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[1763]
SATURDAY 12 MARCH

This was one of the blackest days that I ever passed. I was most
miserably melancholy. I thought I would get no commission, and
thought that a grievous misfortune, and that I was very ill used in
life. I ruminated of hiding myself from the world. I thought of
going to Spain and living there as a silent morose Don. Or of retir-
ing to the sweeter climes of France and Italy. But then I con-
sidered that I wanted money. I then thought of having obscure
lodgings, and actually looked up and down the bottom of
Holborn and towards Fleet Ditch for an out-of-the-way place.
How very absurd are such conceits! Yet they are common . . .

I went to Lady Betty’s. Lady Anne only was at home. She gave me
some tea and we chatted gently. Then the rest came in. I valued
them, as they were to go for Scotland on Monday. I stayed supper,
after which we talked of death, robbery, murder, and ghosts . . .

- James Boswell: London Journal, 213/14.
[1763]
April 18.-
We breakfasted at Dyers again. At Bowles this afternoon in our
Green, one Game, with Ballard, Richardson of Univ: Coll: (a
Guest of M'. Peckhams), Peckham, Fanshawe, Russell and
myself, won my Greenage* - being - 0. 0. 3.
Jim Chaunler our Chaunler’s Brother dined at our Table, being
both mad and drunk - For Wine in the Bowling Green 0. 6. Took a
Walk this evening with Caldecott in Bays Water - For some Ale at
Old Mother Jacobs of Bays Water 0. 0. 4
I gave the old Woman 0. 0. 2 for Porter for Caldecot and myself, at
the Kings Head 0. 0. 3
A little Lap Dog followed me from Eddington quite to Coll: He
laid in my Room all night -
Richardson of Univ: Coll: pd. me 1.6 which he has owed me near
a Twelve-month for Quadrille -
- James Woodforde, Diary,
Woodforde at Oxford, 121

* Not in the dictionary, but presumably meant a stake, amounting to a halfpenny for
each player, and won by the bowler scoring the maximum number of points.
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EDITORIAL

In his Notes printed in the last Journal our Chairman had
something to say about the future of the Journal and the need to
formulate a policy which would carry it through any necessary
changes that time might bring. The subject was also raised at
the Committee meeting in London last November. Already
some mutually divergent opinions have emerged, regarding the
scope and direction of the Journal in the 1990’s.

In the twenty-two years of its existence, many different sorts of
essay and article have been printed, but in general three main
types have predominated. These are: articles about Woodforde
himself, his immediate family and closest friends: pieces which
brought in other people but for which the master-source was
the diary itself: contributions which in some cases tended to
transcend the ambit of his personal life but were at the same
time part of what we may call the social background to his
life.

In the earliest years, the paramount need was to supplement the
diary by producing work on Woodforde’s life, and that of his
relations and friends. However, much of this material has not
been seen by members who have joined the Society in com-
paratively recent times. It now appears to be felt by some that
we might with advantage reprint some of this work, rather than
open up new themes which less concerned the diarist in his
lifetime. It would of course be easy enough to do this without
altering the format of the Journal. On the other hand it may be
thought that the right place for it is the kind of supplement
which we have just recently produced.

But the really essential question about Woodforde is one which
demands an answer from anyone who claims an interest in the
diary. What kind of man was he? What s his place in history? If
a Society exists to commemorate him, how should it best go
about its task?

Now, if he were no more than the greedy, gobbling old parson,
obsessed with the aimless recording of triviality, that has
become his stereotype with unthinking people, there is surely
no problem here. Any scribbled paragraph, knocked off
hurriedly by some hack journalist or well-meaning amateur,
without regard to accuracy or even common sense, would suf-
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fice. Butif the diary is what I have never ceased to proclaim it s,
an indispensible primary source of much in the social and
domestic history of the diarist’s time, then he deserves some-
thing that is not only better than that, but is as good as we can
possibly make it.

I have heard it said that the Journal is too specialized, too
erudite and “scholarly” for its avowed purpose. [ have no idea
whether this criticism is well-founded. But before any decision
is made about the advisability of lowering our standards, I
think we ought first to look at the alternatives. Do we really
want the buffoonery and nonsense that the popular press and
the other media, and their friends in the advertising industry,
come along with whenever they condescend to take notice of
Woodforde? I believe we should consider very carefully before
we make any attempt to go down that path.

However, whether you agree with me or not, you can all do one
thing to help. Write to me, or to our Chairman, or Secretary,
and favour us with your views. I promise that they will receive
our best attention.

I have, or rather the Society has, inherited all Penny Taylor’s
Woodforde papers. Most of these consist of notes, the raw
material of so many articles she wrote for the Journal. Parson
Woodforde - and Bungay must have originated in a talk given to
the Bungay Society or some other local body, and is printed
here in memory of the author. Parson Woodforde by David
Duval comes from the same source. I regret my inability to con-
tact either Mr. Duval or the editor of whatever periodical it was
that printed his essay, and for that reason could not apply for
permission to republish it here.

- R. L. WINSTANLEY



CHAIRMAN'S NOTES

With this issue of the Journal comes the first edition of a News-
letter, inaugurated by our secretary, Phyllis Stanley. The suc-
cess of a venture of this kind depends to an extent upon
support from members so I would urge those of you who come
across Woodforde items likely to interest other members to
send details to Phyllis.

Members will be sorry to hear of the death, aged 90, of Miss
Bertha Figl, a Founder and Life Member of the Society. Miss
Fugl will be remembered by the Society particularly for the
excellent drawings made specially for us to illustrate various
aspects of Woodforde and the Diary. It is particularly approp-
riate at this time, with the private visit to Stourhead on the
Frolic itinerary, to recall the drawing of the Parthenon and
Rustic Cottage at Stourhead which was reproduced on the
front cover of Journal Vol. VI No. 1. The Society extends con-
dolences to Miss Fiigl’s family in their bereavement.

At this time of the year it is usual for me to make gentle men-
tion of the matter of unpaid subscriptions. If you are one of
those whose memory requires a delicate jogging, please take
heed - it will not only save you from the indignity of a further
written reminder but will save both work and money for pos-
tage. There is also the business of payment by banker’s order.
Will those few who have not already done so please instruct
their bank that the annual subscription is £7.50 for UK
members.

Finally, a reminder of the annual Frolic date, 18-29 May. If you
have not already booked, but would like to join our Somerset
gathering, please ring me at home (0963 50462). It may be poss-
ible because of unavoidable cancellations to make the
necessary arrangements even at a late stage. We look forward
to a successful Frolic and hope for our annual good fortune
with the weather.

G. H. BUNTING

Chairman
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PARSON WOODFORDE - AND BUNGAY

Woodforde was very fond of what he called “schemes” and
excursions, and he visited the Bungay region three times, in
1779, 1786 and 1788. He was acquainted with Roger Hall, rec-
tor of Ellingham, and Castres Donne, vicar of Loddon and
curate of Broome. He had first met Donne, who was related to
the poet Cowper, at Weston, and went to visit him in April
1779: “Took a ride to Brooke, to M. Donnes about 14. Miles
from Weston, and a very dusty ride we had & very hot - we got
there about 2. o’clock and there we dined . M'. Donne has got a
pretty genteel House and Garden -". Woodforde had also met
Elizabeth Davie, the widow of Lancelott Davie, a Southwold
surgeon. She was the daughter of Dr. Charles Roope of
Pulham Market, and her half-brother George was apprenticed
to Dr. Camell, a well-known Bungay surgeon who was renow-
ned for his inoculation treatment against smallpox, two of his
patients being the son and daughter of Castres Donne.

In 1786 Woodforde recorded in his diary:

My Nephew breakfasted not at all at home, but sat

of with me about 8. o’clock on a little Tour towards

the South East Coast of Norfolk - Briton went with us -
We went from home to Norwich but did not get of there
but went on to a Place called Porland about 5.

Miles the other side of Norwich, and there we
breakfasted at 11. o’clock on some cold hard boiled

Leg of Pork and drank some strong Beer at the

Sign of the Dove - paid there - 0:2:6
About 12. we went on for Bungay and there we

dined at the three Tunns kept by one Utting, very

civil People - paid & gave there - 0:8:6
Whilst at Bungay we went and saw the old Ruins of
Bungay Castle - scarce worth seeing - gave there - 0:0:6

From Bungay we went on to Beccles . . .

Woodforde did not stay long on this visit; and it would seem, in
the light of Mr. Reeve’s researches into Mrs. Bonhote and the
house she built into the Castle Keep, and the other buildings
outside the walls, that these did not impress Woodforde as
being strange or unusual - perhaps this was a commonplace
with ruins in the eighteenth century! After visiting Beccles,
Southwold and Lowestoft, Woodforde and Bill went on to Yar-
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mouth, and after buying a large cheese at Acle, arrived back at
Weston on 7 April.

His third visit, in 1788, ostensibly to visit Mr. Hall at
Ellingham, was an overnight one, and the account is again
given in his own words:

July - 30.-

I got up this morning about 6. o’clock and

before breakfast mounted my Mare and sat

of for Bungay and Briton with me, went

three Miles at least out of our Way to find out
Ellingham where M. Hall is Rector, called

at M. Donnes at Broome, saw only M™. Donne, her
Husband being gone to Bungay, did not unlight

but from thence went to a M'. Johnsons where

at present MT. Hall boards (about half a Mile

from M'. Donnes) and there met with him, and

a neighbouring Clergyman a M". Francis with him

eat a bit of Cake and drank a Glass of very old Madeira
and then went with M". Hall to his Parsonage House
about half a Mile from M. Johnsons and there

stayed with him till he had dressed himself - Such a House and
Situation I think far from being agreeable —

M. Hall however is fitting of it up in a shabby

Manner and at present always sleeps there of Nights, no
Man, Maid, Horse, Dog or any living Creature

but himself there - the House very small indeed -

After MT. Hall had dressed himself, he went with

me to Bungay above two Miles and half from

his House, & spent the Aft: at the three Tuns kept by MT. Utting -
We got to Bungay about 3. o’clock, and glad

enough I was to get there having had no breakfast.

We had for Dinner some fish and a Leg of Mutton
which was just fit as we got thither -

In the Evening about 8. o'clock MT. Hall left me

M. Hall had M". Johnsons Horse to go with me -

As we were going into Bungay to Day we met

M. Donne and his Brother in Law MT. Mott with him
in a one horse Chaise - We had some Chit-Chat
together, but for not any considerable Time -

I supped and slept at the three Tunns at Bungay -



July - 31.-

I breakfasted at the three Tuns and after

being shaved & a clean Shirt, about 9. o’clock
mounted my Mare and sat of for Norwich -

To the Barber that shaved me, for the Razor with

which he shaved me and for himself gave - 0:3:0
At a Booksellers Shop at Bungay for a large Stick
of red sealing Wax - paid - 0:1:0

To a Book that I happened to see in his Shop

published by an old Acquaintance of mine, by

name Caldecot of the Middle Temple - pd. 158 ;0
entitled Reports of Cases relative to the duty

of a Justice of Pecace from 1776 to 1785 -

Spoke to M. Doughty my Shoemaker at Bungay

about Boots and Shoes, bespoke a PT. of each.

Saw MT. Donne again this morning at Bungay, this
being Market Day, and he was marketing.

Saw George Roope (who is apprenticed to a DT. Cammel,
Surgeon and Apothecary) this morning before I left town,
as I did also Master Tho®. Roope who is at School

at The Rev. MT. Reeves - gave him 0:1:0
They are nearly related to Betsy Davy and her Mother -
Paid & gave at the Tunns - 0:14:6

We got to Norwich about 1. o’clock -

Fortunately St. Mary’s parish rate list of 1786 is still surviving
and has been published by the W.E.A. in a collection of
Bungay documents, and from it, although house numbers are
not given, it is possible to deduce that Doughty the shoemaker
lived approximately where Mrs. Daniel’s shop now stands.
The barber was probably James Sexton of Earsham Street who
lived two houses away from the renowned baker Indes Mapes,
where the launderette and travel agency are today. The book-
seller would have been Thomas Miller, the well-known
stationer, printer and publisher - and grocer - who occupied
the block behind the Butter Cross which now includes Stacey’s
and the Trustee Savings Bank.

Mr. Camell lived in the house in Broad Street which was
recently occupied by a dentist, and lately an antiques centre.
The adjoining building at the corner of the Market Place, now
the Post Office, was part of Dr. Camell’s property and is the
subject of an advertisement in the Norwich Mercury of 3 June
1786: “To be let and entered upon at Michaelmas next, a com-
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produced. But I had so far done little intensive work on the
m.s. diary, still necessary as the Society had yet to embark on
its publication of the whole Ansford Diary. The research is ade-
quate, apart from one enormous, whopping error in which one
person is mistaken for another, and the dates and factual
detail are correct. The long sequence of Coleman’s misdeeds at
the Parsonage is detailed; although I see I have missed out that
dramatic occasion “in Kitchen”, when fisticuffs flew about and
he came to blows with the head maid, Elizabeth Claxton - and
no doubt had the worst of the encounter. The style is not much
to write home about. It is mainly impressionistic, and at one
point drops into sub-Virginia Woolf, when I have Coleman
gulping his pint of home-brewed at Ansford Inn amid fuzzy
speculations about the various reasons why his life had gone
wrong. This represents the sort of error which introspective
modern people so easily fall into. To go rummaging into the
depths of one’s own past, even to the extent only of lamenting
the waste of opportunities, requires on the one hand a certain
degree of mental training and, on the other, sufficient leisure
for unhurried contemplation. I believe that the labouring men
of Woodforde’s time lived far nearer to the basic animal level
than we do, and that they would quickly banish from their
memory everything that was not germane to and part of the
instinct to “keep base life afoot”, as Lear said.

But the worst fault in my old Coleman piece is not so much
that it asks the wrong questions as that it fails to ask the
right ones.

For people are not simply isolated individuals, like “Peter the
Wild Boy”, who is supposed to have emerged from the woods
without ancestry, knowledge of human speech or experience of
human contacts. (He was a contemporary of our Parson, too!)
They fit into a social framework and pattern. They are partofa
historical process. They cannot really be understood except by
reference to their families, friends, jobs and surroundings.

If we look at Will Coleman again, and in this light, some
interesting facts appear. That he was the only one of the ser-
vants in Woodforde's Norfolk period who came from the West
country, is no doubt pure accident. But he was also the only
one who is known to have originated from the poorest labourer
class. In the case of one or two others, the evidence is doubtful;
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but by far the majority came from the small farmer (Ben
Leggett) or tradesman (Brettingham Scurll, Betty Dade)
class.

But historically the most important discovery we can make by
a careful reading of the parts of the diary in which Coleman’s
kinsfolk appear, is the very close relationship between them
and the Woodfordes. One might almost call it a kind of village
patronage, in which one side features as benefactor and
employer and the other as the recipient of charity and
work.

This relationship seems to have begun with Will’s grand-
mother, invariably referred to by the diarist as “poor old Alice
Stacey”, one of the most regular objects of the diarist’s charity.
She trots about on all kinds of errands; she helps out with the
Parsonage washing. Her name is on the list of poor people to
be presented with a Christmas gift. and she attends the
Christmas dinner in the years when that function is held.
When Mr. Woodforde senior went to Bath in the winter of 1768
and took his maid with him, Alice looked after the house, with
the manservant William Corpe, until their return. When the
old rector died, she and her daughter were among the six
women “Wakers” who sat up all night with his body before the
day of his funeral.

She was born Alice Coles, of Ansford. At the age of 27 she
married Wiliam Stacy, and her daughter Mary was born just
over a year after the marriage. Some eight months later her
husband died. Mary grew up to marry Edward Coleman, of
Castle Cary, and they were the parents of Will Coleman. Alice
was buried at Ansford, where she had spent a long lifetime of
continuous poverty.*

Will, the grandson, was the baptised at Cary in January 1755.
He is mentioned in the diary first on 15 June 1765, when the
last line of the day’s entry reads: Gave a little Boy of Ned
Coleman’s - 0 -0 - 17. This is almost certainly Will. A brother,

* [bap. 1703] July: 28: Alice y¢ Daughter of W™. & Edith Coles: bapt.
[mar. 1730] William Stacy & Alice Coles both of Almsford ... June 6
[bap. 1731] Mary D". of William & Alice Stacy July 6 bap.
[bur. 1731/2] William Stacy ... Feb: 6
[mar. 1754] Edward Coleman of Ca: Cary & Mary Stacy of this Parish ... Feb: 20
[bur. 1785] Alice Stacy Aged 82 Years - April 23rd -

- Ansford Register
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named John, had been born, but is otherwise unmentioned
anywhere, and he presumably died in infancy. Six months
later, now aged just 11, Will was already doing the kind of
small jobs often given by Woodforde to members of his family.
On 20 June 1766: “For half a Peck of Black Oats for my Fowls -
pd. 0 - 0 - 6 - had from Ansford Inn - I gave little Will Cole-
man for fetching them - 0 - 0 - 2". - Ansford Diary 111, 20/1/1766.
Again, a few months later: “I gave little Will: Coleman this
Evening for 2 Days work - 1 - 0. Ibid., 2/7/1766.

On 10 August 1771, after the death of his father and his move to
the Parsonage, the diarist noted: “I took little Will: Coleman to
be with me this morning”. His wages were to be one shilling a
week. In the corresponding entry in his special servants’
account he repeats this, giving the annual total of £2. 12. 0, and
adds “& Cloaths”. This was the first personal manservant
he had.

On 18 April 1772 he recorded:

Whilst my Boy (Will™. Coleman) was waiting behind my
Chair at Dinner, he fell down in a fainting fit, but he
soon recovered again - I gave him some Brandy immed=
=iately after, & in the Evening gave him some Daffy -

- that s, the famous “Elixir”, made up at home, from which no-
one in that household could have long escaped swallowing. In
June on a visit to Stourhead gardens Will strained his foot
while dismounting from his employer’s horse, “& could not
stand upon it” -. He may have been clumsy and “accident
prone”, like his colleague William Corpe, who certainly suf-
fered a series of spectacular misadventures while in service.

In June 1773 he was an attendant at Aunt Anne’s funeral and
was given “a p'. of Gloves”, along with the sexton and the car-
penter, Roger Coles, who had no doubt made the coffin and was
almost certainly a relation of Will. In September the domestic
was sent back to Shepton Mallet with Betsy White, after she
had been visiting the Ansford Whites, “to see her safe home™.
This of course was still some months before the romantic night
when Betsy “seemed not averse .. at all” to the Parson’s
cautious talk about possible matrimony.

Early in 1774 Woodforde handed over the tenancy of Ansford
Parsonage to his brother-in-law Mr. Pot nsett. A memoran-
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dum which he wrote into his accounts ledger reads:

- Lady Day - 1774 - left of Housekeeping at Ansford -
- dismissed my Servants & went to College —

They were not, however dismissed in the sense of losing their
jobs, but stayed on at the Parsonage with Pounsett paying their
wages. Will Coleman accompanied his master on most of the
journeys the diarist made about this time between Oxford and
his birthplace.

Another phase in the servant’s life opened when, on 9 May
1776, riding the recently purchased “Portmanteau horse”, Will
Coleman started with the Parson and his nephew on the long
horseback journey to Norfolk. Just before setting off, Wood-
forde gave Will's father Ned, no doubt at the Parsonage seeing
his son off, a shilling.

Will was now 21, and his name is first in a list of Norfolk ser-
vants, at a wage of four guineas. His clothes are still being paid
for. To be fixed up in a steady, permanent job so early in his life
was a stroke of good fortune. Servants’ places with the families
of professional men were rarely, as has been pointed out, given
to people in his social class. Again, Woodforde never bothered
to train his servants, and those of the Norfolk period all had to
have previous experience. Will Coleman had somehow
managed to pick up the necessary skills during his time at
Ansford Parsonage. He was also the only servant to be
employed both as a boy and an adult, whereas the later “skip-
jacks” were generally fired after serving two years.

Strangely little attention has been given by historiographers to
the servants of Georgian Britain, and the one distinctive mod-
ern book to be written on the subject is American. Yet they
held a vital place in the domestic economy of the time. Prac-
tically without labour-saving devices of any kind, people had
only the choice between doing hard manual work themselves,
and paying others to do it for them. The wealthy, leisured,
elegant members of the upper classes regarded themselves as
much too delicately constituted to endure physical strain or
hardship of any kind. This was notably and absolutely true of
women, but to a certain degree of men also.

Servants also counted as a status symbol, a sign of evident
prosperity and well-being. Generations of satirists poured

45



ridicule on the hosts of bewigged and bepowdered “flunkeys”,
with their gold sticks and gorgeous liveries; but huge numbers
of them were employed all the same. Well-trained servants
were also indicative of sound management, and in Gold-
smith’s comedy She Stoops to Conquer Mr. Hardcastle’s young
men taken out of the farmyard and hastily drafted into domes-
tic duties were there to be laughed at.

To revert to Coleman, it must be obvious that the only life he
could have expected in Cary or Ansford was that of a farm
labourer. As it was, he was given his food, clothing and accom-
modation, all infinitely better than could have been provided
out of a labourer’s wages, and at least in the years when the
Parson was on the move a lot, he had the chance to travel, to
see interesting places such as Bath, Winchester and Oxford.

And when we come to look at how wantonly he threw it all
away, we come up against an essential manner of dealing with
domestic problems which is diametrically opposite to that
which we hold today. It is worth while looking at this.

Woodforde hated what we call “confrontation”, and for a long
time after he had become convinced that Coleman would have
to go, he stayed on. Once he had made up his mind, but Nancy
interceded for the servant.

The woeful story of his misadventures and shortcomings is all
in the printed diary, so we need only recapitulate here. He
drank, and when intoxicated was likely to be “saucy” and
abusive; he was noisy and quarrelsome; he was unreliable and
sometimes went missing when his presence was expected. Let
him pass the evening away from the house and sometimes he
stayed out all night.

Yet the heart of the matter is this - once the Parson really
decided to get rid of him, Coleman reached the point of no
return and, as a servant, was done for. No-one would ever
appoint him in that kind of job without a “character”, a
previous employer’s reference. And Woodforde could not, as an
honest man, give one that was of any value at all.

And it is noticeable that, once the Parson had nerved himself
to dismiss him, Coleman quickly lost all his self-assurance
and became frightened. Woodforde and Nancy were his life-
lines to the old familiar world, and without them he was lost
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and helpless among strangers.

In the end Woodforde, who did not want to see harm come to
him and may have been afraid that, left to himself, he would
sink into vagrancy or crime, helped him to get back to Somer-
set. He stayed in the Cary district for the rest of his life.

He kept in touch with various members of the Woodforde
family, but it is clear that he was never more than an odd-job
man and casual labourer. His marriage at the age of 40 to Jane
Biggon, member of a low-life Cary family, and the large brood
of children he proceeded to father over the next years, may be
seen as the outcome of a disorganised life, since it does not
seem remotely possible that he could have ever earned any-
thing like enough to maintain them. He and his like were an
object-lesson to the Malthusians in their attacks on the effects
of the Poor Law, which must have borne the brunt of looking
after his large family.

He died in 1832, two years after Nancy Woodforde; with whom
he had at least one experience in common. They had both
been, as it were, exiles in a distant place, and found their way
back home. With Will Coleman the wheel came full circle,
since he ended as he had begun, in poverty.

NOTES & QUERIES

My Aunt Anne called here in her

road to MT. Morris’s at Loddington

in Leicestershire, & dined supped & laid here, toge=
=ther with my Cousin Tomy, who goes with her
Painter Clarke lent me his Spinet -

Ansford Diary I -23/7/1760

Captain Robert Morris of the City of London married
Margaret Annables, Hertfordshire. Their eldest son, Charles,
inherited the manor of Loddington from his father in 1676, a
certain John Morris having bought it in 1670.

Charles Morris married in 1685. His wife was the third
daughter and co-heir of Sir Edmund Bacon, the fourth baronet
of Redgrave, Suffolk. Charles was buried at Loddington 25

47



March 1710 and Susannah died on 28 March 1717 and was
also buried at Loddington.

There were three sons from the marriage. The eldest son,
Edmund, was born in 1687 and in 1720 he married Anne, the
second daughter of Sir Alexander Campbell of Calder.
Edmund was MP for Leicestershire in 1722 and High Sheriff
in 1746. He was buried 30 July 1759 at Loddington. Anne died
in Greenwich but was buried near her busband on 14 Septem-
ber 1775.

Edmund and Anne had five daughters and one son, Charles.
Charles must be the Mr. Morris of the diary. His descendant
Charles Henry Morris sold the Hall estate.

Loddington Hall is now occupied by Stan Lusby’s
daughter’s family.
- from the Very Rev. J. C. Hughes
former vicar of Great Easton,
Market Harborough, Leics.

“Untrue to call Woodforde a portly parson”

“Your article of 29 January regarding forthcoming celeb-
rations in honour of Parson Woodforde’s 250th birthday
anniversary states: . .. the rotund parson moved to the village
in 1774 ..

Although he was given the living of Weston Longville in that
year, he did not actually arrive there until May, 1776.

It is, however, the use of the word “rotund” with which I really
wish to take issue. What evidence do you have?

Woodforde certainly describes in detail every item of food on
the table on many occasions but, as was the custom of the day,
would only have partaken of the particular item nearest to
him.

There are stronger arguments to support the claim that he was
not rotund. On 12 April 1775 he spent some time with the
Bishop of Norwich, receiving his letters of Institution, and he
writes “the Bishop of Norwich is a short, fat man”. I submit
that if Party A calls Party B short and fat, then Party A is
almost certainly neither short nor fat.
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I would also refer you to the portrait of the parson hanging in
Weston Longville church, painted by his nephew, Samuel
Woodforde (later to become a Royal Academician). Although
not a full-length portrait, it does not suggest anything other
than a very average build.

As the events are part of a promotional move by the Norwich
Area Tourism Agency, one would hope that such a body would
concern itself with accurate information rather than the per-
petuation of popular myth. (Heaven knows what they will do
with poor old Nelson.)

As you say, the menus are twentieth century interpretations of
late eighteenth century fare, and one wonders what would be
the response to the real article. Anybody for a second helping of
starling pie, hashed calf’s head, or roast cow’s udder?”

- Frank Pond
Eastern Daily Press 1 February 1990, by kind permission of the Editor.
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