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Introduction


Has nothing been, because the sound if it has died away from dull ears?


Sir Timothy Eden





This book is inspired in part by the wonderful and extensive chronicles, journals and periodicals committed to print by the historians, antiquarians and other seekers after the odd and the curious in Georgian and Victorian County Durham.


An anthology of fact, anecdote and collected folklore, it is also a miscellany of notable individuals, surprising events and strange happenings throughout the historical County Palatine, bounded by the River Tyne in the north and the River Tees in the south. Though written in an ‘A–Z’ format, the interpretation of that format and the narrative is left quite loose, to reflect the style of the old chronicles upon which it is based.


A small number of subjects have been covered in more detail in my previous books and apologies to all if this seems like repetition, but they remain curious, and as such have a rightful place in this particular book. There are also simple anecdotes of which, though perhaps slightly odd, some readers may think that the only truly curious thing about them is why they have been included at all. But they at least caught the eye of the author and were thought to have merit enough to be passed on.


And so, in the following pages, the reader will find stories of murder and mystery, visions and vanishings, as well as a sample of the many ghosts that lurk in Durham’s shadows.


Samuel Johnson, writing in the eighteenth century, said of the appearance of ghosts: ‘All argument is against it; but all belief is for it.’ For the modern reader it may appear that little has changed. Certainly we all enjoy a good ghost story whether we believe it to be entirely genuine, a hoax perpetrated upon the credulous, or a complete fabrication of events intended to achieve a specific response or result. A good haunting can also mean good marketing! Some ghost accounts related today as being genuine do seem to be supported by being set in a credible, if sometimes vague, historical context. Strangely, however, little or no account of them can be found in older chronicles, where perhaps it would be expected that they should be recorded.


But this is not meant to be a book about the ghosts of County Durham and there are a number of excellent publications on that particular subject, by authors far more expert on it than this one.
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Of course many old stories, whether ghostly or not, will have undergone numerous developments over the years; variations, embellishments or perhaps even just being tweaked to make them more relevant or believable to a new or a different audience. And the curious can often search in vain for the definitive version. Indeed there have been in the past those gentleman antiquarians (the great historian of County Durham Robert Surtees among them) who had an easy and regular skill in discovering new old tales. Perhaps they really did come from the historical record, or perhaps from an indistinct and elusive source; perhaps occasionally from a certain old woman known only to the author, or from the grandfather of an anonymous servant; or perhaps, directly from their own imagination.


In this book, the reader will come across some tales – both ancient and recent – that are already well known and some characters that are familiar to us today as having played a significant role in the long story of County Durham. But the majority of the subjects are, quite literally, footnotes from our county’s history. Perhaps this book will bring their story to a new readership. For in the words of James Clepham, first written down in 1888 and recorded for posterity in the second volume of the Monthly Chronicle:





The myths and marvels of the morning time, the good old stories and legends, the tales of our grandfathers and of theirs, shall forever be a human heritage.





Martin Dufferwiel,


2014
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ALFRED’S VISION


Among the pictures exhibited at the Royal Academy in 1890 was a painting entitled The Sanctuary by the Newcastle artist Ralph Hedley. It is an imagined depiction of ‘what may have been a not unusual scene at the Great Door of Durham Cathedral, centuries ago’.


In AD 871, Alfred of Wessex defeated the invading Danes at the Battle of Ashdown in Berkshire. Soon after, however, his fortunes were reversed and by the middle of the same decade he was in hiding, deep in the Somerset marshes. His army defeated, his people scattered and faced by the all-conquering Great Heathen Army of Danish Vikings, he despaired for his own fate and for the fate of his kingdom. Hundreds of miles away, off the Northumberland coast, the same Viking threat had forced the monks of Lindisfarne to leave their beloved island home. Taking with them the body of St Cuthbert and their sacred gospels and relics, they began a long journey, seeking refuge in safe places; a journey that would lead eventually to Durham.


The story tells that one night, in his darkest despair, Alfred was approached by a beggar who asked him for food. Without question, Alfred gave half of the meagre provisions that he had, but the mysterious beggar simply disappeared into the night, leaving the food untouched. That same night Alfred had a vision of an aged priest holding a copy of the Gospels, adorned with gold and precious stones, saying ‘I am he to whom you gave your charity. I am Cuthbert, the soldier of Christ; be strong, and without fear, for God has given your enemy into your hands.’ So it was that in AD 878, Alfred prevailed over his enemy and became known to history as King Alfred the Great, the only English king ever to be given that epithet.


Alfred never forgot his vision of St Cuthbert and the strength that it had given him; he decreed that henceforward ‘St Cuthbert’s church should be a safe sanctuary for all fugitives’.


After their initial wanderings, the Community of St Cuthbert eventually made their way back to the North East. Here they were granted, ‘freed of all customs and services forever’, extensive lands between the rivers Wear and Tyne by the Danish chief, Guthred. Shortly afterwards their abbot had a dream in which, so he related, St Cuthbert had instructed him to go to Guthred and: ‘Command him, moreover, to make my church a sure refuge for fugitives, that everyone, for whatever reason he may flee to my body, may enjoy inviolable protection.’ Needless to say that this command, which had been confirmed by King Alfred, was obeyed by Guthred.
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‘The Sanctuary’, a line drawing from a painting by Ralph Hedley.


Indeed, the right of sanctuary would continue to be held inviolate by Alfred’s Anglo-Saxon successors, by later Norman conquerors and by medieval kings. And so it was that Durham Cathedral, the eventual permanent resting place of St Cuthbert’s body, with its almost mystical power as the guardian of his shrine, would remain (until Tudor times) one of the main places of refuge in the whole of northern England.


Around the year 1140, the sanctuary knocker, familiar to visitors today, was hung on the great North Door of the cathedral. A representation of ‘some monstrous beast, unknown, save in the literature and art of fabledom’, the bronze lion-like head with its strange, tendril-like mane protruding behind, became, literally, the face of sanctuary at Durham Cathedral; and the image that every fugitive, whether fleeing from oppression, justice or revenge, sought out.


Every church offered a basic right of sanctuary to a criminal. However, sites acknowledged by a king as being of special significance offered a higher degree of sanctuary, including protection from treasonable offences. Such sites might be connected with the shrine of a saint, such as Durham Cathedral, or with a site of martyrdom and consequently had a higher religious, and therefore symbolic, authority. Indeed, one Robert Marshall claimed sanctuary at Durham Cathedral for the offence of high treason against the king, thought to be either Henry IV or Henry V, and the king himself acknowledged the sanctity of Marshall’s protection at Durham.
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‘Some monstrous beast, unknown, save in the literature and art of fabledom.’
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The sanctuary knocker.
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The great North Door of Durham Cathedral today.


Over the years, however, the protection of the Church came to be abused by canny criminals keen to use it simply to avoid trial by a jury, or to escape the wrath of their victims. Eventually, in Tudor times, a lawbreaker’s sanctuary rights began to be reduced and their significance eroded. All treasonable offences were removed from the protection of the Church and eventually, in the year 1624, King James I passed an Act to abolish the right of sanctuary, ending this sacred and historic right with the rather prosaic words: ‘Be it also enacted, that no Sanctuary or privilege of Sanctuary shall hereafter be allowed in any case.’


At Durham, before the year 1464, there is no written record to tell us who and how many claimed the sanctuary of St Cuthbert’s church, or the nature of the offences that had brought them there. But it is to be imagined that the desperate hands of many had clasped the smooth bronze handle that hangs from the lion’s mouth and hammered out their claim. The records kept from 1464 onwards tell us that between that year and the year 1524, 331 souls claimed sanctuary at Durham Cathedral. Of those, 195 were murderers, but their number also included horse thieves, cattle rustlers and burglars and they came from as far afield as Lincolnshire, Northamptonshire and Derbyshire.


The hollow hammering of Durham’s sanctuary knocker was last heard on 10 September 1524, at that place ‘where all those religious and mystic influences, had, for ages, gathered around the incorruptible body of one who was regarded as amongst the greatest Saints in Christendom’. And which (because of Alfred’s vision deep in the Somerset marshes some six and a half centuries before) had become over those centuries, ‘one of the most celebrated Sanctuaries in England’.


APPETITES


These days we are constantly being told, or so it seems, to watch our diet. Too much of any one thing and indeed general overindulgence in food or alcohol is, as we are relentlessly reminded, bad for us. However, at the same time, we are assured that everything is fine in moderation and just make sure that you get your ‘five a day’.


For Mark Shafto of Whitworth, five a day would fall somewhat short of the norm. An ancestor of Bonny Bobby Shafto, Mark had an epithet of his own, for he was known the county round as Six Bottle Mark. This, we are told by J.J. Dodd in his History of the Urban District of Spennymoor, refers to his general fondness for imbibing and in particular to the amount of port wine he would consume at any one sitting.


Dodd tells us that an inscription on the wall of Whitworth church extols Mark Shafto’s virtues of being amiable, liberal, pious, and humble and a source of great hilarity amongst his peers. It finishes with the subtle but knowing allusion to his epithet, proclaiming him ‘easier to be praised than imitated’.


Reverend John Tyson of Kirk Merrington likewise had a fondness for the bottle. Faced with a less than enthusiastic congregation, Tyson, we are told, kept a supply of whisky in the vestry which he used to ‘fortify him for the pulpit’. And it was from the vestry that one day, before service, Tyson processed into the church in great solemnity, with head bowed and his eyes closed in spiritual contemplation. On reaching the pulpit and beginning with the words ‘Dearly beloved brethren’, he looked up and saw that his congregation consisted solely of the verger. With a sigh of resignation, Tyson snapped shut his Bible and invited the verger back to the vestry for a drink.


Tyson, we are told, was also a stickler for the collection of his tithes. An ancient duty, the collection of tithes was particularly unpopular with farmers, who had to provide the Church with a tenth of everything they produced. A local farmer once thought he’d escaped the scrutiny of Revd Tyson, ever vigilant for what was due to him. The good reverend, it seemed, had missed a brood of ten goslings the farmer had reared. However, one day, when the geese were grown and fat, the vicar’s agent seized one of them as they were leaving the farmyard. On asking Tyson why he hadn’t taken the bird when it was little, the farmer was told, ‘I waited till it was ready’.


Indeed, Tyson’s fondness for the bottle seems to have been more than matched by his fondness for food; lots of it, and regularly. He was well known for his prodigious appetite and was once heard to declare that a whole goose ‘was too much for one, but too little for two’. He also enjoyed mutton, of which he would happily consume a whole leg at his dinner. Tyson was a nightmare for local innkeepers – often, during his visits, he would consume provisions intended for other guests whilst being distinctly parsimonious with his payment.


[image: images]


Kirk Merrington church.
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Revd John Tyson: ‘The innkeepers of Durham dreaded his coming.’


Gowland’s inn was situated in New Elvet, Durham and, during his frequent visits to St Cuthbert’s city, was a favourite haunt of Revd Tyson. Consequently, Gowland knew him very well and had even been heard berating the hungry Tyson when he’d arrived at his door: ‘Now Tyson, a canna de with ye for eighteen pence, a canna de with ye!’ So Gowland knew what to expect when one day Tyson returned and, on entering, left in the hallway of the inn a leg of mutton that he had just purchased for his own private home consumption. Seeing his opportunity, Gowland instructed his man to take the mutton to the kitchen and have it prepared for the vicar’s repast. This was done and, to the relief of Mr Gowland, the continued healthiness of his store of provisions, and to the satisfaction of Revd Tyson’s hunger, the leg was duly consumed.


What Tyson’s reaction was when he discovered that he had devoured his own leg of mutton is not recorded, but at least Gowland did not charge him for his meal!
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BRIDEWELL’S GUEST


It was the summer of the year 1799. The last twelve months had been good for Mary Nicholson, considering her situation.


Those twelve months had seen Mary living in Durham City and dutifully attending to her chores and to the wishes of her master and his family. Going about her business in the city, she had become acquainted and had made friends with many of the townspeople. She had become a familiar face and was universally liked. But Mary Nicholson’s year was almost over.


Mary, moreover, was no ordinary servant girl; her current master was the gaoler of the house of correction: the Bridewell. The second of the city’s prisons, it was almost buried beneath Elvet Bridge and, since 1634, had been a filthy, rat-infested home to murderers, thieves, vagrants, debtors, drunks and those awaiting trial or execution. And it was a notorious incident indeed that had led Mary to be resident at such a grim and undesirable address.
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Elvet Bridge. The Bridewell was behind the steps on the right of the bridge.


Mary Nicholson was a quiet young woman, an orphan, and for a number of years she had worked as a servant girl in the outwardly respectable household of farmer John Atkinson of Little Stainton. But Mary had a childlike intellect, her mental age fell well short of her years and there had been dark and uncomfortable rumours that Atkinson ‘had taken great liberties and behaved very cruelly to her’. The truth behind these rumours seems to have been borne out for, by April 1798, Mary could take no more from John Atkinson and decided to have her revenge. Whilst shopping in Darlington she procured some arsenic powder, then commonly available from any general dealers. She claimed it was needed for washing sheep.


Mary returned to the household and proceeded to mix the arsenic powder with flour so that she could make John Atkinson one of his favourite puddings. But that day, her plan, such as it was, went wrong. Her master was not hungry and the deadly flour mixture was left unused. Seeing the flour mixture, however, the matriarch of the household (John Atkinson’s mother, Elizabeth Atkinson) took it and made a loaf of bread, which the whole family then shared. All five members of the household became violently ill. A doctor was sent for and four of them were brought back from the brink. The fifth, Elizabeth Atkinson herself, lingered in agony for sixteen days before eventually dying.


Mary Nicholson was distraught. Horrified at what had happened, she freely admitted to three different people that the responsibility for the tragedy was hers. She further confessed to planning to poison John Atkinson in revenge for certain ‘bad deeds’ he had inflicted upon her. The modern reader can only guess at the enormities which Mary may have been subjected to by her master. Bizarrely, however, the Atkinson family simply dismissed her from their service, telling her that if she left and never returned to their house they would take no proceedings against her. But Mary had nobody to turn to and she had nowhere to go. For some time she wandered the countryside, aimless, homeless, wretched and starving. Although occasionally taken in and fed by farmers such as a Mr Ord in Newfield, the poor girl could see no future for herself and returned to the Atkinson household to appeal for their mercy. She was promptly handed over to the authorities.


Mary was sent for trial in Durham City at the Summer Assizes of 1798. Heard before Mr Justice le Blanc, her case, so it seemed to the court, was an open and shut one and the verdict was duly returned, proclaiming her guilty of wilful murder. Mary was sentenced to death.


But there was a problem. She had been charged and indicted for intentionally conniving to murder Elizabeth Atkinson, which clearly was not true. She had freely admitted her desire to end the life of John Atkinson, using the poisoned flour, but in the end she hadn’t done it. She had done nothing with the poisoned flour. She hadn’t even prepared the fatal loaf of bread; Elizabeth Atkinson had done that, dooming herself. The death of Elizabeth Atkinson had not been brought about intentionally, or in a premeditated fashion, by Mary Nicholson and there was a strong argument to say, therefore, that the death was not murder. A skilful lawyer could even perhaps have claimed that it had been a tragic accident.


A prosecution could fail if a fault in the actual indictment could be proven. Mary Nicholson, however, was alone in court. She had nobody to speak for her and no legal representative to press home the argument. Nonetheless, a point of law was raised regarding the indictment and, by implication, the sentence. The issue would be passed to a higher authority and Mary was given a temporary reprieve. Details of her case were sent to the twelve judges sitting at the Common Law Courts in Westminster and in the event it would take another year before Mary knew her ultimate fate. For the immediate future, Mary would be remanded in custody in Durham City, in the dreaded Bridewell.


From the outset of that year, Mary began doing what she knew best: an honest job. She gained the trust of the gaoler, eventually working as an unofficial housekeeper for his family. So hardworking, reliable and diligent was she, that she was eventually fully accepted into their domestic circle, winning their sympathy. She was indeed proving to be an exemplary individual and over the following months she was freely allowed to go on errands around the city. By all accounts she grew to be on friendly terms with many of the shopkeepers and tradesmen with whom she had the day-to-day dealings of a housekeeper, eventually becoming a well-known and well-liked face in Durham City. In time all restrictions on her movements were lifted but, despite the terrible shadow which hung over her, and though she oft times had the opportunity to do so, never once over those twelve months did Mary attempt to escape. She never did display the actions of a murderess awaiting execution.


And so the year passed and the month of July returned. The Durham Assize sat in session and the day of Mary’s judgement arrived. The whole bad business would surely now be brought to an end. Mary’s was the first case to be heard and, in view of her year-long incarceration, the presiding judge was quick to hand down the final decision of the justices of the Common Law Courts: Mary Nicholson was to be hanged the following Saturday, 22 July 1799.


People in the courtroom were horrified. Surely, they thought, this could not be right. Surely the same girl that had become so familiar to so many people in Durham City over the last year could not be some cold-hearted murderess, justly doomed to the gallows. But the decision had been made. The execution was to take place, so the chronicles record, on Framwellgate Moor.


Mary Nicholson’s final few days went by and the day of her execution soon dawned. A large crowd gathered on the moor to show their respects to the friend they had made and to give to her what support they could during her final ordeal. Mary was taken to the gallows on the back of a cart and when she got there, bearing herself with dignity, said sad farewells to those whom she had come to know well over the past year. When the time came and all holy rites had been done, the horse was clipped, the cart rolled away and as the rope tightened, Mary Nicholson glimpsed eternity.


But as she swung, the rope which was slowly ending her life suddenly snapped and Mary fell to the ground in a swoon. To the assembled crowd it seemed that at last, perhaps through divine intervention, real justice had been granted to Mary; she had been reprieved for a second time and this time seemingly by a much higher power than mere earthly judges. She was quickly revived by friends. Her fate was of course still in the hands of the law but the assembled crowd believed that, under these singular circumstances, she surely would be freed.
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Durham: looking back from the road to the gallows.


However, after only a short consideration, her fate was confirmed; she would be hanged again. The unbending, remorseless and unforgiving demands of the law and the agonies of slow strangulation, it seemed, could not be avoided. It took the best part of an hour for someone to go back into the city, to procure and return with another suitable rope. Twice condemned and twice it seemed reprieved; Mary, now resolved to her ultimate fate, chatted calmly to her distressed friends and awaited her own death.


There were those who murmured against what they saw as the gross injustice surrounding the trial and execution of Mary Nicholson. She had been found guilty of the premeditated murder of a woman she had not intended to kill. Meanwhile the real object of her admitted murderous intention, John Atkinson, had escaped without ever being called to account for whatever enormities he had committed upon Mary. Enormities which had, inevitably it seems, hardened her mind to murder but details of which had never been set out before the court in mitigation for Mary during her trial. She had been sentenced to death only to serve a law-abiding and trusted year in fear that her sentence would be confirmed and in hope that it would be overturned. She had again been spared, this time by a weak rope and, so those around claimed, the intercession of the Almighty.


Her final hour passed as the replacement rope was brought and attached to the gallows. The prisoner was once again made to alight the cart and, without further ado, the tragic Mary Nicholson was, in the words of the Newcastle Chronicle of the day, ‘launched into eternity amidst the shrieks and distressful cries of the surrounding spectators’.


BROOMSTICK BRIDGE


In Barnard Castle, the old County Bridge spans the River Tees under the lofty gaze of Bernard de Baliol’s ruined walls.


For years, indeed centuries, the bridge, as its title suggests, served as a thoroughfare between the counties of Durham and Yorkshire. During this time, it saw a constant stream of human traffic including tinkers and traders, wanderers and wayfarers, armies and artisans.


But probably the most unusual activities ever to be seen on the bridge were illicit weddings.


Alexander Hilton was an honourable clerical gentleman who came from an old County Durham family and had held a number of livings within the bishopric, being for a time Rector of Romaldkirk. When he died, he left behind a son, Cuthbert, who was very different from the father. In fact, Cuthbert Hilton is recorded as being ‘of great notoriety’ and, though named after the patron saint of the County Palatine of Durham, Cuthbert Hilton had taken no holy orders and had trained instead as a Bible clerk to his father.
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The old County Bridge, Barnard Castle, around 1823.


Nonetheless, when the time came, Cuthbert considered himself fully competent and fully qualified to carry out marriage ceremonies. This, admittedly, he did in an unconventional and peculiar way, which was simple in the extreme.


The couple about to be joined in matrimony were escorted by the presiding Cuthbert Hilton to the middle of the County Bridge; no doubt friends followed and any traffic was stopped. Once there, Hilton placed a broomstick across the road and instructed the couple to jump over it together whilst he recited the following doggerel:





My blessings on your pates,


And your groats in my purse;


You are never the better,


And I’m never the worse.





That was that and, with the marriage ceremony now complete, the satisfied newly-weds happily went on their way while the equally satisfied Cuthbert Hilton departed with his purse hanging heavy about him.
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CONSPIRACY AND CODE


There in Durham’s Gothic shade


His relics are in secret laid;


But none may know the place,


Save of his holiest servants three,


Deep sworn to solemn secrecy,


Who share that wondrous grace.





The above lines were written by Sir Walter Scott and appear in his poem Marmion. They refer to an age-old tradition which tells that the body of St Cuthbert does not in fact lie at the spot in Durham Cathedral now familiar to all as his grave. The tradition suggests that the body was moved in the mid-sixteenth century to another place, the location of which remains secret to this day.


The Reformation had arrived in England. Durham Cathedral would be surrendered to Dr Leigh, Dr Henley and Master Blitheman, Commissioners of King Henry VIII. A sledgehammer had crashed down upon the shrine of St Cuthbert, ‘One of the most sumptuous in all England’, and with that crude blow the age of its splendour had been ended: ‘Its treasures stolen away and the body treated with indignity.’ The king’s officers set about clearing away the myths of antiquity by destroying both the shrine and the sacred reputation of the saint’s incorruptibility. No doubt the monks of Durham watched, horrified, as the grave was opened and the body of the great saint was violently disrespected.


If the Commissioners had expected or hoped to find only a skeleton (proving once and for all that the belief in the saint’s incorruptibility was nothing more than a superstitious myth), then what they actually found must have disappointed and unnerved them, even causing them to send off for further instructions from a higher authority. For the Rites of Durham, written in 1593, relate that the saint’s body, over 850 years after his burial, was found to be: ‘Whole, uncorrupt, and with his face bare and his beard, as it had been a fortnight’s growth, and all his vestments upon him as he was accustomed to say mass, and his metwand of gold lying beside him.’


Instructions came back to the Commissioners that the coffin should be reinterred. The monks of Durham once again laid to rest the body of their saint, covering his now shattered shrine with the simple grey slab we see today. Or did they?


The tradition persists that, fearing further enormities against the holy remains of their patron, they removed St Cuthbert’s body and placed in his coffin the bones of another. They then reinterred the saint secretly at some other location within the cathedral, the knowledge of which is said to have been held since that time by the successors of those few conspiratorial monks.


In 1827, however, St Cuthbert’s grave was reopened by Revd James Raine. This time no complete body was found; simply a skeleton, of normal proportions, with traces of what appeared to be skin still adhering to bones; disjointed and detached, but undamaged. There was also, rather surprisingly, what appeared to be eyeballs, but which, upon examination, were seen to have been made of ‘a mere preparation’. Proof it seemed, for those who looked for it, that the myth of St Cuthbert’s incorruptibility had most probably always been just that: a myth.


It has been suggested, however, that, perhaps reflecting the religious mood in the country at the time, Revd Raine had something of his own agenda and wished ‘not to confirm his faith, but to establish his scepticism’. And the coffin exposed by him, dry as a bone itself, told that bones were indeed all that it had ever contained and ‘most satisfactorily proved that flesh and blood had never been its inmates’.
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St Cuthbert’s grave and site of his shrine, destroyed in the Reformation.


Concerns were also raised in some quarters about the way the investigation had been carried out. Why, it was asked, had it been conducted in such a seemingly casual, surreptitious, even secretive way? Comments were made about the fact that only one prebendary of the cathedral had been present, together with a verger and two workmen. Strange, it seemed, for something of such potential importance. Another prebendary had actually been present in the cathedral at the time but was apparently oblivious of the proceedings whilst ‘engaged in the services of the choir’. After going to investigate unexpected and unexplained noises, he found the workmen actually trampling around in the saint’s grave. Immediately realising the significance of what was happening, he sent off a request for more witnesses to be brought from the city and from Ushaw College before the investigation went any further. Interestingly the sub-dean refused, apparently because he did not want a fuss!


Other doubts were raised. It was revealed that, sometime before the grave was uncovered, an opening had been discovered in the masonry at the end of the burial vault. Apparently this had been filled with loose stones ‘which proved that the grave had been opened previously to the investigation’. Had this been done in centuries past or more recently?


Some protesters also insisted that written records detailed how one of the saint’s legs had been broken when the sixteenth-century Commissioners flung the contents of the coffin across the floor. The fact that the bones discovered in 1827 were reputedly intact seemed to cast further doubt over whether they really were the bones of the saint. It was also felt to be significant that a linen wrapping cloth, present in the grave at the time of the Commissioners, was not there in 1827. And why it was asked, in the heat of the Reformation, would the Commissioners have even reported what they had found at Durham if it was not true? After all, they were representatives of the new thinking, of the new Church of Henry VIII; it was their business to debunk such superstitious legends of the old order, not to confirm them.
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