
A Tour of the Parish of Soulbury with the Vicar in 1871

What follows is a fictional tour of the Parish of Soulbury by its vicar, David Carson in 
1871.  All of the fifty-two people mentioned in it are real – they all lived in Soulbury 
at the time.  The biographical details of each of them are factually correct, which have 
been extracted from newspaper archives, census and church records and various 
historical documents.  The only fictional aspects to the imagined tour are the motives 
and thoughts attributed to the vicar, which are in tune with what is known of his 
leading role in village life, his pastoral work and his recourse to law when it suited 
him.  So come with the vicar to meet a good number of the residents in Soulbury 
almost 150 years ago.

It is 1871 and the Reverend David Carson is the vicar of All Saints Church at 
Soulbury.  He has been the vicar there for five years now.  Because there isn’t yet a 
vicarage in Soulbury owned by the Church he lives, with his wife and housekeeper, in 
the prestigious setting of Church Square in Leighton Buzzard, but also lodges 
sometimes in Soulbury where he has housekeeper and servant.

Today is Thursday the 28th of September 1871.  Waking at his home in Leighton he 
finds that it is a fine, warm late September day.  Carson is fifty-two years old.  He, like 
the major landowner in Soulbury and local baronet, is from Ireland.  Today he is going 
to make a tour round the parish in his cart, which will take him all day.  He has some 
parochial duties to undertake, such as seeing some of those who require his pastoral 
care and meeting some of those with whom he shares power in the running of the 
parish.  He has a problem or two with some of the villagers.  Visiting Hollingdon in 
particular is a concern to him.

Carson rises early, as he wants to complete the four-mile journey to Soulbury by 
eight in the morning.  He has made the journey many times, so he knows that he has 
to pace his horse up the very long, continuous climb through Linslade up to the flat, 
rolling hill tops near Soulbury.   As usual he walks his horse for a stretch near Mile 
Bush before easing him up to The Dollar.  He doesn’t want to strain him at the start 
of a long day.  He thinks he will do about twenty miles today, which is about the limit 
for his horse.  As he reaches the brow of the hill he can see the square tower of his 
church, All Saints, Soulbury, in the near distance.  It isn’t going take him long now.  He 
rests his horse a short while, before making the three quarters of a mile or so into 
the village.  He isn’t stopping at any farms on the way, as he plans to go to them when 
he comes to the end of his tour.

Arriving at Soulbury village he goes straight to the stables at the Boot Inn where he 
will leave his horse to feed and rest whilst he is at the Church, which is close by.  
Stabling there is good and he knows his horse will be in capable hands.  Carson 
hopes that twelve-year-old Charles Orchard from the Green, who helps out in 
stables, will be there to look after his horse.

Now Carson is attending alone to some paperwork in the vestry before setting off 
on his journey round the parish.  He is half expecting Thomas Jarvis, the elderly and 
experienced Parish Clerk to join him but he doesn’t turn up, so he thinks that later 
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he will call in on him at his cottage, on The Green.  He goes outside into the warming 
sunshine and takes a drink of water from a bottle as he stands on the path leading 
from the main church door down to the High Road.  He is in no hurry at the 
moment, so takes in the scene around him.  He turns full right and looks across the 
graveyard marked with monumental stones of varying ages and grandeur.  The ones 
of the former, more prominent members of local society are nearer the church or 
the path.  He looks across the expanse of graveyard, feeling content that it is in 
relatively good order.  Some of the wooden crosses of earlier paupers graves are 
now rotten and they have been cleared away.  The locations of these now unmarked 
graves are recorded on a piece of paper tucked into the Register of Burials.

	
The Church from corner of Church Lane and High Road c. 1920

The Church sits back from the road on a prominent mound, which the High Road 
skirts round.  From a little beyond the south doorway the land falls from the edge of 
the graveyard down a field where sheep are grazing.  The field abuts Church Lane 
where there are a few cottages and a noisy farm.  From here, a path leads back 
behind the church in a long curve.  It provides access to the rear of some houses that 
are found further along the High Road the other side of the church.  Another path 
leading from it strikes north towards Ragmore and Hollingdon.  It is marked by a 
small signpost, which in 1904 children from the Endowed School would deface with 
obscene writing in an early example of juvenile vandalism!

Carson’s eyes focus on the junction of Church Lane and the High Road where some 
people are standing about.  Then he looks along the High Road as it runs slightly 
downhill, away from him, beyond Church Lane.  There are some cottages, the village 
shop and the Boot Inn.  Harriet Mead is the innkeeper and is a local farmer.  He sees 
her servant clearing away the mess left by a horse that had been tethered in front of 
it.  Keeping the foreground and the entrance clear and clean is an essential part of 
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running the Inn even though there are no other inns or ale houses in the centre of 
the village these days. 

	

The Boot Inn c 1900

He turns slightly to the left to follow the curve of the High Road as it rises slightly 
uphill from the Boot back towards the centre of the village.  He sees the village 
grocer’s store – a single detached thatched cottage that is run by George Gee and 
his wife.  Being a village grocer could have its difficulties.  A month back Gee had to 
resort to the courts to recover money from a local labourer, John Rowe who had 
not paid his bills.  He also has had trouble with Robert Whiting and his wife.  They 
had been the cause of an altercation in the shop that caused damage to some goods 
and slight injury to Mrs Gee when Mrs Whiting became violent. 

	

The Grocers Shop and Village Pump on High Road, Soulbury C 1900 (looking from 
near front of the Boot Inn.)

Some women are at the shop seeking out provisions.  They are chatting about this 
and that which Carson cannot hear from this distance.  In fact they are talking about 
the price of prepared straw for plaiting and one of them says that Bethia Robinson, a 
Soulbury woman, is coming today to collect their plait.  Like many clergymen in the 
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Chilterns and areas to the north he has mixed feelings about the prevalence of straw 
plaiting in villages such as Soulbury.  Whilst it brought in extra money to help feed 
hard pressed, poorly paid farm labourers’ families he felt it was associated with a life 
style of low morals amongst teenage girls such as some at Ragmore and Hollingdon.  
He knows them well and will meet some of them shortly.  

Some children are at the village pump next to the grocers.  They are collecting water 
in buckets and ewers for their mothers.  An elderly woman tries to jump the queue, 
chiding the young boys who mock her ungainly movements.

Next to Gee’s grocery is small room, which is dark and poorly ventilated.  Carson 
hears the sounds of young children rhythmically chanting coming from it.  He could 
just make out the words  - ‘Under one and over two, pull it tight and that will do’.   
The door is open.  If he were closer he would be able to see two rows of small 
children hunched over their work – they are plaiting straw.  The chanting encourages 
a steady and rhythmic production of plait. They will be there for seven to eight hours 
each day.  This is Betsy Evans’s Straw Plait School, where children as young as five 
learn the techniques of making different types of plait, which is then sold by dealers 
like Bethia Robinson.   It is really a workshop (in reality it is a ‘sweatshop’ in modern 
terms), not a school.  Carson thinks that the children ought to be in the endowed 
school just along the road, but they are working to supplement their parents’ meagre 
wages.  The existence of straw plait schools is a contentious issue amongst social 
reformers.
 
Further along on the opposite side of the road and right in front of the church are 
more small thatched cottages – quite a number in fact.   At Edward Stone’s cottage 
he catches a fleeting glimpse of his widowed mother, Mary Stone.  He thinks to 
himself whether it could only three years ago that her husband, John, committed 
suicide by hanging himself in the privy in the garden.  So much has gone in since then. 
He now thinks of William Gurney of Hollingdon who drowned himself a year later.  
He pointedly remembers that both drank too much at times.  He strongly believes in 
the evils of alcohol and campaigns for temperance.  Carson wants to speak with Mrs 
Stone but she avoids making eye contact and hides herself back inside the cottage.

Carson’s gaze sweeps further left towards to Chapel Hill.  It leads off from the High 
Road, a little bit up the road from the gate into the Churchyard.  In the middle of the 
entrance to Chapel Hill is a very large rock that was left by retreating glaciers.  
Chapel Hill is a very short lane that narrows to an exit.  On its right side are several 
more, older, thatched cottages.  On the left near the end of the short lane, Carson 
can’t see the small Wesleyan Chapel that’s been there some thirty years.  The foul 
smelling open sewer from the Endowed School that ran in front of its door has now 
been covered over.   For several years it had been a foul obstacle that the Wesleyans 
had had to cross over to get into their chapel.  He has mixed views about the 
Wesleyans.  On the whole they are decent people – a mix of respectable farmers and 
labourers, but they are a large group in the village, with more regular worshippers 
than Carson gets at his church.   
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The view today from the High Road looking into Chapel Hill on the right.

The large building in the centre is Lovatt house.  To the left can be seen the roof of 
the New Endowed School Building (now a house).  To the right is a single story brick 
building, which is the old Wesleyan Methodist Chapel (now a house).  In front of the 
black car in front of Lovatt House is the large glacial erratic stone, which sits in the 
centre of the junction of High Road and Chapel Hill.  The Church is behind and to 
the left of the standpoint of the photographer.

The map below shows Carson route around Soulbury Parish, starting from All Saints 
Church.
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Carson can’t see the rest of the cottages in the High Road that are to the left of his 
position on the path leading to the church gate, because the road bends round 
behind some trees.  He sighs and reflects that he needs to get on with his ‘tour of 
inspection’ of the parish.  His horse, well refreshed, is waiting patiently for him at the 
stables.  He climbs onto the cart and sets off up the High Road.  There are people 
walking to and fro.  Most of them acknowledge him and he, them.  The occasional 
farm cart passes along the road too.  Carson sees two men who he doesn’t know 
who are walking through the village and he assumes are looking for work.  There are 
always men looking for work.  It is now gone nine o’clock when most of the men of 
the village will have already been working for three hours.  They organise their lives 
by the sun, not by the clock.

He passes the impressive new Endowed School building next to Lovatt House.  It is a 
remarkable neo-gothic structure that shouts out its authority as a seat of learning.  A 
few boys and girls are playing in their separate playgrounds.  The school recently 
received a ‘good’ if superficial report following a diocesan inspection under the new 
education act.  Carson is probably content about that but questions remain in his	
mind about who is receiving the free education on offer there.  Reverend Carson 
reminds himself that he needs to catch up with Henry Poynter, the schoolmaster, 
who was appointed Overseer of the Poor in Soulbury a few months back.  Next 
week they will need to talk about a meeting of the Leighton Buzzard Union that is 
coming up.

Further on there are more thatched cottages and soon he arrives at a junction 
where the main part of Soulbury village ends.  Altogether there are some one 
hundred and ninety people living in the forty-seven or so cottages in the main part of 
the village that is found along the High Road, in Chapel Hill and in Church Lane. They 
include nine elderly paupers supported by the Harris Charity established by the will 
of Innocent Harris, Vicar of Soulbury who died in 1660.  Carson applauds the acts of 
charity that support the poor of the village.  He remembers how cold January had 
been this year when David Birdsey, a local farmer, generously gave three tons of coal 
and wood to the poor.

At the junction at the end of the High Road the road divides into two.  The road to 
the right passes through the length of The Green, and onwards to the Three Locks in 
the Ouzel valley.  In the distance some ducks are busily occupied on the small pond 
at the far end where The Green opens out a little.  There are two clusters of 
cottages (sixteen in total) and a couple of farms at either end of the Green.  Eighty-
nine people live here.  Obadiah Bowden, one of the farmers on The Green comes 
along the road to talk briefly with Carson about his geese.
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The Green, Soulbury c 1910

Carson turns left at the junction onto what is known as Black Smith Hill.  He hears 
the noise of the village blacksmith and farrier, Richard Knight, and Alfred Sharp his 
apprentice working at their forge.  They are very attentive to their demanding work 
so minimally acknowledge his presence.

Blacksmith Hill, (Stewkley Road?) Soulbury. C 1910

He is now on the road from Soulbury to Stewkley.  Three hundred yards on, to his 
right, he sees the two remaining run down cottages at Ragmore.  They are in a poor 
state of repair.  He has been told that Mary Ann Tearle and Betsy Evans have been 
rowing there again.  They often row.  In a couple of years both will up before the 
magistrates in Linslade because of rowing with each other, each accusing the other of 
common assault.  Betsy is at her plait school so there is no unpleasantness going on 
between her and Mary Ann Tearle at the moment.  

Reverend Carson is at Ragmore on a more compassionate matter.  Last January 
Catherine Robinson died suddenly following a miscarriage, leaving her husband 
William to bring up their children.  The eldest of these is, Jane, an impressionable 
twelve-year old who works as a straw plaiter.  Reverend Carson is concerned for her 
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welfare for tongues are wagging that eighteen months on her father is drinking more 
and neglecting the children.  Carson finds Jane of poor appearance with unkempt hair 
and dirty skin, more than is usual for children of poor straw plaiters.  She looks 
neglected and not well nourished.  Does he do anything about it?  Unfortunately we 
don’t know.  Possibly he does, for four months later William Robinson is charged 
with neglect of his family and is sentenced to two months imprisonment with hard 
labour, which he will serve at Aylesbury gaol.

The Stewkley road bends a bit near Ragmore to straighten up before the junction 
with Hollingdon lane.  Carson slows to a halt at the Red Lion Inn, which is part of 
Exhibition Row situated by this junction.  He wants to say hello to John Lake, the 
innkeeper.  Carson doesn’t approve of alcoholic drinks but given his job, Lake tends 
to know what is going on locally so is a good contact for the vicar.  Whilst there, he 
also wants to call in on John and Martha Gurney.  They live in one of the cottages in 
the row, which Gurney owns and built a few years ago.  There is a problem with the 
total lack of sanitation there, which will lead to Gurney being told by the magistrates 
to put right ‘the nuisance’ or face a big fine.  

	
Exhibition Row (the former Red Lion Inn is the taller building) C 2000

A poor, middle-aged, woman called Martha Syrett comes out of the cottage next to 
the Inn.  She is not long widowed and is not of Carson’s flock.  Carson asks her how 
she is going.  She is a Primitive Methodist who prefers to worship outdoors when 
possible and is ‘agin’ the trappings of established ‘churchness’ as she called it.  Only 
last June she was one of over a hundred people who attended an open-air Primitive 
Methodist service in the orchard opposite Stone’s Farm down the hill in Hollingdon.  
No one else is at home in Exhibition Row.  Carson turns the cart around and takes 
the track that leads off the Stewkley Road to Wainscott Farm.  Here lives farmer 
Durrant, a strong member of the local church and the Vestry.  Carson takes a cup of 
tea and they discuss matters of current interest in the village.  Men like Durrant are 
important allies for Carson in the exercise of village politics so this is an important 
part of his trip.
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Reverend Carson now has the task of making the half-mile or more journey down to 
Hollingdon.  He has unfinished business there with Matthew Mead, a farmer, and is a 
little unsure about the possibility of meeting him.  He decides to go first to Great 
Hollingdon and then double back up the hill to Little Hollingdon.  Locals often call 
Great Hollingdon, ‘Further ‘Ollington’ because it is further from Soulbury village than 
Little Hollingdon.  Carson’s horse finds its feet and rhythm well as it descends 
Hollingdon Lane.  To his right he can see one of the farms of Little Hollingdon slightly 
above him.  In front he can follow the land down into the hollow after which 
Hollingdon is named.  Great Hollingdon nestles in the trees in front of him.  The hill is 
not steep and there is fresh water for the horse in the stream at the bottom of it.  As 
he approaches ‘Further Ollington’ he can see Clay Hill Farm, where Matthew Mead is 
the tenant farmer.  A hundred yards beyond Clay Hill Farm is Stones Farm where 
James Stone lives.  Three years ago Stone was found guilty by the Linslade Magistrates 
of mutilating Carson’s dog by cutting it and rubbing turpentine in the wounds.  A year 
later Mead claimed Carson had slandered him before the court case against Stone 
was held by alleging that it was he who had mutilated the dog and not Stone.  Stone 
and Carson do not get on, nor do Mead and Carson.  If Carson believed in Daniel in 
the lion’s den then he was getting close to his own lion’s den in ‘Further ‘Ollington’.  

A further complication in Carson’s relationship with Stone is that earlier this year 
James Stone was appointed by the Linslade Magistrates to be one of the constables 
of the parish, possibly with a notional remit for Hollingdon.  This would bring the two 
of them into contact on parish business.  Also Stone’s daughters are very active 
church members who usually help decorate it at Christmas and for Harvest 
Thanksgiving.

Carson’s cart crosses the little stream that divides Great and Little Hollingdon.  The 
lane rises sharply here, up a cutting between a raised field known as the Pightle on 
the left side and raised gardens of two cottages on the right side.  At the top of the 
short rise Carson peers right, into the yard of Clay Hill Farm.  Some men are busy 
redressing a rick but there was no sign of Mead.  Someone shouts out that the vicar 
is here.  Carson trots on.

Formerly Clay Hill Farm, Hollingdon, c 2000. Now called ‘Little Mead’	
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There are now several children in the lane playing or running or doing errands.   
Some women are in front of their cottages plaiting straw in the sunshine.  He knows 
most of them.  A number of them are called Robinson.  There are thirty people called 
Robinson at this time living in Hollingdon, and another handful of married women 
who were formerly called Robinson  – all are agricultural labourers and their families.  
Most, save one, wave to him.  She is Mary Robinson, the wife of Thomas Robinson 
who, with Farmer Stone, had been fined three years earlier for mutilating Carson’s 
dog.

As he passes one of the cottages in Great Hollingdon he sees Catherine Robinson 
and her friend and neighbour Elizabeth Whiting.  They have their children with them 
and are plaiting straw.  Reverend Carson reflects on their circumstances.  Both are 
unmarried and have seven illegitimate children between them.  Both are straw 
plaiters.  If he had been minded earlier to ‘save’ their souls from further immorality 
he had lost out to the minister from the Primitive Methodist Chapel at Stewkley.  He 
had baptised four of their children in a single ceremony in February last year. 

As he moves on, a young woman comes out of her cottage to approach him.  It is 
twenty two year old Emily Payne (formerly Robinson) who he had married to young 
William Payne just over a year ago.  Carson is pleased to see that she is settling down 
after having had two illegitimate children in her teens.  She also seems pleased to see 
him and they exchange pleasantries.  Emily and William have had their son, John, 
baptised by Reverend Carson just seven months earlier.  If he had lost Catherine 
Robinson and Elizabeth Whiting to the ‘Primitives’ he has at least kept Emily in the 
fold.  His only concern is that Emily gives ‘house room’ to Sarah Woolhead  (her 
sister–in-law) who also has an illegitimate child who has also been baptised by 
Reverend Carson at the same ceremony.  It is a complex situation arising from poor 
morals reflects Carson.

	

Formerly Stones Farm, Hollingdon, c 2000.  Now misleadingly called ‘Upper 
Hollingdon Farmhouse’
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The Reverend continues through Great Hollingdon, coming to Stone’s farm on the 
right where the road bends sharp left.  Stone is there working with a labourer in the 
yard.  His wife comes out of the house.  Carson has mixed feelings about her.  She is 
the sister of Stone’s first wife who is now married to him and is bringing up her 
sister’s children.  According to the law at the time their marriage is illegal.  A man was 
not allowed to marry his dead wife’s sister.  However, privately Carson can see the 
sense in their marriage.  They haven’t produced any children.  Stone and his dead 
wife’s sister went off to Soho to get married saving any embarrassment in the village 
or difficulty with the Reverend Carson.  

Stone ignores Carson who goes on a further fifty yards to pull up at Thomas Tarbox’s 
cottage.  It is different from all the other cottages for it sticks right out into the lane, 
leaving it just wide enough for a cart of hay to pass by.  It would not be until the 
1930’s that this narrowing of the lane would be addressed by pulling down the 
cottage.  Thomas has just returned home from working in a field close by.  

Carson is not sure of what reception he is going to get.  It is only one month since 
Thomas Tarbox found himself in the County Court charged with not repaying a loan 
from his employer, farmer Stone!  Tarbox claimed the loan was a gift, which was why 
he didn’t repay it.  The court believed Stone, which incensed Thomas’s wife who 
spoke out of turn in court and was lucky not to be put into prison for her outburst.  

Thomas’s wife, Fanny (formerly Robinson), comes out to join them and they talk 
about their son William John who had been baptised by Carson ten months ago.  The 
exchange goes well leaving Carson feeling that he has sufficient contact with what 
was left of his flock in Hollingdon and that he should press on.   The court case was 
not mentioned. 

Carson remounts his cart, turns it round and goes back through Great Hollingdon at 
a lick.  Although he was blindly confident in the rightness of his position in the 
dispute with Stone and Mead he didn’t want to see either of them.

His cart takes Carson back up the long rise of Hollingdon Lane.  As he goes along he 
reflects on the complex relationships of the people in Great Hollingdon.  It seems to 
him to be a particularly odd place.  He turns left into the very short lane leading to 
Little Hollingdon and decides to go to the first farm along it on the left, just before 
the lane widened out a little into what some still call Hollingdon Green.  The farm’s 
name had changed many times but is now known as Lovatt’s farm after the 
landowners – the Lovatts.  Currently William Ward, a farm bailiff, and his wife live 
there.  They aren’t about so Carson pauses a while to look at the view in front of 
him.  The land falls away sharply a little at first and then gently into the Ouzel valley.  
Stoke Hammond lays before him and the long high ridge of Woburn stands out to his 
right.  The morning haze has now lifted so he can see far beyond Stoke Hammond to 
a vast distant low horizon.  Carson knows this is the broad valley of the river Great 
Ouse as it winds its way across Bedfordshire and beyond to the sea.  He ponders on 
the wonders of the works of the Almighty.

He turns back into Little Hollingdon.  The only person he sees there is Sarah Saul, 
wife of the village carrier who is off on job to Leighton Buzzard.  There are some 
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men working a way away in the fields but not to be spoken to.  Little Hollingdon is 
small and tidy with barely a few cottages and couple of farms.

Carson now wants to get to the Three Locks down in the Ouzel Valley.  He continues 
on through Little Hollingdon where he finds the track which skirts round the back of 
Soulbury to a point where another track leads him gently down to the Three Locks 
without going on the metaled road from Soulbury village.  

As always at this time of day the canal at the Three Locks is busy.  Long cargo boats 
and smaller flyboats are competing for the first use of each of the locks.  There are 
people milling about around the locks, horses are grazing and words are being 
exchanged.  The best part of twenty boats are queued up.  Some people at the back 
of the queue are leaving them to go for as drink at the inn, which is known as the 
New Inn or the Three Locks Inn.  The names are interchangeable.  Carson goes in.  
He takes a glass of water with Joseph Faulkner, the victualler.  Faulkner is complaining 
yet again about the road bridge over the canal there being too steep and dangerous.  
Presently Faulkner’s servant, seventeen-year-old John Osborn clears away the glasses.  
Carson could not have known that the young man would be killed in an accident on 
the bridge the following year.  This would be a significant event in the life of the 
village and the lives of a number of its residents.  After a while Carson bids farewell 
and casts a cursory eye over the motley collection of men, women and children who 
are working the boats that come from London and the Midlands.  ‘Waterway gypsies 
they are’, thought Carson.

Time is getting on so Carson wants now to visit Gabriel Bull, the miller at the near 
by Stapleford Mill on the river Ouzel.  The river shares the narrow valley through 
Soulbury with the Grand Junction Canal and the London and North Western Railway.  
Stapleford Mill, near Red Bridge, held a particular place within the history religious 
worship in Soulbury.  Two hundred years earlier there had been a large band of 
Baptists in Soulbury and neighbouring villages, which was led by Joseph Keech of 
Stoke Hammond and John Hall of Hollingdon.  Initially they met in secret in furzes 
and hidden clearings as they were fiercely persecuted by a zealot of a local Justice of 
the Peace.  They were in certain danger of imprisonment or even death.  It was at the 
out of the way Stapleford Mill that they met most often.  Carson imagined that they 
practiced adult baptism in the cold waters of the mill pond out of sight of villagers.  It 
was also convenient that Keech’s brother was the miller there and shared their 
beliefs.  Not long after they were granted freedom to practice their religion in 1672, 
local Baptists were given permission to set up two meetinghouses, both in 
Hollingdon, where they could worship and continue their baptisms at the mill.

Carson probable cares little about Baptists in Soulbury, as there are very few of them 
in 1871.  Those that are there, worship at the grand Baptist church in Leighton 
Buzzard.  However, he likes the mill in its picturesque setting and enjoys his 
conversation with Gabriel Bull and compliments his daughter on her decorations for 
harvest thanksgiving in the church a week earlier.  They part on good terms.

In order to visit the rest of the parish east of the Ouzel, Reverend Carson has to 
make a few detours, which take him first a few hundred yards to Braggenham.  There 
are now only five cottages and a farm there.  He has some conversation with the 
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farmer, Benjamin Clements about the weather and recent rumours of poaching by 
men from Heath and Reach along the lane at Warren.  Carson then makes his way 
south, up the Ouzel valley, along the narrow lane that roughly follows a contour 
above the flood plain.  This lane could take him back to Leighton Buzzard if he wishes, 
via the crossroads at Rushmere and on through the Heath and the Plantation.  
However, he is going on a wider circuit of the parish.  Now he comes to some piles 
of rubble by the lanes, which are the remains of the demolished hamlet of Cuff.  
There are still a few people living in Soulbury who say that they come from Cuff.  He 
passes The Kiln Farm as he continues on with his journey and turns uphill near 
Warren.

It is now late morning and he is hungry and hopes that he will be offered a filling 
lunch at his next port of call at Stockgrove House.  This is now the home of Major 
Hanmer.  The track to Stockgrove takes Carson up a long valley and over a small 
ridge into another valley where there are artificial lakes and recently planted 
Redwood and pine trees.  The scenery is very attractive here.  Carson pushes on 
knowing that at Stockgrove his horse will again be well rested and looked by a stable 
lad of Major Hanmer who is expecting him.  It was only three years earlier in 
February 1868 that the Major’s father, the late Lieutenant – Colonel and former hero 
the Peninsular Wars, was laid to rest at the church in Soulbury.  Major Hanmer is a 
local J.P., a stickler for doing things right and unquestioningly respecting authority.  He 
and Carson seem to get on well, albeit that it is very much in Carson’s interest to 
indulge such a powerful man.  A cold beef lunch is taken on the south terrace that 
overlooks the lake far below.  They discuss the bridge over the canal that Joseph 
Faulkner complained about and the manner in which approaches should be made to 
the Canal Company who own it.  Hanmer is being pedantic about the tone of a letter 
that he suggests the Vestry tells Jarvis to write.

There are a couple more farms to visit in this part of the parish.  First, he goes to 
close by Stockgrove Farm, where Thomas Belgrove, is busy with his labourers with 
some cattle.  They are inspecting every beast carefully, before separating them into 
two groups.  He looks a little concerned.  Belgrove has been appointed to be both a 
Constable and Surveyor of the parish roads this year, which makes him a busy man.  
Carson then makes the effort to go further up the little valley, across Rammamere 
Heath almost to Watling Street where Rammamere farm is situated.  Another brief 
conversation follows, this time with the aging Francis Collier.

It is quite a journey to get back to the parts of Soulbury between Linslade and 
Soulbury village that he hasn’t yet visited.  He will take it steadily, resting the horse 
from time to time.  From Rammamere he retraces his steps back down the valley, 
through, Stockgrove and down to Rushmere, avoiding a detour through Heath and 
Reach.  He carries on along the road to Old Linslade, crossing the Ouzel at Grange 
Mill and the canal at Sandy Bridge.  Some men are emptying large carts of sand from 
the Leighton Buzzard quarries into a barge for its onward journey to where Carson 
neither knows not nor cares not.  From the crest of the canal bridge he looks up at 
the horizon to the west and strikes out along the lane towards the Linslade to Stoke 
Hammond road.  His route now takes him across the road and up a ‘steepish’ track 
at the back of Linslade Wood, over a ridge under which passes the London and 
North Western railway line in its tunnel.  From here he quickly gains access to the 
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Linslade to Soulbury road where he stops at the Dollar to speak with the farmer, 
James Presswell.  There is another farm nearby which he chooses to pass by.  It is 
Hog Hole Farm (which later would be called Valley Farm), which is run by Daniel 
Deverell.  His father, a devout Particular Baptist, lent £300 to help build the Bethel 
Free Grace Baptist Chapel in New Road, Linslade almost thirty years earlier. 

Reverend Carson now heads for the principal house in Soulbury – Liscombe Manor, 
which sits in parkland off the road into Soulbury. 

It is the ancient seat of the lords of the manor of Liscombe who own about a half of 
Soulbury parish.  Like him, they are Anglo-Irish.  Currently in residence are the three 
Sergisson sisters.  Philip Cosby Lovatt, baronet isn’t there at the moment so Carson 
takes afternoon tea with the three sisters on the lawn by the south terrace.  They 
talk of social pleasantries and remark on the ‘success’ of the Harvest Thanksgiving 
Service three weeks ago that filled the church.  The Misses Sergisson, with the 
assistance of Miss Stone of Hollingdon and Miss Bull of Stapleford Mill had been 
particularly active in decorating the church with ‘corn, flowers and fruits of the earth’ 
as the local paper recently put it.  The sisters also appreciated the efforts that 
Reverend Carson had gone to in arranging the school treat a few days earlier. 
Carson’s living is in the gift of the Lovatts so maintaining good relations with them is 
paramount.

	

The south terrace at the rear of Liscombe Manor

With his daily work nearly done Carson heads back into Soulbury and finds the 
parish clerk, Thomas Jarvis who happens to be in the Vestry.  They talk about the 
likely business for the next Vestry meeting.  This chance meeting saves Carson a trip 
back to the Green to call in on Jarvis.
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Carson is keen to be getting back to Leighton, but decides he has just enough time to 
go back via Rock Lane Farm.  Taking the road to Wing he turns left after Liscombe 
Park onto the track that leads down to Rock Lane and on to Chelsea Green, 
Tiddenfoot and Linslade.  Carson knows that this is a very old track way used by the 
Ancient Britons, which took drovers and travellers making north or south in a big 
loop on higher ground west of the narrow and often flooded Ouzel valley.  Down in 
the valley below him he can clearly see the spire of the church at Leighton Buzzard 
and the large Georgian terrace he lives in next to it.  The smoke of many cooking 
fires is gently blowing over the town.  He hopes that he will soon be home.

He arrives at Rock Lane Farm for what turned out to be a longer visit than he 
expects.  The farmer is John Firth Cooper is in his late sixties.  He was appointed 
Overseer of the Poor in Soulbury a few months back.  They talk at length about the 
elderly and infirm in the parish who are in receipt of support from the Leighton 
Buzzard Union.  John Cooper knows them all well as he grew up with most of them.  
Two of Cooper’s men come into the crew yard to say that they found no signs of 
cattle plague (Rinderpest) in the herd.  Carson’s ears prick up.  He knows that cattle 
plague is a deadly disease that has previously decimated herds in Soulbury and the 
wider area.  There are rumours that it had been spotted near Aylesbury.  There were 
always rumours, but farmers like Cooper knew to be on alert.  It would be a disaster 
if it were to reappear.  Carson then realised that Collier had also been checking for 
signs of the disease at Rammemere.  It would not be for another eleven months that 
a serious outbreak of cattle plague would hit Soulbury and Buckinghamshire and the 
cautious John Firth Cooper would be fined for not reporting a major outbreak on his 
farm as well as having to slaughter his entire herd.

Carson is keen to be home to work on his sermon for Sunday and share a dinner 
with his wife that will be prepared by his cook.  As tonight is a full moon and the 
skies are clear he is looking forward to observing the southern skies over the water 
meadows behind Leighton Buzzard Church.  He might find inspiration for a new 
sermon on the mysteries of the universe.  He would also reflect with a modest 
degree of satisfaction upon how the day went and thank the Lord for his bounties 
and his mercies.
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