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I skated this afternoon down

To Sanford, and for a Glass

of cherry Brandy at Beckley’s — pd. 0-0-3
For mending my skate at Kennington

by Sanford gave a Cobler — 0-0-1
For putting on my Skates — pd 0-0-1%
There were grand fire-Works

on the River by Folly bridge

this Evening, therefore I did

not come of the ice ’till seven

o’clock this Evening —

(Diary, 21/01/1763)

And in the frosty season, when the sun

Was set, and visible for many a mile

The cottage windows blazed through twilight gloom,
I heeded not their summons: happy time

It was indeed for all of us — for me

It was a time of rapture! Clear and loud

The village clock tolled six, — [ wheeled about,
Proud and exalting like an untired horse

That cares not for his home. All shod with steel

We hissed along the polished ice in games

Confederate ...

(William Wordsworth, The Prelude, Book I)
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EDITORIAL

It will come as a sad shock to many of you to learn that we have lost
our President. George’s death came within a few weeks of him
donating to the Society his remarkable collection of Woodforde
Papers henceforth to be known as the Bunting Collection. Having
joined the Society shortly after its foundation, he became the
Treasurer and then Chairman, occupying the two roles for almost
twenty years and doing much to build up its reputation and carrying
through the transition to a Registered Charity. He also negotiated
with the executors of Mrs Arisoy’s estate thereby doing much to
secure the Society’s financial viability. Few people have had a
greater knowledge of British diarists or a greater love of that of
James Woodforde in particular. An obituary will be found
elsewhere in the Journal. He will be sorely missed.

In the past George did much to arrange our Frolics in the South West
and it was a great shame that illness prevented him from attending
this year’s meeting in Dorchester of which you can read in the
following pages. Arranging a Frolic is a major undertaking and the
Committee had decided that next year we would simply meet for a
day in London, holding the AGM and, perhaps, visiting the
Foundling Hospital. This proposal, however has caused much
dismay and arrangements are now being made for the usual two
night residential Frolic to be held in London early in September. See
the Newsletter for details.

On 24 December 1777 Woodforde — who would never have made a
good supermarket manager — dressed his Windows ‘with Hulver
Branches that had Berries on them’. We like to do much the same
ourselves although this year I fear the berries have come rather
early. As for New Year’s Eve, we shall hope to drink ‘a Happy New
Year to ourselves and Friends in a Glass of Gin Punch’,
remembering, too, those we have lost.

MARTIN BRAYNE



A SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF THOMAS WOODFORDE

I have called this a sketch, for in the circumstances it could hardly be
anything more. Of course James Woodforde had the last word about
all the people he put into his diary. As it were, he produced and
directed the show; and if he chose to cast Thomas as the villain of
the piece (“my greatest Enemy”) we, the mere spectators, have no
grounds but to accept his judgement. This is so of all the characters
we meet in the diary, but particularly in the case of Thomas, since
practically all we know about him comes from that source.
Otherwise, materials for the study of his life are wholly lacking.
Even the Woodforde Family Book, usually reliable enough in
giving information about many other members of the clan, fails us
here. It supplies nothing beyond Thomas’ date and place of birth,
and immediately afterwards falls back upon quotations from the
diary.

Thomas was the seventh child of his parents the Revd Heighes
Woodforde and Mary Lamport, born at “Ebbesham als. Epsome in
Surrey, Feb: 5: 1705/6. Baptized Feb: 19”. Unlike his two elder
brothers, Samuel and John, he did not go to Winchester, their
academic and clerical career was not open to him, and there can be
no doubt that this discrimination against him dictated many of his
actions in later times. He must surely have come into Somerset
either with or in the train of Samuel, after the latter had been
appointed to the churches of Castle Cary and Ansford. Otherwise, it
is difficult to understand how he could have established himself
successfully in places so far from his native part of the country. We
recollect James’ comment, in the diary, that his father had “made”
Thomas and his family.

We do not know — and it is symptomatic of the general dearth of
proper information about him —how he made his living, although in
the absence of any knowledge to the contrary it is natural to assume
that, living in that rural community, he was a farmer. I have always
been inclined to harbour the notion that Thomas was the mysterious
uncle (if this is right, really great-uncle) who in an extraordinarily
garbled passage of Farington’s diary is credited with having
introduced Samuel Woodforde, the painter, to the Hoare family
who became his patrons. He is called there “an Attorney”, however,



and no other evidence ofany kind exists to suggest that Thomas was
alawyer. But whatever his trade or profession, there is no doubt that
Thomas did well enough in life to be able to purchase, when the time
for it arrived, the living of Ansford for his son. As for the
circumstances of his life, we have just one inconsiderable crumb of
information. A list in the Ansford Rector’s account book is headed
“An Account of goods left at Lower House, when my Brother, Thos.
Woodforde, took the same — 1751”. Thomas and his wife were there
until 1765. A diary entry dated 10 July in that year states that “Uncle
and Aunt Tom left our House below, and laid for the first Time this
Evening in their own House — A new built one”. But we are not told
where this house was situated.

We are also very much in the dark about the circumstances of Thomas’
marriage. His wife was born Sarah Adams. About her family all we
know is that she was the sister of “Dr. Adams” — John Adams DD. She
and Thomas had one son, Francis, baptized 27 February 1750/1, not
the solitary survivor of a larger family but an only child. Thomas
appears to have been middle-aged at the time of his marriage, and
Sarah was only a few years younger than himself, so it is likely that she
had gone beyond the age to have more than one child. In the time when
they were all on friendly terms Woodforde often refers to them as
“Uncle Tom™ and “Aunt Tom”, as we have seen.

The association of the Woodforde family with Winchester was a
close one. Thomas’ grandfather Samuel Woodforde DD, FRS, a
friend of bishop Ken* when that prelate ruled over the diocese, had
sent all four of his sons to the school. In the next generation Thomas
himselfwas, as we have seen, the only one of three who was left out.
The diarist’s father had only one of his progeny at Winchester but in
addition Thomas made his son a Wykehamist. In this one may see
the effect of inter-familial rivalry, and the actions of a man
determined to secure for his child the advantages he had not
possessed himself.

By September 1762, when Frank was old enough to be admitted to
Winchester, James Woodforde, between ten and eleven years his

* Author of the ‘Morning Hymn” and the ‘Evening Hymn’. After the Revolution of
1688, Ken was a “Non-Juror”, one who refused to take the Oath of Allegiance to the new
king, whereupon he was ejected from the see. In Mary Woodforde’s delightful diary,
she recounts how she and her husband, riding companionably upon one horse, set out to
dine with the bishop. The saddle slipped and they both fell off.
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elder, was already a seasoned diarist. It is a real pleasure, after so
long groping in the dark, to bathe in the flood of light that the diary
sheds on Thomas’ affairs.

When he came to be enrolled at the school, it was useful to Frank to
have his cousin with him, who knew the ropes at Winchester and
could help to ease the strangeness of his initiation to boarding
school life. Thomas was prepared to pay all his nephew’s expenses
on the journey. The day before they started out Thomas borrowed “a
Portmanteau”, into which James “put a few Things ... which I am to
carry”. Then, on 13 September:

Went upon the Old Cream Horse
this Morning with Uncle Tom

and Cousin Frank Woodforde

for Winchester —

Cousin Frank is designed for
Winchester college, this election —
Richard Collins, my Uncle’s Man,
Went with us —

My Uncle Tom is to frank me
there, and back again.

The travellers stayed the night at Salisbury, where Woodforde
noted the scaffolding round the cathedral spire, then under repair.
Winchester was reached next day. He and his uncle “supp’d at the
New-College Table”. The days of the election constituted the only
time that visitors were allowed freely about the school, although the
diarist had to spend the nights at an inn, the White Hart; with the
exception of a single night when he returned so late after “a grand
Supper” at the school that he found the inn doors locked against
him:
... but there being
a post chaise near the Gate in the
Street, I got into that and

there I slept ’till I was extremely cold —
and then the Gates were open —

Next day Woodforde wrote: “I went and got Frank a Laundress, a
Taylor, a shoe Maker, a barber, and a Blacksmith”. It is hard to
understand what the last-named tradesman was for, unless he was a
farrier, to shoe the boy’s pony. Thomas Bedford, who was leaving
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as a superannuate, had a number of articles: bedclothing, furniture
and other things, including a “Scobb”, a sort of desk for use in the
schoolroom, and a “Toys” (singular), a box which each boy had by
his bed. Woodforde had left all these things with him, four years
before, presumably on loan. These Uncle Tom now bought for a
total sumof £5. 15. 6d. The diarist thought them the worse for wear:

M' Bedford promised me to put

them in repair, but he has not —

therefore he has not used me well —

My Uncle paid for them before

I had examined them, and Unknown to me —

On one day James went to the room of a Winchester Fellow after
dinner, and “had delightful Singing”, but neither Thomas nor Frank
could have been fond of music, for they missed the concert and went
back to the inn instead.

Frank went before the Electors, carried out his “Election Task’ and
was duly admitted as sixteenth on the “Roll ad Winton”, which this
year contained twenty names. Before he left, Woodforde went to the
school with Frank and a boy named King who was also a new
entrant, and “saw them both in their respective Chambers”. Then
next day the diarist and his uncle started back on their way home,
accompanied by “Tom Kiddle’s Son of Cary”, who rode back the
horse which had taken Frank to Winchester. But how this local
citizen chanced to be in Winchester, on hand for the job, is
anybody’s guess. Woodforde does not enlighten us.

Four years now passed before Woodforde again saw his old school.
Early in September 1766 he and his brother John were on their way
to Winchester when “Going up White sheet Hill we overtook Uncle
Tom and we went together to Salisbury”, where his uncle was taken
“extremely il1” and, eschewing further horsemanship, took a
postchaise and, accompanied by Mr Penny the former curate of
Castle Cary, went on to Winchester. It is a safe bet, I think, that
Thomas had utilized each of the intervening elections since 1762 to
go to Winchester and do a bit of energetic canvassing on behalf of
his son. The suspicion becomes certainty when we read that, upon
arrival at the school, “Uncle Tom went to the Warden’s Rooms as
usual”. He would clearly know what went on at the time of a boy’s
final Election, when he was due to leave Winchester. The favoured
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candidates were not necessarily the brightest, or the most scholarly,
but those who had the greatest number of powerful and influential
voices to articulate their claim. Behind Frank we see his father in the
background, pushing him, the very picture of the resentful youngest
who had been denied his chance of a public schoo leading to a
professional career. If his brother could have a son ofhis a Fellow of
New College, then surely he could do the same.

But a surprise and a disappointment awaited him. Frank Woodforde
had now been four years at Winchester. His career had been fairly
uneven, unlike that of cousin James, very much an average pupil.
One year Frank had failed to gain promotion from his class to the
one immediately above it; but he had made amends for this in the
next year by jumping right over a class. In 1765 he had second place
in the middle part of the fifth class, but again he failed to move into
the senior part of the class at the end of the scholastic year. Now in
1766 he must have been ready to move upwards, and this would
have entitled him to take the Election for the first time. He was
between 15 and 16 years old. But his name does not appear
anywhere in the 1766 Long Roll because, by the time it was made
out, he had left the school. The Long Roll tells us no more than what
has been set down here. We must turn to Woodforde for further
elucidation. On 4 September he wrote:

Cousin Frank was determined to leave College, and there=
=fore resigned this morning which made my Uncle very uneasy —

However ridiculous the idea of a schoolboy “resigning” from his
school may appear to us, and however Frank’s being “determined to
leave” conflicts with everything we are told about the authority and
control which eighteenth century fathers exercized over their
children, Frank was not to be dissuaded and effectually insisted
upon leaving on the spot. This is indisputable and clearly proven by
the omission of his name from any part of the Long Roll, already
mentioned. He did not take the Election, so he is not on the “Roll ad
Oxon”. He was not given a class position for the ensuing year
because he was no longer a Scholar of Winchester.

But there was far more to it than just that. The diary passage just
quoted was written by James with the most enviable insouciance.
Frank leaving was, to use our modern idiom, Uncle Tom’s problem,



and if he had been rendered “uneasy’ at the way things had turned
out, no-one else had any reason to feel the least anxiety about it. The
diarist was wrong there, if he had only known it. For it was James
Woodforde whose life was to be most changed by his cousin’s
decision to leave Winchester.

Thomas acted at once, to limit if not to repair the damage. He took
his son up to Oxford (there 11-19 October) and enrolled him at
Pembroke. A new scholastic year had just started. But Pembroke,
although it was Dr Johnson’s “nest of singing birds”, was a poor
college without benefices in its possession. As Frank had cut
himself off from any of the well-endowed New College livings, the
only thing to be done was to find him another. And, bearing in mind
that Thomas was no super-rich magnate, able to buy up property
and arrange preferments regardless of cost, the only livings that
were in practice within his grasp were those held by his brother at
home. The way his mind was working is made clear by an action he
had carried out even before he went to Oxford with Frank. He edged
Brother Heighes out of his position as Steward to the Lady of the
Manor, Anne Powell, and took it over himself. This was obviously
done, not for the emoluments of the post, which must have been
trifling at the most, but rather to ingratiate himself with Mrs Powell
and place himself in a relationship with her by which it would
become possible for him to make her an offer for the advowson, or
right of presentation to Ansford rectory. Of course, this was a long
term policy. Nothing could happen in the lifetime of Samuel
Woodforde. But from the moment that Frank left Winchester, the
position of the diarist was weakened.

Woodforde undoubtedly loved his father very much, and certainly
wanted to see his life prolonged for so long as was possible. Yet the
notion of one day succeeding him as incumbent of the two parishes
must always have been at the back of his mind. There was nothing
unusual in this. Although it may have been absurd for Archdeacon
Bathurst to expect to be Bishop of Norwich in succession to his
father, at the parish level these family reversions were not
uncommon, as the history of the Leir, Burton and Leech families, all
in Somerset parishes well known to Woodforde, clearly shows.
There was also, in the same part of the country, Mr Dalton of
Cucklington, said by Woodforde to be a relation of his own, whose
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grandfather and father had in turn held the same Dorset living that
he himself also held at this time.

The diary entry (1/10/1766) in which James describes Thomas’
move over the Stewardship is the first in which a tone of disapproval
appears:

I dined, supped, and spent the Evening at Parsonage —

I spent the Afternoon at Uncle Toms, with him, his Wife, M"

Seth Burge and Cousin Frank Woodforde —

I desired my Uncle, as he is appointed Steward to M™ Powel

and M™ Etterick which he got by very shabby Means, to let

Brother Heighes have the full Profits of the Stamps as he sup=

=planted him in the Stewardship; and it was denied me —

Nothing was so scandalous to be sure —...

In spite of this, there was for some time no overt break between the
two sides of the family. Social meetings with his uncle, “Aunt
Tom”, sometimes Frank on holiday from Pembroke, and a girl
named Miss Jordan who was related to his aunt, are recorded by
Woodforde about the turn of the year. On 16 February 1767 he took
Frank and the young lady to “a very good Concert and a very genteel
Ball” at the Bear Inn, Wincanton. This was the occasion when,
discovering her to be the best dancer in the ballroom, he danced
non-stop with Miss Jordan “from 10. to 4. in the morning”.
Afterwards he doubted whether Aunt Tom would honour her
promise to pay Frank’s half of the chaise fare, augmented since the
vehicle had been kept out all night. Later, she agreed to pay the
money, but now he refused to “take any thing”. Such trifling
differences were unable to disturb the social peace of their mutual
sodality. It is not until March that Woodforde seems to wake up to
the realization that Thomas was dangling after the benefices, and
the danger to his own interests that this could imply. A passage in
the diary describes how Reginald Tucker, driven out of his London
home by a fire, had come with his step-daughter into the district. He
then goes on at once:

Uncle Tom who came from Oxford, London & from M™ Powels
at Harding near S' Albans in Hertfordshire his Lady

with whom I am afraid that he has been endeavouring to
supplant my interest in the Livings here for his Son, as

he told my Father positively that he should not go to

her, because he was not provided for her ...
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BOOK REVIEW

John Vallins, Wessex Diaries, illustrated by Tim Millar, Flagon
Press, 2011, ISBN 978-0-9562778-2-4, 144pp, £16.95.

If the Parson Woodforde Society were a church it would be a broad
one. While its default newspaper is probably the Daily Telegraph, a
significant proportion of members — my correspondence suggests —
are readers of the Guardian. 1 am one myself and, although I have
never really forgiven the Scott Trust who own it for dropping the
Manchester from its title, I have been a dedicated reader (to the
disappointment of my Telegraph-reading father) since moving
north fifty years ago.

One of the newspaper’s features which has helped retain my loyalty
is “The Country Diary’ —a column which might equally well appeal
to readers of the Times or Telegraph. All of we addicts will have our
favourite Country Diarists. Mine include William Condry (Wales),
Veronica Heath (Northumberland), A. Harry Griffin (who wrote on
the Lake District for 53 years) and, especially, the recently deceased
Roger Redfern (Peak District). A relative newcomer is John Vallins
who writes, employing a broader frame of reference than is
traditional among contributors, from Somerset and Dorset. He has
been writing every fortnight for almost twenty years and now some
of the best of his pieces have been collected together as Wessex
Diaries.

As ayoung teacher Vallins had taught at the King’s School, Bruton
where he met John Steinbeck who was then living in the town. From
there he moved to Cranleigh where his pupils included Alan
Rusbridger. His lessons on the poet John Clare inspired the future
journalist to travel to Northampton and even to the asylum where
the poet had been an inmate.

In due course Vallins became the headmaster of Chetham’s School
of Music in Manchester and Rusbridger the editor of the Guardian.
When the teacher announced that he was about to retire to rural
Somerset, Rusbridger was quick to recruit his services. He did well
to do so for there is after nearly two decades an enthusiasm and
freshness about Vallins’ writing on his adopted county which
suggests that he can hardly believe his good fortune in finding
himself in such a lovely part of the country with such a good job.
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[tis clear that he is as enchanted by the place-names as he is of those
of old varieties of apple, by traditional skills like bell-hanging,
hedge-laying or hurdle-making and by the accent of the older
country folk. But although you sense that he — like all the best
schoolteachers? — is more interested in applauding people’s
strengths than in condemning their petty failings, his spectacles are
not rose-tinted; he writes of foot-and-mouth and the Mendip farmer
who lost 100 lambs in an April snowstorm. But Vallins has a
positive outlook on life and he is especially good at telling a good
story; whether of the revival of the village shop (at Maiden Bradley)
or the power-generating capacity of Gant’s Mill on Woodforde’s
River Brue.

Somerset (and Dorset) readers will enjoy Vallins® book (and Tim
Millar’s illustrations) for the insight and affection with which they
portray their part of England, while for those of us who live further
afield it is a delight to know that life goes on in Yarlington and
Batcombe, Compton Pauncefoot and Wyke Champflower.

M.L.B.
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IN MEMORIAM — George Henry Bunting (1925-2011)

Our President, George Bunting, passed away on Sunday,
30 October at the age of 86. When, in 1995, George retired from the
post of Chairman, a position which he had held for almost twenty
years, Roy Winstanley wrote of him “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”. Nor did
George’s contribution end there. As President, he retained the
keenest interest in the Society’s affairs and its Committee could
always rely upon him as a source of wisdom, advice and steadfast
encouragement. Within recent weeks he has donated to the Society
his own collection of Woodfordeiana, henceforth to be known as
the Bunting Collection.

George was born in London on 13 June 1925, the eldest son of
Minnie and John Bunting. When War broke out in 1939 he was
briefly evacuated to Bedfordshire but, on reaching the age of 18 in
1943, he joined the RAF, specialising in radar and wireless
communications. It was when in the RAF that he married Mabs with
whom, happily, he was to be for the remaining 66 years of a rich and
fulfilling life.

After leaving the services, George became a local government
officer, qualifying as a Chartered Secretary and Legal Executive.
An agile mind, sharp intellect and fine administrative skills were
soon recognised and he rose rapidly through the ranks to become
Principal Officer for the large London Borough of Camden.

While holding down positions of high responsibility, George found
time to read widely, develop a remarkable range of interests and
play a full part in family life. In the words of his daughter Pamela,
“when he took us ice skating he learnt to ice skate, when he took us
swimming he learnt to swim and when we went to high school he
became Chairman of the PTA.”

George was incredibly well-read and while his reading might have
taken him in any number of directions, it is the great good fortune of
this Society that he became an especially avid collector of diaries.
He made many scholarly, yet lively, contributions to the ‘British
Diarists’ series of this Journal, providing articles on diarists as
diverse as Claver Morris, Joseph Naples and Francis Kilvert.
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George Bunting (second from R.) with members of the Society,
Wells Cathedral Library 1986.

Woodforde, however, was his particular favourite and it is no
coincidence that on retirement he and Mabs should choose to move
to lovely Priddles Hill House, Hadspen, in the very heart of
Woodforde’s native country. There they restored the house and
created a large and beautiful garden which the Society’s members
had the privilege of visiting.

George and Mabs were not to remain ‘outsiders’ for long. George
threw himself into researching the history of the area, became
Chairman of the Castle Cary Museum, Vice-Chairman of the
Pitcombe PCC and Chairman of the Parish Council. He did much to
revive the fortunes of his parish church when redundancy
threatened and his ‘Short History of St Leonard’s, Pitcombe’,
published in 2004, is a model for what a good church guide should
be.

While Roy Winstanley was editing volumes of Woodforde’s Diary
for the Society, it was George who provided the administrative —
and moral — support; negotiating with Castle Cary Press, arranging
for publication and distribution. When Roy came to write his
biography of Woodforde, it was George who undertook the not
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always easy role of finding a publisher and seeing the book through
the press. Rightly, it is dedicated to ‘George Bunting and members
of the Parson Woodforde Society’.

George was buried in the graveyard at Pitcombe on 10 November
2011 on a sunny, autumnal afternoon in the beautiful part of the
country which he and Mabs had made their own. He leaves Mabs,
his daughters Pam and Gill, six grandchildren, five great-
grandchildren and his many, many friends in the Society he did so
much to create.

WOODFORDE IN BRONZE

[t was in October last year that a friend of mine, the then manager of
the Parson Woodforde pub and restaurant at Weston Longville,
came to tea. My husband and I had helped him with a few
last-minute preparations to get the place ready for opening after its
refurbishment and I had re-framed a print of the Parson to hang in
the entrance as part of a visual history of the place. It was during
general conversation that he suggested I make a portrait head of the
Parson.

The idea gestated and I revisited Weston Longville to study the
original painting. It hangs in the village church which provided his
living for 27 years. Painted in 1806, three years after his uncle’s
death by his nephew Samuel Woodforde RA, from a sketch made
almost 20 years earlier, it seemed to me rather unconvincing.

I had read the diaries with fascination and, as far as I was concerned,
they and the portrait did not quite seem to match up. Here was a
youthful, fresh-faced man of indeterminate age, certainly not
typical of someone of the Parson’s stature and standing and in his
mid-forties.

I had formed the impression from my readings that James
Woodforde was not a particularly energetic man. He did the
occasional bit of digging in his garden and enjoyed walking the
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James Woodforde —
48 cm x 28 cm, on
a black slate base
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dogs. Even getting himself to church and taking the services was a
bit bothersome when the weather was inclement or he was
disinclined, so it is not unreasonable to assume that the circulatory
problems that blighted his later years probably began to manifest
around about this time.

Years of socialising and partaking of rich food and drink must
surely have left their mark? Known to have been frugal in his use of
coal to heat the house, it is reasonable to assume he consumed the
type and quantity of food necessary to provide body-warmth,
particularly in winter. None of this is immediately apparent in the
portrait which portrays a red-lipped, dewy-skinned man with rather
vacant soft-brown eyes. Yet, on closer inspection the inner corners
of his eyes are discoloured and he certainly has dark bags beneath,
both frequently signs of poor kidney function. He has a double chin
and jowls as well. The eyes hint at weariness beneath a twinkle of
kindness. Perhaps the rosy cheeks are a gentle tilt towards florid by
a grateful nephew keen to present his Uncle in the best light? James’
small mouth is shown quite tight and formal yet at the corners there
are turn-ups that indicate a touch of suppressed humour. Highlights
in the painting show he had a fairly prominent bridge to his nose and
lowlights hint at a dimple in the chin. So by reading the painting
carefully to determine its skeletal structure and using intuition to
interpret what I saw, I set about creating the Parson’s portrait in
three dimensions instead of two.

As well as physical resemblance, I wanted to indicate his character.
To my mind, James Woodforde was a slightly starchy person,
conscious of his social position, given to acts of generosity,
particularly where his family were concerned. No burning Christian
zeal or grand reforming ideas shine through his journals and the odd
bit of tax evasion, gambling and buying of illicit goods tells
something of his easy-going interpretation of the law. In fact [ fancy
he carried out his Ministry with as little disturbance to his cherished
personal routine as possible. Therefore I modelled him dignified,
caring and tolerant, with an air of spirituality occasionally
punctuated with bursts of humour. In middle age, I judged him to be
of a more portly stature than the painted portrait represents.

After seeing an image of the bust, Stephen Butt, a descendant of
James’ nephew, William, kindly wrote: “Wow! this is really
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something. My immediate reaction to the image was that I ‘knew’
this person. I am attaching a picture of my grandfather Reginald
Woodforde, and I really do see a strong likeness. Reginald could
also look austere while having a great sense of humour. When I was
7 years of age, he would take me for long walks which were filled
with stories and fun. The painting of the Parson hung, throughout
my childhood years, in my grandfather’s house, over the
mantelpiece in the front room. I totally agree with your thinking.
Parson James was a deeply understanding man. He was a father to
his nephews and niece because their own parents were not up to
much. He has been described as ‘kindly Uncle James’ which fits the
bill perfectly ...”

On completion of the head, which was first modelled in clay and
then cast in bronze resin, I contacted our manager friend, only to
find he had moved on. Sadly, in the present difficult economic
climate, the owners — who had had massive outlay and had not
directly commissioned the portrait, were unable to afford the
£1,500 to buy him.

I have since contacted Castle Cary Museum, New College, Oxford,
Woodforde’s Brewery, Castle Museum, Norwich, the Parson
Woodforde Society and Norwich City Library in an effort to bring a
modern focus onto the story of Parson Woodforde and his journals
which are so important for students of domestic history and those of
us who enjoy a more general insight into the past.

I have not entirely given up hope that he may one day grace a venue
more fitting to his importance than my living room, but until that
day comes James Woodforde’s homely gaze sheds a very warm
presence on my family and we shall miss him when he goes.

Further information can be found on Linda Preece’s website —
www.anglianartbronzes.co.uk. — Ed.
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QUIZ ANSWERS

1. (b) Mrs Jane Woodforde. JW’s estate, Sandford Orcas, was left
to him by his great-uncle John Collins. See 26 June 1762 and
accompanying Note.

2. (a) Heighes Woodforde. He went as Richard III to the
Masquerade Ball on 3 February 1767.

3. (c) Juliana Woodforde. It is the Summer of 1779. Bill W is in
disgrace. “Work” = Sewing, so the speaker must be Nancy, aged
22, or Juliana, aged 18 or 19. Of'the two, it is surely more likely to
be Juliana who could look as though she was “too young to be in
Company”.

4. (a) Squire Custance. See 19 June 1780.

5. (b) Justice Creed. 14 September 1768, the affair of the Church
Gallery.

6. (b) Betsy White, niece by marriage of Mary White.

7. (c) Lady Jerningham. See Note on 12 December 1782.

8. (b) Mr Howes. See 29 July 1783.

9. (c) Bishop Bagot. See 24 October 1783.

10. (¢) Mr Dade. He arrived 2 June 1799 as a Deacon and was not
ordained Priest until 21 December 1800. His Uncle was the Dean
of Norwich.

11. (d) Briton. His family were bakers, and his sister Lydia took
over the family bakery.

12. (a) Sister Clarke, Sobieski Woodforde. Her daughter Jane
(Jenny) Clarke married Frank Woodforde who displaced James
Woodforde from Ansford Rectory.

13. Fly the greyhound, who stole a shoulder of mutton from the
Carys on 11 April 1794. His confidence in Woodforde’s
forgiveness was misplaced as he was hung that evening.
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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 £16 (overseas members £25,
student members £10) becomes due on 1 January and should be
forwarded to the Treasurer, Dr David Case, 25 Archery Square,
Walmer, Deal, Kent CT14 7JA.

Website:
www.parsonwoodforde.org.uk

PARSON WOODFORDE SOCIETY COMMITTEE 2011

Martin Brayne Chairman & Editor
Dr David Case Treasurer
Ann Williams Secretary

Jenny Alderson, Revd Peter Jameson, Charles Milnes, Mary Price,
Katharine Solomon, Anne Unwin, Robert Bates (co-opted)

The Parson Woodforde Society is a registered charity no. 1010807
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