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Introduction 
 

With this edition of The Transactions the responsibility for editorship has changed for 
the first time since publication started. The vision for the publication was that of 
Philip Weller and it is his hard work and belief in that idea that has brought it through 
the first seven issues. It is unfortunate that his present state of health prevents him 
from continuing to build on that success. In preparing this issue for publication I have 
tried to follow the principles that Philip established and I hope that the quality of the 
publication will not fall too far short of the high standards that he has set. 

This issue features papers delivered at the Annual Meeting of the Sabine Baring-
Gould Appreciation Society held at Lewtrenchard over the weekend of 29 September 
to 1 October 2006, which was titled ‘Sabine Baring-Gould and Lew House’. As well 
as the three main papers delivered by SBGAS members there were presentations by 
Maurie Webber, John Draisey and Jeremy Pearson on aspects of archiving and these 
were followed by an interesting discussion on possible ways of acquiring and 
preserving material related to Sabine Baring-Gould in the future. The rest of the 
meeting was devoted to exploration of the house, the church and the surrounding area, 
led by Ron Wawman, who organised this meeting, assisted by Sybil Tope, Albert 
Spry, and Robert Stemson. 

Keith Lister’s experience in researching the life of Sabine Baring-Gould has given 
him a unique insight into many aspects of this extraordinary man’s personal life. In 
this keynote address for the meeting Keith gives and overview of Baring-Gould’s 
achievements while living at Lewtrenchard.  

Jane Marchand works as an archaeologist for the Dartmoor National Park Authority 
and, in her paper, has given us a clear vision of Sabine Baring-Gould as a pioneering 
archaeologist, particularly on Dartmoor and the part he played as a member of the 
Dartmoor Exploration Committee of the Devonshire Association. 

Martin Graebe has extended his studies of Baring-Gould’s song collection to look at 
the way in which he used Lew House as a centre, not just for the work of collection, 
but as a place where he could share and discuss his work with others who visited the 
house. 

In the supplement to this issue we have included some sketches of rural life written by 
Baring-Gould. For this issue we have chosen pieces which feature folk songs and their 
singers as an integral part of the article and which demonstrate the way in which, after 
1888, Baring-Gould used the songs he collected to give additional colour to his 
writing.  
Ploughing Oxen was published anonymously in Chambers journal Chamber’s 
Journal, Vol. 12 (1895), 16 Feb., p. 81-82. It demonstrates the persistence with which 
baring-Gould pursued some songs that he was particularly keen to collect. 

The Besom Maker shows us Baring-Gould writing in hyper-drive – a torrent of 
information and ideas, pulled together to make an almost coherent article. The 
information about the Hindhead district was garnered while researching his novel The 
Broom-Squire, where it is repeated and slightly expanded on in an aside from the 
story. The song that concludes the piece nicely draws in the occupations of miller and 
ploughman.  
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The Ploughman is a gentler and more erudite piece, demonstrating the broad sweep 
of Baring-Gould’s knowledge. 

The latter two pieces have been transcribed from printer’s proofs and it is very likely 
that some changes would have been made before publication. This is particularly true 
of ‘The Besom Maker’, where the writing is a bit clumsy in places and the 
punctuation rather suspect. We should also recognise that articles like this were ‘pot 
boilers’ and probably written with less care than Baring-Gould’s more serious pieces. 
They are, though, interesting in their content and shed a little more light on the views 
and interests of Sabine Baring-Gould. 
In selecting articles for this section two other articles which were found as proofs of 
articles for the Northern Newspaper Syndicate were originally selected; ‘In the Sound 
of the Mill Wheel’ and ‘The Moor-man’. They were not used after the first was found 
to have been re-cycled as a chapter in ‘An Old English Home, and the greater part of 
the second was found to form the beginning of the chapter ‘Dartmoor: It’s Tenants’ in 
A Book of Devon. This admirable economy with his wordstock is another possible 
topic for a future Baring-Gould researcher. 

The footnotes have been added by the Editor to identify the sources and to provide 
some additional information 

 
 

 
Martin Graebe 

October 2007 
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An Overview of Sabine Baring-Gould’s Achievements at Lew Trenchard 
Keith Lister 
 

The keynote address to the Sabine Baring-Gould Appreciation Society, 30 September 2006 

 
 

         
Sabine Baring-Gould (The Sketch, 1894)        Lew House c1805 

 

First, and foremost, I am honoured to be invited to contribute to what we hope will 
become a comprehensive picture of Sabine Baring-Gould’s 43 years here at Lew 
House. Secondly, I couldn’t possibly cover every aspect of his achievements at this 
house but I will do my best!  
During Baring-Gould’s stewardship the whole estate was lovingly fashioned 
according to his unique cosmopolitan taste. Fortunately there have been relatively few 
changes at Lewtrenchard since Sabine died in 1924 and as the weekend programme 
unfolds you will be in a unique position to consider Sabine’s creation. 

              
              The motto of John Gould                         The Gould coat of arms 
 

The Gould family first acquired this house in 1626. The marriage of Charles Baring 
(Brother of Sir Francis Baring the banker) and Margaret Gould in 1767 linked the two 
families. However, it was their son William (1770-1846) who obtained a royal licence 
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to assume the name and arms of the Goulds to create the name Baring-Gould when he 
inherited Lew Estates in 1795. Had this not occurred, then, of course, Sabine would 
have been a rather plain Sabine Baring! 
William Baring-Gould was a handsome man who enjoyed the sobriquet ‘The 
Devonshire Adonis’. He married Diana Amelia Sabine and they raised 4 children at 
Lew.   

 

               
      Edward Baring-Gould          Sophia Charlotte Baring-Gould 

 

Their eldest son Edward (1804 –1872) joined the military and also attracted a 
nickname which was ‘The Silver Poplar.’ He married Sophia Charlotte Bond, the 
daughter of Admiral Sir Godolphin Bond at Exeter on 10th May 1832 and they 
occupied a fine house in Dix’s Field Exeter where their first son, Sabine, was born on 
24th January 1834.  
At that time (1833) Edward's brother Charles (1807-1881) had just been appointed 
Rector of Lew. Two years later he married Marianne Tanner and took up residence in 
nearby Lew Rectory where they raised fourteen children.  

Edward moved to Bratton Clovelly in 1837 but quickly became bored there. Shortly 
afterwards he took his young family on the first of several perambulations around 
Europe. As they travelled Sabine was able to visit art galleries, museums, churches 
and libraries and these events undoubtedly helped fashion his cosmopolitan outlook.  

When William Baring-Gould died in 1846 his son Edward inherited the estate but he 
didn't return permanently to England until 1851. Lew House, however, was in the 
tenancy of John Nickolson Vowles so Edward and his family lived in London, then 
Warwick and finally Tavistock. It was 1852 before Edward and Sophia moved to 
Lewtrenchard, by which time Baring-Gould had already left his parents to study at 
Clare College. 
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Sabine Baring-Gould, aged 15yrs                Sabine Baring-Gould in his 20’s  

 

Baring-Gould was 20 years old in 1854 and spent his summer vacations at Lew. From 
there he explored Dartmoor, examined historical sites, and sketched church 
furnishings. These activities continued during his time as a teacher at Hurstpierpoint 
and, to a lesser degree, after his ordination.  

As the eldest son he should automatically have inherited the Lewtrenchard Estate. 
However, his determination to join the Church of England had displeased his father 
who threatened to disinherit him. Baring-Gould stubbornly refused to bow to his 
father’s wishes, though he resigned himself to the situation. Eventually, however, 
circumstances worked in his favour and the estate passed to him on his father’s death 
in 1871. In the meantime Sabine had married Grace Taylor and they lived at Dalton 
with their two daughters. He had inherited the title of ‘Squarson’ of Lew Trenchard 
but, because he had only recently accepted the Crown Living at East Mersea, and in 
deference to his uncle Charles who was rector at Lew Trenchard, he decided to remain 
in Essex.  

 

                     
Sabine Baring-Gould, aged 30yrs               Grace Baring-Gould with baby  

In 1876 his uncle Charles appealed for Baring-Gould’s help in dealing with two 
scandals at Lew. One concerned the (un-named) tenant of the manor whose salacious 
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young wife was causing problems. The second involved the libertine licensee of the 
Blue Lion (then part of the estate) who had seduced the wife of the local saddler. 
Baring-Gould dealt firmly with these matters, dismissing the licensee and terminating 
the lease of the tenant of Lewtrenchard Manor. In fact, the tenant of the house died 
just as he was due to leave. Sabine had shown his mettle. He remained in Devon for a 
while with his family and worked on the restoration of the church pews.  

Shortly afterwards three-year old Beatrice Baring-Gould died suddenly from 
whooping cough and he and Grace were, naturally, devastated. After the funeral the 
family returned to East Mersea. Baring-Gould commissioned a marble statuette of 
Beatrice, modelled on her elder sister Vera.  This memorial is situated immediately 
behind the pulpit in St Peter’s Church and includes a depiction of the liquid of life 
spilling out Beatrice’s favourite drinking mug.  

 

 
Memorial to Beatrice Baring-Gould, St. Peter’s Church, Lewtrenchard 

 
A few months later he was summoned by the vicar of Staverton Church, Devon who 
informed him that stone tablets associated with his Gould descendants were about to 
be cleared out. He went there immediately and while examining the skull of his 
ancestor Julian (1636-96), news arrived that Grace had given birth to another son. 
Sabine promptly declared that the lad would be named Julian. The grave stones were 
transported to St Peter‘s Church where they remain on display. Baring-Gould’s 
actions apparently raised a few eyebrows within his parish!  

Over the years Baring-Gould had formulated his plans for the future of the Estate. 
These were to:  

• Restore the parish church 
• Improve the morals and spirituality of the people of the parish  
• Renovate and extend Lewtrenchard Manor 

When his Uncle Charles died in 1881 he moved to the Rectory because Lew House 
remained tenanted. It was four years before he could reclaim the house and modernise 
it to accommodate his growing family. In September 1885 he returned home from 
touring Austria with his friend Gatrill and was delighted to learn that Grace had 
single-handedly undertaken the whole removal alone, describing her as being like a 
general in the household. Baring-Gould was truly home at last and with Grace’s 
support he began what was probably the most productive and satisfying phase of his 
life. 
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First and foremost, Baring-Gould was a clergyman and prided himself on being close 
to his flock and, even in old age, maintained his daily early morning rounds. His 
sermons were short and to the point and he led the hymns with his fine baritone voice. 
He also appointed a succession of able curates - many of whom were relatives, and 
this enabled him to pursue his many interests. 
Baring-Gould had ambitious schemes for the development of Lew Trenchard and 
penned novels to pay for them. They included Court Royal, Jacquetta & Other 
Stories, The Gaverocks, Red Spider, Richard Cable - The Lightshipman, along with 
thirty or so other titles. 
Whenever the opportunity arose Baring-Gould travelled abroad.  He occasionally took 
Grace and the family but more often than not travelled with his friend Gatrill, whom 
he had met at Horbury Brig. Looking around the estate you will see the influence of 
Sabine’s foreign travel: The gooseherd fountain at the front of the house and the 
French style dovecote, for example. As Sybil Tope and Ron Wawman conduct you 
around the house they will highlight the extent of his collection of paintings, the 
stained glass windows, as well as various artefacts and unusual architectural features.  

The church also reflects Baring-Gould’s unusual tastes and Rev John Hunwicke will, 
in his talk later, enlighten us about the many features to be seen there. 

Over the years Baring-Gould gradually designed and planned changes to this house 
which were undertaken by his workmen.  The entrance hall was transported from 
another property. The library was extended and the ballroom we are in today was 
created, transforming the external facade into the ‘E’ shape we can now see.  

Just a thought for poor Grace in all this! However did she cope with the years of 
turmoil while bringing up a young family? The disruption and mess must have 
seemed never ending! 
Another constant thread within Baring-Gould’s life was archaeology and Jane 
Marchand will soon tell us of his many activities around Dartmoor.  
His interest in antiques and architectural features are also very evident in the house 
and include a door connected with Sir Francis Drake, plaster ceilings and furniture. 
There is also a four poster bed, said to have been used by Queen Henrietta, Queen 
Consort of Charles 1 and the youngest daughter of Henry IV.  
It is likely that Baring-Gould enjoyed telling the tale that Henrietta married by proxy 
and came to England in 1625 but that, during the lifetime of Earl of Buckingham, 
whom she disliked, she was on indifferent terms with her husband. Henrietta obtained 
money from Catholics for the Scottish war of 1639 and, after the meeting of the Long 
Parliament, intrigued with the papal court. But the loyalists would offer no further 
help unless Charles converted to the Roman church. In 1642 Henrietta went to 
Holland to raise funds for munitions, returning to Bridlington in Yorkshire in 1643 
where she was entertained by Shakespeare’s daughter before continuing her journey 
to meet Charles at Edgehill. After his execution she lived in France until the 
Restoration. In 1660 she moved into Somerset House, which later became King’s 
School which Baring-Gould attended in the 1840's. Henrietta finally alienated Charles 
II by trying to get portion for her daughter (Henrietta Anne). She returned to France in 
1665 and died in 1669. She was buried at St Denis, near Paris. Sylvia & I have had the 
dubious pleasure of sleeping in the four poster bed and I will say no more that it 
appears to have seen some serious action!  
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Queen Henrietta’s Bed 

 
Baring-Gould constructed a wooden boathouse by the nearby quarry lake and where 
the children played. It is a strange, almost desolate place with an odd feeling about it. 
He also designed houses on the estate including ‘The Ramps' beside the quarry and 
two fine houses along the road known as the ‘Y‘. 
 

 
Lew Quarry Lake  

 

The role of Squire was taken very seriously by Baring-Gould who lamented the 
passing of this ancient and now defunct title. Around forty people were employed at 
Lew Trenchard which must have kept him very busy at times. 

In 1888 Daniel Radford inspired Baring-Gould to collect the old English folk songs 
before they were lost. Working with Henry Fleetwood Sheppard and Frederick 
Bussell, he spent over 10 years on this interest and considered it the greatest 
achievement of his life. We shall hear more about his activities in this area from 
Martin Graebe.  
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       Staff at Lew Trenchard, c1914    Sabine Baring-Gould, aged 60yrs 

 

Like many modern researchers, Baring-Gould spent many hours working on his 
family tree. He gathered information from the British Library, County and church 
records. Unfortunately he was not very good with dates and there are several 
anomalies concerning them. He even got the date of his own marriage wrong! I 
wonder if Grace ever forgave him. 
Baring-Gould also followed his father as a County Magistrate. This public service 
demanded a great deal of his time sitting on the bench listening to cases. The police 
were also regular visitors here when they made applications for search warrants etc. 
Unfortunately he didn’t escape the attention of local criminals who stole both from his 
land and property. 

It is so easy to forget that among all these activities Baring-Gould was also a family 
man who fathered fifteen children. No mean feat within itself. When he & Grace 
arrived at Lew in 1880 they already had 8 children and these were joined by a further 
7. I invite you to imagine the house on a weekday in the 1890s: 

It is early morning and Sabine Baring-Gould is returning home from his 
daily parish round. The peacocks and dogs herald the arrival of visitors 
followed by the sound of horse’s hooves on the gravel as Charlie Dustan 
swings the dog cart around the fountain and Sabine alights from it.  
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Charlie Dustan, driving Baring-Gould 

 
In his absence, selected fires have been lit in readiness for his return and 
smoke billows from the fireplaces as the butler opens the outer door and 
greets his master. The butler takes Baring-Gould’s walking stick and 
announces that breakfast is served as Sabine strides through into the dining 
room where Grace and the children are standing by the table awaiting him to 
bless the food. He looks carefully at his family to ensure no-one is missing 
or late.  

Few words are spoken during the meal but the silence is suddenly broken 
when the postman arrives. The butler hands his master a bunch of envelopes 
on a silver plate and Baring-Gould scans them, hoping a publisher has sent 
payment for a recent book launch to enable him to ensure the progress of 
ongoing household improvements. Sabine smirks at the name Bodley Head 
and rises to walk through the hall to the library to pen another chapter or two 
of ‘In the Roar of the Sea’ at his desk. Grace calls in the staff to clear the 
table and the children breathe a sigh of relief and escape through the back 
door. Another typical day is well under way. 

 

As the children mature there are accidents, illnesses and diseases to tackle such as the 
time members of the household suffered from scarlet fever and Baring-Gould set up 
an isolation field hospital to deal with the epidemic1. 
To save money some of the children were educated abroad. The boys were sent away 
from Lewtrenchard to make their own way in the world.  All of the girls were 
successfully married off, the weddings being celebrated in style with grand receptions 
organised by Grace in either the garden or the ballroom of the house. 
Baring-Gould’s lively mind also embraced the spectre of ghosts and unusual goings 
on which he eagerly collected for publications on folklore. The fact that this house has 

                                                
1  See TSBGAS (2005) Vol. 5 Supplement, p60 – 67 for a reprint of the article on this incident, which 
was originally published in The Church Monthly in 1898. 
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its own ghost in the form of ‘Old Madam’ is no idle dream and as you go around the 
house and grounds you might just meet her! 

The stables were an important part of the estate. The chief coachman had to ensure 
that transportation, either by stage coach, dog cart or saddled horse was available 
whenever required. Although Baring-Gould didn’t personally take part in the hunt he 
was supportive of it and whenever a spare horse was available his children enjoyed 
the thrill of the chase. 
There were many visitors to Lew Trenchard and Baring-Gould would have been able 
to see them arrive from his vantage point in the library. How I wish we could find a 
visitor’s book. I’m sure it would contain many surprises! Did G.B. Shaw, Arthur 
Conon Doyle and perhaps Arthur Sullivan visit Lewtrenchard? I would like to think 
so. 

Baring-Gould accumulated a wonderful collection of books, including those inherited 
from his father. His library contained many of his first editions, and a large number of 
these are now in the library at Killerton House. Others may be found in Plymouth 
Library, Devon Record Office and in private collections. A detailed bibliography of 
his work is maintained by Roger Bristow.  
We should not forget that Baring-Gould’s library also contained works of many other 
famous writers. Sadly many books were damaged by damp and following his death in 
1924 large quantities of books and personal papers were removed and burned! 

 

 
The Holy Well, Lewtrenchard House 

 

Great things were also planned for the garden. These included terracing, lovely trees 
and shrubs and a holy well. The resident gardener also cultivated flowers and produce 
for the house. I would have loved to have been in the garden in 1883 when Grace was 
given the honour of cutting the first turf to divert the stream into the empty quarry. 
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Lew Trenchard House in the 1920’s 

 
Other areas for future consideration could include Baring-Gould’s relationship with 
Grace who, in modern parlance, often ‘put the brake on him’. There was also his work 
with schools, relationships with the Church and Bishops and with his step-mother 
Lavinia Baring-Gould (nee Snow) of Ardoch Lodge, which we will be visiting. Nor 
should we overlook Sabine’s skills in land management, hymnology, theology – and, 
generally, how to live a good life.  
What a man he was and what a monument he has left behind in the form of this house, 
the church along the way, and in the collective memory of his many admirers. 
I hope this overview of Sabine Baring-Gould’s main achievements has whetted your 
appetite for the day ahead which includes contributions from specialist speakers. 
Thank you. 
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Dartmoor – this wild and wondrous region 
Jane Marchand 

 

 
I have wandered over Europe, rambled in Iceland, climbed the Alps, 
lodged among the marshes of Essex, yet nothing that I have seen has 
quenched in me the longing after the fresh air, and love of the wild 
scenery of Dartmoor……...which engages for once and for ever the 
affections of those who have made its acquaintance2 

 
From the above it is very clear how Sabine Baring-Gould felt about Dartmoor. It is 
also clear from his autobiography that his interest in antiquities had begun in his 
boyhood, with his excavation of a Roman villa near Pau, France, carried out when he 
was 13 years old. This interest had continued to grow and was further fuelled by a 
visit with his Uncle General Edward Sabine in 1857 to the Royal Society to view 
some of the Upper Palaeolithic portable cave art on display which had been 
discovered in the caves of the Vezere. He describes how: 

The whole science of early man was then in its infancy, and the 
revelations of Lyell, Christy and Lartet and others startled the world, 
and made the believers in the Textual Infallibility of the Bible, of 
Creation, and of Adam and Eve, shake in their shoes 3 

This is a reference to the intellectual breakthrough which had begun in the early 
nineteenth century, challenging the old fundamentals of time and religious belief. 
Geologists, in particular Charles Lyell, in his book Principles of Geology, had argued 
that layered sedimentary rock and the fossils they contain pointed to an antiquity of 
the earth much greater than that pronounced by Archbishop James Usher of a Creation 
which dated to 4004 BC. 
In 1859 Charles Darwin published his theory of evolution in Origin of Species.  In his 
long awaited work the development of the living world was presented as a continuous 
process which could be studied and understood with the implication that man had 
developed as part of this same process. Both of these major works had brought about 
a radical re-assessment of the age of the earth and the length of time that man had 
existed upon it.  
The Christian doctrine of creation and creator was only to be reconciled in 1896 when 
Frederick Temple became Archbishop of Canterbury; he was a declared believer and 
supporter of Darwin’s theories. Whilst Bishop of Exeter he had instituted Baring-
Gould into the living at Lewtrenchard, and it is clear from descriptions in both 
volumes of his Reminiscences and his diary that he did not hold this particular prelate 
in high regard.  
Very much catching the intellectual mood of the period Baring-Gould wrote his own 
two volume work, Origins and Development of Religious Belief, which set out to 

                                                
2 S. Baring-Gould, A Book of Dartmoor, (London: Methuen & Co., 1900), p. xi - xii 
3  S. Baring-Gould, Early Reminiscences, (London: J. Lane, 1923), p. 257 - 2588 
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prove that just as animals had evolved, as humans grew to live and think differently, 
so religious belief must also change. His book was heavily condemned by Roman 
Catholics, High Anglicans and moderate Protestants alike. William Gladstone though 
was impressed by his writings and subsequently offered him the crown living at East 
Mersea. 
In Devon the work of William Pengelly also helped in overturning the biblical 
chronology.  He has been working on undisturbed cave deposits at Windmill Cave, 
Brixham, and subsequently at Kent’s Cavern. He was a geologist who understood 
stratigraphy and the process by which it is formed, and within the caves he discovered 
human struck flint tools in secure stratigraphic positions alongside the bones of 
extinct animals. Pengelly was to be the catalyst for subsequent events in Devon. In 
1862 he founded the Devonshire Association, to be run along the lines of the British 
Association, from which the Dartmoor Committee and Barrow Committee were later 
formed and in 1894 the Dartmoor Exploration Committee was formed.  Baring-Gould 
was one of its founding and most active members. 
Up until 1894 there had been little serious archaeological excavation on Dartmoor. 
The first recorded excavation was that of a burial cist at Merrivale by the Reverend 
Edward Bray, vicar of Tavistock.  He and his wife, Anna Eliza Bray spent time 
investigating the archaeological remains on Dartmoor, their expeditions were 
recorded by Mrs Bray in a series of letters to the then Poet Laureate Robert Southey. 
A Druidical mist still hung low over the Moor and her letters were full of reference to 
the work of the Druids who the Brays felt were the builders of the monuments.   

Contemporary with the Brays were a group of Plymouth gentlemen who had formed 
themselves into an Antiquarian Society to carry out field work on Dartmoor. They too 
believed that the stone circles had been used by the Druids as their temples, whilst the 
stone rows were serpent avenues, ‘dracontia’, which had been used as part of the 
Druid Arkite ceremonies.  The youngest member of this group was the Rev Samuel 
Rowe who was eventually to publish the results of their work in his book 
Perambulation of Dartmoor.4 
Although Baring-Gould was dismissive of these earlier recorders, writing that: 

Happily neither of them (i.e. Bray and Rowe) employed the spade; for 
neither of them was competent to read the writing of what would 
eventually be disclosed5. 

Nevertheless it was the present of Rowe’s book to him as a boy which was to start his 
life long love affair with Dartmoor. 
His return to live at Lew Trenchard and Dartmoor meant that amongst many other 
pursuits he was at last able to fully concentrate on reading the history of man by pick 
and shovel. 

In 1880 he played host to one of the leading antiquaries of the time, the Rev. W C 
Lukis, Rector of Wath in Yorkshire, who came from a distinguished antiquarian 
family. Lukis had been commissioned by the Society of Antiquaries to survey some of 

                                                
4  S. Rowe, A Perambulation of the Antient and Royal Forest of Dartmoor and the Venville Precincts 
or a Topographical Survey of the Antiquities and Scenery, Plymouth: J.D. Rowe and London: Hamilton 
Adams and Co., 1848 
5 S. Baring-Gould, Early Reminiscences, (London: J. Lane, 1923), p. 212 
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the prehistoric remains on Dartmoor which were then seen to be in imminent danger 
of being destroyed.  

In this work he was helped by Baring-Gould, who accompanied him on much of his 
fieldwork, many of Lukis’ plans also carry his name. One such visit was to survey the 
Nine Maidens cairn circle on Belstone Tor.  Two of the children, Sabine (Edward) 
and Mary accompanied them, and were disappointed that the stones did not dance at 
noon, as tradition would have it.6 
The two reverends also re-erected the prehistoric menhir at Lew Mill which had 
recently been removed from the mill leat where it had been used as a side stone. They 
decided it must have been thrown down when the Mill was built, but before the 
building of the Dower House, circa 1664, otherwise it would have been used as either 
a lintel or sill for this building. 

 

 
Plan of the menhir at Lew by S Baring Gould and W C Lukis 1880 

 
The adventure encountered by Baring-Gould together with the Ordnance Survey 
surveyor, Edward Thomas at Trewartha Marsh in Cornwall is well described in his 
Reminiscences7.  It was later that he wrote to the OS suggesting that Dartmoor should 
also be mapped. Edward Thomas was again despatched to carry out the task.  The 
party which set out from Princetown, included Robert Burnard and Thomas; as a 
Dartmoor mist came down Burnard and Thomas became separated from the group, 
and it was to take them eight hours to find their way off Dartmoor.  

                                                
6 R. Wawman, Unpublished transcription of  S. Baring-Gould’s Diary, (DRO 5203M/Box 25), Entry 
dated 4 August 1880, p14 
7 S. Baring-Gould, Further Reminiscences, (London: J. Lane, 1925), p. 246 - 252 
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Baring-Gould recalled how 
They wondered with interest, made somewhat languid by lunch and the 
fire at the Duchy Hotel, what had become of the full of faith 
photographer and his unfortunate surveyor companion with all his 
surveying equipment?8   

The full of faith photographer, Robert Burnard, was to be later described by Baring-
Gould in his obituary as “My alter ego in all that concerns Dartmoor……..and also 
one of my greatest friends.” Burnard lived at Huccaby House, in the heart of the 
Moor, and had amassed a large collection of prehistoric flint tools which led him to 
wonder just who were the people who had left such tangible evidence of their 
presence on the Moor? Were they the builders of the megalithic monuments which 
still stood in such profusion on Dartmoor? 

It was to answer this questions that in the summer of 1893, Burnard and Baring-
Gould, accompanied by George French from Postbridge, excavated some hut circles 
at Broadun above the East Dart. Here they discovered that the inhabitants lived in 
comfort with sleeping platforms and cooking holes but the surprise was that they did 
not possess even a cloam pot or any metal. They decided to carry out further 
excavation to see if the Broadun type of settlement were general over the Moor. 

In 1894 the Dartmoor Exploration Committee (DEC) was formed, with Grimspound 
being the first site chosen. Their excavation started on 30 March 1894 and 20 out of 
the 24 hut circles were excavated. Their method of excavation was well recorded, all 
fallen stone was removed but no earthfast stone was touched. The interiors of the huts 
were dug until the original floors were reached, the topsoil was sieved and 12 out of 
the 20 huts identified as being dwellings but again no pottery was discovered. 

 

 
Sabine Baring Gould restoring Hut Circle 3 

 

Their restoration of Hut Circle 3 was to lead to particular criticism in the local press. 
They were accused of having restored this in a nineteenth century architectural style, 
                                                
8 Western Daily Mercury 26 June 1894 
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comparable to building a new church in the Early English style, whereas all that 
survived of the original was that drawn in the notebook of the Committee. 

Baring-Gould replied that the restoration was an object lesson for the public, in that it 
showed them the nature of the many hut circles strung out across the moor. It was also 
to satisfy an important point. This was to see if all the fallen stones were sufficient to 
fill in the gaps; which they did to a nicety.9 

Following their work at Grimspound the next ten years saw the DEC exploring a 
variety of archaeological sites, at an astonishing pace over an extensive area. All their 
excavations were reported annually in the Transactions of the Devonshire 
Association. Their reports were written mainly by Baring-Gould. There is no doubt as 
they continued their techniques and recognition skills improved. By 1896 they first 
discovered remains of prehistoric pottery and they freely admitted that they had 
probably missed more during their earlier excavations. 
There is evidence of some strategy and forward planning in their work but it is also 
easy to detect a fading of interest when a particular site was not producing interesting 
results and an alternative site had caught their eye. There were some serious attempts 
to be scientific. For example, bone fragments found in burials were sent to the Royal 
College of Surgeons for analysis. They carefully preserved charcoal and ash found in 
burials and attempted to analyse pottery using blow-pipes to identify the clay used in 
its fabric. They also carried out some early experimental archaeology by standing in 
the centre of a hut circle and throwing out animal bones to see where possible midden 
(rubbish) sites might be located. 

 

 

Re-erection of one of the menhirs at Drizzlecombe 

 

                                                
9 Western Morning News, 12 July 1894 
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As well as their excavation work they restored many ceremonial/ritual sites; an 
activity for which they were later to be heavily criticised. In their opinion this was 
essential rescue work, combined with some experimentation, and whilst today 
restoration is not considered an acceptable activity the ethics surrounding such work 
had hardly developed. 
The last excavation of the Dartmoor Exploration Committee was at Watern Oke, high 
above the river Tavy, in 1905 carried out under the supervision of Rev. Irving 
Anderson, the Rector of Mary Tavy.  The weather was terrible, their tents were blown 
down and they had to beat a retreat to Mary Tavy. Nevertheless 94 hut circles were 
examined; the later report contained sparse detail, possibly reflecting that by then both 
Baring-Gould and Burnard were not present, since they were carrying out excavation 
work off the Moor.  The regular correspondence between Anderson and Baring-Gould 
reveals that they were extremely good friends as well as colleagues, and also serves to 
reveal Baring-Gould’s capacity for lasting friendship with his archaeological 
colleagues.  
The exception to this was Richard Hansford Worth, the youngest member of the 
Dartmoor Exploration Committee who in later life was to become very critical of the 
DEC, in particular Baring-Gould, whom he cites in particular for his gross 
exaggerations, inaccurate descriptions and his restoration work. As a result of this 
criticism contained in his book Dartmoor, first published in 1953, and regarded as one 
of the most important books written about the moor, subsequent writers have also 
tended to be critical of their work. 

By creating and promoting a public interest in Dartmoor’s archaeology at a time when 
so much of it was being destroyed through both ignorance and expedience, there can 
be no doubt that the work of the Dartmoor Exploration Committee helped to save 
many sites from being lost. Furthermore they provided the fundamental archive of 
Dartmoor’s archaeology, producing a corpus of material on which further work could, 
and should still be carried out. 

Baring-Gould’s unique contribution was also that he was a great ambassador for 
Dartmoor, through his many public talks, his trips to the Moor accompanied by 
members of distinguished archaeological societies and most of all by his numerous 
publications, so many of which demonstrate his mastery of the pen.  

An example of this is how he manages to capture very simply the sudden appearance 
of the moorland heather in the later summer.  

 
Wonderful is the sight of the moor flushed with pink – when the heather is 
in bloom. It as though like a maiden it had suddenly awoke to the 
knowledge that it was lovely and blushed with pleasure at the 
discovery……… It blooms for perhaps three weeks and then subsides into 
its brown winter sleep. 10 

 

                                                
10 S. Baring-Gould, A Book of Dartmoor, (London: Methuen & Co., 1900), p 278 
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With old age came infirmity and SB-G was to spend the last years of his life confined 
to Lew Trenchard.  His last letter to Irving Anderson (the two died within months of 
each other) captures the essence of his affection for Dartmoor and his own deep faith 

 
My dear Anderson 
We have both been cripples. I in bed with muscular rheumatism and as 
to my voice it does not come back. I wish I could come and see you but 
my walking powers are reduced to hobbling around the garden with a 
stick.  
How I look back and think of the happy times we spent together on the 
Moor. I have not set my foot on Dartmoor for five years and I doubt if I 
shall again. 
It cannot be long before we meet in our Father’s Home 
 
I remain 
     Yours truly 
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Working From Home - Collecting Folk Songs From Lewtrenchard 
Martin Graebe 

 
 

Introduction 

When, in 1885, Sabine Baring-Gould settled permanently into this lovely house 
[Lewtrenchard Manor], it finally gave him the secure base upon which to build his life 
(apart from the financial problems which were a regular feature of his life). The 
family was, of course, the most important thing to him, followed by the church, the 
parish and the estate in more or less equal parts. It also gave him the opportunity to 
build his social network, gaining the company of men who he could regard as his 
equals in interests and intellect. It enabled him to build his library and the other 
resources that he needed as a writer. It was well placed to enable him to escape to his 
beloved Dartmoor and, from Coryton Station, to the world outside Lew. As he grew 
older it provided the opportunity for him to entertain visitors of all kinds. Of all the 
documents that we might wish to have, the visitors’ book for Lew House would be 
one of the most fascinating. Even without it, though, we can discover, from the 
sources that are available to us, that there was a steady stream of visitors to this house: 
friends, fellow enthusiasts, journalists and, of course, the merely curious. Today I 
want to talk to you about the way in which Lewtrenchard became, for a while, the 
nerve centre for the collection of English Traditional Song. I will talk about Baring-
Gould’s travels from this base and about the social network that he developed around 
him, about the singers that he brought here and about the visits made by fellow 
enthusiasts and collectors 

We could say that the idea of making a collection was not born here. In fact, it is quite 
hard to say where it was born since there were so many influences that gave rise to it. 
Certainly we know that the young Baring-Gould listened with interest to the songs of 
the female domestics and wrote them down, but that would have been in the rented 
houses his father took before he inherited Lew. As a student he rode from Lew around 
Dartmoor and heard the old men singing in the inns where he spent the night. His 
interest in folklore developed in Sussex, in Iceland and in Yorkshire, though he 
referred back to Devon frequently for his inspiration. The first English folksongs that 
we know he recorded were in Horbury. The idea of a collection of the traditional 
songs of Devon and Cornwall was sparked in a Tavistock dining room and the embers 
fanned into flame on the road back to Lew. Yet, as I have said already, this was the 
geographical and spiritual centre upon which his song collecting was based. So, to 
help set the context, I would like to start by considering some of the practicalities of 
Lewtrenchard as a centre for collecting songs. 

 

Travelling out 

From the perspective of the 21st Century it is sometime easy to overlook the reality of 
communications in the 19th. For most of his life Baring-Gould relied upon his feet, 
upon horse drawn vehicles and upon trains or, indeed, on a combination of the three. 
The invention of the safety bicycle was too late to help him - though I cannot really 
visualise Sabine on a bicycle! We know that he used a motor car late in his life and 
Frank Kidson describes a car being used to get out onto Dartmoor for an 
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archaeological expedition - though the later stages of the journey were completed in 
the horse and trap of one of his reverend colleagues, since 4x4s lay sometime in the 
future. 
Now consider that the average speed of a horse and carriage was about 6 to 10 miles 
per hour and that the conditions in much of Devon would cause speeds to be nearer 
the lower end. Then allow for a rest stop for the horse every 2 hours or so, the second 
of which would need to be long enough to feed the horse. You can begin to 
understand that a collecting trip was not as simple as slipping into the Mondeo and 
heading off. Some planning was needed and some long days would have ensued. In 
fact it means there is a practical radius of twenty-five miles for a day’s travel. 

In the map shown as Attachment 1, I have drawn in this radius and also added the 
locations of the individual singers from whom Baring-Gould collected. As we look at 
this distribution we can see very clearly that the majority of his collecting was done 
inside the twenty-five mile radius. Of course, if he were to do the double journey of 
fifty miles in a day then it would leave little time for collecting. So he would make an 
overnight stop at an inn or at the house of one of his acquaintances. We know, for 
example, that he stayed at the Saracen’s Head, Two Bridges when collecting in 
Postbridge and Princetown, at the Oxenham Arms when collecting in South Zeal and 
at the Falcon Inn when collecting at Mawgan-in-Pydar. On other occasions he stayed 
with people who could be described as part of his social network. These would have 
included fellow parsons as well as friends and acquaintances who lived in convenient 
locations.  

 

The Social Network 

The social network was well developed by the time Baring-Gould started to collect 
folk songs in Devon. Indeed, it was members of the network who suggested that he 
start the quest and others who helped him pursue it - either as helpers or as 
contributors. For today’s talk I am going to pass over two of the men who made the 
greatest contribution; Baring-Gould’s collaborators in folk song collection, Henry 
Fleetwood Sheppard and Frederick Bussell.  

They probably don’t deserve this treatment since they were such significant figures 
and because both of them have strong associations with Lewtrenchard. Bussell, 
indeed, (or rather, his mother), was a tenant of Baring-Gould’s at ‘The Ramps’ which 
we will be seeing during the tour that follows this presentation. Sheppard was also a 
visitor here on several occasions and is an interesting man who deserves more study. I 
have talked in the past about them and the part they played and I wanted today to 
introduce you to some characters that you haven’t met before. 
So I’ll spend a few minutes talking about just two other friends who played significant 
roles in his song collecting. They must serve as examples of the men that Baring-
Gould liked to have around him (they are, of course, mostly men). Most of them seem 
larger than life by modern standards: men who were able to combine a multitude of 
interests with their main employment and who seem to have been remarkably 
intelligent and capable. The first of these is Daniel Radford 
Radford was born in Plymouth in 1828. His father had been invalided from the 
Peninsular War and he and his wife kept a draper’s shop in Plymouth but Daniel 
chose to go into the coal business in London. The business prospered as the demands 
of industry caused the towns and railways to grow. By the time he reached his early 
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forties, Radford was a rich man and had already acquired a reputation for his liberal 
charity and help to those less fortunate.  

Sadly, he lost his wife after the birth of their tenth child, and his eldest son at the age 
of 17. In 1872 he remarried and built a house on 50 acres of land that he had bought at 
Lydford, which included Lydford Gorge. The Radfords used the house initially as a 
summer home, living there from June to November, allowing Daniel to relax by 
fishing the local rivers. The house was extended to accommodate three more children 
(bringing the total to 13) and Radford acquired more land in the district, ultimately 
owning nearly 2000 acres, the farming of which he took very seriously. He provided a 
great deal of practical help to the local community including the provision of a water 
supply and a library in Lydford and he also opened up paths around Lydford Gorge to 
allow public access.  

In 1886, as his large family demanded more space, Radford bought Mount Tavy on 
the outskirts of Tavistock as his main dwelling. In the same year he became the first 
County Councillor for Tavistock. He was a pillar of Tavistock society and continued 
his charitable work which included daily visits to Tavistock Hospital, the construction 
of which he had been a key supporter. He died on 3rd January 1900 and was buried in 
Lydford where his grave is marked by a large boulder taken from his favourite fishing 
spot in the river Lyd.11  
 

    

       Mount Tavy, Tavistock       Daniel Radford’s grave, Lydford churchyard 

 

Baring-Gould’s diary gives us some idea of when the two men met, or rather it 
identifies the first date on which they failed to meet. He notes on 22 July 1880 that he 
wanted to take some friends to visit Lydford Gorge and called to ask if he might.12 
Radford was out - fishing, of course, but Baring-Gould met Emily Radford whom he 
described:“… Mrs Radford, his second wife, is a very sweet looking and pleasant 
person. She is said to be gradually licking her bear into shape”.13  

Apart from being neighbours, both became JPs and both were members of the 
Devonshire Association. They also became good friends and, on Radford’s death in 
                                                
11 In constructing this biography I have referred to Radford’s obituary in the ‘Tavistock Gazette’, 5th 
Jan 1900, that in the Transactions of the Devonshire Association, 1900, Barbara Weeks, ‘The Book of 
Lydford’, Halsgrove, Tiverton, 2004, and other sources, including ‘The Times’ Archive. 
12 R. Wawman, Unpublished transcription of  S. Baring-Gould’s Diary, (DRO 5203M/Box 25), Entry 
dated 22 July 1880, p14 
13 Shan Graebe has pointed out that this idea is drawn from mediaeval mythology. According to the 
ancient bestiaries the bear was believed to lick its cubs into shape from a formless ball - hence our 
modern expression. See e.g. TH White ‘The Book of the Beasts’, Jonathan Cape, London, 1954, p45 
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1900, Baring-Gould described him as “… one of the noblest and kindest of men, and 
one of the most modest … Not without deep feeling can I pen these lines to 
commemorate one of the best men whom it has been my happiness to know.”14  
Baring-Gould dedicated the first issue of ‘Songs and Ballads of the West’ to Radford 
‘At whose hospitable table this collection was first mooted’. In the revised edition of 
1907 he talks of Radford as: 

 “… an enthusiastic lover of all that pertained to his county. He knew that a number 
of traditional songs and ballads floated about. And he saw clearly that unless these 
were at once collected, they would be lost irretrievably, and he pressed upon me the 
advisability of making a collection, and of setting about it at once.” 15 

He concludes  
“Mr Radford was one for whom I entertained the deepest affection. Inspired by his 
high character; and I knew that what he judged to be advisable should be undertaken 
in no perfunctory way.”  

So Baring-Gould characterises Radford as the instigator of the collection. I think that 
he is, perhaps characteristically, denying his own will and allowing the romance of his 
friendship to cloud the issue. The seed was one that fell on very well prepared soil. 
What is clear from the various descriptions of the event, however, is that it wasn’t a 
decision instantly taken in the dining room at Mount Tavy. It is not until the journey 
home (whether that journey was on foot or by carriage, depending on the account that 
you read) that Baring-Gould makes his mind up to accept the challenge. And, I 
suspect, it was not until he actually set foot inside the door of this house that his 
decision hardened. 
Let me move on to talk about the other man, Charles Spence Bate. Though not as 
close a friend as Radford, we find, in Spence Bate another man of the kind Baring-
Gould admired and who demonstrates the way in which he developed useful 
relationships. Bate was a dentist by profession and his reputation was such that his 
Plymouth practice had as clients many leading members of society in South-West 
Devon. Like Baring-Gould, however, he needed something more to satisfy his 
vigorous intellect.  

By the time of his death he was recognized as a leading authority on some genera of 
Crustaceae and has five species named after him. He corresponded with Charles 
Darwin about their mutual interest in barnacles. He authored that part of the report of 
the ‘Challenger’ expedition of 1873 – 76 that dealt with the Crustacea macrura. This 
report took him ten years to write and involved the study of about 2,000 specimens. 
He was a leading member of the Plymouth Institution and a founder, Secretary and 
President of the Devonshire Association. He was also one of the early archaeologists 
of Dartmoor with a number of publications to his credit, though I understand that the 
accuracy of his deductions left a little to be desired. He concluded, for example, that 
Grimspound was a Viking settlement, something Baring-Gould later challenged. 

I cannot, yet, pinpoint when Spence Bate and Baring-Gould met, but it was more 
likely through one of the learned institutions than dentistry, and the topic was almost 

                                                
14 S Baring-Gould, A Book of Dartmoor, Methuen and Co, London, 1900, p 132 
15 S. Baring-Gould, H. Fleetwood Sheppard, and F. W. Bussell, Songs of the West: Folk Songs of 
Devon and Cornwall Collected from the Mouths of the People, new and rev. [3rd] edn. under the 
musical editorship of Cecil J. Sharp (London: Methuen. 1905), p. xii 
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certainly archaeology – probably that of Grimspound. When Baring-Gould first 
enquired about folk songs amongst his acquaintances Spence Bate was one of the 
earliest to respond. By this time he had re-married and retired to South Brent where 
his neighbour was the old miller John Helmore of Lydia Mill. In late 1888 Bate 
invited Baring-Gould to stay with him at ‘The Rock’ where he could collect songs 
from Helmore and also from Robert Hard and other men of the village. Sadly, Spence 
Bate died in July of the following year. When Baring-Gould returned to South Brent 
in the future he relied on the train to get him there and back in a day from 
Lewtrenchard. 
 

The Singers 

When Baring-Gould first started to collect songs he sought to obtain them through 
letters to the papers and from the farmers and landowners. He quickly discovered that 
he was not finding the material he wanted in this way and that he had to collect from 
the old, working men who had a store of songs. So a number of these men found their 
way to this house in order to sing their songs to its owner. They would have arrived 
on foot, usually after their day’s work and frequently after a long journey. Usually 
they came singly, because Baring-Gould believed he could get them to relax more 
rapidly if they were on their own. They would probably not have come to the front 
door, though we know that they were received into the main hall where Baring-Gould 
describes, for example, sitting old Jim Parsons on the settle by the fire with a jug of 
hot spiced wine and water on a little table in front of him, teaching his songs to 
Baring-Gould. For me that settle is an object of reverence. I have long had my 
suspicions but last year I examined closely a photograph of the hall taken in the mid 
1890s, in which the settle appears.  
It is quite clearly the settle that can now be seen in the front porch of the house. When 
I was here earlier this year and all was quiet I took the opportunity to sit there for a 
while, imagining myself to be following in the bottom-prints of Parsons and, no 
doubt, several of the other old singers who came to the house. Let me urge you to 
admire the settle when you pass it later and think of Jim Parsons, John Woodridge and 
the other old singers who occupied it briefly over 115 years ago. 
 

    
The Hall at Lewtrenchard in 1890    The Settle 
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Fellow Collectors 

There is another group of visitors to the house that are of great interest to me and that 
is Baring-Gould’s fellow song collectors, several of whom he invited to stay here with 
him. These include those who were in the first wave of Victorian collectors; Frank 
Kidson and Lucy Broadwood as well as the second generation like George Gardiner 
and Cecil Sharp. 

The first collector through the door was Lucy Broadwood who came to visit in 
September 1893. Lucy Etheldred Broadwood was the youngest child of Henry Fowler 
Broadwood who inherited his father’s piano business. Her uncle, John Broadwood, 
had published a collection of folk songs in 1843. This was certainly one influence on 
her but she was also fascinated by the carols that she had heard sung by the Sussex 
‘Tipteers’ - the mummers who came to Lyne, the family home on the Surrey-Sussex 
border. She became an important collector, working mainly around Lyne. Lucy 
Broadwood was also a key figure in the formation of the Folk Song Society and 
guided it through its formation and early years. 
Miss Broadwood was a gifted singer and pianist and took part in a number of public 
concerts. From correspondence we know that, in 1893, Baring-Gould had met her at a 
concert in London, perhaps one at which she had performed. In a letter of 7th August 
he apologises for not having been in the right place to meet her and that their 
conversation had, therefore, been very brief. He goes on: 

“Now I want to ask - but I terribly fear it is in vain - would it be possible for you to 
come and pay us a visit about 5th Sept.? The "Company" will be at Launceston at that 
date. Tavistock 6th Sept. and I am sure you would thoroughly enjoy a concert of folk 
songs. I do not know if you heard the old programme - an entirely new one this 
time.”16 
So Miss Broadwood left her home on the Isle of Wight at 10:10 and arrived at 6:30 in 
the evening of 4th September, having arrived at Coryton Station on the 6:12 (Miss 
Broadwood’s diaries have a lot of detail in them!). The following morning was spent 
looking through Baring-Gould’s manuscripts and having long talks with him. In the 
afternoon she went for a walk before setting off in the evening with Sabine and Grace 
and Mrs Grant to dine with Mr and Mrs C…. in Launceston. They then went on to the 
concert which, unfortunately, Lucy did not ‘thoroughly enjoy’. It was put on by 
Frederick Bussell’s sister with her husband to be, Mr Pemberton, who was the 
manager for many of the touring shows created by Baring-Gould. She says of the 
show “… 2 indifferent professional ladies sang, in costumes (poor). Tunes very (word 
very heavily crossed out here)”. She did, however think Mr Ferguson a good baritone 
and thought he especially excelled in ‘Reynard [?] the Brave’ [it would actually have 
been ‘Ormond the Brave’].  

The next day she went out with Daisy Baring-Gould in a boat on the quarry lake. 
Interestingly, she called it ‘Arminell’s Pool’. She then looked through the books and 
had more long talks with Baring-Gould. On the afternoon of 7th September she drove 
with Baring-Gould to Milton Abbot where they had tea with Mrs Cann at the rectory 
before visiting Anne Jeffrey, ‘an old singing woman’, who sang a number of songs for 
them including ‘Cold Blows the Wind’. Again she had ‘most interesting talks’ there 
and back. In the evening there was only Sabine and Grace for dinner - more talks! The 
                                                
16 London: Vaughan Williams memorial library, Lucy E. Broadwood MSS, Letter dated 7th Aug 1893 
(2185 / LEB / 1 / 269) 
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afternoon of the following day was spent on an outing with Baring-Gould and another 
of his daughters, Vera, accompanying the choir to the Duke of Bedford’s show 
gardens at Endsleigh. Tea and clotted cream were noted.  
On the 9th Miss Broadwood went to Bude to stay with friends there until the 20th when 
she left Bude by coach and took the train from Holsworthy to Ashbury where Baring-
Gould picked her up. She notes being shown the ruined cottage where the white witch 
Marianne Voaden lived “under her umbrella with no furniture but three bibles which 
she knew by heart”. The afternoon was spent walking with Daisy and a friend and 
they called on Mrs Grant. In the evening the Spurlings came over to dinner from the 
Rectory. The following day was spent in Lifton where three songs were collected 
from Mary Fletcher on a day that was fine but cold. She returned to Ryde on the 21st 
September. On the 6th December Miss Broadwood entertained Baring-Gould to lunch 
in London. She notes that ‘he stayed talking till 3’.  
So here we have a glimpse of life with Baring-Gould at Lewtrenchard from a 
contemporary account. One suspects that she had her tongue in her cheek when 
talking about his talking.17 There is quite a body of correspondence from Baring-
Gould to Lucy Broadwood and, in those letters, he shares a lot of information with her 
about what he has been doing, as well as sending her songs, some of which she 
published. This correspondence is another large piece of work that I am presently 
fretting at the edges of but all will, I’m sure, become clear.  

I will, though, share with you an unusual opportunity to see two sides of a story. In a 
letter to Lucy Broadwood, early in their correspondence Baring-Gould writes to her: 

 “I do not think much of Kidson's collection. If you examine it you will see he has 
taken down very few himself from the singers, and Barrett told me he mistrusted his 
version, as taken by persons who did not understand the character of the music they 
noted for him”.18 

Miss Broadwood obviously raised this with Kidson in conversation, who wrote to her 
later, saying: 

“You asked me my full opinion of Mr. Baring Gould’s Songs of the West, but we had 
so little time that I think I failed to give you it. This is it: He is among a perfect 
treasury of old traditional song but I’m afraid his ear is not quick enough or his 
memory too defective to retain the subtle points in an air (in note & in time) that 
makes the air so beautiful & so removed from the common place, for unless great 
attention is paid to this, it is terribly easy to snip the corners off an air. The airs that 
he gets thus imperfectly he sends to Mr. Shepherd who possibly seeing technical 
defects in the tune thus noted down again alters or corrects. … From what you hinted 
he does not think much of my book because he has an impression that I have not gone 
among the people to collect my tunes. He is in this mistaken. I have not sat at home & 
received tunes already noted down by post ...” 
Interestingly, neither man made this criticism public nor did Lucy Broadwood. In fact, 
no matter what they thought of each other in private, their public utterances were 
collegiate and positive. The cause came first and gentlemen don’t wash dirty laundry 

                                                
17 This passage is based on excerpts from Lucy Broadwood’s diaries (Surrey History Centre, Woking) 
from a report prepared by Dr Christopher Bearman (personal communication, 14th November 2002) 
18 18 London: Vaughan Williams memorial library, Lucy E. Broadwood MSS, Undated letter received 
by LEB 10th May 1891 (LEB/4/2) 
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in public. In any case, it is clear that the two men, after that initial and mutual 
criticism, went on to develop considerable respect for each other. 

Kidson himself visited Lewtrenchard in 1911. We have a good first-hand account 
since he played the part of a journalist as well as fellow collector on his visit and his 
article on it was published in the Yorkshire Weekly Post of 16th September of that 
year. This article has appeared in the SBGAS Newsletter19 and I have quoted from it 
in other talks, so I will not dwell too much on it. The article itself is typical of those 
created by the steady stream of journalists who came through these doors and it is 
Kidson’s status as someone who understands English folk song that gives it special 
interest - as well, of course, as the connection with Yorkshire. He talks of spending a 
week at Lew and of the privilege of doing so. Whereas Lucy Broadwood described 
her ‘long talks’ and the social round, Kidson refers to the twinkling humour of the 
dinner table and of cosy evening chats by the fireplace in a halo of tobacco smoke - in 
other words of male companionship. He says that, for Baring-Gould ‘The old folk 
songs have great sacredness, and it is pleasant to listen to his stories of his long 
rambles in search of them’. He also talks of the expedition to Dartmoor by motor that 
I mentioned earlier. Kidson describes how Baring-Gould “in spite of his seventy-odd 
years, outwalks his companions”.  

Clearly, and whatever their past differences, Kidson admired Baring-Gould and, 
likewise, Sabine was generous in his praise of Kidson saying, in his ‘Introductory 
Essay on English Folk Music’ “I doubt if there be any man in England better 
acquainted with old English songs than Mr Kidson, and I gratefully tender him my 
thanks for much advice and help generously rendered me.” There, in the interests of 
time we will leave Mr Kidson, another person whose relationship with Baring-Gould 
requires a great deal of further study. 
The third visiting collector that I want to talk about is Cecil Sharp. I spoke to you 
about Sharp and his relationship with Baring-Gould a couple of years ago at 
Cambridge. Further study has given me more insight into Sharp’s visits to 
Lewtrenchard and I would like to focus on that today. Just to recap for a moment, 
Sharp started to collect folk songs in Somerset in the summer of 1903 and started 
corresponding with Baring-Gould a few months later. This correspondence led to an 
invitation in August of the following year to visit Baring-Gould at Lew. This was to 
be the first of many visits and we can safely assume that Baring-Gould also met with 
Sharp when he was visiting London. 

By studying Sharp’s manuscripts I have been able to establish some of the dates on 
which Sharp noted songs at Lewtrenchard. I have been greatly helped in doing this by 
the superb database recently created for the Vaughan Williams Memorial Library 
which has speeded up the task enormously. This has also given me the songs that 
were noted by Sharp during those visits, though, as was his custom, he does not 
always give more than a tune and a first verse. In addition, by looking at the original 
manuscripts, we can get some idea of the duration of the visit. This does not mean that 
these were the only occasions on which Sharp visited Baring-Gould at Lew. There 
may well have been others when the agenda was about agreeing on material for the 
books they wrote together.  

So we can now say with authority that Sharp stayed with Baring-Gould on at least 5 
occasions between August 1904 and September 1907 (See Table 1) and that Baring-

                                                
19 SBGAS Newsletter No 22 (1996/97) 
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Gould introduced him to some of the singers that he had collected from ten years 
earlier. In the majority of cases the singers seem to have come to the house and sung 
their songs there. Some of the songs were copied into Baring-Gould’s Personal Copy 
Manuscript. By this time Baring-Gould had published his main works and the Fair 
Copy of his songs was already lodged in Plymouth Library.  
In a letter of 16th July 1904 Baring-Gould wrote to Sharp saying that he would be 
delighted to see him at Lewtrenchard. From Sharp’s notes we know that he was in 
Minehead collecting songs on August 8th and then went on to Lewtrenchard. The visit 
appears to have been brief and he and Baring-Gould received two singers, John 
Dingle and James Down, at the house on 12th August and collected 8 songs from 
them. Dingle was a singer with whom Baring-Gould was familiar and in a further 
letter before the visit he proposed that he would introduce him to Sharp. James Down, 
a labourer from Bratton Clovelly was a new singer from whom Baring-Gould had not 
previously collected. Sharp’s next visit was at the end of December 1904 and he took 
the opportunity to visit John Dingle at his home at Eastcott in Coryton parish.  
 

 
1890 Map showing Lewtrenchard and Eastcott 

 

Shan and I followed his tracks earlier this year, walking over the hill through Lew 
Wood and then following the path down the other side to arrive at Eastcott. Here 
Sharp spent time with John and Elizabeth Dingle in their cottage, getting one song 
from each of them. At this point I was delighted to find in Sharp’s papers one of those 
very rare items, a photograph of the singers, John and Elizabeth Dingle taken by 
Sharp during that visit. 
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Elizabeth and John Dingle, 1904 

(by kind permission of the Vaughan Williams Memorial Library who own the copyright in this image) 

 

On 12th September 1905 Sharp was at Lew again and John Dingle came up to the 
house and, this time, was joined by John Woodridge, known as ‘Ginger Jack’ and one 
of the first singers that Baring-Gould had collected from. Dingle provided another 
three songs and Woodridge five, though Sharp only noted the words for two of them. 

He visited again on the 1st September 1906 when he collected not a song, but a dance 
- a traditional broom dance from Harry Frize. He also visited in April 1907 and 
collected six dances from William Ford, one of them being another broom dance. 
Sharp was, at the time, visiting Priscilla Wyatt-Edgell, a friend of Baring-Gould’s 
daughters who also sent folk songs to Baring-Gould. Baring-Gould had introduced 
Sharp to her and he became a regular visitor to her home at Cowley Place, near 
Exeter. William Ford was a musician and dancer who did odd jobs for Miss Wyatt-
Edgell and had been invited by Baring-Gould to come to Lewtrenchard to teach 
traditional country dances in the village. Sharp joined the party and noted the tune and 
the movements for some of the dances.  This is the first recorded instance of Sharp 
collecting country dances and he published Ford’s dances in the first volume of his 
‘Country Dance Book’. 

 
12th Aug 04 Collected songs from John Dingle (5) and James 

Down (3) at Lew Manor 

30th Dec 04 Visited John and Elizabeth Dingle at Eastcott – 1 
song from each  

12th Sept 05 Collected songs from John Dingle (3) and John 
Woodridge (5) at Lew Manor 

1st Sept 06 Collected a Broom Dance from William Frieze 

11th – 13th April 07  Collected six dances from William Ford 

Cecil Sharp’s visits to Lewtrenchard 

 
By this time Sharp and Baring-Gould had completed the work on the second of their 
joint ventures, ‘English Folk Songs for Schools’ and it is possible that Sharp didn’t 
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return to Lew. I would like to point out that it is the centenary of the publication of 
that book this year and I could talk at some length about the state of music in English 
schools and how poorly their vision has been treated - but I won’t. 
 

Conclusion 

Instead, it is time to draw my talk to a close. I have tried to keep within the scope I set 
out but, as ever, it is hard to confine the energy and enthusiasm of our subject within 
walls, even those as precious to him as these were. Preparing this talk has been of 
great interest to me, as I hope it has been to you. I have, this year, had the chance to 
spend time here since Shan brought me here as a surprise treat for my 60th Birthday 
and then we spent our honeymoon in Merriol’s lovely cottage. It was that time spent 
here that sparked the idea of Lewtrenchard as the centre, for a period, of the English 
folk song revival, before the formation of the Folk Song Society. These walls have 
heard many conversations but I know that some of those Baring-Gould enjoyed most 
were those with his fellow song collectors. He delighted in telling them his tales and 
sharing his opinions with them and there is no question that he had a profound, 
positive influence on the course of the first English folk song revival at the beginning 
of the Twentieth Century. 

I have also talked of Lewtrenchard as the geographical and spiritual centre for Baring-
Gould’s collection. I have clearly demonstrated its role as the geographical centre, but 
the idea of the spiritual centre is harder to explain. We know how much he loved this 
house but I believe he saw it as part of his wider world in which the people of the 
parish, his close friends and the values that bound them together all played a part. I 
cannot find words that express this idea better than those of his friend and collaborator 
Henry Fleetwood Sheppard who, in a letter to him in which he wrote about the value 
of Baring-Gould’s work on his two books of folk songs, said: 

“Of course they are more to you than other things that you have done, they are part of 
your life, they are mixed up with your home, your tenants, your property, your 
surroundings, your place in the world, your individuality. They belong to Lew 
Trenchard. Other people have their gardeners, grooms, cooks and pages, you have 
your bards”20 

                                                
20  R. Wawman, Unpublished transcription of  S. Baring-Gould’s Diary, (DRO 5203M/Box 25), Entry 
dated 3 Dec 1897, p124 
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Attachment 1 - Map of Baring-Gould’s Song Collecting Activities 

 

Geographical Distribution of Singers 
in the Baring-Gould Collection 

S Baring-Gould 

G Gardiner 

P Wyatt-Edgell 

B Bidder 
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Supplement 

 

Three scenes from Devonshire rural life sketched by Sabine Baring-Gould: 

Ploughing Oxen 
The Ploughman 

The Besom Maker 
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Ploughing Oxen 
Published without attribution in Chamber’s Journal, Vol. 12 (1895), 16 Feb., p. 81-82 

 
 

How fast the world moves! We have on us the steam-plough, destined, maybe, to 
supersede the horse as the motive-power, and it is only comparatively recently that the 
horse has displaced the ox. One of the lovely little sculptures on Giotto's campanile at 
Florence represents a ploughman driving a pair of oxen: and the ox at the plough may 
be seen still on the Continent very generally, but has been universally supplanted in 
England by the horse. 

Among the numerous representations of the months that figured in medieval 
sculpture, stained glass and drawing in manuscript, the plough drawn by oxen is 
sometimes the symbol of January. The earliest of these is in the series engraved by 
Strutt, from a manuscript calendar of the tenth century. In that, January is represented 
by men ploughing with four oxen. One man in front drives; another holds the plough; 
and another behind scatters seed. On the sides of the façade of the cathedral of Lucca, 
however, the ploughing operation with oxen is the symbol for November; and it is so 
also in a curiously engraved calendar of the fifteenth century in the writer's 
possession. 
There can be little doubt that the ox was the earliest beast employed for the plough. A 
white bull and a white cow were yoked together to draw the furrow for making the 
walls of Rome. Greeks and Romans employed oxen in ploughing; asses only for 
sandy soils. When the ploughman had finished his day's labour, he turned the 
instrument upside down, and the oxen went home dragging its tail and handle over the 
surface of the ground - a scene described by Horace. The yoking together of ox and 
ass was expressly forbidden by the law of Moses, and is made the ground of ludicrous 
comparison by Plautus. Ulysses, when he feigned madness in order to avoid going on 
the Trojan expedition, ploughed with an ox and a horse together. 

In the west of England the custom of yoking oxen to the plough went out at the 
beginning of this century; a very few old men can remember how, as boys, they were 
employed with the goad to urge on the oxen; hardly any recall having held the plough 
to them. 

One evening, four years ago, I was sitting in winter in an inn kitchen on Dartmoor, in 
the settle, beside a huge fire of heaped-up and glowing peat.21 Several moormen were 
present, having their ale, talking over politics, the weather, the condition of the turf 
harvest the preceding season, the cattle, the horses that ran wild on the moor, when 
one old fellow said : 'I reckon there's none o' you here ever seed oxen yoked to a 
plough.' None had. He continued : 'ay, but I ha' driven them when I were a mite o' a 
boy - 

With my hump along! jump along! 
Here drives my lad along 
Pretty, Sparkle, Merry, 

                                                
21 Though Baring-Gould describes this visit in ‘Further Reminiscences (201) as having been ‘one New 
Year’s Eve’ we can discover from his song manuscripts that it was actually 7 Jan 1890 when he visited 
The Saracen’s Head at Two Bridges and collected a number of songs  
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Good luck, Speedwell, Cherry: 
We are the lads that can follow the plough!' 

This he sang with a robust voice, to a pleasant fresh snatch of melody.22 
'What is that you are singing?' said I. 

'It's an old song of us ploughboys. Six oxen we drove, and that's their names - Pretty, 
Sparkle, Merry and the rest.' 

'Do you know any more of the song?' 
'Let me see - for, bless me, it's miles o' years since I were a little chap and could sing 
it. But you see when the horses came in and oxen went out, there was no call for the 
song any more.' And then, again, he added in a plaintive tone: 'I reckon ploughmen 
ain't as merry as they used to be. Us used to sing like larks; now, us grumbles and 
growls like bears.' 

'Come, give us the old song.' 
The old fellow passed his hand through his gray hair and screwed up his lips. His 
face, exposed to the moor-storms, was brown as a chestnut. Presently he shook his 
head : 'It begins somehow like this : 

Prithee, lend your jocund voices, 
For to listen we're agreed : 
Come and sing of songs the choicest, 
Of the life the ploughboys lead.' 

Then he broke down. 'I can do no more,' he said sorrowfully. 'It's more than sixty 
years since I've sung that song, and now it's gone from me.' 

The old man was right in what he said of the cheerfulness of the ploughman in former 
days. There are a good many folk-songs in England relative to the occupation of the 
agriculturist, not one that has in it a note of repining over his lot. All are buoyant with 
happiness, sparkling with delight in Nature and in their occupation. In vain does a 
collector go among the labouring class to find some song indicative of discontent. I 
remember an old fellow asking me one day if I knew The Poor Man's Lament. I 
pricked up my ears. Now, thought I, for the proletariat's wail of dissatisfaction. The 
only complaint the poor man had was that his wife gave him too much of her tongue. 

For four years the snatch of the song of the ploughboys with their six oxen had 
haunted me. I went in search of that song everywhere, among all my old cronies of 
'songmen.' Hardly a man of the age of seventy to ninety but had heard it when he was 
a boy ; but none could recollect it in its entirety, melody and all the verses, and their 
memories were faulty ; they could not give the scraps of melodies alike. 
Another day I was in a cottage where were two very old men : a little thatched 
cottage, in a dell overshadowed by trees, the hazels growing as tall as the cottage, 
with their nuts browning and ready to fall. Above the woods towered granite crested 
sides - the spurs of the moor. The cottage was beautifully clean, though very spare of 
furniture. In one corner, in the dark, sat an old man with inflamed eyes. He had 
suffered much in them, and almost lost his sight; then had had an operation 
performed, that had failed. He sat, accordingly, in the dark, every now and then 

                                                
22 Baring-Gould identifies the singer as Richard Gregory. So far, I have not found anyone of that name 
and of the right age in the district. 
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putting his blue spotted kerchief to his cheeks to wipe off the involuntary tears that 
ran from his eyes. In the great fireplace, on a three-legged stool, sat another old man 
with a round childish face. These two aged men lived in the cottage together. They 
were brothers-in-law: the wife or wives were dead, and they had no children to care 
for them. The parish allowed each half-a-crown a week, and on this they subsisted. 
Then I asked if by chance they knew the song of the oxen ploughing. 

'My brother-in-law does,' said the nearly blind man. Then the round-faced one looked 
into the pot of potatoes that was boiling over the peat fire, and having satisfied 
himself that progress was being made in the stew, he began to cudgel his brain. He 
was half-childish, and when he began to think, his face assumed a distressed 
expression. Presently he began: 

'In the heat of the daytime 
It's but little we can do; 
We lie by our oxen 
For an hour, or for two. 
By the banks of sweet violets 
I take my noontide rest.' 

Then he came to a pause. 

'Go on, John,' said his brother-in-law encouragingly. 
The childish old creature shook his head. 

'Go on - you know it: 
And I can kiss a pretty girl 
As hearty as the rest.' 

'I cannot do it! - I cannot do it!' said the old fellow, and leaned his gray head 
disconsolately against the granite jamb of the fireplace. 
Again and again have I been balked in trying to get the song. Perhaps my worst 
disappointment was this. I was assured that there was a man at Liskeard, in Cornwall, 
who knew the song, and could sing it through. He had been a bell-ringer, and had 
sung this song annually at the ringers' feast. So I packed my portmanteau and went to 
Liskeard after him. After some search I found his house, to learn that he had been 
speechless for three days, and that his death was momentarily expected. 
However, to those who hold to a purpose, what they want comes at length. There was, 
I heard, in a certain parish in Cornwall, a wise man; that is to say, one who charmed 
warts, who stanched blood, struck ulcers and white swellings, and told where lost 
articles were to be found. He had no other fixed occupation, but he did a little scratch 
work now and then for farmers. As I was staying in the same place, I thought I would 
visit the man and have a chat with him. He lived entirely alone, and when I went to 
his cottage, I found it locked; but a woman informed me he was reaping bracken at 
the edge of a wood not far off; so I went after him in the direction indicated, and 
found a patriarchal man, with hair as white as snow, a long white beard, bright dark 
eyes, and a hawk-like nose. After some talk together, I happened to mention the song 
of which I was in quest.23 

'Oh!' said he quickly,' I know it and can sing it.' 

                                                
23 This man was Adam Laundrey of Trebartha in the parish of Northill, Cornwall 
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So I got it at last. Leaning back in the sun among the tall fern, with the burnished-
backed flies buzzing round, I learned of him both words and air, and here at length are 
the words complete : 
 

 
 

Prithee, lend your jocund voices, 
For to listen we're agreed : 
Come sing of songs the choicest, 
Of the life the ploughboys lead. 
There are none can live so merry 
As the ploughboy does in spring, 
When he hears the sweet birds whistle, 
And the nightingales to sing. 
With my hump along! jump along! 
Here drives my lad along! 
Pretty, Sparkle, Berry, 
Good-luck, Speedwell, Cherry! 
We are the lads that can follow the 
plough. 

For it's, O my little ploughboy 
Come awaken in the morn, 
When the cock upon the dunghill 
Is a blowing of his horn. 
Soon the sun above Brown Willy 
With his golden face will show; 
Therefore hasten to the linney 
(cowshed) 
Yoke the oxen to the plough 

With my hump along! &c. 

In the heat of the daytime 
It's but little we can do; 
We will lie beside our oxen 
For an hour or two. 
On the banks of sweet violets 
I'll take my noontide rest, 
And I can kiss a pretty girl 
As hearty as the rest. 

With my hump along! &c. 
When the sun at eve is setting  
And the shadows fill the vale, 
Then our throttles we'll be wetting 
With the farmer's humming ale; 
And the oxen home returning  
We will send into the stall. 
Where the logs and turf are burning 
We'll be merry ploughboys all, 

With my hump along! &c. 

Oh, the farmer must have seed, sirs, 
Or I swear he cannot sow; 
And the miller with his mill-wheel 
Is an idle man also; 
And the huntsman gives up hunting, 
And the tradesman stands aside, 
And the poor man bread is wanting; 
So 'tis we for all provide. 

With my hump along! &c.  
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The Ploughman 
A sketch, by the Rev. S. Baring-Gould24 

 

 
A pretty story is told in Brittany of one of the early colonists there, in the 6th century, 
from Britain. He had landed, and squatted on the coast. He had need of many things, 
and he sent a boy to the native chief to solicit help. The chief was then ploughing. The 
man stooped and picked up some clods of clay that had just been turned over, and 
threw them into the lad’s lap. The boy returned to his master, and when he opened his 
garment, lo! the clay was transformed into gold. Which is an allegory – that riches 
come from the soil when ploughed up. 

Chieftains in those days did not disdain to handle the plough, nor bishops either. For 
St. Columba is related to have gone to see Bishop Etchen, and to have found him 
ploughing. And we hear in Germany of a Baron being called away from the plough to 
don his armour, and to follow his prince in war. 
The plough at first was a most rude implement. It originated in a crocked or forked 
stick used for scratching the ground. 
Perhaps the earliest representation of one we have in England is in a Saxon 
Manuscript in the Harleian Collection in the British Museum. The plough consisted in 
a crooked stick made out of a branch issuing from a tree trunk; this latter was cut and 
shaped so as to form a wedge which might be driven into the soil. Through this was 
thrust almost at right angles a pole which was made fast to the trunk. Then, to this 
pole two oxen were harnessed, and they dragged the stump of wood through the 
ground, the ploughman, pressing down on it with all his might. But in the Bayeux 
tapestry we have another form of the plough represented as in use in the 11th century. 
It is provided with wheels, a coulter as well as a soch 

, but as yet no mould board. Let us understand what the true purpose aimed at in the 
construction of a plough is, and how it is to be employed. 

A slice or sod has to be cut off from the firm land. This has to be moved to one side. 
The plough has to perform its task, not by digging, but by being pulled along. When 
the sod has been turned over so that the grass and stubble may be buried and rot, fresh 
earth is brought to the surface, and all left in such a loose and open condition that it 
may quickly crumble down by the influence of the weather, without baking into 
lumps, or retaining the water. The first office is performed by the coulter, which 
makes a perpendicular cut in the ground. The point of the soch follows this, and its 
edge gets under the sod and lifts it up. While lifting it, it heels over, and the mould 
board turns it aside. 
The pole is that by means of which the force is applied fro drawing the implement 
through the ground, and the stilt or stilts is that portion of the apparatus by means of 
which the ploughman holds down the sole and soch, and drives them through the soil. 
Now this is somewhat complicated, and it is not in all places that a plough complete 
in all these parts is to be found in use even at the present day. In the south of France, 

                                                
24  This article was found as a printer’s proof amongst Baring-Gould’s papers (DRO 5203M/Box 36). 
The proof is headed ‘14D – Storyette’. 
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for instance, the usual plough employed has no coulter at all, and all the cutting and 
driving up of the earth is performed by the sock. This sock, by the way, is a metal 
sheath to the point of the “sole” or bottom of the plough. In the usual plough there is a 
mould board on one side only, so that the turf is uniformly turned out on a single side. 
But in the French plough described there is a mould board on each side. In the plough 
such as we see in our fields in England, there are two stilts, so that the ploughman can 
lean with two hands, and all his weight on the implement; a hand on each stilt. It is 
not so with the French plough as described, it has but a single stilt, as had our old 
Anglo-Saxon ploughs. 
No one who has not studied the plough, can form any idea of the problems that had to 
be solved, and the ingenuity that has been exercised in bringing the implement to the 
perfection it has attained with us. 

So greatly has the art of ploughing been simplified and lightened by these 
improvements, that it can no longer be regarded as the “painful plough” as commonly 
described by our forefathers. 
As to the importance of the plough, of that our old British ancestors had no doubt. It 
comes out – does this opinion – in many of their most popular songs. 
There is a delightful ballad, perhaps the most popular of our agricultural ditties, that is 
invariably called for at merry-makings and feasts in all country places. It begins with 
a discussion between a ploughman and a gardener, as to the respective merits of their 
avocations. 

“Oh! ploughman,” says the gardener, “don’t count your trade with ours, 
Walk only through the garden, and view the early flowers. 
Also the curious border and pleasant walks, go view, 
There’s none such peace and plenty produced by the plough.” 

To which the ploughman makes triumphant response, that the whole world depends 
on the plough, every trade, every profession, all happiness. 

“Oh! Adam was a ploughman, when ploughing first begun, 
The next that did succeed him was Cain, his eldest son. 
Some of the generation this calling still pursue, 
That bread may not be wanting, remains the painful plough. 
“Behold the wealthy merchant; that trades in foreign seas, 
And brings home gold and treasure, for those that live at ease; 
With satins, silks, and spices, and cinnamon also 
They’re brought us from the Indies, by the virtue of the plough. 
“They must have bread and biscuits and pudding, flour and peas, 
To feed the jolly sailors that sail across the seas, 
And he who brings them over, will own that it is true 
He cannot sail the ocean without the painful plough.”25 

                                                
25 Collected by Baring-Gould from John Rickard of Lamerton 
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A ballad of Queen Elizabeth’s reign calls the plough not the “painful” but the 
“useful.” It gives a fresh and delightful picture of the ploughman’s life. 

“They rise with the morning lark 
And labour till almost dark; 
Then folding their sheep, they hasten to sleep; 
While every pleasant park 
Next morning is ringing with birds that are singing, 
On every green tender bough. 
With what content and merriment, 
Their days are spent, whose minds are bent 
To follow the useful plough.” 

And the poet – Martin Parker declares :- 

“To this, I say, no courtier may 
Compare with they that clothe in grey 
And follow the useful plough.” 

The ploughboy has also furnished material for romance that has touched the heart of 
the ballad singers of old. One of the most charming of these begins :- 

“O the ploughboy was a ploughing, 
With the horses on the plain 
And was singing of a song, as on went he, 
Since that I have fallen in love, 
If the parents disapprove 
‘Tis the first thing that will send me to the sea.” 

And, of course, the parents do disapprove, for they are of the squirarchy, and have 
other views for their daughter, and his prognostication was fulfilled. 

“So they made of him a tar, 
To be slain in cruel wars; 
Of the simple ploughboy singing on the lea.” 

But the young lady’s heart was captivated, and although the father and mother had got 
rid of her ploughboy, she was resolved in her own mind to have him. So -  

“From her father’s house she fled secretlie, 
In male attire dress’d, with a star upon her breast, 
All to seek the simple ploughboy on the sea.” 

She travels over hill and plain, and she walks in the wind and rain, till she arrived at 
the brink of the blue sea, and then she sees a gallant ship dancing on the sparkling 
waves, and the anchor is about to be hove, and the sails to be spread, all to take away 
her ploughboy from the lea. 

“Then she went to the Captain, 
And to him she made complain, 
‘O a silly ploughboy’s run away from me.’ 
Then the Captain smiled and said, 
‘Why, sir! surely you’re a maid 
So the ploughboy I will render up to thee.’ 
“Then she pulled out a store 
Of five hundred crowns and more, 
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And she strewed them on the deck, did she. 
Then she took him by the hand, 
And she rowed him to the land, 
Where she wed the simple ploughboy back from sea.”26 

The ballad concludes there, and wisely. We think that the sequel would not be 
poetical, the ploughboy as the Squire’s son-in-law would feel a little out of place, and 
the Squire’s daughter would soon think she might have done better had she minded 
her parents a little more. 

There is another vastly favourite ballad among our peasantry about a poor boy who 
comes at night, in hail and snow, to a farmer’s door, and begs to be given work. “to 
plough or sow, and reap and mow, and be a farmer’s boy.” He tells him that his father 
is dead, and his mother left with five children, great and small, and he the eldest of the 
lot. 
The farmer roughly declines his offer, and is about to pack him off, when the daughter 
intervenes, and with tears streaming down her cheeks, assures him that the lad “would 
work if he could, ‘tis so hard to want food, and wander for employ. Don’t turn him 
away, but let him stay, and be a farmer’s boy.”  The daughter’s voice prevails. The 
boy works ploughs, and sows, and prove most useful. 

“And when the lad became a man 
The good old farmer dies, 
And left the lad the farm he had, 
And his daughter to be his bride. 
The lad that was, the farm now has, 
Oft smiles, and thinks with joy, 
Of the lucky day he came that way 
To be a farmer’s boy.”27 

There is a beautiful story told of St. Wandregist, a kinsman of King Pepin. He was 
sent for from the country to attend the court of King Dagobert. As he drew near to the 
royal palace in Paris, he found a ploughman whose cart had upset in the mud at the 
door. the courtiers passed him with contempt, or a curse for encumbering the road. 
Wandregist lifted the cart up, set the wheel on the axle, and raised the ploughman, 
covered with mud and bruised. Then amidst the laughter of the courtiers, he walked 
into the king’s presence. 
Dagobert was offended at his untidy appearance, and haughtily asked him how he 
dared appear thus. “Sire,” replied Wandregist, “I saw a poor man in distress at your 
door – and I helped him for the sake of the Poor Man of Nazareth, who once worked 
at cart and plough.” 
St. Lubin, Bishop of Chartres, who died in 557, had been a ploughboy. He was son of 
very poor parents, and had such a great desire to learn, that he persuaded a good priest 
to mark the letters of the alphabet in ink upon his girdle, so that in his moments of 

                                                
26 This song, ‘The Ploughboy’, was collected from John Masters of Bradstone. 
27 ‘The Farmer’s Boy’ has been a consistent favourite with country singers for many generations and 
was one of my own father’s favourite songs – though he learned it from a 78rpm record issued in the 
1920s. Baring-Gould sang this song himself, though after doing so at a village concert he tells us that a 
man was heard to complain that he hadn’t got the tune right. I cannot help but wonder if this was James 
Parsons from whom he later collected the song. Parsons sang the song to the tune of ‘Old Lang Syne’. 
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leisure he might learn them. From this he went on, and rose to be a man of learning, 
piety and influence. 

There is a curious account of the duties of a ploughman extant in Gervase Markham’s 
“Farewell to Husbandry.” Published in 1653, it is too long to quote in its entirety. We 
will take but the opening and closing passages. “We will suppose it to be after 
Christmas, or about Plow day (which is the first setting of the plow). At this time the 
plowman shall rise before four o’clock in the morning, and after thanks given to God 
for his rest, and the success of his labours, he shall go into his stable, or beast-house, 
and first he shall fodder his cattle, and clean the house, and make the booths (stalls) 
clean; rub down the cattle and cleanse their shins from all filth . . . .  And towards four 
of the clock (in the afternoon) he shall go to his cattle again, and rubbing them down 
and cleansing their stalls, give them more fodder.” In the evening, after supper, “he 
shall either sit by the fireside, mend shoes both for himself and their family, or beat 
and knock hemp or flax or pick and stamp apples or crabs for cider or vinegar, or else 
grind malt on the querns, pick candle rushes, or do some husbandly office till it be 
fully eight o’clock. Then he shall take his lanthorn and candle, and go and see his 
cattle, and having cleansed his cattle, litter them down, look that they be safely tied. 
And then fodder and give them meat for all night. Then, giving God thanks for 
benefits received that day, let him and the whole household go to their rest till the 
next morning.” 

The festival of the ploughman was Plough Monday, that is to say the Monday after 
Twelfth Day, when agricultural labourers were accustomed to draw a plough about 
decorated with evergreens, and ribbons, to disguise themselves, and execute sword 
dances, all preparatory to beginning to plough at the conclusion of the Christmas 
holidays. Among the mummers was always a Bessy, a ploughman in woman’s 
clothing with a broom, who danced before the plough and went around with the hat 
soliciting contributions, with the exclamation, “God speed the plough!” 
The custom has become totally extinct, along with many another country custom, and 
we cannot but feel that Merry England is now a little too much in earnest, and not 
sufficiently disposed to make merry, at least in the country.28 

                                                
28  In fact the celebration of Plough Monday was still very much alive, though more common in the 
arable country of north-east England and particularly associated with the ‘Danelaw’. Baring-Gould 
does not mention that failure to provide the requested contribution would often result in the defaulter’s 
lawn being ploughed up. 
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The Besom Maker 
By S. Baring-Gould29 

 
The trade of making and selling of brooms has almost disappeared. We still employ 
the old stable broom, but it is only in the stable that the old-fashioned besom remains. 
It used to be an industry very extensively carried on, and the besom seller was a 
familiar personage from the man with his cart laden with the stout articles fit for 
scouring out a yard, to the Bavarian girl who had her bundle of hand whisks. 

“Buy a broom!” once a familiar call in the streets is now heard no more. So well 
known was it at the beginning of this century that Mrs. Waylett made a hit when she 
appeared in character as the German broom girl, and sang the charming song written 
for her by Alexander Lee – 

“From Teutshland I came” 
One great home of the besom makers was the Hindehead district in Surrey, where the 
squatters in the Punch Bowl made it their principal business. They reaped down the 
heather, cut the birch bushes and fashioned the brooms, which when complete they 
sold, going about the country with their carts, and disposing of a great number in each 
farm house or gentleman’s residence, a sufficient supply left for the ensuing year. 

Hone in his ‘Table Book,’ in 1827, gives an account of a visit to a broom maker’s on 
Shirley Common, in Surrey. He tells how that one summer day he alighted from the 
stage coach at Croydon and sauntered through Addiscombe to West Wickham and 
then came on a broom maker’s. 

“We had a constant view all the way up the lane, from behind a man climbing a 
ladder, of the flickering linen at the point of a rod waving on the broom stack. The 
flag was erected by the labourers on the carrying of the last shoulder load of the rustic 
pile. 
Taking seats at the angle of the bank, I thought I perceived a loaded man, near the pile 
of poling, proceeding towards a spot at some thirty yards distance, where a teamed 
wagon frame was standing. It belonged to the master of the place, a tall, square 
shouldered, middle-aged, active man, who was a master of labourers. He and another 
man and a lad were employed, all without hurry or care, in loading the wain with the 
poling. As I stood observing the process he gave me a frank “Good-day, Sir” and I 
obtained some information from him respecting his business. 

His name was on his carts, John Bennett, Shirley Common. He calls himself a broom-
maker and wood-dealer, and he has more the character of a wood-cutter than the 
figure of a wood-man in the popular print. He and his men cut the material for broom-
making chiefly from the neighbouring common, and the wood he deals in from 
adjacent woods and copses. He sells the greater part of his brooms to shopkeepers and 
other customers in Streatham and Camberwell. Much of his poling is sent  further off. 
Presently he said that as soon as he had finished loading the wain, he would show us 

                                                
29  There are two copies of this sketch as a printer’s proof amongst Baring-Gould’s papers (DRO 
5203M/Box 36). The proof is headed Baring-Gould Sketches – 3 , Northern Newspaper Syndicate. One 
copy has the author’s name pencilled through, suggesting that it was to have been published without 
attribution. 
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what was going on indoors, where there was an old broom-maker then at work, as 
curious an old chap as a man might walk in a summer’s day without seeing. 

So we entered the broom manufactory – a small, warm, comfortable barn, with a 
grateful odour in it from the heath and birch wood. Four or five persons were busy at 
work. Foremost within the door was the unmistakeable old original. Like his fellow 
workmen he wore a leathern apron, and a heavy leather sleeve on his left arm; and 
with that hand and arm he firmly held and compressed the heath into round bundles, 
of proper consistency and size and strongly bound them with the other. He was 
apparently between sixty and seventy years of age, and his labour, which to a young 
man seemed light, was to him heavy for it required muscular strength. I handed him a 
jug of his master’s home-brewed and told him our wish – ‘to obtain a sketch of him.’. 
This old labourer’s eccentricity was exceedingly amusing. He said his name was 
David Boxall; he knew not, or would not know, either where he was born, or where 
he worked, or anything more of himself than that he was there.” We may guess that he 
came from the Punch Bowl at Hindehead, for Boxall is a name among the squatters 
there. These consist of families that long ago, no one knows when, settled down on 
the common of that curious depression called the Punch Bowl, where the springs gush 
forth at the junction of the sand and clay, and broom making has been the trade of the 
Punch Bowl dwellers from time immemorial. 
On the slopes of the hills grow Spanish Chestnuts in coppices and the rods of the 
wood serve admirably for broom handles. It was by no means unusual for a gentleman 
to purchase an entire wagon load of these besoms, sufficient to supply him for years. 
The besom makers supplement their trade with the sale of holly as Christmas draws 
on, and they are reputed to be somewhat unscrupulous whence they take it. A 
gentleman’s shrubbery is almost certain to be robbed of its bushes bearing scarlet 
berries as Christmas nears, unless they be closely watched by night and day. With 
wagon loads of holly the besom makers go up to London where they dispose of it to 
the last twig- and the cost to themselves has been nothing. A curious circumstance 
happened to one of the denizens of the Punch Bowl some time ago. The story is told 
in the Royal Magazine, or Gentleman’s Companion for 1765. “A few weeks ago a 
gentlewoman, about twenty-five years of age applied to a farmer and besom maker 
near Hadleigh for a lodging, telling them that she was the daughter of a nobleman, 
and forced from her father’s house by his ill-treatment. Her manner of relating the 
story so affected the farmer that he took her in, and kindly entertained her. In the 
course of conversation, she artfully let drop that she had a portion of £90,000 of 
which she should be possessed as soon as her friends in London knew where she was. 

“After some days’ stay she told the farmer the best return in her power for his favour 
would be to marry his son, Thomas (a lad of eighteen), if it was agreeable to him. The 
poor old man was over-joyed at the proposal, and in a short time they were married, 
after which she informed her father-in-law she had a great interest at Court, and if he 
could for the present raise money to equip them in a genteel manner, she could 
procure a colonel’s commission for her husband. 

“The credulous farmer thereupon mortgaged his little estate for £100, and everything 
necessary being bought for the new married couple, they took the rest of the money 
and set out for London, accompanied by three of the farmer’s friends, and got to the 
Bear Inn, in the Borough, on Christmas Eve, where they lived for about ten days in an 
expensive manner; and she went in a coach every morning to St. James’s end of the 
town, on pretence of soliciting for her husband’s commission, and to obtain her own 
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fortune. But it was at length discovered that the woman was an impostor; and the poor 
country people were obliged to sell their horses by auction towards defraying the 
expenses of the inn before they could set out on their return journey home which they 
did on foot, last Saturday morning.” 

If the hundred pounds raised on mortgage had covered all the expenses incurred, the 
family might have been content. Unhappily, however, they became further involved. 
They got into the hands of a lawyer at Portsmouth, who undertook to see them 
righted, the woman prosecuted and the money recovered. This was throwing good 
money after bad, and the only advantage gained by his intervention was that it was 
discovered that the woman had been married before, and that therefore Thomas was a 
free man. She might, indeed, have been prosecuted for bigamy, but she had managed 
to elude pursuit. Not only did this family fall into the hands of unscrupulous lawyers, 
but so also at one time and another did the rest of the freeholders of the Punch Bowl, 
and all got their properties involved and were forced to dispose of the freedom of their 
holdings,. Nevertheless the same families of the original squatters remain on the land. 
This colony of broom-makers, easily accessible from London, richly deserves a visit. 
The spot is marvellously picturesque, a dip like a bowl in the sandstone ridge, the 
sides of the moor in July and August covered with heather in bloom, as though vast 
quantities of raspberry cream had been spilt over them. At the bottom by the springs 
of water are the houses of the squatters, of brick and wood, picturesque and buried in 
shrubs and trees. Here the blackberry bramble riots, its long streamers laden with 
delicious fruit in autumn. 

The story of the take-in of the besom maker has not been forgotten; indeed the 
descendants of the man who was married to the soi-disant lady of high degree lives 
there still. 
A ballad was long in circulation relative to the story. It began:- 

“A cobbler there was and he lived in a stall 
But Charlotte, my nymph, had no lodging at all; 
And at the broom-squire’s, in pitiful plight, 
Did pray and beseech for a lodging one night 
 
“She asked for admittance her story to tell 
Of all her misfortunes, and what her befell, 
Of her parentage high; but so great was her grief 
She’s never a comfort to give her relief 

So it goes on through many stanzas devoid of merit. 

Considering the abundance of flowers on the broom and its numerous seeds, it is 
strange that it should not be more abundant. It lives on, but not to anything like the 
luxuriant extent to which it was wont. It would seem as though the gorse were driving 
it out of its old habitats. It is a capricious plant, the yellow more lovely than the white 
which is more sensitive to cold than the common yellow kind. 
The stable broom is made of hazel twigs, and a less rough and rude broom of heather. 
But the old besom made out of the wild broom, with its golden flowers, is now hardly 
made at all, for the broom has become far more scarce than it used to be before the 
commons were enclosed to the extent they have been. 
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The common broom grows to about six feet, but on favoured spots and when left 
alone it attains to a still greater height. Mr. Johnston, in writing to his friend John Ray, 
the naturalist, describes one of these plants in his day. “Near Kendal,” he says “I saw 
to my great wonder a broom tree, if I may so call it, adorned with very fine flowers, 
and its stems thicker than my leg; a very fair spectacle.” 
The broom loves dry sandy hills, and when in flower the air is musical with the bees 
that hover around it. It is scarcely less glorious with its yellow flowers than the gorse; 
but it is a paler yellow. 

This was the plant adopted by the Counts of Anjou as their badge, which gave them 
the title of Plantagenet’s.30 Geoffrey, father of Henry II, was in the habit, so it is said, 
of “wearing a broom in his bonnet.” 
The beauty of the flower, and the association of the plant with wild lands have made it 
a favourite with poets. It has been sung of from The Broom of Cowdenknowes, and 
The Merry Broomfield, to those pretty lines of Mary Howitt which begin:- 

Oh! the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
 On my native hills it grows; 
I had rather see the bonny broom, 
 Than the rarest flower that blows, 
Oh! the yellow bloom is blossoming 
 In my own dear countree; 
I never thought so small a thing 
As a flower, my nerveless heart could wring,  
 Or have drawn a tear from me.” 31 

But if the broom was dear to poets, to the people the broom man was invested with a 
certain air of romance. He was associated with the downs and moors, he spent his 
time in solitude among the pure golden blossoms, he sang with the bee, he was light 
of heart and merry of mood. Not much bargaining could be done with the besom-
maker – for the price of brooms was a fixed thing with but slight variations. The 
broom man appeared at every fair, he was a visitor to every household; he was 
indispensable to the tidy house wife. 

Tom D’Urfy, who was wont to sing with Charles II looking over his shoulder and 
taking a part, has a ballad on the boy that sold brooms. It is long, too long, and this 
ballad has been curtailed by singers and improved in curtailing. It is still vastly 
popular among our peasantry. It tells how that a lazy Jack kept to his bed, and his 
father threatened to fire the house to turn him out, and bade him, as he would do 
nothing else for his livelihood go forth and cut green brooms. So the lad tumbled out 
of the blankets, sharpened his knives and went to the wood to cut broom. On his way 
home bearing his burden of lithe branches studded with faded yellow flowers, he 
passed under a lady’s house, and seeing the handsome boy with his burden summoned 
him within, and at once proposed to him: 

John gave his consent, and to church they both went,  

                                                
30 SB-G would not have felt it necessary to explain to his audience the derivation from the latin name 
for Broom – planta genista 
31 Mary Howitt was born in Coleford, Gloucestershire in 1799 and lived most of her life in Uttoxeter 
where she died in 1888. She was a Quaker and wrote a number of poems that deserve to remembered 
better. Her best known lines are probably ‘Will you walk into my parlour, said the spider to the fly?” 
and she wrote the carol ‘Awake, arise good Christians’. 
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And he married the lady in bloom.  
At Market and fair all the folks do declare,  
There is none like the lad that sold broom – green broom32 

The flexibility of the branches, and their toughness rendered the broom unsurpassed 
for a besom, but it has been supplanted now by bass.33 
In conclusion I will quote a few verses of a charming song, sung by our peasantry 
from Northumberland to Cornwall: 
 

“I am a besom maker, come listen to my song, 
With bunches of green besoms, I trudge the way along. 
With sweet content and pleasure, at morning, night and noon, 
O’er hill and moor I travel, a gathering green broom. 
O, come then, buy my besoms! 

Buy my bonny besoms! 
Besoms fine and new! 
Bonny green broom besoms! 
Better never grew. 

 
One day as I was walking, down by my native cot, 
I saw a jolly farmer, O happy is his lot. 
He plougheth deep the furrows, the seed he layeth low; 
And there is sleeps the winter, until the green broom blow. 

O come then, &c. 
 
One day as I was walking, ‘twas down in yonder vale, 
I met Jack Spratt the miller, that taketh toll and tale, 
His millstones how they rattle, the grist he grindeth clean, 
I ease him of his jingling, by selling besoms green 

O come then, &c. 
 
One day as I was walking, across the hills so high, 
I saw the wealthy squire that hath a laughing eye. 
He tips the wink and whistles, and glad the squire I ween. 
I ease him of his jingling, by selling besoms green. 

O come then, &c. 
 
O, when the broom is yellow upon its native soil, 
It’s like a pretty baby with sweet and waving smile. 
I bundle up my besoms, I bind ‘em tight and spare. 
All honest folk to please ‘em, I’m darling of the fair. 

O, come then, &c.34 

                                                
32 Baring-Gould first heard this song, ‘Green Broom’, from John Woodridge of Thrushelton. 
33 Bahia Bass is a fibre derived from a palm tree that grows in Brazil that is extremely hard wearing. In 
its turn it is now being slowly replaced by polypropylene. 
34 Baring-Gould collected this song from Will Huggins of Lydford. The version in the manuscript is 
nearly the same as that given here, with only minor word changes. 
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From Doidge’s Annual, 1925 
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