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1965 OCTOBER – DECEMBER 
 

 
Grandpa diary 

 
Monday 4 October  Alan arrives  Visited RMA Indian Army Museum with Iris & V 
Tuesday 5 October   Alan leaves 
Saturday 9 October   Alan arrives    Watched rugger match with iris at Well Coll 
Monday 11 Oct  Alan & Iris leave for London  
Wednesday 20 October Iris arrives  
Sat 23 October Mac arrives in England & comes here with Anne.  
Alan arrives 
Sunday 24 Alan leaves 
Monday 25 October ‘Mac & Iris leave for Field Head’ (GP diary)  
Friday 29 October  Letter from Iris from Field Head  
Thursday 25 November   Mac & Anne arrive 
Friday 26 November  Mac & Anne leave  
 

* 
 

 
Field Head    Dec. 2nd  [handwritten] 
 
My dear Alan,  
 OPF! [Our Provident Fund]. Couldn’t send you a wire – it arrived on Monday in the 
middle of a blizzard when the telephone had just been connected. All I could do was 
squeak at the Bank Manager but we were panting on the doorstep of the bank next 
morning & have since bought a Telly, Transistor, ordered a carpet & are off to get a 
canopied 4-poster bed! So if you want any assistance let us know, we’ll pay off the 
projector. It all seems quite unreal & I think I shall soon tire of being able to go into a 
shop without wild calculations & tremblings at the knees – but temporarily its heady… 
Anne and I have been will-reading & needless to say she has learnt in 2 days what it 
took me 2 weeks to master! Will try to get the shed finished but T. Edmondson hasn’t 
reappeared as yet. Will ring him up. Am beginning to feel the pressure of Christmas 
weighing on my subconscious & must tackle some lists. I’m forwarding your mail to 
Worcester & hope that's all right.  
 Do hope the work goes well & you are keeping the fleas at bay – longing to have you 
back to Ribena & chocolate biccys! 
 Must rush – Much love – Mummy  
 

* 
 



 4 

 
 
Sleeping rough  
 
 There is a good deal in the correspondence about my attempt to learn what poverty 
was like. I was very influenced by George Orwell’s ‘Down and Out in Paris and 
London’, and it may have been the fact that Orwell (according to Wikipedia – see 
article on Arlington House, with photo) spent time in the Rowton Houses for homeless 
people that led me to spend at least one night in one of the Rowton Houses. I 
remember it as a sobering experience – dirt, poverty, crowding. Here is the evidence 
for at least one night. Room 908 – what a huge place it was, as the photograph shows.  
 
 
 



 5 

 
 

 
 
* 
 
Religion 
 
 Before I started to write the account, I had a vision that my religious faith was 
dribbling away fast from the first year of my postgraduate studies. Evidence from letters, 
poems and other sources show that this was not so and the battle continued, though as I 
think I wrote, towards the end, I began to lose interest in the restricted Anglican or 



 6 

Protestant church of my youth. The following small indications will be placed in a wider 
context.  
 
 I imagine that I received the term cards for the college Chapel every term – but only 
one has survived (inscribed by Alec Graham, the chaplain).  
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The following has no date and no explanation – was I involved with this? 
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And the following (in my hand) is more light-hearted. I was a fan of Ronald Knox.  
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* 
 
Bil l  Caldwell  
 
 Bill does not fit into any particular category – perhaps best under other 
contemporaries doing postgraduate degrees. He was doing an M.Litt. I think at 
Worcester, and we met there. He was an American, a serious haemophiliac with lots of 
health problems, lonely, but quite well-off. I started, I think, spending time and visiting 
him out of fellow-feeling (and I think Alec the Chaplain encouraged me). But like 
much casting of bread on the waters, it came back to me four-fold for he encouraged 
me to use his nice flat in north Oxford when he was away – as indicated in the one 
letter I shall include (of four cards and letters I have). When I was sick with food-
poisoning with Gill, it was to Bill’s flat that we retired – as described elsewhere. I 
wonder what became of him.  
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In February 1966 I was in touch with Harry about Lady Clay’s worries about her 
lodger, Ian Green. I reported to her that he saw Ian and that he seemed alright. Here is 
the evidence – and also indication that Harry was looking out for possible funding for 
me. (The reference, attached, was to the Covenanter’s Educational Trust, to whom I 
wrote – as explained elsewhere) 
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 A typical Harry post-card.  
 

 
 
 
* 
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 Finally, a strange one-off. I was in London in October 1965 and feeling romantic, 
and also perhaps with nowhere to stay. So I chatted up a girl on the northern line. I 
persuaded her to let me see her home and give me a bed on her kitchen floor (she had 
a boyfriend with her). I noticed that she did not have proper curtains in her flat, so 
persuaded my grandmother to give me some curtain material, which I sent to her. This 
is the first page of a two-page letter which she wrote to me in reply. (I did not meet her 
again I believe).  
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* 
 

10 October 1965    8, Ladbroke Square 
 
Dear Alan,  
…. I’m glad you & Alec had a good walk, though all the slogging through the rain must 
have been a bit dismal. Parents seemed to think Alec very nice & were glad to meet 
him. ….P.S. I’m afraid you’ll never speak to me again. I hardly dare admit it, but I’ve 
had my hair cut…. I’m sorry! At least it puts me out of the running as an emotional 
problem! 
 
13 November 1965  
 
I was amused by your account of the picking-up episode ending in the beautiful climax 
of neurosis-discussion & sleeping on flea-infested kitchen floors. How awful that you 
had to resort to a doss house – but interesting – you should write it up for the Guardian 
or something – or whatever they’re called – you should have come & claimed some 
floor space or at least picked up your sleeping-bag. Mrs. W. continues to be the 
paragon of generous land-ladies… I’m very glad your mother is really better. That must 
be a relief for everyone. How nice for you to have both of them at home now – it must 
be quite strange. And it must be very strange for them to be back in England 
permanently. …I’m sorry I wasn’t back that Sunday evening. It happened to be my 
birthday too, so it would have been nice to see you, …. It was marvellous to have your 
sleeping bag, by the way, & v. nice of you to have produced it. … 
 It must be strange to be in the Lakes for so long. It really is extremely kind of you to 
invite me over Xmas. I do feel this would be an imposition on your poor parents 1st 
Xmas at home for ages. But I’d love to come & see you some time during the vac if this 
would really be alright.  
 
[Notes by Alan: Mrs W – good landlady; M & D at house – rituals et (power cuts: 
snow); Grant (OG)/OPF; Z’s parents; London/ first claustrophobia – ‘poor Zoë’; 
sociology course; my problem; statistics; Rhodes; Stats. Method; Firth; card to Marg & 
Gill. ] 
 
3.12.65   LSE   Wednesday 
 
[at top in red biro” Sorry about out-of-date-ness of this now.’] 
 
Dear Alan,  
 I intended to write a longish letter, having felt disturbed all day about this morning, 
but now I don’t think there’s much point.  
 There are just a few things to say. First I am sorry. You are such a strange mixture. 
When you first said that you felt largely self-sufficient & unable ever to be vulnerably 
involved, I suppose I didn’t really know what to make of it, since I find it hard to accept 
that any one can be so, whether they want to be or not. But I certainly chose to take you 
at your word.  
 And of course I still don’t know what you’re thinking now, since maybe your thesis 
about absence making the heart or the hurt or whatever grow easier, really does work. 
Anyway, I hope it is so. 
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 I do think it’s unfair, or just plain wrong, of you, to assume that I manage to be the 
master of relationships, & not on the suffering end. But that’s another matter.  
 I hope anyway that the friendship’s not impaired. Whatever you say, you must have 
intended to make me feel guilty. And in that  you succeeded, though I’m still not quite 
sure over what.  
 Have a good week. Than-you for the stockings – they’re lovely. See you next week, if 
not at the week-end. Love, Zoë 
 
P.S. Thursday.  
 Thank you for your letter this morning. I’m glad things did look brighter. No, don’t 
apologise – there’s no need. I had been thoughtless, & rather selfish.  
 What were you doing in the Graduate C.R.? I was in there form 5 to 5.30 writing 
this letter before going to my music class. How odd.  
 I’m glad about the wanting to stay friends bit, & it would be lovely to come for 
Christmas, if it’s really alright with your parents. – no, on 2nd thoughts, I’ll decide next 
week about when & how to go home.  
 By the way, I’m mystified about how you knew to get 9 and half – very clever. Mrs. 
Wetherall, by the way also, has joined the band of your admirers.  
 Till next week, Love, Zoë 
Whatever it is you feel for me, thank you.  
 
As described above, Zoë came to spend Christmas with our family.  
 
Christmas Eve: 1965 
To Zoë 
 
The night ticks towards Christ’s coming 
And deep in the shadows beasts slouch,  
A stillness is here, amidst the cackling women.  
But both Christ and you seem far away 
And only this bare room I feel.  
The oaken floors and walls, the yellow cover 
And the weight of supper.  
With tired hands I push away the curtains,  
The laughter and the protections 
And feel again the restless emptiness 
Of suffering. My nerves lie near the surface 
And every silly word and silly present 
Brings bitterness – the unrealness  
Of this cosiness is unbearable.  
Instead I would think on you,  
Your child-like smile and woman’s body;  
Your old hands and deep eyes.  
But you are one of them – surrendering  
Your poisoned body to the choking 
World – singing sweet lies to every passing youth.  
I stretch out, and am rebuffed.  
It is right and the lesson – that love is 
Not enough – must be learnt. I push 
Warmth away and seek for cold and 
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Cannot find the cleanness and purity 
I once knew. Each action is a compromise 
And when I seem to speak in earnest 
Am mocked – as Christ was mocked.  
Blood – streaming through the shrieking night – the crowd cries 
For my body and with Christ 
I am born into this conflicting  
World: Joy in moments and 
Long suffering and above all separation.  
Voices of ‘good cheer’ in another 
Room and here the ticking  
Of the clock. Lord forgive  
Me – and forgive those I  
Cannot love: my dearest ones. 
You come to draw me back,  
And will betray me with a kiss.  
Kissing – no you do not sink  
To that. Or perhaps you know 
My heart too well. I 
Would that I knew yours.  
Forgive me Zoë. 
 
 
A small card with  
To Alan Macfarlane 
I O U 
£5 – 2 – 6d 
signed Zoë      27.12.65 
 
 
31 December 1965    Glenridding, Penrith 
 
Dear Mr & Mrs Macfarlane,  
 This is just a note to thank you very much indeed for all your kindness in having me 
to stay last week …. It was lovely to be with you, and very generous of you to share your 
first Christmas together as a family for such a long time. … a very happy New Year to 
you all, and thank you again very much indeed for a lovely Christmas. Yours, Zoë 
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1965 OCTOBER – DECEMBER - RESEARCH 
 

 
 
Keith sent me a short note on 10 November 
 
Dear Alan,  
 How are things going? 
 When would you like to meet next?    Keith  
 

To this I replied on 16 November  from Field Head, Ambleside 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your letter. The work is going very well and I will send you the next 
chapter and a longer letter, suggesting a time to meet etc., at the end of the week. The 
only slight hitch has been my grant. After 3 weeks the ministry have just got round to 
replying to that letter you sent. They now say that they will give me the grant but that ‘it 
will be necessary for you to ask your supervisor to write to the Department to confirm 
that your studies from Oxford (I told them I’d be working in Essex, London and in the 
Lake District) form a necessary part of your approved programme of post-graduate 
studies and that he approves of your proposals’. Could you possibly do this for me? I 
enclose an addressed stamped envelope and a covering letter. Sorry to bother you with 
this, but I’m having to borrow off my parents etc.  
 I hope you are getting time away from tutoring in which to finish the book. I look 
forward to discussing things with you in two or three weeks.  
Yours sincerely,  
 

I wrote a week later on 23 November          Outgate, Nr Ambleside 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I enclose the next chunk of writing; I hope it is not too indigestible. As you’ll see, the 
footnotes in the earlier section have become overweight, a fault emphasized by my 
inability to estimate how much room to leave at the bottom of the page. The reason for 
this is that I am loath to spend too much of my thesis outlining the legal machinery of 
the courts when there is so much material to deal with. The consequent cramming and 
argumentative footnotes aren’t much better than dealing with the problems at more 
length. You’ll also see that I’ve not interposed much interpretation of the facts; this will 
come later. I enclose a few xeroxes of maps in Felix Hull’s thesis on agriculture in C17 
& C17 Essex. Perhaps you will see some significance in the maps I’ve drawn; I haven’t 
noted any very obvious correlations yet. [in margin in Alan’s hand ‘not been through’] 
Finally I enclose a letter from Ipswich which may interest you, I expect you know this 
already. My passage on Assizes outside Essex is the weakest part of the Chapter, and 
will possibly have to be re-written. As you’ll see I’ve not been through the Ely records. I 
went to Cambridge, but Mrs Owen said you’d spent a week there looking through them 
so it seemed pointless to duplicate. She said you hadn’t been through the Elizabethan 
material – pretty thin on the ground as it is – so I went through that and have one case 
which I can send you if you’re interested. I would be most grateful if you could let me 
know about the other Ely stuff. You’ll probably have been through Northern circuit 
recognizances also, which Ewen missed (Appendix 2).  
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 Already the Appendices are growing and with the 200 odd cases from the 
Archdeaconry courts, nearly all unprinted, it doesn’t look as if there’ll be much room 
for the 480 odd correct Ewen 1 cases. (You’ll see that I’ve abbreviated Ewen I to E.) 
Perhaps a very contracted list of cases will be necessary for the examiners? 
 As I told you on the phone, the Commissary records look as if they will be 
inaccessibly by next October – all 15 tons of them! Thus my major chunks of material 
still to search are a) King’s Bench b) Borough court. I’ll also have to follow up some of 
the individuals we’ve already found – in local records. I’ve started analysing Hatfield 
Peverel and it is proving most fascinating. Though there are no parish registers there is 
a very detailed court roll 1556-1600 for the old Priory, now a manor. All the people 
involved in the witchcraft accusations – Wilmott, Waterhouse, Frauncis, Cocke appear 
here. There are over 1,000 references to Hatfield in the Archdeaconry records alone – 
and over 100 wills. Luckily I’ve managed to persuade my mother, just retired from 
India, to learn C16 handwriting and she is helping me with what, as you can see, is a 
pretty large effort of reconstruction. Incidentally, in the earlier court book for the 
manor of Mudgon Hall (the other manor in Hatfield Peverel – owned, interestingly 
enough, by the Bishop of London, Aylmer) starting in 1499 there is an entry on the first 
page as follows: 
(In a list of place names of Hatfield Peverel and Ulting, made in 1618 – 
[I then give a five line account of a suicide, and 15 line strange account of a prophecy 
from Hatfield Peverel in the Assizes] … 
 
Hatfield, in itself, would be worth a book. I hope also to cover the next door village of 
Boreham which has poor manorial records but has both churchwardens accounts from 
1560 and parish registers – and 4 witches.  
    Incidentally in the P.R.O. in the Calendar of Carew Mss, 1575-1588, p. 425, nos. 
610 I came across the following ‘A Note of the Acts Handled in the last Session of 
Parliament, 1586’ – May 16. The acts that passed ….. Against witchcraft and sorcery ….. 
(vol. 632, p.88) Have you any idea what this referring to? I haven’t had a chance to 
follow it up yet. [in margin in Alan’s hand ‘Irish. See if same. P.R.O. Cal. St. Pap. Jas. I, 
vol.8, no.55, Notes for amendment of Witchcraft Statute’]  
 I will be in Oxford on Friday and Saturday (26 & 27 Nov.) and could see you any 
time – at your convenience. But you probably won’t have time to look at all this by then 
and perhaps the following Saturday (4th) or Sunday (5th) would be better. If you could 
drop a card in College (without a stamp – otherwise it will be forwarded) I will pick it 
up.  
 I hope all goes well with you and the book keeps moving. I look forward very much 
to discussing things. Yours sincerely,  
 
 It is not clear when we met, perhaps around 4th or 5th as I suggested, for my mother 
wrote me a letter with the exciting news of the arrival of her Provident Fund on 
December 2nd, suggesting I was away then for a few days.  
 

* 
 

 It looks as if the piece I sent Keith was my first systematical sociological analysis 
based on the records. I probably sent him chapters on the Assize records and Quarter 
Sessions as well. Here I will include seven pages from the 30 page essay on Assizes, and 
leave on one side the 16 page essay on Quarter Sessions.  
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 I include as much as this since this was my first real foray into data analysis and the 
move from impressionistic to quasi-statistical analysis. Keith read it with his usual 
vigilance and his tiny pencil marks can be seen from time to time. The over-long 
footnotes for which I apologised can be seen at the start. 
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* 

 During this period I was analysing the cases by putting them onto cards, and then re-
arranging these. I was also continuing to use the ‘one fact one card’ method which I had 
learnt from Brian Harrison. Using this I was able to write the more qualitative accounts 
of various topics, by indexing my books and other notes onto the 5 by 3 inch cards cut 
in half and then putting them under headings. A small example of what I was doing is 
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worth including, though it should perhaps go earlier. [This scan is at low quality and 
could be improved.] 
 
 This selection relates to the background for the previously described essay on 
‘Cunning Folk’ or white witches. The first tenth of the subject index on ‘expenses’ is 
as follows:  
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Also a small part of the subject index headings:  
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1965 OCTOBER – DECEMBER   OTHER RESEARCHERS 
 

 
 

Margaret Bowker 
 
 Another short correspondence about ecclesiastical records was with Margaret 
Bowker. I cannot recall meeting her, though I remember that her husband John was 
mentioned in my undergraduate years as a charismatic evangelical clergyman.  
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Charles Phythian-Adams 
 
In my memories of Oxford, written before I started looking at the documents, I wrote: 
 
I remember Charles Phythian Adams and I walking across the Parks in Oxford and he 
explained to me something of the background to the Cambridge work and the work of 
the Annales School and its effects - including Aries' 'Centuries of Childhood'.  
 
This is indeed a strong memory, and I remained friends with Charles for some years. 
He seemed to be one of the most innovative of the new social historians and open to 
new ideas from the Cambridge Group and France. My one remaining piece of 
correspondence with him for this period is a letter from me as follows. It is very long 
and I have supplied some of the headings which were missed in the scanning.  
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Marriage 
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Labour and leisure 
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I went for an interview with Firth in October. I remember his room – a peculiar 
triangular shape, small but stuffed with folders and books. I also remember that I was 
wearing old jeans with a hole in an embarrassing place which I made efforts to cover 
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over! But this memory may be from a second meeting which we clearly had the 
following June.  
 
The summons to the interview is as follows:  
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1966 JANUARY TO MARCH 
 
Transport 
 
 There is a good deal in the letters etc. about how we travelled around during this 
period. I shall incorporate all this – the adventures on motorbikes, cars etc. There is a 
reference to my passing my driving test, presumably at the start of March 1966, as 
indicated by the provisional licence below. I drove down to Oxford that April/May on 
my own.  
 
 

 
 
 The other, curious, Lakes party was one which I ran for my family – perhaps to 
celebrate the completion of the ‘shed’. Alexander Wilmott and Ambrose Waterduck 
were the names of two of the familiars in a famous C16 witch trial. My mother’s reply 
was in the same spirit… 
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From Linda 
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Thursday 20 Feb 1966 
 
Dearest Alan,  
…. I hope you had a pleasant journey back to the Lakes and have settled into your 
thesis again. Lucky you had that lift travelling by coach is so uncomfortable…. It was 
marvellous to have you to confide in and I will always remember how kind and 
understanding you have been. I am really very grateful. Perhaps one day I will be 
able to repay all your kindness.  
 
* 
 
Letters from Zoë  
 
LSE  Friday. No date, c. Jan 1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
 Thank you very much for your card – how typically nice & thoughtful of you to get it 
here just before I arrived. Lovely card too, apart from anything else.  
 
I wrote on 24 January 1966 
 
With Zoë – London – knitting.  
 
The synthesis of your hands, flickering together 
The threads of night and day, dark and white 
Wool patterned by your presence 
Into a new shape and substance 
To Clothe me from the world’s naked gaze 
To bring me in moments of fear 
When friends choke me with well-meaning  
And the familiar becomes hostile –  
And impulses no longer bring sensations 
And the feet are wounded in the soft grass 
Memories – of our meaningless friendship – 
That I might strike down the flame 
And bring peace to tormented minds.  
That I might forget the I and You,  
Swinging to the stars of ecstasy 
In a passion obliterating: instead 
 Of this reluctant anatomizing of love,  
This endless niggling, drawing and denying,  
Demanding and pleading and hesitating 
Towards the sympathetic smile.  
I ought to sweep the autumn leaves,  
Forget the first winter and remember 
That there are a few bitter springs 
Left to us: go your way, and 
Push me on mine. No longer will 
The hawthorn blossom, or the swans 
Ride the level mist, but a lifted skirt,  
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Or a congratulation, tea after a cold walk,  
Or a satisfactory footnote can still bring pleasure.  
Soon will be the time for compromise and slippers.  
And the end of living on the edge,  
For a time, and then the lonely season,  
When I remember. But shut away that time 
And sweep me now into your arms 
And spit me into the depths of  
Forgetfulness… 
 
No date, c. February. LSE 
 
… I liked all your observations on sex & sublimation & the social psychology thereof. I 
didn’t agree at the time & still don’t, that the desire decreases through lack of 
immediate stimulus! Though I expect I agree about the insecurity correlation thing. … 
I’m sure you needn’t feel guilty about Linda, so long as you don’t actually seduce her! It 
sounds as if you’re being very nice to her. If she’s as dedicated to this man as you say, I 
shouldn’t think she’d be seducible anyway. …Anyway if I don’t see you in Oxford, I’ll 
see you next week. Do come & stay if you want. You know you’re more than welcome 
(whatever that means!) 
 
15 Feb. 1966. London 
 
[Notes by Alan: Flowers; Zoë’s parents; Margaret; Val; Robert; re. going back to Zoë’s 
with flowers – this I remember, the snowdrop; re. scholarship (Alistair); Mrs. W.]  
 
Dear Alan,  
 Really, you are marvellous. I suspected on of your post-cards might appear 
yesterday, but to come in & find all those lovely exquisite flowers was a glorious 
surprise. They were daffodils (& some jonquils), beautiful red & yellow tulips & some 
regal irises, in case you didn’t know what they were to be. And so many of them – a 
whole riot of them. They’re now standing in my black jug & looking really beautiful. 
The tulips are a lovely flame colour. Really, I’m sure you shouldn’t have, but they’re 
giving me immense pleasure & it was a magnificent thing to do. Thank you – there’s 
nothing more profound I can say, though it sounds so inadequate.  
 And the snowdrops today (easily transcending the bureaucracy!) were exquisite too 
& so very appropriate for us. Yesterday, I tried to remember the day in detail. Are you 
sure I cycled the last bit of the way home. If so, when was it you first came back to 
College with me? I have a distinct image of coming back & putting the snow-drop in 
water with a feeling that you were there too. But this is very probably an illusion of 
memory. I remember the Worcester gardens & the tea-drinking bits anyway. Yes, it’s 
odd it was a year ago – a whole exact year ago. I often think it can’t really only have 
been a year ago.  
 How was the journey back – I wondered where you found a snowdrop under all that 
snow. Or has it melted by now? Friday went well enough, though we missed you….  
 I’m going off to watch that programme on divorce now. Sounds interesting. Did you 
see the Panorama feature on India? Makes one feel one really ought to be an 
agriculturist or something.  
 Thank you for the beautiful flowers. You really couldn’t have done anything which 
gave me a greater glow of pleasure. Love, Zoë 
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Saturday 12 March 1966  - from London  
 
Dear Alan,  
 I am really abjectly full of apologies. I hadn’t realised just how long it is since I wrote. 
Your card this morning amazed me – I thought it was ages before you were coming 
down to London again. I am terribly sorry.  Yes, I did get the snowdrops – in 
remarkably good conditions, compete with beautiful damp moss & was, of course, 
delighted with them. … And how are you, & the work, above all. I hope it’s been going 
well. I expect your concentration’s been as good as ever. Hope you’ve been keeping the 
family at it too. I hope you are in fact in Chelmsford this week so this letter will reach 
you.  … Where will you be working – can we meet at lunch-time, or will you leave it till 
Thursday? … So I could meet you in the Grad. Common Room (?) at any time you 
suggest. Will leave it to you. Where will you stay? Not your doss house I hope.  
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1966  JANUARY – MARCH  RESEARCH 
 

 I wrote a postcard to Keith on 16 January from Field Head. 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I hope you had a pleasant Christmas and have had time to continue the book. 
Writing proceeds according to plan up here and I hope to have the first draft of the 
chapter on ‘ecclesiastical sources for witchcraft prosecutions’ with me when I arrive in 
Oxford next (22-23 Jan) week-end. I will deposit it in John’s with an accompanying 
letter. Could you possibly have a look at it by the following week-end? I will be at the 
P.R.O. from Monday-Thursday & in Oxford Fri-Saturday (28-30 Jan). If you could 
manage anytime then could you drop a note in Worcester to that effect for when I 
come down on 22nd. Otherwise I can ring you if that (28-30) week-end is no good & we 
can arrange a time. Thank you. Yrs. Alan Macfarlane 
 
I wrote a card on 22 January to Keith 
 
Dear Mr Thomas, 
 Next Saturday (29th) at 2 p.m. in St John’s will be fine. I look forward to seeing you 
then. Yrs Alan Macfarlane 
 
 I wrote from to Keith Thomas on 22 February  as from Worcester College 
 
Dear Mr Thomas,  
 I enclose another chapter and some rather rough maps etc. there are several obvious 
difficulties in this section; the lack of comparative statistics for other counties, the 
possible haziness of examiners about ecclesiastical court procedure etc. I’m not certain 
whether the long description of Essex sources p. 14 onwards should be relegated to the 
bibliography. I’m not sure that a description is necessary for any understanding of the 
number and distribution of cases – but it takes a lot of room. It’s probably a problem 
which will sort itself out. The last couple of pages would probably go in the second half 
of the thesis – in the chapters of subject analysis, but I thought you might be interested 
to see them. If you could let me have any rough comparative statistics of defamation 
cases I would be most indebted. I seem to remember that you had found a large 
number, but, as you see, they are rare in Essex.  
 I’m still working at King’s Bench records, and will be moving on to chapters on 
Borough, pamphlet and central court (other than Assize) witchcraft. I should be able to 
let you have some suicide statistics quite soon. I’m also working on a couple of villages 
– Hatfield Peverel and Boreham in an attempt to reconstruct the economic, religious & 
kinship background. I never realised what an enormous amount of material there is, 
even for 1 village for 30 yrs. For HP. There are 100 wills or over, 130 folios of court 
roll, 1,000 cases in Archdeaconry court and about 20 in secular courts. I’ve even found 
my first suicide – in 1569, but not a witch, I regret to say.  
 I look forward to discussing things with you.  
 I hope all goes well,  
 Yours, Alan Macfarlane 
 
Alan wrote to Keith on 23 February  
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
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Just a note to ask your permission to quote you as a possible referee for an application 
for money from a body known as the ‘Covenantors’ Educational Trust’. Would this be 
alright? They claim to provide assistance for those unable to obtain it elsewhere, but 
beyond this I don’t know anything of them. Of course it’s a long hope, but I’m at the 
stage of trying anything to get money to support me through my London M.Sc. in 
anthropology. The State, Nuffield Foundation and L.S.E. generally are unable to help, 
nor are Trevor-Roper or Firth.  
 The thesis progresses and I’m writing up the central records (St. Cha. K.B. P.C. etc) 
and literary and pamphlet sources. I will send down a further batch in three weeks or 
less if I may: I will also be down in about a month. I hope all goes well with your work.  
 I wonder what the significance of April, May and November as high suicide months 
is and why twice as many males as females committed suicide (so far this is only based 
on a small sample – i.e. the 79 cases occurring in K.B.9 in 1584)?  
Yours sincerely, Alan Macfarlane  
 
There is a card from Keith on 26 February 
 
Yes, of course, do cite me as referee at any time (no need to ask in future cases!). I look 
forward to reading your next instalment. What you say about the months of suicides is 
v. interesting. In the 19th Century May & June were the peak months. We must talk 
about it when you come next.   Keith  
 
The next letter from Alan to Keith is on 12 March  from Field Head  
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you very much for your permission to use you as a referee when I like: I have 
made immediate use of this permission and cited you in an application for some extra-
mural lecturing at London next year – I hope this is alright. I trust that your book is 
progressing.  
 As you see, I enclose a couple of short chapters. A third – on the pamphlets – is 
nearly ready, but I decided not to rush it. When this, and a brief chapter on the 
borough records, are completed the first half of the thesis should be finished (though it 
has all to be rewritten). I enclose a rough plan of the shape of the second half. I would 
value your comments as I’m not awfully happy with it – so much is left out – but can’t 
see a better way at the moment. Section ii) a-f would all be short chapters of less than 
ten pages, attempts to find correlations between the material set out in part I and these 
subjects. I still don’t feel much nearer to writing iii) b) (reasons for the growth and 
decline of prosecutions), but perhaps solutions will emerge as I analyse further. You 
will see that some of the appendices are very abbreviated; this is because I think that it 
would be best, finally, to incorporate quite a few of the lists of cases into one list by date 
– with columns for each source. I don’t know if you think this would be a good idea.  
 There is a vague suggestion that I might be allowed to sample a few Commissary Act 
books, but this will have to be a last-minute addition as the P.R.O. keep putting a 
definite answer off. Otherwise I am through (except for a visit to Colchester) with 
primary sources for witchcraft and am now engaged in studying the background – 
parish registers, wills, other court records etc. I will be in London, Essex and Oxford 
over the next three weeks and wondered if we could meet at a time convenient to you? 
I will be in Oxford on Saturday 19th of March and the following Saturday (26th) and if 
you could manage either a note at Worcester (not stamped and ‘to await arrival’) would 
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find me. If these are impossible I’ll ring you when in Oxford and we can perhaps fix 
something.  
 As you see, I enclose a few figures from the Elizabethan coroner’s rolls on suicide. 
These have got to be checked as I did them in a rush while noting deaths of plague (I 
now discover that Essex have been calendaring K.B.9 – which will help me cross-
check), but I thought they would interest you despite their crudity. I hope to analyse 
further and correct them fairly soon, but I obviously haven’t time to go into the subject 
properly. As it was partly through you that I became interested in the subject, I would 
be very happy for you to use any of the figures (when corrected) if you feel like writing 
on the subject. There is no need for me to comment on some very interesting patterns 
– e.g. age/sex figures for Essex. The major problem, as far as I’m concerned, is whether 
these are anywhere near the total figures. Equipped with names, date of death etc. I do 
hope to do a few samples in Essex to see how such deaths were registered in the parish 
registers, but I haven’t enough cases from other sources (or the time) to do a cross-
check the other way, i.e. see if misc. cases appear in the coroner’s rolls – this should be 
possible however. Or instance, the case of John Brine or Brand of Great Hallingbury 
which I sent you does get recorded in an inquisition – K.B. 631 m.78. Unfortunately 
there is only one suicide in the three villages I am studying in detail (Hatfield P) and 
this is the village without a register – from other records it does appear that she was not 
a member of one of the established families anyhow. Of course, all this isn’t too 
irrelevant to witchcraft, a map of suicides (which I should be able to make soon) will 
make an intersting comparison to the maps of witchcraft; or, it is obviously interesting 
to see whether suspected witches killed themselves: all I’ve noticed in this line is witch’s 
husband who killed himself (apart, of course, from the attempted suicide of a witch in 
the Elizabeth Lowys of Great Waltham case – see appendix D/AEA 2 to the chapter on 
the pamphlets, when it arrives!). I look forward to another discussion, Yours sincerely 
 
P.S. Please keep the suicide figures if they’re of interest – I have another copy.  
 
[Loose sheet attached]  
 
Plan for second half of thesis.  
 

i) Detailed studies of  
a) Witchcraft in three Essex villages, 1560-1600 (Hatfield Peverel, 

Boreham, Little Baddow) 
b) Anti-witchcraft activity: the cunning man, ‘white’ witchcraft.  
c) Matthew Hopkins and the 1645 trial. 

ii) Witchcraft in relationship to 
a) religious groups (puritanism,, clergy et) 
b) medical factors (plague, types of illness caused etc) 
c) economic change (poverty, famine, class, occupations) 
d) kinship and neighbourliness 
e) sexual factors; age tensions 
f) personality/activities of accused and accusers 

iii) Explanations of witchcraft 
a) the functions of witchcraft – as explanation, outlet for aggression and 

guilt, as rupturing force etc.  
b) reasons for growth and decline of prosecutions 
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Appendices, maps, graphs and bibliography  
 
 The next letter is from Keith on 14 March  
 
Dear Alan,  
 The briefest of notes to thank you for the package which arrived today and which I 
look forward to reading. The contents as usual look most intersting. Meanwhile there 
are two points I ought to mention. The first is that it would be very helpful if you could 
give me the roughest of indications as to when, at the present rate of progress, you 
expect the thesis to be finished and ready for submission. This is just so I can enter it in 
the terminal note for the History Board. If you could drop me a p.c. that would be fine.  
 The second is that I shall, I am afraid, be away from Oxford for the better part of 
the next fortnight. I’ll be back by the General Election [31 March 1966] and could see 
you over the weekend following (2/3 April) if that were possible. Otherwise perhaps 
you could offer some other dates thereafter. I am so sorry about this and do hope this 
isn’t too inconvenient for you. It will be nice to see you again. Meanwhile I hope you 
are well and cheerful. The Lake District must be starting to be v. nice at this time of 
time year.   Yrs, Keith 
 

Alan wrote a card to Keith on 20 March  as from Worcester College, Oxford 
 
Dear Mr Thomas,  
 You ask for a rough approximation as to when I’ll finish the thesis. I hope to finish 
the final draught [sic] and send it to the typist in October. I don’t know how long these 
people take and it’ll have to be checked. So I imagine I will supplicate in January at the 
latest (illness/accident barring). I checked with the registry. I don’t need to ask for an 
extension until June 1967. 
 I hope the TLS goes OK. I suppose this new Waltzer book is psychological rather 
than sociological? I look forward to seeing you in March 31st. Yrs Alan Macfarlane 
 
[addressed to Keith in Barry, Glamorgan] 
 
* 
 
 For the moment I shall just put in scans of a few of the pages of the drafts I was 
producing for Keith.  
 
 The first referred to in January, was a chapter on ‘ecclesiastical sources’. This was 24 
pages long and includes comments by Keith. 
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In February and March I refer to chapters on literary sources and pamphlet sources 
and one I was hoping to finish on borough court records.  
 The literary chapter was sixteen pages long, and has Keith’s comments on it.  
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 The pamphlet chapter was 22 pages long and had Keith’s comments on it.  
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 The borough court chapter was shorter, just five pages, and again had Keith’s 
comments on it.  
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1966 JANUARY – MARCH   OTHER RESEARCHERS 
 

Patrick Collinson  
 
 Patrick Collinson was referred to in my letters to others – for example to Lady 
Clay. His interest in ecclesiastical records overlapped with mine and he was part of 
the new movement in social history.  
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To which Collinson kindly replied as follows (I don’t recall meeting him, but perhaps 
we did). [A better scan could be made] 
 
Margaret Bowker – continuation of an earlier correspondence (the date should be 
1966, not 1965) 
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To which Dr Collinson replied [a better scan could be inserted[. 
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Hilda Grieve 
  
I owed an enormous debt of gratitude to Hilda Grieve. She was the Student’s room 
Supervisor at the Essex Record Office. I can still see her sitting at a raised table, 
perhaps behind a glass screen, with a special mat to keep her coffee well away from 
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the documents. She was one of the leading figures nationally in palaeography, and 
here (?two) guides, with ample illustrations and parallel texts, to local palaeography 
was probably my major aid in learning how to read the almost impossibly difficult 
ecclesiastical and other records. The formal palaeography of ‘court hand’ I had started 
in Oxford was of no use for this kind of work and without Hilda’s patient help on a 
daily basis over the first few weeks, I would probably have given up. So it is a 
pleasure to find our correspondence around this time. I imagine I did not need to write 
in 1965, as I was on the spot, but when I retired to write up in the Lakes, I started to 
write to her.  
 
 My first letters were clearly after visits.  
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Paul Slack continued 
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Joan Thirsk contd. 
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Hugh Trevor-Roper – continued 
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1966  APRIL TO JUNE 
 

Medical 
 
 Apart from a cold and possibly blocked ears, I seem to have been pretty fit 

during these years. There are occasional references in letters to appointments with 
dentists in the Lakes and perhaps the doctor, Dr Millchrist of Ambleside who I 
remember with affection. One indication of this is the following screening 
information.  

 
 

 
 

Family Papers and their location 
 
 The following short correspondence shows several things: my interest in the family 
papers which were clearly at Field Head; my realization of their value and that 
perhaps they should be deposited at some time; my early archival interests in colonial 
archives etc. Fortunately I did not proceed with any deposit, as we have worked on 
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them a good deal since, though now, nearly fifty years later, they are starting to be 
deposited, not in the Bodleian but in the Cambridge University Library.  
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 93 

 
 
I included a copy of my application to the L.S.E. to read anthropology.  
 
 
 



 94 

 
 
To which he replied: 
 
 

 
 
I suspect that it was a card from Harry which finally alerted me to the fact, which the 
L.S.E. had failed to inform me, that there was a new S.S.R.C. scheme to support 
postgraduate research and I might be eligible. I wrote to the L.S.E. and they agreed I 
could apply – and I did get one. This made all the difference. The pencil note from 
Harry to this effect was as follows: 
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 I was already beginning to discover the important fact that busy and well-connected 
people’s scribbled cards suggesting things could be very important – something I 
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remember being told when I arrived in the Department of Social Anthropology at 
Cambridge in relation to Jack Goody’s almost illegible, but always worthwhile, 
messages.  
 
* 
 
Fred Holdsworth 
 
 Fred was an important person in my life. He was a little older than me, I think, but 
was on the edges of the ‘gang’ of Lakes friends who partied and met over my Oxford 
years and perhaps before. He was particularly interesting as the proprietor of a very 
good bookshop in Ambleside, from which I bought many of my books (and probably 
gramaphone records) and through his help obtained books over the years – even in 
Nepal. I do not have any letters from him, but one Christmas Card is an indication of 
his presence.  
 
 
 

 
 

And there is one receipt for books – the extremely important book from the 
Cambridge Group on historical demography.  
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Rosalind Clay wrote on 21st April 1966 from Woodstock Road, Oxford 
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Dear Alan,  
Though you had to do without any written communication from me, I feel that you 

may have had telepathic messages, as I thought often of you -  Far too much has been 
happening & I couldn’t get peace for even a short letter, but your card this morning 
convinced me that I should have a try.  

I shall be very glad to see you some time during the weekend after 7th, but will warn 
you that my stepdaughter may be in Oxford on 7th itself & she suggested coming at 6 to 
take me to dine out, so don’t try then. (though she might cancel it) 

I was with Oliver March 31st to April 8th (Totteridge – rather like Boars Hill. O has 
an acre of garden with cedars & masses of daffs.) & then 8th – 14th with Peter & 
Elizabeth & their 4 wild children at St Ives – Cornwall is a revelation – not like a piece 
of England at all & the coast enchantingly beautiful. St Ives is a high rocky headland, 
carved into 5 sandy bays, & huddled with houses perched one above the other & 
crammed into nooks – most of them reached by high stone stairs with painted ??? 
balustrades – whole place full of colour – pink or blue houses, yellow rails & masses of 
creepers. The south coast is just as lovely – especially Mevagassey – An enterprising 
solicitor has turned a sort of pilchard packer into 16 flats, right on the beach so that the 
Atlantic thunders to within a few feet of one’s bed – The sea is an irresistible spectacle 
to me, & my eyes get drawn to it even when there are no surf-riders – but there was. I 
found Peter Shore most congenial – very moderate, though I thought it wisest not to 
shatter the general impression that I had voted Labour (I voted Liberal). He is Junior 
Minister of Technology, under Frank Cousins - & the floor was thick with 
congratulatory telegrams. The eldest girl (nearly 15) is pretty & civilized but the 3 others 
ghastly noisy young savages. With completely animal manners – a pity. Elizabeth too 
has just let her looks go to pieces ^& that grieved me, but I managed to avoid giving 
advice of any kind. We took 11 hours in the car to get there & 9 to come back but the 
return journey (apart from the sight of Stonehenge in snow) was the more unpleasant as 
the children racketed & found & hollered – I got back on 15th & Ian Green came that 
day too.  

I don’t know what to make of him. He told me some time ago that he was not 
working, & he has just repeated this – sees no point. He says he can't get a first without 
more work than he is prepared to do. I don't know what is going on inside him, but I 
conclude that he is really ‘temperamentally up Y& down’, perhaps always given to 
pendulum swings. I am coming to think that I really know some of these men better 
than Mr Pitt or Mr Campbell, though Mr C. is certainly far shrewder about their work. 
Ian looks much better in health; I just have no clue what to say so I don’t say anything 
much. He appears to have washed his hands of the whole situation & says he is hardly 
working at all. He claims that I rate him too high as the only period he really likes is 
Tudor – Stuart. All this would be very baffling – this swing from too much to too little – 
if I was his guardian angel, but I am not -  Anyhow he is stubborn & independent & no 
guardian angel could be given much of a hearing.  

 The College dinner was last night, Mr Graham most kindly rang up & offered to 
meet me & take me down the steps. Which made all the difference. It was a marvellous 
evening for me, though there were far too many people & I had to sit between 2 
strangers (Prof. Palmer & Dr Harris) – I didn’t get on too badly there as one knew 
A.J.P. Taylor & Namier intimately & the other knew Prof. Toynbee – but I feared I was 
not going to see any of the dons I knew. However I had a long talk with Llewellyn 
Woodward (a v. old friend who had been seeing some of Rosemary’s work), & then Mr 
Pitt & Roger Fulford & finally Mr Campbell who seemed in particularly gay spirits & 
promised to send me an offprint of his brilliant chapter on Bede. I had just read it that 
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morning. It is a most wonderful piece of work. I did not get away till 11.40 & Lord 
Franks saw me to my taxi (a slight blow as Mr Campbell looked like doing this). These 
people have a real gift for making me happy. When Peter Shore’s children want him to 
listen they seize hold of his chin & turn his face towards them. I have never before seen 
this trick & I told Mr Campbell I marked it at the time as suitable to apply to him. It 
was nice to apply to him. It was nice to see him in such a larky mood & I am thrilled 
about the offprint as I didn’t really want to buy the book (almost entirely about 
historians like Polybius about whom I know nothing at all).  

 This term I have 4 English History girls (mostly London External degree) & 4 
new Americans. I have masses to read & a stream of chatty interruptions. Sybil’s graph 
is right up at the top as she was pathetic about missing me & also said she had been 
cutting down on cigarettes & for that reason had rudely contradicted everything I said – 
a handsome apology.  

I picture you reading this as your prep just before you meet me – if you can read it. 
I hope your writing is getting along. My son is still tinkering with his thesis but it 

sounds practically finished.  
I shall miss Ian very much when he goes – I never expected to say that of any lodger, 

but he makes a good impression on everyone who meets him. I hope his very curious 
attitude will attract the attention of Mr Pitt or Mr Campbell or anyone who knows 
better how to receive the strange remarks he makes.  

Garden very gay – I don’t know how tall daffs stand themselves up again once they 
have been beaten to the ground – for that’s what they have done,  

 Best wishes, Rosalind Clay  
 
I have a carbon copy of my reply, dated 25th April 1966 from Field Head.  
 
Thank you so much for your long letter – which I didn’t read half an hour before 

coming to see you! Although this is a wonderful place to work I sometimes feel very cut 
off and start wondering, pathetically, whether all my Oxford (and London) friends have 
forgotten me. On these occasions a long letter from you restores me wonderfully. 
Thank you.  

Please forgive this typed letter, but I think you’d find it easier than my handwriting. 
It’s odd how bad handwriting seems to go with intelligence and character isn’t it – at 
least it’s comforting! Anyhow I won’t write at length as I’ll see you shortly.  

Yes, Ian’s behaviour is a little strange, but it’s not what he says about his work but the 
amount (and quality) of what he actually does that matters. I remember going around 
nonchalantly saying (in the last month or two before exams) that I ‘wasn’t doing a scrap 
of work’ and even going punting, lying about in the sun etc. so that my friends would be 
all the more surprised when I didn’t get a fourth! There may be something of this in 
Ian’s behaviour, but anyhow it won’t help if you get worried about it. After all, if he 
can’t stand the strain, it is probably better to find out no than when he has fully 
committed himself to an academic career and has wives, children etc. to look after and 
tie him to his decision. Well, enough sermonising for this letter! 

 I’m glad you enjoyed your Cornish venture – I really must visit the realm of 
Arthur. The very word Tintagel sends a pre-Raphaelite tingle down my sentimental 
spine. I love Devon and used to solemnly recite Tennyson to the breaking sea. But 
there are cloud-flecked days of daffodils and primroses and blue water between the 
silver birches when the Lakes are very magical, not awesome really like Wordsworth’s 
vision but fey and strange. I visited Beatrix Potter’s house (a couple of miles away) for 
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the first time recently – enchanting. Jeremy Fisher’s adventures happed on our local 
lake. Esthwaite.  

My thesis staggers on and I’ve half written, in a preliminary draught, now. I’m also 
employing my mother and sister in a microscopic study of three Essex villages during 
Elizabeth’s reign: the kind of thing Hoskins did for Wigston Magna but, I hope, with a 
less narrowly economic approach. I’m finding out fascinating things about marriage, 
crime, sex, witchcraft, puritanism and their various highly complex interrelations. Will 
enlarge on this later.  

 Must plug on with my work, forgive such a short letter.  
 I look forward very much to seeing you.  Regards to friends.  
 
P.S. I wonder if the Thomas Hodgkin who wrote in the T.L.S. of April 7 is any 

relation? 
 
I have a carbon of a letter with no date. From the contents (reference to Ian Green 

before exams, it looks as if it was written in May) 
 
Nr. Ambleside, Westmorland, from Alan Macfarlane 
 
Dear Lady Clay,  
 Thank you so much for your interesting letter – it was nice to hear from you. 

Please forgive a typewritten reply, but you’ll probably find it easier to read than my 
progressively worsening handwriting.  

Yes, I dropped Mr Pitt a note and he had a word with Ian. He doesn’t think he’s too 
bad. I hope he’s (Ian that is) recovered his spirits. Even I get depressed sometimes at 
my vast ignorance and drive myself on to work too hard so that I get tired into the 
bargain. I suppose we are all (including you) just the anxious type – anxious of what 
other people think of us (even the Sybils of this world) and desperately attempting to 
keep abreast of the lasts books. Incidentally, I’m sure you’ll have come across the new 
Population in History edited by D.V. Glass which s even at this moment staring at me 
accusingly from my bookshelf because I haven’t got down to reading it. It’s a collection 
of essays, some of them look very good, tho’ masses of statistics: Habakkuk’s on C18 
population is included. 

 Yes Ralph Houlbrooke, despite his intenseness and booming voice (or perhaps 
partly because of them) is a sweetie – and quick mind. His thesis on Norwich 
ecclesiastical records should be most interesting. With parish records (cf. he new book 
by E.A. Wrigley (Introduction to English Historical Demography, Weidenfeld, 1966), 
the records of the church courts are undoubtedly going to be the most important 
source for historical studies during the next 10 or so years. They give detailed (and 
often delightful) glimpses into everyday social and religious life. But then, I don’t have 
to give you a lecture on this, you saw a few excerpts from them in the W.E.A. lectures I 
lent you. I hope to do a study of puritanism in a few villages – to see what correlations 
there are between religious groups and such factors as sex, age, economic position, 
kinship links, size of family, length of residence in a village, village disputes etc. I think 
this might give a new depth to the old wrangling about puritanism and capitalism for 
though one will never be able to say finally a man was a puritan because – (he inherited 
land at the dissolution of the monasteries, he was the youngest son in a big family, he 
was a ‘newcomer’ to a village, he was a frustrated batchelor etc.) one should at least be 
able to show some correlation with something- even if, like Brunton and Pennington, it 
is that the average age of puritans was five years older than that of middle-of-the-road 
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Anglicans etc. Also it would be nice to know who exactly was supposed (& did) attend 
church, whether the eccl’l regulations re. the prohibited seasons for marriage were 
observed, what was the attitude to the local clergy etc. etc. this can only be done, I 
think, if one uses every single source and not just pamphlets and economic sources (as 
Hill tends to) or parish registers and censuses (as Laslett) etc. But enough of that for 
now. If you are at all interested I would be grateful for your comments when I have 
written something. At the moment I am just at the stage of reading hundreds of wills, 
manor court rolls, parish registers, archdeaconry records, subsidy assessments etc. I 
never realised how much material there was for one village just for the reign of 
Elizabeth. There is more than enough for a large book. I am attempting to cover three 
villages and have enlisted the support of my sister and mother who read and analyse 
with me. We really need a computer with this detailed mass of information. It’s all 
carried out in our garden shed which my father has kindly set up as a kind of local 
history factory and which is becoming filled with trays of index cards and files of every 
colour and kind. I have a slide projector and get my documents microfilmed and then 
turn them into slides and show them on a screen here. Articles I want, I send for Xerox 
copies from the Bodleian. In fact, apart from checking and one or two sources too large 
to photograph, this place is pretty self-sufficient. When I enter the shed I feel I am in a 
bathescope; by turning the right controls and selecting the write [sic] information I can 
slide back 400 years and peer out into the sixteenth century where witches and suicides, 
puritans and young wedded couples float past my curious eye. This world seems much 
more real than the C20, and much more satisfactory, since I only have to see what I 
want to see and I can sort and arrange things as one never can in real life. This probably 
all sounds vaguely monomaniacal, but if anyone would understand it would be you.  

I don’t really think you need support – if I had half your knowledge and half your 
memory power I would be a far better historian than I am. All I can say is that you have 
helped and inspired me more than I can say. Anything more would sound gushing.  

If you ever have the energy to write, please do. Our weekly chats are one of the few 
things I miss here. But there are many compensations, not least the snowdrops which 
are visible from where I write this. Of course I miss Oxford in stabbing moments, but it 
is too gentle and voluptuous a place (at the moment) for my ascetic soul.  

 Ill times may be; she has no thought of time: 
She reigns beside the waters yet in pride. 
Rude voices cry: but in her ears the chime 
Of full sad bells bring back her old springtide.  
 
The last verse of a poem about Oxford – do you know who wrote it? It sounds 

famous.  
I hope to see you again in four weeks or so.  
Very best wishes,  
 
Field Head, Outgate Nr Ambleside   29 May 1966 [the right margin has 

been torn, so a word or two has had to be guessed at] 
 
Please forgive a typed letter: it will at least save your eyes from my scrawly writing. It 

was nice to hear from you again; I always love hearing from Oxford. I miss your garden 
in the Spring and those late Oxford evenings with the scent of wallflowers and old 
stone. It is very beautiful here with an apple tree frothing into pink blossom outside my 
work-shed and azaleas in full flower. I still gather bunches of flowers for disconsolate 
maidens but it rather spoils the Peter Abelard flavour when they have to be wrapped up 
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in brown paper and cellotape and sent by post! Still, I will see my current Heloïse 
(actually she’s called Zoë which at least has the same punctuation). At least I’ll have one 
excuse for coming to Oxford next term as Joan Thirsk has just written to ask me to give 
a paper to her seminar: on witchcraft. When I’m at London it will be easier to get down 
for week-ends.  

 I hope Ralph Holbrook and Richard Fletcher appreciated your guided tour: they 
are both intelligent and nice people. I envied your trip to East Leach Turville; I think I 
visited it when I was staying in the Cotswolds before Schools – exactly three years ago 
now. Even up here I get a sinking feeling this week when I note in my diary that History 
Schools are starting. I hope Ian is still relaxed and doing a modicum of work. Don’t 
you get involved and worried. Like me, you would not be a very good social worker, 
you identify with people too much. As I want to do social work one day this is a 
problem for me, but I expect one gets immunized and ‘cold’. How do saints manage to 
remain compassionate and firm? 

 I was interested in your remarks about Church attendance. I enclose a note I sent 
to my supervisor on this problem; it might interest you. As far as I know it is the first 
attempt to give any C16 statistics of church attendance and though both figures and 
conclusions are extremely tentative seems worth pondering. It is even more curious that 
total attendance slightly declined during the period when I measured population in this 
village. Between 1560-1600 population had increased by 256 (deducting deaths from 
births registered); thus it had nearly doubled. Even by 1584 (people born before that 
date would be over 16 by 1600 and thus should have attended communion) it had 
increased by 140. Where did they all go, and if they didn’t all move out of the village, 
why didn’t they go to church? Incidentally, it might interest you that the pre-marital 
pregnancy rate was about 15% in this village in this period. I might even be able to write 
my dreamed-of article on ‘sex and religion: their relationship in a sixteenth village’! I am 
at the moment particularly interested in violent crime – rape, theft, manslaughter, 
suicide etc – in the attempt  to really see how wild a society it was; whether it was tightly 
controlled being very mobile, also very savage. Unfortunately, I don’t know of any 
studies (in detail) of crime-rates in Elizabethan villages. But enough of that. We can talk 
it over on Sunday. Looking forward to seeing you. 

 
* 
 
Letters from Linda  
 

Tuesday 5th April [1966]  from 103 Victoria Road, Oxford 
 
Dearest Alan,  
I hope you had a safe journey home & that your sister had a lovely Birthday. It was 
really so nice to be with you again and sad to think it was possibly the last time I 
would eat curry at the Bombay & walk down by the river with you in Oxford. I am just 
being sentimental & lest hope it isn’t the last. 
…If it is convenient with you and your parents I would still love to come and spend a 
few days after Easter with you – Here are my plans… I have booked a seat on the 11 
o’clock coach from Victoria for Monday 11th April which is due to arrive at 
Ambleside 8.45 that evening… By the way if everything is O.K. I will leave for 
London the Saturday of the following weekend 16th 
 
16 May 66 – from CERN  - date stamp 
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… I was a little surprised to hear you had slept with Jane – do you like her very much. 
Then my ideas about sleeping with people has changed quite a lot.  
 
No date, from 103 Victorian Road, Oxford. – c. May? 
 
Thanking for birthday present, and noting I do feel very old now, it is sad I will not be 
a teenager again… I would say my 19th year was the happiest I have ever known and 
yet at the same time the most heart-breaking. You must have known me for near on 
two years now doesn’t time fly past.  
 
24 Sunday 1966 
 
Dearest Alan,  
I am sorry I have left writing to you so late. I imagine you have had a peaceful week 
and have found more time to concentrate on your work. Thank you very much for a 
lovely time in Ambleside and I can understand why you are proud to live in such a 
beautiful place.  ….. [Leaving Oxford – c. May 1966?]  
 
Whit Monday   Geneva   Date stamp   31.5.66 
 
….Alan I really think you should take things a little easier and not work so hard – 
your health is much more important than anything – Are your headaches better?[very 
good photos of the Lakes, which Linda hopes Alan will see if he comes to Geneva] 
Fondest love, Linda 
[Notes on letter by Alan: Bill; walk down Chalfont Rd; Folk club; French; Oxford – 
David; Health; Drive round mountains; Zoe; Driving test; Gill]   
 
* 
 
Letters from Zoë 
 
8, Ladbroke Sq, W.11   24.4.1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
 It was lovely to find the primroses & daffodils here, really welcoming. I was 
delighted, as you knew of course I would be. It was a magnificent thought, and thank 
you. They do remind me of the Lakes. … You don’t need to apologise for the week-
end. We ought to know each other pretty well by now, and so account for moods. I 
didn’t feel as if I had been soul-searched anyway. .. It’ll be nice to see you next week… 
 
The final scrap of poetry is dated 4th May 1966.  
 
To Zoë 
 
A full moon in the tiredness night, poetry 
And lights and a hunchback by 
The lift and thighs bared as legs cross;  
A million impressions and contacts,  
A meaningless jungle where prowl 
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Inoffensive and deadly careerists.  
With moments of contact long 
Stretches of loss of understanding.  
Depths of sudden humiliation.  
A slight penetration and then  
A loss of vision; a pool in  
The desert, a girl’s eyes and smile,  
And then a wall: all these  
Meaningless images as I try 
To grope towards describing you and my life. But my  
Emotions and rootless life and  
Lack of formal training, or  
Even sincerity of feeling preclude  
Any strong-based verse. All I  
Can offer you is this pen and 
Paper and an economy and 
A tired hand and my man y- 
Distracted mind. Sleep my  
Darling, and if you ever read  
This meandering know that 
Behind and beyond this I 
 
 
LSE no date – c. May 1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
Nice to hear from you this morning. Glad Oxford went well. … Where are you staying 
?? (I don’t suppose you saw BBC 3 on Saturday – very near-the-bone sketch about a 
tramp & a Rowthon (?) House). I know it’s probably pointless saying this, because your 
pride I’m sure would make you sleep in the gutter rather than with friends - & maybe 
you are staying somewhere respectable – but anyway, in case not, you’re more than 
welcome to sleep on my floor (underlined by Mrs. W.) What’s more, I promise to be 
there! Seriously, it would be nice to have the company. … I don’t finish here till 5-30-45 
ish tomorrow… but I’ll come to the common room after that… Shall be interested to 
hear what Firth’s latest utterance is. Either see you tonight or tomorrow then, Love, Zoë 
 
Undated, probably late May 1966   L.S. E.  
 
Dear Alan,  
 Thank you for your letter – I do enjoy reading them. I hope you’re not getting too 
strung up about work. But I suspect there’s nothing anyone else can say that helps. It’s 
pointless saying you work probably much harder than most people, as I suspect your 
work0-compulsion isn’t open to rational consolation. Anyway, I’m glad the family’s 
ministering to you.  
 The Oxford week-end sounded lovely & I’m glad you enjoyed it. Really you are 
funny – your introspection runs riot. Of course you can make any woman jealous (or 
disconcerted or whatever) to some degree by talking about other women – but it ruins 
the effect to point out that’s what one might possibly be doing! Of course you know this 
& of course I’m taking it too seriously & of course it was all tongue-in-cheek anyway, 
still there is a point. Its somehow like talking about making love – which makes it 



 106 

almost impossible we ever will. Still, no doubt all the odd things we say are just a 
function of our odd relationship! Still, whatever it is, I’m very glad it is. I feel we’ve got 
to know each other much better since Oxford, & I’d miss you very much if you 
disappeared out of my life. … I thought afterwards that, from the things we talk about all 
the bits of oneself to some people – & I suppose it’s when one imagines the other 
person will understand & be responsive. But it’s not only that, because it also needs 
affection, since telling people about oneself involves one to some extent by letting them 
past the outside boundaries. This begins to sound like a women’s magazine, but you 
know what I mean. The general drift is that I do feel as if you know me well – not that I 
ever seem to tell you very much, you just gather things. Insight, that’s what it is! … Yes, 
I’d like to come to Oxford that w/e. … Don’t get too frayed. When is Anne off to Paris? 
… Much love, Zoë 
 
Tuesday, L.S.E.   No date, c. May 1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
 Thank you very much for your letter. It’s so no to get quick replies to letters so that 
you have a nice long letter to read when you’re not expecting it. [asking for friend to 
stay with Alan…] I explained that it wasn’t your flat, & that in any case it was awkward to 
ask since you’re so nice you don’t like refusing things! 
 
31 May 1966   London. Tuesday 
 
Dear Alan,  
 Thank you for your letter this morning. This is just a quick note to say don’t bring a 
sleeping-bag unless you were bringing one anyway… And yo can have mine in London 
of course, tho’ as you know it’s not v. warm. … I also forgot to thank you for the 
photograph, which is superb. What a gross omission. See you Thurs. lunch-time then, 
1 p.m. downstairs. Look forward to that. Hope this reaches you tomorrow, Love, Zoë 
 
8 Ladbroke Sq, Wednesday. No date – June 
 
My dear Alan … Thank you for your, as usual, lovely card. I thought of you in Oxford 
& round about & I’m so glad things with G*ll worked well as presumably they did! 
 
L.S.E. Wed. No date – c. June 1966  
 
[Notes by Alan: Roses; Dr. Bohm; C.U.P/Routledge; lift North; S.S.R.C; Gill; 
description of Zoë; Anne; Linda] 
 
Dear Alan,   
At last I’m writing to thank you for those exquisite roses. I really was overjoyed to get 
them – so utterly unexpected. It was marvellous of you. But it must have cost a fortune 
– I really feel very guilty about that. You’ve no idea how morale-boosting it was, 
especially as taking exams in London is such a routine & unceremonious business, 
quite different from Oxford. They were beautiful yellow buds which have since opened 
with wide & exquisite whorls of gold with the most lovely scent. It seems silly to say 
thank you – such an inadequate word. But I hope you know how much I mean it. It 
was a lovely idea, & I was very touched. It’s so typical of you & your thoughtfulness & 
generosity.  ….I’m sure the last thing you want to hear is a catalogue of my woes, but I 
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have to write it to someone & I know you’ll understand. [long description about the 
likely impossibility of getting a second year for the M.Sc] … It was so nice to have your 
letter – I did so enjoy that w/e in Oxford, & thank you for making it so enjoyable, & 
countering the inevitable nostalgias of Oxford by introducing me to your friends & 
filling it up with currently attractive things. It was altogether a lovely w/e.  
 I’m glad if the Gill-thing is working well. It must be strange & I can imagine how you 
feel about it. Incidentally the back-peddling remark wasn’t a prediction of your reaction, 
but sort of veiled advice. Tho’ it was probably very presumptuous I only meant, I 
suppose, that I feel a bit superstitious about things developing v. fast, as it’s not clear 
where one goes after having plunges in up to the neck. Still, I’m not the one to talk – as 
I never seem  to manage things very well. Anyway, I’m glad if you feel happy about it, & 
can’t imagine how you couldn’t. I don’t think you stand to lose by it. I must say she 
sounds very nice. … I still don’t quite know when I’ll be home, tho’ I think it’ll be 
sometime around 2nd or 3rd July.  
 
I wonder how you are feeling now – you sounded pretty cheerful work-wise & the 
efforts of your parents in contributing to sociological/historical knowledge sound 
magnificent. Yes, it must be nice being able to drive & being independent.  
 I’m sorry about the moans at the beginning of this. But the main gist of it was meant 
to be thanks for your being so nice & for the roses. Not so long until I see you. Love, 
Zoë 
 
Sunday 19th June 1966    Field Head, Outgate [a carbon of a typed letter, but very poor 
quality, so re-typed in full here] 
 
My dear Zoe,  
 Please forgive a typed letter. I find that I can write more with less effort this way, and, 
of course, it’s slightly more legible. Thank you very much for your letter, sweetie. Of 
course I don’t mind you moaning about Dr Bohm et. al. To begin with, you are always 
hearing my groans – and also one of my complaints about our relationship was that you 
didn’t depend enough on me. Too self-sufficient etc. Anyhow I’m particularly 
interested in this subject as I’m intimately involved. I wonder if Propp (?) was any help? 
As I said in my card, it makes one furious – I really do feel more bitter than my placid 
disposition normally allows me. I think that if I also got refused, and hence am in a 
pretty independent position I may kick up a fuss. Apart from failing to even mention 
the fact that there was such a thing as an S.S.R.C. after my repeated requests to her for 
suggested means of income, her latest cretinous act was to lose my tutor’s testimonials. 
At least I assume that’s what happened. I asked Keith and Harry to write even before I 
sent in my application to be registered at L.S.E. and they both wrote by return that 
they’d done this. But both Firth and ‘B’ (future ref. for Dr. Bohm) wrote on several 
occasions to say that if I didn’t hurry up with my testimonials I wouldn’t be considered 
etc. Finally I wrote to her and explained that she had probably mislaid them – having 
received them before my application. She immediately replied that she now had them – 
but didn’t have the courage to admit that this is what happened. Firth, though he’s 
wasted a lot of time on me, has also been pretty vague and disorganised. If you 
remember, as a member of the S.S.R.C. Committee he more or less said that I 
wouldn’t be eligible for a Studentship. He’s now written to say that I am. No doubt he’ll 
wriggle out of the verbal promise that if I were to be eligible, on the strength of my 
D.Phil. I’d get one. I’m telling you this last piece of information as I feel decidedly 
guilty about it. I would feel awful if I got money – after 3 years State support – to 
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continue while you were turned down and a whole lot of spotty pseudo-sociologists 
from East Clacton, Cheam and Cheadle Universities were welcomed to the starry 
portals of L.S.E. I know you’re too proud to receive help from me – but if I both get an 
advance contract for a book (both Routledge and Cambridge U.P. have now written to 
offer me an advance if they like a couple of chapters of my thesis) and an S.S.R.C. grant 
I would be comparatively well off and would love to help you if you decided to try to 
work your way through. I’m counting my chickens a little fast as I’ll probably still be 
working my [way] through. Still. If only we were suited to get married….. 
 Glad the roses arrived O.K. The garden is full of foxgloves, irises, sun-flowers, 
poppies and the first roses. Soon it will be strawberry time. You will be up for that 
which is nice.  
 When will you hear your exam results? I’m sure you’ll do better than you expect – 
even if this falls on deaf ears in L.S.E. You’re always underestimating (stating?) your 
ability. I know you hate me when I go on like this, but I can’t resist quoting a little bit 
from Gill’s first letter. After I left her on that Sunday evening she went round to ‘the 
twins’ – one of whom, Karen, read History and finished at the same time as you. She 
knew you, and Clare (and David and Bron) – perhaps you know who she is? Her 
remark re. you was (and I quote) ‘very bright Gill – the type who moans – my god I’m 
scared and then proceeds to get Alpha plus for an economics paper’. Gill’s next remark 
was ‘I retreated onto the armchair at this news – and didn’t emerge for at least a couple 
of seconds!’ Even I know that this isn’t strictly true – re. economics anyhow. Nor, as 
you know full well, does it now matter to me what sort of brain you have. At one time it 
used to seem important to me what people thought of a person I liked – though I still 
haven’t got over this completely I now have a little more faith in my judgement and 
whether you failed ever exam you took or not I’d still know that you’re one of the nicest 
people I have ever met – or am ever likely to. End of digression. And to think that 
L.S.E. are thinking of preferring trogs with good seconds in Sociology to you … ugh! 
I’m very tempted to go somewhere else. (May have to, anyway, if they keep on 
bungling) 
 I wonder how plans for India are progressing. I hope everything is smooth there [at] 
any rate and that the worst of the injections etc. are over. My concern is partly selfish. 
Unable to go to India myself, yet. I want to enjoy it and learn about it from you.  
 Was very intrigued by your enigmatic references to ‘complications’. Perhaps your 
savings them for Hampstead Heath – or rather a walk up Helvellyn. Fortunately I won’t 
have reason to act in such a childish and possessive way now.  
 

……. 
 

 If Gill wants to see me, I will be taking the car down to Oxford this coming Saturday 
and staying there (she’s got exams till Wednesday) until Friday when she goes to 
Greece. This will be my official holiday and I hope to sleep out in a sleeping-bag on 
Boars Hill and generally have a Scholar-Gipsey’ish time skipping round Bablock Hithe 
etc. Otherwise I’ll probably go to Wales or Cornwall for a few days. It’s thus possible 
that I’ll be driving north on Sunday, 3rd July and if I am I would love it if I could come 
to London (or the outskirts – I’m a bit frightened of the city) and pick you and any 
possession you have to take up – this might be a help) and take you back to the Lakes. 
I’ll [k]now definitely whether I can do this by next Sunday evening. I’ll ring (person-to-
person) some time during the day to find out if you’re interested. It would be nice to 
have someone to talk to.  
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Write if you feel like it sweetie – before Friday to Field Head. Am thinking of you 
and missing you as I always will.  

Love as always,  
 
Post-card from Zoë, dated 27 June   London, Monday  - to Worcester College 
 
Thanks very much for letter – very glad you’re having a week’s break. At least I hope 
you really are. Hope things go well with Gill too! 
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1966 APRIL – JUNE  RESEARCH 
 
 

Supervisor’s report  1 April  1966 by Keith Thomas.  
 
Title: Witchcraft Prosecutions in Essex, 1560-1680; a sociological analysis.  
 
Mr Macfarlane is now writing his thesis and hopes to be able to send the final draft to 
the typist by October. I think, however, that he will be lucky to get it finished by then. 
Most of his research is completed, but the arrangement and presentation of his thesis is 
affording him some difficulty. His preliminary drafts will need to be re-shaped and 
polished quite substantially before they are ready for submission. His findings, however, 
are extremely interesting, and should constitute a real contribution to knowledge.  
 
I wrote a card to Keith on 4 April from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for a stimulating supervision. You asked for the reference to the 160?9 
Essex survey – it is ‘A Viewe of the State of the Clergie Within the Countie of Essex’… : 
a printed copy presented to the B.M. in 1895 (catalogue mark = 5105 d 22) and original 
in the P.R.O. 30/15/1/128. I’ve checked and the printed copy looks alright. It is used a 
lot in Hill, Economic Problems (e.g. pp. 68, 111, 140, 203, 218, 228) and is a most 
fascinating document. I hope to place and name the ministers anonymously referred to 
in the second half by comparison with the 1589 survey, the Archdeaconry records etc.  
 Yours sincerely,   Alan Macfarlane 
 
A card from Alan to Keith on Saturday 9 April   from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr Thomas,  
 Could we arrange another session? I’m writing so far in advance as I’ll only be down 
one week-end and thus don’t want to miss you. I’ll fit my various London interviews in 
when I’ve heard from you. Could you manage any time on Saturday 7th May (or Friday 
6th/Sunday 8th) or, failing that, any time Friday-Sunday (13th-15th) the following week-
end? I will send down a couple of chapters in two weeks time. Yours   Alan Macfarlane 
 
Keith wrote on 15 April 13 
 
I could only offer Friday 6th May at 2 pm (lunch here if you like?) on the weekend you 
suggest. Would that be too awkward (Do give me a chance to read the chapters in 
advance, won’t you). Keith  
 
Alan to Keith Thomas    20 April        Field Head, Ambleside 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your card. Friday 6th May at 2 p.m. will be fine; may I accept your 
kind invitation to lunch? Unless this is inconvenient and I hear from you I will call at 
your room at 1 p.m.  
 I enclose a couple of chapters; this concludes the ‘Sources’ half of the thesis and I 
now hope to move on to analysis. First I’ll have to get Hopkins out of the way – a quick 
sketch (as I haven’t much to offer in the way of new material or insights) should be 
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completed by the time I come down. I’ll bring it with me and perhaps we can discuss it 
at a later meeting. The analysis of my three villages, in depth, is proving most interesting 
– for instance it looks as if all the Hatfield Peverel witches and their victims lived on 
one manor, thought it may be the fact that this also happened to cover the village rather 
than the fact that it was the old monastic foundation, that is significant. I ought to 
apologise for all the bits of cellotaped footnote: I don’t seem to be able to anticipate 
how long (or over-long) my footnotes are going to be, but this may be a preferable 
method to continuing them on the next page.  
 Three isolated points:  

i) Though I agree that the ‘bloody flux’ was probably too well known to be often 
ascribed to witches that it was sometimes appears from the confession of 
Agnes Waterhouse in the 1566 pamphlet.   

ii) The additional Aylett references in the Ashmole Ms. 412 which you omitted 
from the list you kindly gave me are f. 13v, 16, 19v, 153v, 175v – this may 
save you going through it all again.  

iii)  I may remember wrongly, but when we were talking about animals I think you 
said that you had not come across any examples of butchers actually being 
presented for not baiting their bulls to death, in accordance with the law: 
there are two examples for Dec. 1975 in the Maldon Borough Records, (in 
the E.R.O) D/B 3 1/6 f. 192v.  
I enjoyed your article in the T.L.S very much and hope it was not too bitterly 
received in certain quarters. Still unable to get any support to do social 
anthropology at L.S.E. I, also, look forward to seeing whether ‘the prevailing 
system of historical training can generate the intellectual flexibility necessary 
for the new history to sustain itself’! 
I look forward to your comments on the enclosed: I hope I’ve given you 
plenty of time to read them.  Yours sincerely,  

 
Alan to Keith Thomas        24 April    Field Head, Ambleside 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Sorry to bother you again, but I wonder if you’d mind scrawling a note to the 
Secretary of the Graduate School and posting it in the enclosed. I have just applied for 
an M.Sc. in Social Anthropology starting in October of this year and the form says that 
‘All applicants should ask two teachers who are familiar with their work to write on their 
behalf direct to the Secretary…’ Thank you.  
 I see you’ve roused a few old bears in the T.L.S. I note that Cooper, in a surprisingly 
generous manner, refrains from offering any suggestions as to English works which have 
succeeded or superseded Homans! I’m seeing Wagner next week and hope to discuss 
the query he raises about the unreliability of parish registers: I don’t know if he has any 
statistical support for his remark about wills – it doesn’t appear that he has bothered to 
read Wrigley’s various articles on the difficulties of using English material. I’ve done a 
quick check in one of the three villages I’m studying in detail and enclose the results. 
Obviously the families may have registered their children in a neighbouring church, 
may have been immigrants etc. etc. and this will emerge later (when I have more time 
to analyse – at the moment most of it is nobly being done by my mother and sister) – 
still I think it does suggest caution. I must tell Wrigley the glum news some time.  
 See you on May 6th.   Yours,  

 
Card from Keith Thomas to Alan,   26 April 
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Many thanks for your v. interesting letter re parish registers. You’ll turn Peter Laslett’s 
hair white, & Garter King of Arms will probably make you a Herald. See on Friday 6 
May – 1pm for lunch. Keith.    P.S. I’ve duly written to L.S.E. for you.  
 
Letter to Harry Pitt    24 April   
 
The thesis goes well and I now have the whole family sitting round the ‘tele’ doing 
family reconstitution – I imagine my sister’s analysis of the ‘age-specific marriage rate’ 
will go a little crazy when the Beatles appear.’ 
 
Letter to Lady Clay  25 April   
 

My thesis staggers on and I’ve half written, in a preliminary draught, now. I’m also 
employing my mother and sister in a microscopic study of three Essex villages during 
Elizabeth’s reign: the kind of thing Hoskins did for Wigston Magna but, I hope, with a 
less narrowly economic approach. I’m finding out fascinating things about marriage, 
crime, sex, witchcraft, puritanism and their various highly complex interrelations. Will 
enlarge on this later.  

 
Note from Alan to Keith on 12 May    Field Head, Outgate 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thanks very much for the loan of this: I’ve written off to them to see if I am 

eligible – will keep you informed. I see Raymond Firth is on the committee. [info re. 
S.S.R.C.]  

 Glad your Hobbes piece was greeted with such enthusiasm in the T.L.S. 
 Will send more witchcraft shortly.  
 Yours, Alan Macfarlane  
 
Card from Keith Thomas on 17 May 
 
Have you noticed the enquiry about Miles Blomfylde in Notes & Queries, March 

1966, p.105 (& also in T.L.S. if I remember aright)? 
 
Card from Alan to Keith   20 May   Field Head, Outgate 
 
Dear Mr Thomas,  
 Thank you for the Blomfield ref: will chase it when within reach of libraries. I 

hope book etc. go well. I will be sending two more chapters in three days but write to 
see if we can arrange a meeting – as you will be very busy. I will be in Oxford Friday 
3rd – Sunday 5th June and would be happy to see you at any time on these three days. 
If they are impossible and you could manage Monday 6th that would be feasible. 
Otherwise I’ll be down again about 25th June. Writing, after slight crisis of confidence, 
is progressing well. Will write at greater length with my chapters.  Yours sincerely, Alan 
Macfarlane 

 
Keith Thomas to Alan     21 May 1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
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 Many thanks for your post-card. The Blomfield thing is not a reference so much 
as a request for information, as you will see if you look up Notes and Queries in the 
Ambleside (?) Public Library.  

 I’m not quite sure about my movements during the weekend 4/5 June so I think 
it would be best if we were to meet on the Friday (3rd), say 3 p.m. We can have tea in 
the middle. I look forward very much to your chapters. They always cheer me up.  

 Incidentally do you mind if I mention your name to the Cambridge University 
Press, who have asked me to suggest possible authors of history books which ‘employ 
the concepts and techniques of sociologists, social anthropologists’ etc? I’m not sure 
how tied up you are with Routledge, but the C.U.P.  are anxious to print as many tables, 
figures, notes, etc as you want. Anyway you can always say no, if they write to you. 
Yours, Keith 

 
Alan to Keith Thomas   22 May      Field Head, Westmorland 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 
 The next two chapters; not too indigestible I hope. Another, on the ‘Cunning 

Man in Essex’ will be ready, I hope, when I come down.  
 I hope the section on religion has untangled itself; as you see, I haven’t been able 

to really get past the problem of whether people used the magic described by 
contemporary writers. Like you, I have a conviction that they did mutter sells over their 
crops and their butter, and that the Reformation, in its attempt to cut away this 
substructure, left people in a vacuum, but it’s almost impossible to prove. The only new 
fact I’ve come across concerns a much more prosaic matter, church attendance. As you 
know Laslett et. al. have suggested that the lower classes didn’t go to church. I don’t 
know if you know of any studies of this, if so, I’d be most interested to hear of them. In 
my reconstruction of village life in three Essex villages it looks as if I should be able to 
more or less answer this problem. For instance, in Boreham, a combination of 
churchwardens accounts, wills and ecclesiastical court records makes it possible to learn 
quite a lot on the subject. I enclose some very hesitant and preliminary figures on this.  

 I look forwards, as always to our meeting.   Yours sincerely,  
 
Card from Alan to Keith on 23 May  from Field Head  
 
As a p.s. to my jottings on church attendance, have just calculated total population 

growth in Boreham during the period 1560-1600. Population, comparing births & 
deaths, went up almost 85% – by about 250 people. I wonder where they all 
communicated?! Of course many were too young and many must have migrated, but 
still … By 1584, 140 increase, these should have been old enough in 1600… Yrs Alan 
Macfarlane 

 
Alan to Keith Thomas,    24 May     Field Head, Outgate, Ambleside 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your letter: 3 p.m. on Friday (3rd June) will be fine – I look forward 
to discussing things then.  
 It was most kind of you to mention my name to C.U.P: one cannot have too many 
panting publishers, and, though Routledge have first option, it will be a stick to beat 
them with. Also, one day I dream of writing a great work on my three villages, a sort of 
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Williams on Gosforth, plus Firth on Tikopia, plus Homans, plus Hoskins, maybe 
Cambridge would be interested in this. But for now must obviously confine myself to 
witches.  
 I enclose a few more cases, too late to put into my chapter on ecclesiastical sources: 
I think you might like one or two of them – e.g. those connected with the clergy. I 
wonder what idea about insanity the first case reveals? I don’t understand the reference 
to rats and moles. Nor do I, yet, know what a ‘slyenck’ is – Chambers suggests it comes 
from the same root as sly/cunning. Nice case of a woman refusing payment or her whit 
witchcraft ‘who can not be paid’.  
 Please keep the carbon account, from the same sources as the above, of a 
conventicle. Thought you might like the meeting at a religious woman’s house etc.   
Yours,  
 

 
Alan to Keith Thomas     17 June 1966    Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I enclose a chapter on Cunning folk and a few more cases of witchcraft from 
Colchester records which you haven’t seen. I am easy as to whether we discuss this 
chapter soon, or leave it until I’ve written my final ‘first draft’ chapter – on ‘3 Essex 
villages’. I will be in Oxford from Sunday 26th June until Thursday 30th and, if you 
would like this, could see you at any time during these days. Otherwise, I will be down 
again towards the end of July and we could fix a time then. Anyhow I’m sending this so 
that you will have plenty of time to read it.  
 I’ve just heard from Firth that I will be eligible for an S.S.R.C studentship – but that 
there’s very fierce competition so don’t know what my chances are.  
 Thank you for the tea and comments on our last meeting. I do hope the book is 
starting to roll again. I look forward to seeing you at the end of this month, or next. 
Yours sincerely,  
 
 

* 
 

 I mention that I am sending two final chapters on sources. This probably included 
the following chapter. I will give one example here of what I did in every instance – type 
a first draft and heavily correct it, and then a new draft to show to Keith. This was ten 
pages long with an extrfa 7 pages of appendices.  
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 The second draft was: 
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 Another likely chapter at this time was one I mention on the background to the 
Mathew Hopkins witchcraft cases in 1645. This was 13 pages long and again annotated 
by Keith.  
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 A diagram which, like others, I re-drew and used in thesis and book, is presented 
here in very early form.  
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 I also mention bringing or sending a chapter on the ‘Cunning Man’ in Essex. I think 
this was broadened out into a more general chapter on informal counter-action against 
witches, of which this one of sixteen pages, again with Keith’s markings.  
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1966 APRIL – JUNE OTHER RESEARCHERS 
 

Rosalind Clay 
 

Rosalind Clay wrote on 21st April 1966 from Woodstock Road, Oxford 
 
Dear Alan,  

Though you had to do without any written communication from me, I feel that you 
may have had telepathic messages, as I thought often of you -  Far too much has been 
happening & I couldn’t get peace for even a short letter, but your card this morning 
convinced me that I should have a try.  

I shall be very glad to see you some time during the weekend after 7th, but will warn 
you that my stepdaughter may be in Oxford on 7th itself & she suggested coming at 6 to 
take me to dine out, so don’t try then. (though she might cancel it) 

I was with Oliver March 31st to April 8th (Totteridge – rather like Boars Hill. O has 
an acre of garden with cedars & masses of daffs.) & then 8th – 14th with Peter & 
Elizabeth & their 4 wild children at St Ives – Cornwall is a revelation – not like a piece 
of England at all & the coast enchantingly beautiful. St Ives is a high rocky headland, 
carved into 5 sandy bays, & huddled with houses perched one above the other & 
crammed into nooks – most of them reached by high stone stairs with painted ??? 
balustrades – whole place full of colour – pink or blue houses, yellow rails & masses of 
creepers. The south coast is just as lovely – especially Mevagassey – An enterprising 
solicitor has turned a sort of pilchard packer into 16 flats, right on the beach so that the 
Atlantic thunders to within a few feet of one’s bed – The sea is an irresistible spectacle 
to me, & my eyes get drawn to it even when there are no surf-riders – but there was. I 
found Peter Shore most congenial – very moderate, though I thought it wisest not to 
shatter the general impression that I had voted Labour (I voted Liberal). He is Junior 
Minister of Technology, under Frank Cousins - & the floor was thick with 
congratulatory telegrams. The eldest girl (nearly 15) is pretty & civilized but the 3 others 
ghastly noisy young savages. With completely animal manners – a pity. Elizabeth too 
has just let her looks go to pieces ^& that grieved me, but I managed to avoid giving 
advice of any kind. We took 11 hours in the car to get there & 9 to come back but the 
return journey (apart from the sight of Stonehenge in snow) was the more unpleasant as 
the children racketed & found & hollered – I got back on 15th & Ian Green came that 
day too.  

I don’t know what to make of him. He told me some time ago that he was not 
working, & he has just repeated this – sees no point. He says he can't get a first without 
more work than he is prepared to do. I don't know what is going on inside him, but I 
conclude that he is really ‘temperamentally up Y& down’, perhaps always given to 
pendulum swings. I am coming to think that I really know some of these men better 
than Mr Pitt or Mr Campbell, though Mr C. is certainly far shrewder about their work. 
Ian looks much better in health; I just have no clue what to say so I don’t say anything 
much. He appears to have washed his hands of the whole situation & says he is hardly 
working at all. He claims that I rate him too high as the only period he really likes is 
Tudor – Stuart. All this would be very baffling – this swing from too much to too little – 
if I was his guardian angel, but I am not -  Anyhow he is stubborn & independent & no 
guardian angel could be given much of a hearing.  

 The College dinner was last night, Mr Graham most kindly rang up & offered to 
meet me & take me down the steps. Which made all the difference. It was a marvellous 
evening for me, though there were far too many people & I had to sit between 2 
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strangers (Prof. Palmer & Dr Harris) – I didn’t get on too badly there as one knew 
A.J.P. Taylor & Namier intimately & the other knew Prof. Toynbee – but I feared I was 
not going to see any of the dons I knew. However I had a long talk with Llewellyn 
Woodward (a v. old friend who had been seeing some of Rosemary’s work), & then Mr 
Pitt & Roger Fulford & finally Mr Campbell who seemed in particularly gay spirits & 
promised to send me an offprint of his brilliant chapter on Bede. I had just read it that 
morning. It is a most wonderful piece of work. I did not get away till 11.40 & Lord 
Franks saw me to my taxi (a slight blow as Mr Campbell looked like doing this). These 
people have a real gift for making me happy. When Peter Shore’s children want him to 
listen they seize hold of his chin & turn his face towards them. I have never before seen 
this trick & I told Mr Campbell I marked it at the time as suitable to apply to him. It 
was nice to apply to him. It was nice to see him in such a larky mood & I am thrilled 
about the offprint as I didn’t really want to buy the book (almost entirely about 
historians like Polybius about whom I know nothing at all).  

 This term I have 4 English History girls (mostly London External degree) & 4 
new Americans. I have masses to read & a stream of chatty interruptions. Sybil’s graph 
is right up at the top as she was pathetic about missing me & also said she had been 
cutting down on cigarettes & for that reason had rudely contradicted everything I said – 
a handsome apology.  

I picture you reading this as your prep just before you meet me – if you can read it. 
I hope your writing is getting along. My son is still tinkering with his thesis but it 

sounds practically finished.  
I shall miss Ian very much when he goes – I never expected to say that of any lodger, 

but he makes a good impression on everyone who meets him. I hope his very curious 
attitude will attract the attention of Mr Pitt or Mr Campbell or anyone who knows 
better how to receive the strange remarks he makes.  

Garden very gay – I don’t know how tall daffs stand themselves up again once they 
have been beaten to the ground – for that’s what they have done,  

 Best wishes, Rosalind Clay  
 
I have a carbon copy of my reply, dated 25th April 1966 from Field Head.  
 
Thank you so much for your long letter – which I didn’t read half an hour before 

coming to see you! Although this is a wonderful place to work I sometimes feel very cut 
off and start wondering, pathetically, whether all my Oxford (and London) friends have 
forgotten me. On these occasions a long letter from you restores me wonderfully. 
Thank you.  

Please forgive this typed letter, but I think you’d find it easier than my handwriting. 
It’s odd how bad handwriting seems to go with intelligence and character isn’t it – at 
least it’s comforting! Anyhow I won’t write at length as I’ll see you shortly.  

Yes, Ian’s behaviour is a little strange, but it’s not what he says about his work but the 
amount (and quality) of what he actually does that matters. I remember going around 
nonchalantly saying (in the last month or two before exams) that I ‘wasn’t doing a scrap 
of work’ and even going punting, lying about in the sun etc. so that my friends would be 
all the more surprised when I didn’t get a fourth! There may be something of this in 
Ian’s behaviour, but anyhow it won’t help if you get worried about it. After all, if he 
can’t stand the strain, it is probably better to find out no than when he has fully 
committed himself to an academic career and has wives, children etc. to look after and 
tie him to his decision. Well, enough sermonising for this letter! 
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 I’m glad you enjoyed your Cornish venture – I really must visit the realm of 
Arthur. The very word Tintagel sends a pre-Raphaelite tingle down my sentimental 
spine. I love Devon and used to solemnly recite Tennyson to the breaking sea. But 
there are cloud-flecked days of daffodils and primroses and blue water between the 
silver birches when the Lakes are very magical, not awesome really like Wordsworth’s 
vision but fey and strange. I visited Beatrix Potter’s house (a couple of miles away) for 
the first time recently – enchanting. Jeremy Fisher’s adventures happed on our local 
lake. Esthwaite.  

My thesis staggers on and I’ve half written, in a preliminary draught, now. I’m also 
employing my mother and sister in a microscopic study of three Essex villages during 
Elizabeth’s reign: the kind of thing Hoskins did for Wigston Magna but, I hope, with a 
less narrowly economic approach. I’m finding out fascinating things about marriage, 
crime, sex, witchcraft, puritanism and their various highly complex interrelations. Will 
enlarge on this later.  

 Must plug on with my work, forgive such a short letter.  
 I look forward very much to seeing you.  Regards to friends.  
 
P.S. I wonder if the Thomas Hodgkin who wrote in the T.L.S. of April 7 is any 

relation? 
 
I have a carbon of a letter with no date. From the contents (reference to Ian Green 

before exams, it looks as if it was written in May) 
 
Nr. Ambleside, Westmorland, from Alan Macfarlane 
 
Dear Lady Clay,  
 Thank you so much for your interesting letter – it was nice to hear from you. 

Please forgive a typewritten reply, but you’ll probably find it easier to read than my 
progressively worsening handwriting.  

Yes, I dropped Mr Pitt a note and he had a word with Ian. He doesn’t think he’s too 
bad. I hope he’s (Ian that is) recovered his spirits. Even I get depressed sometimes at 
my vast ignorance and drive myself on to work too hard so that I get tired into the 
bargain. I suppose we are all (including you) just the anxious type – anxious of what 
other people think of us (even the Sybils of this world) and desperately attempting to 
keep abreast of the lasts books. Incidentally, I’m sure you’ll have come across the new 
Population in History edited by D.V. Glass which s even at this moment staring at me 
accusingly from my bookshelf because I haven’t got down to reading it. It’s a collection 
of essays, some of them look very good, tho’ masses of statistics: Habakkuk’s on C18 
population is included. 

 Yes Ralph Houlbrooke, despite his intenseness and booming voice (or perhaps 
partly because of them) is a sweetie – and quick mind. His thesis on Norwich 
ecclesiastical records should be most interesting. With parish records (cf. he new book 
by E.A. Wrigley (Introduction to English Historical Demography, Weidenfeld, 1966), 
the records of the church courts are undoubtedly going to be the most important 
source for historical studies during the next 10 or so years. They give detailed (and 
often delightful) glimpses into everyday social and religious life. But then, I don’t have 
to give you a lecture on this, you saw a few excerpts from them in the W.E.A. lectures I 
lent you. I hope to do a study of puritanism in a few villages – to see what correlations 
there are between religious groups and such factors as sex, age, economic position, 
kinship links, size of family, length of residence in a village, village disputes etc. I think 
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this might give a new depth to the old wrangling about puritanism and capitalism for 
though one will never be able to say finally a man was a puritan because – (he inherited 
land at the dissolution of the monasteries, he was the youngest son in a big family, he 
was a ‘newcomer’ to a village, he was a frustrated batchelor etc.) one should at least be 
able to show some correlation with something- even if, like Brunton and Pennington, it 
is that the average age of puritans was five years older than that of middle-of-the-road 
Anglicans etc. Also it would be nice to know who exactly was supposed (& did) attend 
church, whether the eccl’l regulations re. the prohibited seasons for marriage were 
observed, what was the attitude to the local clergy etc. etc. this can only be done, I 
think, if one uses every single source and not just pamphlets and economic sources (as 
Hill tends to) or parish registers and censuses (as Laslett) etc. But enough of that for 
now. If you are at all interested I would be grateful for your comments when I have 
written something. At the moment I am just at the stage of reading hundreds of wills, 
manor court rolls, parish registers, archdeaconry records, subsidy assessments etc. I 
never realised how much material there was for one village just for the reign of 
Elizabeth. There is more than enough for a large book. I am attempting to cover three 
villages and have enlisted the support of my sister and mother who read and analyse 
with me. We really need a computer with this detailed mass of information. It’s all 
carried out in our garden shed which my father has kindly set up as a kind of local 
history factory and which is becoming filled with trays of index cards and files of every 
colour and kind. I have a slide projector and get my documents microfilmed and then 
turn them into slides and show them on a screen here. Articles I want, I send for Xerox 
copies from the Bodleian. In fact, apart from checking and one or two sources too large 
to photograph, this place is pretty self-sufficient. When I enter the shed I feel I am in a 
bathescope; by turning the right controls and selecting the write [sic] information I can 
slide back 400 years and peer out into the sixteenth century where witches and suicides, 
puritans and young wedded couples float past my curious eye. This world seems much 
more real than the C20, and much more satisfactory, since I only have to see what I 
want to see and I can sort and arrange things as one never can in real life. This probably 
all sounds vaguely monomaniacal, but if anyone would understand it would be you.  

I don’t really think you need support – if I had half your knowledge and half your 
memory power I would be a far better historian than I am. All I can say is that you have 
helped and inspired me more than I can say. Anything more would sound gushing.  

If you ever have the energy to write, please do. Our weekly chats are one of the few 
things I miss here. But there are many compensations, not least the snowdrops which 
are visible from where I write this. Of course I miss Oxford in stabbing moments, but it 
is too gentle and voluptuous a place (at the moment) for my ascetic soul.  

 Ill times may be; she has no thought of time: 
She reigns beside the waters yet in pride. 
Rude voices cry: but in her ears the chime 
Of full sad bells bring back her old springtide.  
 
The last verse of a poem about Oxford – do you know who wrote it? It sounds 

famous.  
I hope to see you again in four weeks or so.  
Very best wishes,  
 
Field Head, Outgate Nr Ambleside   29 May 1966 [the right margin has 

been torn, so a word or two has had to be guessed at] 
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Please forgive a typed letter: it will at least save your eyes from my scrawly writing. It 
was nice to hear from you again; I always love hearing from Oxford. I miss your garden 
in the Spring and those late Oxford evenings with the scent of wallflowers and old 
stone. It is very beautiful here with an apple tree frothing into pink blossom outside my 
work-shed and azaleas in full flower. I still gather bunches of flowers for disconsolate 
maidens but it rather spoils the Peter Abelard flavour when they have to be wrapped up 
in brown paper and cellotape and sent by post! Still, I will see my current Heloïse 
(actually she’s called Zoë which at least has the same punctuation). At least I’ll have one 
excuse for coming to Oxford next term as Joan Thirsk has just written to ask me to give 
a paper to her seminar: on witchcraft. When I’m at London it will be easier to get down 
for week-ends.  

 I hope Ralph Holbrook and Richard Fletcher appreciated your guided tour: they 
are both intelligent and nice people. I envied your trip to East Leach Turville; I think I 
visited it when I was staying in the Cotswolds before Schools – exactly three years ago 
now. Even up here I get a sinking feeling this week when I note in my diary that History 
Schools are starting. I hope Ian is still relaxed and doing a modicum of work. Don’t 
you get involved and worried. Like me, you would not be a very good social worker, 
you identify with people too much. As I want to do social work one day this is a 
problem for me, but I expect one gets immunized and ‘cold’. How do saints manage to 
remain compassionate and firm? 

 I was interested in your remarks about Church attendance. I enclose a note I sent 
to my supervisor on this problem; it might interest you. As far as I know it is the first 
attempt to give any C16 statistics of church attendance and though both figures and 
conclusions are extremely tentative seems worth pondering. It is even more curious that 
total attendance slightly declined during the period when I measured population in this 
village. Between 1560-1600 population had increased by 256 (deducting deaths from 
births registered); thus it had nearly doubled. Even by 1584 (people born before that 
date would be over 16 by 1600 and thus should have attended communion) it had 
increased by 140. Where did they all go, and if they didn’t all move out of the village, 
why didn’t they go to church? Incidentally, it might interest you that the pre-marital 
pregnancy rate was about 15% in this village in this period. I might even be able to write 
my dreamed-of article on ‘sex and religion: their relationship in a sixteenth village’! I am 
at the moment particularly interested in violent crime – rape, theft, manslaughter, 
suicide etc – in the attempt  to really see how wild a society it was; whether it was tightly 
controlled being very mobile, also very savage. Unfortunately, I don’t know of any 
studies (in detail) of crime-rates in Elizabethan villages. But enough of that. We can talk 
it over on Sunday. Looking forward to seeing you. 

 
Nick Tyacke  
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To which Tyacke wrote back on 1st June from University College, London.  
 
Dear Alan,  
 I have just received your interesting “note” and letter, and at risk of 
impressionism am replying immediately. Declining communion numbers rings a bell – 
you might try the works of A. Tyndale-Hart for a led – Are you publishing this note 
somewhere? If you could get 2 or 3 similar Essex villages, it really could be excellent 
– I am sure you are correct about the non-attendees not being Puritans: along these 
lines, is there any evidence of a radical incumbent, curate or lecturer, driving the 
more conservative away? Secondly is the fact that your decline occurs up to the 
1590’s significant, being a decade of agrarian crisis (more-or-less)? I take it these 
people don’t die (?), but could they be ill? Migration obviously remains the big 
possibility (Rich etc.); do the Essex Muster Rolls help? 
 I like your interesting use of the will preambles, keen v. indifferent; it has 
possibilities. My own investigations have just really got underway, ‘though local 
gentry wills seem more hopeful than I originally though (at least in Kent); one 
setback is the discovery (not fairly original) that at least some R. C.’s in the early 
C16th are capable of using what I called a “Calvinist” will preamble, mentioning 
election etc.  
Looking forward to seeing you,  
Yrs, Nick T.  
 
Hilda Grieve – continued:  
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To which Hilda replied:  
 

 
 
Hunnisett – continued 
 



 129 

 
 



 130 

 
 
 
 
 
 
The final letter is a long, hand-written one, on suicide. I include the first of five pages 
of this letter.  
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Raymond Firth – continued: 
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Joan Thirsk: 
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Trevor-Roper continued: 
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 The pleasures of such meetings and the gossip they provided are indicated in a 
letter I wrote to my parents on 20th June. I described a meeting with Evans-Pritchard 
and then likened it to one with Trevor-Roper.  
 
One of the nice things about meeting the 'top' people is that they are 'in the know' about 
all the scurrilous stories about A.J.P. Taylor, Verrier Elwin etc. The same happened 
yesterday when I had tea with Trevor-Roper. He talks very well and I just sat open-
mouthed and listened - which no doubt flattered him! He recounted his meetings with 
various people whose names are part of my mythology of history.  
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1966  JULY TO SEPTEMBER 
 
 
Charity 
 
 I had worked for Oxfam as an undergraduate and continued to be interested in their 
work through my postgraduate days (and much later). I may discover gifts in my bank 
accounts, but for the moment will just include one undated item as an indication of 
this charitable support.  
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The other charity to which I subscribed was to that of Father Borelli, for his work 
among the children in the slums of Naples. I think I went to an inspiring talk by him 
in my undergraduate years and certainly there are donations from at least 1962, and 
the last recorded one I have for this rough period is in 1967. One example will 
illustrate this. The sums involved are not insignificant given my budget.  
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I suspect that my somewhat ascetic living – including sleeping rough and in working 
men’s shelters – was partly inspired by Father Borelli, whose autobiography ‘A Street 
Lamp and the Stars’ I vaguely remember reading.  
 

The other major ‘charitable’ activity I engaged in was to work at the Oxford-
Borstal camp in 1965. I shall deal with that separately.  

 
* 
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* 
 

Alan’s Irish holiday, July 1966 
 
I am not sure I can use this, but will include here. It is a postcard from Ireland 

written during the camping holiday with Gill. It was this holiday, a kind of test advance 
honeymoon, which seems, from the evidence of various letters, to have made me 
decide to take the plunge and get married – which I did the following December. The 
effect of Yeats etc. was all too much. The photograph is of the Lake Isle of Innisfree – 
one of my favourite Yeats poems, and we camped beside it.  
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* 
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For this year I shall include a transcript of the only letter I have a copy of to Julie, 
kept as a carbon copy.  
 
18 September 1966.   Field Head.  
 
Dearest Pusseybite,  
 I see that it is exactly a month since you wrote; so it is time for a reply. I was glad 
to hear that all my suspicions were groundless. Hope that things are sorting 
themselves out. I only wish I could have been some help, but not only am I hardly 
ever ‘with’ the Twentieth Century for long periods, but I am also rather cut off in this 
remote spot … Let me know how things have developed. Perhaps I’ll hear from Peter 
Goodden who is coming for the night of the 26th, though I don’t suppose you’ve told 
him much. Perhaps you’ve heard from him that Dick Smethurst (you remember him?) 
has got a fellowship at Worcester and that Euan (Porter – remember) is getting 
married soon. Alistair is back/arriving back soon, from Rome and I hope to see him in 
Oxford. Erik came up to stay last week-end for two days. Gill was staying here and 
they got on very well. Erik appears unchanged and as sweet as ever; still optimistic 
and bubbly and Roman Catholic. As I was depressed at the time I found his élan a 
little irritating but hope I wasn’t too surly. He is hoping to get a job with 
U.N.E.S.C.O. next year. He enjoyed Laos. Linda has returned from Geneva, but I 
haven’t seen her. Still, you should get first hand news of all these people if you 
manage to get up here for my birthday/wedding which will almost certainly take place 
on the same day – that is Dec. 20th – at Field Head. I’ve only just got Gills’ parent’s 
consent after an amusing Victorian supplication session where I had to outline my 
prospects to a tough Yorkshire tax-inspector. Arrangements haven’t been begun yet, 
but you should get a card sometime. It’s deliberately just before Xmas to put off a few 
of the hordes whom I will have to invite. Personally I would like to see everyone, but 
the house just isn’t big enough. But I do hope that really key figures in my past, the 
shaping influences if you don’t mind being called that, will come. We’ll probably live 
together before then if we can find a flat and some money.  
 Re. money, I can’t remember whether I’d told you I was trying for a Social 
Science Research Council (S.S.R.C.) grant – anyhow I got one for two years (£500 
p.a.) so am very relieved and can settle down to my anthropology without having to 
worry too much. I think I must have told you about my publishing contract for the end 
of next year – that £200 will come in handy also. See how mercenary-minded I’m 
getting at the approach of responsibility! Gill has a grant to train as a probation 
officer, and will get over £1,000 p.a. when she starts. My tutoring at Nottingham 
Univ. (1 term, 1 day a week, if I didn’t tell you) is going to be allowed and I am just 
working out a book list for the poor students now.  
 My work goes well, though I find up to 8 hours writing a day very tiring and can’t 
do very long spells. Also, one gets to a stage where one is writing things for the 6th or 
7th time and all the excitement has been squeezed out. Consequently, to me at any 
rate, it sounds pretty flat. I hope doing anthropology will inject me with new zest. I’ve 
just devised a couple of new filing systems – card-indexing and lateral filing – and 
between them they are absorbing my vastly growing amount of docts. I’ll only be able 
to move a small % to London I fear. My shed is now thick with orange/tomato and 
cardboard boxes and lined with books and racks of files. I hope you’ll see it 
sometime, I’m rather proud of it. I spend so much of my time devising new filing 
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systems that I leave very little time for actual work – i.e. thought. No, that’s not 
absolutely true, but still, there may be something in it.  
 Incidentally, I saw Midhurst [where Julie had a bookshop] on the telly the other 
day … When I’m in London I hope I’ll be able to visit you more often. Also, if I ever 
have the money, perhaps I could order some of my books through you? I’m looking 
forward to seeing the new children’s room. It's a shockingly long time since I last read 
a children’s book. It depressed me to see how all my favourites are bing taken up by 
everyone else – e.g. the ‘Uncle’ books which you put me onto, and ‘I capture the 
castle’. Its funny how possessive one feels about children’s books. My mother is 
writing another, which her publishers are enthusiastic about. She is down at 
Crowthorne at the moment since my granny is in hospital after an operation. I will be 
coming down to London at the beginning of Oct. Will let you have my garret address 
when I have one. It will literally have to be an unfurnished attic I fear. Still, my latent 
and never-tried talents as home-decorator can then emerge.  
 Sorry this is such a chatty letter. Don’t feel up to any very great thoughts at 8.30 
a.m. on a Sunday morning. Love to you pussy, and best wishes to Adrian and your 
parents.  Lots of love, Alan  
 
* 
 

Alan to Lady Clay 26th July 1966   Field Head 
 
Dear Lady Clay, 
Funny how we always seem to decide to write to each other on the same day – 

perhaps psychic? Even as I type this perhaps you’re writing -  Anyhow, thank you very 
much for your long letter: hope you got my little p.c. in return. I’m off to Ireland for ten 
days from this evening so I’m replying now. This won’t be very high-power stuff I’m 
afraid as most of my energy is being devoted to witches as the moment. Like all theses 
mine is at least a month behind schedule, but not to worry.  

Yes, Ian’s result sounds like a medium 2nd. I imagine it will be coming out soon. 
Sorry, for his sake at least, to hear of the death of K.B. Macfarlane – though he was a 
strange and frightening man. Have you seen any obituaries? What did he die of? I 
wonder who will take his place.  

Sorry to hear that people have been criticising C. Hill. I think its probably a measure 
of his courage (and, probably, narrow-mindedness) that people should find he doesn’t 
drop all his egalitarian, anti-hierarchical principles once he is accepted into the 
Establishment. Only a very blind person could say that a book like Puritanism and 
Society (which I’m just reading) could have been picked up from his pupils. Though I 
think his sociology is home-spun and his sources are too limited to impressionistic 
pamphlet literature and secondary sources, I’m still convinced that he’s the most 
stimulating historian on English C17 England since Tawney – though his influence, in 
the long-run, will be less than Hoskins’. His knowledge is quite incredible, especially 
when, as he claims, he employs no highly complex filing-system etc. I was interested to 
hear of your meetings with Mrs. Habakkuk: she is a dear. I would be interested to hear 
of his working methods. I expect you’ve read the massive ‘Papers presented to the Past 
and Present Conference’, stimulating but not shattering. Collinson’s paper, for instance, 
used some very good sources, but did not attempt to answer any of the really exciting 
questions. He just misses, in my humble opinion, being very good indeed, both in his 
thesis and his other works. He talks about ‘the sociology of religion’, but his writing 
shows less evidence of sociological interest than Tawney’s despite the enormous 
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amount that has been written on the subject since Religion and the Rise – Still, perhaps 
I’m a bit prejudiced since he’s stepped into my own particular plot, Essex 
Archdeaconry records.  

Hope Ian is satisfied if he does get a straight second: I’ve forgotten what he is going 
to do.  

I wonder why you get melancholy in August – the weather, the deadness of Oxford 
or what? I’m puzzling about melancholy generally at the moment – especially in the 
C16. Am trying to work out how much mental break-down, tension, anxiety, pain there 
was in the Elizabethan period & how people reacted to it. It’s difficult to get statistics on 
this kind of subject. You probably know of various essays on social history, including 
one by Hoskins and interesting ones on prisons and medicine in Shakespeare Survey, 
no. 17 ed. Allardyce Nicoll (called ‘Shakespeare in His Own Age’, Camb. U.P. 1964). 
This has a little on illness etc. but not beyond what one knew already – that very little 
was known about most diseases; that there were masses of quacks; that medicine was 
very closely connected with astrology etc. I don’t know where one would start looking 
for evidence for such subjects in the middle ages. Oh well, I’ve got enough problems to 
fill a life-time.  

Mush rush off and put a tooth-brush and comb in a bag for Ireland. Hope to see 
you in early August.  

Yours, Alan Macfarlane 
 
Letter from Rosalind Clay, 121A Woodstock Road, August 18th  
 

Dear Alan,  
 I hope you were not anxious about your home & family during these amazing floods 
in the North.  
It is a great happiness to think of the offer from Routledge & Kegan Paul. [to publish 
‘Witchcraft’] I hope that the work at Nottingham won’t be a drag on you.  
 I am sending you some papers (keep them as long as you like) – probably too 
childish & anyhow wildly out of date – about 40 years old - & some questions. I think 
questions are a very great help in getting up a subject: many of these are Cambridge 
ones (as they demand those vast outline periods) others come from the History 
Previous exam. Which I taught (even at Magdalen) up to 1928. If you need more 
recent ones are available in the Camera & I expect the stairs would not be insuperable 
to me – I could send you more, or ones selected on particular topics. These are a bit 
miscellaneous but, even so, don’t really do justice to the extraordinary collection from 
which I selected these from – questions ranged from Clovis to the younger Pitt. You 
said you need do only 4 questions & these would strike me as being the most fun to do 
– Lewis the Bakenu & Marsilio [??} 
Hussites 
Councils 
Venice (I have not re-read any of the papers I am sending except to see that the pages 
were in the right order but the one on Venice looks the least childish.) I had one on the 
Condothieri – better than the others because partly drawn from my brother – but it 
seems to be missing – perhaps I did it out of my head. You may find these papers no 
use at all – on the other hand there might be a day when you had a migraine or your 
motor-bike broke down & you had to skimp your reading & could use some of my 
stuff, if only to say ‘it has been said – but I don’t agree.’ 
 Margaret Toynbee took this period at Oxford, but I suppose about 40 years ago – 
taught by Armstrong – I have no up to date book list. – I suppose the Cambridge Med. 
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Hist (tho’ old) will be a help. Previté Orton goes on over that period. I used Rashdall’s 
Universities a lot (but have had the best vols. Stolen – anyhow re-edited), HF Brown’s 
Venice (delightful book which I can lend you) & I suppose Lavisse Historie de France – 
I possess Dante’s de Monarchia ( for HenVII & see I gave it to my husband in 1914 – 
that makes me feel contemporary with the apiones [??], but as a matter of fact I was not 
married then – I see my papers seem to have avoided the Italian Renaissance which still 
rather scares me off. 
 Don’t spare time to look at these if you have plenty of material already with you. I 
have not touched them for about 40 years as the Colleges began to take Law prelim 
instead of Hist. Previous, but fortunately mice had not nested in them – the state they 
are in suggests that I found them useful. I include MS on later Franciscans as 
groundwork for the 14C rumpus about Evangelical Poverty.  
 It was a pleasure to see you – but don’t feel that I should be hurt if you couldn’t 
manage to call here – You must have much to do when you come to Oxford. My 
Cairns sister tried to do so much that she collapsed & had to spend a day in bed here.  
 Strangely enough Mr Higham (once public orator) rang up & asked whether I 
should like to go to Inglesham – I have been there twice in about 3 months, but was 
attracted by the thought of the country & as a matter of fact he spent so much time in an 
Antiques Shop in Farringdon that we never got there – did great Coxwell Barn (again) 
& actually drew up accidentally in one of the places claimed for the Battle of Mons 
Badonicus – Bradbury Hill, just outside Farringdon. I had been looking for this place & 
wish I had located it earlier as we passed it on that tour Mr Graham took us.  
 Mr Campbell has just sent the marks, which are highly peculiar but only one (Mr 
Cooke) did worse on English II than on I & III – I just don’t want to feel I don’t help 
them. Mr Campbell was pleased that 8 out of 10 got some sort of α somewhere.  
I am squirming with backache from swimming this morning & shall have to lie on the 
floor – but it was worth it. The pool is on Boars Hill – quite undescribably lovely with 
great tranquil white water lilies motionless upon it & some charming little girls with 
almost no clothes on fishing with longhandled shrimping nets – all drenched in such in 
spite of lying in a wood –  

I still haven’t written on Elizabeth – it keeps getting pushed to one side by other jobs. 
I must get it out of the way, only Nov 22 is so far off that I might waste my efforts by 
dying before I have to do it.  

Ron Fryer used to have some absurd nickname Beaver or Badger – I remember a 
telegram announcing his coming when we were v. crowded & Charles had failed to tell 
me he had invited him – Signed Badger or some such – no one knew whom to expect 
as C. was still away. He stayed with us in Museum Rd but I don’t know how we 
squeezed him in, Rosalind Clay 
 
Alan to Lady Clay    17 September 1966   from Field Head 
 
Dear Lady Clay,  
 The letter I promised in my card – though it will be rather short I am afraid. My 
thesis is at its most fraying stage and after a day of appendices I don’t feel like writing at 
all. Still, it cheers me so much to hear from you that I want to precipitate another letter 
by writing to you. It was nice to hear all your news – re. Sybil, Isley, the cyclamen, Ian, 
etc. (just to prove that I’ve read it attentively – through the handwriting!). Hope the 
writing of your Elizabeth talk went O.K. It should be peanuts to you – except that you 
know too much. I’ve got to that stage with my thesis. What really exhausts me is having 
to discard so much information that has taken me months to extract, to summarize it all 
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into a half-truth which I might have guessed at the beginning. I find it very difficult to be 
sure that I’m really doing anything worthwhile. One gets so close to the subject that it is 
impossible to decide whether one hasn’t just buried oneself in some pile of silt at the 
bottom of an unimportant tributary to the historical stream – and other Trevor-Roper-
like metaphors! (I have to eschew any colourful or high spirited writing in my thesis – so 
you’ll have to beware muddy rhetoric in my letters) Anyhow, the main point is to say 
that I hope that September has restored your good humour, and that with the trees 
turning to the melancholy slaughter of autumn you feel revived. When my eyes blear 
open from their appendix-gummed state I vaguely notice leaves turning incredible reds 
and golds and the autumn beginning to toast the bracken. But even being in love isn’t 
enough to raise me from my witches for more than a sniff of the Twentieth Century. 
Still, the thesis goes very well and I should have nearly half of it written in final form, 
and the rest in a fairly advanced draft by the time I go to London.  
 I think you know my plans. I have got a Social Science Research Council grant for 
the next two years (they made a mistake at fist and told me it was only for one) – £500 
p.a. Not much to live in London and keep a wife on – but I can hardly grumble having 
resigned myself to working as a lift-boy to keep myself. I really am excited at the 
prospect of learning something about social anthropology and sociology. I’m sure it will 
be a great help to my seventeenth-century studies. I would, finally, like to (among other 
things) do a study like that of Le Roy Ladurie reviewed in last week’s T.L.S. – did you 
find his introductory essay intersting? I enclose  draft chapter – it will have to be 
tightened up and cut down – on witchcraft in three Essex village. This is my first 
attempt at village sociology. I would very much value any comments – suggested sources 
or problems – you would care to make on it. Perhaps you could hold onto it until the 
beginning of October when I should be in Oxford and when I will collect it from you. 
Please don’t bother to read it if you find it trying – rough chapters out of theses must be 
most irritating to read – but having been launched into local history by your enthusiasm 
for Hoskins over 4 years ago, I would value your comments.  
 Hope to see you soon. Look after yourself.  
 
* 
 
Tuesday 5th July – CERN.   – very long letter indeed 
 
Dearest Alan, I really do have to apologise for not writing to you for such a long time. 
Don’t think it is because I have forgotten you because I could certainly never do that 
or forget how very kind you have been to me in the past ….my lazy life for the past 
two years in Oxford. Very happy and forgetful years though & I am sure that through 
your help this was so. Do you remember the first time I went to your room for coffee? 
A desperate love-sick little girl just looking for someone as kind as you to put her 
troubles out to. I haven’t changed much I am still love-sick but not so desperate 
anymore. Poor Miss Faraday her hair would really stand on end if she knew of a little 
of the things that have gone on in No 9 dover the years – don’t you think… Also in 
those days we went for many a beautiful walk down beside the river & the canal. Do 
you remember the very first time you took me for a walk down there & you didn’t 
know whether to hold my hand or not. I still can see those bats at night swooping 
about – they really frightened me. ….How is your thesis progressing? How many 
chapters are now completed? I really hope it all goes well for you because your work 
is your happiness. Also that you have not been suffering anymore of those headaches 
but then you have a very kind Mother-Father to look after you to make sure you don’t 
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just eat cold bake-beans for breakfast, dinner & tea!!! …I was very amazed to hear 
you passed your driving test so quickly, you really are clever… How are your girl 
friends, Zoe, Gill Jane etc.  
Fondest love, Linda xx 
 
LETTER FROM Alan (Carbon – hand-written) 
 
16.7.1966   Field Head 
 
Dearest Linda,  
 What a lovely long letter: well worth waiting for. Please forgive a much shorter 
letter from me. I can’t compete with you. I hope this finds you at your new address – I 
wonder what these digs are like. Better than the last, I trust, and less squabbles over 
bath water etc. The last one did sound a bit distressing. What wonderful descriptions 
of the mountains etc. I do wish I could come and see it myself and hear a running 
commentary from you. Unfortunately …. You know me! My thesis is about 6 weeks 
behind schedule and it doesn’t look as if it will get finished even if I press ahead at 
full speed. Oh well – there are compensations as you will her. I do hope you’ll come 
back in September, if you decide to, try to let me know as far in advance as possible, 
as I would like to coincide it with a visit down south and I will be in a particular panic 
by then. It must have been nice having your parents with you. Poor Linda – I can’t 
imagine how you manage without someone to look after you: you won’t mind me 
saying that, in memory at least, you make me feel very protective and almost 
efficient! Remember those meals we used to cook on Julia’s stove? With me nagging 
at you about how it should be done? You really do need a man. Wonder if you’ve had 
any further adventures with men? There seem to be quite a profusion of them working 
for CERN, but do be careful won’t you sweet. You get so easily hurt. I would be sad 
if a miserable little Linda crawled off the Ambleside bus, having just returned from 
Geneva. But if you get miserable in any way you will let me know won’t you 
sweetie? Especially if there is anything I can do.  
Yes, I remember all those things about Oxford, the first weeks at Miss Faradays: the 
early-morning cups of tea and poetry: the many curries at the Bombay: you nearly 
freezing to death on my motor-bike: creeping up and down your stairs: listening to 
your records. I visited Oxford for a week’s holiday at the end of last month and it 
brought back all those memories. Nothing seems to have changed. David is still there. 
Bill is once again in hospital – I once again stayed in his flat. The holiday he’d 
planned (2 weeks costing £1,200 (not including air-passage there and back) wwas 
almost certainly going to have to be cancelled – he’d lose the £1,200. Anyhow, and 
here I come to latest part of my news (and, incidentally, my excuse for a dull and 
badly written letter – will do better next time), while in Oxford I was seeing a lot of 
Gill. 
 
[PROBABLY OMIT  I think I mentioned her before. Dark-haired; turned-up eyes; 
nice figure; sad-mouth; nice sense of humour; bubbly and chatters; intelligent; kind; 
sensitive; loves the country, music poetry, Lakes; wants to do social work (she is 
going to finish her training as a probation officer next year in London) etc etc. We are 
already very fond of each other. We have made love quite a lot – especially 
considering that we’ve only been together for about 3 weeks in all. For instance, 
today we made love and I, the first time in my life, didn’t use a contraceptive – it was 
wonderful. We’ve also done it outside a good deal: which always reminds me of a 
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certain deep-grassed lane near Oxford and a rather small blanket! She’s wonderful to 
make love to, though she has a tough job with me; as you know I tend to feel very 
guilty on these occasions and she spends her time trying to persuade me that it’s not 
so sinful after all. I suppose you’ve hardly kissed a boy since you’ve been in 
Switzerland. Does it still make you feel sick? Anyhow, as you’ll gather, Gills is 
staying with me: we hope to go for a short holiday to either Scotland or Ireland. She 
was meant to go to Greece, but (fortunately) we went to a Chinese restaurant for our 
good-bye meal and both got bad food-poisoning and , being sick all night, she was 
unable to go to her American lover & stayed with me instead! I hope you’ll get a 
chance to meet her: you’ll like each other. You’re both very sweet people.]  
 Sorry this is such a dreary letter sweetie: after a long walk today I feel very sleepy. 
But if you write back soon I’ll write a proper letter. I do think of you often and 
wonder how you’re getting on. You are one of the sweetest people I’ve ever met and I 
hope we’ll always be friends. It was one of the happiest years of my life when we 
were together. Write soon, and look after yourself sweetie.  
 Fondest love, Alan Macfarlane 
 
LETTER FROM ALAN (CARBON)  - dated 11 August 1966 
 
Dearest Linda,  
 
What a depressed letter I had this morning from you. Still, thank you very much for it. 
I always love hearing from you, and even if I can’t offer any very good advice it 
appeals to my male/fatherly pride to be asked. I am writing back straight away in the 
hope that this will reach you before you are evicted. Since most of your letter was 
about that topic, I’ll start with it and give you my news later. I don’t know what to 
advise, sweetie. I wish I could come out and provide on-the-spot assistance but 
various circumstances, chief of them an overdraft at my bank and a thesis which is 
already about 6 weeks behind schedule, as well as an ardent and much-desired girl-
friend in London, make it almost impossible. Surely, there is some way of finding 
another digs in a week? You seemed to manage to find the other digs quite easily. I 
must say, they sound unnecessarily stirict. Among the people who might give you 
advice would be a) the Police – who, in England at least, keep a list of digs b) the 
various Tourist agencies in Geneva, of whom there must be many c) the British 
Embassy – in an emergency d) the newspapers e) Cern – I think you said they 
arranged accommodation f) other workers at Cern – surely the know of somewhere? 
Still, I expect you’ve tried all these, and expect you’ve found somewhere. I 
sympathize all the same as I am just about to start hunting for digs myself – in 
London. It seems a long time since the days of Miss F. and Julia. I’ve almost 
forgotten the world of landladies and creaking floors. As for your boss – How do the 
other girls find him? Does he just pick on you, and if so, why? I hope this sorts itself 
out, although it would be lovely to have you back in England again. I’m longing for 
you to meet Gill: I’m sure you’ll like each other.  
Finally, the problem of men. At least you are now aware of your weakness and 
vulnerability, sweetheart (sorry, for a moment I thought I was writing to Gill!). The 
only practical advice I can give is to be as hard as possible – and make sure that, if 
you make love, the man takes maximum precautions. You really are too trusting, and 
men, I’m told, just don’t bother unless they’re pushed. It would be too much if you 
also got pregnant. The answer will be, of course, to find the right man and get 
married. But, unfortunately, one can’t hurry the process on. If there is anything more 
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positive I can do, e.g. send a little money or something please let me know. You know 
at least that I am thinking of you. I wish I could be of more help.  
 [POSSIBLY OMIT As for myself, you will have gathered from my last, garbled, 
letter, that I am, at last, in love. I think I wrote on the eve of my journey to Ireland 
with Gill. It was glorious; the most rapturous holiday I’ve had since I was a boy and 
perpetually lived in the magical and mysterious fantasy world of youth. We decided 
to camp, and pitched our tent on the banks of a Lough on the West Coast (Lough Gill 
– appropriately enough). The first two nights we were nearly washed out and G. was 
nearly frightened out of her wits by slugs (but delighted to see her first bats – which 
might have worried you more). I was nearly stung by a hornet: I caught a bad cold 
(after I returned): we found both banks and buses on strike. Yet it was marvellous, 
everything was beautiful and rich and peaceful. We made love a lot – and it’s never 
been anything like that before. I suppose it was as you found it with Dudley. We were 
perfectly suited physically and since we were in love it was sublime. Even writing 
about it now makes me shiver inside. One can’t contraceptives in Ireland (since its 
Catholic) so I had to buy a great wad in Ambleside and take them with me. I 
wondered what the Customs would have done if they’d decided to open my luggage 
and found my bag stuffed with c’s?! Anyhow making love was just a part of it. We 
swam, I fished and caught trout for our supper, we ate wild strawberries and 
raspberries which we picked, and made a bilberry pie. We cooked delicious meals, 
(not baked beans) – Gill is a very good cook, over a camp fire. We walked and 
generally had a most relaxing time. By complete accident we had chosen a spot less 
than a mile away from the Lake Isle of Innisfree and perhaps I can’t do better than 
describe it by quoting a piece from Yeats’ poem describing the very place where we 
were ‘… for peace comes dropping slow… [A few more lines transcribed]  I hear lake 
water lapping with low sounds by the shore’. Oh dear, it makes me yearn to go back, 
even while I sit in the midst of the glories of the Lake District. Now gill is doing 8 
weeks practical social work in London and I am moping/hoping to finish my thesis in 
the Lakes. Tomorrow I go south for a week to see her and to see my supervisor and 
check some references. We will both be in London from October and will probably 
get engaged then – and live together.  
 Sorry for this yearning passage, but it may cheer you to hear that  [carbon runs 
out…]  
 
Later August, no date. ‘I hope you are enjoying yourself at Ripon and that you are 
mixing with the boys alright. From the sound of your last you must be quite an expert 
on pop-music now. I have bought just one record since you left that is Joan Baez 
single. There but for fortune. On the flip side she sings Plaisir d’amour. Whenever I 
hear it I always think of you.  
 
c. later August 1966 – no date.  
 
Dearest Alan,  
….I hope you are still as happy & as contented with life as you sounded in your last 
letter. It is wonderful to hear you so happy. Gill must be a really sweet girl.  
 …. Then came another crisis worst than when I was nearly shut outside in my 
dressing-gown do you remember that at 133?!  …[very long letter – asking for advice 
etc. ] ends….It is marvellous to hear Oxford hasn’t changed. I loved it and all its 
memories. Let us go back there sometime & just wander over Port Meadow to the 
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Perch – it would be beautiful? Let me know how your thesis is coming along, don’t 
over work. … Write to me soon, fondest love, Linda 
 
Letter from Slough – c. Sept 1966 ? No date   Starting at Cavendish Labs. 2nd October 
 
- assumes Alan is preparing to move to London – will be happy there ‘especially as 
Gill will be with you. I was very happy to hear about the wonderful holiday you spent 
with Gill in Ireland as you were in lo I imagine it was out of this world.’ 
 
 
Letter from Cambridge – no date, c. October? 

- congratulating Alan ‘on your forthcoming wedding and I wish you both every 
single happiness in the world. It seems to have happened so very quickly but I 
can tell from your letter that you are very much in love. It is wonderful to be 
in love isn’t it? Anyhow about arranging a meeting… 

 
- we met again in London Friday 5th November at King’s Cross 

 
* 
 
Jo Gaebler 
 
 I had become friends with Jack and Jim from Newcastle after my spell in the 
Patterdale Youth Hostel in summer 1963. Through them I had become friends with 
one of their girl-friends I imagine, a German girl called Jo Gaebler. There are 
references to her in my letters, and a little correspondence with her. She seems to have 
been having various difficulties.  
 Here is a letter I wrote to her towards the end of my time on the D.Phil.  
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 I have three long letters from her in 1965 and 1966. Here is the first of two pages 
of the last of these, to which the above letter from me is the answer.  
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1966 JULY- SEPTEMBER  RESEARCH 
 
Alan to Keith Thomas      13 July     Field Head, Westmorland 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I enclose my last preliminary chapter, on ‘3 Essex villages’. I also enclose carbons of 
two tables which you are welcome to keep if you are interested; though the statistics are 
far from final I think they are accurate enough to show what is possible in this direction 
– they certainly took enough sweat to obtain! The chapter itself includes some extra 
statistics and discussions not strictly relevant to the thesis which I will cut out later, but 
thought you might be interested (e.g. social mobility from the Archdeaconry books).  
 Incidentally, I cam across several references to collections ‘for Virginia’ in some 
Commissary records. Was this literally for virgins, and if so, why? For their marriage or 
what? Perhaps you’ve come across this.  
 I will be down, having started rewriting, about the 10th of August, but will write again 
to see when it would be convenient for us to meet. I hope your work goes well: I am 
longing to see your thoughts on the many problems of mutual interest. Thank you for 
your comments on the ‘Cunning Men’.   Yours sincerely,  
 
Alan to Keith Thomas      21 July     Field Head, Westmorland 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I hope my chapter on ‘3 Villages’ arrived safely and is not proving too stodgy. I 
enclose some receipts from the Essex Record Office for xeroxes, Photostats and 
microfilms of records. I wonder if you would be kind enough to write a note to the 
Dept. of Education and send it off in the enclosed envelope with the receipts? They 
said they would consider payment ‘upon production of receipts and certificate from 
your supervisor to the effect that these are essential to your research and that the 
information cannot be obtained from any other sources’. Most of the xeroxes were of 
particularly difficult cases in the archdeaconry records and the microfilms were of wills, 
manorial, parish registers, churchwardens accounts etc. for my village studies. The 
former were made necessary by the fact that I had to keep a room in both Oxford and 
Essex during my visits there, the latter mainly because I am working at home. Actually 
the total comes to over £20 (which is all I can claim for) and does not include a certain 
amount of photographic work at the B.M. and P.R.O. I hope all this is in order.  
 I wonder if you will be back in Oxford on the week-end of Saturday-Sunday 13th-
14th August? If you are, could we meet at any time on either day (or, if better, on 
Friday 12th?). At present I’m writing a chapter discussing the various possible 
interpretations of witchcraft – puritanism, medical etc. If possible, I’ll let you have this 
well before I see you.  
 L.S.E. are proving as difficult as possible about my course. Having failed to tell me 
about the S.S.R.C grants at all, and then being muddled (Firth) about whether I was 
eligible, they have subsequently lost (and re-found after sending me two warning letters) 
your testimonial; changed my registration from an M.Sc. in social anthropology to a 
Diploma in Anthropology – without consulting me – which includes a considerable 
amount of physical anthropology and linguistics I believe; forgot to send me the 
application form for an S.S.R.C grant – they only sent it two days ago and the results are 
due out in two weeks;  and now they’ve refused to let me do 3 hours seminar work a 
week for nine weeks in Nottingham, because internal students at London in no 
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circumstances must leave the city! So much for the integration of history and 
anthropology.  
 Sorry to end on this peevish note, and to bother you once again. I hope your work 
goes well. Yours sincerely,  
 

Keith Thomas to Alan   27 July 1966 
 
Dear Alan,  
 I have just got back from Cornwall to find your latest chapter, which I have not 

yet had time to read. I have however added a note to your batch of invoices and sent 
them off. I am a bit reluctant to fix a date in August as I am not quite sure of my 
movements at present (I may be in Wales then). I suggest that you give me a ring as 
soon as we get to Oxford and if I’m here I’ll fix a time with pleasure. If not then it will 
have to be when you are next in Oxford. I hope this isn’t too unsatisfactory for you.  

 What a lot of crosses you are having to bear for L.S.E. I do hope you get fixed up 
in the end. What is the Nottingham seminar you talk of? 

 All the best, Keith 
 

Alan to Keith Thomas    9 August      Field Head, Westmorland 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thank you for your letter and for sending a note to the Dept. of Ed. Re. my 
invoices. As you see I enclose a couple more short, general, chapters which are the first 
half of my conclusion. I still have to rewrite the introduction, which was unsatisfactory, 
and write another concluding section on the English and European background. I hope 
to have this done by the end of month. I will just have to overlap into my L.S.E. course 
which is a nuisance.  
 There is no hurry about these chapters or the last one I sent you. I will probably be 
in Oxford this coming week-end and will ring to see if you are up. Otherwise I look 
forward to seeing you early in September. I do hope the book progresses. My 
Nottingham seminar is only some fill-in tutoring for one term which Trevor-Roper 
asked if I would like to do. No news of an S.S.R.C grant yet. Yours sincerely,  
 
Alan to Keith Thomas      25 August       Field Head, Westmorland 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I wonder if you could just have a quick look at the enclosed suggested method of 
doing the appendix of witchcraft cases? If (& the Notes for Writers of … D.Phil. 
Theses..’ does not quite make this clear, p.5) the 100,000 words includes the 
appendices I am going to be very short of space. I don’t want to take up more than 
7,000 words (i.e. about 10 words per case) in the appendices – which means a very bald 
summary. Do you think I have the essential details? Do you think any of the cases – 
e.g. any of those from ecclesiastical, borough or Star Chamber deserve quoting at any 
greater length? As it is, anyone wanting to pursue the ecclesiastical cases, for instance, 
would have to go off to Essex and master the procedure and palaeography of the 
Archdeaconry records before he could read them. Still, it looks as if I have no 
alternative.  
 Could you let me know what you think as soon as possible as I want to finish the 
appendix before I go to London.    Yours sincerely,  
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Card from Alan to Keith on 25 August   from Field Head 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 Thought you might be interested to hear that I’ve just received a letter to say I’ve got 
an S.S.R.C. award for next year. Many thanks for all your support in this (as also for a 
most enjoyable tea/discussion during my last visit to Oxford). Hope the book thunders 
on …. 
 Yours, Alan Macfarlane (P.S. have received £20 for photographic expenses: thanks)  
 
Keith wrote on 2 September 
 
I’ve just had your p.c. & write to say I’m delighted re your S.S.R.C. grant. You must be 
very relieved. Keith.  
 
Alan to Keith Thomas    5 September     Field Head, Ambleside 
 
Dear Mr. Thomas,  
 I enclose an introduction and concluding chapter to the thesis – parts of each you 
have seen before but I’ve pruned desperately. If we could discuss these on my next visit 
to Oxford, probably in early Oct. that would be fine. I’m now in the process of re-
writing and cutting down: very exhausting I find it.  
 Thank you for your suggestions re. the appendices. I agree that the cases should 
include a very brief summary. The trouble is that with about 1,000 cases to list I can’t 
really allow myself more than 10 words per case – even that’s 1/10th of the thesis space 
gone. When one has stated date, place, name, reference, verdict, there is little room 
left. Still, will see what I can do.    Yours sincerely 
 
Letter from Alan to Lady Clay     17 September [PUT ELSEWHERE?] 
 
Hope the writing of your Elizabeth talk went O.K. It should be peanuts to you – except 
that you know too much. I’ve got to that stage with my thesis. What really exhausts me 
is having to discard so much information that has taken me months to extract, to 
summarize it all into a half-truth which I might have guessed at the beginning. I find it 
very difficult to be sure that I’m really doing anything worthwhile. One gets so close to 
the subject that it is impossible to decide whether one hasn’t just buried oneself in some 
pile of silt at the bottom of an unimportant tributary to the historical stream – and other 
Trevor-Roper-like metaphors! (I have to eschew any colourful or high spirited writing in 
my thesis – so you’ll have to beware muddy rhetoric in my letters)  … When my eyes 
blear open from their appendix-gummed state I vaguely notice leaves turning incredible 
reds and golds and the autumn beginning to toast the bracken.  … the thesis goes very 
well and I should have nearly half of it written in final form, and the rest in a fairly 
advanced draft by the time I go to London.  
  
Letter to Julie Simore  18 September 
 
 My work goes well, though I find up to 8 hours writing a day very tiring and can’t do 
very long spells. Also, one gets to a stage where one is writing things for the 6th or 7th 
time and all the excitement has been squeezed out. Consequently, to me at any rate, it 
sounds pretty flat.  
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Reflecting backwards on the last  stages of the thesis:  
 

Letter to Ian Campbell ,  November 1966 
 
About myself. I haven’t quite forsaken my great dreams and ideals of my youth, though 
they become narrowed. I’ve just finished three years doing a doctorate at Oxford on the 
history of witchcraft – which I thin I must have told you of. The thesis will need another 
couple of months to finish and I will submit it early next year. It has led me into weird 
crevices of the human soul and I have got interested in a host of sociological and 
psychological problems. I have signed a contract to turn the thesis into a book next year 
– and if this happens it is going to be printed in America, so keep your eyes open in the 
bookshops in about 18 months time! I spent last year at home, working in the garden 
shed at the bottom of the garden which I fitted up with lights, heating, filing cabinets, 
my own invented form of a lateral suspended filing system, microfilm projector, tape 
recorder etc. I even got my sister (Anne) to work as my secretary/help for a small salary 
and my parents – who have retired from India – to help- part-time analysing mortality 
rates etc. in the sixteenth century. It was most exciting and I think, if I have the time to 
finish the work, I will have made quite a break-through both in history and sociology. 
Anyhow the year was well spent, but now my life has changed radically… 
 
On 2 January 1967 I wrote to Peter Goodden: 
 
The thesis is nearly finished – I am on the final rewriting stage of the last two chapters. 
Then I have to check footnotes, make maps, do bibliography etc. I hope to submit it in 
the summer term of 1967. Its going quite well and I think it should set a few historians 
buzzing. I probably told you that I have signed a contract with Routledge for a book on 
witchcraft – it is meant to be completed by Dec. 1967 … 
 
 

* 
 

 I was furiously writing during this period and also working on the appendices.  
 

 The next, and to me particularly significant, chapter was on ‘3 Essex villages’. This 
was very long (33 pages) and the closest I got to real anthropology.  
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 I mentioned that I was sending a few more short, general chapters which were the 
first half of my conclusion. This was 17 pages and was annotated by Keith. This is again 
an important chapter, and summarizes many of my findings.  
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 There was a second, formal, conclusion, which I may also have written in draft at 
this time, or may be later, but is worth putting in here. It is fifteen pages long.  
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 Finally, I mentioned writing a draft of parts of the introduction – which, of course, is 
one of the most important parts of a thesis, and can only be written at the end. This was 
about 13 pages, and again annotated by Keith.  
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And some pages later, an account of the previous historiography of the subject.  
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1966 JULY – SEPTEMBER OTHER RESEARCHERS 
 

 
Brian Harrison 

 



 187 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 188 

 

 
 
The correspondence continued and there are a number of letters in the following ten  
years. 
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Lady Clay:  
 

Alan to Lady Clay 26th July 1966   Field Head 
 
Dear Lady Clay, 
Funny how we always seem to decide to write to each other on the same day – 

perhaps psychic? Even as I type this perhaps you’re writing -  Anyhow, thank you very 
much for your long letter: hope you got my little p.c. in return. I’m off to Ireland for ten 
days from this evening so I’m replying now. This won’t be very high-power stuff I’m 
afraid as most of my energy is being devoted to witches as the moment. Like all theses 
mine is at least a month behind schedule, but not to worry.  

Yes, Ian’s result sounds like a medium 2nd. I imagine it will be coming out soon. 
Sorry, for his sake at least, to hear of the death of K.B. Macfarlane – though he was a 
strange and frightening man. Have you seen any obituaries? What did he die of? I 
wonder who will take his place.  

Sorry to hear that people have been criticising C. Hill. I think its probably a measure 
of his courage (and, probably, narrow-mindedness) that people should find he doesn’t 
drop all his egalitarian, anti-hierarchical principles once he is accepted into the 
Establishment. Only a very blind person could say that a book like Puritanism and 
Society (which I’m just reading) could have been picked up from his pupils. Though I 
think his sociology is home-spun and his sources are too limited to impressionistic 
pamphlet literature and secondary sources, I’m still convinced that he’s the most 
stimulating historian on English C17 England since Tawney – though his influence, in 
the long-run, will be less than Hoskins’. His knowledge is quite incredible, especially 
when, as he claims, he employs no highly complex filing-system etc. I was interested to 
hear of your meetings with Mrs. Habakkuk: she is a dear. I would be interested to hear 
of his working methods. I expect you’ve read the massive ‘Papers presented to the Past 
and Present Conference’, stimulating but not shattering. Collinson’s paper, for instance, 
used some very good sources, but did not attempt to answer any of the really exciting 
questions. He just misses, in my humble opinion, being very good indeed, both in his 
thesis and his other works. He talks about ‘the sociology of religion’, but his writing 
shows less evidence of sociological interest than Tawney’s despite the enormous 
amount that has been written on the subject since Religion and the Rise – Still, perhaps 
I’m a bit prejudiced since he’s stepped into my own particular plot, Essex 
Archdeaconry records.  

Hope Ian is satisfied if he does get a straight second: I’ve forgotten what he is going 
to do.  

I wonder why you get melancholy in August – the weather, the deadness of Oxford 
or what? I’m puzzling about melancholy generally at the moment – especially in the 
C16. Am trying to work out how much mental break-down, tension, anxiety, pain there 
was in the Elizabethan period & how people reacted to it. It’s difficult to get statistics on 
this kind of subject. You probably know of various essays on social history, including 
one by Hoskins and interesting ones on prisons and medicine in Shakespeare Survey, 
no. 17 ed. Allardyce Nicoll (called ‘Shakespeare in His Own Age’, Camb. U.P. 1964). 
This has a little on illness etc. but not beyond what one knew already – that very little 
was known about most diseases; that there were masses of quacks; that medicine was 
very closely connected with astrology etc. I don’t know where one would start looking 
for evidence for such subjects in the middle ages. Oh well, I’ve got enough problems to 
fill a life-time.  
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Mush rush off and put a tooth-brush and comb in a bag for Ireland. Hope to see 
you in early August.  

Yours, Alan Macfarlane 
 
Letter from Rosalind Clay, 121A Woodstock Road, August 18th  
 

Dear Alan,  
 I hope you were not anxious about your home & family during these amazing floods 
in the North.  
It is a great happiness to think of the offer from Routledge & Kegan Paul. [to publish 
‘Witchcraft’] I hope that the work at Nottingham won’t be a drag on you.  
 I am sending you some papers (keep them as long as you like) – probably too 
childish & anyhow wildly out of date – about 40 years old - & some questions. I think 
questions are a very great help in getting up a subject: many of these are Cambridge 
ones (as they demand those vast outline periods) others come from the History 
Previous exam. Which I taught (even at Magdalen) up to 1928. If you need more 
recent ones are available in the Camera & I expect the stairs would not be insuperable 
to me – I could send you more, or ones selected on particular topics. These are a bit 
miscellaneous but, even so, don’t really do justice to the extraordinary collection from 
which I selected these from – questions ranged from Clovis to the younger Pitt. You 
said you need do only 4 questions & these would strike me as being the most fun to do 
– Lewis the Bakenu & Marsilio [??} 
Hussites 
Councils 
Venice (I have not re-read any of the papers I am sending except to see that the pages 
were in the right order but the one on Venice looks the least childish.) I had one on the 
Condothieri – better than the others because partly drawn from my brother – but it 
seems to be missing – perhaps I did it out of my head. You may find these papers no 
use at all – on the other hand there might be a day when you had a migraine or your 
motor-bike broke down & you had to skimp your reading & could use some of my 
stuff, if only to say ‘it has been said – but I don’t agree.’ 
 Margaret Toynbee took this period at Oxford, but I suppose about 40 years ago – 
taught by Armstrong – I have no up to date book list. – I suppose the Cambridge Med. 
Hist (tho’ old) will be a help. Previté Orton goes on over that period. I used Rashdall’s 
Universities a lot (but have had the best vols. Stolen – anyhow re-edited), HF Brown’s 
Venice (delightful book which I can lend you) & I suppose Lavisse Historie de France – 
I possess Dante’s de Monarchia ( for HenVII & see I gave it to my husband in 1914 – 
that makes me feel contemporary with the apiones [??], but as a matter of fact I was not 
married then – I see my papers seem to have avoided the Italian Renaissance which still 
rather scares me off. 
 Don’t spare time to look at these if you have plenty of material already with you. I 
have not touched them for about 40 years as the Colleges began to take Law prelim 
instead of Hist. Previous, but fortunately mice had not nested in them – the state they 
are in suggests that I found them useful. I include MS on later Franciscans as 
groundwork for the 14C rumpus about Evangelical Poverty.  
 It was a pleasure to see you – but don’t feel that I should be hurt if you couldn’t 
manage to call here – You must have much to do when you come to Oxford. My 
Cairns sister tried to do so much that she collapsed & had to spend a day in bed here.  
 Strangely enough Mr Higham (once public orator) rang up & asked whether I 
should like to go to Inglesham – I have been there twice in about 3 months, but was 
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attracted by the thought of the country & as a matter of fact he spent so much time in an 
Antiques Shop in Farringdon that we never got there – did great Coxwell Barn (again) 
& actually drew up accidentally in one of the places claimed for the Battle of Mons 
Badonicus – Bradbury Hill, just outside Farringdon. I had been looking for this place & 
wish I had located it earlier as we passed it on that tour Mr Graham took us.  
 Mr Campbell has just sent the marks, which are highly peculiar but only one (Mr 
Cooke) did worse on English II than on I & III – I just don’t want to feel I don’t help 
them. Mr Campbell was pleased that 8 out of 10 got some sort of α somewhere.  
I am squirming with backache from swimming this morning & shall have to lie on the 
floor – but it was worth it. The pool is on Boars Hill – quite undescribably lovely with 
great tranquil white water lilies motionless upon it & some charming little girls with 
almost no clothes on fishing with longhandled shrimping nets – all drenched in such in 
spite of lying in a wood –  

I still haven’t written on Elizabeth – it keeps getting pushed to one side by other jobs. 
I must get it out of the way, only Nov 22 is so far off that I might waste my efforts by 
dying before I have to do it.  

Ron Fryer used to have some absurd nickname Beaver or Badger – I remember a 
telegram announcing his coming when we were v. crowded & Charles had failed to tell 
me he had invited him – Signed Badger or some such – no one knew whom to expect 
as C. was still away. He stayed with us in Museum Rd but I don’t know how we 
squeezed him in, Rosalind Clay 
 
Alan to Lady Clay    17 September 1966   from Field Head 
 
Dear Lady Clay,  
 The letter I promised in my card – though it will be rather short I am afraid. My 
thesis is at its most fraying stage and after a day of appendices I don’t feel like writing at 
all. Still, it cheers me so much to hear from you that I want to precipitate another letter 
by writing to you. It was nice to hear all your news – re. Sybil, Isley, the cyclamen, Ian, 
etc. (just to prove that I’ve read it attentively – through the handwriting!). Hope the 
writing of your Elizabeth talk went O.K. It should be peanuts to you – except that you 
know too much. I’ve got to that stage with my thesis. What really exhausts me is having 
to discard so much information that has taken me months to extract, to summarize it all 
into a half-truth which I might have guessed at the beginning. I find it very difficult to be 
sure that I’m really doing anything worthwhile. One gets so close to the subject that it is 
impossible to decide whether one hasn’t just buried oneself in some pile of silt at the 
bottom of an unimportant tributary to the historical stream – and other Trevor-Roper-
like metaphors! (I have to eschew any colourful or high spirited writing in my thesis – so 
you’ll have to beware muddy rhetoric in my letters) Anyhow, the main point is to say 
that I hope that September has restored your good humour, and that with the trees 
turning to the melancholy slaughter of autumn you feel revived. When my eyes blear 
open from their appendix-gummed state I vaguely notice leaves turning incredible reds 
and golds and the autumn beginning to toast the bracken. But even being in love isn’t 
enough to raise me from my witches for more than a sniff of the Twentieth Century. 
Still, the thesis goes very well and I should have nearly half of it written in final form, 
and the rest in a fairly advanced draft by the time I go to London.  
 I think you know my plans. I have got a Social Science Research Council grant for 
the next two years (they made a mistake at fist and told me it was only for one) – £500 
p.a. Not much to live in London and keep a wife on – but I can hardly grumble having 
resigned myself to working as a lift-boy to keep myself. I really am excited at the 
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prospect of learning something about social anthropology and sociology. I’m sure it will 
be a great help to my seventeenth-century studies. I would, finally, like to (among other 
things) do a study like that of Le Roy Ladurie reviewed in last week’s T.L.S. – did you 
find his introductory essay intersting? I enclose  draft chapter – it will have to be 
tightened up and cut down – on witchcraft in three Essex village. This is my first 
attempt at village sociology. I would very much value any comments – suggested sources 
or problems – you would care to make on it. Perhaps you could hold onto it until the 
beginning of October when I should be in Oxford and when I will collect it from you. 
Please don’t bother to read it if you find it trying – rough chapters out of theses must be 
most irritating to read – but having been launched into local history by your enthusiasm 
for Hoskins over 4 years ago, I would value your comments.  
 Hope to see you soon. Look after yourself.  

 
 
Hilda Grieve – continued 
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Paul Slack continued: 
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Raymond Firth – continued 
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Joan Thirsk: continued 
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Trevor-Roper continued 
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Borstal  camp – 1965 
 

[N.B. the scans are at fairly low resolution – they could be re-done from iPhoto to look 
better] 
  
 The Oxford-Borstal camps, retrospectively, were an excellent educational institution. 
They involved a small number of undergraduates from an Oxford College going to 
camp for a week or so in the Yorkshire dales with a similar sized group of boys who 
were young offenders imprisoned in open prisons or Borstals. Then the group would 
return for a few days so that the undergraduates could share a little life in the Borstal. I 
wrote reflections on this as an undergraduate and attended such camps with a group 
from Worcester in my first and second years.  
 As a postgraduate I went with a group from St. Peter’s College in my second year as 
a postgraduate, summer 1965, where my friend Ralph Johnson, who had been on at 
least one of the Worcester camps, was now located. He was the Commander of the 
camp and I was made Bursar. There are comments on the camp in my letters, as well 
as some letters from a couple of the Borstal boys after the event (see elsewhere) Here 
are a few of the remaining documents. They show the instructions for a Bursar, and a 
brief diary of my arrangements through the week.  
 Some added points. The first is that in some ways this was a continuation, in another 
form, of the Christian boy’s camps I had been to through my schooling and into the 
start of my time at Oxford – Varsities and Public Schools. From the personnel involved 
and memories, there was a strong Anglican and Catholic presence, prayers etc. etc.  
 Secondly, the location of the camps – near Masham in the dales – as well as the fact 
that the local liaison was Frank Theakston (owner, presumably, of the famous local 
brewery) an Old Sedberghian, whose son I had known at Sedbergh, connected this to 
my education at Sedbergh (and not so far from the Lakes, where I was still spending my 
holidays). It had the feel, in the rivers and limestone mountains, of my Sedbergh years.  
 This was an education in managing finances and domestic arrangements which was 
another part of my education. In some ways, dealing with the commissariat of a group 
of about 25 people for a week would be a preliminary training for the fieldwork I would 
do three years later in the remote Himalayas.  
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Letters from Borstal boys 
 
 I went on two Oxford-Borstal camps. The first one was in 1962 in my second year as 
an undergraduate – described in that account. The second was in 1964, organized by 
Ralph Johnson, where I acted as Bursar. There are references to this in various places. 
I shall describe it elsewhere. After the camp I clearly wrote to some of the boys I had 
met, and I have three letters from  friends I made on this occasion – two from ‘Freddie’ 
and one from Scouse. I shall include the latter  - which shows that Father Michael 
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Hollings was also on this camp. As was Euan Porter – clearly the ‘U.N.’ referred to in 
the letter.  
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Financing my D.Phil. 
 
 There is a reasonable amount in the account of my undergraduate years about the 
costs and difficulties of money at the undergraduate level. I shall try to do something 
similar for the D.Phil. years. Among the things to consider are: the parental 
contribution and the state of my parent’s finances; my acting as banker, patron of my 
sisters; the arrangements for our time in the Lake district; the financing of my 
increasing interest in office machinery, photography and Xeroxing etc; the costs of 
transport – including buying a motorbike etc; the purchase of books; the costs of 
accommodation, clothes etc; the relations with my bank and details of my bank 
account and expenditure etc.  
 The sources include a considerable number of letters – between members of the 
family and to others; bank statements, bank stubs etc.  
 Here, since it is quite a large and complex subject and requiring quite a bit of 
thought and effort, are a few examples of documents – more will be brought in, 
including material on my parents’ financial position in their last years in India, 
revealed in the Assam Company papers.  
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There should be details about my book purchases etc. Here is one Blackwell’s 
account (see alos under Fred Holdsworth) 
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SEARCH FOR MONEY FOR LSE COURSE 
 
 Once I had set my mind on going to the L.S.E., whether I got a grant or not, I set 
about trying to find money in case, as seemed likely, I did not get a grant. Here I shall 
just give examples of some of the sources I tried – not all the documents, but 
examples of different attempts. They show my persistence and determination – which 
finally bore fruit in my good fortune of getting an S.S.R.C. two year studentship, so I 
did not need any of the following.  
 
 Perhaps the most serious offer came from the College of Arms, where I might have 
ended up one day as a Herald or even King of Arms! 
 
 The first letter I have, obviously after meeting a Mr. Woodward, is as follows.  
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 After a little more correspondence, and reading an article from Wagner in the 
Times Literary Supplement of 21 April on historical demography, we met on 
Wednesday 4th May. After that meeting I received the following offer of part-time 
employment.  
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Fortunately I had put in a warning about my availability, for after I received the 
S.S.R.C. offer I wrote.  
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 To which I received a pained reply.  
 
 

 
 
 
And my final reply is: 
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The following was obviously compiled by my grandfather earlier – and only later 
conveyed in the letter above. I may put it elsewhere – it is one of the few letters from 
my grandfather at this time.  
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Brentwood College 
 
 A long shot and not sure that anything came of it. I refer to this in a letter to Hugh 
Trevor-Roper on 16th February. It seems I thought I might teach there and do the 
M.Sc. I probably heard about it while working at the Essex Record Office from Hilda 
Grieve, as she is mentioned as one of the referees.  
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Covenanter’s Educational Trust 
 
 I believe it was Harry Pitt who suggested this as a possible source of funding. I 
wrote to them as below. Attached to the letter is a carbon of a long case which I was 
making for a grant. Whether this was for this particular grant, I am not certain. But it 
gives an interesting insight into my evolving thinking about where I should head next.  
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The Victoria County History 
 
This clearly did not get anywhere. I do not remember whether I met Pugh.  
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I shall not include a couple of short letters to and from King’s College, University of 
London (in February 1966)  asking if they taught social anthropology – which they 
did not. I also enquired of Westfield College in the same University in November 
1965, and they said no anthropology and no money.  
 
Nuffield Foundation Fellowships 
 
I wrote to them, probably at the suggestion of Evans-Pritchard, but received two 
replies, reiterating that because of my age I was ineligible (I was too young – only 
those between 28-40 were to be considered). I will include just the second of these.  
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One other place I wrote to on 23 November 1965 was the Science Research council, 
at the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research. Needless to say I did not get 
anywhere with this.  
 
I also applied for some money from the University at Oxford towards photography, 
microfilming etc. (£20 was available)  and have a little correspondence about this.  
 
One thing I tried was enquiring of the Department of Education as to whether my 
State studentship could be extended. It was clearly no good.  
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Two other attempts: 
 
Horniman Fund: 
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Leverhulme: 
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Dr Anne Bohm and the L.S.E. administration 
 
 I shall just give samples from this quite lengthy correspondence, which comprises 
about twenty letters, about half copies of letters from me, the other half from Dr. 
Bohm, the Secretary of the Graduate School at the L.S.E.  
In a letter to Zoe (who was also having trouble with the L.S.E.) I wrote on 19th June 
1966. 
 
Apart from failing to even mention the fact that there was such a thing as an S.S.R.C. 
after my repeated requests to her for suggested means of income, her latest cretinous 
act was to lose my tutor’s testimonials. At least I assume that’s what happened. I asked 
Keith and Harry to write even before I sent in my application to be registered at L.S.E. 
and they both wrote by return that they’d done this. But both Firth and ‘B’ (future ref. 
for Dr. Bohm) wrote on several occasions to say that if I didn’t hurry up with my 
testimonials I wouldn’t be considered etc. Finally I wrote to her and explained that she 
had probably mislaid them – having received them before my application. She 
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immediately replied that she now had them – but didn’t have the courage to admit that 
this is what happened. 
 
Later there was also a confrontation with them about another matter – permission for 
me to teach one day a week in Nottingham. There is some amusing acid comment on 
this in Trevor-Roper’s letters also.  
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State Studentship 
 
 I had received a three-year grant from Lancashire County Council for my 
undergraduate studies at Oxford and was then very fortunate to receive a three-year 
State studentship (in the end) for my D.Phil. years (and then two years funding from 
the London School of Economics, and a further grant from the London-Cornell fund 
and S.O.A.S. for my second Ph.D.). A period of economic expansion when it was 
possible to get most of the funding I needed to pursue four different degrees over a 
period between 1960 and 1971, over ten years, now seems, retrospectively in a day of 
student fees and loans, extraoardinary.  
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 Here are some of the documents related to the D.Phil. funding from the State 
Studentship.  
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Social Science Research Council 
 
 It may have been as a result of a note from Harry Pitt that I looked out for the new 
S.S.R.C. awards – or I may have spotted them in the paper, as in the advertisement 
below. I then negotiated to get one for my two year M.Sc (later M.Phil) at the London 
School of Economics, a conversion course into anthropology not dissimilar to the one 
I helped to inaugurate and then taught for thirty years in Cambridge (though that was 
one year).  
 Her is some of the correspondence relating to the next stage of my career. Again it 
shows my persistence – against early advice that I was not eligible and errors by the 
S.S.R.C.  
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MAKING A TIME MACHINE 
 

[THE QUALITY OF THE SCANS COULD BE IMPROVED] 
 
 One of the important features developments during my D.Phil. years was my 
growing interest in filing and retrieval systems – something which has absorbed much of 
the rest of my life.  
 Even before Oxford I had started to hoard letters and other artefacts in tomato 
boxes assembled round my room in Field Head, and the undergraduate years had 
added proper files and small index cards (half the 5 x 3 cards) based on Brian 
Harrison’s methods. But it was really as I started to undertake serious long-term 
research that I became really interested in how to store and retrieve materials.   

There are some interesting descriptions of my evolving experiments in letters to 
various people, and I shall combine those into this account – alongside examples of the 
results. The main point was that I became aware that the simple methods used to write 
short undergraduate essays would no longer work, so I needed something better, 
especially as I made more explicit my desire to preserve as much of my passing life as 
possible.  

 The key to it all was the Garden shed, which became the prototype for the 
research room at the top of Fountain Cottage, and finally of the Barn at Lode. The 
development of this, and the excitement of purchasing my first small filing cabinet – 
into which I put my witchcraft cases – is related elsewhere. Here I shall just insert a few 
things from a folder called ‘office equipment’.  

  
Intercoms 
 
One great pleasure was to work in a quiet and shut-off spot away from the house, 

and yet not to feel too cut-off. The shed was about 30 yards from the house and during 
my last six months working in it I installed a small red intercom – with a lead that went 
through the larder of the house and summoned me with one, two or three rings to 
coffee, lunch, answer phones etc. The purchase of this intercom is shown in two 
documents.  

 
The first is the answer to my query about the availability of the Intercom.  
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The second is my order, and the original advert (probably from Exchange and Mart, of 
which I was a big fan).  
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Sadly, I think the physical object and the picture is gone. It was certainly much bulkier 
than the mobile phone with which I would presumably now have dealt with the 
problem of communication.  
 
Fil ing cabinets and suspended systems.  
 
 Much of my filing was done by the use of stacked tomato boxes – which had 
convenient high so they sat one on top of each other. I had started to do this in my late 
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teens, I think, but see that at some later point I may have tinkered with the idea of 
buying some specially designed trays for this purpose.  
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 As materials accumulated, a preliminary sort of such things – particularly letters, was 
made through a simple device. I had early in my undergraduate days bought a wire 
In/Pending/Out tray which has (in later reincarnations) accompanied me through the 
rest of my life. The question was, however, how to organize the numerous files of 
research notes, as well as letters and accumulated archives, so that one could find them.  
 One solution was to buy large filing-cabinets with suspended files. These, however, 
had two disadvantages. They were expensive to buy (for me) and they were very heavy 
to carry around at a time when I was not yet settled down. So at some point I came 
across another idea – the lateral suspended filing system, as illustrated below.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 286 

 
 



 287 

 
 
 What I did was to construct a simple wooden frame, and then attach curtain runners 
onto it. Onto the curtain hooks, by way of paper clips, I attached files, into which I put 
my papers. I filled part of the shed with these – never quite rivalling the quantity above, 
and later modified them to hang below a wallpaper hanging table when we moved to 
London. In effect I had created a cheap, easy to move set of filing cabinets – which 
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were only later replaced when I moved to Cambridge in 1971 for my first real job, with 
real metal filing cabinets, of which I accumulated about ten in the end.  
 
Card index cabinets 
  
 Then there was the five-drawer metal filing cabinet of my first year as a postgraduate 
student – in which I kept the mounting number of witchcraft cases, and also the small 
index cards of the subject index (to be described later). It has five drawers and still 
works very well – beside Sarah.  
 I must have felt that I needed more drawers, however, for by early 1966 and there is 
the following addition to the system.  
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Typewriters 
 
 It is difficult to remember a time when not only did one type with a clumsy manual 
type-writer, but that such devices were an expensive luxury. I think that I recount the 
purchase of my first typewriter in my undergraduate period – and may mention the 
make. There is quite a lot about my mother’s desire for a typewriter, and I may have 
moved on during my postgraduate years to a new machine – it was not until the 1970’s 
that I purchased my first electric – the trusty Smith-Corona. The increased legibility, 
and better carbon copies, are an important part of the effect of the typewriter at this 
period – so I shall include one suggestion that we were looking for new models.  
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Calculators and computers and other stat ist ical devices 
 
 As I began to gather in the hundreds of witchcraft cases in Essex, and notice that 
they had a number of variables which I would like to cross-tabulate – for example age, 
sex, religion, geography, time, I began to wonder whether there were not devices which 
would help me with this. I went to see the Oxford computing service and they said that 
with only 500 or so cases and perhaps ten variables for each, it was not worth thinking 
of using a computer – which was very crude anyway at that time. But that I might use 
some other semi-computer form of device such as edge-punched cards.  
 So I started to do this. There was a system called ‘Cope-Chat’ cards, which I now 
discover was short for the Copeland-Chatterton Company, which made cards. You 
punched the edges and used something like a knitting needle to lift out cards which had 
not had the edges punched – or vice versa. The system is described in the scans below. 
I remember spending a lot of time putting all the cases into the centre of the cards – 
and I think I did the same with the statistical work for my second Ph.D. on the 
Gurungs. But I don’t think that it helped greatly. As with computers later, by the time 
one had done all the tedious work of assembling the materials, one already had worked 
out the rough answer – but perhaps that is the function, to slow down and systematize 
thought.  
 Anyway, here is a little of the evidence for this activity – an expensive one in terms of 
my total research budget at the time and an indication of my desire to tinker with new 
technologies which would pervade my life. I bought one thousand cards – so may have 
had some left over for my second Ph.D.  
 
Here is the description of how it worked: 
 
 
 
 



 291 

 
 
 



 292 

 
 
 
And my order: 
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Another element in statistical work is some basic arithmetic which is now routinely 
done using pocket calculators. I don’t think I could possibly have had one – though I 
would dearly have loved to and remember my delight when suddenly they became very 
cheap. Given inflation, a calculator, such as the one in the advertisement I cut out, 
would have cost well over a thousand pounds in today’s money.  
 

 
 
 
 
Duplicators 
 
 This was the period before the Xerox revolution. One had to think before one 
wrote a letter as to whether a copy was necessary – afterwards was too late. Fortunately I 
early realized the importance of copy-keeping, and much of my account of the period 
from undergraduate Oxford onwards rests on the carbons I kept of what I thought 
would be important letters. I have learnt from recent enquiries that retrieving the letters 
I wrote to others during those years is almost (there is one big exception) impossible – 
even my mother only kept some of my letters.  
 Yet duplicators using chemicals were just starting to become available, and below is a 
leaflet for some early devices. The local agent was in Oxford, so it must have been from 
these postgraduate years.  

I did buy a cheap device in 1967 (I could not have afforded any of those in the 
illustration) and found it moderately useful – it depended on some chemicals and was a 
bit slow and messy, but I remember feeling very exciting that I could make copies.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 294 

 
 
A more ambitious idea was to self-publish by buying a very small press. The 
advertisement, from my favourite magazine, comes from a couple of years later, and I 
don’t remember ever proceeding to such publishing until very recent experiments with 
the web.  
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Sl ide projectors and microfi lm 
 
 One of my break-throughs was to realize that the microfilm revolution could be 
made available to me. Normally, as I describe in letters, proper microfilm readers were 
prohibitively expensive and I would not have been able to microfilm parish registers 
and other materials and work on them in the Lake District. But if the microfilm, being 
35mm, was cut into pieces and put in slide mounts, then it could be projected on my 
shed wall or in the house. This is how I managed to start the first three-village study 
with the help of my sister Anne and my parents. I don’t have the advert for such 
machines, but describe its purchase and use in my letters. Later it was to be adapted for 
work on other villages and Josselin’s Diary in particular.  
 
Dictation machines 
  
I think there is a certain amount in the letters about another important innovation – the 
use of tape-recorders. I do have, I have just discovered, one tape (which is damaged) 
with something like ‘Anne – parish registers’ on it. What I did then, and much more 
later, was to help the deciphering of documents by myself and my family by reading the 
document into a tape-recorder, and then typing from that. I just used a normal tape-
recorder (which was also much used for recording music etc). I did not have anything as 
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sophisticated as a proper dictation machine until the 1970’s – so the advertisement 
below was either from later, or just a dream.  
 

 
 
 
 
Two other related technologies are worth appending.  
 
One was some interest I showed in a quasi-statistical, or at least logical, method, called 
‘Critical Path Analysis’. I remember thinking this might help in analysing my witchcraft 
cases, but did not get much further than the thought. Here is the method: 
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The other concerned maps and mapping. A good deal of my Essex witchcraft work 
depended on various attempts to place people on maps, and I became interested in 
duplicating maps. Here is part of an attempt to produce some maps.  
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Staples is Heaven 
 
 Later in my life I became a great fan of the Office Furniture emporium ‘Staples’ and 
loved wandering around buying gadgets, much to my family’s amusement. This was the 
later development of a love of all kinds of devices which helped me to organize and 
access the growing archive which is now spilling onto the pages. It seems appropriate 
therefore to end with an example of my love as expressed in the advertisements I 
snipped out of ‘Exchange and Mart’ at that time.  
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OTHER POEMS – postgraduate period 
 
1963 
 
 I don’t know why I was visiting the Radcliffe hospital on 19 October 1963. But it 
seems to have inspired me to a short poem – which has echoes of another piece of 
writing as an undergraduate, reacting to pain in a hospital. (It is clearly heavily 
influenced by Yeats).  
 
Radcliffe. 1963. Oct 19 . On seeing a girl on a trolley.  
 
I saw a face I had not seen before 
Fair flushed with pains bright roses,  
Eyes staring open as the trolly bumped 
Hair falling on the harvest pillow.  
Breasts rising in the shrouds.  
And all the starlight wonder & the sun 
Streaming through the evening leaves 
Seemed a madness in this drifting 
World where restless moanings 
And the stale drab deaths 
Sneers across the dusty field 
And drags us sobbing to the grave.  
 
It looks as if it was on the same evening that I wrote a poem to a girl.  
 
On Autumn & Helen    19.10.63 
 
Rich in the blazoned attics of my mind 
Mid store of pomp & heralds gold 
I choose fine emblems to remind 
Thee of the glory that grows cold.  
Deep in the warmth of wintered woods 
Asleep in their coats of ice & snow 
Stand the oak-trees in their hoods 
While the bitter winds do blow.  
All the joy and all the pain 
Through this autumn world of leaves 
Gathers in the human frame 
Binds our thoughts as thick as sheaves 
And the timeless moan of song 
That beats breathless in my soul 
Pours the drift of death along 
Into winter’s starving bowl.  
 
1964 
 
26.7.64 
 
To be poised in and out of time.  
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To feel still uncertain of the movements  
Of things, to feel unsure that the rose will ever die.  
To kiss the rose and not to know goodbye.  
To hear music in the silences 
And the distant trumpets of a loftier moment 
When all the majesty, all the misery 
Of this world gathered itself to a greatness 
And struck in fury and pain on the rock 
Thrilling the far moment with its spray 
Its lights, and dancing desires and 
The sound of bells in the deep.  
This is the stillness in the storm 
The unravelled moment of the poet 
The affirmation that ‘all is well’, 
And answering voice in the dark. 
Not an answer to a query 
Not a certainty amidst doubt 
Not even shelter but a certain  
Timelessness.  
 
[There is a quote ‘all is well’ as well as other allusions to T.S.Eliot’s  Four Quartets 
here] 
 
Scan of the above as an example:  
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To Antonia    4/11/64 
 
It is not easy to rhyme to you; 
Beauty cannot be invoked for your  
Beauty is still a mystery unknown 
Too passing even for the leaf to notice.  
It is a recollection of eyes & hair 
Set in a childish candour of innocence, 
Of level eyes & golden hair 
And the rapture of a shared smile.  
Your grace of movement and  
Our serious concentration are your art.  
I remember this; but no more.  
Nor can Love be wooded 
In all its melancholy meaninglessness,  
For the love I have is all 
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For the shadow princess in  
My own soul and not for you.  
And what is Truth? Is it true  
That this day is lonely, and that 
Spring buds grow in the midst of 
Autumn leaves, it is sure 
That midst the last fine fire 
Our hearts & souls will remain unquenched? All that I  
Can offer is the still, sad, Musings of a love-lorn 
Wight, a glimpse into the  
Formless, shapeless complexities 
Of a restless child who seeks  
To hold your hand and gaze 
In terror at the darkening night.  
 
As I set off, presumably to the Lake District (or London) I jotted down the following.  
 
Waiting in a bus – Walton Street 13/12/64 
 
Rhodedendrons brushed the waiting bus 
A backscreen to the little play 
The winter sky which had sucked all  
The colours, carried Salvation Army carols 
And the scent of soaked fields 
Of the full brown river 
Across the slates.  
Listless conversation mingled with Bach 
Nostalgia merged with emptiness  
And a group of youths sidled, watching 
How the collections for the band were treated.  
The whole world seemed caught in  
That restless web, of Yeats’ poems on my  
Knee, the clink of counted change 
The moment of children being guided 
To their seats. All the complexity 
The crowded unmeaning  
The silence of the babble of men 
Seemed to come into that  
Waiting bus.  
 
On my twenty-third birthday, I wrote a poem as follows.  
 
20/12/64   Birthday 
 
How can one reach through the sticky sentiments 
Of Christmas, the mock loneliness, the prettiness and trivia 
To something permanent and true; man’s eternal search 
Seems again important. And as I write the faces of the many dead 
Rise through the forests of beauty to sing 
That in the depths and bitterness of winter 
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And in the snow and cold 
And in the tears that have mixed with the dirt 
Of station platforms and through the vomit 
And blood of a thousand hospitals 
Where the ulcered and lepered lie 
Screaming curses on their god 
As he tears the brain and paints  
The heavens with the cloth of gold 
And pulls the trees across the sky 
The graves and the beggars on the pavement,  
The movement of young girls, the sugared 
Voice of mock pop singers, the bitterness 
Of hurt lovers all these merge into 
The agony and laughter that we know.  
To feel velvet and to know the cold wind 
To abandon the pen and let the sore 
Heart moan to the moon: to feel that 
Death rides each shadow and that laughter  
Pulls back from the machine-given. 
We cannot hold one another 
Cannot compromise, nor fight,  
Cannot feel nor think though we sneer 
And scoff at other’s who walk in humility 
In their sorrow. And here I stand in my  
Mock despair, no older, no deeper, no 
Nearer God or Man, eaten up with myself 
Slobbering before the feast of fame 
And self-importance and yet groaning  
Awestruck before the majesty of man’s inconsequence 
Horror at the balloon of ignorance & prejudice 
On which we dance. Sleep on in your cosy 
Irresponsibility or give and lose, suffer and  
Shout and dance into the rolling years.  
Pour your soul into God’s bucket or man’s 
Pocket and let the wind numb the body 
And man’s whip, to scar your timid flesh.  
Laugh and stand on Christ’s side in the  
Infinite tragedy of this deep folly.  
 
[Stirring stuff!]  
 
1965 
 
 This was perhaps the time I was attending the Trypanis poetry meetings, for at the 
top of the sheet on which these few lines were written are some notes on how to write 
poetry – elementary stuff. The poem itself, it appears, was wirrten during a seminar in 
January 1965 – the seminar was run by A.C. Crombie, the Historian of Science.  
 
Winter’s trumpet clashes from the sea-shore rocks 
Throwing the wind up to the stars.  
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Now the night flows across the hills 
And the night-birds roam, through the silent wood 
The raven swarms cloud the darkened moon 
And the brooding vampire sinks the death-gasp groan 
Where the splendid stick of the lightnings flash 
Light, and then darkens the castles black.  
 
Slowly change moves in on our mind 
The morning, evening, sorrow’s own 
Then the vision goes and you flounder on 
And the bells toll no more in the ???? sea.  
 
 
I find in a letter in December 1964 that I wrote to my parents: 
 
I got round to going to see Jill (Celia's niece) yesterday, or at least I found the 
Catholic Worker's College where she lives at Boar's Hill and found that her second 
name (which I'd been unable to read) is Walker. I've invited her to coffee. 
 
So it may have been that I tried to visit her again and the following poem was partly 
inspired by the anticipated, or achieved, meeting.  
 
 
Catholic Workers College. Reflections  15/1/65 
 
And if I had  woven a web of fire  
For the blue and the gold of autumn days 
For the blood that mingles with the mire,  
For the passionate depths of lost mystery plays 
Or if I had sought through the forest shade,  
Catching the stars of the weeded sun 
Running or staring at the monstrous glades 
Pulling the moss where the wild deer run 
I had found a house of dream-grey stone 
Where the birds sang down in their streams 
And the music of water and of distant foam 
And of lights and drams 
But I cannot move in the magic wood 
It’s depths turn to slabs 
And the trees turn to tombs 
Where the factories jolt up and stagger 
Heaving on their oceans of sand.  
And all that was fresh that was young 
That was pure, sinks in the sound  
Of the lute 
And all that I hear in the cold of this night 
Is the distant flute  
Et it pour, let it come. 
Let the song roar & run 
Let the winds on moor blow free 
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But the empty house, with wainscot & mouse 
No longer contains me.  
 For I move in a world of a different dram 
Hard and noisy, good & clean 
Where the mind leaps around 
From mound to mound 
Digging and delving and sorting.  
 
I am split in two 
So what shall I do? 
You see I laugh at myself,  
So do you! 
 
There are obvious allusion again to Elliot (Wainscot and Mouse). The end is 
interesting – the final recognition of a split, a division, between the older poetic, unified 
self, and the new filing-system, researching, self.  
 
I was a member of a poetry circle, as mentioned, organized by Constantine Trypanis. I 
felt a bit of a fraud, and particularly when we were encouraged to bring a recently 
written poem to the group. I remember sitting miserably with a heavy cold (which I 
describe in a letter on 28th February to my parents as following:  
“I've been slightly hampered in my pursuit of her by having an awful cold - one of the 
most intense I can remember. It only lasted 3 days but I got through half-a-dozen 
handkerchiefs & 2 and a half toilet rolls in no time. It's nearly gone again thank 
goodness.”) 
I was in the Radcliffe Camera, waiting to go to a meeting of the circle and expected to 
write a poem. So, in desperation I wrote (on two Bodleian book order slips) a poem – 
about having a cold. (I seem to remember that some of the group quite liked it!) The 
start, of course, mirrors ‘The cormorant or lesser shag, lays its eggs in a paper bag…’ 
 
A cold.  22/2/1965 
 
The influenza or the common cold 
Grows lushly in human mould. 
The reason is, I’m sure you’ll see,  
It takes us for a rat or flea.  
And then the swimming lights,  
The hotness stretching up into the brain,  
The trickling, treacling & tenderness 
Of burnt flesh round the nose,  
Smeared with moisture & rubbed sore by damp rags.  
The drug-handkerchief complex – 
The descent into magic & pills 
Rituals with bottles and jars 
The loss of interest in all ideals 
In beauty, sex, thought all 
Except when the damn thing will stop.  
God puffs out in a sneeze 
Woman evaporates in a wheeze,  
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Purposive intellect moans to a standstill 
And friends become enemies 
Because they fail to ask us how we are.  
Winds which before shook our fancy into shaking Shakespeare into shaking the darling 
buds of May’ 
Now beat, break through and cut raw rust of our reddened face.  
Sleep which before slipt, slid and sealed the casements of our souls, now bubbles, 
claustrophobia, crumpled-sheet * distracted upon us.  
We are turned from men,  
Mature leaders of a giddy world 
Into mouls [?moles], mooning our self-pitying way back into our mother’s laps. 
Perhaps the influenza was right? 
 
As an example of fevered composition, here is the original manuscript, suitable stained 
with drips… 
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At present, the last poetic outpouring which I have saved was written on 19th April 
1965. 
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On 21st April I wrote to my parents. 
 
“My one burst of social life was on Easter Sunday. After Easter communion in the 
beautifully decorated church & a chicken-lunch I was driven over to Troutbeck by Jane 
(Byrne) & spent the afternoon watching the Beatles & others (the session Anne went 
to). Then cocktails at Anne Johnson's - where we met Bill Critchley etc etc & back for a 
select party at Jane's till 2 p.m.” I presumably mean 2 a.m., and one result was 
 
Jane’s kitchen after a party 
 
Sausage frying and safely tabled toast,  
A few half empty glasses 
To remind one of the party,  
Impatient children eating left-over 
Easter eggs, nests of bright pebbles 
Held in the hollow of chocolate.  
All these disassociated images,  
Caught in a web of the Beatles spinning  
And tugging one gently back into life,  
Faces drift from yesterdays,  
Stalking into the kitchen of my mind 
On cat feet, playing with my affections 
As with a dead vole – and then all  
The splendour of a peacock’s 
Tail – shot through with all the  
Fury of emotion aroused, of sand 
Streaming across the mountains 
Shaping the waterfalls into rainbows 
And the trees fermenting in the ground,  
Spring’s wine oozing into the soup 
Of summer. When will the ??? 
Come so that the sleep will be shaken 
And the trumpet sound. 
When will the splendour of a thousand 
Golden days enrich again our shifting skies 
And all the summer of youth & innocence 
Drown itself in the greater glory of  
The Word Revealed when Christ 
Shall fall from the Cross and let 
His soul’s agony stain the flowers? 
Then shall the mountains leap 
And the heavens spark beauty,  
Then shall the sons of man speak 
An unutterable humility, and the  
Broken limbs shall be mended.  
Slowly, slightly the skies sombre 
Fulfillment pulls the light down 
It’s back, revealing breasts and thighs of ivory, long-combing back 
It’s hair of light; pressing with  
Iris-tender hands the smothering 



 313 

Cries of our fevered brows.  
Asleep the strong find themselves 
Chained by the fire of Old forests,  
Caught by their muscles in a band 
Of blood, which flows down through 
Their eyes and catches and tugs at 
Their restless minds. I saw 
The ecstasy breaking down through 
The farms, rolling the trumpet 
Through the boulders, and the  
Sand of the seven riders. High  
Above the thunder, and the  
Moving of deep-down Evil. The  
Splitting open of wounds, the appalling  
Scream of shells and the batteries 
Of force engage and maul,  
And then the stillness of  
Infinite distance and the tenderness 
Of sunlight on music, of water 
Blending into the leaves and  
The reflections, catching long  
Tresses of hair, and wide eyes 
Reflecting naked feet and long limbs 
And I felt hands stealing through  
Sand; the gradual pouring out of 
Desire; and when the wind dropped 
The lake was completely still 
And your heart in mine enfolded.  
The conflict for a moment 
Higher than the mountains and  
Hidden from eyes in the deep moss 
At a tree’s foot.  
 
[A strange semi-poem indeed, and a suitable ending to my poetic career – if it was the 
last poem, filled with my usual mixture of borrowed ideas, obvious battles between sex 
and religion etc. A psycho-analyst’s paradise no doubt!] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


