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Climbing the tower I find three bells with legends as follows, though I confess that the legend on the first is to me quite unintelligible. 1st bell (in old English characters)

M H R C H R C T H

2nd bell – Feat God & Honour the King, 1669.

3rd bell – Be yt to all that doth mee see that Newsombe of Leicester made mee. 1609.


In the parish register, which dates from the year 1637, a former Vicar of Ansley has inserted, “for the benefit of posterity,” a copy of an ancient Latin deed relating to the tythes of Ansley. What seems like a very faithful translation is appended, and seems sufficiently curious to bear transcribing at length:-


“To all the faithful in Christ to whom these presents may come Mr. Simon Balydene, official of the Lord Bishop of Coventry and Lichfield wisheth health.-Since many perpetual vicars within our province have too little income to sustain them in the manner their duty and office requires, therefore by the authority of the Right Reverend Father the Archbishop of Canterbury constituted, and the rest of the provincial Bishops, it is decreed that their portions and incomes who have too little shall be augmented and increased canonically. And having upon the oath of good and sufficient evidence, received intelligence that the income of Roger, perpetual Vicar of Ansley, consists of small tythes and obventions at the altar, which according to the oath of the aforesaid, amounting to only fifty shillings, is too little and is insufficient for his proper sustenance, and these witnesses stating that the revenues for the proper use of the monastery of Polesworth consist of the Tythes or Tenth of the corn growing and cut in the whole parish of Ansley to the amount of twenty-four marks or eight pounds. Now we the aforesaid by the advice of the discreet men aforesaid I have assigned to the said Vicar, one-fifth sheaf of all the corn tythe of the whole parish of Ansley, as an augmentation of his Vicarage, and we by our provincial authority, institute him into the full and corporal possession of it, that he and his successors, Vicars of the said Church, may minister in their function reasonably as they ought to be sustained, and the vicars for the time being whoever they may be, shall have quiet possession of this augmentation. And it is hereby agreed and further stipulated that to the entrance of the barn the Abbess and convent of Polesworth for the time being shall carry the tythes of corn of the whole parish of Ansley, and which shall be collected in the fields at the proper costs and charge of the Abbess and convent, that a division being made into five parts in the barn, the Vicar may receive his fifth part there. – In witness whereof we have herewith set our Common Seal, dated at Erdbury, on Friday the 20th day after the Feast of St. Dionysius, in the year of our Lord 1275.”

In the reign of Charles II, a curious attempt was made to encourage the English woollen trade, by enacting that no corpse should be buried in “any shirt, sheet, shift, or shroud, that is made of any other material but sheep’s wool only.” In the registers of Ansley, as of other parishes, the entries of burials after the passing of this act are each attested by an affidavit that the act has been complied with. The following entry, dated 1681, and relating to one of the old squires of the parish, illustrates this remarkable device for the protection of native industry:-

1681 – John Ludford, Esq., and Mrs Catherine Ludford, were buried September 29th. John Ludford, Esq., only in woollen, but Catherine his sister was buried in linen, whereof information was given to a Justice of the Peace, who granted his warrant for levying the forfeiture; and besides what the informer had, and other mooty being sixty shillings, Mr. Ludford, the now heire, was pleased to make it as much more, that is six pounds to the poor parish of Ansley.


A pleasant walk along a pretty country road, the hedgerows on either hand broidered with graceful ferns, leads me from the church towards Ansley Hall. I was rather surprised to notice in the gable end of some thatched cottages on the right, a handsome ancient pointed gothic window, and at first I supposed I had discovered what was once not altogether unknown in England, a thatched church. On enquiry I learned that this window had been brought from Ansley Church – probably from the east end when the present chancel was added – and placed in its present position for preservation.


Ansley Hall, the family seat of the Ludfords, who were squires of Ansley from the year 1613, and now the property of J. N. F. Astley, Esq., is a large, plain, but substantial brick mansion. A former visitor has written, “The park attached to this seat is extensive, well stocked with deer, and replete with tasteful embellishments,” but the hall is mow almost deserted, and an aspect of wilderness and neglect pervades the grounds, for the owner has let or sold the minerals under the estate to a joint stock colliery company, and the deer have disappeared from the park. There is yet the charm of loneliness and peace in the sheltered hermitage in the park, built from the stones of an ancient oratory, where in 1758, Thomas Warton wrote the exquisite poem:-

Beneath this stony roof reclin’d


I sooth to peace my pensive mind,


And while to shade my lowly cave

Embow’ring trees their umbrage wave:


And while the maple dish is mine,


The beechen cup unstained with wine,


I scorn the gay licentious crowd


Nor heed the toys that deck the proud.


Within my limits, lone and still,

The lark-bird sings in artless trill;

Fast by my couch, congenial guest,

The wren has built her mossy nest;

From social scenes, by nature wise,

To lurk with innocence she flies;

Here hopes in safe repose to dwell

Nor aught suspects the sylvan cell.

At morn and eve I take my round

To mark bow blows my flowery mound,

And every budding primrose count

That trimply paints my blooming mount:

Or o’er the sculptures quaint and rude

Which deck my gloomy solitude,

I teach in many a wreath to stray

Fantastic Ivy’s gadding spray.

While such pure joys retirement wait

Who but would smile at guilty state,

Who but would wish his hole lot

In calm Obliviou’s thoughtful grot,

Who but would cast his pomp away

To take my staff and mantle gray,

And to the world’s tumultuous stage

Prefer the peaceful Hermitage.


On this sultry noon, tired with my ramble and resting in this peaceful Hermitage, I am half disposed to accept the poet’s indolent philosophy, but could we perceive it, there is the strain of a nobler ideal in the clanking engines and smoky chimney of the mines which have broken up the peaceful beauty of this domain. Pleasant enough are the idle day dreams in cool grot and mossy cell, but after all, “the end of man is an action and not a thought, though it were the noblest.”
