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Our Village 

( 1 ) "Buclµand St. Mary, high on the summit of ~he 
Blackdown ~ills commands delightru1 views of the Va~e of 
Taµnton Deane and a sunlit Devon Valley", and 

(2) 11A maze of lanes leads off the main road to . 
Buckland st. Mary in a lovely t3ituation11

• So writes Max
well Frazer in her charming bobks on Somerset. 

Admitted it is only a mention compared with the more 
familiar beauty spots but to those of us who love the 
district it is more the title of a picture. 

Picture of a green valley facing South, bounded by 
steep hills on the East, North and West. Rising as high 
as eight hundred feet at the 'Clump' and over a thousand 
feet at the North West. 

Buckland the home of the Fairies and the place where 
they were last seen. Buckland the home of the wild deer 
and part of a one time hunting ground of ancient kings, 
over which the Buzzard wheels and deer are still sometimes 
seen on Winter Nights. 

A Parish bordering on Devon, a district of hungry 
but healthy soil. A sparsely populated land of farms and 
t~ny hamlets straggling up the hillsides. 

A distl'ict of narrow lanes and primroses in Spring, 
of 'Lent Lillies' blowing, enough to delight a poet's 
heart. Great patches of the Rosebay Willow Herb and the 
lordly Foxglove with Heath and Gorse lend colour in the 
Summer time. The brown beech hedges glow and rustle in 
the Winter and the golden brown Bracken covers the higher 
land and gives to the scene a warmth and sense of colour 
which is pal't of the charm of the Blackdowns. 

That we are now more familiar to the outside world and 
less looked upon as a strange and mysterious peopl.-e who 
live over the hills and, mostly amongst cloud, is due to 
modern motor transport. Now we can go down to tn.e towns 
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for anything we need instead of adding it to the list to be 
purchased or done on our next half annual visit to the 
larger centres of communal life and the store houses of 
commodities. 

In olden days this undertaking was a most strenuous 
performance. Away early and home late. The pony or 
horse as the case may be on the homeward road slowly plodding 
up and up the long hill to the summit. Whereas, now we 
sit in comfort while an engine purrs comfortably in second 
gear and carries us g_uickly to the sumrni t where: we swing 
into one of the lanes of the Maze and reach home in time to, 
prepare a meal or tackle any necessary jobs or, we might 
even have brought the speaker for our Institute meeting. 

The meeting would be held in the Assembly Rooms of the 
Inn. Seat of at least half of the district's communal 
~ctivities including the old Cattle Sales. The Auctioneers 
Rostrum or what remains of it is still tucked up against 
the yard wall. 

That we cannot sing the praises of the Inn's leaded 
lights, stone mullioned windows and old beams is due to the 
action of fire. From all accounts a devastating fire broke 
out one Sunday evening fifty eight years ago. The onlookers 
had little 'time to stand and stare' for they were pressed 
in to make a chain of buckets to carry the water from the 
fountain to help g_uench the flames. 

All this before the Annual Plough Dinner. Undaunted 
the organizers salvaged the Inn's cooking utensils and 
crock hooks, fitted them up against a wall in the open, 
made a fire, stoked it with the charred beams and, Dinner 
was served to date and on time the following Tuesday. 

Of our village, all we can say is that it carries 
its years with an ease that is deceptive and contains a 
little of everything. Some Cottages,. an Inn, a Farm dated 
1575, a bakery until light vans made it possible to deliver 
b,:-ead from the towns. A Water Mill that g1:•ound our corn 
until this last war. Some way out a cottage that is 
pointed out as being the 'hide' of a Highwayman and who 
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cost the Parish the sum of one pound for his .hanging, in the 
days when stealing even when hungry was so punished. A 
battered Ash tree at a road junction marks the last resting 
place of a luckless suicide. The victim of an unsolved 
murder lies buried in the Churchyard. An Automatic Tele
phone Exchange with Kiosk. A re-conditioned Post Office 
and General Store complete with chairs to sit on instead 
of the old upturned log. A Fountain of good water, a 
gift. A Church School complete with a 'School Develop
ment Fund'. A wide open space between cottages, school 
and Church provided the site for the jolliest part of 
Buckland's own annual Fair. The last Tuesday of September 
saw stalls erected for the sale of everything necessary for 
life and work in the country. Even the Onions to go with 
the Bread and Cheese appeared by the sackful, side by side 
with stalls for Fairings, Sweetmeats, Gingerbread. Of 
course, there was a space allotted for The Swing Boats. 
Where they stood and gaily threatened the cottages upstairs 
windows, the double decker buses now stand to wait the 
arrival of connecting services. 

Though the Fair has become only a memory1 for it died 
a sudden death in 1914 and all efforts to resuscitate it 
failed. Yet it is still said amongst the older people 
that "The rain after Fair Day, is our first taste of Winter". 

Of the Church standing up to every rain while keeping 
guard over all, the following particulars are adapted 
from a treasured and faded pamphlet belonging to one of our 
older Parishioners. 

"The Church of st. Mary, is an entirely new building, 
of the same width as the old Church, but longer at the 
East and West. The old Church was of the period of Henry 
VII. Coins dated (1318) of the time of Edward II were 
found among the foundations, but the only record of an 
Earlier Church is a broken Norman Cross which has been 
repaired and is now on the right hand of the Lych Gate in 
the Churchyard. It disintegrated in the big storm of 
January 1 st, 1 930. 

The present Church was built by the Rev. J.E. Lance,, 
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2-=:~-;.~r, a ssisted by a donation of £2,000 from Mr. and Mrs. 
~~?:::.:."'7 Porcher, and gifts from other relatives. The Parishion
-=!'5 gave £500, and assisted in drawing the mat erials. The 
_!:~cci t ect was B. Ferrey Esq. , of London and the builder Mr. 
I:•:::..zi s of Taunton. 

The style is in immitation of the 14th century Decorated 
Gc~hic. The first stone was laid July 26th, 1853, though 
wo!'k on the materials had begun 10 years earlier. The 
~i ~ished work consecrated on August 28th, 1863. 

Of special interest is the fact that all building 
_aterials used were local, home grown timber, Welsh, Dorset 
cr-d Wa tchet marbles, Quantock Sandstone , Harn Stone and local 
r :.int. 1rhe exception b eing the monumenta l carving s done 
oy Hr . Forsyth in Caen marble. 

One of the Masons working on the Church has left us 
a...~ot her memorial of his stay here. During his spare time he 
carved the ornament over the Front Door of the Beehive 
?arm. (Illust. ( 1 ) • 

The brealting waves of modern upheavals 
_ui e tly over us yet leave a change behind, · 
is changing. The old Characters are dying 
their memories with them. 

only trickle 
Our population 

out and taking 

Memories of stringed instruments playing in the old 
Church. Of the great fire pla ces in the farm houses. 
(Illus t, 2), The ovens that cooked the long loaves of 
'swee t to the end of the batch' home made bread. Of 
str aying pigs · impou.nded. Of cattle rearing and harvests. 
Of Fairs and holidays. Of ways a nd means, of ways of work 
a.Dd ways across the hills. Even the memory of the A303., 
vhen it was a green way and t wo and sixpence was the toll 
t o t ake a waggon and two horses to Honiton, has died with 
our oldest inhabitant. 

That we are becoming steadily more moderni zed is 
obvious. Rearing cattle for the lower r i cher l and s to 
milk has been r eplaced by dairy ca ttle he re. Gaunt modern 
~ouse s raise their naked selve s from among the greenness, 
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LVen the ancient stone stairway to the Inn's Assembly 
~ooms is neatly repaired with cement and metal tubing 
~orrns a handrail. Tractors hum across the fields and 
• olute the air as they pass. 

We saw our Queen crowned, thanks to the internal 
combustion engine making T.v. possible. While Motor 
8ycle Clubs gather here several times a year to hold a 
glorious Scramble. Riders and would be riders fill the 
air with the 'toque• of well tuned engines and chase each 
other in and out the old worked out Limestone pits and 
churn our clear brooks into mud baths • 

We hanker for water laid on and light, warmth and 
energy at the touch of a switch in our homes without the 
bother of maintaining our own plant. In this our green 
hills are still a barrier to the more populous outer world 
and sources of supply. 

But as for that disturbing element called History 
on the whole it has passed us by and Time has treated us 
more gently than our prevailing wind. 

------000----.. 
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