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EDITORIAL

One of the characteristics of Advent or, as Alan Bennett, with
typical waspishness, has it “what nowadays is called the countdown
to Christmas’, is the recommending of books published during the
course of the preceding year. Of the books I have to mention, two
are works of members of this Society: Alan Ledger’s 4 Moment in
Time, a biography of the Keble brothers (reviewed elsewhere in this
Journal) and Roy and Lesley Adkins’s Gibraltar which describes in
fascinating detail the siege of that place — ‘the greatest in British
history’ —which lasted from 1779-1783. Their story begins with the
sinking, at Spithead, of the Royal George which was intended to
form part of the fleet that, it was hoped, would bring relief to the
beleaguered Rock. Despite the enduring popularity of William
Cowper’s poem— “Toll for the Brave? The Brave! that are no more”
etc — the purpose of the voyage on which she was supposed to set
sail has largely been forgotten. Nor did Woodforde make any
reference to the plight of the garrison although he did express relief
at “the joyful News of Peace........ with America, France and
Spain” (25 Jan. 1783).

Quite a different book is Judith Flanders’s Christmas: a Biography.
Whilst clearly aimed at the seasonal purchaser, it is far from being
the kind of market-conscious potboiler that gets piled high in the
supermarkets. It is a sharp, scrupulously researched examination of
what Christmas has meant, especially in Britain and North America
over the centuries. The author makes typically careful use of
Woodforde’s diary and is able to point out that although he
‘attended many parties on 5 January in Norfolk’, he never labelled
them Twelfth Night celebrations. Likewise, whilst on 25 December
1785, ‘My large Wax Candle was lighted up this Evening, being
Christmas Day’ as though it were an annual event, he had never
once mentioned it in his previous quarter century of diary-keeping.
A further book which members of this Society may enjoy is Richard
Holmes’s This Long Pursuit: Reflections of a Romantic
Biographer, culled from his working notebooks and involving
subjects as varied as Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle
and the first woman to attend a meeting of the Royal Society, Mary
Wollstonecraft, the painter Thomas Lawrence, and the Dutch
intellectual Isabelle de Tuyll (Boswell’s ‘Z¢lide’). Holmes is
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especially good on the byways down which biography leads. By-
ways and airways, for at one point, when writing his biography of
Coleridge, he became obsessed with ballooning.

You will read these words almost exactly fifty years after the notion
of a Parson Woodforde Society first found expression in print. On 7
December 1967 the Personal Column of the Times contained the
following notice;

PARSON WOODFORDE. The many who
have enjoyed “The Diary of a country
Parson” and who would be interested to
hear of the proposed Parson Woodforde
Society are invited to write for particulars
to Box 0266 K. The Times.

Any who responded would have thereby been directed to the Revd
Canon Leslie Rule Wilson who, a fortnight later, followed it up with
a letter, containing a similar invitation, to Country Life. By the
following March he had written to all who had responded to say that
“As eighty people have asked to become members, I feel that we are
justified in forming the Society”. Which is all a rather long-winded
way of saying that next year will mark our fiftieth anniversary.

The highlight of the celebrations will take place over the week-end
of 28-30 September when the Annual Gathering & Frolic will take
place at the Maid’s Head Hotel, Norwich.

Someone who has been a member for very many of those fifty years
is Ann Elliott, our Membership Secretary since the year 2000 and,
prior to that, editor of the Notes & Queries section of the Journal.
Ann has now decided that it is time to step down from this crucially
important role which she has performed with both charm and
efficiency for such a long time. We thank her and wish her many
future years in which she can deservedly observe the progress of the
Society from the sidelines. Happily, Ann’s position has been taken
up by one of our new Committee members, Diana McKay.

Whether or not, like Woodforde, you enjoy ‘a fine Surloin of Beef’
and ‘Plumb Puddings’ on Christmas Day, do have a Happy
Christmas and Peaceful New Year.



THE LIFE AND WIT OF SYDNEY SMITH

Based on a talk given by Martin Brayne at the Annual Frolic,
Holbrook House Hotel, Wincanton, 9 September 2017

Although Sydney Smith belonged to a generation later than James
Woodforde — he was born at Woodford in Essex in 1771 —
superficially at least they had much in common. They were both
educated at Winchester and New College, Oxford and both became
clergymen but although products of the same education they could
hardly have been more different. Sydney became a Whig, James a
Tory. Smith moved in aristocratic and intellectual circles, was
famous in his life time and became known as ‘the Smith of Smiths’;
Woodforde was happiest among the minor clergy, lived an obscure
life and only achieved fame more than a hundred years after his
death.

The scholastic achievements of the two were likewise contrasted.
While James Woodforde was, at Winchester, a pupil of very
ordinary accomplishments, Smith was an outstanding scholar who
became Prefect of Hall (the equivalent of Head Boy). However,
while Woodforde was a loyal Wykehamist who appears to have
been proud of his old school, Smith was to describe the public
school system as one of ‘abuse, neglect and vice’.! In part at least
this may reflect their different temperaments, the one a conformist,
the other something of a rebel, but it may also be the consequence of
a marked change — for the worse — in the running of the school. By
the time Smith arrived the Headmaster was Joseph Warton, a
brilliant scholar but ageing and apparently unconcerned that the
numbers on roll were falling drastically and discipline neglected so
that bullying was rife.2 Even a future Archbishop of Canterbury —
William Howley —resorted to violence: “he knocked me down with
the chess-board for check-mating him’.3 Sydney’s younger brother,
Courtney, twice ran away. Just as were Sydney’s criticisms, they
were somewhat abrasive so that in one history of the College he is
referred to as ‘the rogue Wykehamist Sydney Smith’.#

Nor did New College meet with his entire approval. Writing some
years later about what he saw as the shortcomings of the university
system, he anticipated the reforms which would not be introduced
until after the first University Commission’s 1852 report,
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suggesting that, instead of an education based entirely on the
classics, the universities should teach ‘all the liberal arts and
sciences useful to human life’.> As it was, he asserted that ‘a
genuine Oxford tutor would shudder to hear his young men
disputing upon moral and political truth, forming and pulling down
theories and indulging in all the boldness of youthful discussion. He
would augur nothing from it but impiety to God and treason to
kings’.

Anyone who held such views was not likely to find that advance-
ment in the Church would come easily and so it proved. After
ordination in 1796 he left Oxford to become curate at Netheravon, a
rather bleak spot on Salisbury Plain. Famously, he was to define the
countryside — in which he would spend the biggest part of his life —
as ‘a kind of healthy grave’. After a year at Netheravon he wrote
‘Nothing can equal the profound, the immeasurable, the awful
dulness of this place, in which I lie dead and buried, in hope of
joyful resurrection in the year 1796°.7 More seriously, he was truly
appalled by the poverty and ignorance of many of his parishioners.
On a very limited income himself (the £100 a year he still received
as a Fellow of New College was his main source), he established a
Sunday School in which reading and writing were taught and a
‘school of industry’ in which girls were taught to sew, darn and knit.
He also ensured that the charity of his squire’s wife, Mrs Hicks
Beach, was directed towards the most deserving cases.

‘Joyful resurrection’ did not in fact take place until the summer of
1798. The squire of Netheravon, Michael Hicks Beach, had
provisionally arranged for Sydney to take his son, also Michael, on
a Grand Tour of Europe. The continuation of war on the Continent,
however, necessitated a change of plan and it was decided that
the Athens of the North, Edinburgh, should be their destination.
Young Michael was by no means a dedicated scholar but whatever
frustrations Sydney experienced in his tutorial role was more than
cancelled out by the satisfaction he received from the friendships he
formed. The Scottish Enlightenment was in full intellectual ferment
and Edinburgh was at its centre. He quickly made the acquaintance
of Dugald Stewart, the professor of Moral Philosophy at the
university and the pioneer of political economy. Soon after he met
Francis Horner, Francis Jeffrey — a future Lord Advocate — and
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Henry Brougham — a future Lord Chancellor. Of Horner he wrote,
“My desire to know him proceeded first of all from being cautioned
against him by some excellent and feeble people to whom I had
brought letters of introduction, and who represented him to me as a
person of violent political opinions; I interpreted this to mean a
person who thought for himself ...”. Such unconformity was to be
typical of Sydney Smith.

With these brilliant friends he joined in the foundation at Jeffrey’s
home, 18 Buccleuch Place, of The Edinburgh Review in 1803.
Lasting as these friendships proved Sydney always found the Scots
a source of humour. When they were debating a suitable motto for
the Review and before hitting upon the forbidding words JUDEX
DAMNATUR CUM NOCENS ABSOLVITUR (‘The judge is
condemned when the guilty are acquitted’) he had suggested TENUI
MUSAM MEDIATAMUR AVENA which he had translated as ‘We
cultivate literature on a little oatmeal’!

By this time Smith had married, having in 1800 walked down the
aisle at Cheam in Surrey with Catherine Pybus, a friend of his sister
Maria. Having solicited his father, Robert, for some financial help
towards marriage, he had received the unambiguous and, given the
record of their relationship, not unsurprising response ‘Not a
penny’. As his biographer Hesketh Pearson has pointed out,
‘Sydney, as an honest churchman, perceived that one of his
marriage vows would be quickly accomplished ... he endowed his
wife with all his worldly goods flinging his entire fortune into her
lap. It consisted of “six small silver teaspoons, which from much
wear had become ghosts of their former selves”.’® Fortunately,
‘Mrs Sydney’, as she was always known, brought to the marriage a
modest dowry, to which a grateful Hicks Beach added a cheque for
£750. It was a love match which endured until parted by death.

It was Catherine who persuaded Sydney that if he was to make a
name for himself'in the Church they must go to London. So in 1804
they moved to the capital, Sydney earning a living as a
non-beneficed preacher. He had a compelling pulpit manner and his
message had a particular appeal to the more progressive Whigs.
Although his own faith was that of an orthodox Anglican, he had a
strong detestation of religious bigotry and was appalled by the
discrimination against both Catholics on the one hand and
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Dissenters on the other. At the Temple Church he preached on
Toleration — ‘Charity towards those who dissent from us on
religious opinions is always a proper subject for the pulpit. If such
discussions militate against the views of any particular party, the
fault is not in him who is thus erroneously said to introduce politics
into the Church, but in those who have really brought the Church
into politics’. Thus, while Woodforde could write (on 28 January
1783):

I read Prayers, Preached by desire of Mr Custance and
administered the H. Sacrament at Weston — Mr Custance at
Church & at H. Sacrament — Considering the Quantity of Snow
falling this morning, there was a respectable Congregation ...
Among the rest was my Thatcher Harrison & rec’d the H.
Sacrament from my Hands — he is reputed to be a rank Methodist.

Smith was of the view that ‘No eel in the well-sanded fist of a
cook-maid, upon the eve of being skinned, ever twisted and writhed
as an orthodox parson does when he is compelled by the grip of
reason to admit anything in favour of a Dissenter’.”

This opinion was expressed in the anonymously published Letters
of Peter Plymley which appeared in 1807-8, in which the writer
railed against all types of religious and political intolerance. Smith,
always anxious to gain promotion within the Church, denied being
the author but his style was unmistakeable and his friends had little
doubt as to their origin. It was not until more than thirty years later
when, compiling his collected works, he went as far as to admit that

Somehow or other, it came to be conjectured that I was the author:
I have always denied it; but, finding that I deny it in vain, I have
thought it might be as well to include the letters in this
Collection."

Eventually, in 1806, thanks to the assistance of his Whig friend
Lady Holland, Sydney gained a living of his own: Foston, in North
Yorkshire. Although worth £600 a year, it was quite a remote spot
which the new incumbent famously described as “twelve miles
from a lemon”, and was without a habitable rectory. For almost five
years, while a new rectory to Smith’s design was being built, the
family lived at Heslington, near York, in what is now the Catholic
chaplaincy of the University. For the benefit of his sophisticated



London friends he described the performance of his clerical duties
at Foston in the following amusing terms:

’Tis mine, with all my consecrated dress on
To read the evening and the morning lesson;
With band bi-forked and with visage calm

To join the bawling, quav’ring Clerk in Psalm;
With brawny fist the velvet lump to beat

And rouse the faithful snoring at my feet.

In fact, he took his pastoral duties very seriously as he took the
farming of his glebe, but the latter could be frustrating as a letter he
wrote to The Farmer’s Magazine in 1819 makes clear:

Sir,

It has been my lot to have passed the greater part of my life in
cities. About six or seven years ago | was placed in the country, in
a situation where I was under the necessity of becoming a farmer;
and amongst the many expensive blunders I have made, I warn
those who may find themselves in similar situations against
Scotch Sheep and Oxen for ploughing. | had heard a great deal
about the fine flavour of Scotch mutton, and it was one of the
great luxuries | promised myself in farming. A luxury certainly it
is; but the price paid for it is such that I would rather give up the
use of animal food altogether than obtain it by such a system of
cares and anxieties. Ten times a day my men were called off from
their work to hunt the Scotch sheep out of my own or my
neighbour’s wheat. They crawled through hedges where I should
have thought a rabbit could scarcely have found admission; and
where crawling would not do they had recourse to leaping. Five or
six times they all assembled and set out on their return to the
North. My bailiff took a place in the mail and overtook them half
way to Newcastle. Then it was quite impossible to get them fat.
They consumed my turnips in winter, and my clover in the
summer, without any apparent addition to their weight; 10 or 12
per cent always died of the rot; and more would have perished in
the same manner if they had not been prematurely eaten out of the
way.

My ploughing oxen [to which he gave the names Lug, Tug, Haul
and Maul] were an equal subject of vexation. They had a constant
purging upon them, which it was impossible to stop. They ate
more than twice as much as the same number of horses. They did
half as much work as the same number of horses. They could not
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Wed. June 24.

Kate Johnson sent me a letter from her Bro. John. He was all but
upset in his way to Mr Cowper’s, a spring of the Chaise breaking.
His boy Sam Dent was near crushed by the portmanteau falling on
him. Poor Coz. Cowper is in a pitiable state, like a ghost, nothing but
skin and bone and perpetually groaning. John is hoping to get that
minx Hannah Wilson apprenticed, nothing being likely to come of
her attachment to a young man who gave himself out as being an
Officer and having £700, but who is quite illiterate. Lady Hesketh’s
woman found a letter from him which she shewed to her mistress.
Poor Mrs Unwin cannot speak clearly, but is carried downstairs to
sit in a chair.

Wed. July 8.

Dear Kate Johnson called to inform me that Charles Hewitt has
asked for her hand in marriage and she has accepted! Though he has
been in and out of the house at all times for months past, she has but
now realised his intentions and is quite overcome. Charles will soon
be out of his time at Mr Crisp’s and will then join his Father at Holt.

Tues. July 14.

Sister Balls received a parcel of striped gingham from Nephew John
— chosen as he says by the combined taste of Lady Hesketh and
himself, she liking one of the stripes and he the other! He sent also
some patterns in case I should like to choose one for my ‘little back’.
He still intends bringing Coz. Cowper to Norfolk so soon as Mrs
Unwin dies, which he thinks may be within the next 10 or 12
months, or even weeks. He places all his hopes on a change of scene
to restore Mr Cowper’s mind — unlikely I fear at his age. I trust he
will not be so foolish as to bring him to his own house. He
congratulates us on the speedy restoration of the French Monarchy
now that the poor young King is dead, his Uncle the lawful King
being at liberty, for, says he, ‘a King in a cage is no King at all’. He
hopes glorious things from the Emigrants and French Royalists. He
sealed his letter with black wax for poor Louis X VII, using the seal
that Mr B— gave him engrossed ‘God save the King’.

Sat. July 18.
A disturbing letter from Nephew John announcing that he is
bringing Coz. Cowper and Mrs Unwin and their servants to Norfolk

41



on the 29th of this month! and requesting me to beg Mr Wright for
the use of his house until they can settle on a lodging. Send a Note to
Mr Wright asking him to call upon me on a matter of urgency. It was
not an easy request to make, such a disturbance to his household
being no light matter. John’s suggestion that Mr Wright’s nieces
Miss Browne and Miss Saffery should be accommodated at his
house in Dereham did not meet with approval. After much
cogitation Mr Wright suggested approaching Mr Leonard Shelford,
who has been appointed to N. Tuddenham on the death a week or
two back of his Father, and who will likely be there to conduct the
Services to-morrow. Were he in no hurry to move into the
Parsonage he might be agreeable to letting it to Mr Cowper till
Michaelmas. Have written to John to beg him to postpone his
departure until satisfactory arrangements can be made.

Sat. July 25.

Sister Balls has been to Dereham — found poor Peggy Perowne
surrounded by boxes containing Books, Plate, Knives and Forks,
Wine, Brandy, Rum, a Celarett, and a Stilton Cheese! Kate is
expected this evening, being dragged away from Yarmouth. Peggy
has ordered the Dereham Chaise to meet the party at Watton on
Thursday, whither they will arrive from Barton Mills, where they
spend the night. They come all the way by Chaises, spending the
first night at St Neots. Mr Shelford having been so good as to
comply with Mr Wright’s request, expressing himself as honoured
to have it in his power to assist so great a Poet, Peggy is busy
preparing to send what is necessary to Tuddenham, where Mr
Shelford’s maids will make what preparations they can. Think of
poor John undertaking a 3-day journey with Mr Cowper deranged,
Mrs Unwin helpless, and only the Servants to help him at the Inns. I
fear that Lady Hesketh has too strong a hold on him. Flattered by the
attentions of ‘Her Ladyship’ as he calls her, he has allowed himself
to be trapped into the care of both Invalids. I take it very strange of
John not to have consulted us earlier. In the letter which Sister Balls
received on Tuesday he mentioned bringing Mr Cowper to Norfolk
when Mrs Unwin dies, but there was no hint that he had already fixed
to travel next week, though he must have made his plans by then, his
Sister Kate and Peggy Perowne having been written to concerning
the necessary arrangements for their reception at Dereham!
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Fri. July 31.

Kate sent word by the Butcher that the travellers arrived safely at
Tuddenham yesterday evening, having sustained the journey
remarkably well — Mr Cowper quite composed, thinking it a
delightful dream — Mrs Unwin in high spirits, only sorry they had
not stopped in Cambridge to see the sights! John is much elated at
the success of his plan.

Tues. Aug. 18.

Mr B— has looked long to have Mr Cowper under his roof, but only
to-day did John at length prevail upon him to walk over to see us, for
he had, I suspect, dreaded the meeting. His condition is far worse
than we had conceived. He accepted a dish of chocolate, but scarce
raised his eyes from the floor, nor uttered a word. When John
pointed out Mr Abbott’s picture of him he was much distressed,
being now a scarecrow to what he was then. Mr B— complimented
him on his Poetry, but could not rouse him to speak of it. It is a
formidable charge that dear John has so cheerfully accepted. He
declares that Norfolk air is doing Mr Cowper good, but I much
doubt of his recovery. They walk each day in the lanes, but have
seen no-one. They go to-morrow for Mundesley to a Lodging
procured for them by Peggy’s Brother-in-law Mr Colls. John has
asked to sleep here Saturday nights when he comes to serve his
Churches. Kate is now returned to complete her interrupted visit to
the Dades, and Peggy comes to help us with Mr B— who cannot be
left a moment.

Sat. Aug. 22.

Nephew John arrived by the Norwich Coach. He is well satisfied
with the Lodging at Mundesley — half a house, the other part being
occupied by a German Apothecary, Mr Kaliere, who is most
attentive to Coz. Cowper. He recommends sea-water in his foot-
bath. They walk twice a day about four miles. Hannah Wilson is
with them, but John is apprenticing her to a Milliner at Norwich, and
also hopes to send Mrs Unwin’s retinue home, four Servants being a
great expence and quite unnecessary.

Fri. Aug. 28.
John arrived this evening, having coached to Dereham and walked
from there. He is in train with Mr Crisp for a house at Dunham —too
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large — but its nearness to Dereham an important consideration. The
premises must be vacated for two months in the shooting season, but
a visit to Mundesley could be arranged for that time. John will
consult Lady Hesketh concerning the Rent before deciding. He is
much distressed to find his Uncle so much worse since he was here
last week. Sister Balls and Peggy Perowne are very good in sitting
up with him, he being very restless o’ nights. He is dreadfully
wasted from prodigious sweats and entire loss of appetite.

Fri. Sept. 4.

John has looked at Dunham Lodge to-day. The house is too large,
but is the only one available, and as the winter approaches he will be
unable to serve his Churches from Mundesley and must return to
this neighbourhood. Kate is gone to Holt to Mr James Hewitt’s.
Poor Mr B— was very bad last night, screaming that he was on the
top of the steeple, sitting upon the edge of the battlements and
shrieking lest he should fall off. Poor John was much distressed.

Sat. Sept. 19.

John has settled with Mr Crisp to hire Dunham Lodge. Having
prevailed upon Coz. Cowper to view it last Wednesday, they
travelled by Post Chaise and spent the night at John’s house in
Dereham, Peggy Perowne having gone to help Sally prepare for
their reception. Though thinking the house too large, Coz. Cowper
did not refuse to go there. John and Kate Johnson will remain with
them until they settle with reliable attendants, Mrs Unwin having at
last been prevailed upon to send the present ones home. Mrs Colls
has her eye on a nurse who is come-at-able.

Sat. Oct. 3.

Hear that Mrs Mott is married to Mr Rolfe of Saham. She will I
presume let Barningham until little Johnny Mott is of age. John
Johnson proposes to take Coz. Cowper and Mrs Unwin to his house
in Dereham next Wednesday, the season getting late for travelling
here every Saturday. Our Coz. seemed quite at ease the night he
spent there lately, and is not averse to remaining there until his
house at Dunham is ready for occupation. I fear I must part with
Peggy Perowne, though I can ill spare her, but it is not to be thought
of that Kate should be left alone with the Invalids.

44



Sun. Oct. 11.

John looked in after his Service at Welborne. Coz. Cowper is
tolerably settled at Dereham. The journey was more formidable
than he had anticipated, having no attendants to assist him with Mrs
Unwin. Peggy Perowne has now taken charge of the old Lady with
her usual good management, and Sally has risen to the occasion
with goodwill. I dread the outcome for poor Kate, but trust her
approaching marriage will help her to bear up.

Fri. Oct. 23.

Dear Sister Balls is returned from Dereham, whither she went to
assist Kate Johnson in closing up the house. Yesterday John
conveyed Coz. Cowper and Mrs Unwin to Dunham Lodge, Peggy
Perowne being there to receive them, and having engaged a civil
couple to attend them — a Mr and Mrs Johnson! — a circumstance
which may cause some confusion. John sent back a Note to inform
Kate of their safe arrival. Peggy added a few lines, saying how
nicely Mr Cowper helped her to sheet Mrs Unwin’s bed, Sally not
being expected until to-day. I fear that poor Sally will find the house
a large one to manage. She and Kate went off for Dunham this
afternoon. Poor Kate dreads being cooped up in that great old house
so far from all her friends. Sundays, when John will perforce be
away all day, will be a trial to her indeed. John was much averse to
her betrothal to Charles Hewitt, doubting his steadiness, being too
fond of good living for one with little means, we must however trust
that the responsibilities of marriage will lead him to more frugal
ways.

Sun. Oct. 25.

John called between his Services. He had hired a horse and cart from
Dereham to fetch him from Dunham, it being near 16 miles from
Dunham to Welborne. I trust he may soon be able to return to
Dereham, but at present Coz. Cowper does not settle to anything.
The only thing which can take off his thoughts from his terrible
depression is listening to Novels which John reads to him for hours
on end, day after day. They will soon have exhausted all the books
in the Dereham Circulating Library.

Sat. Oct. 31.
Terrible disturbances in London, the King’s life in danger from
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angry mobs. Should the price of bread rise any higher I fear there
will be great distress this winter, driving the poor to desperate
measures. We give to beggars at the door most days.

Sun. Nov. 8.

John called in his way from Welborne. They find the house at
Dunham very cold, being so high, and having no shelter from the
wind. Their chamber windows look over the tops of the trees and
command a prospect of 30 miles each way. On clear days they can
see Ely and Norwich Cathedrals. In that storm on Thursday night
they expected to be blown away. Poor Kate and Peggy were so
terrified through the shaking of their beds that they got up and went
downstairs.

Tues. Nov. 24.

Hearing that the Woodfordes are returned from Somerset, sent
William Ward with a Note to Nancy to enquire after them and to
inform them that Mr B— is rather worse, it is therefore not possible
for me to invite them here. Nancy returned a kind Note.

Sun. Nov. 29.

Coz. William Donne called in his way to Norwich having been to
Dunham yesterday to see Coz. Cowper. He could do little for him
beyond prescribing opiates. He looked far from well himself. The
loss of his sons Fred and Willy within a few months has been a
severe blow. Willy’s wife is thought to be dying of the same
complaint. She has given birth to another little girl — to be named
Anna Maria. The last child, Lillias, is but a year old, Bessie is 5 and
George 8. Coz. William is much pleased that his son Edward, now at
Cambridge, intends studying Medicine. Molly — Mrs Breach —now
has two little children. Anne is still at home and a great comfort to
them. My Anne sometimes spends Sunday with them from School.

Tues. Dec. 15.

Poor Mrs Willy Donne has died. The 3 little girls will go to their
Grandmother and Aunt Robertson, little George to his Grandfather
Donne.

1796

Mon. Jan 18.
Dear Nancy Woodford paid me an unexpected visit this morning, it
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being a very mild day. It did me good to see her, being extremely
low, Dr Lubbock having been unable to do anything for Mr B—
beyond soothing him with laudenum. Mr Wright had but then come
to see him when Nancy appeared, and Tom Talbot and his Sister
calling, I had but a few minutes parley with Nancy. Her Uncle
cannot get out this cold weather. Mr Corbould officiated for him, to
his great relief, for he would be distressed indeed were his Church
not served regularly. Tom Talbot was grieved to learn how much
worse poor Mr B— is, hoping to give him the latest intelligence
from Cambridge.

Sat. Feb. 6.

Dreadful news from London — the King and Queen attacked by a
Mob when returning from the Theatre — a stone thrown at their
coach, though providentially their Majesties were unhurt.

Wed. March 9.

Fast Day. I durst not leave Mr B— to go to Church, but sent some of
the Servants. Pray God that some relief may come to the poor
stricken country, and that we may be preserved from the horrors of
invasion. Nephew John Johnson called in his little cart in his way
from Welborne. Coz. Cowper goes on much about the same — will
settle to nothing but listening to Novels. John could stay but a few
minutes, saying that Clarissa Harlowe was awaiting him in the 7th
volume, and that between ourselves it would have been her wisdom
to have waited for him till this time, for he should have made her a
better husband than that Lovelace! Poor lad, it is time he were
married, but situated as he is, going nowhere and seeing no-one, it
would be a brave woman who would marry him whilst he is tied to
Mr Cowper and Mrs Unwin. [ can see no end to it. Mrs Unwin who
has been estranged from her daughter Mrs Powley for 8 years, has
expressed a desire to be reconciled to her before her death, John has
therefore invited her and her husband to Dunham. Maybe they will
see fit to take the old Lady home with them and relieve poor John of
that burden.
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ANSWERS TO QUIZ

(1) [b] Anna Maria
(2) [c] twenty-three (Sister Pounsett b. 1734, Nancy b. 1757)
(3) [a] New College (Although JW started a proto-diary or
account book in 1758 at Oriel College, the phrase “long entries”
must refer to the Diary proper, started in Autumn 1759 at New
College.)
(4) [b] three (Ralph b. 1767, Francis b. 1769, James b. 1771)
(5) [c] Midshipman (Diary 9/6/1780)
(6) [c] Astrea (Diary 13/12/1782)
(7) [a] Lord Cornwallis (Diary 1/12/1781)
(8) [c] Virginia (Diary 1/12/1781)
(9) [c] Webster (Diary 10/8/1775)
(10) [a] Devon (Diary 10/8/1775)
(11) [c] 1774 (Diary 28/5/1774)
(12) [c] Lambeth (Diary 20/6/1782)
(13) [c] Townshend (Diary e.g. 27/9/1777)
(14) [c] North (Diary 30/3/1782, & Note)
(15) [b] Barnes (Diary 27/6/1782)
(16) [a] Hunting Lodge
(17) [c] John (Diary 23/10/1764)
(18) [a] Fish (PWS Journal, Summer 2012, front cover)
(19) [b] seven (Jenny Pounsett b. May 1775: Diary 18/7/1775)
(20) [b] Guppy (Diary e.g. 14/10/1780)-

=
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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, Mrs Ann Brayne, Longcroft,
Whitehough Head, Chinley, High Peak SK23 6BX.

Website:
www.parsonwoodforde.org.uk

Indexes to all past Journals may be accessed from the website
under ‘Publications .
The indexes cover Subjects, Names, Places and Authors.
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