
ANGUS DIXON (1923-2006) 
 
A man of fixed habit, as regular and punctual as a Swiss train, Angus Dixon 
was part of the fabric of Crockham Hill for more than 40 years.  Throughout 
that time he lived in Spout Lane.  
 
What is it about Crockham Hill that attracts characters of individuality?  Is it the 
community itself - or is it the individuality of its characters that makes the 
community what it is?  Angus Dixon could certainly be listed as one such 
character whose presence in the village for more than four decades ensures his 
place in its history. 
 
Angus had a lively brain and a caustic wit.  He knew his own mind, could be 
frustratingly unmoving at times, yet was generous and loyal and far more gentle 
than he sometimes tried to pretend was the case. 
 
Angus Tempest Dixon made his grand entrance to the world on 30th April 1923 
and spent his formative years in Liverpool.  His mother died when he was 15, 
and he lost a brother in the war three years later.  His own war service was with 
the Rifle Brigade, and shortly after the D-Day landings, as he was advancing 
through France, he was seriously wounded.  He later complained that bullets not 
only shattered his favourite pipe, but also destroyed his lighter, after which he 
considered himself no longer a fighting force to be reckoned with, so retreated 
back to England. 
 
Post-war, Angus joined the Royal Guardian Exchange, but his heart was not 
really in the insurance business, so he opted for retirement at the age of 45, and 
came to Crockham Hill in the late 1960s.  For more than 40 years he timed his 
lunchtime exercise with precision, knowing exactly how long it would take to 
walk from his home in Spout Lane to the Royal Oak, arriving as the clock 
struck noon.  Year in and year out he sat on the same seat and ordered the same 
drink, did The Times crossword and smoked his pipe.  The same predictability 
extended to his holidays in Scotland and Cornwall – Scotland for golf and North 
Cornwall for relaxation, where he claimed to have stayed in the same room in 
the same hotel near Newquay for half a century.   
 
In the days when a new car needed to be ‘run-in’, he would collect the latest 
model from the showroom and drive straight down to Newquay, spend a night 
in ‘his’ hotel, and then drive back to Crockham Hill, by which time the engine 
was well and truly ‘run-in’. 
 
Despite telling a succession of priests he considered any sermon that stretched 
beyond five minutes to be too long, and rarely venturing to a service that was 



not Mattins, Angus served Holy Trinity well.  For several years he was an active 
member of the PCC, acting for a while as Treasurer; he also supported the 
church in other practical ways – including the production of numerous jars of 
marmalade for the annual Church Fete. 
 
When Molly Grose ran the Friday Club, she and Angus hosted many Christmas 
parties for the members, first at Molly’s house, then at the youth hostel where 
he displayed great generosity, and even surprised himself by admitting that he 
actually enjoyed it. 
 
Yes, Angus was a one-off, and a part of village history. 
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