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At a social gathering of the members of this Association held in the early part of last year, you were 
pleased to propose and accept the toast of our “Literary Members”. From that time I somehow felt more than 
I had done before that I was really one of you. But the feeling of pleasure that I felt was afterwards tempered 
with regret that I should be able to contribute so little that could or would be of interest to Anglers. 
 Indeed I feel that it would be sheer presumption in me to pose as the author or reader of a paper 
bearing even remotely upon the mysteries of Angling. I don’t think, gentlemen, that I am likely to attempt 
anything so rash. I use the word Mystery advisedly for I had no idea how much one had to learn to become 
even an average fisherman before I attended the meetings of this Association. To the uninitiated like myself 
the bare sight of a Veteran Angler’s fly pouch, our good friend Mr Hutton’s for instance, has had on me 
much the same effect as the differential calculus would have on the tyro of Arithmetic, or the ‘Pons 
Asinorum’ on a novitiate of geometry. I shall not therefore attempt to write a paper on a subject the 
technicalities of which I know very little. 
 It was with a good deal of pleasure that I heard you approve very distinctly, a remark made by one of 
our members that our Meetings here should not be looked upon as evenings to be devoted to purely angling 
matters, but also as one of their objects though secondary, to bring the members together, that they may 
know each other and that e4ach one may contribute as he is gifted, to the social enjoyment of all. I took heart 
at this and thought that a few notes on the way Hortonwards chiefly of Historical and Archaeological interest 
might possibly be acceptable to the Members when nothing of greater interest or importance was within call 
of our Secretary. 
 From the very first of my connection with you, although not a fisherman, I have always enjoyed the 
companionship of Anglers, for as a rule I have found them something more than mere adepts at hooking or 
not hooking fish, they have shown themselves to be often men of culture possessing a large and varied 
knowledge of Natural History, Botany, Ornithology and cognate subjects. In confirmation of this I would 
ask, Who but a man of culture could or would have written the article in the second volume of ‘Anglers’ 
Evenings’ headed ‘St Boswell and the Tweed’ The following beautiful passage occurs 
   “The angler’s pastime leads him amongst the most glorious and sublime scenes in 
nature. He sees them in the early morning ere the sun has dispelled the vapours from the cloud-capt hills or 
dried the glistening dewdrops from the grass, or the curling smoke has begun to ascend from the distant cot, 
or the rustic labourer has risen from his lowly couch; and while yet no sound is heard save the cheerful 
voices of the birds hymning their Matin song of thanksgiving.  
Now the sun has reached his meridian splendour and the air is laden with the perfume of 1000 wild flowers, 
and every leaf and cranny send forth their myriad of winged inhabitants to dance away their short life in the 
warm brightness of a summer day. The green hillsides are clad to their  ‘’’’’   the fleecy flocks, and the oxen 
wade knee deep in the rich verdant pastures. He wanders by the winding stream or stately flowing river and 
every bent and turn presents him with a new and beautiful picture. He stands beside the flowing waterfall and 
as he strains his ear to listen to the fancied voices, remembers that he has read somewhere of a voice which is 
like the sound of many waters,” 
 And so on, this quotation from a paper by one of our own members fully confirms my statement that 
a love of angling and of learning are often met with in the same person, so that it might not be so singular as 
at first sight may appear that it has seemed good to you to have a limited number of Literary or non-fishing 
members seeing that both may and do have tastes in common drawing each to the other in the bonds of good 
fellowship; so much by way of apology for this paper. 
 It has always appeared to me a most enviable position when one, wearied and tired by the cares of 
business, can find an opportunity to renew his strength by perchance a week or a fortnight’s holiday in the 
West Riding of York, with what feelings of satisfaction and pleasurable anticipations have many of us in 
such circumstances seated ourselves in the train at Manchester and looked Hortonwards, where there has 
always been and happily still is much to enjoy and little to regret. 
 
 

After leaving Manchester the objects of interest will not come upon him too soon, for until Bolton is 
passed there is not much either of scenic beauty or historic interest to attract particular attention. East of 
Bolton lies the Oakes Station.  

HALL  I‘TH’ WOOD 
The tourist should leave the train here, and taking the footpath to the left of the line, a short and pleasant 
walk will bring him to Hall I’ th’ Wood--- a house well worthy of a visit for its own sake as well as its 
associations. This is recognized as a fine specimen of Elizabethan style of domestic architecture, in so much 
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that it has been taken as a model for modern buildings of that class. It is also celebrated for having been the 
residence of Samuel Crompton, the inventor of the mule spinning frame.   

Turton Tower 
 Resuming our journey by rail a few minutes ride will bring Turton Tower into view on the right of 

the line. This place, though its history reaches back almost to the time of the Norman conquest has so far 
received scant notice.  It is a square building of stone, with two wood and plaster gables in front. It consists 
of four storeys, with an embattled parapet in which there is some ancient armour. From the high ground here 
abouts there are fine prospects, the scenery in front being eminently picturesque, and the huge mass of 
Holcombe Hill making an effective background.   Proceeding onwards by train we are soon travelling along 
the deep cuttings through the high ground, which lies between the town of Blackburn and the vale of the 
Ribble, and in a few minutes arrive at Wilpshire, which is the nearest station to ancient Ribchester. 
Continuing our journey past Langho, which is now an obscure and unimportant place, has its place in 
history, the next noteworthy place is Whalley.  

WHALLEY 
The situation of Whalley is incomparably beautiful. The village itself nestles in one of the quietest 

nooks within the confines of Ribblesdale. Through this charming valley flows the Calder, from whose bank 
rises Whalley Nab, picturesquely timbered with green patches in the upland where sheep and cattle feed. 
Eastwards may be seen the huge mass of Pendle, and not an unimportant feature in the landscape is the 
insular rock on which stands the ruined keep of Clitheroe Castle; and far beyond towards Ribblesdale are the 
lofty peaks of Ingleboro and Penyghent. Whalley church and its surroundings are of absorbing interest. It 
must not, however, be confounded with the Abbey. They were two quite separate foundations, the Church 
being at least six centuries older than the Abbey foundation. The former is generally believed to owe its 
origins to the preaching of Paulinus, the great Apostle of the North of England. The date assigned is about 
628 A.D. The three runic crosses that stand in the church yard are worthy of particular notice; they are 
supposed by some antiquaries to indicate the site when Paulinus first preached the Gospel to the inhabitants 
about 628; others are of the opinion that they are of even a still earlier origin. The ruins of the Abbey are also 
deserving of the fullest and most careful examination, for only by so doing are its vast proportions 
understood and its former magnificence realised. It was founded by Henry de Lacey Earl of Lincoln a. d. 
1296 and possessed by a colony of monks of the Cistercian order who had migrated from Stanlaw in 
Cheshire. Resuming our journey a run of three miles brings us to the ancient borough of Clitheroe, which is a 
convenient centre, and from which one may go forth to luxuriate in the grandest scenery. Its history proper 
may be said to begin from shortly after the Conquest, although it knew something of stirring events in Saxon 
times. With the rest of Lancashire south of the Ribble, Clitheroe was Royal property in the days of the 
Confessor, but after the battle of Hastings had transferred the Crown of England to the Norman Conqueror, 
he, to make his victory secure, parcelled out the realm to his various companions in arms, and this district 
was part of the large possessions allotted to Roger de Poitou. Who ever cares to see places whereon the 
events make up a nation’s history have been erected, will find much to interest him in Clitheroe and its 
beautiful and historic surroundings.   

MITTON 
Mitton is within a couple of miles, Whalley not less than four miles, and Stonyhurst about the same 

distance. The great attraction of Clitheroe is its castle, and no lover of the picturesque will leave this ancient 
town without visiting this interesting relic of olden times. If an angler finds it inconvenient to stay overnight 
in Clitheroe, he can, if he leaves Manchester by a train about nine a. m. have a most delightful ramble in this 
district and be in plenty of time to catch the five p. m. train from Hellifield to Horton. To one so inclined I 
would offer the following suggestions; take, if possible, an excursion ticket to Whalley and travel by the 
ordinary train. Leave the train arriving at Whalley and make straight for the Churchyard, note the ancient 
crosses, see inside the church and then proceed to view the Abbey ruins, for which the requisite permission 
may be easily obtained at the lodge. Two hours will be ample for this. Afterwards take the road for Mitton, 
which may be reached after a delightful walk of two miles. The roman road from Ribchester to Ilkley crosses 
this road at a point about equidistant between Whalley and Mitton. As the latter is approached, and just 
before the bridge over the Ribble is crossed, there is from the road a fine view of Little Mitton Hall—the 
residence of Mr J. Hick; and on the hill in front, rising directly from the banks of the Ribble, stands the 
venerable parish church of Mitton.  

Continuing on the Stoneyhurst road the Lower Bridge over the Hodder is soon reached, and the 
scenery is most picturesque. The fine building just across the Hodder is Hodder House, a branch 
establishment of Stoneyhurst College. The walk hence on to Clitheroe is a charming one of from two to three 
miles. The journey I have suggested is about as much as can be accomplished in one day. Another ramble of 
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equal interest may be begun at Chatburn, thence by road to Sawley passing Swainsbrook on the way. No 
intelligent tourist would think of proceeding further without inspecting the ruins of Sawley Abbey, beautiful 
in themselves as well as interesting in their surroundings. Crossing the bridge over the Ribble behind the inn, 
there is a delightful walk of from two to three miles, either by road or through the fields, to the ancient 
village of Bolton-by-Bowland. The valley here is full of scenic beauty, the slopes are richly wooded, and the 
turn in the river gives it the appearance of a picturesque amphitheatre. A short distance further lies Bolton 
Park, within which Bolton Hall, full of historic interest, is situated commanding a fine view down the valley 
of the Ribble. About half a mile from this place are the village and church of Bolton-by-Bowland. The 
church is a very ancient foundation, mention being made of it in a charter bearing date 1190. The interior 
contains many memorials of the Pudseys and their descendents. Passing through the picturesque village the 
walk hence to Gisburn is very delightful; and arriving at this place good accommodation and cheer is sure to 
be found. At this point for the present at least, I must conclude these notes. I should have been glad had I 
been able, to have finished at Horton, but I have found this quite impossible within the limits of a reasonable 
paper.” 

SAWLEY ABBEY 
Sawley abbey was founded in the year 1147 by William Baron Percy, whose grandfather came over 

with the Conqueror, it was endowed with large estates, and exercised great influence in the district, it was an 
older foundation than Whalley by 150 years. At the dissolution in 1536-7 William Trafford the 21st and last 
abbot like John Paslew of Whalley took part in the pilgrimage of Grace was tried at Lancaster found guilty 
and executed March 10th 1537. After this event the buildings fell fast into decay and whenever a house or 
barn was to be built or repaired stones for this purpose were drawn there from, an observant traveller will 
soon detect this as he walks through the village. The site of Sawley like most of the Abbeys is a beautiful 
one, in one of those well wooded and watered spots, with a fishery at hand, in which the monks of old 
delighted to dwell. Crossing the bridge over the Ribble behind the Inn there is a delightful walk of two to 
three miles, either by the road or through the fields to the ancient village of Bolton by Boland, the one 
through the fields tread the rich pastures of Craven is certainly to be preferred, the valley is full of scenic 
beauty and the slopes are richly wooded and the turn in the river gives the appearance of a picturesque 
amphitheatre.  

Soon Bolton hall comes into view ancestral home more beautifully situated. The park is undulating 
and studded with noble oak and ash trees which have long survived the Pudsays who planted them, whose 
branches soar high in air, and seem to reduce the pedestrians beneath to mere pygmies. It has been said that 
an avenue of oaks, and elms is the true colonnade to a gentleman’s house, as to stone and marble, any one 
can Park within which rear them at once, they are the work of today, but give me the Colonnades that have 
grown old and great with the family and tell by their grandeur how long the family has endured. Such is 
Bolton  

Bolton hall 
Is gloriously situated, commanding a fine view down the Valley of the Ribble, it is considered to be the 
oldest Manor House in Craven and not of later date than Edward the third (1327-1377). What a crowd of 
memories rise, as one looks on the stately pile, of the Wars of the Roses of the loyal Sir Hugh Ralph Pudsey, 
and of the unfortunate King Henry the sixth (1422-1461), who after the battle of Hexam, where the 
Lancastrian forces were defeated found an asylum here for some time, it was not far from here lower down 
the river, where he was betrayed; whence he was conveyed as a prisoner to London. One room in the Hall is 
still called King Henry room, the window of which commands a fine view of this beautiful demesne. Henry 
left behind him a few relics, which have been carefully preserved by the members of the Pudsey family. 
 Here within the compass of a moderate estate, the Pudseys enjoyed every distinction feudal or 
ecclesiastic which their age and Country could bestow, the manor, freewarren Park, advowson and family 
chantry. Here they sheltered their persecuted Sovereign; and here after the loyalty or dissipation of their 
forefathers had abridged their resources, the last amiable possessors enjoyed to extreme old age the blessings 
of retirement and religion.” See Whittaker Craven 128. 
 About half a mile from Bolton Hall are the village and church of Bolton by Bowland, the church is a 
very ancient foundation as mention is made of it in a Charter bearing the date 1190. it is a plain building of 
late gothic Architecture with some remains built in of the original Norman structure. A tall and handsome 
tower stands at the West end. The interior of the church is particularly interesting, it contains many 
memorials of the Pudsays and their descendents and representatives the Dawsons and the Littledales on the 
North side of the Choir is the family Chapel of the Pudsays under the Norman Arch which divides this 
chapel from the chancel is a monument unique in its character and well worthy of notice. Elevated on a basis 
of plain masonry is a slab of grey Craven Limestone ten feet long and five feet nine inches broad and nine 
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inches thick, on which an engraven in relief the figure of a Pudsay in armour with the Paternal arms on his 
breast, and his head resting on two deer. Two wives are on one hand, and a third on the other all in mantles 
reaching down to their heels, and broad square caps, near the feet of the first are the Roman numerals VI of 
Second II and the third XVII indicating the number of their respective issues, beneath the parents are the 
figures of their children, 25 in number, some in Military some in ecclesiastical attire. Among the many 
singularities of this tomb Dr Whittaker remarks “it is singular that the name of the husband and father of so 
numerous a family is never mentioned, but from circumstances it may be clearly proved to belong to Sir 
Ralph Pudsay, the faithful Lancastrian who afforded shelter to his Sovereign in time of need.” 
 We pass through the village on the way towards Gisburn, it is neat and picturesque with a pretty 
green in the centre of which stands a cross, the walk hence to Gisburn is simply delightful, here is sweet rural 
retirement miles away from busy city life, just such a place as one would wish to flee into when wearied and 
desirous of repose. Soon the Ribble is approached and the views from the bridge up and down the stream are 
very beautiful; the banks are lofty and well wooded, it is such a spot as good old Isaac Walton would have 
loved to fish in, the water is clear, unpolluted and fish abundant. At one end of the bridge is an old Corn Mill 
whose very stones speak of sacrilege a close inspection discloses the fact many of them had been brought 
from Salley Abbey. For in the walls are sculptural stones bearing the ensigns of the Percy family, one of 
whom founded the Abbey, on another stone is a shield bearing the Crescent the baronial badge of this 
distinguished family, the Arms of the Lacies on another and so on, it is easy to imagine how sadly out of 
place they were. Sally Abbey like many another similar edifice had been a quarry for people miles around, 
the cognisances wrought to tell to distant ages of a noble benefactor, or a scroll intended to bespeak the 
prayers of the pious for the soul of a deceased founder, have been wrenched from their companionship and 
been built up the wall of a calf house, or formed part of the basement course of a stable, could these stones 
speak verily they might say: (sic) 
A short walk by the wall of Gisburn Park brings us to 

Gisburn 
A neat little town noted for its cattle market, being in the midst of a rich grazing district. The Church 

at the North end is a handsome structure of the date of Henry the Seventh (1485-1509); but there are some 
cylindrical columns at the entrance to the Choir, which date back to the time of Henry the First (1100-1135). 
Although there are but few antiquities in Gisburn, it is an ancient village having been in existence at the time 
of the Conqueror. Gisburn is mentioned in the Doomsday Survey. The Manor of Gisburn was given by 
William son of Henry de Percy to Sally abbey for the sustentation of six presbyter monks, subject to a 
payment of twenty marks to the Priory of Sandon in  Surrey. It, with other possessions was afterwards 
granted to Sir Arthur Darcy; and in the thirteenth year of Elizabeth’s reign (1571) together with Grangemere, 
it was sold by Sir Henry Darcy, Knight, to W. Lister, and is now the property of Lord Ribblesdale. The 
Listers have been settled in Craven since the time of Henry the Fourth (1399-1413). Arnolsbiggin, a house in 
the township of Remington, was their residence for above 300 years, but at the end of the seventeenth 
century they removed to what was then called the Lower Hall, now styled Gisburn Park. In 1797 Thomas 
Lister then head of the family was honoured with the title Baron Ribblesdale in recognition of his patriotic 
conduct in raising and equipping a troop of yeomanry cavalry when fears were entertained of an invasion of 
this country by Napoleon, his great grandson is the present peer.  
 Gisburn Hall, although it may have small pretensions to Architectural elegance, yet for beauty of site 
it has few equals. Standing on an eminence above the confluence of the Stock Beck and the Ribble, in the 
midst of a well wooded and beautiful Park, it commands a fine view of the river and the picturesque and 
undulating valley below.   Up to the year 1880 this delightful place was open without let or hindrance to the 
public; but in consequence of the misbehaviour of a picnic party it has been since closed except to those 
having permission to pass within the gates. At Gisburn Park was preserved a herd of Wild Cattle, 
descendants of that original race which once over ran the great Forests of Lancashire. The race so far as 
Gisburn Park is concerned, dwindled in numbers, and there being no chance of the breed being perpetuated, 
the last two or three were killed off about thirty years ago. 

Hellifield and its peel. 
From Gisburn we go by train to Hellifield. The only object of interest here is the peel or castlet. Its 

name suggests its original use—a stronghold to flee into in troublesome times. When the (Scots) were wont 
to pay unwelcome visits and carry off without compunction all they could lay their hands on that was 
removable-- a peel or strong tower was used by a family of consideration, as a place of safety and defence 
both for themselves and their belongings. Dr Smiles in his life of George Moore graphically relates how 
necessary such places were in Cumberland when the ravishing hordes, came down from beyond the border to 
plunder the “statesmen” of that County. Dr Whittaker in his History of Craven says: “The Peel or Castlet was 
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built consequence of a licence granted to Henry the Sixth and it still remains a square compact building, 
strong but of too narrow dimensions to accommodate the family in the style in which they had lived and 
therefore intended rather as a place of retreat in case of sudden alarm. Traces of the old moat can bed seen 
encircling the building.”  The Peel stands in the park like grounds, not of great extent but of much beauty and 
is said to possess some of the best timber in the North of England notably the Ash, the Sycamore and the 
Beech. It was originally built by the Hamiltons who lived in splendour at Wigglesworth on the other side of 
the river. Their fortunes were lessened in consequence of the revolt of Sir Stephen Hammorton in the reign 
of Henry the Eighth (1509-1547) and from that time to the present have occupied the peel at Hellifield. From 
thence there is a nice walk through the fields to   

Long preston 
Which is on the direct road to Horton. There are many places that bear the name of Preston or Priest town, 
for such is its meaning. It is therefore necessary to add a distinguishing word to indicate which of the many 
places called Preston is meant. The one under notice is called Long Preston, from the long straggling street, 
which constitutes the village. It is picturesque, and has an ancient look about it. The Church from the 
residence of whose priest this place derived its name, is conjectured to have existed in Saxon times. Certainly 
a church already stood here when the Conqueror landed in England, and though Long Preston now is and has 
been for a considerable time a place of no importance, yet that it has been deemed worthy of notice for about 
a thousand years will make it a place of interest for all time. It is mentioned in the Domesday Survey made in 
1086. Not a vestige of the original Church or Chantry now exists above ground, and the present building was 
raised in the reign of the fourth Edward (1461-1483). There is an hospital at Long Preston composed of ten 
cottages and a Chapel for daily morning prayer, erected in 1617. it has an endowment of £200 a year. In a 
History of Preston in Lancashire, published in London in 1822, the following anecdote is given,  

“It is well known at Long Preston, near Settle, in Yorkshire, that in the year of 1745 a 
buxom handsome young woman of that place anxious to see the Pretender and his army went to 
Preston in Lancashire for that purpose, a distance of thirty eight miles, no doubt on foot; and after 
gratifying her curiosity and stating for some time in or near the rebel camp, she returned to her native 
village. This became so much the subject of general conversation that it was the occasion of 
producing a ballad which obtained as much notoriety in Ribblesdale as the famous historical ballad 
of Chevy Chase.” 

The Ballad referred to begins:-  “Long Preston Peg to proud Preston went” 
The Ballad appears in Bells “Ancient poems, Ballads and Songs of the peasantry of England”.    
 

Proceeding Hortonwards for three miles and a half we come to the pleasant and picturesque little 
town of      Settle 
I know of no part of rural Yorkshire nor even of rural England, which I have seen that possesses more varied 
and romantic interest than the district whose convenient centre and basis of operations is Settle. It is a place 
unique. What can be more pleasurable to a man or woman whose whole physique is saturated in city smoke 
than to climb Castleberg (the pride of Settle), or better still Great Hiffel, which lies immediately behind 
Castleberg and take in the glorious panorama spread out before him? But this is not half the good that awaits 
the sojourner in Settle. As one either walks or rides through the district he will perceive that is altogether a 
pastoral one. The climate and herbage is well suited for cattle raising. Who has not heard of the celebrated 
“Craven Heifer”? 
 The whiteness of the roads indicates that Settle is in the midst of a limestone district and the Ribble 
in joyous course flows by the western side of it. The situation of the town is snug and well chosen and the 
houses have in many cases a respectable and old fashioned look. It is an ancient place. Its history extends to 
a period before the conquest and its name that signifies a seat or station (of a tribe) is traced back to the 
Saxon “Setl”. There are in the immediate vicinity two Roman Camps one in Smearside and another on Great 
Hiffel just behind Settle. It has several Market Charters. The first was granted by Henry the Third in 1249 
and a market is still held there on a Tuesday in each week. Settle is mentioned in the Domesday Survey of 
the Conqueror. All the roads to Settle lead to the market place and it naturally asserts itself as the centre from 
which a start is made to visit the various places of interest in the neighbourhood. 
 The market place has an old world look about it. The arched buildings on the North East side are 
certainly more picturesque than ornamental. They are known as the Shambles, and the date of their erection 
is unknown. Strange as at this day it may appear, yet it is an attested fact that underneath the present ground 
surface of the market place, near where the cross now stands, the town gaol was located, access being 
obtained to it by a flight of steps. The Parish Stocks were in close contiguity. At the south east corner of the 
market is a fine building of the Elizabethan style of Architecture known as “Preston’s Folly”. A person of 
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that name built it but had not sufficient means to finish it in the splendid style in which he began. It bears the 
date of 1679. On the road to the right, past the Folly, is Upper Settle where the “old pound” is situated. A 
singular custom relating to this was the pound keeper breaking a stick in two giving one part to the finder of 
the lost Cattle that he might be identified on claiming the reward on the Cattle being redeemed. 
 This is the mountain road to Malham, distant about six miles, but after the Roman Catholic chapel is 
passed the road branches off in two directions. The one to the left leads to Malham, the other to Airton and 
Kirby Malham. Anyone, however, going direct from Manchester would find these places easier of approach 
by leaving the train at Hellifield, and fairly within easy walking to catch an evening train onwards to Horton. 
The district in and around Settle knew something of the troublous times during the Civil wars of Charles the 
First’s reign, the church at Kirby Malham was garrisoned by the parliamentary forces and Cromwell’s 
signature appears twice in the registers. It is an interesting pile and worthy of a visit. 
 

Part two—Giggleswick to Horton. 
 About three quarters of a mile west of Settle is Giggleswick, the name no doubt signifying the home 
or village of Gikel. It was a place of some little consideration one thousand years ago, and was anciently a 
market town, Settle being an off shoot from it and up to so late a date as 1838 the people of Settle who 
wished to attend the parish church had to walk to Giggleswick, Settle being a township of that parish. Local 
tradition states that there was, long ago, a keen struggle between the people of Settle and the 
Giggleswickians, as to whether the market should be held at Settle or Giggleswick. Settle was finally chosen, 
and no doubt wisely so. Although Giggleswick is not more than three quarters of a mile from Settle the scene 
is quite changed. The Church, the School and the village itself are embowered and surrounded by sycamores, 
elms, and limes, and a quiet calm pervades the whole place. On the two occasions when I visited it last 
summer I found that the Church was entirely gutted previous to restoration internally. This it stood in much 
need of. Standing under the lych gate on the South side its full proportions are seen to the best advantage. 
They can not be called noble but are picturesque and venerable. 
 The date of the foundation of the church is lost in antiquity, but I think that there is little doubt but 
that a church existed here in Saxon times.  The present building was erected during Henry the Sevenths reign 
(1485-1509) and is dedicated to St. Alkelda, Middleham in Wensleydale being the only other English church 
dedicated to this saint. It is supposed that her remains rest in Middleham Church. There is not much about 
Giggleswick church to interest the antiquary. Before the present alterations were begun, there was one object 
inside the church worthy of notice, and that was the pulpit. It bore the date 1680 and was is popularly called 
a three decker, made of fine oak and curiously carved. On the panels were the names and badges of the 
twelve tribes of Israel. Just by the entrance to the church yard stands the old market cross and considering the 
vicissitudes through which it has passed it is in a good state of preservation. Before its erection on its present 
site it was used as a threshold in an old house, and its beautiful gothic head walled in. The Cross stands on 
three steps and at the base of them the old stocks were fixed. One of the stone posts belonging to them yet 
remains. 
 Giggleswick, however, owes its reputation chiefly to its richly endowed and well managed school 
and the remarkable ebbing and flowing well near by. The school was founded by one James Carr, priest, in 
1512 and after 46 years the Rev. J. Nowell the then vicar of Giggleswick applied to king Edward the Sixth in 
1553 for a charter for the school which was granted and on May 26th that year it became the Royal Free 
Grammar School of Giggleswick. About forty years ago the endowment amounted to £850 per annum 
besides free residence for three of the masters. The school is open to receive pupils from all parts. I chanced 
to fall into conversation with one of the old inhabitants and the school was mentioned. At once a severe 
expression came over his countenance and he expressed himself to the effect that what was intended for the 
benefit of the poor of Giggleswick parish was taken from them and given to the well to do people from all 
parts of the Country and the people of Giggleswick are grieved at it. I think the old man must have been 
misinformed for after some research, I cannot find that the benefits of this school were intended solely for 
the ancient parish of Giggleswick. Indeed the Charter contains no restrictions or qualifications to residence 
or place. The school has turned out some remarkable men. I will only name two; Dr Howson the late Dean of 
Chester, a man of great learning and deep research and the eminent Dr Paley the Archdeacon of Carlisle. 
 About one mile from the village on the Clapham Road is the Ebbing and Flowing Well, which has a 
world wide renown. The reverend Thomas Cox in his History of Yorkshire published in the last century says 
“Giggleswick a village situate upon the Ribble where at the foot of a very high mountain is the most noted 
spring in England for ebbing and flowing.  Sometimes thrice in an hour and the water subsides three quarters 
of a yard at the reflux though 30 miles from the sea.”   Of course it has long since been proved that the 
ebbing and flowing of this well has no connection whatever with the sea or tides but is entirely owing to a 
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double siphon naturally formed in the rocks. This discovery was made by the late Thomas Hargreaves of 
Settle and there is a complete model of it to be seen in the library of the Mechanics Institution in Settle. 
There is a good story told of a traveller on horse back who arrived at the well at flow or when the well was 
full. Leaving his horse for a moment to drink he was greatly astonished to find that when he got back that the 
trough was empty. Thinking that his horse had taken up all the water he in a state of alarm remounted and 
hurried off to Settle to have his horse attended to where after stating his case to the vet he was well laughed 
at and returned a wiser man. I first visited this well on May 22nd 1890. What I saw I communicated in a letter 
to the Manchester City News which appeared in that Journal the following Saturday. It was as follows-- 

   "Moss Side Manchester May 28th 1890. 
Being in the neighbourhood of Settle a few days ago, I paid a visit to what is known as the ebbing and flowing Well and 
I thought I might interest some of your readers if I reported what I saw more especially as I have heard it stated that 
some have visited it and have denied that there was anything peculiar about it. I arrived at the Well at 3-15 p.m. on 
Thursday last May 22nd and found the water standing in the trough about eight inches deep. After waiting not more than 
five minutes I heard a rushing of water and immediately the water in the trough began to rise to the overflow, which 
would be about eighteen inches from the bottom of the trough. It remained thus for about three minutes then if fell 
about an inch below the overflow but immediately rose again. This was repeated twice at intervals not more than five 
minutes. Then it rose to the overflow was continued there at least five minutes when I left. If some who have visited the 
well have declared the reported phenomenon to be “all a myth” I can say otherwise for the best of all reasons as the 
foregoing will testify.    James Berry." 
 
 The same phenomenon which I then saw others have seen but it not always to be seen for last year 
when I visited the Well in the month of August there was no peculiar efflux or reflux. On the opposite side of 
the road is the site of Giggleswick Tarn. When the water was drained off some years ago, an ancient British 
Canoe was found in an excellent state of preservation. It is now deposited in the Leeds Museum. The hill 
behind the well is called Bucklian (sic) Brow by passing through a little gate on the right make the ascent 
and from Giggleswick Scars which lie to the right there is a magnificent view embracing the wide expanse of 
country watered by the Wenning and the Lune. The Cumberland hills, Morecambe Bay the magnificent 
proportions of Ingleborough and Pen-e- Ghent and the beautiful vale of the Ribble. 

Stainforth foss.  
Presuming a course almost due north for a little over a mile the little hamlet of Stackhouse is 

reached. It is an ancient place and mentioned in Domesday, a quiet well to do peaceful abode that has 
remained untouched and unchanged for generations. Of all the places I have seen for peaceful retirement and 
beautiful surroundings Stackhouse on the Ribble has few equals. When at Stackhouse the tourist is almost 
within hearing of Stainforth Foss, undoubtedly the grandest sight on the Ribble.  He will of course hie 
himself there and if he has not seen it before he can form but a poor opinion of the treat that is in store for 
him. The river Ribble above Settle rapidly diminishes in width and has more the appearance of a mountain 
torrent. In a well wooded part of its course is Stainforth Foss (“Foss” in the Craven dialect is a water fall. In 
the Lake District a water fall is called a “Force” Both “Foss” and “Force” are derived from a Danish word 
signifying a cascade.)  Stainforth Foss with its surroundings is a charming spot. The stream here falls down a 
series of shelving rocks of limestone, and when in flood is very grand. After several minor cascades there is 
one of considerable size and at its base is a deep basin into which the waters surge. The darkness of the abyss 
is rendered more intense by the overhanging of the wood on the opposite bank of the river, which rises 
almost perpendicularly from the stream. The attrition of the water wide of the ordinary bed of the river shows 
with what volume at times the waters come down. I have seen the Foss and its surroundings under all 
conditions both when the river has been low and in flood, and on the last occasion during a heavy snowstorm 
and have always been amply repaid for any trouble I may have experienced. About fifty yards above the Foss 
the river is spanned by a grey moss grown bridge of a single arch and looking upstream forms a pretty 
background to the picture. The views up and down stream from its ramparts are exceedingly pretty and not 
likely soon to be forgotten. In the summer and autumn the road leading from the bridge to the high road is 
rich in wild flowers and must be a perfect Elysium to the botanist.  

Elwith bridge. 
Having reached the highway leading from Settle to Horton let the tourist turn to the left as there is 

nothing in Stainforth village calling for particular remark, and make direct for Elwith Bridge. It is a 
delightful walk. The river is a pretty object all the way as in its contracted bed fretting and foaming it hurries 
on along its rough and rocky bed ever and anon pretty cascades coming into view. The whole vale has a 
warm and fertile aspect and the mountains, which bound the view form a splendid background every turn in 
the road disclosing new beauties. Smearside is full in view and Moughton is seen on the left then Pen-y-
Ghent with a glimpse of Cam fells beyond. In time Ingleborough comes into view then Whernside, which 
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stretches along Chapel-le-Dale. The road next falls to Elwith Bridge. From Elwith here to Ribblehead the 
valley is spoken of as Ribblesdale proper, but why so spoken of here more than in some of the lower reaches 
of the river it would be difficult to say. From the above named bridge a first view is obtained of the village of 
Horton-in-Ribblesdale the grey tower of its ancient parish church forming a conspicuous object in the 
picture. In due time the village is reached the goal of the tourist. 

Horton IN RIBBLESDALE 
The parish of Horton in Ribblesdale is the most northerly in the old Archdeaconry of Craven 

stretching along the valley about eight miles from north to south and from the skirts of Ingleborough to the 
summit of Pen-y-Ghent in the other direction and includes the hamlets of Birkwith, Studfold and Thornes.  
According to the ordinance survey it contains 17, 256 acres. An Enclosure Act was passed in the fifty fourth 
year of George the third (1814) . In 1871 the parish contained 916 persons living in 137 homes.  The Learned 
Dr Whittaker in his History of Craven says, “Horton or Horetown is so called as being often grey with sleet, 
when the lower grounds are. Every village of this name with which I am acquainted stands comparatively 
high. 
 The first known facts in its history are several successive donations within it to the monks of Fors, or 
Jorevall (Jervaulx pronounced Jarvis by the natives in and near Middleham.) It is supposed that the abbey of 
Fors or Jorevall stood on the site of what is now the church yard of Aysgarth before the removal to more 
genial quarters at Wilton in the parish of Middleham.  In document extant in the ninth year of Edward the 
second the Abbot of Jorevall is described as Lord of the manor of Horton and Edward the first granted to the 
monks of Jorevall free warren in Horton.  In the Coucher Book of fountains Abbey one Adam parson of 
Horton with the parson of Giggleswick attest a charter of the date of Richard the first. I mention the 
foregoing to show the antiquity of Horton. When the Church was founded, and how the monks became 
possessed of the rectory is not known. Up to the time of the Reformation the services were probably 
conducted by a stipendiary. No vicarage was ever endowed. Up to 1877 it was perpetual curacy simply, but 
in the year named it was made a vicarage, with the bishop of the diocese as patron. 
 The church fabric which is dedicated to St. Oswald, consists of nave, two side aisles, chancel and 
square tower at the west end and a south porch, and is of very high antiquity. The latest date assigned to it is 
the reign of Henry the first, so that the body of the church will have been standing for upwards of 700 years. 
The tower is understood to be of the date of Henry Seventh or Eighth. The Font is Norman and coeval with 
the body of the Church. There are three bells the first made by George Dalton, York, 1770, the second by the 
same maker 1776, and on the third there is a Latin inscription, which I translate to be “With gladsome sound 
I will sing to thee O’ God 1614.”  The parish registers date from 1556 copied into a parchment book in 1607. 
 There was in the north side of the churchyard a free grammar school founded by John Armistead by 
deed dated January 25th 1725. He endowed it with land and money with which estates were purchased by the 
then trustee. The master was to be in holy orders; the school was to be open to the boys of the parish free of 
expense and they might remain in the school until they had acquired a classical education. In 1818 the 
income from the endowment was £180 per annum.  In 1877 it was £320. The school was not a little 
distinguished in its time chiefly during the head master ship of the Reverend George Holden L. L. D. who 
presided over it for nearly forty years and is reputed to have educated a greater number of clergy men for the 
church than most men in a similar situation. He was a man of high classical and mathematical attainments.  
His father who also bore the same name was perpetual curate of the chapel of Tatham Fell and lived at a 
place called “The Green” which at that time belonged to the chapel but was three miles distant from it. He as 
well as his son, was a great mathematician and good scholar, and was author of an annual publication 
entitled “Holdens Tide Tables” for the compilation of which he is said to have received a Government grant. 
Local traditions say that he was a little hump backed man with one arm shorter than the other. It is reported 
of him that one Sunday having completed his three miles walk from his home to his chapel, he suddenly 
remembered that he had left out a cipher in one of his calculations. Back he returned at once and corrected 
his tables; but there was no preaching at Tatham Fell that day. Holden senior was also a religious 
controversialist. On one occasion he was called into the Punch Bowl Inn to argue with the Roman Catholic 
priest, who getting the worst of the discussion, lost his temper and on Holden saying that God made man 
upright at first, he thundered out in reply “then who the d---- made hump backed ones.”  George Holden 
senior died in 1793 and was interred at Bentham. Dr George Holden, his son, became headmaster of Horton 
Grammar School about 1781 and was instituted as a minister of Horton Church in May 1798 being the owner 
of the advowson. He died in December 1820. 
 The present Post Office in Horton churchyard no doubt was part of the old Grammar School 
building. A new school was built on the other side of the beck and the endowment applied for the imparting 
of an elementary education to the youth of both sexes. On the school green is a relic of a past age. Here were 
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placed the parish stocks. Time was when the police stations were not so much used as now and when an 
erring brother was found who had been more zealous over his cups than discreet a gratuitous seat was 
provided for him where could enjoy a little quiet meditation. 
  Of the natural beauties of the district round Horton it is not my intention to speak, nor do I propose 
to describe the Ribble and the scenery at this early point of its course. There are rivers that have played and 
do play a more important part in the world’s history, but of those that water the valleys and plains of England 
there are few in richness of antiquarian and historical association, or loveliness of the district they water 
which exceed our own Ribble. The Romans in the long past days colonised its banks, the Saxons fought 
some of their battles in its valleys, and the Saintly Edward, monarch and Confessor was Lord of a large 
portion of Ribblesdale. King John held court near the Ribble. John of Gaunt regarded the principal town on 
its banks with favour and would have constituted it the metropolis of his Duchy had there not been a castle to 
his hand on the hill above the Lune. Bruce scourged the banks of the Ribble with such bloody vengeance that 
his ravages by fire and sword are yet told in the tradition of the district. Henry the fourth granted charters at 
his castle of Clitheroe, above its waters. The unfortunate Henry the sixth was sheltered on its banks when his 
throne was overturned. Cromwell led his victorious troops by and over its waters and a little later the tide of 
fortune again turned adverse to the Stuarts on the Ribble. The Castle of the Norman baron was planted on the 
heights, and the Abbey of the Cistercian monks was founded in the valley of the Ribble, and tower, hall and 
church have since risen to grace its course. Dynasties have fallen, society has changed proud castles and 
stately abbeys are in ruins but the Ribble remains unchanged. It hurries along to mingle its waters with the 
mighty ocean as in days of yore, and I trust that for generations to come it will continue to afford to 
fishermen healthful pleasure and enjoyment." 
 
 

The ballad referred to begins:  
Long Preston Peg to proud Preston went 
to see the Scotch rebels it was her intent. 
“A noble Scotch lord, as he pass(ed) by,  

on this Yorkshire damsel did soon cast an eye.  
 

”He called to his servant, which on him did wait,-  
Go down to yon girl who stands in the gate  

that sings with a voice so soft and sweet  
and my name do lovingly greet.  

 
”When thus command the messenger went  

and brought the young damsel up into the tent  
and there was Prince Charlie before whom she did kneel  

and brave young Lovat and the darling Lochiel.  
 

”Then up spake Lord Murry: ! of these I would speak.  
Whence comest thou lassie, and what dost thou have ( herve? seek?)  

Art thou for us or not, I pray these relate?  
and what was the song thou didest sing in the gate.  

 
”You shall know what you wish if you list to my tale:  

I come from Long Preston in sweet Ribblesdale 
A milk maid I am Peg Rathmill my name 

and To see Bonnie Prince Charlie hither I came.  
 

”Arthur O'Bradley was the song that I sung,  
A song of two lovers who wedded when young  
and it tells of old customs which still do prevail  

in Craven in Yorkshire, and in sweet RIBBLESDALE 
 

Only the first two lines were given by Mr Berry the rest has been gleaned from “Google Books” where a copy 
of the poem is reproduced from “Bells Ancient Poems” etc. (mentioned by Mr Berry.) The names in the poem, contrary 
to the 1745 suggested by Mr Berry perhaps refers to the 1715 uprising. What is surprising is that the verses below are 
very “tame” and seem to lack the bawdiness that was present in songs that were sung in Craven pubs in the 1940s and 
1950s. 
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