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What happened with service a la frangaise . . . was that, once the
soup had been taken away and the covers removed from the fish
and entrée dishes, “every man helps the dish before him, and
offers some of it to his neighbour ... If he wishes for anything else,
he must ask across the table, or send a servant for it — a very
troublesome custom.” . . .

Service a la frangaise also played havoc with conversation. Oliver
Goldsmith had already found it matter for satire in the 1760s,
when he wrote of a gentleman embarking at dinner on a good story
about “a farmer of my parish, who used to sup upon wild ducks
and flummery; so this farmer - ‘Doctor Marrowfat’, cries his
lordship, interrupting him, ‘give me leave to drink your health’ - so
being fond of wild ducks and flummery - ‘Doctor’, adds a gentle-
man who sate next to him, ‘let me advise to a wing of this turkey’ -
so this farmer being fond - ‘Hob, nob, Doctor, which do you
choose, white or red?’ - so being fond of wild ducks and flummery
- ‘Take care of your hand, Sir, it may dip in the gravy’.” Later, it
was, “Excellent, the very thing; let me recommend the pig, do but

taste the bacon; never eat a better thing in my life . . .”
- Reay Tannahill: Food in History. Penguin

Books (revised ed. 1988) 301-2.

flummery = “A kind of food made by coagulation of wheatmeal or oatmeal”
(J) = Shorter O.E.D.
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EDITORIAL

As one of the attractions promised in the programme for this
year’s Frolick is a visit to lovely, exquisite Berry Hall - I do
envy those who will be seeing it for the first time - it occurred to
me that it would be very appropriate to have as our cover-
illustration the portrait of the Rev. Thomas du Quesne, that
favourite with readers among our Parson’s friends. It used to
hang in the Assembly Rooms in Norwich, then disappeared
from sight and has now, I am told, turned up in Strangers’ Hall.
However, application to the Castle Hill Museum elicited the
news that it possessed neither a photograph of this portrait nor
one of the house. This latter I was able to procure from another
source. But no photograph can ever convey the delight which
awaits the enthusiast for eighteenth century life and civiliza-
tion upon actually visiting it.

As always, I am greatly indebted for help in the making up of
this number of the Journal, from many different quarters.

My grateful thanks are due to Sir Aubrey Trotman-Dickenson,
Bt., Principal of the University College of Wales, Cardiff, who
kindly provided me with the family information which went
into a second essay on Samuel Trotman, the young man who
did not like New College or, seemingly, any other part of the
University system of his time.

Martin Brayne has become one of the stalwarts of our Journal,
to be relied upon for work of great interest and high quality.
Pyramids of Pleasure will remind us once again that eighteenth
century meals could be veritable works of art, products of both
ingenuity and loving care, rather than the occasions of mind-
less gormandizing that the ignorant still suppose them to have
been. On the same topic, Mrs Jenny Alderson gave me the
quotation for this issue.

Everyone who reads at all and has an interest in literature and
history knows the DNB (Dictionary of National Biography). Its
enormous tally of volumes - perhaps, like the Rollright Stones,
no-one is ever able to count them! - remains a most impressive
achievement, even though the interpretative method of many
of its contributors must strike us as outdated, and the late
Victorian printing and binding are as ugly as anything pro-
duced in those unaesthetic times. The DNB keeps up to date by
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publishing supplements at regular intervals. Now, however, a
new project has been launched, that of a special supplement,
From the Beginning to 1985, intended to contain everyone
missed out of the original volumes. Woodforde, of course, has
an excellent claim to be included, since at the time of its
publication he was totally unknown except to the Castle Cary
Visitor and its handful of readers. Now, and not least because
of the efforts made by the Parson Woodforde Society, he is a
very famous man indeed. I have been asked to provide a note
on him (600 words, no more and no less!), and have already
written it. As this is very much of an Oxford venture, I am
honoured by the distinction.

R. L. WINSTANLEY

Editor

MR J. L. CHALCRAFT

We have heard with regret of the death of Mr J. L. Chalcraft
of Norwich. Many of our members will recollect meeting him at
some of the earlier “Gatherings”. He was a Founder Member of
the Parson Woodforde Society.

Corrigenda for Journal XXIII, 4

p. 6 f/n For “1989” read 7980

p- 13 f/n line 1 For “Briton” read Bruton

pp. 47/48 The top line on each page was missed' out. These should
read, respectively:

p. 47 service, little is known about those who

p. 48 the letter could be released. We find Wood-
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CHAIRMAN'S NOTES

It has been suggested on a number of occasions that your
Society should revisit Oxford for the Frolic and AGM. We
were last there in 1975, centred upon New College. Members
will be pleased to learn that a provisional booking has now
been made for 1992. A departure from our normal May date is
necessary since facilities are available only during the long
vacation. The chosen week-end is 25-27 September and with
this early notice you will have plenty of time to make your
arrangements.

I am pleased to report that I have succeeded in obtaining a
further supply of the hard-back book Woodforde at Oxford
edited by Dr W. N. Hargreaves-Mawdsley. This volume, indis-
pensible to all Woodforde enthusiasts, contains all the diary
entries written while Woodforde was at Oxford, from 1759 until
1776. including the period when he paid visits there from 1763
to 1773. It is available to members at the special price of £8.50,
postage and packing included. If you want a copy, please write
to me.

It was with great surprise that I learned from our bankers, with
whom we have enjoyed free services for many years, that
charges are now proposed. A check revealed that this was
likely to amount to a considerable sum per annum and
negotiations failed to elicit any concession. With reluctance,
your committee decided to close the existing account and
transfer our business to another bank. This has now been done
and we shall continue to enjoy free services. You will find with
this issue of the Journal a new form of standing order mandate.
If you already pay your subscription by this method, or would
like to do so. please complete the form and hand it to your
local branch. You will note that the first payment does not
become due until January 1st 1992. Will overseas members
using this method please note that the annual subscription
is £15.

Finally, may I remind members that Norfolk Diary I is being re-
printed. If you have not already done so, please notify me if
you would like to acquire a copy. Woodforde Papers and Diaries

is also available.
G. H. BUNTING
Chairman



THE CASE OF SAMUEL CLARKE

At the age of 29 Clementina Sobieski Woodforde, the diarist’s
eldest sister, married as his second wife Dr Richard Clarke, a
prosperous, successful physician who was well-known for his
inoculation treatment of smallpox, in which he followed the
method perfected by Dr Thomas Dimsdale.

Richard Clarke was not a Somerset man but a migrant from
another part of the country. He was born in 1714 or 1715,
presumably at Epsom, Surrey, where Sobieski’s grandfather
was vicar, and where she was born. His association with the
Woodfordes was very close, and he probably settled in the
Cary neighbourhood soon after her father was presented with
his two livings. Clarke’s first wife was the younger half-sister of
Sobieski’s mother. I have always wondered whether this
relationship might have been close enough to come within the
prohibited terms of the “Tables of Affinity”, which used to be
displayed prominently in churches. But no objection could
have been raised, and the marriage took place at Ansford on
9 April 1754. It was the first to be recorded in the new book of
certificates made obligatory by Lord Hardwicke’s Marriage
Act, which became law on Lady Day of that year.

It looks like the carefully arranged match of two people no
longer in their first youth, he being about 40 and she 29.
Samuel provided his daughter with a dowry worth £700, a con-
siderable sum in the money values of the time, but as was com-
mon at that epoch he did not pay it over to her. Instead it was
treated as a long term loan for which he allowed her 5%
interest. Her receipts are to be seen in Samuel’s account book,
signed in a firm hand by his daughter. Clearly disliking both
her baptismal names, she put herself down as “Sophy Clarke”.
The dowry was not paid over until after his death in 1771.

From what little we know about the diarist’s “Sister Clarke”,
she appears to have been a strong-minded, determined
woman, always wanted to be in the right, liked hearing her
own praises sung. These last two character judgements came
from her brother. Of course, family piety always prevented him
from saying just what he thought about those members of his
family whom he did not much care for - except, of course,
Uncle Tom, whom he scarcely regarded as family at all. But we
can see that his feelings towards Sobieski did not contain
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much brotherly affection, and he obviously regarded her as
rather a tiresome woman.

Her marriage to Richard Clarke produced four children: Jane
(1754), Samuel (1757), Anna Maria (1759) and Sophia (1761).
The eldest and youngest were perfectly normal women. Both
married cousins: Jane married Frank Woodforde and became
the mistress of Ansford Parsonage for nearly 60 years. Sophia
eloped with Robert White. Like her sister she had a large
family, but the weakness of the White stock laid them low. All
but one died as children or young adults.

The other two were anything but normal. Anna Maria, or
Anne, or Nancy, as she was variously called, was a mental
defective, a condition recognised when she was hardly more
than a baby. In adult life she was never at home but was
boarded somewhere in Ansford with a Betty Lancashire. She
died in 1794, aged 35.

Samuel was altogether a more complicated person. Today his
abnormality, which manifested itself in quite early childhood,
would have no doubt been spotted, diagnosed and commented
upon. While not suggesting that the people of Woodforde’s
time were less observant, they were undoubtedly less versed in
the intricacies of aberrant behaviour, so Sam went undetected
for a long time. Or, if there could have been any doubt, he was
given the benefit of that doubt.

On 1 January 1769 Woodforde wrote:

... my ring which I had lost was unaccountably found
in little Sam Clarke’s Breeches, he knowing nothing
of it - I gave him - 0-1-0

Of course this could just have been an accident. If I were not
unwilling to stop for a digression, I could relate a tale of Boots
the chemist, a branch post office and a packet of razor blades,
the point being that if I had been detected with the blades no-
one would have believed that I had not acquired them dis-
honestly. But with Sam, a similar incident occurred a few years
later, which makes it highly unlikely that the words “he know-
ing nothing of it” could have been accurate.

I do not think that the term “kleptomania” is much used today.
No doubt the pundits of psychiatry have found others by
which to express the condition. Shorter O.E.D. defines it as “An
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irresistible tendency to theft in persons who are well-to-do, a
supposed form of insanity”. In many, perhaps most cases, the
objects are not wanted or valued for themselves, and the
pilferer does not know what to do with them. A large propor-
tion of the shoplifting cases that come before the courts are of
this kind.

In the 1770s Dr Clarke, who had not long before built his “New
Hospital” in what is now Tucker’s Lane, not far from Ansford
Parsonage, had a sequence of strokes that transformed him
into a suffering travesty of his former self. The change in tone
perceptible in the diary, from great respect to a sort of patronis-
ing pity, reflects the doctor’s rapid deterioration. The scene in
which Woodforde, already retired for the night, hears knock-
ing at the front door and goes down to find Dr Clarke there,
clearly not knowing where he was or what he was doing, is one
of the most vivid in the whole diary. This was on 23 July 1773.
But for some time before, he had been doing strange and un-
accountable things. At a cock fight at Ansford Inn with his son
Richard, he caused a disturbance. He insisted on taking Sam
to Horsington, telling no-one where he was going, and the pair
were away several hours. Sam never appears to have done any
work, throughout his life, but at one time the doctor seemed to
want him fixed up in a job:

... I then went
to MT. Paggetts the Clothier & asked him if it would
be agreeable to him to take an Apprentice as DT.
Clarke desired me to ask him on his Son Sam’s Account
but MT. Paggett does not chuse it, having refused many -
— Ansford Diary V, 2/2/1773

It seems an odd trade for the son of a rich and successful
physician, and may be simply one more revelation of the
doctor’s mental state.

Then Woodforde left Somerset and for a time we hear little
Ansford news. In 1779 Nancy at last journeyed to Norfolk to
start her new life with the Parson. She was chaperoned by
“Sister Clarke” and Sam, who stayed on for an extended visit.
They arrived at 8 in the evening of 12 October “in the London
Machine from the West greatly fatigued by being up all last
Night - They drank some Tea immediately and soon decamped
to bed - They slept at the Kings Head”. Next day they all went
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off to Weston, “The Ladies & Sam in a Chaise & I on
horseback.”

From his point of view it could hardly be called either a happy
or a comfortable visit. Sobieski was 15 years older than him-
self, and it is unlikely that he ever had much in common with a
sister who, during his childhood, must have seemed already an
adult. Her taking the side of uncle Tom in the great dispute
over the living of Ansford and being pleased to marry her
eldest daughter to the interloping Frank had done her little
good in his eyes. Now, as a guest in his house, he found much
to disapprove of. She “had Words” with Nancy, and always
had to be in the right. She annoyed him by demanding the
return of £50 which he was holding for her, at a time when
payment would have been inconvenient to him.

With Sam also he showed some irritation. Sam annoyed him
by arguing in favour of the Methodists, always a sore point
with him. The generation gap was yawning at the Parsonage,
and some of his avuncular witticisms did not go down well
with the young man. “Poor Sam cant take a joke”, he wrote
after one such occasion. And when Sam appeared actually to
be turning up his nose at the food on the table, it was really too
much of a good thing:

We were very quere after Dinner to day, having but
a plain Dinner, viz. some hash Mutton, a plain
Sewet Pudding and a couple of Rabbits rosted -
Sam made me rather angry at Dinner when I asked
Sister Clarke if she would have the Outside of the
Pudding or the first Cut of it, upon which Sam
said, I hope you will not, Madam, for you know
that I always give the outside to the Dogs -

So far, nothing that he did or said on this visit, at least what
was reported, can be called incompatible with mental health,
but near the end of his stay at the Parsonage Sam revealed
himselfin his true colours. Three successive entries give a vivid
picture of a crisis in the kitchen:

April - 2

Sam lost his Purse this Afternoon in which was

a Guinea and some Silver, supposed to be

lost within Doors but could no where be found to Day -



































































































Patient: The water seems very clear, Doctor.

Doctor: Ah! Ah!Itlook so to you; but I do see - I do see a slime
upon her kidneys she be very sick at the stomach - she
have a pain in her head, and in her limbs - Has she
had many children?

Patient: Two, Doctor.

Doctor: Her pains in labour be very bad - do they not?

Patient: Why, Doctor, I think all women say labour pains be
very bad. I cannot speak from experience.

Doctor: No! No! No - your wife’s temper be much affected by
her disorder - it make her very peevish - very fretful -
passionate - every little thing - (here he paused, and
gazed once more on the gelding’s urine, and turning
round, cried) Every little thing, I see, puts her into a
passion - Does it not?

Parient: Why, Doctor, she is as most women are, not always in
the best humour.

Doctor: Ah! Ah! There you do see - I did say so; she has had
this complaint these three years - I do perceive dat -
and she always be coughing.

A little of this sort of thing ought to have been enough to see
Myersbach off; but he survived it all. Like the “Chevalier”, he
knew the great value of having distinguished and influential
patients, and was indeed accused of exploiting aristocratic
female hypochondriacs: (“Lady Hysteria, Lady Credulous,
Lady Innoffensive [sic], Lady Widow-Weed, the Hon. Miss
Pregnant and many others”). He was alleged to charge half a
guinea for a consultation, medicines being an extra. But if, as
was stated, he saw two hundred patients a day, he must also
have had “lower class customers” whose payments were
less.

The book ends with a short “Conclusion”, in which the author
lists what the book has done, and what it had not attempted to
do. It had not “ventured a continuous chronological account
of irregular medicine, nor. .. delved into the prosopography of
the quacks, or their business history, or the pharmacological
and therapeutic aspects of their activities”. It had, on the other
hand “aimed to demystify the subject, disentangling the
realities of irregular medicine from the verbal, ideological and
moralising smokescreens behind which it had often been
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hidden”. It examines the conditions in which the quacks lived
and went about their business, the possibly very real con-
tributions that some of them made to the development of
medical practice, and the fact that when this happened the
quacks ceased to be quacks. It also considers, and in detail, the
part played by advertising and publicity in making the quacks
and their wares available to a wider public. And, in spite of the
mutual enmity existing between the quacks and the orthodox
physicians, “there was far greater convergence between the
activities and attitudes of regular doctors and quacks than
either side commonly allowed” or historians have perceived.

Thus Dr Porter, writing with authority upon his own work.
This reviewer, taking the standpoint of a general reader, would
add only that the book is a very fine read. It is lively throughout
its length, and its sketches of various quacks and their methods
are extremely funny. The wonderfully named remedies that
they foisted on the public are a joy in themselves. Valno’s Veget-
able Syrup: Saffield’s Cordial Elixir, at 2 shillings a half-pint:
Kennedy's Lisbon Diet Drink, a specific against venereal dis-
ease; patients were advised to take two bottles a day: Universal
Scorbutick Pills and Great Stomach Pill, this last to help “that
noble part” all these may be revelled in, in the happy
knowledge that we do not have to swallow any of them.

Of course, an enquirer of 200-300 years into the future may well
echo that sentiment with regard to some of our contem-
poraries’ most vaunted remedies. But that is another story.

A WORD ABOUT MR DU QUESNE

Among the attractions to be laid on for the benefit of members
who attend this year’s “Frolick” is a visit to beautiful Berry
Hall. It is fitting then, that the present issue of the Journal
should mention its occupier in the eighteenth century, who
was perhaps the closest of James Woodforde’s Norfolk friends,
the only one of them indeed who actually visited his Somerset
relations and made friends with them too. It so happens that
most of the references to him are in early numbers of the Jour-
nal, which members who joined the Society recently will not
have had the opportunity of seeing; and the long note about
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him in our edition of the diary is in Norfolk I, the volume which
has been out of print for some years, although plans for
republishing it are on foot. I hope, therefore, that this note will
refresh some memories, and bring to other members some
hitherto unknown information.

The du Quesne family held a hereditary marquisate, and our
friend’s great-grandfather Gabriel, the first Marquis du
Quesne, was an admiral in the French navy. But the family
were Huguenots, French Protestants, and when Louis XIV
revoked the edict of Nantes which had allowed them liberty of
worship, many of them left the country. Mr du Quesne’s father,
who took British nationality at the end of the seventeenth
century, was by all accounts miserably poor. But he did
manage to make an advantageous marriage, which produced
for his son wealth and a very comfortable life.

The mother of Mr du Quesne was Elizabeth, daughter of Sir
Roger Bradshaigh, 2nd baronet, of Haigh in Lancashire, from
whom the parson’s second Christian name was derived. When
du Quesne’s father met and married her en secondes noces she
was a widow, Mrs Job Yates. She was related to the rich, power-
ful Townshend family of East Anglia. Mr du Quesne’s
immediate patron was Charles Townshend of Honingham
Hall, who makes occasional appearances in the diary. He was
raised to the peerage as Baron Baynings in 1797. The way in
which Mr du Quesne was advanced in life affords us a vivid
glimpse of the patronage system and the way it worked.

He did, of course, have to show some return, and Woodforde
noted on one occasion how he had to dance attendance on the
Townshends, adapting his movements to suit theirs. But no
doubt he felt that the prosperity they had showered on him
made it worth while to put himself out for them.

The friendship of the two clerics lasted for 17 years, and they
seem never to have had a quarrel, although Woodforde at
times shows a rather unsympathetic attitude to his friend. Mr
du Quesne’s long letter in 1789, all about the horrors of his
journey to St David’s and his sufferings when he got there,
elicited no more than the somewhat unfeeling comment that
Mr du Quesne “talks of nothing but his own fatigues &c.” A
second letter was not mentioned at all. (Both are printed in full
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in Journal XIX, 4. Mr du Quesne at St David's. They are very
amusing, but doubtless not intended to be so.)

The two friends must have had something, perhaps a good
deal, in common, but were really quite different in tempera-
ment and character. Mr du Quesne did not live with a com-
panion of his own social class, but was the kind of man who
treated his servants as friends. When his old servant Robin
England died of “the Fever that prevails so much in Norfolk
now”, in 1781 -“four days before he had driven his master’s
chaise to Norwich and back, with M. Priest and Wife in it -7,
Woodforde reported that his friend was “very low, and sorely
vexed for his poor Man Robin, adding: “I am really sorry to see
Du Quesne so very much dejected”. Robin’s wife and son also
worked for him.

On 19 February 1791 Mr du Quesne wrote out a long and com-
plex Will in his own hand. Although our Secretary informs me
that an earlier version exists, it would have been invalidated by
the 1791 document which, with its two later codicils, was
finally proved. His old servant’s widow, Elizabeth or Betty
England, was given a very prominent part in it. She was left
very well provided for with an annuity for life of £50, later
raised to £60, and a great variety of goods, furniture, kitchen
utensils and food items, as well as livestock and farm produce;
a horse and cart of her own choice, a cow, pigs and poultry;
coombs of wheat, barley, oats and pease. To this was added
half of whatever stock there was of port, rum, brandy, shrub,
white wine, porter, “Geneva” and other liquors. An obligation
was laid upon the executor, “Charles Townshend snr”, to
ensure that “she should live in her helpless state comfortably
and reasonably”. More was left to her in a codicil drawn up six
months after the original Will. She was to have the bath stove
in the garden chamber “if she wanted it”, the rector’s dog Boxer,
“& any little article which she may wish to have which I have
forgot to specify & which my executor may think proper to
gratify in”. A second codicil stipulated that she was to have
curtains, “a servant’s garret bedstead”, and a clock, to be
exchanged for another if the bequeathed timepiece was too
large to go in the legatee’s house. Even after that, a third codicil
states, charmingly,: “If Betty should not be satisfied with the
annuity which I have left her or it would not be thought suffi-
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cient by the executor or in general I desire him to add to it”. All
these provisions were to have immediate effect, whereas the
other legatees, and there were a great many of them. had to
wait twelve months before their legacies were handed over
or paid.

Certainly Mr du Quesne tells us a great deal about his charac-
ter, in his Will, as well as affording us an invaluable sight of the
furnishings of a wealthy, upper class home of that day. By
comparison, James Woodforde’s is quite devoid of interest,
and tells us hardly anything except that he was not the kind of
man to derive any pleasure from the contemplation of his own
mortality by lingering over the disposition of his worldly
goods, something we know already. Of course, Mr du Quesne
had a lot more to leave.

If we search the Will for any clue as to his relations with
Parson Woodforde, there is not much it has to tell us. Mr du
Quesne spread himself in his directions about his burial, in the
chancel of East Tuddenham church, provided, he adds con-
siderately, if there was room and it would not harm the wall.
He specified the kind of wall tablet that was to be provided,
about which the diarist afterwards wrote dismissively. He
appointed Woodforde to be one of the pall-bearers at his
funeral. The others were Mr Priest of Reepham, Mr Smith the
vicar of Mattishall, and Mr Bodham.

Mr du Quesne was clearly a hale and hearty man, and it was
long before his age caught up with him. In 1793 he was 75 years
old. In February of that year Woodforde reported that he was
“got finely”: that is, recovered from an illness. But on 2 May he
was complaining of being “terribly shook about in his Chaise”,
and blamed the bad roads. The diarist showed more cen-
soriousness than real sympathy:

mr. Du Quesne is very far advanced in Years but he

will not own it - He is by no means fit to drive a

single Horse Chaise - His servant Man that came

along with him, was afraid that he would

overturn coming along - he cannot see the ruts dis=

=tinctly, he will not however wear Spectacles at all

He cannot bear to appear old, but must be as

young in any thing as the youngest Person -
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On 13 May he was “very poorly” and on the sixteenth “very
indifferent”. He lingered on for a few more months and died
on 15 September. Woodforde never carried out his duty as a
pall-bearer at the funeral since he was in Somerset at the time,
and read the news in the Bath paper eleven days later. In his
diary he wrote: “It is a very great Loss to us, but I hope to
him, Gain.”

A portrait of Thomas Roger du Quesne was painted by John
Theodore Heins (1732-71) in 1750. It formerly hung in the
Assembly House in Norwich, from which it then disappeared:
but has quite recently been put on display in the Strangers
Hall in the city.

NOTES AND QUERIES

Who knows?

Mrs Margery Brett (née Wigg) writes to say that her mother’s
family lived and had land in Cringleford, near Norwich, in the
eighteenth century The property was mortgaged to Mr John
Press in 1765 and on his death transferred to the squire of
Weston Longville, Mr John Custance.

Mrs Brett wonders how these gentlemen became involved in
these transactions.

Court Book References

General Court Baron  Edward Wigg admitted to 83. 328 by
held 18 July 1758 the Will of his cousin John Smyth of
Wymondham, gent.

General Court Baron  Edward Wigg of Cringleford, gent.,

held 21 July 1767 had mortgaged his property 15 Aug
to John Press of Norwich, gent.,
for £615

General Court Baron  John Custance, executor of John

held 16 May 1783 Press, acknowledged repayment of

the mortgage on 23 November 1780
Edward Wigg, now of Beckham, had
mortgaged his property to Robert
Duck of Norwich, doctor of Physic,
for £1127
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The half-closed case

Dr David Case confirms, with copy. July 1969 as the publica-
tion date (East Anglian Magazine) of David Duval’s article on
Woodforde (Journal XXIII, 1, Spring 1990).

Has Mr Robert Atkins similar evidence for his reference of
December 1953 (no. 2, vol. XIII East Anglian Magazine) for the
same article?

Miss Mary Barham Johnson writes:

A vindication of Woodforde as a sincere parson

I was so revolted by the recent “Woodforde Carnival” in Nor-
wich - our Parson cartooned as a sort of Falstaff, a fat gour-
mand, advertising the ‘Woodforde Restaurant’ - that I felt
forcibly urged to vindicate him, especially to our younger
members, by extracting from the diary every evidence of his
Christian faith, and his attitude to his profession.

As I am a parson’s daughter, and grew up in a small village
where my father was rector, and am old enough to know what
village life and church life was before 1914, I think I can
understand him better than some of the authors of articles in
our Journals.

Some misconceptions are due to the alteration of the meaning
of words; for example, “duty”, as he uses it in the phrase “did
the duty of a Clergy man”, was, and still is, a conveniently short
way of referring to all that a minister has to do - the duties of
the profession - with no hint of their being done unwillingly or
merely put up with. The word “merry” indicates a state of mild
intoxication, not so far gone as “disguised” which means
extremely drunk. The word “indifferent” does not mean lack of
interest, but lack of health; not very well. As I could speak the
language of my parents, and the local dialect, before the twen-
tieth century was born, I feel that I am justified in trying to put
before my juniors, as most of you must be, extracts which seem
to me to reveal his mind and soul, isolated from other interests
which were of course also part of his character, and which you
enjoy according to your personal interests.

What is a curate?
A modern dictionary defines the word as “an assistant” to a
rector. But in Woodforde’s day, especially in the country, it
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meant a clergyman in charge of a parish as deputy for his
rector.

One of Woodforde’s rectors, Mr Cheese of Babcary, was an
example of the non-resident pluralist, owning several livings,
taking his tithes and paying the curate a very small
stipend.

As for the previous incumbent, Mr Hite, the diarist records
that at his death he was said to be worth £3000. Woodforde’s
salary of £27 a year must have appeared sadly small in
comparison.

Woodforde used the phrase “Curate of Cary” in the sense that
we now use the word curator, one who is in charge or cares for
his parish.

The ceremony of beating the bounds which he describes as
taking place at Weston, was to fix the traditional boundaries of
the parish of which he had the “care of souls”.

To care for someone in another parish would be poaching.
When his maid Molly was ill at her home in Mattishall, he
asked the rector, Mr Smith, to visit her. Woodforde sent her
things by her sister; he did not visit her himself. When he did
visit an old woman in Mattishall, he takes care to inform us
that she was a Weston woman now living with her married
daughter, to whom Weston parish made an annual payment
from the Poor Rate which he usually sent her.

A curacy could be held by a deacon as long as he employed a
priest to officiate for him on sacrament Sundays. Woodforde’s
first visit to Mattishall church was to do that for Mr Donne
who was then a curate in charge while still a deacon. He did
the same for Mr Bodham who was curate of Brandon
Parma.

When Woodforde’s cousin Tom acquired the patronage of
Ansford for his son Frank, he put in Mr Dalton, who was said
to be related to the Woodforde family, to hold it until Frank’s
ordination. He thus passed over James, who as acting curate to
his late father had to endure the indignity of inducting the
“holder”. So do not blame him too much for his bitterness.

Information and queries to Mrs Ann Elliott, The Green
Corner, Deopham Green, Wymondham, Norfolk NR18 9AP.
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