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EDITORIAL

I write this a week before setting out for Hampshire and in
anticipation of an enjoyable and informative week-end following
in the footsteps of Young Woodforde. By the time this issue of the
Journal reaches you, however, the Winchester Frolic will have
come and gone and plans will already be afoot to meet next year
in the West Country. Thus collectively, if not individually, we shall
be following Woodforde who left Winchester on 8 September 1769
after taking part in the examination of candidates for both ‘Winton
Coll’ and New College. Having ‘dined, booted and spurred’ in the
Election Chamber and taken dessert with the Warden, he and his
colleagues

... drank a Glass or two
of Wine and then all decamped —
I then took Horse and went immediately with my
Man for the County of Somerset —

While not all of us will be going to Somerset with such immediacy,
it will, I am sure, be the ambition of many to arrive there in time
for the next annual Frolic — over the week-end of 21/23 May, 2004.

Somerset is, rightly, the favourite county of many but South
Yorkshire, although only likely to be awarded pride of place by its
own sterling sons and daughters, is quite scandalously neglected.
Recently, under the guidance of a South Yorkshire friend and
fellow Woadfordean, I visited two of the county’s churches, both
of outstanding interest. St Leonard’s, Thrybergh — between
Rotherham and Conisbrough — is dedicated to an imprisoned
crusader who miraculously appeared, still in chains, at the foot of
the village cross at the very moment that his forlorn wife was about
to re-marry. Thrybergh was the home and St Leonard’s the resting
place of various Reresbys, including Sir John whose Memoirs are
such a great resource for all interested in Restoration England. Just
a few miles further south — on the road between Sheffield and
Worksop — lies Aston where Thomas Gray’s poet-friend William
Mason, affectionately known as ‘Scroddles’, was rector from
1754-97. Gray seems to have enjoyed his visit to Mason’s humble
rectory quite as much as he relished staying with John Chute at The
Vyne, describing Aston as ‘an Elysium amidst the coal-pits’. The
coal pits have all but disappeared but hints of Elysium survive —
albeit in the midst of suburbia. All Saints church —a hive of activity
during our visit — is full of interest including a fine memorial to
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Mason for whom a new rectory was eventually built by none other
than Carr of York. Alas, this new house was never visited by Gray
who died in the year it was completed but Carr’s summer-house in
the garden contains a commemorative urn to the great elegist and
it was here that Mason wrote his Life of the poet.

Much of this issue is devoted to an essay on Woodforde’s original
editor, John Beresford. Researching his life has been a most
satisfying task and I can only hope that I have done justice to so
esteemed a subject. Throughout all but the earliest years of his
married life Beresford lived in the same house in Holland Park.
Should we not, I wonder, press English Heritage for the erection
of a blue plaque? This is not, I hasten to say, a question expecting
the answer ‘yes’. It is, however, an issue worth debating and it
would certainly be useful to hear from anybody who has experience
of a blue plaque campaign.

It is good to report that the Society’s most recent publication,
Volume 13 of The Diary of James Woodforde, covering the years
1791-1973, has sold especially well. Any member in doubt as to
whether to purchase should read Roger Lockyer’s review which
appears on a later page. In addition to being a member of our
Society, Roger is Emeritus Reader in History at London University
and has stepped out of his usual Tudor and early Stuart range to
apply his distinguished historical skills with great effect to the late
eighteenth century. [ am most grateful to him. News of Volume 14
in the Winter Newsletter.

Last, but by no means least, Nigel Custance. Nigel has been our
Chairman since 1995 and a member of Committee for over 20
years. His wise counsel, clear thinking and gentle but persuasive
manner will be much missed. The expression ‘scholar and
gentleman’ might have been coined with Dr Custance in mind
while his contribution to the Society can be summed up in
Woodforde’s own phrase ‘handsome and genteel’. As he and Jo
retreat to the vastness of North Yorkshire they do so with our
sincerest thanks and good wishes and the hope that we shall see
them again very soon.

MARTIN BRAYNE
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John Beresford in 1913 by Lucy Graham-Smith .
( by kind permission of Mr Christopher Beresford)



JOHN BALDWYN BERESFORD (1888-1940) —
A BIOGRAPHICAL ESSAY

By the time the reader comes to the last entry of the fifth volume
of The Diary of a Country Parson and reads those solemn editorial
words, ‘The rest of the page is blank. The Diary has come to an
end’, etc, he is aware that he has lost someone with whom he has
for a long time been on terms of friendship, even intimacy.! Most
readers will, no doubt, pause to reflect on that loss, to contemplate
the hours so well spent in the good parson’s company and to
consider and be thankful for the vast and varied store of eighteenth
century human experience by which they are the richer.

Eventually, going on to read the appendices which follow — on ‘the
problem of Dilapidations’ and, especially, the “Notes relating to
the death of Parson Woodforde’2— we are reminded not only of Dr
R. E. H. Woodforde who owned the manuscript diary and supplied
the information upon which the notes are based but also, with
particular gratitude, of his friend John Beresford without whose
labours we should never have made the diarist’s delightful
acquaintance.

When the volumes of the diary originally appeared between
1924-1931 Beresford’s name was one with which the book-reading
and perhaps especially the poetry-loving section of the population
would have been familiar. He was an up-and-coming
man-of-letters — well thought of by such leading arbiters of literary
taste as George Saintsbury, J. C. Squire and Edmund Gosse —whose
name cropped-up with some frequency in the leading intellectual
reviews of the day. Today, by contrast, despite the fame achieved
by his foster child James Woodforde — the ‘Country Parson’ — he
is all but forgotten. Yet in at least two other respects he is deserving
of posterity’s grateful acknowledgement. His edition of the poems
of Charles Cotton3 remains the most accessible introduction to
that cavalier poet’s unjustly neglected work. Likewise his
biography of the seventeenth century political fixer and turncoat
Sir George Downing — he after whom the street was named —
remains the definitive work on that deeply unattractive but
important figure.4

John Baldwyn Beresford was born on 9 May 1888 at Tenby,
Pembrokeshire. His parents are remembered in the dedication to
the collection of essays Storm and Peace published in 1936:5



To the Memory
of
My Father and Mother,

John Jervis Beresford M.A., sometime Rector of Easton
Grey, Wilts and Margaret Moreton Hollinshed, his wife,
who brought up their children in the love of literature,
and having endured the tempest of life, entered (she
in the year 1915, he in the year 1916) the Peace
of God.

John, known to his family and close friends as Jack, was the fourth
of six children (two boys and four girls). Their father had been born
in Calcutta, India in 1853 — the son of an employee of the .C.S. —
and was descended from the Beresfords of Beresford Dale on the
Derbyshire/Staffordshire border. In infancy John Jervis had been
accidentally blinded by a little brother with a pair of scissors.
Although the scissors only penetrated one eye the damage could
not in those days be contained and the result was total blindness.
He was educated at home but, despite his handicap, was admitted
pensioner, together with a younger brother, Edward, of St John’s
College, Cambridge, later migrating to King’s from where they
both graduated before moving on to ordination.® By this time the
Braille system was well established in England but only a limited
number of books was available in that form and a family story has
it that, in choosing a wife, he was careful to light upon a young
woman capable of reading the Greek Testament to him! Whatever
the truth of this tale Margaret bore her clergyman husband six
children, one of whom died as a baby. John believed his mother to
be descended from Raphael Holinshed, the chronicler.” She was
certainly related, as he tells us in a Country Parson foot-note, to
the Burtons of Sutton Montis in Somerset who had held the living
of that parish for over 200 years.3

Victorian middle-class notions of respectability and his father’s
modest stipend probably ensured that John’s childhood was
typified more by endurance than pleasure but in a Journal which
he kept for a short time in 1932, recording his elder brother Dick’s
fiftieth birthday, he recalled that —

Some of the best days of my life were spent in his company in
that age most susceptible of lasting impressions, six to twelve and
thereabouts. Wonderful days nutting, fishing, blackberrying,
mushrooming in Carmarthenshire where we were living at the
time: in remote fields named *Somewhere’ to deceive our sisters
who are not to be let into the secret, grow blackberries of
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surprising size and succulence which have been preserved by us
for our mother’s birthday.?

Of John’s sisters, Dorothy was two years older than he, Tertia, the
third daughter — Violet having died in childhood — not much more
than a year younger and Mary ten years his junior. Their mother,
alas, did not enjoy good health — hence, perhaps, those succulent
blackberries — and appears to have spent lengthy periods in nursing
homes. At the time of the 1901 Census neither Margaret nor her
eldest son were at home. The Easton Grey household then consisted
of the 48-year-old rector, his mother Emily, aged 75 and ‘living on
her own means’, Dorothy (15), John (12), Tertia (11) and Mary (3),
together with Miss Rose Roberts (33), ‘lady housekeeper’,
Elizabeth Nicholls (25), cook, and Clara Nicholls (22), the
housemaid. !0

John’s father had a number of curacies in South Wales,
Worcestershire and Wiltshire before being presented to the living
of Easton Grey in Wiltshire in 1898. The small but attractive
Cotswold stone village lies in the valley of the Bristol Avon some
three miles west of Malmesbury. Readers of The Diary of a Country
Parson might wonder why its editor, by then a Whitehall civil
servant, was able to display such understanding of, and sympathy
with, the rural way of life but although in adulthood he was by no
means unappreciative of the capital’s theatres, art galleries and
museums, he was a country boy at heart. At Easton Grey he
continued to enjoy the pastoral pleasures he had pursued in
Carmarthenshire. In his 1932 Journal John records that his eldest
son, Christopher, has asked if he might buy an air rifle. The father’s
first inclination is to refuse but then he recalls that —

I began shooting rabbits at the age of fourteen, but it may have
been fifteen. The air pistol brought back a vague memory of that
intense excitement — waiting in a ditch on a summer evening with
the gardener in a green Wiltshire field: an endless delay: at last a
large rabbit comes out of the hedge about thirty yards away: I fire
and — we were sitting on a tree trunk — am knocked backwards by
the kick of the gun held too loosely against my shoulder. I
scramble up rather dazed, to find the gardener walking towards
me with a beam of congratulation — carrying the rabbit.!!

The gardener was very probably the Arthur Cooper, ‘gardener’,
who in 1901 had lived in neighbouring Wheelbarrow Lodge. The
parson’s family were, however, by no means confined to such
relatively rude rural pursuits as rabbit shooting for they were also
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made welcome at Easton Grey House the parkland of which
stretched from the church and the main village road down to the
river. This was the home of Lucy Graham-Smith, the sister-in-law
of H. H. Asquith, chancellor of the exchequer, 1905-8, and prime
minister, 1908-16. Asquith and his children by his first wife Helen
Melland, who had died in 1891, and his second wife, Lucy
Graham-Smith’s sister, Margot Tennant, were frequent visitors to
Easton Grey. Margot Asquith was a great huntswoman and
particularly enjoyed the scope which her sister’s house provided
for hunting with the Duke of Beaufort’s hounds, Easton being less
than ten miles from Badminton. In her autobiography she would
later write —

The beauty of the place, the wild excitement of riding over fences
and the perfect certainty I had that I would ride better than
anyone in the whole world gave me an insolent confidence no
earthquake can shock.!2

Asquith himself was susceptible to a different kind of beauty. He
had a well developed penchant — ‘a slight weakness’ he called it —
for the companionship of clever and attractive young women. Most
famously this led to the prolonged liaison with Venetia, the
daughter of the 4th Baron Stanley of Alderley. By the time Venetia
was 20 —in 1907 —she had been recruited into what Margot referred
to, with a mixture of tolerance and irritation, as her husband’s ‘little
harem’. The membership of this seraglio of souls — for Asquith’s
relationships with his lady friends appears to have been entirely
platonic — was graphically described by one of its members in the
following year:

In January of that . . . year (1908) Pamela [Jekyll] drew Asquith a
diagram of his heart divided between several young women:
Viola Tree, twenty-three year old actress daughter of Herbert
Beerbohm Tree and his wife Maud (both old friends of the
Asquiths); Dorothy Beresford, eldest daughter of the Rector of
Easton Grey; Margot’s niece, Lillian Tennant; Venetia Stanley
and Pamela herself.!3

How much John, by this time a student at Cambridge, knew of the
Chancellor’s admiration for his sister, we do not know. Certainly,
it seems to have done her no harm although it must have been, to
say the least, disconcerting for a young woman from a sheltered
middle-class background. What we can be sure of is that Dorothy
handled this potentially embarrassing situation with great
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BOOK REVIEWS

Peter Jameson (ed.), The Diary of James Woodforde, Vol. 13:
1791-1793 (The Parson Woodforde Society, 2003) pp. 361, ISBN:
0953036472

The latest volume to be published in the complete edition of Parson
Woodforde’s Diary is among the most interesting in the whole
magnificent series, since it covers events of great importance to the
household at Weston. At a local level there was the illness of the
squire’s wife and the subsequent removal of the entire Custance
family to Bath in 1792. In the following year it was the turn of
Woodforde and his niece to move, this time to Somerset, for a visit
lasting some fourteen weeks —though this included stops in London
and Bath, and, on the return journey, at Oxford. Meanwhile, events
on the continent were casting their shadow even over rural Norfolk.
In June 1791 Woodforde included a reference to the attempted
escape of the King and Queen of France and their subsequent arrest
and forced return to Paris. In December 1792 he expressed his
indignation against the ‘wicked brutes” who were said to have put
the young rulers to death. As it happened, this was a false rumour,
but on 19 January 1793 the parson noted that in the opinion of the
‘public papers’ there were ‘very small hopes at present of the King
of France long remaining here upon earth, his bloodthirsty enemies
being so wicked and inveterate against him.” A week later he
recorded that Louis XVI had been ‘inhumanly and unjustly
beheaded on Monday last by his cruel, bloodthirsty subjects’ and
added the comment that ‘dreadful times, I am afraid, are
approaching to all Europe — France the foundation of all of it.’

These fears were widely shared among upholders of the traditional
order in England, and there was ‘much talk’, according to
Woodforde, of ‘mobs rising in many parts of the kingdom,
especially Norfolk — a great number of clubs about the county and
city, who style themselves “Resolution-Men, alias “Revolution-
Men”.” Woodforde was appalled at the prospect of disorder, and
he placed the blame for it squarely on the shoulders of the
revolutionaries in France and their English supporters — prominent
among them the radical, Tom Paine. He prayed God to ‘prevent all
bad designs against old England,” and in January 1793 he noted
with scarce-concealed satisfaction that ‘the effigy of Tom Paine
and a fox’s skin were hung on a gibbet and afterwards burnt. A
barrel of beer was given on the occasion.” One of the many useful
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notes in this edition reminds us that the fox’s skin was a symbol
for Charles James Fox, whose liberal sympathies led him, at the
outset, to welcome the revolution, but who later condemned its
excesses. Woodforde was obviously not an admirer of Fox, and
during his stay in London, en route for Somerset, he paid two
shillings for a caricature of the Whig statesman that presumably
highlighted his less attractive features.

The properties classes in England quickly learnt the lessons that
France so vividly provided and took steps to defend the
constitution. Associations were formed for this purpose, local
militias were marshalled to deal with any symptoms of disorder,
and radical leaders were arrested and imprisoned. In December
1792 Woodforde expressed his profound relief that ‘Revolution
Clubs everywhere [are] much suppressed and Constitutional
Societies daily increasing all over the kingdom.” All this meant that
‘levelling principles and equality [were] almost discarded.’ It is
noticeable that the diarist never makes a direct link between poverty
and discontent, though in November 1792 he mentioned the reports
of widespread rioting about to take place throughout the country
and commented that ‘the lower sort of people that have nothing to
lose [are] ripe for it.” In the previous October there had been
rumours that a ‘great mob’ would gather at St Faith’s fair in
Norwich to protest at ‘the dearness of wheat and other provisions,’
but Woodforde was convinced that their action sprung ‘from the
late long propensity of the discontented to a general disturbance.’
Yet high prices were causing very real suffering, even in rural areas.
In December 1792 Woodforde gave the poor of Weston £1. 8. 0
which, at sixpence a head, means there were fifty-six inhabitants
of a relatively small parish close to the bread line. Charity could
help relieve their condition but could not deal with the basic causes.
The total sum disbursed by Woodforde is minute compared with
the £40 which he paid to his butcher a fortnight earlier for a year’s
supply of meat, and sixpence would not have bought the dinner of
‘boiled pork and a goose rosted, etc.” which he consumed on that
day.

Woodforde’s innate conservatism was linked to his religious
beliefs, for he took it for granted that the existing social order was
of divine creation. He accepted that it was his God-given duty to
look after the welfare of those in his service, but only on condition
that they rendered satisfaction. When one of the maids developed
a sore throat he gave her ‘some blackcurrant rob and jam of the
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same, with red wine and water to drink instead of beer,” but could
not help observing that it was ‘rather ungain for her to be ill, as
tomorrow is our washing.” Another of the maids, Nanny Golding,
disturbed the household by having a fit and screaming out ‘most
hideously and so loud that Ben heard her in a field beyond the cover,
where he was hoeing turnips.” Woodforde dosed her with
assafoetida drops in cold water, but some weeks later he gave her
notice that she would have to ‘leave my service at Michaelmas next,
on account of her being subject to bad fits. I was sorry to do it, as
she was — or at least appeared to be — a very good servant. I should
have been glad to have kept her if I could, but fits are dreadful, they
are so very alarming and come on so suddenly.’

There is a marked contrast in tone between the down-to-earth and
even somewhat heartless entries on Nanny Golding and those on
the squire’s wife, Mrs Custance, who was suffering from ill health
after her latest confinement. In January 1792 Woodforde unusually
included a prayer in his journal for ‘our most worthy and particular
friend, Mrs Custance, now under very great affliction. May thy
almighty goodness, O Lord, send thy restoring angel to her and
bless every medicine made use of for her recovery.” He also prayed
for comfort to be given to her ‘most affectionate and loving
husband, Mr Custance . . . and to their dear children health.” The
relationship between the diarist and the dominant lay figure in the
parish was a close and happy one. Reciprocal hospitality was the
order of the day, and great efforts were made by both households
to provide copious quantities of food. In November 1791 the diarist
and his niece spent the afternoon at Weston House with a party that
included William Beauchamp, Mrs Custance’s half-brother. The
assembled company was given for dinner — in mid-afternoon, as
was the custom at the time — ‘some fresh salmon and whitings,
white soup, boiled chicken and pigg’s face, a leg [of] mutton rosted,
pork stakes, goose giblets and garden stuff.” The second remove
consisted of ‘a brace of pheasants and a brace of partridges rosted,
trifle, jelly, blamange, rammerkins and some baked kind of cakes.
Desert: pears and apples, almonds and raisins, some India
sweetmeats, olives.” This feast was accompanied by Claret,
Teneriffe and port, and it is hardly to be wondered at that Mr
Beauchamp ‘slept and snored a good deal’ after the ladies had
retired.

One can only admire Woodforde’s capacity for staying awake and
apparently sober. He never mentions having a hangover (or its

43



eighteenth-century equivalent) even though he partook liberally of
various alcoholic potions. He was especially fond of port, which
he thought had medicinal qualities, and drank a considerable
quantity of it one Thursday in March 1793 to relieve the pain from
a sore throat. On the following Sunday, however, he felt it wise to
drink no port at-all. Later that year, in November, after a restless
night, he took a glass with some toast at midday which ‘seemed to
agree with me very well.” Later, at dinner, as he recorded on the
blotting paper in large letters, ‘I also made free with port wine —
that is, drank six or seven glasses.” One might have expected him
to feel the worse for wear on the following day, but in fact he had
a good night’s sleep and got up ‘much refreshed and in good
spirits.’In the afternoon he dealt roundly with a couple of boiled
rabbits, a roasted bladebone of pork and a baked rice pudding,
noting that he ‘relished my dinner much and eat hearty.’

Nancy Woodforde was as welcome a visitor at Weston House as
her uncle, especially when Mrs Custance felt too ill to come
downstairs but wanted company. And the friendship between the
two families extended to three of the squire’s sons, Hambleton,
George and William, who were at boarding school. In June 1791
Woodforde witnessed the reunion between them and their parents
at Norwich, and commented that the ‘three young gentlemen . . .
looked extremely well and exactly as School-Boys should.’ In the
summer of 1792 ‘Master George Custance’ walked over to the
parsonage and spent an hour with the Woodfordes. A few days later
all three boys came to call, accompanied by their cousin, ‘Master
Bacon’. On 30 May 1792 there were great rejoicings at Weston
House, with bells ringing and guns firing, ‘on account of Mrs
Custance coming downstairs for the first time for the last five
months.” Woodforde joined in the celebrations by giving his
servants a bottle of gin, and two days later he went over to the
squire’s house to pay his respects to the invalid. Mrs Custance, he
noted, was ‘so well today as to go downstairs to dinner and to walk
up also after dinner — great things!’

The Woodfordes’ genuine joy at Mrs Custance’s recovery was
intensified by the fact that there were very few familjes within easy
radius of Weston with whom they could socialise. The parson held
Mr Custance in high regard, describing him as ‘my ever respected
squire,” and it needs little imagination to sense how shocked he and
Nancy must have been when, on the first day of September 1792,
the squire paid them a long morning visit and broke the news that
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his wife’s health was still fragile and that the entire family was
therefore moving to Bath. A month later the Custances were almost
ready for departure and Woodforde confided to his journal that ‘we
shall most severely feel the loss of such good and very friendly
neighbours.” On 7 October, at about ten in the morning, ‘Mr and
Mrs Custance, with five of their children with two nurses and
Rising, the butler,” left Weston, in their coach-and-four and a
post-chaise. ‘It made us quite low all the whole day,” Woodforde
recorded. ‘It is a great, very great loss to us indeed.” The diarist and
his niece did not see the family again until June 1793, when they
spent a few days at Bath, en route to Somerset. ‘“We found Mrs
Custance very well indeed,” noted Woodforde, ‘and all her eight
children. They were very glad to see us and desired us to dine with
them tomorrow.” On their return journey, in October, the
Woodfordes stayed at the White Horse Inn, ‘kept by one Pickwick,’
where Mr Custance came to call on them and invite them to dinner.
A few days later they took tea with the Custances, but on the
following day, at six in the morning, they set off for Oxford, on the
next stage of their journey to Weston, leaving the squire and his
family settled in to their new life. Woodforde was ‘happy to be
home,” but some weeks later he and Nancy went over to Weston
House ‘and walked over most part of it.” They found it in good
condition but rather cold. This they attributed, no doubt correctly,
to the lack of fires in the rooms, but the coldness also reflected the
absence of the owner. Was this perhaps why the parson felt ‘so
very low’ later in the day and spent a restless and uneasy night?

Woodforde emerges in this volume of his journal as far more than
a philistine trencherman. Music moved him deeply, and when, in
August 1792, he heard some Handel in Norwich Cathedral he found
‘it was not only delightful but seemed heavenly and gave us ideas
of divine music.” Moreover, although most of his journal entries
are laconic, he had a gift for a good phrase. On one occasion when
he felt unwell, he described his symptoms as being like ‘cold
streams running over my shoulders,” and on another he summed
up Nancy’s brother, William Woodforde, by noting that he and his
wife ‘sport away in their second-hand flashy one-horse chaise with
plated furniture.’

It could be argued that Parson Woodforde’s journal is not unlike a
letter from one of his nieces, which he dismissed with the comment
that it contained ‘a great deal about nothing at all,” but this would
be a misjudgement. In fact the multitude of incidents, descriptions
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and observations recorded in these pages bring us close to that
late-eighteenth-century society which seems in some ways familiar
but in others totally alien. Woodforde, in short, is our key into the
world we have lost.

RWL.

Yours Reverently (1948-57); The Parson Knows (1953-68); The
Vicar Calls (1968-82), ed. Michael Wilmott, illustrated by Andy
Jones; Bishop Street Press, Shrewsbury SY2 SHA. Price £11 in¢
p&p, or £15 for two books, or £25 for complete set.

These three handsomely produced softback volumes are compiled
from the Parish Notes of the Revd Oliver Leonard Wilmott and
chronicle life in the combined West Dorset parishes of Loders,
Dottery and Askerswell over a period of more than three decades.
Together they constitute a remarkable document: an epitome of life
in rural England during a period of unprecedented social change.
They are deeply parochial on the one hand yet always display a
sharp awareness of what is happening in the world beyond and what
it may mean not only for the folk of Loders and district but for
Christendom itself.

The editor, the Vicar’s son, has arranged the Notes into chapters
with such broadly thematic titles as “The Church’s Year’, ‘From
the Font to the Grave’ and ‘Country Calendar’. Here are two typical
entries from a chapter in the first volume entitled ‘Of
Campanology, Male Chauvinism and Bibulousness’:

Remembrance Day

At Loders the morning service was impressive. Commander
Streatfield’s address touched exactly the right note, and the Dead
March from ‘Saul’, as performed by the organist, made a fitting
finale. A word of congratulation to the ringer who rang eleven
o’clock on the tenor bell! To do this successfully he had to set the
tenor at back stroke. Those who know the reluctance of tenors to
be set at back stroke were prepared to hear it strike twelve, or
even thirteen, which it did not.

The ‘absorbent’ part of the population

A change of landlords at a village inn is an important event for
the absorbent part of the population, especially when the inn is
the only one. The Blue Ball at Dottery has passed from the genial
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presidency of Mr Blair to that of Mrs Beach, whose special claim
on the goodwill of Dottery is that her mother, Mrs Fleet, once
lived there. Mrs Blair is recuperating in a bungalow called The
Shack, at West Ray.

The Vicar’s trenchant opinions on demos, Guardian-readers and
deaconesses will not always meet with approval — certainly not that
of this reviewer — but his point of view, whether voiced from the
pulpit, the saloon bar of the Crown Inn, Uploders or in the pages
of Parish Notes was invariably expressed with intelligence, wit and
a fine appreciation of comedy at its gentlest. The use of the third
person may have occasionally led the less perceptive of Oliver
Wilmott’s parishioners to confuse the author with one of those
smart-alec visitors down from London for the week-end but, by
subtly distancing the dogma from the dog-collar, this proves a
delightfully effective device: Anglican good humour at its most
persuasive. Not that the humour can have been confined to the
Vicarage. When, in 1961, the musician and comedian Vic Oliver
— currently appearing at the Alexandra Gardens, Weymouth — was
invited to judge the ‘best preserved grandmother’ competition at
the church féte, the Vicar felt brave enough to opine that: ‘Never
before has mutton looked so lamb-like’! Martyrdom must surely
have beckoned.

Anyone who is accustomed to go to Parsons Woodforde and White
the better respectively to understand the human and the wild-life
of the English countryside will relish Parson Wilmott.

ML.B.

FINAL ENDPIECE

I hope you will forgive some reminiscing of earlier days of our
Society. Of a time when Canon Wilson was our Chairman and all
Frolics enjoyed hot sunny days. It was a time when no thought was
given to hiring coaches for members to travel around; when the
Journal was typed manually and copied on a forebear of the Xerox
and when pound coins had yet to be invented.

Of course there was nothing particularly wrong with members
snaking along the narrow country roads in their cars except perhaps
when an innocent ‘interloper’ would join the procession and
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inadvertently lead following vehicles on an alternative route with
an unanticipated destination. Nothing wrong, and indeed whoever
was awaiting the arrival of the missing convoy would be granted
extra time to debate Woodefordian topics.

In substituting a coach we have both changed and I believe
enhanced the Frolic. The worrying aspects such as navigation and
parking are removed and an added benefit has often been a member
serving as an on-board guide, using the microphone to point out
relevant landmarks en route. I have yet to conclude whether or not
a future journey could result in a raucous singsong, spurred on by
an errant committee member grabbing the microphone. If so, then
perhaps it will be out of sight of the paparazzi that seem to be taking
increased interest in our Society!

More recent advances for the Society have been the adoption of the
computer. This has enabled the rapid and more error-free
production of the Journal and Society Publications. Indeed our rate
of Publications has been remarkable and the contribution that this
makes to the appreciation of 18th century life has I believe yet to
be fully recognised. More visible to the general public is our web
site, enabling more individuals to become aware of Woodforde and
the Society. I like to feel your committee both serve our members’
interests and reflect our charitable status through these activities.

On an individual level we have seen the passing of many dear
friends whose companionship we miss, but whose memories we
treasure.

For me my many years of Society membership will continue.
However it is time that my Chairmanship of your Society should
come to an end. I am confident that this change is for the better.
Please allow me one more act of indulgence, namely to thank all
members of the Society and in particular the committee. Together
you have made my years as Chairman enjoyable and fulfilling.

NIGEL CUSTANCE
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THE PARSON WOODFORDE SOCIETY

The Society was founded in 1968 by the Rev. Canon L. Rule Wilson
and may be said to have two main aims: one, to extend and develop
knowledge of James Woodforde’s life and the society in which he
lived, and the other, to provide opportunity for fellow enthusiasts to
meet together from time to time in places associated with the diarist,
and to exchange news and views.

Membership of the Parson Woodforde Society is open to any
person of the age of 18 years and over upon successful application
and upon payment of the subscription then in force, subject only
to the power of the committee to limit membership to a prescribed
number.

The Annual membership subscription of £12.50 (overseas
members £25) becomes due on 1 January and should be forwarded
to the Treasurer, Dr David Case, 25 Archery Square, Walmer, Deal,
Kent CT14 7JA.

PARSON WOODFORDE SOCIETY COMMITTEE 2003

George Bunting President
Dr Nigel Custance Chairman
Martin Brayne Vice-Chairman & Editor
Dr David Case Treasurer
Ann Williams Secretary

Jenny Alderson, Yvonne Bird, Suzanne Custance,
Revd Peter Jameson, Mollie Matthews

The Parson Woodforde Society is a registered charity no. 1010807
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