, and families bring picnics while they maintain their graves. The 
system seems to be: the family buys some tiny irregular plot and thereafter, although a new burial 
must be registered, there are no limits on how many you can squeeze into your plot, building 
upwards as well as downwards. There are no stylistic rules, either. A recent fashion uses some 
gravestone-engraving machine to directly etch into the stone a magnified favourite photo of your 
loved one in their best clothes or holding some valued possession.


The newly independent Georgia allowed the CWGC access and they came and checked what 
remained of the British Military Cemetery after 90 years of Soviet control. In 2014 they built a new 
screen wall with the 68 names engraved in panels. Major Harvey is one of 11 members of the 
Royal Engineers. A further panel with 4 Muleteers of the Macedonian Mule Corps includes the 
economically named ‘Constantino’; no initials or first+last names, one name was good enough for 
him. This screen wall, on the SE edge of Sou Kso cemetery, was the first place I went (June 2024) 
to pay my respects. It is simple, formal, graceful and well-maintained — full credit to the CWGC.


There remained the possibility that the original grave also still existed. I had the original 1919 
photo — the fence shown suggested it might have been at the edge of the then-much-smaller 
graveyard. I had further burial details that my grandfather’s was in the middle of a front row of 5 
such graves, with a similar row behind. Surely if such an orderly arrangement still existed in the 
limited area of the original small graveyard, I had a chance of finding it?


I started with a shuttle between the small office with two harassed men at the cemetery gates, 
and a tiny records office a taxi-ride away that just managed to squeeze in four formidable women 
and three desks covered with dusty files. None of them spoke more than Georgian and Russian. 
The only points of agreement I could find between the two offices were: whatever strange query I 
was making, the other office would be best placed to answer it: and nobody anywhere would 
know where the early small cemetery was located. After a lot of miming it was established that 
everything was recorded under the name of a family plot — and they could search their records 
for a Harvey family plot. But I had not anticipated the alphabet problem.


Georgian has a choice of 2 alphabets for church use, while actually everyday using a third 
Mukhedruli one; none of them remotely resembling any other alphabet. Though their main 

The screen wall of the British Military Cemetery, 
Batumi, commemorating 68 dead including 
Major Harvey and Muleteer Constantino.



alphabet does include Ⴠ at the end, something equivalent to ‘H’, as far as I can see Georgian 
names are not allowed to start with Ⴠ. They helpfully suggested that they were familiar with 
Russian names, but Russian does not possess any ‘H’ at all. Even worse, the symbol ‘H’ 
corresponds in Russian to capital-N, so when I wrote down Harvey they read this as Narvey. ‘H’ is 
about the worst letter to communicate phonetically. Saying ‘aitch’ is no help, saying ‘haitch’ is not 
much better; and breathing ‘hhhhh’ over people looks like infecting them with covid. The 
cemetery staff basically concluded that the name Harvey could not possibly exist; but then 
fortunately a Georgian teacher of English turned up on her own kafkaesque quest.


Her family had a long-established family grave plot, and they were making preliminary 
arrangements for his father — now on his deathbed — to join his relatives. He was born in 1942 
and in the chaos of wartime had never had his birth registered. He had managed all his life 
without a birth certificate, but officially the cemetery would not let him be buried without one. His 
daughter was a forceful character, and it looked like she could bully the superintendent into 
bending the rules.


Now we had an interpreter, another woman in the queue volunteered her story. Her father’s uncle 
had fought in the Soviet Army in WW2, been captured by the Germans and put to work as a slave 
labourer. When near the end of the war they started executing the slave labourers, he escaped 
with only the clothes he was wearing but was fortunate enough to be given sanctuary by a 
German woman. She hid him in her house and gave him her (dead) husband’s clothes. Once the 
fighting had finally ceased he found his way back to Georgia. There he was arrested — perhaps 
because he was associated with the wrong group, perhaps because he had been captured by the 
Germans — and sent to a gulag in Siberia for 12 years. When he finally got back to Georgia, he 
had spent some 15 years imprisoned by one side or another.


Such a story was clearly considered quite normal, so I believed the English teacher when she 
suggested that the original 1919 British graves would not have survived 90 years without anyone 
to protect them. The consensus in the cemetery office was that the Russians would have 
bulldozed them and sold the valuable land off for new plots. At this stage I realised that my search 
for an individual grave was perhaps misguided; and the CWGC had judged things much better, 
and in line with local practices. The screen wall acted as the focus of the ‘family plot’, the British 
and Commonwealth military family. All the cemetery staff knew it as such, with 68 members of the 
same family buried there, Major Harvey and Muleteer Constantino together. When British naval 
ships make official port calls to local ports  (e.g. HMS Dragon in 2018 , HMS Echo in 2019) they 
came and held a remembrance ceremony at the wall. It was maintained and not forgotten —a very 
satisfactory state of affairs.


Stained glass window in remembrance of my 
great-uncle Herbert (died 1916 on the Somme 
battlefield, France) and my grandfather Sidney 
(died 1919, Batumi ‘Bartoum Russia’). 


Redland Chapel, Redland, Bristol.






The Quest for Cousin Fifi

Another important branch of the family is represented by Fifi; she was my first cousin once 
removed. I had expected it be difficult to find much specific details about her, since she was a 
chimpanzee; how wrong could I be!


In 1916 Herbert Rhys Harvey’s daughter, my great-aunt Eila, married Arthur Allen in Ceylon (Sri 
Lanka). They were inveterate travellers with an entertaining store of travellers tales that entered 
Harvey family oral history. Though they had a core of truth, some small details may have been 
slightly embellished. Had the cooking pot really reached boiling point before they were rescued 
from the cannibals? Just why did becoming chief of an African tribe entitle Arthur to have 50 
wives? They related these stories in a BBC radio broadcast of 16 Feb 1959. My sister heard a 
later re-broadcast, so there should be a copy in some BBC archive. There is a scheme where, for 
a fee, one may be able to get a copy of such programs. At the time of writing I am waiting (there is 
a long backlog) to see if my request is successful.


In 1925 Eila and Arthur went out to Liberia, where he was surveying for rubber plantations. Liberia 
was very much the back of beyond. Graham Greene 10 years later trekked on foot across the 
same area to provide material for his “Journey Without Maps” (1936). There were then in 1935, 
according to a British Government Blue Book that Greene cites, in the whole of Liberia only “two 
doctors in Monrovia, both foreign and both engaged in private practice, a medical officer on the 
Firestone Plantations, and three or four missionary doctors working in the interior”. Greene 
travelled with his cousin, 4 servants and 26 bearers. I am hoping to learn more from the radio 
program about how my relatives’ living and travelling conditions compared to Greene’s that was a 
decade later.


In Liberia, Eila and Arthur adopted and brought up Fifi as a member of the family, sitting at the 
table to eat meals with them. The detail that fascinated us as kids, for some reason, was that Fifi 
used to scrub Arthur’s back in the bath. Nowadays the adoption of Fifi thus would be disapproved 
and probably illegal. But we can be quite sure it was done meticulously in line with all the relevant 
local rules of the time (I don’t think there were any). So we all proudly welcomed her fully into the 
extended Harvey family, where she is my first cousin once removed. Arthur and Eila brought Fifi 
back to England where in late 1931 she decided to leave home. Maybe she was too much trouble, 


London Zoo 

Daily Occurrences Ledger, 

1st Jan 1932. 

Arrivals:

Chimpanzee  ♀︎   “Fifi”

Pan satyrus

Liberia

Presented by Mr. & Mrs. A. Allen

The Chimpanzee Tea Parties in the mid-1930s. Cousin Fifi is here, but not sure which she is.



or wanted company of her own kind, or yearned for a career. But Fifi moved to the London Zoo on 
the 1st January 1932. The Zoo keeps a massive ledger for each year listing ‘Daily Occurrences’; 
her arrival is the very first entry for 1932. 


She featured in their famous Chimpanzee Tea Parties. and as a favourite of the public and the 
press, she had lots of newspaper coverage, particularly [1933-1938]. The Tea Party stopped 
[1939-1949], and the news media had other events to focus upon. One of the difficulties tracing 
Fifi was that she became so famous in the 1930s that everyone started using the name. Our Fifi 
died in 1946, and when the London Zoo restarted the Tea Parties in 1949, it was with a new young 
Fifi. Other Fifis that were all named after our Fifi include Taronga Zoo’s, Sydney [1947-2007] who 
died age 60; Toledo Zoo’s, Ohio [1960-2009]; primatologist Jane Goodall studied her Fifi 
[1958-2004] in the wild in Gombe Forest, Tanzania; Liberia Chimpanzee Rescue & Protection, 
‘Rescuing chimpanzees in need, keeping wild chimps wild’ currently have a Fifi. That last group 
highlight the change in attitudes since the 1930s, we would now debate the ethics of keeping pets 
and zoo animals this way.


There was a peak of interest around November 1937 when Fifi had a daughter Jacqueline; the 
father was Jackie. So I have a new name for the family tree: Jacqueline is my second cousin. 
Unfortunately Fifi refused to feed her (was the fact that she had herself been hand-reared by 
humans a factor?), so Jacqueline had to be bottle-fed.


Fifi fulfilling her public role, opening London Zoo’s brand new 
Milk Bar and Soda Fountain in 1936. 

Above: cutting the ribbon. Right: promoting the drinking of milk.

Left: Fifi helps to clear up, 
August 1935.


Right: Jackie (here with a 
parasol) fathered a baby with 
Fifi (also an abbreviation for 
Josephine); so the obvious 
choice of name for their 
daughter was Jacqueline.






I had been worried that I would not find much material online about specific named chimpanzees 
from the 1930s. Was I wrong! There is a detailed academic paper about the fostering of 
Jacqueline by the zoo-keepers. Charmingly, through all the technical side there clearly shines the 
paternal pride and affection of the foster-parents. There is the pamphlet aimed at children, 
describing Jacqueline’s friendship with a gorilla playmate, Meng. 


And then I discovered the Huxley connection.





A 20-page academic paper was written up 
by the Keepers who fostered Jacqueline 
during her early months.


Proceedings of the  Zoological Society of 
London

Ser. A, 1943: v. 113

Budd, A. and Smith, L.G.


20p., 2 plates : ill. : 26 cm.

The London Zoo also produced a 
more child-friendly pamphlet that 
focussed on the early cross-species 
friendship between my cousin 
Jacqueline (western chimpanzee; 
paler face) and Meng (eastern 
lowland gorilla; darker face).



The Huxley Connection

The Huxley family are one of these dynasties with multi-talented members over many generations. 
This one started with Thomas Henry Huxley [1825-1895], a biologist and anthropologist known as 
Darwin’s Bulldog for his role supporting Darwin’s theory of evolution. Here we focus in Sir Julian 
Huxley [1887-1975] grandson of T.H. Huxley and brother of writer Aldous Huxley. He was an 
evolutionary biologist, and amongst many other interests was keen on primatology, and Secretary 
(or ‘Chief Executive’) of the Zoological Society of London [1935-1942], at the height of Fifi’s fame 
and through the infancy of Jacqueline.


I draw on Alison Bashford’s excellent book ‘An Intimate History of Evolution: The Story of the 
Huxley Family’  (Penguin, 2023), An inspirational choice for the book’s cover image shows Julian 
Huxley having a cup of tea with Jacqueline, my second cousin. Julian, Fifi and Jacqueline had 
many shared interests that they pursued at the zoo. The entertainment factor of the Tea Parties 
and similar spectacles promoted public interest, and hence attendance figures needed for the 
Zoo’s bank balance. Julian was keen on making the zoo child and family friendly. The 
chimpanzees were a key part of Julian’s core interest in primatology, and he could now study 
them at will.


Aldous Huxley and his wife Maria had an interest in palmistry, and met Charlotte Wolff who 
operated at the more scientific end of this fringe interest. She collected hand-prints from the likes 

Professional colleagues in discussion over tea. 
Julian Huxley (left) and my second cousin 
Jacqueline (right).

Personal friends as well as professional 
colleagues. Julian and Jacqueline share 
an intimate moment.



of George Bernard Shaw and T. S. Eliot; then Aldous and Julian Huxley; and then through Julian’s 
introduction, a large number of primates at the zoo. Thus we can see various paw-prints taken 
directly from cousin Fifi, now held in the archives of the Wellcome Collection in London.


The close interactions between Julian, Fifi and Jacqueline over any years clearly made them 
personal friends as well as professional colleagues. It so happens that my own academic field 
centres on evolutionary theory. I think that this evidence of ongoing professional and personal 
relationships over two (chimp) generations between the Huxley family and the (chimp branch of 
the) Harvey family somehow adds a certain gravitas to my own academic credentials. I'm not sure 
yet of the exact line of reasoning that supports this conclusion, but I am working on it. Meanwhile, 
I shall wherever possible shamelessly namedrop my Huxley connections.


 


Further Leads to Pursue

There are many leads still to follow up. The John Harvey that arrived in Dunster in 1800 is the first 
Welsh connection to be found. The lease on Dunster Mill shows him as from Angle in 
Pembrokeshire, and his 1780 marriage certificate (from Angle) shows him as a Master Mariner 
from Carmarthenshire. Indeed we can trace John’s sister Sarah (1771-1848) to Carmarthen, sister 
Mary (??-1828) to Kidwelly, his uncle Morgan Lewis (1734-1812) as a prominent citizen and 
merchant in Carmarthen. John’s father is not yet conclusively identified, though from a family 
notice in a newspaper we know he lately lived in Tresaint and may well have spelt his surname 
Hervey. With these clues my current best guess is that John’s parents are Griffith Hervey and 
Mary Lewis who married on 19 November 1756 in Llandyfaelog, Carmarthenshire, though this 
needs corroboration. It looks like my branch of the Harvey family was based in the mid-18th 
century in a cluster of small villages south of Carmarthen near the coast, all within an hour’s walk 
of the parish of St Ishmael. Going further back we can see the names Harvey, Hervey, Hervye,  
Hervy etc. within this small district all the way back to the 13th century at least. Tracing exact links 
becomes difficult here for dates before 1750, some parish registers being illegible or missing.


The Inmans of north Somerset need more study. There are mysteries with some aspects of John 
Harvey, the original Dunster miller, moving to the Isle of Wight in later life. Because this study has 
focussed on inherited names that predominately (but not entirely) in our society pass through the 
male line, that has skewed the focus. So there has been no mention of my mother’s family from 
the West Riding of Yorkshire, and I have not traced back far into my great-grandmother Margaret’s  
highland Scottish background.


Fifi’s right hand (L) and right foot 
(R) paw prints, taken in 1938 by 
Charlotte Wolff (1897-1986). An 
expert in Palmistry, she also 
collected hand/paw prints from 
various Huxleys — including 
Julian and Aldous — and other 
primates.


In the Wellcome Collection, 
London.

Ref: PSY/WOL/3/3




In Conclusion

I have succeeded in my original intention, finding that my three names came together in the 1840 
marriage between the seafarer Robert Rogers Harvey and his young bride Sarah Elizabeth Winter 
Inman, my great-great-grandparents. This seems incredibly distant in time, yet astonishingly — 
due to the late second marriage of their son Herbert — I actually personally knew their daughter-
in-law as my ‘great-aunt Marie’. The same late second marriage made possible the improbable 
case of my aunt Audrey having married successively two Harveys with identical dates of birth 
despite one being the nephew of the other; thereby becoming her own niece. My genealogical 
search has provided plenty of delightful surprises. 


I had no prior knowledge of the Harvey connections with Dunster. Though I had assumed the 
Rhys spelt a Welsh connection, the tracing of it to Carmarthenshire has been fascinating. The 
involvement in the last days of sailing East Indiamen around the Cape was unexpected. My 
searches in Sou Kso cemetery in Batumi introduced me to unanticipated difficulties with the letter 
‘H’. The wealth of material on Fifi and Jacqueline was a joy, with the Huxley connection being the 
cherry on the cake.


But the biggest visceral shock during this search came when the incident with the Rev. George 
Tucker popped up on my search screen. I can see why the newspapers of the time picked up on 
the story, mixing rural tranquility with Victorian melodrama and tragedy. For obvious reasons the 
Harvey family had not been very public about this, and long absences of a captain commanding 
ships on the India route helped to cover for the longer absence in a Criminal Lunatic Asylum.


I don’t know of any other recorded cases of lunacy in the Harvey family. But I dare say that such 
symptoms might re-emerge … any time … … without warning … Meanwhile, country vicars of 
quiet parishes should maybe still exercise caution while walking to church with their daughter; and 
we should all avoid sun strokes. This real-life saga has convinced me that anything can happen.
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