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The aims of the Society are to enable those interested in the man and his work to 
share their enthusiasm and spread the interest among others. These aims are to be 
achieved by means of Newsletters, a membership list, website, Annual Gathering at 
venues with some association with Sabine Baring-Gould, and publication of the 
Transactions. 
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SABINE BARING-GOULD was born on 28th January 1834 in Exeter and died on 
2nd January 1924 at Lewtrenchard 

• Hugely influential collector of folksongs at a time when such songs were being 
rapidly forgotten. 

• Prolific novelist. Among the ten best of his time? 
• Folklorist. Magpie collector of anecdotes, practices, beliefs. 
• Archaeologist. Pioneer of over 60 excavations on Dartmoor . 
• Loved and respected pastor to a widespread Devonshire community 
• Reconstructor of buildings - he made enormous changes to both house and 

church at Lewtrenchard. 
• Wrote or translated well known hymns and carols. 
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SBGAS Visit to Iceland 2015 

At the 2013 meeting in Devon it was agreed that Martin and Shan Graebe would lead a 
visit to Iceland for SBGAS members in 2015. The intention is to see some of the sites 
that Baring-Gould visited in 1862 and to sample the modern culture of this fascinating 
country. At the moment we are thinking of a group tour of about five days that will en 
able us to see some of the areas associated with the sagas, something of the volcanic ac 
tivity, waterfalls and the geysers that SB-G described as well as some of the glaciers that 
are a feature of the island. We are planning to do this in July 2015. 

At present we can give no idea of what the cost might be as we are starting now on plan 
ning for the adventure, though it will be a little more than the £100 16s 8d that it cost 
Sabine in 1862. This is, of course a circular question, since the cost will depend on the 
numbers who sign up and on the duration of the trip. It would help us to plan better ifwe 
knew how many are interested in taking part in the trip (without commitment, at this 
stage) and if you could give us and indication of how much you would be prepared to pay 
per person, excluding air fares. The reason I say this is that we would like to make sure 
that SBGAS members in the USA are able to take part, and the fare structure from the 
USA to Iceland is different. We will, of course, look to see whether we could get a better 
deal on air fares as part of a group. 

We will have local help in organising the visit and we will get experts to talk about the 
topics of interest. There will be time for relaxation as well with amazing scenery to do the 
relaxing in. I will also try to get copies of Sabine's book Iceland, its Scenes and Sagas at 
a discounted price . We cannot guarantee good weather - though they say that, in Iceland, 
you only have to wait twenty minutes for different weather. Contd on p. 17 
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Front and rear covers 
Courtesy of Ray Scott 

Front Cover 

Nebo the Nailer, the theme for our 2014 Annual Gathering, was first 
published in serial form in the Quiver in 1901-1902. In the latter year, it 
was published in book form (see rear cover of Newsletter 62). The cur 
rent illustration is the from cover of, I think, the 6d paperback edition 
published in 1903, and shows Nebo fighting with his step-father. Below 
is the banner heading of the first part published in the Quiver (note the 
spelling of 'Mahalah'). 

By S. Baring-Gould, Author of 
'' Mahalah," '~Court Royal,'' 
Etc. 

Rear Cover 
This is another attractive cover of Through All the Changing Scenes of 
Life issued as part of the White Lily Series (about which I know nothing) 
of the SPCK. Also in this Series, there is an identical cover but red. On 
the opposite page is the first page of the first part issued in the Dawn of 
Day in 1892. 
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DOLLY CARTHEW. 
BY 

S. BARING GOULD. 

In turning over a bundle of my mother's letters I came on one dated 1836, in 
which she said to her sister, to whom it was addressed: "Our gardener, Seth Carthew, 
has just brought home his wife, Dolly. They are a fine looking couple-he tall, well 
built, and handsome; she, with her fine-cut features, her bright, dark eyes, her brilliant 
colour, and her dapper figure, must for long be considered the village Beauty." 

Poor Dolly! She was buried the other day. She was a character-a mixture of 
good and bad, of kindliness and ofsavagcry of temper, that made her in her old age and 
widowhood to be looked on doubtfully by her neighbours. 

Handsome she remained to her old age; she retained a good deal of colour in her 
cheeks, and her eyes were always bright, but the dapperness of form was gone. Suffer 
ing from a bad leg, she hobbled about leaning on a stick, and sighing and groaning and 
uttering exclamations-pious when anyone was within earshot, profane when she sup 
posed none could hear. 

According to her own account, she was ninety when she fell finally ill. But I 
looked into her family Bible one day, in which were recorded the births, baptisms, mar 
riages and deaths of her relatives, and there ascertained that she was only eighty-six. 

When aged eighty-four she was milking a cow when the beast turned and ripped 
her throat under the chin. 

"When did you send for the doctor?" I inquired, as there was no one living in 
the house with her. 

"Send for the doctor! What should I send for he for?" 
"Why, to sew up your throat." 
"Pshaw! And send in a bill, when I could do such a trifle myself. I got a bit o' 

black thread and a needle and sewed it up myself. Look here!" 
And sure enough she had damed the rent, and the ends of the thread hung out of 

her flesh. 
But I must go back to the earlier part of her life, and tell it in proper sequence to 

the best of my knowledge. 
In time Seth Carthew abandoned gardening and became a regrator of cattle, a 

business on which a good deal of money may be made, but which is a trade liable to 
badly affect the moral character, as with every deal gin had to be drunk, and the regra 
tor very often becomes a drunkard. Seth never did become that, but he often returned 
from market the worse for liquor, but the better for sales; with his head full of the 
fumes of drink, and his purse bulging out with money. 

On one of these occasions, riding along the road overhanging with trees on a 
dark night, he fell off his horse. He could never say whether he had been waylaid by a 
man, or whether his horse had shied at some foot-passenger, or how the accident came 

about. When he came to himself he was too confused in mind to remember the particu 
lars. His horse was gone, and had trotted to the stables. Seth had to follow on foot. 

When he reached his home, he found to his dismay that his purse was gone-a 
purse that had in it over five-and-twenty pounds. This completely sobered him, and 
dried up the torrent of recrimination from Dolly, and both set out with a lantern to 
search the road for the lost purse. They had not proceeded far before they came upon 
Eli Rayne, a labourer. 

"Where have you been?" asked Seth. 
"Been to market driving sheep, and sold 'em all for master," replied Eli. 
"Did you pick up my purse on the way?" 
"How should I! Where did you lose 'n?" 
"By the old quarry in the road, in that dark piece under the trees." 
"Too dark then for me to see any purse, I reckon," replied Eli, and went his way. 
Seth and Dolly arrived on the spot where the accident had taken place, and 

searched it with the lantern, but all in vain. 
"I tell you what, Doll," said Seth; "this turn to the light cuts off near all of it. I'll 

be on afore daybreak and search the spot again. I'll be sworn I lost the purse here, and 
if the purse be not in the road, someone must have either found it or taken it from me 
when I was insensible." 

"I'll come wi' you, Seth," said Dolly. 
The search next morning was equally unsuccessful. As, in great concern, the 

regrator was on his way home, he suddenly stopped. 
"I wonder," said he, "whether Eli Rayne did not find the purse and take it? I've 

an idea someone jumped out of the old quarry at me and I fell." 
"But he'd have made off long ago, the rapscallion who got the purse." 
"I'm not so sure of that. I reckon he'd lurk about and watch and sec if I were 

alive, and were going back and making a din about the purse. No; I'm pretty sure Eli 
took it, and I'll charge him with it." 

This notion became a fixed idea in both his and that of his wife Dolly, and led to 
violent quarrels and upbraidings. And, if there had been a shadow of doubt in their 
minds when they first accused Eli, this was dispelled when, not long after, Rayne took 
two meadows and bought first one cow and then a second. 

My firm conviction is that Eli did not find or take Seth's purse. He was a frugal 
man. and had laid a little money by during several years, and that would account for his 
setting up as a farmer on a small scale. But the conviction in the heads of the Carthews 
that they had been robbed by him was ineradicable. They put their heads together, and 
resolved that they must go to law about it. But first of all they would consult the Squire. 
He was a magistrate, he knew the law. 0 sancta simplicitus! So away went the two to 
the Hall, rang the back-door bell, and were shown into the study. 

"What can I do for you?" asked the Squire. 
"Well, sir, we've had a terrible loss-a lot of money. You tell the tale, Dolly," 
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said Seth. 
"Get along, old man. It was you as was beastly drunk, and what I sez is, the 

main fault was yours. If you hadn't been drunk, you wouldn't have tumbled off your 
horse." 

"Or the horse tumbled under me," said Seth. "Anyhow, down I went in a dark 
part of the road, and when I got home my money was gone. Eli Rayne had robbed me." 

"Good gracious! Eli Rayne, as good and steady a man as there is in the parish." 
"Ah, Squire, you can't always go upon appearances." 
"But are you sure?" 
"Quite sure," said Seth. 
"And so'rn I, on my oath!" added Dolly. 
"When did this occur?" asked the magistrate. 
"Only last night," answered Seth Carthew. 
"Eli Rayne!" repeated the Squire. "Are you sure? Can you prove it?" 
"Prove it? I should think so! We met him this morning on the road." 
"What, just after your loss? When did you have your fall?" 
"About eleven o'clock last night." 
"And when did you meet Eli?" 
"At five o'clock this morning." 
"But that proves nothing." 
"Begging your pardon, it do, sir. I charged him with it-and he was took 

aback." 
"Bless me! and so should I be if so accused." 
"But I know he took my purse." 
"So do I," said Dolly. 
"How do you know?" 
"I feels it in my inside, like a hard lump ofunbaked pastry." 
"And I do, too," threw in Dolly. "And what is more, we intend to have the law 

of him." 
"We do," acquiesced Seth. 
"But," interposed the magistrate, "you have no evidence, not sufficient to obtain 

a warrant to search his house. You have no more evidence than that you met the man 
on the road six hours after the occurrence, and feel a lump on your mind like cold, ill 
baked pastry." 

"Well, we intend to go to a lawyer." 
"And throw good money after bad. He cannot help you." 
"Then, Squire, there's one thing you might do for us," said Mrs. Carthew. 

"Yonder I was in your family, and served you well and honestly for many years, and so 
did Seth, too." 

"I will do what I can for you." 
"Then, sir, will you turn Eli Rayne out of his house and bit o' land? Give him 

notice at Michaelmas?" 
"Indeed, I can't do an injustice. And now 1 must really ask you to go; I have to 

get on my boots for hunting." 
As Seth and Dolly walked away, said she to her husband: 
"What chaps these gentlefolk be! there's no finding any gratitude or kindness in 

them to old servants. And we so faithful for so many years, but he won't do a little tit 
tery job like that for us to tum out that rascal, that thief, Eli Rayne. It's my solemn be 
lief, Seth, that last night if he'd seen you move he'd have cut your throat." 

It is needless to say that the couple got nothing out of the lawyer they consulted, 
but that, of course, he got something out of them. They left his office without hope of 
redress, of being able to punish Eli, of being able to recover the lost money, and they 
left it poorer by six shillings and eightpence. 

Then they put their heads together again, and the result of this confabulation 
was that they both went to the rectory together, and asked to see the parson. 

"What can I do for you, good friends?" he asked, when they were shown into his 
library. Then came out the tale as before, and the accusation against Eli Rayne. 

The rector valued Eli Rayne as an upright, hard-working man, and he would not 
allow that he could be guilty of theft, not without some conclusive evidence, and that 
the pair were unable to produce. 

"Your reverence, I'm sure, will do us a favour, sure, staunch church-people as 
we are." 

"I'll do you a favour, certainly, if I can." 
"Then, sir, will you just preach at Eli Rayne, and read a cursing psalm over his 

head." 
"Good heavens!" exclaimed the parson, greatly shocked. "I can't do that-not 

possibly." 
"Well, you'll excuse me, but what be the parsons for but to do what their parish- 

ioners want of them? Ain't they their ministers?" 
"Yes; but not to minister to their evil passions." 
The couple rose and left the rectory. As they departed, said Dorothy to Seth: 
"Strike me dead, if ever I set my foot inside church after that! Just a little bit of 

service as we asked of the parson, and he refused us. Well I never!" 
And she kept her word. Never to her dying day, sixty-eight years after, did 

Dolly Carthew cross the threshold of God's house of prayer. It is not too much to say 
that the rest of the lives of these two, Dolly and Seth, was embittered and changed for 
the worse in every way by this incident. 

Eli was a quiet, inoffensive, hard-working man, and neither he nor his wife Jo 
anna had the volubility and copiousness of offensive epithets possessed by Dolly 
Carthew. 

A few years later Eli died; he fell off a hay-wagon, and injured his back, became 
paralysed in his lower limbs, and died in ten days. It was the conviction of the people in 
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the parish that Dolly had "over-looked or ill-wished" him, and this had caused the acci 
dent. 

After his death his widow gave up the little farm, and lived sparsely on very 
scanty means, earning a few pence by sweeping the drives and church path, and doing a 
little charing. 

"It's all meanness," said Dolly bitterly, "she has got the rest of that twenty-five 
pounds hid away somewhere in her bed, or in the thatch." 

Dolly also lost her husband; he caught a cold that settled on his lungs, and he 
died very speedily. Dolly managed thenceforth the little farm. It was but a small farm, 
and she was assisted in it by her sons as they grew up into strapping lads, and then fine 
men. 

During this period Dolly certainly made money. She kept her boys under iron 
discipline. 

"I do lash 'em wi' my tongue," she would say, "till I do believe they be raw all 
over." 

They endured this when boys, but when grown to be young men it drove them 
to the public-house. 

One of the boys she lost. Diphtheria broke out in her family; all her children 
were ill at one and the same time, and that seriously. The rector's wife was the only 
woman who ventured into her house, and she gave Dolly a sheet for one of the beds. 
The youngest and favourite son died. When Dolly was a very old woman, she would 
say: 

"When I'm dead I shall be buried in that sheet the parson's wife gave me. I have 
kept it for the purpose. And they shall lay me in my coffin huggin' my Joe's corduroy 
breeches. Joe was fourteen when he died, and I can't ever forget him." The tears came 
into her eyes. "Oh, my dear blood!"-a favourite expression with her-"Joe was the 
best of the lot, out and out the best, and when I go I'll take his breeches with me." 
Then, after a pause, she would burst out laughing and say: "But I reckon he's outgrown 
'em in heaven. And, dear love, what a sight he'd be to the angels a-trying to draw them 
on! I reckon he'd split 'em down the side, and they'd be too tight about the belly. 
Never mind, I'll take 'em wi' me, all the same. No one else shall have them." 

"Dolly," said the rector to her one day, when she had been talking to him in this 
way, "you have no right to be so certain that you will go to heaven whilst you remain 
so implacable in your resentment against Joanna Rayne. 'Forgive us our trespasses, as 
we forgive them that trespass against us,' we are taught to pray; and you do not even 
know that you have been trespassed against by Joanna." 

"I not been wronged!" the old woman flared up. "I have been wronged, and so 
was my poor man." 

"Even supposing that Eli had the purse-it was never proved, or even made 
probable-yet Joanna has never harmed you." 

"Joanna has the money now hid away somewhere. No; nothing will ever make 

me forgive her." 
So implacable was her resentment that she would not forgive Joanna this imagi 

nary wrong when, fifty years after the loss of the purse, the widow Rayne died. It is 
horrible to relate, but it is a fact, that at the funeral, Dolly, then nearly eighty, went to 
see it pass, and danced, and snapped her fingers mockingly at the coffin as it went by. 

When her sons were married and gone from her, Dolly had a niece or a grand 
child to live with her, and feel the stroke of her tongue. Woe to a neighbour who of 
fended her in any way, however slight. She resented it with fury, and revenged herself 
by getting her grandchild to write out the most horrible charges against the offender, 
and either send these anonymously to the Squire, under whom the person attacked 
rented, or, worse still, had them pasted up in a public place. 

Both Squire and parson remonstrated with her, but she would never own to hav 
ing sent the missive or originated these placards. She would deny the imputation with 
effrontery, and when it was objected that the handwriting had been recognised as that 
of her granddaughter: 

"Dear Blood!" she would exclaim, "what wickedness there be in the world that 
they should go and copy Lucy's hand, and so bring this charge against the poor, inno 
cent child." 

She had an old cutlass in her bedroom. During the last years of her life she lived 
quite alone. No niece or grandchild cared to be with her. She was remonstrated with for 
being alone at night, and it was thought she had saved money, and kept it in her bed 
room. 

"Let 'em come," she would reply, and her eye flashed wildly. "Let a burglar just 
come! Look at the stair yonder." Access to her bedroom was obtained by what was 
little better than a ladder, leading through a very narrow opening in the floor. "Look 
here! No burglar could come up at me but up thickey stairs, head first, mind you. And 
afore his legs got up, and his feet on the plancheon, I'd have his head off at the neck 
with my sword, and I'd love to do it! Couldn't give me a greater pleasure." 

I have painted the worst side of this old woman, it is now time to turn the pic 
ture. Venomous and violent as she was against some, towards others she was kindness 
itself. All children loved her-that is, if not required to live under her roof. She had an 
apple or nuts ever ready to treat them with. She liked to have them about her when she 
was at work, and she talked to them, told them tales, poured out all her wrongs, exalted 
her own virtues and good qualities to them in an inexhaustible stream. To those whom 
she liked she would send a junket, or a bottle of metheglin of her own make. 

One little boy of four or five was with her continually, the son of a coachman 
who lived near. On a certain evening the coachman went into the farmhouse to fetch 
his little boy for something, and found old Dolly at the hearth raking out the cinders. 

"Where's Johnny?" asked the child's father. 
"Dear Blood! He's fallen into the fire and is burnt to ashes, and I'm just poking 

among the cinders to find the remains of him." 
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The fact was that the little lad had been seated on a stool by the fire whilst Dolly 
was at work in the kitchen. Something called her away, and when she returned he was 
gone. She at once concluded that he had fallen into the fire. Actually, tired of being 
alone, and idle, the child had run out at the back door. When he re-appeared had he 
asked for all her store of apples she would have given them to him, her delight at see 
ing him safe and sound was so great. 

Dolly was a vastly amusing person with whom to chat, or, to be more exact, to 
sit and hear talk, for she was an interminable talker, and she jumped from one subject 
to another as the caprice took her, now weeping, then suddenly breaking into laughter. 
Very amusing she was to listen to so long as she kept away from her personal resent 
ments, and the misdeeds of her neighbours. 

She had been a very hard-working woman in her days and always penurious. On 
one occasion she walked all the way to Plymouth, carrying a child in her arms, to fetch 
her husband home from a public-house where she believed that he was drinking away 
the money. She found him, and walked home again, still carrying her baby. 

On another occasion she was visiting a relative in a village, five miles off, carry 
ing a child. Her relation made her a present of a basket of apples. She started, found the 
two burdens were more than she could manage at once, so she set down the infant in 
the road and walked forward five hundred yards, planted the basket of apples in the 
highway, and returned to fetch the babe, which she carried to where was the basket, put 
the child down, and marched on five hundred yards with the apples, and so on till she 
reached home with both. 

Now that poor creature is gone, her fingers at rest, and all her animosities blown 
away. She was a character-possessed a rare individuality; and persons with strong 
characters and marked individualities are becoming annually more scarce. We are all 
sinking into a dead level of mediocrities, and the system of education as conducted in 
our Council and National Schools is responsible for a good deal of this. Who sees now 
such types as Dickens delighted to sketch? 

As they disappear it is as well to preserve some slight memorial of these quaint 
and fresh originals, 

Cambrian Daily Leader, August 25, 1916, p.6 

Thanks to Alan John, a non-member who likes to read the works of 'obscure authors' 
who brought this to my attention and kindly typed it out for me. If anyone else wants to 
pursue Alan's task, they ought to visit 'Welsh Newspapers Online' where many of Sa 
bine's short stories can be found. 

SABINADE 

1 
l 

j 
}, 

Those of us who are not members of the Baring-Gould family or brought up to be fa 
miliar with SB-G's unusual moniker have often struggled with its pronunciation, since 
we have usually been wrong-footed by our brush with the classics or art, via the event 
or item known as 'The Rape of the Sabine Women', generally pronounced sabbein. We 
may also have come across the French forename, pronounced sabbeen. We now have it 
well drilled into us that SB-G is saybin! 

In this piece I want to trace in a bit more detail the ancestral line through which the 
name came, and also to note the instances of its use in the family in addition to SB-G 
himself. I shall also touch on some family estates, besides Lew Trenchard, which figure 
in the story. 

We have it from Bickford Dickinson that SB-G was named after his great uncle Sir 
Edward Sabine, and there seems no reason to doubt that this was the accepted truth in 
the family, rather than a biographer's assumption. We shall return to Edward, and his 
distinguished grandfather Joseph, in a moment. 

The earliest traces of the family, known as Savin or Sabin, are found at Bekesbourne in 
Kent. In the seventeenth century we find Sabines at nearby Patrixbourne, three miles 
from Canterbury- Avery (c1576-1648) and John, presumably his brother, who died ten 
years later. The latter had a son, also John ( c 1639-1704), who was created a Baronet in 
1672 having married into the Allen family at Eyne (also known as Ion), Gravenhurst, 
north west of Hitchin but in Bedfordhire. Ion House is now a farm belonging to the 
Greys, currently represented by Lord Lucas & Dingwall. A very had become an Alder 
man and Mayor of Canterbury; two of his sons, Walter and Joseph, crossed the Irish 
Sea as 'settlers'. Thus General Joseph Sabine is described as the son of Joseph of Kil 
molin in Co.Wicklow, a few miles south west of Dublin. The family also held property 
at Kilcullen, Co.Kildare, some thirty to forty miles further inland on the banks of the 
Liffey. 

This latter Joseph ( c 1661-1739) returned to the mainland to marry first Hester Whit 
field of Bishops Stortford in 1700, and ten years later Margaretta Newsham of Chad 
shunt, Warwickshire. Fighting in the 'Marlborough Wars' he was briefly made Gover 
nor of Ghent. In 1715, he purchased Tewin (near Welwyn) in Hertfordshire, spending 
lavishly on its restoration and twice entertaining King George II there. It was a busy 
year for him, as after the Jacobite Rebellion he was commanding the army in Scotland. 
Four years later be was appointed Governor of Berwick Castle and Holy Island, a posi 
tion which he held until his promotion to General and appointment as Governor of Gi 
braltar in 1730. These duties did not prevent him from also becoming MP for Berwick- 
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Pasley (b.1965). Through marriage the Sabine element has now also been attached to 
the surnames Lumsden and Boucher. Earlier in his naval career the I st Baronet had 
been linked to the Court Martial proceedings of the mutineers of the Bounty, being re 
lated by marriage to one of them, Peter Heywood. After the latter was pardoned Cap 
tain Pasley, as he then was, took him as a midshipman on the Bellerophon. SB-G of 
course had a more direct link with William Bligh through his maternal grandfather, 
Francis Godolphin Bond, who had served with Bligh, his uncle by marriage, on Provi 
dence in 1793. It would be interesting to know if Maria Pasley and John Sabine came 
to know each other through this family connection; but more likely it was because they 
were Bedfordshire/Hertfordshire neighbours. 

Hitherto the Sabine Pasleys seem to have been written out of the Baring-Gould story, 
and maybe the reverse is also true. Perhaps it is time these two distinguished families 
were reunited! Meanwhile Wikipaedia reveals the existence of another eminent scien 
tist with the Sabine surname, William Clement 1868-1919, a pioneer in the field of 
'architectural acoustics' - but I think we must draw a line there. 

Many thanks to Merriol Almond for corrections to the first draft, with updates, and 
interesting new information. 

David Shacklock 

Sir Edward Sabine 
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Through Flood and Flame 

Last month, I included quotations about floods taken from Sabine's Flood and Fl~me 
published in 1868. Almost certainly, the bursting of the dam was ~ased on a real-l~f~ 
event that took place in Sheffield in I 864. The following account 1s taken from Wikipe 
dia. 

The Great Sheffield Flood devastated parts of Sheffield, England, on 11 March 1864, 
when the Dale Dyke Dam broke as its reservoir was being filled for the first time. Two 
hundred and thirty-eight people died and more than 600 houses were damaged or de 
stroyed. The immediate cause was a crack in the embankment'. but tl~e so~rce of t~e 
crack was never determined. The dam's failure led to reforms m engmeenng practice. 
The dam was rebuilt in 1875. 

On the night of 11 March 1864, assisted by a strong south-western gale, the newly built 
dam, known as the Dale Dyke Dam, at Low Bradfield on the River Loxley, collapsed 
while it was being filled for the first time. An estimated 3 million cubic metres (700_ 
million imperial gallons) of water swept down the Loxley ~alley, throu~~ Loxley ~11- 
lage and on to Malin Bridge and Hillsborough, where the River Loxley joins the River 
Don. The flood continued south down the Don into Sheffield centre, around the east 
ward bend of the Don at Lady's Bridge, then to Attercliffe, past the sites of what later 
became Don Valley Stadium, Sheffield Arena and Meadowhall Centre, and on to Roth 
erham. A wall of water moved swiftly down the valley, destroying everything in its 
course. The centre of the town, situated on the hill to the south, escaped damage, but 
the densely populated district of the Wicker, around the new railway viaduct 
( constructed by the Manchester and Sheffield Railway), was completely d:stroyed. The 
company's consultant engineer, John Towlerton Leather, was one ofa family of worthy 
Yorkshire engineers who were involved in such work. His uncle, George Leather, had 
been responsible for reservoirs around Leeds and Bradford, and one of these wa~ the 
scene ofa dramatic collapse in 1852, when 81 people died. John Leather and resident 
engineer John Gunson were working closely together dur!ng the construction of:he 
dam. Leather designed the dam and oversaw its construction, whereas Gunson directed 
and supervised the construction of the dam. Gunson was on site the night of the col 
lapse and stated that there was a concerning crack in the outer slope of~he embank 
ment. Gunson convinced himself that the crack was not harmful, but sl111 took precau 
tions by opening up the valves on the middle of the embankment to allow more water 
through. These precautions failed to prevent the crack from worsening. 

Roger Bristow 
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Martin Graebe has contributed the three little snippets below 

Odd Bits From Baring-Gould - No 1. 

On p. 363 of the first volume of Origin and Development of Religious Belief, Baring 
Gould quotes a passage describing a revival meeting, saying: 'The following descrip 
tion of a Revival is from the pen of a writer apparently well acquainted with the man 
ner in which mysticism continues to operate in England to the present day.' In a foot 
note, he identifies the source of his quote as an anonymous publication, Through Flood 
and Flame, Bentley, 1868 - which is, of course, his own book! 

More Teenage Archaeology 

The Literary Gazette, 15 May 1852, included the following item in an article headed 
'Proceedings of Societies' and describing the meeting of the Society of Antiquaries of 
London on 29 April 1852. 

Mr. Baring Gould communicated a drawing of a remarkable engraved slab, which had 
evidently formed a part of a cromlech he had noticed in the Basses Pyrenees. The ob 
jects represented upon it were analogous to those found on a stone taken from a crom 
lech, by Mr John Tissiman, near Scarborough, of which an account had been brought 
before the Society by Mr. Akerman in the last session. Engraved stones of a somewhat 
similar character had been noticed by Mr Lukis as existing in the Celtic remains of the 
Channel Islands. 

Tips from Abroad 
Minneapolis Journal, April 10, 1901, p. 6 

This is a report on the visit by Mr and Mrs E.S. Baring-Gould to Europe starting in 
November 1900. They had intended to visit London but, finding it depressed by the 
Queen's death, went on to Normandy and Brittany, spending time in Dinan and Paris. 
The article talks about rural poverty and about political questions, including the situa 
tion in South Africa. Interestingly: "Mr. Baring-Gould found the Chinese question 
dominant among the well infprmed. The fear that Chinese cheap labor will break 
through and eventually overrunn the earth is felt by thousands of intelligent foreigners. 
Foreign manufacturers, once China is wide open, can establish great plants in that 
country, and with the pauper labor which they utilize, control the industrial markets of 
the world. The result of such competition will be the gradual reduction of wages the 
world over. 
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REFERENCES IN PRINT 

David Shacldock 

Sai1ing Tours Part I The Coasts of Essex & Suffolk- Frank Cowper- L Upcott Gill 
(1897) - p. 77 SB-G 'genius loci ... descriptions vivid ... stories ... dramatic' (re Meha 
lah) 
Classic Hymns & Carols - Batsford 2012 (Intro. John Betjeman) - p134 OCS (6vs + 
chorus); p147 Now the Day is Over (8vs); both 'original poems by' SB-G 
Smuggling in Essex - Graham Smith - Countryside Books 2005 (pbk) - ch.8 Mehalah 
Country esp.p. 129f Mehalah & smuggling; p. 134 Tiptrce Heath; p. 141f Virley, Sal 
cott & quotes; p. 144f quote re Mersea smuggling 
The Daily Telegraph Book of Hymns - Ian Bradley- Continuum 2005 - 105 (p352- 
5) Onward Cluistian Soldiers; 138 (p470-3) Through the Night of Doubt and Sorrow. 
Cambridge Paperback Guide to Literature in English- Ian Oresby- CUP 1996 
(may be 'concise' revision of the Cambridge Guide to Fiction in English 1988/rpt 
1993)- SB-G para. in loc + ref in entry under 'Folk Revival, The' (p. 146) 
The Penguin Book of Ghosts - Westwood & Simpson 2008 (The Lore of the Land 
2005) - p. 92 Coffinswell (A Book of the West/); p. 95 Dewerstone Rock (A Book of 
the West/); p. 101 Okehampton (A Book of the West I); p. 130-2 Arbresbury Banks 
(Mehalah); p. 132-4 Ban-ow Hill (Mehalah); pp. 138-40 The Strood, Mersea Island (A 
Book of Ghosts); p. 406 Thirsk (Yorkshire Oddities & Strange Events ff) 
Down the River Dart- Gordon Hill - Bossiney 2004 - p. 15 SB-G & Sally Satterley 

Hazel Harvey sent the following account from the St David's Church, Exeter, Parish 
magazine taken from Sabine's Devon (1907): The normally begrudging Baring-Gould, 
offering a general dismissal of Exeter's parish churches, remarks "None of them are of 
much beauty, except the new St David's, which is remarkable in many ways." 

Continued from p. 1 

This is going to be a great adventure and is a very ambitious piece of organisation, so it 
will help us greatly if you can let us know: 

If you are interested in the trip 
How much you would be prepared to pay 
Whether you would like a copy of the book 

All without commitment at this stage. We'll look forward to hearing from you 

Martin and Shan Graebe, 100 Cheltenham Road, Gloucester, GL2 OLX mar 
tin. graebe@btintemet.com 
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Mr Head of Mersea Island-appeal for information 

Last month, David Nicholls who lives on Mersea Island was given a copy of a typed 
transcription of a letter from SB-G to a Mr Head dated Feb. 16th 1923. The elderly 
Mersea man who gave it to David had only a vague recollection of how it came into his 
possession. As far as he could remember, the Jetter came in a bundle of documents con 
cerning a large building on the island that was demolished many years ago. He also 
said that the Mr Head, to whom the letter was addressed, lived in a cottage next to West 
Mersca church about the same time as SB-G was at East Mersca. 

The 1881 census shows a Charles Head, 30 years old, an artist, living with his widowed 
mother Sophia at this address. In the same year, he marries a local woman, Susanna 
Carter. Shortly after this, the newly wedded couple move to Colchester, where over the 
years, Charles Head becomes a successful artist with a family of 13 children. In 1911, 
he paints a portrait of SB-G that is now in the Colchester Museum collection and I 
think is currently on loan to Essex University. There are four other portraits by him in 
the Colchester collection. These can be seen on the BBC website, Your Paintings. 

David's researches so far have only revealed the "bare bones" of this man's life through 
the census and Mersea Museum records. Two obvious question arise. Did Charles 
Head meet SB-G when they both lived on Mersea Island, or was it as a result of being 
commissioned to paint his portrait? 

He is currently in touch with a senior curator at Colchester Museum to try and find any 
provenance attached to the SB-G painting, but progress is slow. He is fascinated to 
discover more details of Charles Head's life and his connections to Sabine Baring 
Gould. 

David Nicholls davidnicholls@mersea.entadsl.com 

Dawlish railway re-opening 

The celebratioins to mark the reopening of the railway line between Dawlish Warren 
and Teignmouth took place on Friday 11 April. Those who had gathered to await the 
Prime Minister were entertained by the Torbay Brass Band. Amongst the pieces they 
played was "Onward Christian Soldiers," apposite in view of the statement Mr Cam 
eron made shortly afterwards about the need to support Christianity. The event was 
reported in local, regional and national newspapers and doubtless watched on televi 
sion. 

Colin White 
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The Dissenters' Graveyard 

Hazel Harvey 

Baring family members were among those interred in Exeter's Dissenters' Graveyard 
outside the South Gate, which has recently been rescued from developers and cleared 
by volunteers. . 

The graveyard was in use from 1748 to 1854 and holds about 7000 bunals from 
dissenting families who contributed greatly to Exeter's prosperity- Barings, Bowrings, 
Fulfords, Merivales, Pollards, Treadwins and Kennaways. 

In 1981, the dwindling congregation of Unitarians walked out of George's 
Meeting in South Street (now Wetherspoon's), leaving an open hymn book on the lec 
tern and dead pigeons on the floor. The building was then sold and so was its associ 
ated graveyard. 

The burial ground has changed hands at ever increasing prices as developers 
hoped to profit by establishing car parking or houses on it. Now, an anonymous bene 
factor has allowed ownership to pass to a Trust which can preserve its historic nature. 
In March 2014, an enthusiastic team of volunteers filled five skips with rubbish and 
revealed the flat stones and obelisks which had been hidden by brambles and tussocks 
of grass. 

The Trust will put an interpretation board and give talks on Open Days about 
the families buried there. 

The churchyard is part of an important cluster of Exeter heritage survivals: Wy 
nard 's Almshouse, the Jewish and Quaker cemeteries and the former Eye Hospital. 

St Joseph was an Old Man 

Geoffrey Wrayford wonders if the little anecdote included in the 1928 Oxford Book of 
Carols, no 66, p 139, is well-known: 

The whole story of carol-music is summed up in an incident related by Baring-Gould: 
about 1865, he was teaching carols to a party of mill-girls in the West Riding; 'and 
amongst them that by Dr Gauntlett - "Saint Joseph was a walking" - when they burst 
out with "Nay! we know one a great deal better nor yond"; and lifting up their voices 
they sang to a curious old strain "Saint Joseph was an Old Man." 
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Change of Location for the SBGAS Annual Meeting, 
3 - 5 October, 2014 

Last week we heard from Keith Lister that he has not been very well recently and that 
he was going to have to withdraw from organising the annual meeting that was to be 
held in Horbury this year. Unfortunately his co-organisers, Christine and Eric 
Cudworth have also had some health problems and are not able to take on the whole of 
the organisation by themselves. It has been necessary therefore, to cancel the proposed 
meeting, while thanking Keith, Christine and Eric for their efforts and wishing them 
improved health for the future. 

Luckily, we have another shot in our locker and it has been agreed that this year's 
meeting will be held in the central location of Bromsgrove, Worcestershire. We had 
looked, a few years ago, at a meeting based around Baring-Gould's Nebo the Nailer, 
serialised in 190 I and published by Cassell in the following year. This is a fascinating 
social discussion as well as a strong story of the struggle between a son and his step 
father. The novel is set in the area around Bromsgrove and we are planning to hold the 
meeting at the Avoncroft Museum of Historic Buildings, where they have a 
reconstructed nail-maker's shop and experts who will talk about the nail-making 
industry. They have a good meeting room and catering facilities - as well as some very 
knowledgeable and friendly staff. We are hoping that there will also be an opportunity 
to visit the old Chartist settlement in Dodford and see one of the original cottages, as 
mentioned in the book. We hope to have a reprint of Nebo ready for the meeting. 

We are putting together a programme for the weekend, which will include talks and 
tours as well as opportunities to see the museum exhibits at your own pace. We will, of 
course, hold our AGM during the weekend. 

You will appreciate that this change does not allow a great deal of time to give you all 
the detail on the meeting that you would like to have at this stage. If anyone has any 
contributions that they would like to make to the meeting, then please let us know. We 
will aim to gel a full programme mapped out as soon as possible and send it on to you. 

We will be sending out updates by e-mail as we get the arrangements in place. If you 
do not use e-mail, but would like to receive the programme and booking form for the 
meeting, please write to the SBGAS Secretary, Shan Graebe, I 00, Cheltenham Road, 
Gloucester, GL2 OLX and we will ensure that you get the full details when they are 
available. If you have any immediate queries please contact Shan - 
sbgas.secretary@btinternet.com 

Martin & Shan Graebe and Roger Bristow 

BARING-GOULD TITLES 
CURRENTLY AVAILABLE 
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This list is constantly expanding, mu/ older titles are gradually being left out, to save 
space. Almost certainly there are omissions. Bossiney Books an~ Llanercb ~,re ~egu 
lar/y producing books by or including SB-G. By far one of the biggest publ,~he1s of 
SB-G material is Kessinger Publishing (www.kessingerpub.com) - over 62 titles are 
currently available, although some of the 'titles' are in fact chapters from some of 
SB-G's books. ff anyone knows of atltlitio11al titles, please let the Editor know. 

"Myths of the Middle Ages" Edited by John Matthews. Hardback. Blandford 1996. 
New illustrations. £16.99 
"Lives of the British Saints" Llanerch. 1990 onwards. Vari~us volum~s. 
"The Book of Werewolves" Senate 1995. Introduction by Nigel Suckling. ~aperback 
"Five Devon Seafarers". Taken from SB-G's Devonshire Characters. Bossiney 
nooks. 2000. £2.99. B · 
"Six Devon Rogues" Taken from Devonshire Characters and Strange Events. ossi 
ncy Books. Paperback 2000. £2.99. 
"A Book of Folklore" Paperback. Praxis Books 1993. £5.00 
"Through Flood and Flame" Paperback. Praxis Books, 1997 £8.50 
"Winefred". Paperback. Praxis Books 1994 £6.50 
"Red Spider" Paperback. Praxis Books 1993 £5.00 
"Mehalah" Paperback. Praxis Books 1998 £8.50 
"Guavas the Tinner". Paperback. Praxis Books. 2000. £7.50 
"The Broom Squire" Paperback. Blackdown Press. 1996. £9.99 
"Bladys of the Stewponey" Paperback. Praxis Books. 2003. £8.50 
"The Chorister" Paperback. Praxis Books. June 2004. £6.00 
"Court Royal" Paperback. Praxis Books. April 2005. £10.00 
''John Herring" Paperback, Praxis Books. £12.50. . 
Margery of Quether with Other Strange and Curious Tales. Paperback, Praxis 
Books. 2009. £6. 
"Iceland its Scenes and Sagas". Signal Books. £12.99 
"Queen of Love" Gloucester: Nonsuch Publishing. £6. 
"Red Spider" Gloucester: Nonsuch Publishing. £6. 
"Now the Day is Over" by Harold Kirk-Smith. Richard Kay. 1997. . . 
"'Half My Life' The Story of Sabine Baring-Gould and Grace" by Keith Lister. 
Charnwood Publications, 2002. £12 .. 95 (£2.00 P&P) Available from the author at 13 
Grove Road, Horbury, Wakefield, West Yorkshire, WF4 ~AG . . 
"The West Country as Literary Invention" Simon Trezise. University of Exeter 
Press. 2000. £13.99 'b d 
"Never Completely Submerged. The Diary of Sabine Baring-Gould:" Transcn e 
by Ron Wawman. Grosvenor House Publishing. 2009. £9_.99 (see website) 
An 80-page Bibliography is available from the Hon. Editor. 


