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‘Nobody paid good money to hear reason’
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	Temperance Lloyd, an imaginative portrait from the title page of The Life and Conversation of … Three Eminent Witches, published in London in 1682 (Chris Horsfall).
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	The Long Bridge, Bideford (Author’s Collection). This Victorian postcard gives a good idea of Bideford’s topography, the wide tidal span of the River Torridge and the silhouette of a town that had barely outgrown its seventeenth-century boundaries.
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	The Font in St Mary’s, Bideford (Author’s Collection). This is the one physical link that we have to the Bideford Witches. Susanna Edwards was baptized here, in December 1612. By the time that Temperance Lloyd was married, in October 1648, it had been thrown into the street and repurposed as a feed trough for the town’s swine.
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	The Deserving Poor (later engraving after a painting by Gillis van Tillborch, 1670) (Author’s Collection). Although the setting of the Tichbourne Dole was rural as opposed to urban, and reflected traditional Catholic rather Calvinist modes of charity, this is one of the few images from the Restoration showing the poor and needy. It is a scene that would have been familiar to those, like the Bideford Witches, who were in receipt of the Andrew Dole.
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	Companions in Misfortune: The entries in the Andrew Dole Book for 1681 show the sixpences given to Susanna Edwards and Temperance Lloyd as outdoor relief (by kind permission of Chris Fulford and the Andrew Dole Charity, Bideford). Though they lined up together to receive the dole, they begged and lived separately. Temperance begged alone, while Susanna operated within a shifting group of women.
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	Bideford in the mid-seventeenth century (by kind permission of the Burton Museum & Art Gallery, Bideford). A detail from the portrait of John Strange showing the busy port, with its warehouses, town hall and Long Bridge. Curiously, given Strange’s Puritanism, the parish church does not feature in the panorama. However, the former chantry chapel that had been converted into the town jail, and where the witches were held in July 1682, can be clearly seen.
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	Bideford from John Ogilby’s Britannia, 1675 (Author’s Collection). The map gives a good impression of the layout of the town as the witches would have known it. However, the road network was not as important for its prosperity as the sea lanes that connected it to North America, South Wales and Ireland.
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	John Strange (1590–1646) by an unknown artist c.1640 (Burton Museum & Art Gallery, Bideford). His life is told in the form of a pictogram recounting the stages of God’s providence, from garnering mercantile wealth to preservation from accident and common assault.
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	‘Welcome All!’: the painted decoration, commissioned in 1686, for an alehouse that stood overlooking Bideford’s marketplace (Author’s Photograph).
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	The Absentee Landlord: John Grenville, Earl of Bath (Wikicommons). This plasterwork from the Earl’s house on the quayside at Bideford was the work of John Abbot of Frithelstock and gives some idea of the vision of taste, wealth and innovation that the king’s friend intended to project.



	11
	The Conventicle (British Library). This satirical engraving by Marcellus Laroon the elder was published in 1686 and formed the basis for William Hogarth’s later, and better-known, attack on witch-belief. A generation earlier, Laroon’s original work showed that religious dissent and hypocrisy could be made analogous to sexual licence, disorder and devilry.



	12
	The King in Waiting? James, Duke of Monmouth, c.1682–5, from an engraving produced in Germany and smuggled into England, through ports like Bideford, for the popular market that celebrated the ‘Protestant Prince’ (Author’s Collection).



	13
	Memento Mori: the angels looking down from Abraham Heiman’s monument would have been newly carved and painted when Temperance Lloyd was brought to St Mary’s Church and forced to recite the Lord’s Prayer (Author’s Photograph, by kind permission of the Rector & Parish Council, St Mary’s Church, Bideford).
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	The Witches’ Cottage, Bideford, by Charles de Neuville, 1894 (Author’s Collection). By the Victorian age, this range of buildings in Old Town had become associated with all three witches and was a tourist attraction. However, there is nothing to suggest that the women lived together or to associate them with such a substantial habitation.
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	Gunstone Lane, Bideford (by kind permission of Peter Christie). It was here, on this steep street, that Temperance Lloyd struggled to carry a bundle of broom and where the Devil, supposedly, offered to take the weight of her load. Save for the uniform whitewash of the cottages, she would have had little difficulty recognizing the scene two centuries later.
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	Sir Matthew Hale delivering a judgement during a lightning strike, 1666 (Author’s Collection). The intent of this Victorian print was to emphasize the judge’s rationality and stoicism. However, his treatment of witches was harsh and based upon a willingness to accept spectral evidence.
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	Sir Francis North (1637–85) is one of the major sources for the trial of the Bideford Witches (Author’s Collection). However, his account is far from impartial and is coloured by cynicism and the calculation of political, and personal, gain.



	18
	The Hanging Judge: Sir Thomas Raymond (1626/7–83) (oil on canvas, possibly by John Riley, c. early 1670s, by kind permission of Gray’s Inn). Cultured and conscientious, he was blamed by the North brothers for bowing to the will of the mob and permitting the execution of the witches at the Exeter Assizes.



	19
	The Devil is in the Detail: the bowdlerized version of John Goodfellow used to illustrate the ballad of the Bideford Witches in Witchcraft Discovered and Punished (Author’s Collection). The faerie child has been reconfigured as the embodiment of the Devil, while the erect phallus which caused offence on the publication of a 1628 pamphlet has been erased.
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A Note on Dating and Terminology

Although many European nations had adopted the Gregorian Calendar over the course of the seventeenth century, the British and Irish remained stubbornly loyal to the Julian Calendar until 1752. The result was that their calendars lagged some ten days behind that which was generally used on the Continent. By 1700, this difference had further increased to eleven days.

The dating given in this work reflects that of the Julian (Old Style) Calendar acknowledged by the people of Bideford in the 1670s–80s, but with two exceptions. For events that took place after the changeover of 1752, the Gregorian (New Style) Calendar is used, while for the sake of clarity the new year is taken as beginning on 1 January and not on 25 March, as had been the case under the old Julian system.




 

Prologue: The magpie at the window

On the morning of Thursday 29 June 1682, a magpie came rasping, rapping and tapping at the window of the house of Thomas Eastchurch. The busy quayside, well-stocked shops, and the patchwork of walled gardens and little orchards that backed onto many of the major properties in Bideford usually offered rich pickings for scavengers with a quick beak, a sharp eye and a fast wing. Yet that morning was different.

It was not food that had brought the bird to the family home above their shop. Rather, it was something that lay within the upstairs chamber: something bright, something that sparkled, catching and reflecting the bright summer sun through the glass panes. It was this which had grabbed hold of the magpie’s attention, emboldened his spirit and caused him to explore the open window. Fluttering up from the street, he perched on the sill before pushing his head through the opening, intent on securing the wonderful prize that lay within. Like the poor who gleaned the spilled tobacco and foodstuffs from the jetties and alleyways, scavenging was a way of life for the bird, a means to continued existence. However, on this occasion, the choice to abandon necessity in favour of single-minded greed almost became his undoing and threatened to make his latest raid his last. So bright was the prize that the magpie had not stopped to check whether he was being observed, upon his entry, or if the chamber was still occupied. As a result, the presence of humans, the sudden burst of noise and movement, and the swirl of the sheets that threatened to engulf and ensnare him came as a complete surprise.
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Figure 1   Temperance Lloyd, an imaginative portrait from the title page of The Life and Conversation of … Three Eminent Witches , published in London in 1682 (Chris Horsfall).





Anne Wakely and Honor Hooper had been busy airing the chamber, after another long and sleepless night. The house was labouring under a canker of sickness and fear. In February 1681, the master’s young and unmarried sister-in-law, Grace Thomas had taken to her bed, muttering of witchcraft, ‘with great Pains in her Head and all her Limbs’.1 Such respite as there was came only in the evenings and was cruelly brief. As the months wore through and the year turned again, the tortured and tormented woman still did not venture far from her bed, the shooting pains returned and her stomach distended. The learned physicians that Thomas Eastchurch had called, and paid for, could offer neither a diagnosis nor a cure ‘arising from a natural cause’ and ventured that ‘Grace could never receive any benefit prescribed by them’.2 The absence of an explanation for the ‘Distemper’, the strain that the long-term care of the invalid placed upon his business and household, and what seemed to be no less than the withdrawal of the Almighty’s favour left Eastchurch at a loss what to do for the best or how to account for the unexpected misfortune that threatened to turn all that he had built up through graft, industry and acumen to dust. He had been married for barely two years at the time of his sister-in-law’s first descent into illness and his household had only been recently established. While he might aspire to the title of ‘Gentleman’, transcending his origins as a shopkeeper and merchant, his marriage into the Thomas family had brought him far more than he could ever have bargained for.3 Furthermore, if he had ever envisaged himself as the respectable patriarch, at the head of a seemly and orderly family, then events were rapidly revealing him to be otherwise.

In his distraction, female friends and neighbours of his wife and sister-in-law had rallied around, helping to right and run the stricken household and to nurse the invalid, hoping to alleviate the worst of her ailments and to soothe her thoughts. Alongside Honor Hooper, the family servant, who seems to have increasingly attended to Grace’s needs (over and above those of her own mistress and master), Anne Wakely, a friend and neighbour of the Eastchurches, volunteered to care for the sick woman and seems to have enjoyed a wider role in both the community and the management of the Eastchurches’ domestic affairs during the time of crisis. A married woman of means and a little older than all the members of the Eastchurch household, it is unclear whether she received any form of remuneration for her services.4 However, what is clear is that she was the social superior of Honor Hooper, at least the equal of Grace Thomas, and equal in status and wealth to Thomas and Elizabeth Eastchurch. It seems fair to suggest that she represented a form of stability during a period of chaos and a sisterly, or perhaps even a maternal, figure to Grace and Elizabeth. Alongside her, there appear to have been a number of other women, drawn from among friends and neighbours, who also spent days and nights watching over Grace in her chamber. As a consequence, it is reasonable to suggest that the Eastchurches’ extended family benefitted from a wide network of personal and professional contacts, and from a well-developed sense of mutuality and sisterhood among its womenfolk that enabled Grace Thomas to be supported and well cared for throughout her long-term illness, which had rendered her incapacitated and, according to her own testimony, on the verge of death on more than one occasion.5

However, that very same network that was designed to protect and nurture also served to facilitate the circulation of news, gossip and speculation. After all, time was the one thing that the developing circle had on their hands and it was only natural that the women should seek to discuss, define and attempt to remedy the source of Grace’s afflictions. Talk of one misfortune seemed to beget another and accounts of storms at sea, the deaths of infants, the wasting away of the daughter of a local gentleman and the deathbed accusations of a neighbour combined with half-remembered tales of words spoken in anger, of hasty curses, the proffering of poisoned fruit and the exchange of unwelcome, covetous glances. Worse still, the home and the hearth no longer appeared sacrosanct. It felt as though there was always something trying to get in: that there was an eavesdropper lurking in the shadows; the taint of the wild, with its animal stench and depredations threatening domestic order and seemliness with scrabbling feet or claws drumming at the wainscoting; the unwelcome visitor soliciting for work or relief at the door. Where there was no privacy, no retreat from the world, there could be no relief. Uncertainty hung in the air and the nights offered no relief, as prying eyes peeked in at the windows, envious hands tried the locks and rattled the shutters, and unseen creatures prowled high up in the rafters or scuttled beneath the floorboards, intent upon harm. So it was that Grace Thomas passed another troubled night that was rent with her cries of pain and torment, peppered with unfamiliar curses and, all the time, with the assertion that Bideford was a town abandoned by God, where familiar spirits chattered and spat filth in the darkness, changing their form at will, and where devils walked abroad tempting mortal souls and hatching murderous plots.

The morning saw Grace rise and wash, while Anne Wakely and Honor Hooper changed the linen and threw open the windows. They were so preoccupied with their own duties and cares that they failed to notice the presence of the magpie until he started up at them, all feathers and fury, still determined to seize his heart’s desire. Their shrieks and sudden movement fuelled the bird’s own panic. The swirling sheets threatened to become his shroud as he now attempted to fend off their blows and to find an avenue of escape, all thoughts of the valuable trinket abandoned. Fear fed fear, as the women cried out and stampeded towards the door, while the magpie began to flap about the window, croaking in terror and beating his wings in a frenzy against the fine glass panes. Then, in an instant, he was gone. Finally, he had found the open gap and flew out, away over the rooftops the way he had come. Frightened, sweating and flushed, Anne Wakely and Honor Hooper tried to gather themselves together as best they could, straightening the chamber which had become a tangle of chairs, bedding and curtains in the course of the brief struggle, and trying for all their might to work out what manner of ill they had just experienced. A winged creature of some sort had been in the chamber with them, trying to get into the heart of the merchant’s home, to breach the safety of its walls and to work its mischief. Later, they recalled its hard, cold gaze, its dark, sleek form and birdlike shape. It was, they considered, ‘something in the shape of a Magpie’, but they could not be sure what that ‘something’ was, and whether it was actually a bird or not.6 In the midst of what they knew to be difficult, emotionally charged and very disturbing times, the whole event profoundly unsettled both women.

Thomas Eastchurch seems to have taken their upset, and the bird’s intrusion, to heart. Thundering around the house, he closed all possible points of entry. However, as family and friends moved to secure the front door of the house another form started up from the street: a dark bundle of rags and tatters that Anne Wakely recognized, at once, as Temperance Lloyd, a local beggar woman. Even though it lasted no more than a few seconds, both parties appear to have been startled by this second, unexpected and unwelcome encounter. Wakely shooed Lloyd away from the doorstep and returned, inside, to tell Eastchurch of the figure that she had found poised upon his threshold. It seemed to her to have been more than a chance meeting: the old woman had no reason to be there at that, or at any time, and had seemed to be loitering, in expectation of some act or discovery, when her presence was revealed. The trouble was that in surprising her, in interrupting her activities and in chasing her away before any questions could be asked, there was now no way of knowing what business Temperance Lloyd had been about. That uncertainty grew into something different as the day progressed and, as the events were revisited and retold by Wakely, Hooper and the Eastchurches, the events of that morning assumed a new shape and significance as both disturbances began to be conflated and conjoined as part of the same ‘assault’. Now, the appearance of the corvid seemed to manifest the nature of the curse that lay upon Grace Thomas and the house of Thomas Eastchurch, as the bird took on the form of a familiar spirit: an agent of the Devil, intent upon seeking not just the death of their stricken friend but also the destruction of themselves, alongside every other Christian soul in the Devon seaport. However, it did not act alone but, rather, performed the bidding of its mistress, the beggar woman, Temperance Lloyd who directed its attacks, selected the victims and hid her own malefic powers away under the cloak of night and the guise of poverty.

Suddenly, through their discussions, Thomas and Elizabeth Eastchurch, Grace Thomas, Anne Wakely and Honor Hooper felt that they had arrived at the reason that lay behind all their misfortunes. Thomas determined to scour Bideford, at first light, for the beggar woman, to run her to ground, to confront her with the knowledge of her crimes and to force her, whether through persuasion or threat of force, to confess her pact with the Devil and the nature of her career in his service, with all its grim litany of unnatural despoliations and death. On this, all of his household and friends agreed without dissent, and the worsening of Grace Thomas’ condition over the night of 29–30 June 1682, and her own express cries linking her increased sufferings to being tormented by a curse, can only have served to harden their resolve. However, to modern eyes, the persistence of belief in harmful magic (or maleficia) in Bideford, during a period more readily associated with the nascent Scientific Revolution, as evidenced through the works of Descartes, Boyle and Newton and the foundation of the Royal Society, appears strangely anomalous. Rather than viewing the Restoration comedies, the growth of commerce and the establishment of coffee shops as symbolizing the spirit of the age, Bideford, during the reign of King Charles II, seems to exude a spirit of disorder and faction, characterized by suspicion, fear and the rule of the lynch mob. This sense is enhanced when we consider that on a number of different levels, the case that was being formed against Temperance Lloyd does not easily fit with many of our contemporary assumptions about the nature of superstition, magic and persecution during the Early Modern period. The charges came remarkably late in the century, defying an increasing pattern towards refusing to prosecute or seeking a legal acquittal; they originated, primarily, in the grievances of one set of women against another, were enacted in an urban as opposed to a rural setting, and were generated and promoted by individuals who (like the extended Eastchurch family) were far from unlettered, ignorant or consumed by worries about failures of the harvest and food supply. Rather, this belief in the efficacy of ill-wishing and harmful magic was rooted in, and sustained by, a community that was increasingly affluent, articulate, mobile and acquisitive, and where individual desires were supplanting the collective.

Thus, the Bideford of the 1670s–80s reflects more closely the values of our own age as opposed to the mythopoeic ‘other’ of the late Mediaeval or ‘burning times’. 7 As a result, the terror of – and rage against – elderly and impoverished women appears all the more inexplicable and unsettling. The simple and often unpalatable fact was that, in deciding that curses, spells and the operation of demonic magic were responsible for sickness and misfortune, the Eastchurch and the Wakely families – operating within the wider context of the belief patterns of the late seventeenth century and the specific religious and political culture of their home town – were expressing ideas that were not extraordinary, delusional or intrinsically irrational.

For Bideford, it was said, had long been a place of witches.



1

Fortune my Foe

The voices of the poor and the dispossessed are rarely listened to in any age. They are too rough, too uncomfortable, too raw and too discordant to sit comfortably within the confines of learned discourse, or to be accommodated within the binary, dog-eat-dog logic of the marketplace. Their day-to-day realities of empty bellies, chilled bones, broken sleep patterns and dependency upon the will and charity of others are hardly the stuff of historical romance, or the reassuring teleology of post-modern theory by which individuals are held to self-create, outside the boundaries of host culture, economics and social circumstance. Over the course of the seventeenth century, we encounter them, more often than not, in court records, when those at the margins of society had broken a law or transgressed an established code of conduct. Even then, their words were often interpreted, filtered and shaped by legal procedures and by the prevailing notions of what constituted suitable evidence, the rules regarding cross-examination and the extraction of a confession. On occasion, the accused might even be unaware that such conventions existed. Within this context, Temperance Lloyd, Susanna Edwards and Mary Trembles – the three poor women who came to be known as the ‘Bideford Witches’ – were marginal in every sense of the word: in terms of their age, gender, economic and marital status, and even through their lack of physical and geographical mobility. Unsuccessful and unwanted, they not only lacked the sympathy of others but aroused feelings of either fear or condescension among their contemporaries.

As a consequence, the judge’s brother soon came to forget their number and their respective fates; the pamphleteers in London conflated their names and gave one of them a face that was not her own; and a Secretary of State brushed aside their case and decided that three women from Bideford were not even worthy of his comment, let alone his consideration.1 Once the printers and booksellers had made their profits, the last of their stocks in Exeter and London had been sold or pulped, and new strange and exciting stories came along to grip the public imagination, there seemed to be little need to remember their dark tale, or to hum the ballad written about their murderous and diabolical careers to the melody of a purloined, second-hand tune.2 Only the hatred of their neighbours endured.

Ironically, it was precisely this extraordinary intense level of animosity that permitted something of their stories, characters and words to be preserved through the judicial procedures conducted against them in 1671, 1679 and 1682, and through the pages of the three main popular, printed accounts of their trials produced in the autumn of 1682.3 Though their long lives are telescoped for us, through the lens of the court proceedings, largely into the space of just two months, when evidence was taken against them first at the makeshift court house at Bideford, and then at the subsequent Exeter Assizes, it is still possible to go in search of the pattern of their lives in the records of the parish, local government and private charities with which they came into contact. While these sources will not necessarily tell us those biographical details that we, now, might wish to know – such as whom they loved, what they valued and truly believed, what shaped them and condemned them to a life of unremitting poverty, and how they attempted to make sense of the two terrible visitations of civil war and of plague that swept over their home town, when they were already approaching middle age – they do reveal something of the contours of their existence that we need to know in order to contextualize them within their own culture and society, within both Devon and Early Modern England.

According to all the contemporary accounts, Temperance Lloyd was the prime focus of attention: the dominant figure in the dramas that unfolded on the streets of Bideford and in the legal proceedings at Exeter Castle and Heavitree.4 She was a ‘grand Witch’, ‘the most notorious of these Three’, ‘Audacious’ and ‘perfectly Resolute’ in pursuit of her murderous designs.5 She was also held to be the oldest, the most lascivious and the cruellest. And it was she who had been ‘the Introducer of their Misery’ through leading the others into making pacts with the Devil and instructing them for the space of ‘Five Years, to learn the Art and Mystery of Hellish, Damnable, Accursed, and most to be Lamented Witch Craft’.6 Yet, before the troubles that assailed her at the beginning of February 1671, she had left few imprints upon either the records of Bideford or elsewhere in the land. Though Temperance, alongside other such Puritan names as Prudence and Patience, was relatively common in Bideford, the name of Temperance Lloyd does not appear in any of the parish registers. Nor do the ages and marriage records of the other women christened Temperance fit with what we know of her.7 It is, therefore, reasonable to suggest that she was an immigrant who arrived in the port by sea, as opposed to road.

As a major hub of Atlantic trade, seventeenth-century Bideford was a cosmopolitan place, where many different ethnicities and nationalities rubbed shoulders on the quayside and transacted business. However, while the arrival of trading vessels might greatly increase the port’s population for short periods, sailors from further afield than Devon appear to have been there to work, trade and to enjoy their shore leave, rather than necessarily to put down roots. The registered population of migrants, though increased during the 1680s by an influx of Huguenots fleeing religious persecution in France, does not appear to have been particularly large.8 In this manner, the recording of the death of an unfortunate ‘French man being a Traveller’, taken sick at the port in January 1650 and buried ashore, and the baptism of John, the son of Edward Carsh, ‘a Irishman’ on 3 July 1642 were rendered noteworthy for the clerk of the parish on account that they were rare occurrences and, in both cases, reflected events that overtook members of a transitory population rather than the domiciled townsfolk.9 The exceptions to these patterns lie in the settling in the port of the Anglo-Irish mercantile family of John Strange, who had been made rich by the trade with Ulster, at the beginning of the century, and by the migration of a number of fresh Welsh families to Bideford, concentrated within the period from 1639 to 1653.

Prior to the Civil War, besides the seemingly well-established Thomas family, from whom Grace and Elizabeth descended, there was no clear imprint of Welsh settlement in the parish. However, with the arrival of what seem to be the extended families of the Edwards, Morgans, Joneses, Philipses, Williamses and Lloyds in Bideford, the parish clerks suddenly found themselves having to struggle with the recording of unfamiliar Welsh Christian names and surnames, making best guesses and spelling them phonetically in the registers.10 In this way, Jones was rendered as ‘Joons’ or ‘Joones’, Lloyd became ‘Floyd’ and Rhys (a common name among these familial groups) became ‘Rice’.11

John Lloyd, his wife, Cissily, and their young children were settled in Bideford, by the early 1640s, together with Rhys Lloyd who was of roughly the same age as John and was, in all probability, his brother or close kinsman.12 At roughly the same time, the extended Jones family also settled in the town, comprising a William Jones ‘the elder’, his son, William ‘the younger’, and his own growing family, together with Phillemon (or ‘Philemon’) Jones and his sister, Temperance. It may well be that William ‘the elder’ was father to all three young adults, but given the partial recordings of Welsh names and familial groupings in the Bideford parish register we have no way of knowing for sure. What does seem evident is that the naming of Phillemon and Temperance stemmed from a Puritan impulse that sought to recall the early days of the Christian church and to celebrate, respectively, the sufferings of one of St Paul’s followers and a specific female virtue. It is suggestive not only of a particular set of aspirations on the part of parents for their children but also of a strong engagement with scripture that was fuelled by the written word of God. It is, therefore, possible that the elder generation of Jones were literate or, at the very least, semi-literate, and certain that they considered themselves to be part of the ‘godly’ people of the nation. Temperance Jones is recorded as having married Rhys Lloyd, in St Mary’s Church, on 29 October 1648, while Phillemon Jones married Johan (or Joanna), a young woman whose surname went unrecorded, in the same church, on 8 August 1649.13 Thus, Temperance Lloyd first appears in the public record not as a harridan or a pauper but as a member of the ‘godly’ elect, married by the Independent minister, William Bartlett, to a working man. This also raises a question over the traditional assumptions made about her great age and infirmity. Two of the three pamphlet writers agree that she was ‘the eldest of the three’ women accused of witchcraft in 1682, and one claimed that she was then ‘70 years old’.14 However, if Temperance Lloyd was the woman married in October 1648, who was of childbearing age, we are looking at someone who was much younger than previously thought and the junior of Susanna Edwards by a considerable margin. If she followed conventional marriage patterns for her gender and class, then it is not unreasonable to suggest that she was somewhere between twenty-six and twenty-eight at the time of her wedding, and that, therefore, she was born somewhere around 1620–2. This places her in her early twenties at the time of her family’s crossing of the Bristol Channel and settling in Bideford; she would have been in her late forties or early fifties at the time when the initial allegations of witchcraft were brought against her, and in her early sixties when she was tried before Judge Raymond in Exeter. Her haggard appearance, mental confusion and decrepitude that were noted in the summer of 1682 would, therefore, appear to be the product of her growing poverty, her arduous labours in pursuit of a meagre living and an inadequate diet, rather than being the simple product of the ageing process. Life had dealt her a succession of hard blows with which she was ill-equipped to deal, and which had rendered her prematurely weary and worn. From the first, there is a suggestion of an element of marginality in her family’s societal and cultural position in Bideford, inasmuch as her sister-in-law’s surname went unrecorded at her wedding. The local authorities did not bother to inquire about people whose ethnicity, gender and lack of resources did not interest them and seemed to be of no great import.

This said, the mid- to late 1640s appear to have been something of a boom time for the new Welsh immigrants to the town and there is no reason to think that the Joneses and Lloyds did not share in an element of this new-found prosperity. Through intermarriage within the fledgling Welsh community in the town, both families had sought to consolidate their position, put down roots and establish networks of mutual support, while still retaining something of their cultural distinctiveness and links to South Wales. Their arrival in Bideford coincided with the employment of Welsh colliers, recruited from the south of the principality, in order to mine the local seam of culm (or anthracite) that fuelled the town’s pottery kilns, for firing slipware, and the furnaces, for casting metals associated with munitions and shipbuilding. Consequently, the industries that supported and furthered Bideford’s maritime trade required surplus labour and additional expertise to that available in North Devon and looked to the nearest available coalfields in order to supply them both. This accounts for the pattern of short-range migration from the late 1630s to the mid-1650s, and explains the influx of young people, of marriageable age, as young, strong men were ideally suited for
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