1990 At Home in  a Village
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AT HOME IN A VILLAGE:
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worthy are known as “Hprniwinks”, which
might sound a little ofiensive, but is, in
fact, the local name for ¢ species of plover,
the pee-wit, which used to be found in
large numbers on Bradvlorthy Moors.

Glorious stories abound, and there is a
super tale of the time when years ago it
was said the Mayor of Bradninch took
precedence over the Mayor of Exeter, some
ten miles away.

One day the city’s mayor came to visit
the Mayor of Bradninch with a letter.
Being a  thatcher by occupation, the
Bradninch dignatory was on a ladder at
the time, and there was no way he would
come down to the Exeter mayor.

Bible

So Exeter's leading citizen had to climb
the ladder where, it is said, the Bradninch
man, no great scholar, unfortunately read
the message upside down.

Of course any good village has to have a
good pub, and there are, not surprisingly,
some nice stories about a number of
hostelries.

In Halberton at the end of the last
century, when the public houses were open

all day, some of the better-off villagers
drank large quantities of beer and whisky
(3 shillings and sixpence a bottle). One
“hostess” of the New Inn was in the habit
of reading a chapter from the Bible to her
customers on a Sunday evening, presuma-
bly, says the book, to produce a sobering
effect.

Devon has produced a rich harvest of
famous writers, but apart from Sherlock
Holmes addicts, not many might realise
that “The Hound of the Baskervilles”
originated in Ipplepen.

Conan Doyle was a frequent visitor to a
friend, Bertie Robinson, who lived at
Parkhill House. He was driven in a horse
and carriage to Dartmoor to gather
material by the groom (Harry Baskerville)
and so the title of the famous chiller.

Harry was born and lived in a cottage
which is still in existence in the village.

Churches too are essential to village life
and they produce a wealth of anecdotal
material. It is said that at Lydford on a
wintry occasion a parishioner was so sure
the weather would prevent a service that
she temporarily housed her goose and
goslings in the pulpit. But the people

made their way to |church and a
sympathetic clergyman  preached, legs
astride so as not to distur'd the birds. They
showed their thanks by pecking him
painfully. g

Most _certainly this is not just a book
about the past, but of village life now as
well, although at Monk’nampton the past
and present, can still be' heard. Here you
will find one of the few; survivals of a
working village smithy in the county. Say
the writers: “Perhaps the esscnce of the
village is still the occasional striiking from
the blacksmith’s forge — a true  echo of

yesteryear.”
Gibbet \

But returning to churches, one minister
at North Bovey was not too impressed by
his new parishioners and wrote: “They
were very turbulent people — the women
were awful — the whole village was much
addicted to scandalous gossip of the worst:
description. They tore each other’s hair out,
by handfuls and they flung crockery and!
stones at each other, and one actually
leaned out of a window, pistol in hand,
and threatened the life of a policeman .*
That was in 1886, and to be fair, he d/id

Mo g,
add: “They were as generous as they were
fierce.” LR
Strange things can happen in villages. it
is said the De-Bathe Pool overflows (even
in dry weather) immediately prior to some
national disaster or bereavement. The
book tells us this happened just before the
deaths of Nelson, Pitt, Wellington, and
King Edward VII, and when the First
World War broke out.

Another point the book vividly makes is
that what we think of as history is
sometimes not so long ago. The value of
talking to the older people and tapping
their precious memories is well illustrated.

At Stoodleigh, Gibbett Moor was indeed
the site of the gibbet where many a sheep
stealer was hanged. A local resident tells
how her great grandmother recalled going
to Gibbett Moor to see one of the last men
hanged there.

In this cracking book once again the
‘women of the WI's prove just how good a
Jjob they do when they set about a task and
this is a publication that enhances Devon’s
knowl ige of local history as well as
painting a rich canvas of life in the
county’s villages.





