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THE Parish of Hawkshead may be roughly described as form 
ing a parallelogram, measuring about ten miles from north to 
south (and six vfrom east to west. For purposes of local 
government it is divided into four quarters or townships  
namely, Hawkshead, with an area of 4492 acres ; Claife, with 
4579; Monk Coniston and Skelwith, 5937; and Satter- 
thwaite, 7322 acres the acreage of the whole parish being 
22,330.

Its population in 1861 was 1800. Its annual death-rate 
I have not been able to ascertain with perfect accuracy.

It is bounded on the north by the parish of Grasmere ; on 
the east by Windermere; south by the parish of Colton ; and 
 west by the central line of the vales of Coniston, Yewdale 
and Tilberthwaite, part of the extensive parish of Ulverston. 
Though deficient in the grander elements of beauty, so abun 
dant on its immediate north and west, the parish of Hawks- 
head is by no means destitute of the beautiful. It possesses 
many varieties of fine, if not of grand scenery. Its bare 
brown moorlands contrast well with its fertile enclosures and 
wooded parks its craggy "knots" and "pikes" with its 
rounded moraine-hillocks and verdant " hows" its reedy 
marshes with its rich meadow-lands its sombre tarns with
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its sparkling lakes its hirsute coppices -with its groves, groups 
and single trees of stately growth and effective though for 
tuitous arrangement and its rude dry-huilt hovels of un 
dressed native stone contrast forcibly with its handsome and, 
in some instances, splendid mansions. In short, though it 
has no lofty mountains, this secluded parish holds within its 
bounds natural beauties of the most charming and diversified 
character; and whatever may be said of the comparative 
tameness of its interior, the only disparaging criticism I have 
heard applied to it, its marginal line runs through scenery 
whose loveliness is rarely equalled and nowhere surpassed.

Commencing at Elterwater, a small lake formed by the two 
branches of the river Brathay which drain the convergent 
vales of Great and Little Langdale, we find that sheet of 
water almost bi-sected by a low narrow promontory, which 
projecting morsel of marshy land forms the most northerly 
point of the parish I am attempting to describe, and also of 
the County Palatine of Lancaster. The shores of Elterwater 
fully bear out the poet Wordsworth's remark, that " tarns are 
" often surrounded by unsightly tracts of boggy ground;" 
a defect which in many instances might be remedied by 
drainage.

Leaving the reedy shores of Elterwater, the doubled stream 
soon acquires a very rocky channel, forms the rapids or falls 
known as Skelwith Force, and, after passing the romantic 
little village of Skelwith Bridge and the secluded hamlet 
called Skelwith TTold, laves the stony bases of the wooded 
knolls which so strongly characterize this subdivision of the 
parish.

The bold heights to the southward culminate in a hill 
called Ironkeld a name which suggests the proximity of a 
chalybeate spring, now lost and forgotten, if it ever did exist. 
Of no great altitude, this eminence commands one of the 
finest prospects in the kingdom, including the principal hills



of Cumherland, Westmoreland, Lancashire and Yorkshire; 
 while the sheets of water comprised in the view are Morecamhe 
Bay, the Duddon Estuary, Coniston Lake, Windermere, 
numerous tarns and, as a local authority, with some little 
obscurity of simile, avers " Esthwaite, stretching out its 
" peninsulas like a silver mirror."

The stream of demarcation pursues its lively course past 
the little church so beautifully situated on one of the wooded 
knolls I have referred to. It has been the fashion to decry 
this edifice as rather a blot upon or an anomaly in the scenery 
here. I take leave, however, to think that it is a pretty and 
certainly a pleasing feature in the fair landscape, quite in 
keeping with the native beauties surrounding it. And rich in 
native beauty this scene must of necessity be admitted to be. 
" Sweeter stream scenery," said one eloquent lover of the 
English lakes and their accessories " Sweeter stream scenery, 
" with richer fore and loftier back ground, is nowhere to be 
" seen within the four seas." We cannot wonder at the ac 
complished Charles Lloyd, the early and life-long friend of 
Wordsworth, Southey and Coleridge, and the elegant trans 
lator of Alfieri, taking up his rest at Old Brathay, the unpre 
tending mansion near to the last and most picturesque of the 
bridges under which this boundary stream passes to join its 
sister river, the Bothay, from Bydal and Grasmere, and become 
the principal feeder of Windermere.

Before leaving these fair streams I may mention a fact or 
two relating to the fish that frequent them. The char  
Salmo Alpinus from its rarity and its beauty (in flavour it 
is not equal to a good lake trout) is the favourite, most cele 
brated and most sought-for fish of Windermere. In the 
spawning season it ascends the Brathay, a clean rocky bed 
being a desideratum with the char, while the trout, preferring 
sand, takes the Bothay. A very barbarous, wasteful and un 
sportsmanlike method of taking the char is practised surrep-
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titiously in the Brathay during spawning time. The process 
is called " clicking," and is carried out thus. To a short stiff 
stick a stout line is attached, having at its further extremity 
a plummet and a number of strong fish hooks set back to 
back all round. The fish, tired with their ascent of the rapid 
stream, flock for rest into the deep eddies or still places, 
locally called " pots." The armed line is dropped into these 
pots, the opportunity watched for, and the sudden withdrawal 
or click seldom fails to bring up a spawning char or two. 
This form of poaching gave rise, some years ago, to a legal 
question which was oddly decided. A respectably connected 
person was detected at it and brought before the Ambleside 
bench for illegal fishing. His advocate insisted that clicking 
was angling, an assumption that was so warmly protested 
against by the magistrates, one of whom, at least, is a 
zealous and, of course, an honourable fisher, and so stoutly 
supported by the other party that at length it was agreed 
to allow the decision of the case to rest upon this point, 
and to take the opinion of counsel as to whether the 
process described were angling or no. The learned counsel 
referred the magistrates to the definition of angling given in 
Johnson's Dictionary, namely, " fishing with a rod, line and 
" hook," The difference between hook and hooks being held 
to be immaterial, the identity of clicking with angling was 
established, and the culprit escaped.

The parish boundary-line has hitherto run due east; but 
at the confluence of the two rivers, close to the town of 
Ambleside, it turns to the south, following their western bank 
till they fall into the lake, and then, the same bank of Win- 
dermere. For more than a mile here the lake is bounded on 
its Lancashire side by the fine park surrounding the mansion 
of Brathay Hall, the seat of Mrs. Redmayne.

In the first quarter of the present century William Green, 
an artist of considerable talent and great industry, resided at
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Ambleside. He published a large number of etched and 
mezzotinted views of the district, which were much admired 
and are still greatly in request. He also published, in 1824, 
a very faithful and, though lengthy, a very readable " Guide 
" to the Lakes," in two large octavo volumes. Looking at 
everything with the eye of an artist, and describing all he so 
looked at in quaint and earnest language, Green has left us, 
in his " Guide," a mass of very interesting and agreeable 
observations on the Lake country. As a specimen of his 
style and as still of pretty general application hereabout, I 
copy his remarks upon Brathay Park, as seen forty years ago, 
and his suggestions for its improvement; premising that such 
suggestions have been more than accomplished since it became 
the property of the Eedmayne family, though, as already 
hinted at, his animadversions still apply strongly to many 
other " parks with oak and chesnut shady."

" Few places," says Green, " possess more capabilities than 
" Brathay Hall, but for a long time no advantage has been 
" taken of them; many delightful openings might be made 
" to the lake and the Langdale mountains; and beautiful 
" walks through groves to the Pull and Pull Wyke on the 
" margin of the lake. Between the hall and the wyke there 
" are some rocky knolls that for the pleasures of prospect 
" may challenge any others round the lake of Windermere; 
" but all this district is pervaded by a hurtful redundancy of 
" trees, whereby their growth is impeded, their beauty bud 
" nipped, hundreds lost and the whole face of the domain 
" deformed by the neglect of that management which would 
" render the grounds, to the eye of taste, of a value doable of 
" what they bear at present."

Immediately south of the fine park of Brathay the lake 
runs considerably into the land, forming the bay known as 
Pool Wyke, which has at its northern angle an insular rock 
called Sea Mew Crag, and, near to its southern, an islet 
named Green Toft Island.



Skirting Windermere, still more to the southward, are the 
grounds belonging to The Wray, or Wray Castle, built about 
twenty-five years ago by Mr. James Dawson, previously an 
eminent surgeon in Liverpool, who, at a very advanced age, 
still resides in the noble mansion he has erected. This 
edifice has been the subject of much remark ; some calling it 
a blunder and some a sham. If so, I should pronounce it a 
lucky blunder a successful sham. It is not easy, perhaps 
not necessary, to fix its special style; I am informed, how 
ever, that it is most like the castellated mansion of the 
fifteenth and sixteenth century, when the castle proper, or 
fortress, began to be superseded by the mansion not actually 
fortified but still capable of defence. This class of building 
came up after the wars of the Roses, and continued through 
the reigns of the Henries VII and VIII, merging at length 
into the regular Tudor style. The castles of Hurstmonceaux, 
Oxborough, Tattersall &c., are well known examples, though 
in them there is, besides the main building answering to the 
keep or donjon of the true castle, a wall of defence enclosing 
the habitable portions. One great difference between the 
castle proper and the castellated mansion is, that the latter 
has external windows. The true castle has windows only 
looking into the court-yard. Windsor is said to be the oldest 
example of a castellated palace, not altogether a fortress. It 
was built so early as 1360. Oxborough dates about 1490, 
while Thornbury, about 1512, is one of the latest before the 
revival of the style at the beginning of this century. 
" The Wray" may be described, therefore, as in the style of 
the castellated mansions of the Tudor period. Before quit 
ting this estate, which owes so much to Mr. Dawson's taste, 
I may mention that he has also built and endowed a very 
pretty little church just within his gate, with an appropriate 
parsonage near at hand.

The hamlet of High Wray stands on the rising ground
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south of the castle. It was there that the man Lancaster, as 
already related, was, for poisoning his wife and children, 
hanged at his own door, preparatory to being suspended in 
chains at the Gibbet Moss near to the town of Hawkshead. 
Close by is one of those small sheets of water so numerous 
in the district. This bears the name of Blelham Tarn, and, 
with the stream that issues from it, divides the quarter of 
Skelwith from that of Claife.

Still to the south rises the fine, bold, but not high hill 
called Latterbarrow, which there divides the vales of Esthwaite 
and Windermere. On the wildest and most lonely part of 
this height, for it is scarcely a hill, there is an extensive slate 
or flag quarry, long disused and overgrown with wood, some 
of which is of considerable age. This desolate spot bears the 
singular name, singular as applied to an extinct quarry, of 
" The Crier of Claife," whereby hangs a legend, the leading 
particulars of which may be given here, as indicating the 
character of the current traditions of that locality.

It is said that, more than three hundred years ago, " The 
" Ferry" on Windermere was haunted by a troublesome night 
walker, crying in a manner that enforced attention, from the 
Westmoreland shore, for a boat; the most urgent and most 
awful appeals always coming on the most stormy nights. 
One of the ferrymen who attended to this weirdly hail when 
first heard, and rowed across the lake against a fierce gale 
from the southeast, returned with an empty boat, horror- 
stricken and dumb, continuing speechless for some days and 
then dying. Travellers began to avoid the ferry, for the crier 
continued to haunt the knab every stormy night; and " over 
" all there hung a cloud of fear," so that few cared to venture 
near it even by day, and to the well-accustomed hostelry 
might at length be applied the often-quoted words 

" A merry place, 'twas said, in days of yore,
" But something ail'd it now the place was cursed."
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It thus became desirable that something should be done to 
abate this fearful nuisance, and naturally the monks of Fur- 
ness were appealed to for aid. These holy men commissioned 
a brother of noted sanctity and skill to exorcise and lay the 
apparition, who had come to be known throughout the country 
by the title of " The Crier of Claife." He soon accomplished 
the object of his mission and succeeded in shutting up the 
crier in the desolate quarry, which has ever since borne the 
same name : a dreary spot, worthy of its story. None of the 
country people will go near it after nightfall and few care to 
approach it even in daylight. Desperate men, driven from 
their homes by domestic discord, have been seen to be going 
in its direction and never known to return. It is said that 
the crier is allowed to emerge occasionally from his lonely 
prison, and is still heard on very stormy nights sending his 
wild entreaty for a boat, howling across Windermere. I am 
qualified to speak to this, for I have heard him myself; or at 
least I have heard what I was solemnly assured by an old lady 
at Cunsey must have been the Crier of Claife. Eiding down 
the woods a little south of the Ferry, on a wild January 
evening, I was strongly impressed by a sound made by the 
wind as, after gathering behind the hill called Gummershow 
for short periods of comparative calm, it came rushing up and 
across the lake with a sound startlingly suggestive of the cry 
of a human being in extremity, wailing for succour. This 
sound lasted till the squall it always preceded struck the 
western shore, when it was lost in the louder rush of the wind 
through the leafless woods. I am induced to relate this by 
the belief I entertain that the phenomenon described thus 
briefly and imperfectly, may account for much of the legend, 
and that the origin of many similar traditional superstitions 
may be found in something equally simple.

The parish boundary, still holding to the lake side, passes 
the pretty old house of Belgrange, a sort of jointure house
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of tlie Curwen family, whose property extends here for several 
miles along the -western shore of Windermere. This romantic 
estate is still finely -wooded, though much valuahle timber has 
been sold off it. Many years ago Mr. John Christian Curwen, 
the celebrated agriculturist and member for Carlisle and for 
Cumberland, -was instrumental, I have been told, in inducing 
Parliament to offer a premium to the most extensive planter 
of larch timber, and gained it himself. He had, not long 
before, bought up a vast extent of the common land of 
Hawkshead, then recently enclosed, and covered the most of 
it with young larch. It was thought, at that period, that 
larch might supersede oak for shipbuilding and other such 
purposes, and on that account it was held to be a matter of 
national importance to encourage its cultivation its growth 
being much more rapid than that of the oak. I am informed 
by Mr. Ainslie of Grizedale Hall, who has planted, on his 
estate in the parish I am describing, 1200 acres of high land 
with one million and a half of young larches, that the timber 
in question, though surpassed by oak in density, strength 
and durability, is superior to foreign pines in being freer from 
knots, more lasting, less liable to shrink, not cracking under 
any reasonable degree of heat, and in being more tough, 
splitting with great difficulty. Mr. Ainslie also remarks  
" an opinion prevails that the great numbers of this and other 
" resin-yielding trees, growing amongst our hills, impart a 
" balsamic property to the water and impregnate the air with 
" a healthful resinous fragrance, which cause the district to 
" offer an exception to the usual unhealthiness of swampy 
" soils." I am not prepared either to support or controvert 
this opinion, further than to observe that the district, though 
subject to frequent and heavy rains, is not generally swampy, 
and that where it is so it is not exceptionally healthy.

Returning to our boundary line. It continues to follow 
the lake side and, passing the rocks called Slape Scar, soon

M
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comes abreast of the group of islands which form one of the 
chief beauties of this, the Queen of our English lakes. The 
largest of these islands is called Belleisle (a modern and 
exotic name) and possesses some historic interest as having 
stood a siege of six weeks by the Parliamentarian General, 
Briggs, during the last great civil war. It was held against 
Briggs by Major Phillipson, until relieved by his elder brother, 
Colonel Phillipson of Calgarth, whose old family seat stands 
upon the opposite side of the lake. Both these brothers held 
commissions in the royal army, and like most of the gentry 
who adhered faithfully to that cause suffered severely for their 
loyalty. The younger brother, Major Phillipson, was known 
by the sobriquet of " Eobin the devil; " and the well-known 
incident which followed the siege, his riding fully armed 
through Kendal Church during service, in search of his 
enemy Briggs, has been appropriated by Sir Walter Scott in 
his poem of Rokeby in the notes to which, and in the local 
histories, the story may be found in detail.

The island is greatly beautified by its timber and rather 
disfigured by the building upon it. Professor Wilson has, 
somewhat audaciously, apostrophized this unsightly edifice as 
" a Grecian temple rising from the wave." A less poetical 
observer might think it more like a potter's kiln with the 
rather incompatible adjunct of a lofty portico; indeed one 
such has recorded his opinion of it in this epigram 

* " Write but Souchong in letters neat 
You'll have the tea-caddy complete."

This insular residence was long reserved by the Curwen family 
as a summer retreat; but for many years now it has been 
unoccupied or let to some occasional tenant.

On the mainland, and fronting this fair island, lies the 
equally beautiful old farm of Harrowslack, where, in the early 
years of this century, Mr. Christian Curwen held annual 
sheep-shearings, at which prizes were competed for, and which,

i
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though not of world-wide fame like his great agricultural 
gatherings at Workington, possessed a pretty extensive home 
celebrity.

A small " knab" or point, jutting into the lake just below 
Belleisle, bears the rather opposite designation of " Coat-lap 
" point;" I suppose, from some fancied resemblance to the 
skirt of a man's outer garment. Names of this homely and 
anti-poetic character are common in the romantic district 
around, and visitors who converse with the country people on 
their farms or other local subjects are sometimes amused and 
sometimes a little shocked to hear applied to fields and other 
places names remarkably at variance with the surrounding 
scenery. Thus, an honest farmer in Cartmel-fell, a little- 
visited chapelry, lying east of the lower part of Windermere, 
describing the exploits of a runaway cow, said that she leapt 
" out of my Strip into Jacob's Breeches out of Jacob's 
" Breeches into Jacob's Longlands out of Jacob's Longlands 
" into Jacob's Big Meadow and out of Jacob's Big Meadow 
" into Bobert Greenwood's Fiddle-case." These ridiculous 
names have been originally suggested by the form of the 
several enclosures bearing them.

Harrowslack-wood, in my estimation the finest shore fea 
ture of Windermere, covering a steep hill side, overhangs the 
deep murky bay which renders peninsular the land occupied 
by the buildings and grounds of the Ferry Hotel. " The 
" Ferry on Windermere" is a very ancient institution, often 
referred to in old charters and other documents, and has been 
the scene of many sad casualties. The most memorable of 
these was first brought to my knowledge thus: I happened 
to be at the Ferry in the autumn of 1845, and heard the then 
landlord, Benjamin Bills, rebuking some young people for 
rocking a boat in which they were rowing. Turning to me 
he remarked, " It was just two hundred and ten years yester- 
" day since the ferry-boat was sunk by this kind of foolery, 
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" and forty-seven persons drowned." A dilapidated volume 
of the MS works of Thomas Hoggart, the Bard of Trout- 
beck, exhibited at a meeting of this society some years ago, 
and now in the possession of Mr. William Jackson of Saint 
Bees, contains a rather tame and poor epitaph on the sufferers 
by this still-remembered catastrophe, headed thus "Upon 
" the 19th day of October, 1635, the Great Boat upon Win- 
" dermeer Water sunck about Sun Setting, when was drowned 
" fforty-seaven persons and eleaven horses;

" ffrom Suden Death Libera Nos."

Tradition says that the people who so perished were a 
 wedding party crossing from Hawkshead into Westmoreland. 
My courteous correspondent, Mr. Alderman Fisher of Kendal, 
recently found a record of the accident, with the names of those 
drowned, in the parish register of Grasmere. How it came 
to be recorded there rather than in the Church register of 
Windermere, in which parish the accident occurred, is not 
known.

On a small plateau in the wooded slope, a little south of 
the Ferry, is a building known as " The Station," where a 
fanciful attempt has been made to give a variety of effect to 
the glorious landscape seen from its windows, by glazing each 
with a differently tinted glass; a " wasteful and ridiculous 
" excess," like painting the lily or adding another hue to the 
rainbow.

The Kendal and Hawkshead road follows the shore for 
about half a mile, then turns westward, rises a steep ascent 
and, passing between the two ancient farms of Satterhow and 
The Briars, and below the finely-placed house lately built by 
Mr. Sowler, Q.C., soon reaches one of the two villages called 
Sawrey Sawrey Extra and Sawrey Infra " Near Sawrey 
" and Far Sawrey" or, according to the relative direction in 
which the speaker may reside " This Sawrey and The Other 
" Sawrey." Of this village of Sawrey Extra, Christopher
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North, with better warrant than when eulogizing Mr. Curwen's 
house, says " There is something chaotic about Sawra; 
" scarcely a village indeed, but rocks, glades and coppices be- 
" dropt with dwellings." Hardly any description, however 
laboured, could give such a happily correct idea of the place 
described as these few words give of the village they depict. 
A small white building, distinguished by a tiny belfry, stands 
upon one of the rocks in Sawrey Extra. That is the village 
School licensed also for the celebration of divine service. 
The history of this little school is very characteristic of the 
lake country; I therefore give it here, using nearly the words 
of a communication respecting it, made to a local newspaper 
in 1853,

William Braithwaite of the Fould saw the need for a regular 
school at Sawrey ; so in 1775 he built a school-house, and 
in the following year gave £300 towards its endowment. Its 
first master was a Mr. Elleray, who, though taken from the 
plough, qualified himself in five or six years for the priest 
hood, obtained ordination, and removed to Winster, where he 
farmed for six days of the week, and devoted the seventh to 
the spiritual culture of his rustic flock. Two or three un 
noted teachers after him occupied the school in as many years, 
and then succeeded a Mr. Head, who long enjoyed the repu 
tation of a good master, beloved by his scholars. This 
otherwise worthy man had a failing, however, which gradually 
destroyed his usefulness, and caused*his retirement. During 
his incumbency, in 1795, Thomas Braithwaite left by will 
£40 for the benefit of the master, and £25, the interest of 
which was to be spent yearly in hooks to be used in the school. 
The next master was Philip Braithwaite. He was horn in 
London of poor parents, who died when he was young. An 
uncle, a blacksmith at Sawrey, took charge of him till he 
was twelve years old, when he was apprenticed to a farmer ; 
and little more is known of hia history till he was appointed
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to the school, his recommendations to the charge being that 
he was a sober young man, and had not been thirteen weeks 
to school in his life. He was, however, intelligent and 
attentive to his duties, winning the regard of his pupils, while 
his simple-minded integrity gained him the respect of the 
villagers. Soon after his appointment he began to read 
prayers and homilies in the school every Sunday afternoon, 
and established a choir, which diffused a taste for music 
throughout the villages. After performing these self-imposed 
and official duties upwards of thirty years, Mr. Braithwaite 
was removed to make room for a younger and more educated 
master. Before his death he gave £300 to the school, which 
has declined from the time of his dismissal; for during his 
mastership, the average number of scholars was about forty; 
in 1853 it had dwindled to thirteen. In 1827 Miss Ann 
Braithwaite of Satterhow left £100 for the benefit of the 
master. It is curious that all the benefactors of this humble 
institution bore the name of Braithwaite, and were none of 
them related to each other. This is to some extent accounted 
for by what we find in West, namely, that " At Sawrey Infra, 
" at the view of the frank-pledge, 38 Hen. VIII there were 
" George Braithwaite, Bailiff, and eighteen tenants of the 
" same name."

The sister village, Sawrey Infra, lies upon and amongst the 
knolls that rise near to the foot of Esthwaite Water, about two 
miles from Windermere* It partakes, though in a minor 
degree, of the " chaotic " character of " the other Sawrey;" 
and the views from some of its handsome residences are 
surpassingly beautiful, including as they do a noble back 
ground formed by the Coniston, Langdale and Borrowdale 
mountains, with a middle distance declining through an 
irregular series of broken ridges, possessing all the varieties 
of colour conferred by different kinds of ground and vege 
tation, and terminating in the bright verdure that clothes the
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charming little vale of Esthwaite, which forms a foreground 
quiet, but lively and cheerful, the white church and dwellings 
of Hawkshead gleaming beyond the sparkling waters of the 
lake, and adding to the natural beauty around the gladdening 
element of human interest.

On the opposite side of the valley from Sawrey stands 
Esthwaite Hall, the birthplace of Archbishop Sandys, whose 
benefactions to this his native district have already been 
noticed. All that remains of this ancient hall, long the 
principal residence of the head of the honourable family of 
Sandys, is now used as farm offices, the mean-looking house 
in which the farmer resides being of a much more recent 
date. Though it has always been in the hands of collateral 
descendants of the archbishop, I have never heard of any 
steps being taken to prevent this desecration of the old hall; 
and it now shews few if any signs of its former grandeur. 
Of the great man born there, it may be briefly noted that he 
was the third son of William Sandys of Esthwaite, and was 
educated, as is surmised, at Furness Abbey and at St. John's 
College, Cambridge. He was advancing rapidly in Church 
preferment during the reign of Edward the Sixth incurred 
the enmity of Queen Mary by advocating the claims of Lady 
Jane Grey, and after a short imprisonment, sought refuge on 
the Continent. During the reign of Elizabeth he was made 
successively Bishop of Worcester and London and Archbishop 
of York. In 1559 he was one of the Protestant divines 
appointed to hold a disputation with an equal number of the 
Popish clergy before the Houses of Parliament. In 1505 he 
was selected to take part in making the new translation of 
the Bible. He was also one of the Commissioners for pre 
paring the Liturgy ; and in short was much employed in all 
matters connected with the Reformation, and the permanent 
establishment of our National Church. He died at South- 
well in 1588, his sixty-ninth year.. His eldest son, Samuel,
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founded the house afterwards represented by Lord Sandys of 
Omhersley. His second, Edwin, after resigning certain 
Church preferments, was knighted, and much employed in 
state affairs by James the First. Myles, his third son, was 
created a baronet by the same monarch ; and his youngest 
son, George, also a knight, was celebrated as a poet and 
traveller, and published a volume, entitled " A Relation of a 
"journey began An. Dom. 1610. Foure Bookes, containing 
" a description of the Turkish Empire, of ^Egypt, of the 
" Holyland, of the Remote parts of Italy, and Hands 
" adioining." This work seems to have been received with 
favour by the reading public of its day ; for the copy I possess 
is one of the fourth edition, published in 1637. It shews 
great scholarship and powers of observation and description, 
and is profusely illustrated with very grotesque engravings.

Further up the lake of Esthwaite, and on the same side as 
the old hall, stands the handsome mansion called Esthwaite 
Lodge, the seat of the late Mr. Beck, the learned author of 
that splendid antiquarian work, Annales Furnesienses. This 
house is now occupied by Miss Aglionby, the representative 
of an ancient Cumberland family, who boast that their patro 
nymic includes in its syllables, the King of birds, the King of 
beasts and the King of insects, the Eagle, the Lion and the 
Bee.

On the eastern side of the valley, adjoining the village of 
Colthouse, is the Quaker's meeting house, plain and peaceful- 
looking, like the worthy people who assemble there. It must 
be one of the earliest places of worship erected by the Society 
of Friends an extract from the parish register, given in a 
former paper, shewing that the first interment in the burial 
ground connected with it was made in 1658. The only 
interesting fact that I have been able to recover, bearing 
reference to this humble edifice, is that some Friend settled 
an endowment of £10 upon it for the purpose of providing
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hay for the horses of those worshippers who come from a 
distance. This meeting house is still well attended, and hy a 
 very respectahle congregation.

Again quitting the interior of the parish we find that its 
houndary line, along Windermere, passes the sequestered and 
scattered village of Cunsey, which is supported mainly hy its 
hohbin mill. The manufacture of those small cotton reels is 
a form of industrial occupation almost peculiar to the lake 
country; and for a very agreeable and amusing account of 
this branch of local industry, I would refer you to an inte 
resting article in the 88th number of Household Words, 
called " The Bobbin Mill at Ambleside." The localisation of 
this manufacture is due to the great extent of ground under 
natural coppice wood. Some of the best known, most 
extensive, and most valuable of these woods cover the heights 
that rise to the westward of the village of Cunsey. They are 
tolerably profitable to the proprietors, the growth being sold 
about every fourteen years, and fetching an average of £25 
an acre, which is about equal to the rental of the best farm 
lands. They afford employment to a great number of wood 
cutters, bark peelers, charcoal burners, hoop makers, " swill" 
(coarse basket) manufacturers, and, perhaps in greater num 
bers than all the rest, bobbin turners. In the neighbourhood 
of Cunsey, and in some other parts of High Furness, indi- 
cations of another species of industry, suppressed there hy 
royal edict some three centuries ago, are apparent in the large 
quantities of scoriae or slag, scattered about, and occasionally 
utilized as a material for fence walls. These slag heaps shew 
where the ancient smelting works, called Blomaries and Bloom 
smithies were in operation until the 7th of Queen Elizabeth, 
when the tenants in High Furness petitioned Her Majesty to 
extinguish the bloomaries, on the ground that so much of the 
small wood was used to make charcoal for smelting iron, that 
their cattle were in danger of being deprived of their winter
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food, which consisted chiefly of the tops and croppings of 
the said wood. The tenants carried their point by agreeing 
to charge their estates with the annual rent previously paid to 
the Crown by the workers of the bloom smithies.

The stream named Ounsey-Beck, which runs into Winder- 
mere near to this village, separates the division of Claife from 
that called Satterthwaite. Before taking leave of the former, 
I may mention the singular fact, that its population in 1861 
was exactly the same in number as when the census was taken 
ten years before, namely 540. The proportions of the sexes, 
however, differed materially at the two periods; for in 1851, 
the males numbered 286 and the females 254, while in 1861,

I' the males were only 261 to 279 females, an inversion of the 
I relative numbers of the sexes that I think has not been

accounted for.
After a course along the western margin of Windermere of 

more than ten miles, the Hawkshead boundary line turns 
abruptly off to the westward, at a point where a little stream 
flows into the lake just below Graythwaite, the beautiful seat 
of the late Mr. John Job Eawlinson, the well known com 
missioner of tithes. Families of this name were formerly 
numerous in Furness, though the Eawlinsons of Graythwaite 
are now the only landed gentry of the name remaining there. 
The last representative of one of these families, Christopher 
Eawlinson of Cark Hall in Cartmel, was a great Saxon 
scholar in his time, and " made a foundation (at Oxford) for 
" the support of a lesson in the said language for ever." The 
same gentleman claimed, through his mother, daughter of 
Eobert Monk, Bishop of Hereford, and niece of the more 
celebrated General George Monk, Duke of Albemarle, to be 
the last descendant, in the male line, of the royal house of 
Plantagenet.

Not far from Graythwaite, sometimes for distinction called 
Low Graythwaite, is Graythwaite Hall, the seat of the main
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line of the Sandys family, in favour of which they aban 
doned and, as has been shewn, neglected the old hall of 
Esthwaite, when the Graythwaite and Esthwaite branches, 
which had been distinct for six generations, were re-united by 
the marriage of the son and heir of the latter with the daughter 
and heiress of the former. In the east front of Graythwaite 
Hall is a stone bearing arms and the figures 1173, which 
some say was brought from the older buildings of Esthwaite 
Hall, and others that it indicates the age of that part of the 
very handsome mansion of whose wall it now forms a part. 
If so, it could not be put there by the Sandyses, who did 
not come into Furness until more than two centuries later; 
for it is certain that in the time of Eichard the Second, they 
were located at Saint Bees, and served as Knights of the Shire 
for Cumberland in several parliaments during that monarch's 
unfortunate reign. However that may be, there can be no 
doubt but the present Mr. Sandys of Graythwaite Hall offers 
one of the many instances of the best blood being found 
amongst the untitled gentry, in representing one of the most 
ancient and honourable lines in the kingdom, members of the 
junior branches of which have achieved high dignities in both 
Church and State-Peerages, Baronetcies and Knighthoods. 
At Graythwaite Hall is preserved one of those curious relica 
of ancient conviviality called Peg tankards, from having a row 
of pegs or knobs down the inside to regulate the draughts of 
the different topers when the tankard was passed round from 
one to another. A specimen of these vessels in silver is pre 
served in Mr. Mayer's collection, and a drawing of one made 
of wood, and saved from Glastonbury Abbey, is given in 
Hone's Year Book.

The boundary line now follows a very devious course over 
bleak heights, which separate Graythwaite from Dale Park, a 
narrow secluded valley about a mile in length, containing 
some three or four small farms. It then passes on to the
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fine rocky waterfalls or " forces " near to it, and two ancient 
forges where iron was formerly smelted. These have long 
heen hlown out, and their places occupied by bohhin mills, 
employing about forty hands.

A mile to the northward of Force Forge lies one of the 
numerous lake country villages, which preserve, in the Scan 
dinavian construction of their names proof of the early 
settlement by the hardy and enterprising Northmen of most 
of the valleys in the district. The name of this village of 
Satterthwaite, too, having been extended to the largest division 
of the parish, would seem to indicate great antiquity and former 
importance. The church there, a chapel-of-ease under Hawks- 
head, was first erected shortly after the Beformation, the 
present building being more modern. The register only dates 
from 1766. Previous to that time all baptisms &c. were 
performed at the mother church. Since then, the living has 
been held by seven incumbents, its present minister, the 
Rev. Haygarth Baines, having been inducted in 1833. To 
that gentleman, an old and valued friend, I am indebted for 
some interesting particulars relating to his retired and peaceful 
chapelry. The stipend amounts to £130 per annum, arising 
from the rentals of three farms and an award of £30 from 
the Ecclesiastical Commissioners, its value'having doubled in 
the last thirty-three years. The population has, however, 
decreased during that period from 500 to about 400. The 
people live to good ages, some going beyond ninety, and 
many passing eighty. They are honest and industrious in 
their habits; " and," says Mr. Baines, with justifiable pride, 
" they are now very much improved in manners and mode of 
" speaking so it should be, for we have had a good school 
" under certificated masters above fifteen years, in fact for about 
" six years our school was, I believe, the best country school 
" in England; so said two of the government inspectors."
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This handsomely built school, with its comfortable dwelling- 
house attached, stands a little below Satterthwaite, and was 
established mainly by the munificence of Mr. Ainslie of 
Grizedale Hall, a life-member of this Society, whose beautiful 
estate, village and mansion are situated farther up the same 
rarely visited dale, the first extending on either side far over 
the parallel ranges of heights, and the two latter occupying a 
most delightful situation in the bosom of the valley between 
the said heights.

The Hawkshead boundary now passes over the wild bare 
moor of Satterthwaite the adjacent moor of Grizedale, a few 
years ago equally wild and bare, being now covered or shel 
tered by Mr. Ainslie's thriving and extensive plantations. It 
(the boundary) then runs between two lonely, desolate-looking 
farms, called Lawson Park and Park-a-Moor. These old 
farms are called in the schedule of the possessions of the 
wealthy Abbey of Furness, as given in West's Antiquities, 
" Granges in Furness Fells," and are there valued at £1 10s. 
each per annum. Previous to the invention of lucifer matches, 
and probably for long after, the fires on the stone hearths of 
these two " Granges " had not been extinguished, it was said, 
for many centuries, probably not even yet. Their fuel being 
peat, was easily kept smouldering throughout the longest 
night; while their distance from neighbours, and the conse 
quent difficulty of-procuring means of re-lighting their fires 
if extinguished, made their many generations of inmates 
careful to preserve them alight.

The boundary of the parish I am attempting to describe 
now descends by rough, steep pasture lands and bristling 
coppice woods to the fair lake of Coniston, in the central 
line of which the parish of Hawkshead has its south-western 
angle. In compiling this paper I have, with one or two 
unavoidable exceptions, abstained from noticing anything 
outside of the line I have followed so closely; but it would
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be difficult, and for many reasons inexpedient, to separate, 
even in description, Monk Ooniston, which forms part of 
Hawkshead, from Church Coniston, which is a chapelry under 
Ulverston, but both lying in one lovely vale. I shall, there 
fore, include the remaining portion of Hawkshead parish in 
the next paper of this series, which will be devoted to the two 
Conistons.

I


