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Near yonder copse, where once the garden smil’d,
And still where many a garden flower grows wild;
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose.

A man he was, to all the country dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a year:

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,

Nor e’er had changed, nor wished to change, his place;
Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power,

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour;

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize,

More skilled to raise the wretched than to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant train,

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain;

The long remembered beggar was his guest,

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast;

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud,

Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allowed;
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,

Sate by his fire, and talked the night away;

Wept o’er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done,
Shouldered his crutch, and shewed how fields were won.
Pleased with his guests, the good man learned to glow;
And quite forgot their vices in their woe;

Careless their merits, or their faults to scan,

His pity gave e’er charity began.

— Oliver Goldsmith: The Deserted Village (1770)
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EDITORIAL

The Chairman’s Notes which appeared in the Spring 1995 Journal
were the last to be written by our Chairman and Treasurer George
Bunting. He did not indeed found the Parson Woodforde Society,
but it may quite confidently be stated that he has created it, in its
present successful form. Without his forethought and guiding hand
it is a matter of doubt whether the Society would even be in
existence today; or if it was still alive, it would certainly not be in
the flourishing condition which we have come to take for granted.
In looking back over so many years of happy and fruitful
collaboration —in all that time it is literally true that we have never
once exchanged a “cross word” — I can do no more than simply
thank him, both personally and on behalf of the Society we have
both served; and wish his successor a happy and prosperous tenure
of the office he is now handing over.

Reading the Notes, my attention was captured by a phrase in them:
“a new management team”. This may to some readers suggest the
likelihood of further changes; and it is not beyond the bounds of
possibility that one or two may wonder if I, too, were not involved
in such innovations.

Now, I have edited the Society’s Journal since 1970, for a whole
quarter-century. By any standard, it is a long time —some may think
too long. With this in mind, attending the AGM, at the time of our
annual Frolic, I have on several occasions in the course of
delivering the ‘Editor’s Report’ made what amounts to the same
speech. I have said that if any one of our members really wants to
have a go at editing the Journal, and is willing to take on the hard
work involved, then I would not only hand over the reins of office
willingly, but also give that person all the help it was in my power
to bestow.

That, at least, is what I meant to say, and what I thought I had said.
Judge, then, my utter astonishment, to have my remarks quoted
back at me in a garbled and, indeed, travestied form; as though I
were desperate to get rid of the job and wanted to off-load it on to
anyone who might show any disposition towards taking it on.

You see —don’t you? —how this came about. Someone who was at
an AGM and remembered what I had said only imperfectly has
quoted my remarks to another person who was not present; and he
or she has passed it on, with added variations. When this sort of
thing occurs, in a very short time what is going the rounds bears
very little resemblance to anything that was actually said.

It is all just like the mediaeval bestiaries. They start off well, with
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a lifelike picture of, say, an elephant. This is then copied, and
re-copied. The copyists never go back to the original, but imitate
one another. They live in regions where a herd of wild elephants is
unlikely to appear in the course of an afternoon walk. They have
not the least idea of what an elephant really looks like; and so their
pictures become steadily more unrecognizable, until the sequence
culminates in something distantly like a cat with a long unfeline
nose. There is such a beast carved on a bench-end in Chester
Cathedral — a splendid piece of mediaeval wood-carving; but an
elephant it surely isn’t!

So may I take this opportunity of making my views so crystal-clear
that no possibility of misunderstanding can ensue. So here goes:

As matters stand now, I have no wish to give up the Editorship of
our Journal, or any of the other work that I am currently doing for
the Parson Woodforde Society. In the past I have managed to
combine this with a full-time lecturing job, GCE examining, and
many other ways of turning an honest penny. Now, in retirement,
I find I can give very much more time to the work of the Society
and treat it as a leisure task.

I have always been aware of the potential dangers in entrusting the
responsibilities of such a post to an elderly person, who might at
any time, without warning, be incapacitated. But I guard against
this as well as I can by being always well ahead of the game.By the
time an issue reaches the membership, there is another in hand, and
sometimes two more. When this issue appears, the autumn Journal
will have been completely made up, apart from the purely topical
parts that must be added just before publication, and much of the
material for the winter number collected.

But the final arbiter must be yourselves, the subscribing members.
Inevitably a change of editor will entail a different kind of Journal.
It would of course be most improper for me to offer any speculation
on the ways in which it might go. All I wish to say is that if over
the years I have worn out my welcome, and a representative body
of members is of the opinion that it would do better without my
presence, no hard labour will be necessary to persuade me. As it
saysinthelittle epilogue to Ben Jonson’s Volpone: He doesn’t think
he has done anything to offend the audience, but

If there be, censure him: here he doubtful stands.

If not, fare jovially, and clap your hands.

—R. L. WINSTANLEY
Editor



CHAIRMAN’S NOTES

It is with some trepidation that I construct this, my first contribution
to the Journal as your Chairman. Readers of the last journal will
have seen the note from George Bunting, signalling his retirement
from this position.

George has for over two decades served the Society as Treasurer
and led it as Chairman. His contribution has been immeasurable and
I know you will join with me in thanking him for the wise
stewardship which has led to such an active and healthy Society. We
hope there will be many more opportunities for us to take tea with
him and Mabs at Priddles Hill House on future Somerset Frolics,
and to enjoy the pleasure of their company in their beautiful home.

For those who are unfamiliar with the Society’s constitution,
members elect the committee at the AGM and the committee in
turn elects the Chairman and other officers. Your committee has
therefore changed, filling vacant posts and distributing tasks so as
to lessen the burden on any one individual. Although a list of the
committee always appears towards the end of the journal, I thought
a little more detail about the people, posts and work would not go
amiss. Volunteers are always appreciated to provide back up for
the committee, and if you feel you can contribute, please contact
the person concerned.

Chairman: Nigel Custance; Vice-Chairman: Martin Brayne; Editor:
Roy Winstanley, responsible not only for the Journal but also for
our major publications; Treasurer: David Case; Membership
Secretary: Phyllis Stanley, who also manages the Newsletter;
Mollie Matthews and Suzanne Custance continue to serve on the
committee, with considerable involvement in our Frolics.

We welcome three new committee members: JoAnn Archer, who
will continue to maintain the list of members, but in an expanded
form; Ken Baddley, who has kindly offered to help us get to grips
with computer technology in order to enhance our efficiency and
effectiveness; and Ann Williams, who will produce minutes of
committee and other meetings far more accurately thanI could ever
hope to do myself.

The whole committee looks forward to serving the members to the
best of its ability and to maintaining the tradition of the Society.

—NIGEL D. E. CUSTANCE
Chairman



RECORDS OF THE COLLINS FAMILY, OF ANSFORD
AND CARY

Parson Woodforde was, of course, perfectly justified in calling
himself a Somerset man, but this entitlement came not from the
Woodfordes, whose association with the county was only two
generations old in his tim, (his brother Heighes was actually the
first Woodforde in the family to be born there), but from his
mother’s kin, the Collins family. They first appear as residents at
Ansford in the first half of the seventeenth century. The only notice
we have of the first James Collins is that of his death in 1648,
inscribed in the parish register; but his wife, Lettice, called “d. of
Nicholas Boway of Ansford and Edith his wife”, was born in 1599,
married in 1617 and died in 1632. Among their six children the eldest
son, another James Collins, was born in 1618 and died 1669. His wife,
and long-term widow, née Dorothy Watts, must eitherhave been much
younger than her husband or else had a very long life, for she survived
until 1714. The eldest male in the next generation was Nicholas
Collins. He lived from 1651 to 1723 and was married to “Joane
Russe”. Russ was a familiar Cary name in the Parson’s time. These
great-grandparents of his were married there by licence on 5
September 1678. He is decribed as “Clothier”: she as spinster of Castle
Cary, aged 23. Outliving her husband, she died in 1737.

Their second son was James Collins, the diarist’s maternal
grandfather, who was baptized on 25/10/1683. In addition to three
sisters, who will not concern our narrative, he had five brothers:
Nicholas, 29/3/1681, born and died in the same year; William,
11/7/1684, who also may have died in infancy: Daniel, 20/1/1687-8:
“Ffranke”, 2/9/1691, noted in this way and not as Francis: and John,
24/12/1695. James Collins married Jane Tilley. Little or nothing is
known of her antecedents, but Woodforde’s brother Heighes was
apprenticed to an attorney, Mr John Tilley, “of the Poultry,
London”, apparently a lawyer of some importance since the
premium was 150 guineas, who was very likely to have been a
relation. The only surviving child of James Collins and Jane Tilley
was a daughter, also Jane, who was born in 1706. When she was
fourteen her mother died (bur. 6 May 1720). Four years later this
Jane married the Rev. Samuel Woodforde and went to live in
Ansford Parsonage. Then, a year after that, her father married
Hester Chapman, and had a second daughter. Dr R. E. H.
Woodforde’s Family Book twice goes wrong here. He calls the
child “Margaret”, while she was really Martha, and in one of his
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Family Trees she is shown erroneously as the daughter of Jane
Tilley and the full sister of the diarist’s mother, instead of
half-sister, which is correct.

Among the Woodforde papers still in the possession of the family,
there is a notebook kept by Frank Collins, relating to the estate and
possessions of James and Hester compiled after his brother’s death
which is mentioned in it.

The entries begin with part of a Will, introduced by a preamble:

James Collins of Ansford in County of Somerset

the 14th March, 1726/7, made his last will in writing

after having Devised his land, etc. to his wife to be .

sold for paym'. of Debt, etc. Amongst other Clauses

and provisoes are the words following:

I do farther Order and require my said wife so

soon as the former Articles are compleated to give a

just & true Account unto my two Brothers Frank & John
Collins what the Remainder is for the Use of my Child

or Children* which two Brothers I do Nominate & appoint
Guardians & Trustees of this my will And do fully impower
them to Act in every respect as I have gave my wife
herein, should she dye before Compleated.

And by the same will made his wife Hester his Executrix.
The said James Collins dyed 28th Sept. 1727

His debts were as follows

To Mr. Samuel Woodford his wifes portion 1200 0 0
To Frank & John Collins upon Mortgage 325 0 0
To Mr. Bennetts Exec®’. upon Bond 55 00
To Mr Vigour Apothecary for physick 2815 4
To John Gibbs upon Note of Hand 21 00
Wm. Clothier do. 1015 0
Alice Gibbs Do. 500
Mary or Anne Arnum Do. 22 00
to Richard Wallis Do. 918 0
To James Lumber for Wages 6 00
To Mr. Ruddock for Rent 700
Funerall Expences 10 0 0
Total £1700 8 4
The Inventory of the personall Estate 16010 6
Remains to be raised £153917 10

*The phrase “Child or Children” refers to the younger daughter and any subsequent issue
who might be born after the Will was drawn up. Jane, dowered and safely married to Samuel
Woodforde, was no longer her father’s responsibility.
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The heavy excess of debts over assets could be met only by an
extensive sale of land and other property. A further page in the
notebook shows how it was cleared off:

Reverd, Potter purchased of the sd. Execes. ) £ s d
Closes called Byworthy & Broad Close )
For to be pd. Mr Woodford ) 520 0 O

Nicholas Watts in trust for Frank Collins )
purchased Dwelling house, Outhousing, Gardens, )
orchard, Home Close, Pond Close, Drewets )
Worthy West feild, Little and Little feilds at )
Watts Close pump Furnice cyder Mill & wring )

for )
£680 to be pd. in full of £1200
£280 to Frank & John Collins in p'. of their

mortgage )
John Hockey in trust for Hester Collins )
purchased Little House, Garden, orchard barn )
Stable & Pigstys, for )
£45 0 0 to be p4. in full of the Mortgage
£14 17 10 to Hester Collins towards paym!. of
the debts, etc.

960 0 O

591710

£15391710

This all sounds fearsomely complicated, and we should not be
telling the truth if we said that we understood it in every detail; but
it is clear enough in its general trend. Unless she had assets coming
in from another source or sources, of which we know nothing,
Hester Collins was left by her husband in straitened circumstances,
possessed of little enough by comparison with the nominal value
of the real property in James Collins’ lifetime. This is confirmed
by an entry on another page in the notebook:

The Acco'. of the said Hester Collins to Frank &
John persuant to the same Will
First as D®'. and haveing Reced. her said

husbands personall Estate Appraised at ... £16010 6
D*'. to the Money Ariseing by Sale of parts of
his Reall Estate £153917 10

As to the profitts of the Reall Estate from

the 28th Sept. 1727 to 25th March, 1728 when
it was sold she declared after Serv's, Wages,
Taxes & Repairs was paid, her self & Child
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being sick this winter half year, the Estate
in hand and being stocked with a Dairy of Cows it
Amounted to Nothing.

The last part of this declaration reads like a veritable cri de coeur,
and reveals that Hester’s inheritance from her late husband had
been almost completely wiped out by the various costs and
expenses. One wonders at this how she and her child managed to
survive, and whether Samuel Woodforde and his wife helped out.

Frank Collins died in 1737, the Ansford register recording his burial
on 20 August of that year. It does not appear that either he or his
brother John was married — at least, no likely name appears in the
registers, and there are no relevant names of children. Juston a year
later his widowed sister-in-law died (“M. Esther Collins —
August 2"). Her daughter Martha was now 12 years old. It would
seem probable that her half-sister, Woodforde’s mother, completed
her upbringing, especially so in view of her eventual marriage to
Richard Clarke, from Epsom, Surrey, where Samuel Woodforde’s
parents had been domiciled. There is little doubt that Clarke was a
Woodforde protege.

On 3 July 1740, our own James was baptised in Ansford church:
“being very ill,” his father wrote in the Family Book. His godparents
were John Collins, Uncle Tom who was not present and represented
by a proxy, and a Mrs Joan Randolph. Between three and four years
later John Collins died, leaving to his godson the little estate at
Sandford Orcas and a ring which his mother kept for him and
handed over on his 22nd birthday. About this time Martha Collins
was married to Richard Clarke, and became the mother of James
(1745) and Richard (1746), those cousins of the Parson whom the
diary has rendered so well-known. But many of the people in the
Collins family had short lives, and Martha’s was one of the most
brief. She died in 1751 (“MS. Martha Clarke Aug 13”). In the
previous year a Hester Clarke who was almost certainly her infant
daughter had died also. Then three years afterwards, Richard
Clarke married as his second wife the Parson’s sister Clementina
Sobieski.

Daniel Collins was the remaining brother of Parson Woodforde’s
grandfather. It seems odd that he was not mentioned in the family
documents drawn up by his brother Frank, and already quoted. Yet
we have long known that he did survive to manhood, because the
Woodforde family still have portraits of him, both as a boy and as
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These two comments are quite useful guidelines to us in this
Somersetshire village this morning, as we look for a few moments
at the Pitcombe of two centuries ago which James Woodforde knew
and mentions in his diary, and as we look at him himself on the
occasions he was here.

Two hundred years ago Pitcombe was “a small parish two miles
south west from Brewton, containing forty houses; most of which,
with the church, are romantically situated in a low narrow dingle
between fine hills interspersed with rocks and woods™ (J. Collin-
son). The parish of Pitcombe was more than this village —
it embraced as well “the houses ... scattered in the hamlets of Cole
and Hadspen” and “Hadspen House — a good stone mansion™.
(J. Collinson)

This whole parish — Pitcombe, Cole, Hadspen and Honeywick —
was a source of continuing joyous pleasure in Parson Woodforde’s
life. Here lived William Perry from whom he purchased oats, and
who on delivering them “stopped and smoked a Pipe with me”
(14/1/1773); there at Mr Hadley's “little Ale House™ he played at
fives (29/6/1773) and this same Hadley “blacked round my father’s
Monument”, for which he paid him “one shilling, that being the
most he would accept” (1/7/1773); here he went “afishing with Nets
and ... caught several good Trout” (8/6/1782); here, one Sunday
afternoon on his way from church, he “stopped by a very fine Spring
in Pitcombe Street in which I threw in a Shilling for the Boys there
to scramble for”. Here (23/6/1782) he experienced a great kindness:
“We went out again to Pitcomb and fished ... we were caught in a
very heavy thunderstorm I was wet through before I could get to
Shelter — which at last we did at one Taylor Wilmotts who behaved
very kind to us and gave us a glass of wine apiece”. Woodforde
remembered that and on a later occasion he records: “... called in
at Taylor Wilmots and drank some of his ale —I gave his comical
Maid Nan 0.1.0”. (23/6/1782)

But the great friend this parish gave Woodforde lived, not in this
village, but at Cole: John Pounsett, a respectable middle-aged
farmer when he first appears in the Diary in August 1761 at Molly
White's funeral. A decade on finds them often together, sharing
meals, exchanging presents, and often with them Woodforde’s
sister Jenny. 28 March 1773 Woodforde writes: “M". John Pouncett
of Cole spent the afternoon, supped and spent the evening at
Parsonage. He has an inclination for my sister Jane. I think it would
do well”. It did; and on 24 May the next year Woodforde married
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them by Licence in Ansford church and wrote in his diary: “Pray
God send thy blessing upon them both and may they be happy in
each other”. The following May a daughter, Jenny, was born to
them and on Michaelmas Day that same year this “little Maid” was
christened, Woodforde being her godfather.

In a note on page 223 of Vol. I of the First Six Norfolk Years, Mr
Winstanley has written: “There can be no doubt that JW felt for his
sister Jane a measure of affection he gave to no-one else”, and so
it was natural that once he was settled into the Parsonage at Weston
Longville, Woodforde on his periodic excursions back to Somerset
should stay with the Pounsetts; and from 1782 this was at Cole
Place in this parish. From there he made his visits to relatives
around the neighbourhood, to old friends and acquaintances, to the
local clergy he knew, and to fish and to walk, and to inspect his
lands and property. It was also there that the day he called “Dies
Memorabilis” began: Tuesday 4 August 1789. He and his niece
Jenny joined other relatives and friends, and journeyed to Lord
Digby’s park at Sherborne, to see the King and Queen, and
members of the Royal Family. They were part of a crowd of some
5000, and were lucky enough to be quite near the Royal Party. “Pray
God bless them all”; it was, Woodforde wrote, “a long day of much
Pleasure”, from which they arrived back at Cole about midnight
“safe and well”. Perhaps now you can see why I believe this whole
parish, and Woodforde’s visits to it and stays in it, were a
continuing joyous pleasure in his life.

Let us pause for some reflection. In our Lord’s life were places He
made for sometimes for their beauty or quiet isolation, like for
example fields and hills; sometimes because home was there as at
Nazareth; and sometimes because friends were there as at Bethany.
It is the same for us; dotted over the country —and possibly overseas
too — are places whose attraction for us is really because relatives
or highly-regarded friends are there. In a Lenten book, which my
wife and I read together on the mornings of Lent this year, the
author — Preb. D. W. Cleverley Ford — said: “If at any time there
has come into our lives some good man or some good woman whom
we admire, we should count the fact as evidence that the grace of
God is upon us. It is people that lift us up ... God sometimes
provides us with the friends we need for a specific period of time
— they were the right friends for that time. We should be faithful to
friends”. And a verse in the Book of Proverbs reads: “A man that
hath friends must show himself friendly” (18:24). Now that was
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Woodforde in respect of the relatives and friends he had here and
in the neighbourhood —he was faithful to them by keeping in touch,
following their fortunes and honouring their memory. He did it in
three ways —one way was by his periodic visits, another way was
through his New Year’s Eve custom: “Drank our Friends Healths
everywhere with many returns of the present season”. (31/12/1781)
His third way was by letter. “Wrote a long letter to my sister
Pounsett”. (4/2/1774) “Had a long letter from my sister Pounsett
... My sister acquaints us that Will: has been in Somersett upwards
of afortnight. I am glad Will: Coleman* is got safe into Somersett”.
(20/8/1785) “A letter from my sister Pounsett in which it was
mentioned that Nancy’s sister Juliana was, it was much feared, in
decline (1/3/88) “I sent a very long letter to my sister ... and init a
recipe from D'. Buchant for Juliana Woodforde ... for her bad
cough™. (15/3/1788) So much did Woodforde rely on this inter-
change of letters, that should one from Cole be, in his opinion,
overdue, he would be miserable: “Expected much a Letter from my
Sister Pounsett ... but had none It was a great disappointment to
me”. (11/1/1783) Woodforde relied much upon the letter to express
his loyalty to, and concern for, both relative and friend here. In a
broadcast talk C. A. Joyce once remarked: “I once heard a sermon
preached about what the parson called ‘keeping in touch’ and
among other things he talked about writing letters. I do want to
emphasise that this idea of keeping in touch is a good one, and I
sometimes think it is one of the things missing today”. Parson
Woodforde would, I am sure, have approved of both our Journal
and the Newsletter and this annual Frolic as a means of our keeping
in touch with each other within the Society. Are we as good as he
at using “keeping in touch” by letter — or for us the telephone —as
a tangible expression of our loyalty to, and concern for all the
relatives and friends with which God has blessed us?

Our last look at Woodforde in Pitcombe illustrates for us his
life-style as far as Sunday observance is concerned. The teaching
of the Church of England is that her members — ordained and lay —
should endeavour on the Lord’s Day to be in the Lord’s house with
the Lord’s people at the church’s services. This, it seems, was
Woodforde's lifelong aim as these two remarks from his closing
years make plain: “It gave me much pleasure and satisfaction in my

* This was the unsatisfactory serving man Woodforde had recently dismissed. Afraid that
he would quickly sink into vagrancy or crime, Woodforde paid a guinea and a half to help
him back to the West Country.

+ Dr William Buchan, author of the immensely popular Domestic Medicine.
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Attendance this day on Divine Service. It was ever my greatest
Pleasure to pay that homage to our great Creator which even only
from Gratitude, it demands. It also gave me pleasure to see so many
communicants — 25. or 26. — present”. (3/4/1796, Easter Day)
“Blessed be God! that I was able to do my Duty at Church again”.
(22/3/1795) The Diary several times records his attending worship
here, the first occasion seeming to be 23 June 1782 — “M. Pounsett
and my Sister, Nancy and self took a Walk after Dinner to Pitcomb
Church and there heard M". Rich4. Goldsborough read Prayers and
Preached but rather affected”. Here, on 6 August 1786, the minister
officiating was Mr John Goldsborough; he read Prayers but
“instead of a Sermon he read an Act of Parliament lately passed
concerning donations given to the Poor”. Here on 26 July 1789, Richard
Goldsborough again officiated and preached “a very good Sermon”.

On some Sundays Woodforde did not come to church; occasionally
he says why —once or twice it was because he was unwell, once it
was because the service-time clashed with Sunday dinner, and once
(partly) because he thought “they would be crowded at Church”.
(30/7/1786) Was that because the congregations were unusually
large ones, or because the then church — *“a neat building of one
aisle, with a tower at the west end containing three bells”
(J. Collinson) — was small in size? However, non-attendance at
church did not mean that Sunday went unobserved: “Did not go to
Pitcomb Church this morning but read our Books at home”.
(1/10/1786) “We did not go to Pitcomb Church this afternoon — I
read a Sermon to them at home of one Fishers”. (10/9/1786) For
most of his life —and certainly his last years —this was Woodforde’s
habit on the occasions he was absent from church, but it was always
second-best: “It grieves me much that I am rendered unable ... to
attend at Church being so very infirm”. (17/12/1797)

Mr Cleverley Ford, in the book to which I have already referred,
writes: “Sunday, since the dawn of the Christian era, has been the
day for worship. Church buildings come into their own on it.
Church is the Christians home, the household of faith, the place to
assemble, where the men and women of faith meet. It is a rough
test of the reality of our Christian profession to ask ourselves how
much Church attendance means to us.” Woodforde’s life-style in
these respects was definitely to hallow Sunday as a day for worship,
and preferably to do so in the parish church. In God’s providence,
to read Woodforde’s Diary, to join this Society, is to be put in touch
with one who, in his day, was a good man.
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In a variety of ways this whole parish of Pitcombe was a real source
of happiness in Parson Woodforde’s life. In the many links between
it and him are “things true, honest, just, pure, lovely, of good
report”. Together we have noticed a number of them. And now, as
in a few hours time we take leave of each other to return home, let
us take these things with us. Let us do so, daring to hope that had
Woodforde preached this sermon himself, he would in humility and
loyal friendship, have made St Paul’s appeal his own: “Whatever
you have learned or received or heard from me, put it into practice;
and the God of peace shall be with you™.

NOTES AND QUERIES

Perhaps the last word on Norfolk Beefans!

An attentive reader of Dombey and Son (Ch. LX, p. 847 in the ‘New
Oxford Illustrated Dickens’ edition) will no doubt mark this
passage:

The fruit laboriously gathered from the tree of knowledge ... had
been subjected to so much pressure, that it had become a kind of

intellectual Norfolk Biffin and had nothing of its original form or
flavour remaining.

I am not sure of the exact meaning here, but it would appear to refer
to a characteristic peculiar to this kind of apple, of having been
totally altered by the people who grew it. This is precisely the
charge often brought against fruit growers and merchants today.

Perhaps one of our erudite readers will be able to explain just what
happened to the Norfolk Beefans which rendered them in Victorian
times so different from those locally grown apples that Parson
Woodforde used to give away by the basketful to his neighbours.

Crank(e)y

Lot No. 88 at the third day (Thursday 21 April 1803) of the sale of
Parson Woodforde’s household effects, bought by Mr Girling for
£1. 8. 0, was described as

Mattrass, in a crankey case.
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For once, we receive no comfort from the Shorter OED which
defines ‘cranky’ in a series of terms relating to human oddities:
“out of gear; crazy”; “cross-tempered, awkward”; “crotchety;
peculiar”, although it could also mean “crooked; full of crannies”.
However, ‘crank’, of which the dictionary says the primary
meaning is of something bent or crooked, is rather more helpful. It
cites a number of meanings of which “elbow-shaped” or “zig-zag”
form part.

So could ‘crankey’ refer simply to a pattern on the surface of the
mattress-case?

Child’s Play

[1772]

Dec: 26 —

I breakfasted, supped & slept again at Parsonage ...

I dined & spent the Afternoon at M". Creeds with him
and his Father, my sister Jane, M". Pew Sen'., his Son
Will & his Daughter Betsy — we had an exceeding

fine Turkey rosted for Dinner &c. ...

we played at blind Mans Buff this Evening at M". Creeds

[1773]

Jan: 11 -

I breakfasted, dined, supped & slept again at Parsonage

M. Caleb Penny & Wife, the two Miss Curtiss’s, Miss Plummer,
Jenny Clarke, M". James & Saml. Clarke spent the afternoon
supped & spent the evening at Parsonage as did Sister Clarke.
Dr. Clarke spent the former part of the Evening at Parsonage.
We were all very merry & did not break up till after 12. o’clock
We got to blind Mans Buff after Supper —

Brother John also supped & spent the evening with us —

The note to the first of these passages in Ansford Diary V reads:

To our way of thinking, there must be something very strange in
the notion of this children’s game being played at a party where
all the guests were adults; but more than one activity then thought
suitable for grown-up people to take part in have since been
relegated to the nursery, or more or less self-consciously revived,
such as the carol-singing of Christmas “Waits”.

Afterthought: but was it the same game?
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Mutton pies

All ye that love what’s nice and rarish
At Oxford, in St Mary’s parish,

BEN TYRELL, Cook of high Renown
To please the palates of the Gown,

At three-pence, makes MUTTON PIES,
Which thus he begs to advertise:

He welcomes all his friends at seven
Each Saturday and Wedn'sday Even.

Mr Tyrell, Cook, in the High Street, Oxford, having formed a
laudable design of obliging the University with Mutton Pies
twice a Week, placed this advertisement to that effect in the
Oxford Journal, 25 November 1758.

And sausages

On Saturday October the Third, 1761, Sarah Herbert, wife of
John Herbert, in the High-Street, near East-Gate, Oxford, will
begin making of Sausages, where all those that please to favour
her with their Custom, may depend on being extremely well
served, she having the receipt of her late Aunt Dorothy
Spreadbury, Cook. NB Her Sausages are likewise to be had at
William Hanly’s, Bookbinder, opposite Lincoln College, Oxford.

From Oxford Today, Michaelmas Issue 1994

Letters and enquiries to: Mrs Ann Elliott, The Green Corner,
Deopham Green, Wymondham, Norfolk NR18 9AB.

shall I call thee bird ...
There was once a very literal-minded ornithologist who, coming
across Wordsworth’s famous lines on the cuckoo —

O cuckoo, shall I call thee bird,
Or but a wand’ring voice?

—thought they meant that the poet was saying he had never seen a
cuckoo, and took him to task with some asperity. Wordsworth, he
snarled, must have seen thousands of cuckoos ...
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I was thinking about this during our latest Frolic, as soon as I
realised that a strange thing was happening. I would not expect to
find cuckoos in the city centre of Birmingham, or in any other place
from which Nature has been expelled, as the other poet, the Roman
one, said, with a pitchfork. But in rural Somerset, in the very heart
of the Woodforde country, and in the month of May, when the old
rhyme assures us that “he sings all day”; when I listened for his call
with the same expectation as if I were in a concert hall towards the
end of the slow movement in the Pastoral Symphony, he was not
even a wandering voice. He was not there at all.

Two years ago, I was in the same neighbourhood, and there was no
lack of cuckoos then. Indeed, as I wrote in the Journal at the time,
I heard one who had started up unusually late in the evening, when
it was already beginning to grow dark. But none this year,
throughout the whole week-end.

The reason, I am afraid, is not far to seek; although I most devoutly
hope I am wrong and that my cuckoo-less week-end was a pure
accident, and that all the cuckoos in the county were singing away
like mad, providing only that I were out of earshot. On the other
hand, it may be a sign that, almost certainly owing to the destructive
tendencies of modern intensive agriculture, this once almost
excessively common bird is growing scarce; a prospect that only
those who prefer dead silence to bird-song can face with equanim-
ity.

Another piece of news from the avian world is also saddening.
Mollie Matthews has lost her peacock, so long a vividly colourful
ornament to the garden. He was eaten by a fox who left only a pile
of gorgeous feathers behind. We willingly associate peacocks with
that part of Castle Cary. It was just up the road, in Creed’s home,
that Woodforde first saw a peacock displaying, a sight which
moved him to write:

... and most Noble it is. How wonderful are Thy Works O God.
(ed.)
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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.

PARSON WOODFORDE SOCIETY COMMITTEE 1995/6

Dr Nigel Custance Chairman

Martin Brayne Vice-Chairman

Dr David Case Treasurer

Roy Winstanley Editor

Phyllis Stanley Membership Secretary
and Newsletter Editor

Joann Archer Mollie Matthews

Ken Baddley Ann Williams

Suzanne Custance

Annual membership subscription £10.00
(Overseas members £20.00)



