
BRIAN WELLS (1943-2016) 
 
Is it possible to summarise the life of one man in just a few words? Tabloid 
newspapers employ sub-editors to do just that with catchy headlines, and if one 
were asked to provide such a headline for Brian Wells, it would probably be 
something like: The Man Who Cut Churchill’s Hair. 
 
That much was true. Brian Wells, who lived in Crockham Hill for 22 years, did 
cut Winston Churchill’s hair. Three times, in fact, when he was a teenager – but 
he also cut hundreds of other men’s hair in nearly five decades of running his 
own barber’s shop, although none of those would have made headlines the way 
Churchill did. 
 
That only tells part of the story, of course, for he was more than a man who cut 
hair for a living. A man’s profession is simply a label on which to tag his 
identity, and Brian Wells was many things to many people, and barber was only 
one of them. He had a lively mind and an eclectic range of interests that 
included angling, archery and antiques, interests as varied as photography, 
metal-detecting, local history and visiting war graves. He wrote poetry to amuse 
himself and his friends; he was a lifelong supporter of Charlton Athletic and an 
avid collector of stamps and old postcards, military memorabilia and naff toys 
and objects such as a fluffy canary that bounced on an elastic cord, twittering 
non-stop - and a model train/alarm clock that woke you up to the tooting sound 
of an American railroad engine!   
 
He was one of twin boys born in Pembury hospital on 22 September 1943 and 
brought up in Dunton Green along with an older brother. Their father was a 
painter and decorator who worked for Durtnells, while their mother took in 
airmen lodgers from Biggin Hill during the dark days of the war.  
 
His father being a morose character, Brian always felt much closer to his 
maternal grandfather, whom he adored - a kindly man who worked as a railway 
guard on the old Westerham Flyer, and who died at the grand old age of 96. One 
of Brian’s prized possessions was a photograph of his grandfather taking his 
dog for a walk with his pet sheep on a lead beside him! 
 
Quiet and studious at school, he made up for that when he joined the Boys 
Brigade and learned to play the trumpet. From Dunton Green Primary School he 
went on to Wildernesse Secondary School in Sevenoaks where he felt 
somewhat overshadowed by brother Frank (seven years his senior), a bright lad 
whose academic achievements seemed beyond Brian’s reach, although he was 
pleased to achieve an A level in art before leaving school to serve an 
apprenticeship as a barber in New Cross. 



 
Although that was where he entered the world of hairdressing, Brian did not 
stay long in New Cross, for he soon transferred to Westerham to work for a 
local barber. Here serendipity stepped in when the lease on the shop ran out. 
Helped by a loan from his grandfather, he took over the lease and began to run 
his own business at the tender age of seventeen. Hearing about this young man’s 
enterprise, Winston Churchill sent for him to cut his hair at Chartwell. This 
must have been intimidating for the teenage barber, but both he and Churchill 
survived the experience and he was called back with his scissors on two further 
occasions.  
 
It was about this time that he met Barbara (another Wells, but unrelated) at the 
youth club in Dunton Green where he was table tennis champion. Eighteen-year 
old Barbara was a trainee book-keeper for Home Counties Dairy in Old Oxted, 
and living then at Broadham Green. Her parents (Bill and Florrie) later came to 
work at Dennets, and it was at Holy Trinity in Crockham Hill that Brian and 
Barbara were eventually married in 1966. 
 
By now he had moved his hairdressing business to Biggin Hill, and in 1968 he 
and Barbara sold their first home in Sevenoaks in order to buy the property 
which housed the shop. There they stayed for eleven years until Brian followed 
his dream by buying a run-down former pub in Sevenoaks Weald, and 
transforming it into a home full of character – undertaking much of the physical 
and practical work himself. To finance this, he sold his hairdressing business 
and gave himself six months to work on the house.  
 
Much of this work was finished when a chance encounter at the end of 1979, led 
to his buying the lease of a back-alley property near the railway station in 
Oxted, which he turned into the thriving barber’s shop he was to run until 
retirement in 2008, by which time he’d passed on his skills - and the business - 
to his son Stephen. 
 
Stephen had been to school in Crockham Hill where Barbara became a member 
of the PTA, and served as Akela to the village Cub Scouts after she and Brian 
took over the Post Office in 1985. During those challenging but rewarding 
years, they were very much involved in the social life of the village, although 
running a sub-post office had its moments of high drama. On one occasion 
Barbara was robbed at gun-point; another time a lorry mounted the pavement 
and crashed into the front of the building, doing an immense amount of damage 
- which gave Brian months of frustration and dogged hard work before their 
insurance company agreed to pay. (Some years later, when helping out at 
Dunton Green Post Office, Barbara faced armed robbers once more.)  
 



Each of these major incidents affected Brian’s nerves more than he would care 
to admit, and he entered a low point in his life. But he was a fighter, determined 
and gutsy. As a child he’d survived rheumatic fever and pneumonia, and when 
only 23 he was diagnosed with the Ankylosing spondylitis that plagued him all 
his days – but which he fought with great stoicism. He had a way of bouncing 
back. 
 
After two decades in Crockham Hill, Brian and Barbara sold the village shop 
and moved to Marlpit Hill where, on retirement as a barber, Brian handed over 
the reins of his business to Stephen, and immersed himself into the life of a new 
community. He took an allotment, joined the Strollers, became a member of 
Edenbridge Local History Society and the postcard and stamp clubs. He’d been 
a clubbable man all his days; determined to be involved, to live life to its fullest. 
He was inquisitive; a sponge eager to soak up information, for information was 
knowledge. And he was always learning. 
 
Part of that learning came from holidays that were invariably taken abroad, for 
he and Barbara were both keen to experience different countries and cultures. 
As a result their travels took them to such exotic places as Thailand, Cyprus, 
Portugal, Tenerife, Ibiza, Majorca and Minorca, to mainland Spain, to the 
Italian Dolomites and Austrian Alps, and their favourite, Malta, to which they 
returned many times.  
 
Cutting hair had been Brian Wells’ profession all his working life. It was 
something he enjoyed – the camaraderie, turning customers into friends, 
listening to their stories, their jokes, their concerns; celebrating their successes. 
He had a keen sense of humour and loved to laugh, but he was also a good 
listener, and though a naturally quiet man, he was gregarious, and people 
warmed to him. And he returned that warmth with his gentle nature and genuine 
interest in their wellbeing.  
 
Celebrating fifty years of marriage just a few short months before he died, Brian 
Wells will be remembered as a husband, a father, grandfather and a friend to 
many; a man of many colours with a kaleidoscopic mind, who just happened to 
be The Man Who Cut Churchill’s Hair. 
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