
We have had a number of 
memorable meetings and outings 
since the last newsletter, some of 
which are reported in this issue. 
We are particularly grateful to 
Linda and Margaret for opening 
up their homes to members.  
 
Thanks to all those who helped 
with very successful visit to 
Buckland Brewer by Torrington 
History Group. We had some 
great feedback from our visitors. 
 
A recent issue of Local History 
News (No. 115 Spring 2015), the 
magazine of The British 
Association for Local History, of 
which we are a member, features 
an article by Janet Few about our 
activities. Entitled Taking Local 
History into the Community - an 
active group in Devon, it describes 
our various projects and our 
involvement in the wider 
community. We have a couple of 
copies of this magazine if anyone 
is interested in seeing a copy. 
Each issue contains a range of 
interesting articles. It is also 

possible to see the beginning of the 
article and purchase copies online 
at  http://www.balh.org.uk/
publications/local-history-news/
local-history-news-number-115-
spring-2015. 
 
We shall be adding world war 1 and 
mapping workshops to our autumn 
programme, please keep an eye out 
for the dates, which will be 
announced at meetings, emailed to 
you and will also appear on the 
website. 
 
Our AGM this year is on 18 
November. It is not too soon to be 
thinking about who you would like 
to represent you on the History 
Group committee for the coming 
year. Perhaps you feel that you 
have something that you could 
offer. All the current committee 
members would be happy to 
discuss what is involved. We also 
welcome suggestions for speakers, 
outings, projects and activities. Of 
course, items for the newsletter are 
especially welcome. 

 Latest News 
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Contact Us 

 
By email: BucklandBrewerHistoryGroup@hotmail.co.uk 
By telephone: 01237 451817 (Lyn Layton) 
By post: Buckland Brewer History Group: 2 Castle Cottages, Buckland 
Brewer, Bideford, Devon EX39 5LP UK. 
Please visit our website. It contains all our latest news and is updated 
regularly, so keep checking back.  
http://bucklandbrewerhistorygroup.wordpress.com 



 
 
 

 

Parson Dredge  

by Adam Joseph Jewell 
 
Concluding Adam Joseph Jewell’s 
memories of John Ingle Dredge. 
 
Finally, how far reaching is the power of 
God’s Anointed? Here to close is a fine 
example of this I witnessed from first to 
last. It was a lovely June morning in the 
year 1890. The long avenue leading from 
the lytch gate to the church door was at 
its loveliest and in full view almost the 
whole of our walk to church. Passing the 
yard of the Coach and Horses, father 
remarked, “The church will be full this 
morning”. The yard was packed with 
horse vehicles of all kinds and all the 
occupants had arrived to hear Parson 
Dredge preach. We also knew Squire 
Rogers’ mansion was full of gay, 
aristocratic company from London for 
one of Orleigh Court’s notorious garden 
parties. So we anticipated a thrilling 
morning. 
 
Sure enough, dead on time, the side door 
of the Rogers family chapel opened and 
headed by the haughty figure of the 
squire, a dazzling throng swept across the 
church and filled to overflowing the 
Orleigh Court preserves and many 
specially retained adjacent seats. To the 
villagers it was a gorgeous spectacle. The 
exotic beauty of the ladies clad in the 
height of London fashion, escorted by a 
set of handsomely appointed cavaliers, 
who, with the disdainful arrogance 
befitting their high rank, saw their ladies 
proudly seated, providing for the simple 

folk thrilling matter, so they thought, for 
months of gossip. But it did not fructify 
just like that. 
 
And now in the solemnly impressive 
manner of Parson Dredge, the service 
commenced. Before long my delight 
changed to deep depression. There was 
something so repellent in their 
behaviour—those socialite pagans, lolling 
with their cynical insolence beneath us. 
They only know Parson Dredge after the 
malicious gossip of Orleigh Court, I 
thought. They could not see him as I, and 
all who loved him so well, saw him, 
especially when in the pulpit.  
 
“But he is not there yet, I thought, when 
he is, they are bound to see he is no 
ordinary little country parson but God’s 
chosen messenger and magnificently 
conscious of his Divine appointment. 
When he mounted the pulpit to preach, 
the contemptuous behaviour of those 
guests, sub-normal guests, became 
increasingly offensive. In the centre of the 
church was Tom Pincorn the miller. As 
always he was fast asleep and during 
summer was rarely absent. From the 
beginning to the end of each sermon he 
huddled into his corner, face buried in his 
chest, lost in slumber. All knew he had 
tried to overcome the weakness and from 
the vicar to the children, sympathetically 
indulged him. 
 
But this Sunday was different. Parson 
Dredge was wondering how he could 
smite the sneering Philistines at his feet. 
And like a flash he must have thought of 
heaven sent Tom Pincorn. To him should 
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fall the honour of being the bludgeon 
restoring order out of the unsuspecting 
insolence of Orleigh Court. They were sure 
they would later boast how they had 
rendered impotent the spirit of a society 
outlawed, meddlesome priest. At an 
opportune moment in his discourse, the 
preacher stopped and with a terrifying 
silence, surveyed the disturbers as if they 
were irresponsible children. The awful 
silence cut through the people with the 
chill of a wintry wind. Then the prophet 
looked away to the sleeping miller, and 
with piercing authority, cried, “Pincorn, 
wake up”. As neighbours helped Tom to 
consciousness the preacher repeated the 
dreadful summons. If the offending scoffers 
thought their ordeal was over another 
shock was on the way. Returning now to his 
text, he intoned as if at a burial: “Happy are 
they who can awake at the preacher’s 
warning  to find themselves among friends. 
Someday, perhaps this very night, the 

trumpet of God shall 
sound which calls 
you, or you, or you to 
your final judgement 
and may your Great 
Judge be merciful to 
you that inevitable 
day. 
 
Such was the 
tremendous force of 
t h a t  p r o p h e t ’ s 
spirited confidence 
that the service was 
completed with all 
the grace and power 
of a man filled to the 
brim with the very 

breath of God. No guards could stand, 
with more attentive discipline before 
their King, than the attention of those 
people, to the final benediction of that 
never to be forgotten service. 
 
In the Spring of 1892 Buckland was 
caught up in a parliamentary election. As 
is in such upheavals labourer and his 
lord were equals, So carriages and pairs 
with all flunkey decorations plied 
between Buckland and Bideford to the 
polling station. The artisans employed by 
Mark Rolle (Lord Clive’s brother) had 
been whispering among themselves and 
secretly resolved to vote Liberal, and not 
Tory as always. A Judas betrayed them 
and one morning in April a notice 
appeared on the yard gates: “This yard 
will be definitely closed by the first of 
August.” This tore the very heart out of 
the village. Hard pressed men in those 
far off days never doddled about. Some 
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went to one country, some to another. For 
men with families, South Wales was the 
land of promise. They had, of necessity no 
savings and charity was now non-existent 
but Love, the Love of God was released. 
 
It was little bits from everywhere. Everyone, 
the miller, the shoemaker, the little grocer, 
it was all you need and we’ll trust you to pay 
when you’re settled away. Is not this, Love 
running over? Dear old Titus Fulford, a 
retired farmer and most devout Wesleyan 
lay preacher, when he heard, the year 
previous, of father’s illness he immediately 
waited on mother and so NO Rent (he 
owned our house) until Fred works again. 
And now he called again and said, “From 
now until you leave, the house is yours.” 
That old lay man could preach with the 
tongues of men and angels. He Loved! All 
his property was freed that way for the 
workless throughout the village. Father 
made for Skewen. He heard Coedfranc 
Scools were about to be built and found 
work there at once under the contractor 
Hanet David. One day in late September, he 
came to take us away. 
 
Farmer Churchwarden Harris gave us his 
haywagon and wagoner who took us to 
Bideford, deposited us with a relative prior 
to our leaving on the tugboat Privateer at 
eight next morning. All the villagers saw us 
off that sad bewildered September evening. 
But our best friend? He was not there. We 
should have known! At the brow of the hill, 
leading away from Buckland, we saw him. 
We all wept as we saw him there. He looked 
older and smaller somehow. He seemed so 
different that he worried my parents and 
myself for much of the journey. The waggon 
stopped. Beginning with mother, Parson 

Dredge addressed us each one, to the three 
year old boy, received a special message and 
a separate prayer. Then we all bowed in 
prayer as he blessed us as a family, thanked 
God he had us and we had him for so long 
and thankful too the love of God, we had 
found so far, filled quite as full the land to 
which we were going. Then with those 
wonderful hands uplifted, we passed out of 
his sight forever. 
 
During the Spring of the year following, 1893, 
he too continued his life’s journey, but  the 
other side of the Jordan. As I proudly 
remember him I can think of no words 
which so adequately express my feelings, as 
my rough paraphrase of the matchless 
lament to Heraclitus: 
 
They told me gentle shepherd 
They told me you were dead 
They brought me bitter news to hear 
And bitter tears to shed 
I wept as I remembered 
How often you and I 
Had tired the sun with talking 
And sent him down the sky 
And now thy body’s lying 
My dear beloved guest 
A handful of grey ashes 
With mother earth at rest 
Yet are thy many voices 
They nightingales awake 
While dust to dust thy body 
Heaven thyself doth take. 
 

Adam Joseph Jewell 
5 February 1879-28 March 1958 

 
With grateful thanks to Helen, Hilary and 
Florence for allowing their ancestor’s writing 
to be published. 
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Buckland’s Golden Couple 

Montague and Annie 

Braund 
 
A newspaper cutting from The Bideford 
and North Devon Gazette of 1949 has 
come to light which contains a long 
description of a Golden Wedding 
celebration for Montague Braund who 
married Annie Stoneman in 1899. 
Montague was born in 1879, the son of 
Thomas and Anna Braund née Dunn of 
Annery Kiln and he set up home in 
Buckland Brewer, where he met Annie 
whilst working on Gorwood Farm. 
 
“Days of long ago when agricultural 
workers borrowed a horse and cart from 
the farm on their rare days off, and took 
the whole family to the seaside, were 
among the many memories revived by Mr 
and Mrs Montague Braund, of Park, 
Buckland Brewer, who celebrated their 
golden wedding anniversary on Saturday. 
 
“We were the first couple to be married at 
Buckland Brewer Church by the Rev. Mr 
Waddington.”  Mr Braund told a Bideford 
and North Devon Gazette representative 
who called to see them, “and because it 
was his first wedding he didn’t charge us 
anything,” he added with a twinkle in his 
eye. The bells of the Church were being 
hung at the time, recalled Mrs Braund, 
and so could not be rung at the wedding. 
 
Of their five children, only the eldest, Mrs 
Moore, who lives in Melbourne, 
Australia, was absent from the family 
party, which was held to mark the happy 

anniversary. The other children are Mrs 
Harris of 37 Elm Grove, Bideford, at 
whose home the party was held; Mrs 
Randall, of Honestone Street; Mr Cyril 
Braund, of Webbery Barton, near 
Bideford; and Miss Celia Braund of 
Padstow. Also present was Mr Charles 
Braund, Mr M Braund’s only surviving 
brother and Mrs Braund’s brother, Mr 
Stoneman and his wife. 
 
There was a special golden wedding cake 
and a toast was drunk to the continued 
good health and happiness of the couple. 
During the day Mr and Mrs Braund 
received many presents and telegrams, 
cards and messages of good wishes and 
congratulation. 
 
Among the presents was a lamp from the 
children and a chiming clock from the 
Cock family at Gorwood, Buckland 
Brewer, commemorating the golden 
wedding anniversary and over fifty years’ 
faithful service on the farm by Mr 
Braund. 
 
Gorwood farm had also received long 
service from her family added Mrs 
Braund, explaining that her father had 
worked there for forty-nine years. Mrs 
Braund went on to say that when she was 
five years old her family moved to Park, 
Buckland Brewer and she had lived in 
that cottage ever since. 
 
Donkey’s Slide 
Mr Braund was born at Annery Kiln, near 
Bideford and in his early youth delivered 
milk in the Northam and Westward Ho! 
area for the Misses Pickard of Burrough 
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Farm, Northam. The 
milk float was drawn by a 
donkey and on one 
occasion when Fosketh 
Hill was frozen over, the 
donkey and Mr Braund 
slid the whole way down, 
the donkey sitting on its 
haunches, with Mr 
Braund at the side 
guiding him. 
 
After working on two 
other farms, Mr Braund 
came to Gorwood, 
Buckland Brewer, two 
years before he married 
and has been there ever since. For years 
until the introduction of tractors, he was 
the horseman there. “We had to walk it 
then you know,” said Mr Braund. “They 
used to reckon it was sixteen miles to the 
acre when ploughing with a single horse 
plough.” Mr Braund went on to refer to 
the rheumatism which attacked him once 
he stopped walking long distances with 
his horses and now makes it necessary for 
him to use a walking stick. Apart from this 
slight incapacity, Mr Braund enjoys good 
health, as does Mrs Braund. 
 
Good Walking 
While on the subject of walking, Mr 
Braund mentioned that his father would 
walk from Annery Kiln to Fairy Cross and 
catch the mail there to Hartland on a visit 
to his home and would often walk the 
whole way. Mr Braund senior was the 
estate mason at Annery for many years 
and also helped to build the lighthouses at 
Hartland, Holyhead and on the Isle of 
Wight. 

 
Conditions of working today were a great 
improvement on what they had been said 
Mr Braund. He had married on 10s a week 
and in his young days a man was expected 
to work from 7am to 6pm “and it was hard 
slogging work”, he added. “Had it not been 
for the privileges extended to workmen by 
farmers, you could not have lived on that 
wage.” 
 
As an instance of the great change in 
prices, Mrs Braund mentioned that the 
tobacco favoured by Mr Braund could be 
brought for 2½d an ounce fifty years ago 
“in fact they almost gave it to you to carry 
it away” - now the same tobacco costs 
between 3s and 4s an ounce. 
 
Mr and Mrs Braund, who are both aged 70, 
are in good health and despite the ups and 
downs of life can look back on fifty happy 
years spent together. May there be many 
more such years ahead. 
 

From Gorwood Hill 1957 
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Buckland Brewer 

Tribunals of the First 

World War 

 
In May, Peter Christie gave us an 
excellent talk about the tribunals of the 
First World War. We are fortunate that 
these cases were reported in the North 
Devon Journal, as the original tribunal 
records have been lost. 
 
At the outbreak of war, Britain had 
400,000 men in the regular army and the 
reserves, compared to Germany’s four 
and a half million. From the outset, there 
were patriotic appeals to young men, 
pressurising them to join up. Within 
weeks of the outbreak of war, letters 
were appearing in the North Devon 
Journal bemoaning the fact that so many 
‘slackers’ had not volunteered. 
Nationally, cartoons and posters 
appeared reinforcing this message. 
750,000 had enlisted by the end of 
September 1915 and recruitment 
continued at a rate of 125,000 a month 
until June 1915.  Not everyone was keen 
to join up. The view from Ashreigney, 
‘We baint goin’ ‘til we be fetched’, was 
echoed elsewhere.  
 
Women began to be recruited to do jobs  
that were traditionally the preserve of 
men, in order to free men for the front.  
In the autumn of 1915 all men aged 18-41 
were required to attest under Lord 
Derby’s scheme. If they were classified as 
fit for service they could choose to defer 
joining up but would be obliged to come 
forward when called. Two and a half 
million men attested. This move was 

made all the more necessary by the 
casualty figures, which, at this point in the 
war, exceeded half a million. Those who 
did not attest for possible future call up 
had to appear before one of eleven North 
Devon tribunals. There was one appeals 
court for our area. The only possible 
grounds for exemption were, ill health, 
being an essential worker, being the sole 
provider for a family or conscientious 
objection.  
 
In January 1916, ‘limited and guarded 
compulsion’ was brought in. Thousands of 
men were called up and a number 
challenged their call. Exemption could be 
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or be refused exemption. It was very rare 
to be granted exemption on the grounds 
of religion and this was only ever given to 
Quakers, who were often willing to act in 
a non-combatant role, Plymouth Brethren 
or Jehovah’s Witnesses and many of these 
had their  appeals  d ismissed. 
Conscientious objectors whose claims 
were dismissed, frequently disobeyed 
their first military order and were 
consequently court martialed and 
imprisoned; many died in prison.  
 
Those involved in food production stood 
the best chance of being granted 
exemption. Although agricultural 
labourers had to prove that their role was 

absolute, conditional (ie for a short 
period of perhaps six months) or 
temporary, for a week or two whilst the 
individual put their affairs in order. If 
exemption was not granted then the 
man could appeal.  
 
Initially, a number of employers sought 
exemption on behalf of their workers in 
an attempt to keep their staff. In March 
1916 Mr Heywood, farmer of Buckland 
Brewer, appealed to be allowed to keep 
his horseman Fred Brock on his 80 acre 
farm. The case was dismissed, as Fred’s 
contribution was not seen to be essential 
to the farm. 
 
In 1917, the case of 
George Marshall, 30 
year old horseman to 
Miss Penhale of 
Buckland Brewer, 
went to appeal. Miss 
Penhale stated that, 
since the initial 
hearing, her baliff 
had died, making 
George, now the only 
male on the farm, 
e v e n  m o r e 
indispensable. 
 
Those who appealed 
on the grounds of 
c o n s c i e n t i o u s 
objection could, in 
theory, be grated 
absolute exemption, 
be required to 
undertake a non-
combatant role, such 
as stretcher bearing, 

North Devon Journal 14 June 1917 
Appeals for William James Brock, employed by E Mills and 

John Steer 
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essential on a particular farm. There was 
some resentment as farmer’s sons were 
kept at home at the expense of 
employees. In November 1916, George 
Fishleigh, aged 24, son of George 
Fishleigh of Galsworthy, who had initially 
been granted exemption, was recalled. 
The case was adjourned for two weeks 
while George and his brother John, were 
medically examined. The final result has 
not been found. 
 
Some surprising workers gained 
exemption. Lace workers were kept at  
home to make mosquito nets, glove 
makers were spared in order to produce 
heavy gauntlets needed for those 
handling barbed wire and cabinet makers 
to make ammunition boxes. Employees of 
Shapland and Petter were kept on to 
make Sopwith Camels. 
 
As the war progressed and the need for 

men became more pressing, it was 
increasingly difficult to gain exemption 
on any grounds. In June 1917, all previous 
exemptions were overturned and only 
the most skilled agricultural labourers 
were exempt. By 1918 there were few men 
left suitable to call up and the entry of 
the Americans into the war helped to 
ease the pressure, so the work of the 
tribunals wound down. The impact of 
the war on our part of North Devon was 
immense. One in ten young men in 
Barnstaple lost their lives and one in 
eight in Bideford. Many others died of 
war-related injuries after the war was 
over, so are not counted in these figures, 
nor do they appear on war memorials. 
 
Peter pointed out that it must have been 
very difficult for members of the tribunal 
panels to pass judgement on the young 
men before them, many of whom they 
would have known.  

North Devon Journal 12 July 1917 
Appeals for Harry and Albert Heddon 



 
 
 

 

Marland’s History of 

Buckland Brewer 
 
In the 1870s, local antiquary ‘Marland’ 
wrote regularly in the North Devon 
Journal. He began to write about 
Buckland Brewer in the issue of 5 
September 1878. In doing so, he quotes at 
length from many earlier works. 
 
The Parish of Buckland Brewer Part 3 
continued:- 

Curates 
 

John Lendon appears to have been curate 
to his father at Bulkworthy 1607-1610.
Merrick Jones signs a marriage register at 
East Putford in 1610 as curate there. 
1611 “2do. Jun ii, Julianna filia Merici 
Jomes capellam bap. Erat.” 
1614 “ Jonas the sonne of Merricke Jones, 
clic. Bap. June 19th, apud East Putford.” 
Thomas Silk appears 1674-1681. 
William Cooke appears 1754-1759. 
William Turner appears 1765-1778. 
“Anne ye daughter of ye Rev. Wm. 
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Turner and Martha his wife was baptised 
August ye 8th 1765.” 
“Sarah ye daughter of ye Rev. Wm. 
Turner and Martha his wife, born June 
19th, was baptised Nov. ye 23rd 1773.” 
“George, son of ye Rev. Wm. Turner and 
Martha his wife, was born Sept ye 3rd, 
and baptised Nov ye 22nd 1773.” {sic.} 
“Richard Turner, an infant son of ye Rev. 
Wm. Turner, was buried May 18th 1769.” 
“Temperance Turner Turner, an infant 
daughter of ye Rev. Wm. Turner, buried 
May 8th 1770.” 
“Richard an infant son of ye Rev. Wm. 
Turner, was buried April ye 28th 1772.” 
Mr Turner resided at Gorwood. 
Hooper Morrison 1778-1791 
Charles Cole 1791-1792. 
Dennis Yonge 1802. 
William Walter 1804. 
Thomas Mill Nov. 1806-1811. 
George Heywood 1811-1812. 
Sampson M Marshall 1812. 
Daniel Campbell May 1813—Oct. 1821. 
1815 “William Henry, son of Rev. Daniel 
and Elizabeth Campbell born Nov. 2 1814, 
bap. Mar. 26th 1815.” 

The Gravestone of Francis William Drake 
Curate of Buckland Brewer 1866-1867 



Western Times  
29 January 1943 p. 4 col. c 
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1816 “Mary, daughter of Rev. Daniel and 
Elizabeth Campbell, bap. April 18th 1816.” 
William Charles Hill Nov. 1821-June 1828. 
William Bilton Oct. 1828-Aug 1830. 
Chas. Lloyd, Oct. 1830-Jan. 1832 (Now vicar 
of Englishcombe, Diocese Bath and Wells). 
Charles Worthy, Jan, 1832-1833 (Now vicar 
of Ashburton, with Buckland in the Moor, 
Devon). 
John Nicholas Palmer, 1833-1836. 
F. H. Cocke 1866. 
Francis Wm. Drake, 1866-1867. He died 
here and was buried in the churchyard. 
This is inscribed on the tomb—”Francis 
William Drake, M.A. Clerk, Ch. Ch. Oxon., 
died 4th March, A.D. 1867, aged 38 years.” 
James Colwill, May 1867-July 1873. 
 

Bells 
 

There are in the lofty tower of Buckland 
Brewer six bells, re-cast from the four 
former bells in January 1826, By Wm. And 
John Taylor, of Oxford, at Buckland 
Brewer. Their diameter and weight are as 
follows:- 
                                               cwt. qr.    lbs. 
1st or treble   2ft 6in             5        2        27 
2nd   2ft 6¾in                       5        2        27 
3rd    2ft 8½in                       6        0       0 
4th   2ft 9¼in                        6        1        24 
5th    2ft 11in                          7        2        23 
6th or tenor   3ft 41/8in       10       3        16 
                                               42      2        5 

 
Inscriptions 

 
1st “W. and I. Taylor, Oxford fecerunt Deo 
et Ecclesiae, 1825” 
2nd “This peal were recast by William and 
John Taylor, Oxford 1825.” 

3rd “Oxford 1825.” 
4th “W. and I. T, Oxford 1825.” 
5th “ W. and I. Taylor, Oxford, founders, 
Dec. 1825.” 
6th “Deo et Ecclesiae, 1825, Saml. 
Norman and Willm. Lashbrook, cws. W. 
and I. Taylor, Oxford fercerunt, 1825.” 
 
The old inscriptions are lost, except the 
one on the second bell, a copy of which 
was made in 1821, and is now among my 
papers. 
 
The weights and diameters are from Mr. 
Squire’s books as put down in 1826. 
 
Messers. Taylor received £148 for 
recasting the bells. See churchwardens 
account. 
 

to be continued 
 

Orleigh Court 
 
In June, we were fortunate enough to be 
able to visit Orleigh Court, the past 
home of Buckland’s ‘Lord of the Manor’. 
This Grade 1 listed building is famed for, 
amongst other things, reputedly being in 
continuous habitation longer than any 
other home in the country. The earliest 
record of an ‘Orlege’, is in the late tenth 
century. The various phases of the 
current building were explained; 
Victorian, Georgian and Medieval. It was 
awe inspiring to realise that parts of the 
current building were standing at the 
time of the Black Death. The Medieval 
hall, with its hammer beam roof and 
enormous doorway was much admired. 
Here live the ‘Orleigh Dogs’, ten heraldic 



  
 
 

 

Forthcoming Events 

 

19th August 2015 Evening visit to Poundstock Gildhouse, near Bude £4 BBHG members 
£6 non members, includes cream ‘tea’. Unless you are making your own way, please 
meet on the Village Green at the earlier time of 6.30pm to rationalise transport. 
16 Sept 2015 A Walk through Buckland Brewer in 1851 (no walking involved!) with Lyn 
Layton and Gill Willett 
21 October 2015 Dartmoor Tinners – Paul Rendell 
18 November 2015 AGM and An evening with David Blight  
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up residence, including John Hanning 
Speke, who discovered the source of the 
Nile.  
 
The Rogers family owned Orleigh from 
1869 to 1944. The house has now been 
subdivided between a number of 
residents. Some of the roof space is 
shared with 300 lesser horseshoe bats. 
Many thanks to Linda who showed us 
round, provided an excellent written 
summary of the building’s history and 
lovely refreshments as well. 

carvings, not all of which are canines, that 
have been at Orleigh since the time of the 
Spanish Armada and which form part of 
the building's listing. 
 
Originally owned by Tavistock Abbey, 
Orleigh was granted to the Denys family in 
1198. They married into many other local 
gentry families, including the Grenvilles. 
When the male line failed, the house was 
sold to prominent Bideford tobacco 
merchant, John Davie in 1684. Davie made 
many improvements to the house. The Lee 
family became owners of Orleigh in 1807, 
reputedly having won the house in a game 
of cards. Their relatives, the Speke’s, took 

The Orleigh Dogs 

Davie and Pryce Arms on the late 
seventeenth century lead drainpipe 


