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A few words about one word. 

At the outset of these memoirs, I would call attention to the word Builders, which 
appears in my Sub-title, and endeavour to show the meaning I wish to convey by the use of the 
said word in that place. 

In a certain sense it may be said that The Rev. J. E. Lance, who, as far as I know, 
originated the idea, and who supplied most of the money for the undertaking, was the Builder of 
the Church. Then again we may say that Mr. H. Davis, of Taunton, the Contractor for the job, 
should he regarded as the Builder of it. And in yet another sense it may be urged that the various 
Handicraftsmen, Artificers, and others engaged thereon, and who did the actual and necessary 
hard work, were the Builders of the Church. 

Now in these pages I have something to say about all these different Builders ; therefore I 
think it will be best if the said word be regarded in its threefold signification. 

“In the beginning.” 

It will be readily understood that the person who figures most prominently in these 
records is the late Rev. John Edwin Lance ; who I shall hereinafter generally call the Rector ; and 
so avoid the constant repetition of his name. This gentleman was appointed Rector of Buckland 
St. Mary about eighty-two years ago. And he died here in 1885, at the age of 91 years. Before he 
came here to reside he had a suitable dwelling-place erected near the Church ; which, until 
recently, was used and known as “The Rectory,” but which is at present styled “Buckland 
House.” 

How long he had been living here when it was decided to replace the old Church by a 
new one, I have never heard. It must have been at least seventy years ago, for I know that Timber 
had been bought, felled, and hauled to the sawpit, so that my father, Wm. Wyatt, and his mate, 
Mr. John Salter, were able to begin cutting it up in the pit in the year 1845. Large piles of the 
newly-cut rafters, beams, boards, etc., were soon after put to soak in ponds of water near the 
School-house ; and were otherwise got ready for use. They began thus early about it, so as to have 
it thoroughly well-seasoned by the time it was required to put in the new building. The saw-pit 
where all the timber was cut up, also the large workshed where the carpenters did most of their 
work, was situate at the eastern side of the glebe field known as “Wards.” 

My father bought most, if not all, of the timber that was used in the new Church. He 
also helped in the sawing of it up, from the beginning to the end of the job. As soon as my oldest 
brother was big enough, he also helped at the sawing. 

During some of the years of my School life, I often had to go to my home—about one 
mile from the School—to fetch some hot dinner for my father and brother. On one such 
occasion I met the Rector not far from the sawing-place, and he, knowing what I was carrying 
under my arm, said to me, “Does your father give you anything for bringing up his dinner?” I 
replied, “No, sir, he don’t.” Then he said, “I think you ought to have something." He then 
slipped a silver coin into my hand and—went his way. I also went on my way, rejoicing. 
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Buckland’s Contribution. 

At some time before it was decided to carry out this building project, or during the early 
stages of the demolishing and rebuilding operations, one or more meetings of the principal 
farmers of the parish were held to discuss the matter of helping in the undertaking, and to decide 
what money (if any) they were prepared to furnish towards paying the cost. After due 
consideration, it was agreed on that the parish would pay five hundred pounds towards the 
expense ; and to gather the same in the form of a special Church Rate, and spread it over a period 
of twelve years ; to collect so many pounds in the year at so much in the pound, according to the 
ordinary rateable value of each ratepayer’s premises. This plan was followed, and was successfully 
carried out in the twelve years agreed upon. 

A French Revolution. 

Some few years after the commencement of the work, the startling news came to hand 
that it was more than probable there would be a general collapse of the whole project ; and it 
arose in this way—it came to be known that the Rector had many thousands of pounds sterling 
invested in France, in French funds of some sort or other. Now in the year 1848 there was a 
“Revolution” in France, and, for a time, the Government of the country got into the hands of 
“The Mob.” Property was seized wholesale, money was confiscated, anarchy and plunder was the 
order of the day. Thus our Rector’s property was in great danger of being irrecoverably lost to 
him. But in the course of three or four years, when the riff-raff had been subdued, order restored, 
and Louis Napoleon had assumed the reins of power (who ruled as Napoleon the 3rd till 1870), 
some of the wrong done was, righted ; more or less of the property which had been wantonly 
seized was restored, and, most important of all to us, our Rector's money, which had been in 
such jeopardy, was made good to him ; and soon after that, he one day greeted my father with 
the joyous announcement that “The money had all come back again,” “Every Farthing.” 

The Foundation Stone. 

Soon after this wave of consternation had passed over, the Church-building scheme was 
resumed with increased activity, and, in the summer of 1853, the ceremony of laying the 
Foundation Stone took place. I was but a little lad at that time, but I can remember that my 
parents attended the Service on that occasion, that my mother told me afterwards there was some 
very nice singing in the course of the ceremony, that some coins were buried with the stone, and 
that Mr. Henry Board, of Otterford, who was present at the Service, told her that the 
Foundation Stone weighed “Sixty hundredweight.” 

No stoppage of the Church Services. 

It may be recorded here that one particular point in the Rector’s building plan was that 
the old Church should be pulled down, and the new one erected in its place, and yet no single 
Sunday pass on without their holding the usual Morning and Afternoon Services. To carry out 
that idea entailed a lot of extra trouble and expense. But the plan was stuck to and fully carried 
out through all the years the building operations were proceeding. The Rector was, at the time, 
and all his life afterwards, proud of having accomplished that feat. To make the plan workable, it 
was decided to erect a temporary wall, or other partition across the inside of the old Church, 
several yards below the higher end of the old Nave and Aisles. Then a temporary gallery was put 
up over the South Door-way to accommodate those of the congregation who had been 
dispossessed of their seats in the Nave and the Aisles. Then the old Chancel, the Eastern part of 
the Nave, and of the North and South Aisles could be at once demolished. And, during the 
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rebuilding of that part, the usual Services could be conducted in the Western part of the old 
Church, without any one being much inconvenienced. In due time, the new Chancel, part of the 
Nave, and Aisles, and the new Transepts, were completed, and these newly built parts were ready 
to be furnished with temporary Seats, etc., some of the lesser windows were glazed with their 
proper and permanent Glass, while the larger ones were, for some time longer, “Glazed” with 
White Calico, So the new part was then ready for holding Divine Service. On a Sunday not long 
before it was so used, I remember that I and three or four other Sunday-School Boys, somehow 
or other gained admittance to this new part ; and we were much impressed by the appearance of 
the newly-glazed windows ; and the oldest of us, even John (now Archdeacon) Perham, expressed 
his opinion of the new windows in one short sentence of three words :— “It looks splendid,” and 
the rest of us quite agreed with him. Soon after this, the new part was made use of as our place of 
Worship, making the best of every available inch of room, so as to seat as many as possible. Then 
the workmen were able to proceed with the pulling down of the remainder of the old structure, 
including the Tower. 

“Hey ! Ho ! the wind and the rain !” 

After a time it became necessary to remove the (temporary) partition wall which had been 
erected at the Eastern part of the old Nave and Aisles. When that was taken away, the Chancel 
part—where the Sunday Services were held—was open to “All winds and weathers,” at its 
Western end ; the new Nave and Aisles not yet being completed and roofed, Therefore they had 
to provide something instead of the wall which had been destroyed, so as to shelter the Eastern 
part. The difficulty was overcome by putting up a large quantity of stout canvas or tarpaulin 
material, which had to reach from the floor of the Nave to the apex of its roof, and right across 
the Church, from North to South. While this was doing duty as shelter from the wind, etc., it 
happened that on a certain Sunday afternoon, I believe in the year 1857, a tempest of wind and 
rain came on during Service time, which reached its climax while the Rector was preaching. Now 
this very rough wind exercised a tremendous influence on the large stretch of heavy canvas I have 
just spoken of, being blown to and fm with a loud noise by every fresh gust of wind. All this was 
very disconcerting to the preacher, and it attracted the attention of every person present. Had I 
then been conversant with Shakespeare’s “King Lear,” I should probably have called to mind 
King Lear’s touching adjuration where he says—“Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks ; You 
cataracts and hurricanes, spout.” To make the situation still more irritating, the Rector noticed 
that a lot of the school-boys present, who were sitting just inside the flapping tarpaulin, bestowed 
all their attention on the storm and the antics of the noisy canvas, watching it closely, and 
sometimes laughing aloud. My father’s seat, in which I was then sitting, was but a few yards from 
this row of boys, so I could not help looking back at them sometimes, now and then smiling at 
them, on seeing how they were amused. Now when the storm was at its full height, when the 
rain pattered its hardest, when the wind blew its wildest, when the large area of canvas flapped its 
loudest, and when the boys tittered most unrestrainedly, the Rector was completely beaten, and 
could no further go (with his sermon), suddenly dropping “the thread of his discourse,” he 
shouted at the top of his voice “Walter Wyatt, what are you doing?” The silence which followed 
this question was so profound—there having come an opportune lull in the storm—that a 
person with very sensitive ears may have heard a small feather drop. 

It is hardly necessary to add that the person addressed made no reply. What could I say? 
Now it so chanced that, at the same time, there was another and older Walter Wyatt present in 
Church : even Mr. W. Wyatt, Yeoman, of Lower Blindmore Farm, father of Mr. J. R. Wyatt, 
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now living at Hawkchurch, and of the late Mrs. Emily Trott, of Little Hill. He was sitting in 
his usual place in the North Transept, where the Organ now stands, and not many yards from 
the Pulpit, which (make-shift) Pulpit was then erected on the North side of the Chancel. This 
Mr. Wyatt, as he told me many years afterwards, was astounded at hearing himself thus sharply 
spoken to, and, knowing that “He wadden doing nuthin’,” was half-minded to answer the 
question by asking another, and to call out, “What'st meun, old feller?” He also thought of 
searching for his hat, and indignantly leaving the building. But, while he was thus cogitating on 
the matter, the moments passed : the preacher resumed the delivery of his sermon ; and—the 
incident was closed. But, while life and memory lasted, Walter Wyatt, senior, often recalled that 
windy “scene,” and was ever much amused at the recollection of the same. 

A sad accident. 

In the course of the Church-building operations, many farmers of the parish rendered 
valuable help towards the job by sending their carters with their best horses and their strongest 
waggons to the Ham stone quarries, situate in the parish of Stoke-under-Ham, for loads of the 
stones which were required for the new Church. In those years the Rector kept some fine cart 
horses, which, for some time, were attended to and driven by Mr. John Hill, grandfather of Mr. 
S. Hill, Painter and Decorator, who now lives at Chard. He (John Hill) was accustomed to go to 
Ham-hill quarry for loads of this stone. In the month of April, 1858, he went there with his team 
for a load, and on that occasion he took with him his son Charles, then about fourteen years old. 
After loading up a big block of the stone at the quarry, they set out to return home as usual. 
When they got but a little way this side of Ham-hill, and were descending a hill, the horses, from 
some cause or other unknown to me, “ran away,” and went down the hill at a dangerous speed : 
John Hill, at the time, being seated on the load of stone, while the lad had hold of the front 
horse. The father shouted to Charles to “Let go the fore hoss, or he (the boy) would sure to be 
killed.” When the waggon came to a “turning” further down the road, it crashed over on its side, 
the man being violently thrown flat on the ground, and the weighty mass of stone fell plump on 
his head. The boy ran to his father’s side as soon as possible, and made frantic efforts to remove 
the stone from his father’s head. Of course he might as well have tried to move a mountain. In 
less than a minute the unfortunate man expired. Charles sought assistance as soon as he could, 
and some people of the neighbourhood were quickly on the spot. They did all that then could be 
done, and handed to the lad his father’s purse, set him on one of the horses, and advised him to 
make the best of his way home to Buckland Rectory. Charles arrived home safely, and soon 
obtained audience of the master, then delivered his terrible news. The Rector, very naturally, was 
horrified and dumb-founded ; and, for some time, could only ejaculate—“Never ! Never !” I and 
some other school-boys were in the road near the Rectory, and saw the weeping Charley emerge 
therefrom. While he was telling us about the occurrence, his older brother, Philip, appeared on 
the scene, coming from Pound Lane, he having just been home to his dinner, and was then 
returning to his work at the Rectory. Charles quickly accosted him with the startling 
announcement. “Phil, father’s deydd !” Philip, thinking this was some silly joke of his brother’s, 
answered, rather crossly, “Git out wi’ thee lies !” “Father's deydd, Phil," Charles repeated. Again 
Philip said, “Git out wi’ thee lies,” more surly than before. “He is, then, sure,” Charles said ; 
“Look, here’s his money !” and he exhibited their father's purse. By that time Philip began to 
realise the seriousness of the matter, and in a few minutes, when he had heard the main 
particulars of the catastrophe, the sad truth dawned upon him that he was fatherless. Then, 
brushing some tears from his eyes he set off at a run to his home at Meanwood, there to break 
the sad tidings to—his mother. 
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A Fall in the Tower. 

I think it was but a short time after this occurrence, and when the workmen were busy 
fixing in their places the big blocks of Ham stone which form the parapet at the top of the Tower 
walls, that the Rector was standing one day, inside the bottom part of the Tower, watching some 
men who were adjusting a big rope to one of these pondrous masses of stone, preparatory to its 
being pulled to the top. When all was ready, the men at the top of the Tower, turning the 
“winches” of their lifting crane, proceeded to haul up the stone ; the Rector standing below it, 
where he beheld its gradual ascent. When it was little more than half way to the top, he, 
providentially, quitted the spot ; then, a few moments afterwards, the lifting rope snapped 
asunder, and the stone fell with terrific force to the ground. The tremor of the earth, caused by 
its impact therewith, could be, and was, felt a long distance round about. Also the noise caused 
thereby was heard for miles. At the same time, there was a man working on a scaffold inside the 
Tower, and a good distance from the ground. The big stone, in descending, struck and displaced 
this man’s platform ; and if he had not quickly caught hold of something firm, he would 
probably have been hurled to the ground, and perhaps killed. 

Mr. Davis and some of his men. 

In the course of this long Church-building job, I occasionally saw Mr. Davis, the 
Contractor, who, nearly always had a big but rather thin book under his arm. I have no doubt 
that it contained “plans,” “drawings,” “specifications,” “calculations,” etc., etc., concerning the 
important work he had then on hand in building this Church. Several times I met him in the 
road, walking to or from the Church. On such meetings, noticed that he did not see me, but 
appeared to be “gazing into vacancy,” and seemed to have the burden of at least a hundred 
unsolved problems weighing on his mind. I was old enough then to think that to be a large 
Builder and Contractor was “not all beer and skittles :” and that his was hard and wearying work. 
It must be remembered that through some of the years he was engaged in building this Church, 
he was also the Contractor for the re-building of Marten Tower, Taunton : so that he had a great 
deal on his mind. I may mention here that on the 8th of September, 1862, I was present at the 
re-opening of the said beautiful Tower, and witnessed the procession of Clergy and prominent 
citizens of Taunton ; amongst which our friend, Mr. Davis, attracted almost as much notice as 
anyone. 

Of course most of the men employed by Mr. Davis to work on our Church were, till 
then, strangers to this neighbourhood. Some of them I remember were known here as “Jack 
Estcott,” “Joe Sharp,” “Bill Hext” (or Hecks), and “Chapman.” All these helped to do the 
woodwork part of the building. I also remember some of the stone-workers ; one of whom was 
Mr. Templeman, their foreman. One of the men under him was “Jim Brake,” another was 
“Charley Osborn,” who, while staying in the parish, gut acquainted with and married a Buckland 
lady—one of the Miss Hills, who, at that time lived at “Build–a–Seat,” in the Hamlet of 
Birchwood. Then a Mr. Slaven worked here a good while ; I think he was a marble-polisher, and 
general marble worker. But Mr. Davis’s most skilled and highly-paid workmen were, of course, 
the sculptors, who did the carving, and who transformed so many of the square or oblong blocks 
of stone which were built into the edifice as corbels, terminals, etc., into their various figures of 
beauty. Mr. Erleigh did those inside and outside the Chancel and Transepts ; then, some time 
afterwards Mr. Gahagen did those inside and outside the Nave and Aisles. Some other pieces of 
carved stone work or marble, such as Mrs. Madelina Lance’s monument, were executed in 
London or other place many miles away by Mr. Forsyth, and afterwards brought here and fixed 
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in their places. Also the twelve Apostles were carved elsewhere, I think by Mr. Earp, and 
afterwards brought here and placed each in its proper niche. 

The Rector used to be always much pleased to see swallows flitting about inside the 
Church : no doubt because it reminded him of the words of the Psalmist, where he says : “Yea, 
the sparrow hath found her an house, and the swallow a nest where she may lay her young, etc.” 
So, one day, when Mr. Gahagen had started carving the corbels over the pillars in the Nave, the 
Rector came to him and said, “Now you carve a swallow.” The sculptor thereupon agreed to do 
so : and the outcome of that request and promise may be seen on any day, if admittance to the 
inside of the Church be gained. If a person enters the Church through the porch, walks about 
half way straight across the Nave, then looks upwards, and a little to the left, they can plainly see 
the swallow, with its wings outstretched, as in the act of flying. 

While writing about Mr. Gahagen, I may say here that the carved “heads” of him and his 
wife may be seen at the lower ends of the scroll which bestrides that window of the Church 
which is situate between the porch and the Belfry door-way. The male “head” is well like Mr. 
Gahagen, but as I did not know Mrs. Gahagen, I cannot say if the other one is like her. I 
recollect that many people about here rather envied Mr. Gahagen his high salary ; eight and four 
pence a day, which meant two pound ten a week ; and that seemed a big sum in those days. 

I dare say it is pretty well known that the beautiful Font in the Church was presented by 
Mr. Davis, the Builder. Its carved oak canopy being made of woodwork taken from the old 
Church ; which, no doubt, had done duty in that Church ever since its erection, about 350 years 
before ; prior to the days of “Good Queen Bess.” After the said Font was put in its place, I, one 
day, stood by and watched Mr. Davis’s workman applying a quantity of gold-leaf to some parts 
of the same ; and, in talking to some other person about the beautiful material and workmanship 
of this Font, he told them it was valued at one hundred guineas. Mr. Davis also presented to the 
Church one of its stained-glass windows, which can be seen at the lower part of the North Aisle. 
During those many years, I oft times heard my father and others speak of Mr. Davis ; and I am 
now able to testify that I never heard anything but good of him, either as a man, or as a 
Contractor. 

Bim bim, Bim bim, Bim Belll. 

But the time passed on, and the new Church was nearing completion. I, and others, were 
thinking we should soon hear some bim-bells again, they having been silent for several years. But 
we were somewhat dismayed to learn that, although the Tower was built, and, practically 
finished, there would probably be no ringing of bells in it for another two or three years ; as it 
could not be so used until the masonry was thoroughly and properly “sett.” I do not remember 
the exact date when the newly-arranged and enlarged peal of bells were “hung,” and were first 
“rung,” but I believe it was some time in 1861 that a day was chosen for a sort of Ringing 
Festival, and the bells were formally “opened.” On that occasion, “setts” of ringers from belfries 
many miles round attended, and displayed their skill, and also passed their opinion on the new 
“peal.” I know that the men from Hemyock and from Lyme, besides others, made themselves 
famous as exponents of campanology. A “sett” of Buckland ringers were soon enrolled, and, after 
a few weeks’ practice, became tolerably efficient performers ; then, in the course of time, they 
passed muster as really good “hands” at it. For some years after that the principal ringers were 
Messrs. J. Lutley, D. V. Lutley, John Doble (mole-catcher), Joseph Hayes (sexton), D. 
Waterman (wheelwright), James Gillard (labourer), John Billing (mason), and Mark Knight (of 
the Castle Inn), one or other of the two last named generally rang the Tenor bell. 
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A favourite peal with the ringers and the parishioners generally was an arrangement of 
change-ringing in which the round of six bells is elongated into a round of ten bells, being rung 
continuously in the following order : One, four, two, five, three, one, four, two, five, six. 1 2
 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10. 

About that time, and for some years afterwards, I was informed that there was one man 
amongst the ringers, and only one, who could handle and correctly ring either of the six bells 
with equal facility. That man (whose name has already been mentioned) was Mr. Joseph Hayes, 
“The Village Blacksmith,” and Church Sexton, who was then well-known as a very active and 
able-bodied man. 

“Oh ! Mr. Naylor !” 

At this point I seem to feel an irresistible impulse to wander from my story, and to relate 
a little adventure in which another “Village Blacksmith,” who was also Church Sexton, and who, 
moreover, performed the duties of the Parish Clerk—was engaged. This man was Mr. John 
Naylor, of the parish of Knowle St. Giles, which is but a few miles from here. This account was 
narrated to me, about forty years ago, by an old person who was a native of that district, and who 
knew Mr. Naylor, or his descendants. At the time when this happened—probably over a 
hundred years ago—there was in that rather small parish, a smallish Church, attached to which 
was a somewhat small belfry, in which was a peal of five rather small bells. Perhaps owing to a 
shortage of “hands” to act as ringers, which has many times been the case in a large number of 
parishes, some ingenious person had invented, and fixed in this Belfry, an arrangement by which 
the said peal of bells could be “rung” or rather “chimed” by one man, without the assistance of 
any other person. Now this Mr. Naylor was an expert at that performance, so at any time when 
they were short of ringers, he could so manipulate these bells as to grind out quite passable 
music. While things were thus, it happened that a fresh Clergyman, whom we will here call “The 
Vicar," was appointed to minister at Knowle. So Mr. Naylor thought it might be good policy to 
“welcome” this new man with a stunning peal on the Church bells. Having ascertained the 
precise time the Vicar was expected to enter the parish, he got ready accordingly ; and when the 
moment arrived, he “put his best leg (or arm) forward,” and exerted himself to peal forth his 
most enchanting belfry melody. Later in the evening of the same day he sauntered forth from his 
“smithy,” and went for a quiet stroll, placing himself where he considered would be a likely place 
to come across the “new arrival ;” and sure enough, he did meet the very man. They soon got 
into a friendly conversation, in the course of which the Vicar mentioned the welcoming peal on 
the bells, and saying how pleased he was to be so greeted on his arrival in a strange village. After a 
few more words, the expert bell-ringer diffidently and delicately made known to the other that he 
had taken part in that campanological demonstration. On hearing this, the grateful Vicar grasped 
the other’s “large and sinewy hand,” and poured forth a profusion of thanks, adding that he 
should like to give the ringers something in recognition of their kindness. And he then enquired 
how many had taken part in that gratifying peal. Mr. Naylor thereupon braced himself up, so as 
to give a studied answer, and a correct list, then he said : “There was the Clark, and the Sexton, 
and the Blacksmith o’ Knowle, and John Naylor, and I Sir.” 

Then the Vicar, after thinking a moment said, “Oh, let me see, let me see, eh, that’s five 
of you, so if I give you five shillings each, that’ll be twenty-five shillings altogether. Stop ! let me 
see, yes, that’s right, one pound five.” Mr. Naylor then said : “Oh, thank you, Sir. That’ll do very 
well, Sir ; and I’m very much obliged to you, Sir.” The Vicar then handed over the money, with 
an intimation that, no doubt, be could depend upon him (Mr. Naylor) letting each of his mates 
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have his share of the said gratuity. Mr. Naylor (effusively), “Yes, that I will Sir ! And I thank you 
very much, Sir ! And I’m sure I hope you’ll enjoy many, many happy years here, Sir 1 And I’ll 
now wish you a very good evening, Sir.” Then pocketing the coin, he turned his face towards his 
happy home, with great difficulty repressing the chuckles which were gurgling in his virtuous 
breast. What “His Reverence” afterwards said when he discovered how he had been “had” in this 
transaction, I have never heard ; and I must leave that to the imagination of the reader. 

An old photograph. 

Apologizing for this little digression, I will now return to matters connected with our 
own parish, and more nearly to our own “times.” I think it was some time in the year 1861, that 
one of the Rector’s sons, I believe Mr. Charles Edward, who, for many years has been an 
honoured member of the Taunton “Board of Guardians,” was home on his holidays, and in 
some of his spare hours he practised as an amateur photographer. As such he then “took” some 
photos of buildings or other places of interest in our village. One of them was a picture of the 
lych Gate, part of the Churchyard, and the Southern side of the new Church. For many years 
past I have had this photo in my possession. In it can also be seen several of the (then) residents 
of the locality ; the first to notice being Miss Ellinor C. Lance ; who, in those days, her father, the 
Rector, used to say “was as good as six Curates to him.” Then there is Miss Alma Andree, then 
Governess at the Rectory ; Mr. John Billing, the mason ; Mr. John Hockey (standing coatless), 
who, about fifteen years ago, died at Swaddle's Green ; Mr. Joseph Hayes, who, some years 
afterwards, was killed in his sand-pit at Buckland Hill ; there is also a girl, Miss E. Pym, who 
afterwards became Mrs. J. J. Every. There are some others besides, whose names I do not know. 

The first Choral Festival. 

We now come to the year 1862. 1 cannot recollect anything special happening in that 
year concerning our Parish or Church, only that on the 28th of October, our unfinished and 
organless Church was utilised for the holding of a Choral Festival, the first event of that nature 
which had taken place in this part of England. As a help to make it successful, the Rev. W. 
Turner, of Trent, lent his hundred-guinea harmonium for use at that Service. 

Royal Nuptials. 

Soon after that, the eventful year 1863 dawned upon us. And the first thing I would here 
mention as happening in that year is the marriage, on the 10th of March, of His Royal Highness, 
Albert Edward, Prince of Wales. I do not intend to give here any detailed account of that day's 
proceedings ; and will only mention one or two little things as concerning the Rector and this 
parish. 

It was arranged to have a bonfire and jollification on Buckland Hill, with football and 
other games and sports in “Buckland Field.” 

In the forenoon of that day I left home to walk to the bonfire field, going via Newtown. 
On the Buckland Hill side of Newtown I met Mr. D. Newton, shop-keeper, returning with his 
horse and cart from “the field.” He just halted to tell me he had been up to the bonfire place 
with fifty loaves of bread, also that another man had arrived bringing several big “cheesen,” and 
yet another cart had come with one or more hogsheads of cider. I could only shout hurrah ! and 
hasten on towards that land of plenty, feeling a natural hankering to get alongside that store of 
substantial furnishings for “the inner man.” The weather proved favourable (for that time of the 
year), and most of the parishioners, old and young, were present. All too soon, darkness came 
over the scene, and the time arrived for lighting the bonfire, which soon blazed away in the 
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proper and orthodox manner. While it was burning, the “ear-piercing” instruments of the local 
“musicianers” were made to emit their shrillest and liveliest notes ; Mr. John Dyer (then a 
resident of Blackwater) thumped his very loudest on his old tambourine, and “all went merry as a 
marriage bell.” Then the Rector called for silence, as he wished to propose a toast, even the 
“Health of the happy Bridegroom, Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, and his charming Bride, the 
amiable Princess who had crossed the water from Denmark to make this England her future 
home.” He advised all who were present to do their best “to rend the very air with their heartiest 
cheers, etc.”' While this was being vociferously responded to, the Rector noticed that one 
parishioner who was standing near him seemed quite apathetic during the cheering process, and 
took not the slightest interest in it. This (apparently disloyal) person proved to be our old friend, 
Mr. J. Hayes ; who, for some hours, had been strolling around, carrying one of his little children 
in his arms, he being one of the few fathers who could handle or nurse a youngster as deftly as 
any woman in the land. The Rector rallied him on his lack of enthusiasm, and wondered why he 
did not shout with the rest. “The village blacksmith” soon told him what he thought about it, 
saying ; “What’s the Purnce o’ Wales?” “I shall never zee un.” He’s nothing to I.” “If ’twas you 
now, I’d cheer all night, or do anything else I could vor ye, but as vor the Purnce o’ Wales, pah ! 
What’s he?" You be our Purnce !” The Rector then gently reproved him, and said : “You are very 
wrong, you are very wrong, Hayes.” But Mr. Hayes still stuck to his text and to his guns, and 
repeated “You be our Purnce.” Then, seeing that some of those around him appeared to be 
somewhat hostile, he edged away from the crowd, muttering as he did so “You be our Purnce.” 
He then vanished into the surrounding darkness, and when he was probably about a hundred 
yards off we could hear his voice floating back to us, mingled with the crackling of the flames, 
“You be our Purnce.” 

“Hero Worship.” 

It may here be remarked that although the Rector felt bound to chide this man for his 
seeming disloyalty to “The Reigning House,” he could not feel otherwise than gratified at the 
display of “Hero Worship” as regarded himself. For, here was he, just seventy years old, Rector of 
Buckland St. Mary, Prebendary Lance, Master of Arts, Rural Dean, Squire-parson, etc., and here 
had come an unexpected augmentation of his “honours,” and he now (probably the only time in 
his life) had heard himself dubbed “Purnce.” 

Presentation of a Testimonial. 

A few weeks after this wedding flare up, a meeting of Buckland Farmers and their fellow-
parishioners was held in the village, as it was considered by many that a fitting time had come 
when they should present a Testimonial of some kind to their “beloved Rector.” At this 
gathering it was decided that Messrs. So-and-so should canvass the parish for subscriptions ; 
then, when that was completed, they would have another meeting, see how much had been 
collected, or promised, and decide what to do with it. At the next meeting it was proposed, 
seconded, and carried that they should expend about forty pounds of the money in the purchase 
of a handsome piece of solid silver plate in the form of a “salver,” with a suitable inscription 
engraved there-on. This article was soon afterwards supplied to them by Mr. Jos. Bunston, 
Jeweller, of Chard, and in due time it was handed over to the Rector. He tendered his grateful 
acknowledgments for the same in a printed letter, a copy of which was forwarded to every 
subscriber. 

Some weeks after this affair it was found that the Church would soon be ready for 
consecration, and after due deliberation and discussion it was agreed on that it should take place 
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on August 28th, and preparations were made accordingly. During those summer months an 
Organ was purchased for the Church, and erected in the North Transept, where it still stands. I 
believe it was a present from the Rev. W. Turner. 

August, 1863. 

At this place I may record the fact that on a certain day in this memorable Dedication 
month, another “Choral Festival” was held in this Church. At that Service I think it was Miss 
Mary Portman, now Mrs. C. E. Lance, who played the new Organ. The preacher on that 
occasion was the well-known orator and Divine, the Rev. William Robinson Clark, Vicar of St. 
Mary's, Taunton. His text was part of the first verse of the 147th Psalm, “O praise the Lord, for 
it is a good thing to sing praises unto our God.” And he then and there delivered one of the most 
impressive and eloquent sermons it has ever been my lot to listen to. 

Some little time before the day of Consecration it was arranged that the Choir of 
Sherborne Abbey Church, with their Organist, Mr. Herbert, should come and take a leading part 
in the musical portion of the Church Services on that day, The Rector sent invitations to all the 
adults living in the parish to partake of a dinner after the Morning Service, the caterer for the 
same being Mr. D. V. Lutley, of the Lamb and Flag Inn, while the famous man-cook and 
confectioner, Mr. Wickenden, of Taunton, was engaged to provide a grand spread for the 
hundreds of gentry who had been invited and were expected. The two or three marquees 
required for the purpose were erected on the upper part of the big lawn of the Rectory grounds. 

Saint Bartholomew's Day : “Morning Prayer.” 

At eleven o’clock on the morning of the 28th. the principal Service of the day 
commenced. The Canticles were sung to Anglican Chants, also the special Psalms, which were 
the 84th, “O how amiable are thy dwellings, etc.,” the 122nd, “I was glad when they said unto 
me, etc., the 132nd, “Lord remember David, etc.” The words of the Anthem were, “How lovely 
are the messengers that preach us the Gospel of Peace. To all the nations is gone forth the sound 
of their words, throughout all the lands their glad tidings.” This Anthem opens with an Alto 
solo, which at this Service was enchantingly rendered by the (alto) soloist of the Sherborne Abbey 
Choir. I may remark, in passing, that in singing this Anthem, the trebles have to sing up to the 
note A on first leger line, A “natural,” not A “flat,” and I believe this is the only occasion on 
which so high a note has yet been sung in this Church. The Lord Bishop of the Diocese, besides 
taking the Consecration part of the Service, also preached the sermon, his text being the 27th 
verse of the 16th chapter of the 1st Book of Chronicles, “Glory and honour are in his presence ; 
strength and gladness are in his place.” 

The Morning Service being over, those who were invited to the dinner turned their faces 
Eastward, in which direction the tents were standing, I went with the stream of expectant diners, 
and soon arrived at the top of the lawn, which, if the weather is fine, as it was on this day, is a 
lovely situation for such a gathering. Those who cared to do so could stand near the marquees 
and, looking Westward and Southward, see some of the Blackdown and many of the noted 
Devonshire hills. 

The Dinner. 

The dinner-hour having come, I must now introduce to my readers a certain male 
personage who figures rather largely in this eat-and-be-merry recital : a man who, up to that 
time, had passed as an ordinary, obscure villager, but who now flashed like a meteor into a 
prominent notability. This was none other than Mr. Emmanuel Locock, the carpenter, whose 
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mother, Mrs. Locock, of Whitestaunton„ was the lady who had the pleasure of dancing at the 
Jubilee of King George the III., and who, seventy-seven years afterwards, enjoyed the honour of 
joining in a dance with the Squire of Whitestaunton, at the celebration of the Jubilee of Her 
Majesty Queen Victoria. Now this Mr. Locock was a hearty, jolly sort of man, big, tall, and 
strong, and altogether a good specimen of an old-time Britisher. In his usual and daily work he 
was accustomed to handle the drawing-knife, hatchet, and other edge tools, 

But at this Dedication Feast he found himself called upon to wield the carving-knife and 
fork : and at this task he so acquitted himself as to win the admiration of all beholders. It soon 
became evident that he did not wish to emulate or imitate the Restaurant style, where they 
generally shave off their meat in dainty slices nearly as thick as tissue paper, and which a puff of 
wind would blow off your plate ; nor was he anxious to bestow all his time on his comrades, to 
the neglect of his own dinner. Therefore he arranged his “plan of campaign” accordingly, and 
forthwith “proceeded to action.” He measured with his eye the joint of meat before him, then 
counted the number of those who were supposed to partake of it, which, I believe, were just 
twelve persons. Taking firm grip of the knife and fork, he stood up at the table, and set his teeth, 
determined to dare, do, or die, or perish in the attempt. Then, in a twinkling, his knife 
descended with the force and precision of a French guillotine at an execution ; and before you 
could say “Jack,” quite leaving out “Robinson,” this joint of nice, cold, roast beef was severed 
into two fairly-equal portions. Two or three more plunges with the knife, and each of these 
halves were again halved. He then cut each of the quarters into three lumps, about equal in size ; 
a sight of either of which would make any hungry Englishman’s mouth water profusely. It only 
then remained for the dozen pieces to be tossed into as many plates, and handed round the table, 
and the thing was done. Then, the other viands being all ready, we were soon able to “fall to.” 
Then the knife-and-fork drill went merrily on. Now it has many times been noticed that in any 
collection of diners, whether old or young, rich or poor, British or Foreign, where they are 
allowed to eat as much as they like, there are nearly always some who can and will and do eat 
more than the rest. So, on this occasion, it bye and bye leaked out that there were two or 
three who could do with “a small bit moor, pleyze.” Our resourceful beef-slicer was quickly “to 
the fore ;” and, simultaneously grasping the situation, and the big fork, he left his seat, and set off 
on a foraging expedition. At a table in some other part of the tent, he made the acquaintance of a 
decent looking joint which he thought would “do,” and which did not seem to belong to any one 
in particular. He speedily commandeered the same, and returned in triumph to his own table, 
bearing aloft his greasy fork, with the newly-acquired joint impaled thereon. There was then 
meat enough and to spare, and abundance for all. 

However, before the meal was fairly ended, it came to my knowledge, by telephone, 
wireless, telepathy, or otherwise, that “the aristocracy” in the adjoining marquee had finished 
their repast ; and that the flow of post-prandial oratory would soon be in full swing. I, therefore, 
became anxious to shift my quarters, and get to where I could hear the main part of it ; and then, 
without bestowing a handshake, a “tip,” or even thanks on our knife-and-fork hero, I slunk from 
the table, and “made tracks” for the open air, and the other tent hard by. I there sought, and 
soon found a “coign of vantage,” outside the tent, not far from the Chairman’s position, where I 
could apply my ear at an opening in the canvas, and listen to the speeches, without being plainly 
seen by those within. 

After Dinner. 

It was not long before I heard the Chairman, who was no other than our (then) very own 
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Rector, proposing “The health of Baron Auckland, Lord Bishop of the Diocese, the genial Prelate 
who had graced that day’s function, who had consecrated the Sacred Edifice, and who, moreover, 
had preached to them an admirable sermon :” “Now, out of respect to His Lordship’s High 
Office, he suggested that, instead of honouring “the toast in the ordinary manner, each person 
present should quietly hold up his or her hand.” … “There !” he said, “all held up their hands 
except one lady, Miss So-and-so,” and he pointed her out to the company. This evoked some 
loud laughter, in which the blushing lady alluded to did not join. His Lordship promptly 
responded to the toast, and in the course of his remarks said that “It had been his lot, as Bishop, 
to Consecrate many new and restored Churches, but that was the first time in his career that he 
had Consecrated a—Cathedral” (rousing and long-sustained applause) : “and he did not think 
that any other Bishop then living in Her Majesty’s dominions had done that much” (Renewed 
applause). The Chairman was soon again on his legs, and proceeded to say that he had recently 
attended the Church-opening Festivities at the neighbouring village of Combe St. Nicholas ; 
and, in a speech on that occasion, the Vicar of Combe, the Rev. Hans F. Hamilton, had stated 
that he (Mr. Hamilton) considered that a “Church built by the united efforts of a parish was a 
much more interesting structure than one built by the colossal fortune of an individual.” “Now, 
with that idea and sentiment he (Mr. Lance) cordially agreed ; and, then and now, gave it his full 
assent.” “But, for his part, he thought he could go one better than that, and he would venture to 
say that a Church erected through the exertions of a Minister and his parishioners, assisted by the 
contributions of relatives and friends in distant parts of the country and of the world was a still 
more interesting Place of Worship.” (Hear, hear.) “Therefore he had come there that day, 
furnished with a paper, which he held in his hand, on which was written a list, which he would 
read to them presently, of those kind contributors which he had just spoken of, and he did not 
mind telling them, as a sort of secret which he wished everybody to know, that that list had been 
prepared by his dear wife, who, he might add, was a capital hand at figures, in fact, she was a 
capital hand at everything : and whereas a man’s wife was usually called his better half, he, seeing 
how Mrs. Lance’s good qualities preponderated, had come to regard her as his better 
threequarters.” (Hear, hear-r-r, loud laughter, and cheers for Mrs. Lance). “The first name on the 
list was that of his revered friend and brother-in-law, the late Mr. Henry Porcher, who had 
presented them with the handsome and interesting Works-of-Mercy Window which had been 
placed in the North Aisle of the Church. Then his wife, Mrs. Porcher, had also been a generous 
contributor. He next came to the name of his dear sister, Mrs. Mary Turner, who had given 
them the beautiful large window they could all see at the East end of the Chancel. And her 
husband, the Rev. W. Turner, had presented them with the magnificent window which had been 
placed at the Western end of the Church. But, unfortunately, those two gifts had been the cause 
of a (more or less serious) conjugal brawl between Mr. and Mrs. Turner, for Mrs. Turner, 
perhaps woman-like (laughter) felt much nettled and annoyed because she had been given to 
understand that Mr. Turner’s window was better than hers.” (Loud laughter.) Then Mr. So-and-
so had given an “Apostle,” while Mrs. Somebody else had given a certain sum of money ; and 
soon he came to the name of his friend, the Rev. F. B. Portman, of Staple Fitzpaine, who, he 
might tell them was a gentleman whose heart was larger than his purse, who had a long family 
pulling at him, yet who had given them a decent contribution, in fact he knew that whenever 
Mr. Portman was asked to help in any good cause, he always managed to screw out something : 
but, as he had said before, he could not afford to be generous, having that long family, yet he 
would repeat it that Mr. Portman’s heart was larger than his purse, and he considered that to be 
very creditable to Mr. Portman. (Hear, hear, Hear, hear.) Next there came his friend, Mr. 
Fitzhugh, who had given them an “Apostle” and a door : while another friend, Mr. So-and-so, 
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had given them a substantial contribution. Then some of his own sons had presented them with 
certain windows : and, to crown all, the Rev. W. Marshall, Vicar of Ilton, had given them a black 
book of Common Prayer, which no one could read.” (Loud laughter.) The said Mr. Marshall, who 
was sitting near, thus finding himself held up to merriment, sang out—with a kind of mock 
indignation—“Why we chanted the Litany from it this morning.” (Laughter.) “That’s how ’twas 
you made so many blunders,” said the Rector. This rejoinder of the Chairman’s elicited shrieks of 
laughter, in which Mr. Marshall heartily joined. While this was subsiding, the Rector looked at 
his watch and then made the announcement that it was nearly time for the Afternoon Service, 
and they must break up forthwith. 

The large gathering thereupon quitted the marquee, some going for a stroll amongst the 
beautiful trees, shrubs, and flowers which adorned the Rectory domain, while many more 
wended their way Churchwards, to be present at the Afternoon Service. 

Evening Prayer. 

At three o’clock this Service commenced ; the Canticles and the Psalms for the 28th 
evening of the month being chanted to Gregorian “tones :” a couple of Hymns were sung ; and 
the Anthem was “O how amiable are thy dwellings, Thou Lord of Hosts. Blessed are they that 
dwell in Thy House ; they will be alway praising Thee. Alleluia.” The sermon was preached by 
the (then) well-known Canon Liddon : his text being the 8th verse of the 26th Psalm : “Lord, I 
have loved the habitation of Thy House, and the place where Thine honour dwelleth.” 

It is hardly necessary to say that many joyous peals were rung on the Church bells during 
the day. 

“Now the day is over.” 

And now this “day of days” was drawing to its close, and the visitors and others dispersed 
to their homes. The weather throughout the day was “all that could be desired,” which helped to 
make the Festival enjoyable and pleasing. 

It was, undoubtedly, a great day for Buckland, and especially for the Rector and his 
family ; who had now witnessed the realisation of hopes long cherished ; and the satisfactory 
consummation of their endeavours to provide for the parish this commodious and ornate 
Sanctuary. 

It was stated in a newspaper account of the day’s proceedings, I think, “Nowlen’s Weekly 
Chronicle,” Chard, that “during the day, not less than two thousand persons were present.” The 
“report” also bore testimony to the courtesy displayed by Messrs. John Wyatt and John Pyle, the 
Churchwardens, who had been untiring in their efforts to provide seating accommodation for 
the large number of visitors who had attended the Services in the Church. It may here be 
mentioned that Mr. Jabez Wyatt, who is now Churchwarden, which office he has filled without 
a break nearly forty years, is the youngest son of the above-named John Wyatt ; which same John 
Wyatt was in 1872, after having served thirty years as Churchwarden, presented by his fellow-
parishioners with testimonials in the form of a large Bible and a silver tea-pot. 

Dramatic Performances. 

It may be here recorded that the large number of juveniles who thronged the village on 
this Festal Day were much amused and entertained in watching performances of the celebrated 
Broom-stick Drama, in which the chief artistes are the elderly, yet ever-active comedians, Mr. 
Punch and his wife, commonly called “Punch and Judy.” And I may add that this was the only 
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occasion I ever knew it to be performed in this parish. 

Quite another subject. 

Those persons—and especially elderly people—who care to dabble in the Black Art, 
demonology, and occultism generally, may be interested to learn that Mr. W. Brewer, of 
Taunton, usually known as “Billy-the-Piper,” was present at these Festivities. I saw him in the 
Churchyard, and remember some of the remarks he gave utterance to. I noted his dark and 
piercing eyes and the ringlets of black hair hanging about his neck. Whether it was his own 
natural hair, or whether he wore a wig, I cannot say. Since that time I have heard some—but, 
there, “that’s another story.” 

The missing parcel. 

When reading newspaper or other “reports” of the goings on at fêtes and festivals, we 
usually come to such words as “the affair passed off without a hitch of any kind.” Now, in my 
present account of these Church-opening proceedings, I think it would not be fitting to 
introduce that stereotyped phrase ; for, as an impartial and faithful historian, I find I have here to 
record some few particulars concerning a little mischance which came to pass on that day : and 
which, although the cause of amusement to many, became the source of some embarrassment, 
and perhaps anger, to several others. To make myself and this matter intelligible it is necessary to 
say that the Rev. W. Marshall, herein-before spoken of, took a great interest in these festive 
proceedings ; in fact he was the person who had arranged, compiled, and caused to be printed, 
the Consecration Service Book which was used at these Services, copies of which were distributed 
in large numbers. In this Service-book were set forth the words and (vocal) music of the 
Canticles, Psalms, and Hymns which were sung on the occasion ; also the words of the Anthems. 
Now Mr. Marshall, knowing that the unsurpliced (male) members of the Buckland Choir would 
have to walk in the procession from the Rectory to the Church with the surpliced Clergy and the 
Sherhorne Abbey Choir, very properly and sensibly considered that it would be more seemly if 
the Buckland Choir were enrobed in white. He therefore undertook to provide such surplices. So 
by the time the day arrived, he had bought, borrowed, or begged sufficient of that light raiment 
to meet the supposed requirements, and had the same done up in a parcel ready to take with him 
when he went to Buckland on the festal morn. But when he arrived at his destination, he was 
exasperated to find that, through an oversight on the part of somebody or other this precious 
parcel had been left behind at Ilton. He soon raised a “hue and cry,” and a call for a dapper 
person who would be willing to hasten to Ilton for the missing goods, so as they could have the 
things for use at the Afternoon Service, which would be better than not having them at all. A 
man was soon found willing to undertake the journey, and who may here he styled “Marshall’s 
porter.” They considered him to be just the man for the job. He was a teacher in the Sunday 
School ; sober, “single,” and about forty years old : one who would not stay about tippling at 
every (or any) “public house :” nor would he waste time indulging in the luxury of flirting with 
Mr. Marshall's (or any-body elses) servant maids. A suitable horse, bridled and saddled for him 
to ride on, was supplied by a small farmer in the village, so as he would be able to go quickly and 
comfortably. He soon set off, on foot, with the bridle on his arm, apparently intending to walk 
the first two or three hundred yards, which were up-hill : and he was expected to return before 
the dinner-hour. Bye-and-bye, dinner-time arrived, but not “Marshall’s porter.” Then two 
o’clock, and even at half-past two there was no sign of our man. So Mr. Marshall and some 
others became dismayed at this second non-arrival of the desired garments ; and they nervously 
sent another man up the Ilminster road to meet the expected porter, snatch the parcel from him, 
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and race with it to the robing room with all speed. But, alas, the man had to return and report 
that he had failed to descry the missing messenger. Then more waiting, and more consternation. 
But, as luck would have it, just at the latest moment that their getting ready for the procession 
could be delayed, the long-looked-for carrier was seen coming down the hill, still on foot, with 
the bridle on one arm, and the much-wanted package dangling on the other. So the situation was 
“saved,” and the male members of our Choir were able to deck themselves in white raiment, and 
forthwith proceed to the Church, to take their part in the Evening Service ; while the laggard 
porter had the rest of the day in which to get outside of his dinner. 

What a mystery. 

It then gradually became known to the public that this man, although he had the horse 
to facilitate matters and so return quickly, had actually walked all the distance, and had thus been 
delayed rather than helped by having the animal. He had been an agriculturist all his life, yet had 
probably never bestridden a horse, and was afraid to mount. But why he took the nag with him if 
he was afraid to ride it has remained a mystery up to the present time. Some people thought he 
must have taken the animal just for company, or that perhaps he thought the horse knew the 
place he wanted to go to better than he did, and would lead him direct to Ilton. No doubt Mr. 
Marshall and some others raised their eye-brows in wonderment on learning the cause of the 
delay ; and they probably made use of some unprintable expressions not at all complimentary to 
the man by whom they had thus been angered and inconvenienced. So, the matter being 
unexplained and unexplainable, must be consigned to oblivion as one of the unsolved mysteries, 
and as a phenomenal instance of “rustic simplicity.” 

The sole survivor. 

Of the adult members of the Choir who then, for the first time, donned a surplice, I may 
say that the only one now living in this neighbourhood is the veteran calf-merchant, Mr. W. D. 
Berry. 

The end. 

1 have nothing further to add concerning that pleasant and memorable day, only to say 
that I feel certain it was one of the very happiest which the Rev. J. E. Lance experienced during 
the whole course of his long and well-spent life. 


