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After tossing and turning for two or three hours, I realised that I was
ravenously hungry, and decided to go downstairs for sustenance. While
some milk was heating on the stove, I collected an assortment of
goodies on a tray. What, I thought, would a dietician make of a banana,
a digestive biscuit and a spoonful of stewed plums? It should keep me
going until breakfast time anyway . . .

I carried my bounty back to bed and enjoyed it whilst reading my
ever-present bedside book, The Diary of a Country Parson. This good
man of the eighteenth century never fails to amuse, teach and enchant
me. | felt quite abstemious about my modest trayful as I read that for
dinner on November 24, 1795, Parson Woodforde enjoyed ‘Hashed
Calf’s Head, a boiled chicken and some bacon, a Leg of Mutton
roasted, and a Norfolk batter-Pudding and drippings, after that we had a
Duck roasted, Maccaroni and Tarts. By way of Desert, we had white
Currants, Pears & Apples and Filberts.’

In February of the next year he gave ‘to an old decayed Fisherman
010’...He goes on to remark:

‘He was the Man that brought me once some very indifferent
Spratts.’

This last entry made me laugh so much that I finished my snack,
switched off my ever-blessed bedside lamp, and was asleep in ten
minutes.

(‘Miss Read’ — Summer at Fairacre)
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EDITORIAL

Comfortable as were the material lives of many clergymen in
late-eighteenth century England, it must, at least for the more
conscientious, have been difficult to cope with-the kind of
stereotypes presented by caricaturists such as Rowlandson and
Cruickshank. While there was no such tradition of anticlericalism
in England as there was in France, it is clear that among what
nowadays would be known as the ‘metropolitan elite’ the clergy
were often treated with good-humoured tolerance rather than with
the kind of respect their position might have led them to expect.
Today, among the ill-informed, James Woodforde is often thought
to be representative of one of the most frequently lampooned types,
the hedonistic trencherman. Was this, one wonders, a perception
his parishioners had? Of course, young Elizabeth Girling’s all too
brief reference to the diarist — ‘We have lost Mr Woodforde’ — in
a letter to her brother early in 1803, is the only example we have
of the people commenting on the priest. The answer must very
largely be inferred from what the Diary tells us. It is true that the
farmers of the parish rarely seem to have spurned his generous
hospitality on the occasion of the Tithe-Frolicks but when we look,
as Dr Longmate has, at his sermons or, as Dr Case has, at his
scrupulous avoidance of the alehouse, it is difficult to imagine that
they saw him in such a light.

It has also been said, by friend as well as foe, that the ‘Country
Parson’ had few interests, his family in Somerset excepted, that
extended much beyond the circuit encompassed by the journey
from one Rotation dinner to the next. As John Heighes mentioned
in a recent article, however, he took three newspapers, the Ipswich
News and two Norwich papers, and this was at a time when local
newspapers were the principal means of broadcasting national and
international news. In the recently published Volume 12 of the
Diary we can see a hint of disapproval with the arrangements in
this respect at Cole where he was staying in the Summer of 1789
when great events were breaking out in France:

Very great Rebellion in France by the Papers —
The Bath Paper (the only Paper taken in here) —
comes every Friday Morning — (24/7/1789)

Woodforde may not have frequently commented in his Diary on
the London news but fewer major events escaped his notice than
we might initially suspect.



If we were to place English countryside writers on a scale from
‘Deeply Prosaic’ to ‘Sublimely Poetic’ some would be more easily
located than others. W. H. Hudson, although writing in prose,
would surely be found towards the poetic end of the spectrum.
Wordsworth, however, although having a strong claim to the poetic
pole position, is, not infrequently, bathetically banal. At the
non-poetic end of the scale, although William Cobbett might want
to claim pride of place, he would surely be easily beaten by that
master of mangold and manure, Arthur Young. Where exactly
James Woodforde lies along this rustic continuum I leave the reader
to decide, although few will dispute that it will be several furlongs
away from John Clare. Of the Scottish drovers, who annually
trekked southwards with their herds, Clare, in The Shepherd’s
Calendar, wrote:

Along the roads in passing crowds
Followed by dust like smoaking clouds
Scotch droves of beast a little breed

In sweltered weary mood proceed

A patient race from Scottish hills

To fatten by our pasture rills

What Woodforde made of the Scottish drovers and their cattle we
can read in an excellent article on the subject by Cynthia Brown.
Did they, we wonder, as they converged upon St Faith’s Fair, ever
leave the main highway and pass through the middle of Weston
parish and, if so, did they seek refreshment at the Hart, the
concluding part of the history of which is told by David Case.
Caroline Mosey offers us an alternative take on a year in
Woodforde’s life and issues a challenge which others might wish
to take up, while Malcolm Dale adds to our gradually increasing
knowledge of the Diarist’s Hampshire antecedents. By now many
members will have read Volume 12 of the Society’s edition of the
Diary which is reviewed here by Professor Richard Wilson of the
University of East Anglia, himselfa member since 1968. His piece,
at once enthusiastic and scholarly, is a delight.

MARTIN BRAYNE
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“A GOOD MANY SCOTCH BEASTS ...”

If Parson Woodforde barely mentions a subject in which you have
a particular interest you are, understandably, disappointed. Was it
such a common occurrence that it was not worth recording? Or did
the subject simply not impinge on his way of life? With the drovers
it was probably a mixture of both. Apart from consistently noting
the day of St Faith’s Fair, the suitability of the weather for the event
and if he gave his servants leave to go to the Fair, Woodforde is
almost silent.

In the last quarter of the eighteenth century the droving industry,
or lean cattle trade as it was termed, reached its peak. This was
mainly due to the population of London which increased 218%
between 1732 and 1832 and, because of the succession of wars, the
Navy was purchasing vast numbers of fattened cattle for salting to
furnish its victualling departments. Two of them, Chatham and
Deptford, were east of London. Each year the Scots brought
thousands of black cattle down to fairs in Norfolk and Suffolk, St
Faith’s being one of the major fairs in the country. It always
commenced on 17 October, unless it fell on a Sunday, and
continued for three weeks.

The united parishes of Horsham St Faith and Newton St Faith,
commonly called ‘St Faith’s’, were four miles north of Norwich.
A Benedictine monastery had been founded in the former parish in
1105 and by the reign of Henry III it contained a flourishing fair.
Initially it was intended for the sale of sheep but during the reign
of Edward I it was noted that drovers were bringing cattle from
Scotland and the North of England. During successive years the
venue developed into a giant cattle fair. The industry further
increased in the seventeenth century with the uniting of the Crowns
of Scotland and England in 1603; export and import dues between
the two countries were abolished in 1669 and a Royal Commission
was formed in 1680 to encourage trade between them. By the time
of the Union in 1707 it was estimated that the Scots were sending
30,000 head of cattle a year across the border.

The first day of St Faith’s Fair was a social occasion: Woodforde
was visiting Norwich during October 1777 and on the seventeenth
he went to the Fair for the first time, accompanied by Mr Du
Quesne, Bill and Will Coleman and was obviously impressed:

... going there
the road all the way was crouded with People —

4



St. Faith is about 4. Miles north of Norwich —

It is a very large Fair for all things & lasts for

a fortnight — a great concourse of People there —

S'. Harbord Harbord & S'. W™, Jernagan [sic] we saw
there — the latter is a very handsome young Man.

We rode about the fair till 2. 0’clock & then

went of — We had some Oysters for weh. Ipd. — 0:0: 6

Sir William Jerningham overtook them on their way home and rode
with them for a while, ‘he is mighty agreeable’. Woodforde, Bill
and Will Coleman arrived back at Weston about 4 o’clock. Not a
mention of the cattle.

Woodforde’s account in 1783 is an improvement. He left home for
StFaith’sabout 11 o’clock with Will. They rode there via Ringland,
Taverham and Drayton — ‘I cannot think it above 7 miles’ — he
stayed about two hours, bought cakes, oysters etc., and noted that
he saw Lord Buckinghamshire’s coach and six, Mr Custance’s
coach and four and Sir William Jerningham’s &c. &c. and returned
home about 4 o’clock. ‘It was a most pleasant day for the Fair and
People — A good many Scotch beasts and Scotch men with them
there’ (17/10/1783). Frangois de la Rochefoucauld visited Norfolk
in the summer of 1784. He noted that a great influx of people came
from Scotland and other parts of the country to help with the
harvest. The Scots travelled down on foot, worked well but loved
to quarrel, ‘they are easy to recognise by their clothes; they always
wear jackets but no trousers, only a little cloth skirt down to their
knees; their bonnets are well made.’*

The economy was balanced between the Scottish cattle breeder and
the East Anglian farmer; until the improvement in agriculture in
the early nineteenth century the Scots could not bring their cattle
to a condition suitable for the wholesale butcher, while East Anglia
was within reach of Smithfield market, had grazing, hay or straw
and, by the eighteenth century, root crops to fatten the beasts who
provided the valuable by-product of manure.

In the Highlands the farmers needed to reduce their stocks in the
autumn to ease the problem of winter feeding and the cattle would
be brought from the glens and islands to meet the dealers. The
business revolved on credit: a price was agreed and if the cattle
fetched more within a certain period the seller received more, but
the reverse also applied and many a farmer suffered a loss. The

* Frangois de la Rochefoucauld, 4 Frenchman's Year in Suffolk, 1784, edited and
translated by Norman Scarfe, 1988, p. 178.
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cattle might change hands again before reaching the Crieff tryst
which, until the mid-eighteenth century, was the largest cattle
market in Scotland. Crieff was considered the gateway to the
Highlands and convenient for both buyer and seller but, after the
rising of 1745, more and more English dealers were visiting the
markets and Falkirk tryst, further south, replaced Crieff in
importance. The Falkirk trysts were held in August, September and
October. Droves would converge from the North, Eastern
Highlands, Argyllshire and the larger islands. The cattle spread
over a vast area and the scene was enlivened by pedlars, tents where
you could buy refreshments and Bank booths for the financial
transactions. When a deal was agreed tar brushes were brought out,
the beasts marked and taken from the field. A further stream of
cattle came from the South-West districts of Scotland with a similar
pattern of small markets culminating in three autumn trysts on the
Whitesands of Dumfries.

The term ‘drover’ covered a wide range of men. By an Act of
Parliament of 1562 a drover had to be a married householder and
at least thirty years old. This probably referred to the ‘topsman’,
the man in charge of the drove. They earned a reputation for honesty
and reliability and were often used as a banker; a drover was able
to pay a client’s bill in the south with money obtained from the sale
of his beasts, reducing the risk of loss to the highwayman on the
return journey.

In the early droving days the topsman would take beasts from
several different farmers; he was paid per head of beast delivered
to its destination and could refuse any animal he considered unfit
to travel. During the second half of the eighteenth century there
were cattle dealers who had developed into hard-headed business
men. They rented farms to the extent of two or three thousand
pounds annually, conducted transactions in cattle that amounted to
over a hundred thousand pounds a year, kept a string of horses for
riding thousands of miles between markets and arranged their own
droves south. At least one of them was renowned for eschewing the
dram.

The cattle were usually shod for the journey with thin metal plates
called ‘cues’, two per foot. The front and back legs of the beast
were tied together and the animal thrown on its back. An
experienced man could shoe seventy beasts a day. A drove
consisted of between two hundred and two thousand bullocks. The
topsman was often the only man mounted and there would be a
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further man to every 50 or 60 beasts. The topsman decided the final
route depending on the weather, would ride ahead to warn
oncoming traffic and hopefully secure a field for the animals for
the night and accommodation for the men, although it was not
uncommon for the latter to sleep in their plaids with the cattle. In
the early nineteenth century a drover received 3/- to 4/- a day, twice
that of the farm labourer, and 10/- for the return journey. The
average speed was twelve miles a day and the Scots were known
for their good husbandry. William Marshall in his book on the rural
economy of Norfolk, printed in 1797, recounted that ‘It is
astonishing to see the state of the cattle as they look as fresh and
sleek as if they had not travelled a mile from home’.

St Faith’s, 17 October and Hempton Green, near Fakenham, were
the principal fairs in the Dumfries droving calendar. Traditionally
the St Faith’s droves left Dumfries on 14 September for the 340
mile journey, travelling through Carlisle, across the Pennines to the
Great North Road. During the height of the season there were days
when Wetherby had continual droves passing through the town
from dawn to dusk. South of the Wash they turned eastwards
heading for Norfolk and Suffolk. The Norfolk Chronicle of
9 October 1790 held the following advertisement:

To Scots Drovers The Scots Drovers are hereby desired not to
drive their cattle over the Wooden bridge at Morton in this
county, on their way to and from St Faith’s fair, but to make them
ford the river, it having been found that the railing and side
planks of the said bridge have greatly suffered by the pressure of
such a number of cattle being forced over the bridge at a time. A
road is now made to the edge of the river, it is hoped the drovers
will attend to this caution.

Morton bridge was just down the road from Weston Longyville.

The cattle were small; there were Galloways, Kyloes — Highland
black cattle, Irish which had been ferried to Portpatrick —and a few
Welsh. A drover would hire a field, the farmer having kept ‘a full
bite of grass’. There was an art to selling lean beasts; they looked
best on a gentle slope with a minimum of forty, sixty were better
and eighty better still. Ten beasts, matched for quality, would be
segregated in a corner in the hope of selling all together, in which
case a discount would be given. The average price was £7-£10 and
they might fetch £15-£17 at Smithfield when fattened. Galloways
were much favoured and were preferably about four years old as
they did not fatten easily below that age. They were an ancient breed
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clergy, apples with his poor neighbours. When he baptised the latest
Custance child in July 1790 the gentlemen in the party walked from
church to see ‘my garden with the ship in the bason’ before dining
at Weston House. His farming enterprise of sixty or seventy acres
was presumably overseen with the same care, although its running
does not feature prominently in the diaries. It is difficult to know
whether Woodforde kept abreast of the changes in agricultural
practice going on around him. There is no indication that he ever
read any of the burgeoning literature of agricultural improvement
or that he discussed with Squire Custance or his clerical friends the
new farming methods. Certainly, no hint of them emerges from his
account of his tithe audits even before the punch and strong beer
took hold. Moreover, the careful record of his expenditure includes
no great capital outlay on farming equipment. But presumably the
regular surplus of corn carted to Norwich market covered the costs
of his farming man, Ben Leggett, his horse and cowkeep, his pigs
and poultry, his malt and fuel.

The calendar of church services and ceremonies was easily fitted
into this ordered way of life. Unlike later, Victorian incumbents he
had neither to meet the competition of Methodism in its various
forms nor introduce the reforms which at last swept the Anglican
church. Services were held but once a week, holy communion
administered only at the great festivals. There was no music, no
choir to fall out with, no Sunday school to run. Nancy read her uncle
a sermon on Sunday evenings, but she often, as did visitors, skipped
church. But unlike many clergy, Du Quesne on his own doorstep
for example, Woodforde was not a pluralist and by the standards
of his day he was a conscientious-enough resident parish priest.
Whether there was ever a word of God at the rotations and dinners
with his fellow clergy, beyond a Latin grace, is unlikely. His was
a quiet faith, understood and unstated.

Yet these years, as readers of the diary and the journal of the Society
know well, were the most unsettling of any of his three decades in
Norfolk. His ordered routines were shattered, his name sullied in
the neighbourhood. In a sense he never quite recovered from the
trauma. The story that emerges in the diary of the Davies and young
Walker is a gripping one. It is at once the stuff of fiction and a
revealing insight into eighteenth-century society and the role of
women and youth in it. Mrs Davie had known Woodforde since his
first arrival in Norfolk. She was an attractive young widow,
competentand lively. As so many in her situation, she was hell-bent
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on remarriage. Woodforde, always highly cautious, escaped, as
eventually did the neighbouring vicar of Mattishall, and it seems
did others. Mrs Davie lived a hand-to-mouth existence, hurried
from lodging to lodging, finding any conveyance she could to make
her visits, always struggling to maintain a semblance of gentility.
Her upbringing of her two children, by the standards of the day,
seems lax in the extreme. After boarding schools, her son was
apprenticed with a Suffolk surgeon, her daughter, Betsy, exposed
on the marriage market at sixteen. Woodforde, understanding her
predicament, was extraordinarily kind. She stayed for weeks onend
at the rectory. She introduced him to her feckless suitor, a trainee
attorney of nineteen, Robert Walker. Woodforde at first accepted
him. He dined, stayed over, played endless games of whist.

But the tensions grew. The peaceful world of the Weston parsonage
was blasted apart. Walker, a regular follower of hounds, used it like
an inn, treating the parson with less civility than he would a tavern
keeper. The story ends in disaster. Walker accumulated debts of
over £1500 (around five times the annual value of the Weston
living); he gave Woodforde’s and Custance’s names to obtain
credit in Norwich; he ruined Betsy Davie’s reputation. But worst
of all for Woodforde, Nancy allowed herself to become deeply
implicated in their schemes — ‘very wild, unsteady, and thoughtless
work indeed’, as he recorded two days before Christmas 1788.
Their youth could be no excuse. He was excluded by them in his
own house. Nancy’s conduct quite alienated his affection and
respect for her. Of course, the diarist won. In the end, Nancy was
a guest, however long-term, without rights; she had to sever her
connections with them. The trio was roundly denounced in the entry
for 3 March 1790. Woodforde had been sorely deceived. Walker
had ‘prove(d) to be one of the most profligate, wicked, artful,
ungrateful and deceiving Wretches I ever heard of.” Mother and
daughter Davie escape censure more lightly — “very cunning, close
and not without much Art — I never wish to meet them again at my
House none of the three’. Nor did he. Mrs Davie disappears from
the diary; Walker, having just attained his majority, died of
consumption the following month; Betsy Davie called only once
many years later with her husband. But they did not dismount from
their horses.

At the side of these events, Woodforde’s deteriorating relations
with the Jeans of Great Witchingham, paled. Warmly welcoming
them on their coming to the neighbouring New College living three
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years earlier, he was beginning to disapprove of them. Their style
and affectation were too high for their station and his taste, the
management of their household and table never met his exacting
standards. In contrast the true friendship of the Custances and Mr
Du Quesne shine through the pages of these years.

It is these details about Mrs Davie’s brazenness, young Walker’s
recklessness, and the Jeans’s pretensions which members of the
Society, indeed all readers of the diaries, revel in. But the full
edition, so bravely undertaken by the Parson Woodforde Society,
allows us to go further, for indeed there was sufficient of both the
Davie—Walker and Jeans’s sagas in the old Beresford selections.
This volume allows readers to compare directly the editorial
methods of the Society, so firmly laid down by Roy Winstanley in
the previous eleven volumes, and those John Beresford employed
seventy years ago. For the original diary notebook, covering the
period 6 March 1790 to 21 March 1791, edited by Beresford in
1931, had disappeared by the time the diaries were deposited in the
Bodleian Library in 1959. This volume sensibly includes the
Beresford selections for 6 March 1790 following. One immediately
understands Roy Winstanley’s constant castigation of the way
Beresford selected and abbreviated entries. His methods never met
academic standards, although he patently established the diary’s
popularity and value to historians. Indeed, through him it became
an immediate classic.

The Society’s full edition of the diary (presumably it has four more
volumes to complete) has obvious merits over the Beresford
selections. It is easy to appreciate why he omitted Woodforde’s
regular litany: ‘I breakfasted, dined, &c. again at home. Nancy
breakfasted, dined, &c. again at home’ together with the entries of
the weather made on blotting paper opposite. But the daily entries,
however repetitious and at times uninformative, are essential to our
understanding of Woodforde’s existence. They underline how dull
life at Weston could be (nephew Bill had bemoaned this more than
a decade earlier). In winter, he and Nancy virtually hibernated,
seeing no one but their servants for days on end. At times the sheer
boredom is stated incidentally. On 25 November 1790 Nancy
recited ‘seventy two Verses taken Out of a Magazine of some of
the King’s of England from 1066 . . . till 1737 . . . She repeated
them without missing one Word.” It is a task more usually
associated with an early Victorian Sunday school pupil. Dull work
indeed. No wonder Georgian society loved the diversions town life
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constantly provided. London and Bath were obvious magnets, and
similarly Norwich, with its perpetual calendar of entertainments,
and Weston were worlds far further apart than the ten miles which
separated them. Moreover, the daily entries allow the historian to
reconstruct Woodforde’s finances since he invariably seems to
have included both items of income and expenditure. And they add
to our knowledge of shopping, marketing and dress codes, all
important sources for the social historian.

Yet even when we have the diary in full there are obvious gaps in
our knowledge about daily life at Weston. The entries never really
make clear what Woodforde did each day. He enjoyed coursing
and, in Somerset, fishing. But most days did he simply supervise
his servants in the house, garden and farm prior to taking a long
formal dinner mid-afternoon before concluding the day with a
game of cards or reading (Nancy suggests in her 1792 diary that
their reading was more regular and extensive than her uncle
discloses)? Did he dress formally in the morning or only when he
made or received a series of calls? And why did he never buy a
chaise? It would have made life far easier, especially for Nancy.
When dressed to go out they were hostages to the weather,
dependent on their hosts sending a carriage after them. Their little
cart was no substitute except on a clemernt summer day.

This volume also underlines themes already well-established in
previous ones. A long, triennial jaunt was made to Somerset; his
relatives visited Weston in 1789-1790 for seven months on end.
Brother John inevitably hit the bottle, sang at the tithe audit of 1789,
vastly overplayed his hand at Loo. Do we conclude that social life
in Somerset, with its easy conviviality, was much less formal than
in Norfolk? Certainly Woodforde had virtually cut himself off from
social intervourse with Weston’s farming community. His social
world revolved round the neighbouring gentry and clergy. Or was
it simply that Ansford, Castle Cary and Cole were home? Whereas
in Norfolk Woodforde was a newcomer, status-wise marooned,
however charitable and unmercenary about his tithes.

Peter Jameson has continued the editorial policy and apparatus so
firmly laid down by Roy Winstanley. He is to be warmly
contragulated on the publication of his first solely-edited volume.
A few typographical errors have crept in; footnotes would be
preferable to endnotes. It is fitting, however, that the volume should
be dedicated to Roy Winstanley’s memory. His single-minded
editorship of both the journal and the diaries was outstanding. He
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toiled in the service of the Society for the last thirty years of his
long life. Without his efforts and the Society’s vision and support
we would not have Woodforde’s diary nor would we know so much
of his life and connections, indeed of eighteenth-century society
more generally. Moreover his Parson Woodforde: The Life and
Times of a Country Diarist (1996) is an essential accompaniment
to the diary. His achievement was remarkable. Woodforde would
be amazed but also, I think, quietly gratified at the results.

LETTERS

Dear Sir,
Sealing Wax — A Compulsive Purchase?

On 31 July 1788 Woodforde visited a bookseller’s shop at Bungay
and purchased ‘a large Stick of red sealing Wax’ for 1s. There is
nothing remarkable about this. But then we read that a year later he
makes a further purchase in London on his way to the West country:

To a Pound of Sealing Wax near Temple Barpd. 4:6
(Diary 10 June 1789)

Not content it seems with this fairly bulky sample, when in London
again, on his return journey to Norwich:

To a Pound of Sealing Wax also at another

Shop ... 10— very large Sticks —pd. 4:6

(Diary 12 September 1789)

So, unless the first pound of wax had been lost en route, Woodforde
returned to Weston with about two pounds of this material in his
baggage. It would of course be used to seal letters, but as he and
Nancy were not prolific letter writers, what use was to be made of
all this wax? Was this perhaps what we would not call ‘unfocussed
shopping’, nowadays associated with the other gender? Did
Woodforde just enjoy purchasing ten ‘very large Sticks’ of sealing
wax, when he may not have actually needed it? Perhaps someone
would write an article for us on the source, manufacture and use of
sealing wax in the 18th century? I think it was derived from an
insect product?

The above events are all to be found in the recently published
‘Volume 12’ and on behalf of our members perhaps I could be
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permitted to thank Peter Jameson for this volume — the transcription
work, introduction, notes and index all his own work;
congratulations on giving us another three years of Woodforde’s
diary.

David Case

Deal

Dear Sir,

As always I have enjoyed reading the PWS Quarterly Journal just
received, and arising from it I wondered if you would kindly
enlighten me regarding ‘six walnut-tree F seat chairs’ in the little
parlour referred to in the article on page 17, of 4 Sale this Day.
Again, on page 20, ‘Six of the walnut F seat chairs stuffed, covered
and cases’. Lower down on the same page there is reference to a
‘walnut tree night chair’. I have referred to Journal XXIV, 3, but it
does not refer to walnut-tree F seats and [ wondered when you have
a moment to spare if you would tell me what is or was ‘a
Walnut-tree F seat’?

[ also noticed the reference on page 20 to ‘a pair of Senex globes
(one would be terrestrial, the other celestial)’ and the note on page
21. I have in my small collection of antique maps one by Senex of
Scotland on which it has the imprint “‘New Map/Scotland/according
to Gordon of Straloch/Revis’d & Improv’d by I Senex/1721°.

John Senex’s date of birth is unknown but he died in 1740. He came
to London from Shropshire and became established in Fleet Street,
London about 1702 as a bookseller and later as a map maker and
engraver. His wife subsequently issued a catalogue of his Globes
and Maps. Senex, who was a FRS, was appointed Geographer to
Queen Anne and was one of a number of map makers and engravers
of the eighteenth century.

Roger Heaton
Galhampton
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CHAIRMAN’S ENDPIECE

Spring cleaning? A time to sort out the bookshelves and place the
Society’s publications in order? Perhaps also a few other tidying
up jobs around the house? Be warned — more publications are to
follow. You should allow extra room for additional volumes. This
was one aspect of the good news that flowed from our committee
meeting held last month.

We had gathered in Wokingham where Ann and David Williams
kindly hosted us. Coming from all parts of the country we needed
to fit in as much work as possible. We had a working lunch,
digesting both food and the Society’s course. Progress continues to
be excellent. We are extremely fortunate to have a core of dedicated
members whose efforts bring us the Journal and the Newsletter.
Having recognised their contribution and looked at ways of
supporting them we looked at the forthcoming publications, our
Frolic and finance. Particular interest was shown in our proposed
web site. Due to come on line shortly, it will bring the Society’s
existence and activities to a wider, even international, audience.
Designed to complement rather than replace our existing
membership material, I am confident it will enable more people to
be aware of Woodforde and our activities.

Publications continue to flow due to the overwhelming commit-
ment of the Revd Peter Jameson. Martin Brayne and David Case
somehow find time to cast an eye over the work before it goes for
printing. This team looks like bringing two more volumes out in
relatively short succession. Your committee felt that using our
financial resources and making this material available to members
earlier than intended was one way of celebrating 2003. (David, as
treasurer, always ensures we do not overstretch ourselves
financially; be assured finances remain sound.)

Jumping ahead to 2003, let me update you on the thinking for our
Frolic. Comments were received following the publication of the
Winter Journal and we are actively considering the suggestions
made. My personal thanks go to those members who expressed a
willingness to assist the committee. Early work is underway
looking at the feasibility of one particularly exciting idea. More
anon!

Our 2002 Frolic rightfully receives considerable attention in this
edition of the Journal and Newsletter. Your committee felt it has
become the celebration of the Parson’s life and that we should view
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this year’s gathering in Norfolk as the tribute to his life and the
contribution he has made to our appreciation of eighteenth century
England. Ann has put the finishing touches to her organising; now
all it needs is for us to complete the booking form and highlight the
dates in our diaries.

NIGEL CUSTANCE

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 £12.50 (overseas members £25)
becomes due on 1 January and should be forwarded to the Treasurer, Dr
David Case, 25 Archery Square, Walmer, Deal, Kent CT14 7JA.
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