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Pictured by Alex Jardine.
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Ethelind FEARON
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London : Herbert Jenkins, 1954.

The Reluctant Hostess
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With drawings by Geoffrey Salter.
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Illustrated by Richard Kennedy.
Ethelind FEARON
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Illustrated by Howard Simon.
Ethelind FEARON
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Illustrated by Richard Kennedy.
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Ethelind FEARON
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Ethelind FEARON
London : Herbert Jenkins, 1957.
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Pictured by Alex Jardine.
Ethelind FEARON
London : Herbert Jenkins, 1958.

The Fig and Fishbone
Illustrated by Peter Probyn. 
[On the author's experiences when opening a tea-house.]
Ethelind FEARON
London : Lutterworth Press, 1959.

Without my Yacht. How to be at home
in the South of France [With illustrations.]
Ethelind FEARON
London : Macdonald, 1959.

The Marquis, the Mayonnaise and me
Illustrated by Edgar Norfield.
Ethelind FEARON
London : Newnes, 1961.

Planning a Garden. [With illustrations.]
Ethelind FEARON
Manchester : Trafford Press, [1961]

Flower Growing for Ungardeners  
Pictured by Alex Jardine.
Ethelind FEARON
London : Herbert Jenkins, 1963.

A Privy in the Cactus
Illustrated by Alex Jardine.
Ethelind FEARON
London : Herbert Jenkins, 1965.

Jams, jellies and preserves
Ethelind FEARON
London : Barrie and Jenkins, 1976.

Fancy cakes and pastries 
Ethelind FEARON
London : Barrie and Jenkins, 1977.

Herbs : how to grow, treat and use them
Ethelind FEARON
London : Barrie and Jenkins, 1977.

Cocktail Snacks, Good Cook Series
Ethelind FEARON
London : Barrie and Jenkins, 1977.

Ethelind Fearon Books



Ethelind Fearon – The Authoress that Thaxted forgot...             Version 6

Ethelind Emily Fearon was once asked to answer a questionnaire for her publishers, so that details 
about the authoress could be added to the jacket notes on her forthcoming book. She answered the
questions truthfully but candidly with a spark of mischievous madcap humour that was a trademark 
of her writing and I like to think it was just the same with her day to day life in Thaxted, I would have
loved to have chatted with her in Town Street or Stoney Lane or even visited her sister’s tea rooms 
to glean a bit more information about her life.

She explained that she was born in ‘Victoria’s Reign’ and gave no date, (although we know from 
her gravestone that she was born in 1900, the last full year of Victoria’s) and when asked if she was 
educated gave the answer ‘No!” however her brother attended the ‘Priory School’ in Town Street
Thaxted and we can assume Ethelind would have done the same. The questionnaire did not give us 
a real insight into this interesting and enigmatic woman who had no less than 25 books published 
during her lifetime and 4 after, in fact it left a lot of questions unanswered... perhaps that’s the way she
wanted it. It is interesting to note that the authoress Dodie Smith (The Hundred and One 
Dalmatians) living locally at Finchingfield had only 9 books published, although she wrote around 29
plays. Ethelind once stated that she hated writing and had only one ambition – “to make enough
money out of it to stop doing it!” although she put this another way on one of her book jackets “To
make enough money doing something to stop doing anything”. Her father Percy Howard Ratcliff, was
in business as builder and undertaker having followed the trade of his father Orlando. He was living at
Freemans Farm, Bardfield End Green at the end of the nineteenth century but by 1901 he had moved
to ‘St Kilda’ 14 Town street, behind which were the extensive buildings fronting the Tanyard that 
became his workshops. It is likely that Ethelind was born at Freemans Farm.

Ethelind had a sister Flossie and a brother John. In the 1930’s the two sisters opened a tea rooms 
at Mill End which they named ‘The Orange Tree’. It was opposite the Old Saracens Public House and
close to Ted Brights Blacksmiths shop. Many years later in the early fifties Flossie opened a tearoom
at 44 Newbiggen Street which she named the ‘Spinning Wheel’. Flossie left Thaxted and married one
Frederick Bradbury (possibly of Irish decent and a Professor) and had three children, Nedda, Nula
and John. The Bradburys returned to Thaxted after WWII, around 1948, and lived for many years at
Becket House on the south side of Town Street.

Did the first tea shop at Mill End inspire Ethelind to write the final book in her ‘Thaxted Trilogy’ –
The Fig and Fishbone.?.. only she can answer that question but it seems that a lot of what may have 
happened to her and Flossie in those early years could have become fiction for Ethelind in The Fig
and Fishbone.

In the 1930s Ethelind married Cecil John Fearon who worked in the City of London and they lived 
at the large Edwardian fronted house on the corner of the Bardfield and Dunmow roads at Mill End
called Yew Cottage (later renamed ‘Corners’ by Ethelind and today called ’Mill Hatch’). Ethelind was
tragically widowed in July 1937 when Cecil died at the age of 41 leaving her with a daughter Bridget
and the need to earn a living. She had trained as a landscape gardener and in the publisher’s
questionnaire had given her occupation as ‘Professional Gardener’.  She farmed a rented 4 1/2 acre
small holding at Broxted opposite the Old Vicarage which she ran with the help of local postwoman
and business partner Phil Campbell. Deliveries of home grown produce, eggs and fruit were made in 
a small Ford van by the pair. Within the publishers sleeve notes on ‘Little Dog’, published in America,
there is a statement that Ethelind was for many years the gardener to H G Wells but as yet I have
found no other evidence of this intriguing horticultural link. H G Wells lived at Easton Glebe circa
1910-28 in the grounds of Easton Lodge (the former stately home to the well known late Victorian and
Edwardian socialite Frances Evelyn 'Daisy' Greville (nee Maynard). She was better known as The
Countess of Warwick). Ethelind Ratcliff, as she was at the time, could well have worked at Easton
Glebe in her late teens or early twenties.

It appears that Ethelind was interested in showjumping, farming, stockbreeding, cooking, travelling
and history and each one of these interests led her into an avenue of writing that gave us historical
novels set in Thaxted (Most Happy Husbandman, Me and Mr Mountjoy and The Fig and Fishbone)
Gardening books (6 titles), Cookery books (8 titles) and three Children’s Novels (Pluckrose’s Horse,
The Sheepdog Adventure and The Secret of the Chateau) as well as three books based on her 
travels to, and subsequent life in, France and Spain (A Privy in the Cactus, The Marquis, the 
Mayonnaise and Me and Without my Yacht, How to be at Home in the South of France).



Ethelind bred cats, dogs and rabbits for showing and exported dogs by air to America (unusual in 
the 1950’s) and at one time had a permanent kennel of 30 Irish Setters. She considered that the 
most intelligent dog however was the Border Collie Sheepdog which is why the breed was featured 
in her first childrens book (The Sheepdog Adventure) published in 1953. This novel was one of two
books she had re-published in America but the title was changed to Little Dog . The other book 
published ‘over the pond’ was Most Happy Husbandman which again had its title changed to
The Happiest of Men. The illustrations on the dustjackets were also re-drawn.

At this point I should mention something about her first and probably most famous book Most 
Happy Husbandman. As an introduction, on the dustjacket, the publishers tell potential readers this: 
“ Most Happy Husbandman is, strictly speaking, the story of a year on an Essex farm. It is also strictly 
speaking a work of fiction... It is rather a prose rhapsody of the English countryside; a portrait of rural
life at its best; a storehouse richly stocked with rustic lore and humour... The Fearons in this book are
not intended to represent the author’s own family, but are characters created out of her imagination...
Much of Thaxted and its surroundings, where Ethelind Fearon herself lives and farms, has crept into
these pages...They are the happy reflexion of a whole way of life.“ Ethelind had a style all of her own,
wholly beguiling with frankness and charm showing us flashes of that great humour at what life has 
to throw at us. Those running book clubs within the catchment area of this bulletin, and even further
afield, would do well to put this on their book list!

The book drew this quote from John O’Londons, a weekly literary magazine that was published 
by George Newnes of London, which was regarded as the leading literary magazine in the British 
Empire. At its height it had a circulation of 80,000, and it was popular among young and older readers
alike. “Thaxted, that little decayed town where medieval gargoyles grin down on the winding street, has
at last produced its own author; and not only Essex is the richer”. After this review published 
in 1946 Ethelind had become an established writer...

Many of Ethelinds books were reprinted, some up to seven times and some were made Book Society 
recommendations, having their own print runs with, as the Book Society directed, modified and 
somewhat boring dustjackets. Braille versions were printed and two books re-published in America.
she wrote for literary reviews including Time and Tide and smaller articles for many magazines and pa-
pers including The Countryman, Ideal Home, Daily Telegraph and The Ringing World winning the So-
ciety of Women Journalists cup for the Best Book of the Year written by a member. She broadcast on
radio several times over the years and became a member of the Caterers Association of Great Britain.

We do not know exactly when Ethelind left Thaxted to live and work abroad, Without my Yacht the 
first of her travel books was published in 1959 so it must have been a few years before that. A lady
who spent some summer holidays at the Fearons’ villa in Cannes, as a companion to Bridget, recalls
that Ethelinds typewriter could often be heard into the middle of the night and that meals seem to have
been a question of pot-luck! We do know that her daughter was educated at a continental (Swiss) 
finishing school with a fluency in European languages and later became Ethelinds ‘Literary Advisor’ on
her children’s books and may even have influenced her move abroad. These three overseas books,
penned in the South of France and Spain are extremely well written, full of Ethelinds humour and 
aversion to convention, typically Ethelind made sure they contained her ‘recipes’ and of course first
hand guidance on ‘building restoration’. A good deal of this knowledge had been picked up in Thaxted
during the conservation of two old Tudor timber framed houses which she then rented out in Stoney
Lane. One of these with its wall paintings became the fictional tea rooms in The Fig and Fishbone,
(Ethelind tells us in her questionnaire that she has restored 5 tudor houses!)  Local Special Police
Constable Percival who lived in an old cottage (now no.33) in Newbiggen Street was constantly
pestered by irate visitors to the town seeking Ethelind’s Fig and Fishbone tea room, only to have to 
inform them that it did not exist and never had!

There was a big gap in Ethelinds output between 1965 (A Privy in the Cactus) and the first of her
smaller cookery books (Jams Jellies and Preserves) perhaps this was due to illness as the last of 
her books (Cocktail Snacks, Good Cook Series) was published in 1977 three years after her death. 
It appears she was still writing small articles for French magazines just before her death but it is here
that the trail goes cold. Did Ethelind remain in France continuing her romance with the written word 
or did she return and live out her life in relative obscurity here in Britain... perhaps this article will 
produce an answer?



It is recorded on her husbands gravestone in Thaxted Churchyard that she died in April 1974 aged 74
but is she actually buried here or abroad ? A search of the burial register in the parish church failed to
supply an entry for that year but she may have been cremated and her ashes placed in her husbands
grave. Ethelind was certainly a wonderful authoress, entrepreneur and local character, but she has left
us a very small and obscure trail to follow here in Thaxted. One of her best friends and partner at the
Broxted smallholding, Phil Campbell (previous owner of our house, No.40, in Newbiggen Street) would
have had all the answers but she sadly passed away in 1989. Phil Campbell like Ethelind was also
skilled in DIY building and a great plantswoman who did a lot of charity work in Thaxted. They must
have presented a formidable ‘partnership’... quite frightening!

Interesting to note is that Ethelinds friend, Peter Probyn, book illustrator (The Fig and Fishbone) and
cartoonist also lived in Newbiggen Street at ‘Yardleys’ his studio was in the outbuilding that backs on to
Vicarage Lane. Probyn had been a cartoonist for Punch in the 1930s and '40s and a schoolteacher. He
began illustrating books and designing dust jackets in the late-1950s, for Lutterworth Press, 
Chapman and Hall, and then, in the early 1960s, Hodder. Those of a certain age may remember an
early Double Diamond advertising campaign with a little bowler hatted man, illustrated by Peter, “A 
Double Diamond Works Wonders”.

I will leave you with one last quote from that publisher’s questionnaire addressed to Ethelind, under 
ambitions she wrote; To round up reindeer in the Arctic Circle... I wonder if she ever got the chance, 
it wouldn’t have been through lack of trying and would have made a marvellous book!

PS
Further research since the first part of this article was printed in the has uncovered some interesting
quotes on the dust jacket of her book entitled the The Young Stock Keepers. Here Ethelind tells the 
publishers that her professional career as a gardener started at the age of fourteen (this may well 
be the link to prove she was HG Wells gardener alluded to in the first article) and that during the war
(WWII) she ran a market garden on the site of an empty potato field which kept a hundred and fifty
families in fruit and vegetables all year round! (was this at Broxted?). She then states that today 
(1955) she is part-owner of a market garden in Essex (definately Broxted with her business partner 
Phil Cambell).

Ken Baker

September 2012

Copyright



Stoney Lane – a Masterpiece of Medieval Stonework

Stones have for centuries been used a suitable surface for roads, pavements and tracks,
and can still be found in towns and cities up and down the country. Although not really 
suitable for modern foot-traffic, as the very irregular surface makes them slightly awkward to
walk on, or push wheelbarrows or pushchairs across, they have survived. In some cases, the
ravages of man, time and local council resurfacing schemes have destroyed them, but they
are now becoming recognised for not only their historical importance but their aesthetic 
quality in a world of tarmac and concrete.

‘Cobbled’ roads and paths normally consist of rounded field, beach or river stones, generally
in the size range 2.5 - 8 inches set in a bedding matrix, nowadays this is usually a concrete
or high-strength mortar mix but in previous centuries was a base of sand or loose crushed
stone. In a typical medieval construction, the sub-grade would be prepared by removing 
vegetation and any loose soil with any soft spots excavated and back filled. A layer we would
now call a sub-base would be laid next. This consisted of a gravelly clay, a hoggin-like mate-
rial, mixed sands and gravels (ballast), rock waste or whatever was available locally that was
suitable. This would be levelled out and thoroughly compacted by repeated 
ramming with a heavy wooden tamper.

The ‘cobbles’ would then be laid on a bedding course of finer material, such as a sand or a
hoggin, and the ‘cobbles’ carefully tamped into the surface. The gaps between the ‘cobbles’
would be filled with sand and pea-gravel, a hoggin, or maybe even pitch or a coarse lime-
mortar. By repeated compaction, the surface would eventually 'settle down' and reach a point
where no further settlement or movement was possible under standard loads. 

In medieval times many of our roads here in the centre of Thaxted were 'cobbled'. These
‘stones being primarily derived from local river beds, gravel deposits or boulder clay 
deposits from the fields. Suitable stones’ are plentiful and well-distributed throughout this part
of the county and here in Thaxted the stones of Stoney Lane and Town Street were 
collected from the fields and river valleys within carrying distance or by the use of horse and
cart, payment being on a piece work basis.  A ‘sett’ paved surface represented considerable
labour in dressing the stone with hand tools prior to laying, and assumed a suitably workable
stone was available locally, which was not always the case, especially here in North West
Essex, so in our town use of imported stone is rare. Granite ‘sett’ pavements and roads were
therefore reserved for prestige works, the centre of busy towns or the driveways of the
landed gentry. Field stones were the Everyman's version, providing a hard, resilient surface
that could be cambered to keep it well-drained and comparatively mud-free all year round, it
was fairly comfortable to walk upon (before the days of stilettos and high heels!) and could
be traversed by man, beast and cart without too much difficulty.

‘Cobbles’, of the sea washed rounded variety, are today mainly used to keep pedestrians 
off certain designated areas, ‘cobbles’ are therefore categorised now as a ‘deterrent paving’,
paving constructed in such a way as to impede or discourage foot or vehicular traffic. What
determines the usability and construction of a ‘cobbled’ road or path is the careful choice 
of the stones used to surface it. Originally, most stone surfaces were laid to be an 
improvement on an unmetalled surface, ie one that was potholed, rutted, muddy and 
puddled. In Stoney Lane the stones (not ‘cobbles’), very carefully chosen, were laid tight to
their neighbours, with their selected flat surfaces uppermost and were graded with the
largest towards the edges being set flush with the building foundations which added some
protection from cart wheels. Smaller stones being used to ‘infill’. ‘The stones can be random
laid, rough parallel laid or coursed. 



Laying stones is labour intensive... just arranging them into a reasonable pattern is 
like solving a jigsaw, but the actual laying work is not technically demanding, and can be 
undertaken with basic tools and skills that would have been second nature to our medieval
road builders. A stone surface is potentially very low maintenance once laid, requiring 
little more than the regular sweeping with a stiff brush to remove dust and detritus. Properly
laid, stones will easily outlast longer than any of us. Which has been proved in Stoney Lane
as these were possibly laid as early as the 14th/15th century! 

What makes Stoney Lane unique within Essex and possibly the Eastern Region is the 
patterning created by hand when the stones were laid. This patterning consists of horizontal
sections of between one and two feet in depth (I will give measurements in Imperial 
because that is what the craftsmen used in the 14th/15th century) using ‘rough parallel laid’
stones. These stones were deliberately chosen because at least one side was flat and this
was placed uppermost to present a consistently level surface. In Stoney Lane colour was
also important and a dark reddish brown stone was the builders first choice for the random
laid infill. Our medieval builders had discovered a source of one particular stone, a bed of
large yellow/orange patinated flints which they used to create the linear divisions between 
sections and the drainage channels. The reason for this choice of flint can be seen when 
the surface is wetted, the stone glows with a radiance that then contrasts with the reddish
brown and grey/black of the random laid infilling. Also chosen was a naturally occuring 
yellow stone that was split into inch to two inch flat plains. This stone could then be set on
edge and used as dividers and edging stones. There are at least 50 of these carefully and 
deliberately constructed horizontal sections in the whole length of Stoney Lane. 

The drain that runs up the right hand (North) side is carefully built of larger patinated flints
and buff coloured stones set end to end. This drain channel is approximately an inch deep 
at its centre. The stones laid at the edges, in bands, following the contours of the building
frontages are much larger and of a more random selection, it is obvious that some are 
later replacements and repairs. At the entrances to the medieval houses large carefully 
chosen flat surfaced ‘boulders’ are set into the surface to give a more stable surface when
stepping out.  In the past, ‘service’ trenches, thankfully not that many, have been dug across
the cobbles at angles and as with all trenches dug by our service providers they have taken
out the cobbles without any thought of recording or replacing them to retain the pattern. 
This is quite honestly in these enlightened days unforgivable, but increasingly normal, for
most ‘gangs’ of road workers care not a fig for the aesthetics of the area they are working in
or on! They have no archaeological training, however minimal, and normally a complete 
lack of supervision when in an area as sensitive as Stoney Lane. A lack of communication
between ‘service’ companies can mean the same area dug up twice in as many weeks, how
many times have we witnessed this in the town?

The future of this historic and unique Medieval surface in Stoney Lane has been made more
secure by the recent gratifying collaboration between the residents, the Parish Council and
Essex Highways with the introduction of a residents only parking zone at strategic times.
Which with the co-operation of the residents will leave the lane clear of cars during the day.
This has been discussed by the authorities, the Parish Council and the town’s societies for
the past fifty years and now thankfully has been at last, to a degree, resolved.

We owe it to those men, and more than likely women and children, who laid this amazing
cobbled surface in the 14/15th century to keep the stones clear of weeds and grass, swept
and in good repair. This will benefit the people of this town, the visitors and future genera-
tions. The past ‘bodges’ by the ‘service’ companies and even by Essex Highways should be 



made good by restoring the surface pattern and bringing back the glory of this ancient lane. 
Perhaps we can even persuade some of the house owners in the lane to carefully remove
sections of 20th century crumbling cement covering the original surface and to restore and
suitably re-point the cobbles in front of their buildings where the ravages of time and water
have left the stones in a precarious state.

Local matching stones which are still plentiful in the fields around the town should be used
for all repairs and definitely not seawashed ‘cobbles’ from our coast. Traditional infill mortars
should be used for bedding between the stones and not modern portland cement mixes that
can have a horrible grey colour or a yellow tinge if the wrong sand is used! 

Finally, I urge you to take a look at the other stone surfaces in the town, outside Clarance
House, in the old gateway to the ’Manor’ to the left of the Guildhall and all those small 
sections that have survived in front of houses and shops in Town street some of these 
are possibly as old as Stoney Lane.

So this summer after a rain shower and the sun begins to shine take a walk up Stoney lane
and marvel at its unique glowing medieval surface!

We owe it to our ancestors...

Ken Baker

September 2012

YHA Hostel at 40 Newbiggen Street Thaxted 

(Note house numbers changed in 1945?)

THAXTED 1941 to 1942.

8 Newbiggin Street, Thaxted, Essex.
Historic County: Essex
YHA Region: Cambridge RG
GR: TL 609310*

Opened 21/6/1941, through the generosity of Rev David Bickerton, a local curate and
YHA enthusiast, who left Thaxted in 1942 [B Munro].
Wartime arrangements: there were 115 bednights in 1941 and 248 in 1942, though there

were only 4 beds advertised. The operation was a temporary arrangement only; the Council
was seeking larger premises for a permanent youth hostel [CAMar41].
Closed 1942.
Handbook 1941-42.

Property profile: tiny town cottage.
A larger outbuilding stands behind [GD]. 



Ethelind Fearon – Who? 

Since I wrote an article for the ABC&U on Ethelind, probably our most prolific and yet forgotten authoress, it has had
two effects. The price of second hand copies of her books has risen on places like ebay and Bookfinder which
seems to indicate a greater awareness (at last!) and many people have stopped me in the street to discuss aspects
that they remember of her and her families life here. All good news... but it was with some surprise that I had an
email from Eileen Walsh to say she had been contacted by one Kenneth Oxford living well away from Thaxted. An
abridged version his email is reproduced below;

Hello Ken Baker,
Eileen Walsh gave me your email address, following the notes I sent her regarding Ethelind.
I read The Marquis The Mayonnaise and Me, left to me by my father. I was intrigued by the book, and the brief
notes about Ethelind, and my curiosity was aroused. Working on her married name and her husband's date of
death, I searched the records on Ancestry.co.uk in vain. I contacted Dunmow and Thaxted as Ethelind does not 
get a mention on their Wikipedia web sites, I wondered whether there was any information available locally. In the
meantime as I do not give up easily,  I carried on searching and eventually I found their marriage certificate 
incorrectly transcribed. Ethsline:;Pearon:Durzer. These I have corrected. Then it was easier to research both the
families, mostly to satisfy my curiosity.

I drew a blank with Dunmow, but Eileen replied and so I sent the email of which you have a copy.
Your article puts much more flesh on the bones, but as you say still leaves some mystery.
What I now have is a fairly large family tree for Ratcliff, Fearon, Raven,and Tacon.These go back to the 17th 
Century for Raven. What I have found interesting is where her ancestors came from, their occupations and the 
size of their families.

I have one query I have an Edward Fearon b 1873 Cumberland d 1955 Pennington, Hampshire, uncle to Cecil
Fearon. Also Edward Fearon sometime in the City of London as a Stuff Manufacturer's Agent,  1911 at Hornsey,
1922 and 1930 according to Kelly;s directory and the telephone Directory at Stone Hall Great Canfield as a Farmer.
I am not certain that this is the same person.

Kind regards,
Kenneth Oxford.

I am hoping to be able to throw some more light on Ethelind and the Fearon family in Thaxted in conjunction with
Mr Oxford and of course you ABC&U readers in the parish, so as they say watch this space!
You can email me on 
tangent2@tesco.net 
or telephone 01371 830409



Medieval Mischief... Wit and Humour in Thaxted Church 

Some years back I wrote a series of small books for Thaxted Church on the wood carvings and stone gargoyles
that you could easily find as you walked around the inside and outside of this magnificent medieval building.
It has only been recently that revisiting the pages I had written, and the discovery in Oxfam of a book entitled  
‘Medieval Mischief, Wit and Humour in the Art of the Middle Ages’, that I revisited my old notes.
I hope this article will inspire you to do your own detective work and discover more about those medieval

woodcarvers and masons who crafted away in our parish church and gave us a rare insight into the mind of me-
dieval man... and woman, but I should add mainly from a mans point of view!

The Medieval church was a always a major source of artistic patronage, art to instruct the illiterate faithful,
moral messages to be seen, pictures ‘a picture is worth a thousand words’ is the old adage, to bring a sermon
to life, or all of these with just a little bit of mischief ? Art in many forms, carvings in wood on chancel screens,
roof timbers and bosses, angels and grotesques. Art in stone with carvings, on pillars and corbels, inside but
predominantly to the outside stonework, here it could be seen and appreciated by all. 
Medieval art abounds with advice and warnings, using humour to directly approach uncomfortable subjects,

sin and salvation, sex, bodily functions, corruption, pride and medical ailments through jest and satire. Quite a
lot of it is here in Thaxted Church and just waiting for you to discover it!

The Amusing

Gargoyles, those creatures and semi-human forms that discharge water from the external roofs, lead the way
in medieval humor. At Thaxted we are greeted on the North side of the church ( the side by which the Devil was
said to make his entry) by a plethera of stone carved beasts and men thier mouths open in screams of torment.
One man obviously has the toothache and is in pain whilst another, depicted with huge eyes, has his bead
wound into two coils beneath his chin. On the South side to the outside of the Lady Chapel a cat (much
abraided) lurks to catch those churchyard rats and mice. A top the buttress pinnacles the heads of stately 
Medieval women stare out serenely whilst all around them devils and monsters create mayhem. Who would 
want to wantonly upset these matrons of the town, not the masons but they did put them in amongst a hoard 
of devils!

The Instructive

Advice and warnings, parables, moralising tales, proverbs and sayings were all well know to the local residents
and are frequently depicted inside and outside the church. Carved, at huge size, upon a main beam across the
span of the Catherine Chapel, high above the new vestry, Thaxted has two dragons in fierce combat. Their tales
are knotted and thier claws have a tight grip on the mouldings of the beam, they seem to threaten each other as
they tear at large piece of foliage, representative of the soul of man perhaps?  Outside Wild Men, guardians of
the forest stand sentry over the North Porch looking down at us mere mortals from pinnacles 
either side. Our medieval ancestors would have appreciated the protection given by these spirits of the wood.
They are naked except for a garland of leaves upon their heads, they carry large wooden clubs and have long
hair and beards,now much degraded they must have looked fearsome when first carved and possibly coloured.
The Green Man so often carved in both wood and stone, we have three in Thaxted church, has long been a
guardian against evil and a link with the pagan gods of the woodlands. Look back they say to our protection
from the past... but once you are inside the Lord will protect you, oh! and just in case we will bring one or two
Green Men inside too!

The surprising, amazing or offensive

We can offer carvings of pigs, the faces of devils and imps, drunken men spilling thier pots of ale, people 
climbing up the building, musicians playing a variety of instruments and a whole menagerie of beasts. 
Representations of animals well known to medieval man abound, rabbits, hares, staggs and squirrels as well as
some mythical, lions and dragons. However there is still time to discover more. Thaxted seems to be bereft of
the downright offensive just a few jests at people with boils, large noses and misshapen ears!  As for sex you
had better cast your gaze further afield, no moral representations here, as yet, but there is still time.

This is such a wide and interesting subject that I do urge you to look and discover for yourselves, visit the
church, walk round the outside, look up, bring binoculars, be amazed... 

I feel another book coming on!


