
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mave Marian, The Sherwood Dowser   



ADVENTURES OF A SHERWOOD DOWSER PART 3 ð HUCKNALL ST MARY 

MAGDALENE AND BYRONõS GRAVE 

A few days after communicating with the poet Byron through a portal in a Yew Tree at 

Newstead Abbey (see Adventures of a Sherwood Dowser Part 2) I decided to try to use 

the portal remotely by simply visualising it. It worked  and I was given the message , òMeet 

me at my grave tomorrowó. Portals and spirits are something very new to me, in the past 

I have clung to the pseudo -scientific subject of earth energies and drawing straight lines 

on maps where I felt on safer ground , but after a year of Lockdown Zooms where I was 

connecting with  people who have all sorts of amazing talents, I was keen to expand my 

horizons and delve deeper into the more spiritual  side of  dowsing. 

Despite wanting to be buried with his beloved dog at Newstead Abbey, Byron (1788 -

1824) is b uried in the Byron family vault at the Church of St Mary Magdalene, at 

Hucknall, around 2.5 mile s south of Newstead Abbey . So, t he following  day that was 

where I headed for.  I  had dowsed what time to arrive  so was non too happy to find  a 

service was about to start in the Church  and I couldnõt gain access the grave for another 

hour. 

Since my appointment with Byron had been delayed, I decided to do a bit of earth energ y 

dowsing around the graveyard to see if I could find the Alignment or Ley that I had 

plotted on the OS map as connecting Annesley Old Church  to  Hucknall Church  and several 

other locations  (see Adventures of a Sherwood Dowser Part 1) . I did find a Ley going 

through  the Church, but it turned out to be coming from the wrong direction  and couldnõt 

be the line I had drawn on the OS map . However, I was able to confirm that while the 

service was taking place  energy started to flow along the Ley  that I had found 

effectivel y turning it into what Dowsers term an òEnergy Leyó. So perhaps there had 

been good reason for me to arrive early  after all . 

As the service was drawing to a close , I sat in the shade under a lovely Holm Oak tree to 

cool off  and was amused when a Churchward en approached me and said, òAre you the lady 

who is waiting for  someone to  show her  around the Church?ó. Little did she know how 

true that was , but th at  someone was the spirit of Byron.  

The Byron family Vault is directly below the Chancel of the Church  and covered with a 

wooden box. The (Energy) Ley I had found outside ran right  through  it .  Here, I 

connected with Byron again. He showed me the various memorials erected to him that 

formed part of a Byron Heritage Trail and repeated the message he had given me at 

Newstead Abbey - òHistory hath much misunderstood me, I neõer craved any of thisó.  He 

told me he didnõt want to be buried here and begged me to take his remains back to 

Newstead.  I had to explain that I wasnõt Lara Croft and couldnõt just go tomb raiding 



and put his bones in my backpack . He re lented and instead asked me to return  to Annesley 

Old Church to help him find  his beloved Mary , by which I assumed he meant his  childhood 

sweetheart , Mary Ann Charworth , who had been the heiress to  Annesley Hall and the 

Charworth estates.  

Back at  Annesley Old Church Byron showed me where he used to walk with Mary and told 

me that contrary to historyõs claim that Mary did not return his affection, the truth was 

that her  famil y didnõt wish them to marry . Byron said that Maryõs spirit was trapped in 

the ruined Annesley Hall and asked me to help release her , which hopefully I did. 

Since I had found myself  back at Annesley Old Church, I decided I may as well do a bit 

more earth energy dowsing. However, at that moment a group of ramblers turned up. 

Being rather hot and bothered, I wasnõt in the mood to explain what dowsing was to a 

group of walkers  so headed for the Beacon Tree at the ot her end of the churchyard and 

sat beneath it  out of sight . While I was sitting there , I decided to play Tim Wheaterõs 

òGayatri Mantra ó on my phone and was delighted to find that the (Energy) Leys radiating 

from the Beacon Tree immediately sprang into life as if someone had flicked a switch 

and turned the  generator on . It felt  similar to  how the one in Hucknall Church yard had 

transformed  during the service  earlier that morning , but this time more powerful.  

The ramblers eventually rambled away, but my freedo m to wander around waggling sticks 

and flapping my arms  around was soon curtailed again when two ladies arrived, one of 

them dragging a bright orange wheeled suitcase  behind her. They  disappeared 

purposeful ly i nto the ruined Church. I sat under a Copper Beech tree for a while  

wondering what on earth was going on and remembering the newspaper reports I had 

read of òwitchcraftó being practiced in the area . I wondered if I should leave before I 

was turned into a to ad or worse . Eventually curiosity got the better of me  and I peered 

through one of the window holes to find a photo shoot was in progress . The model had 

long red hair and was wearing a beautiful maroon  goddess-style velvet dress , making her 

look like the t raditional depictions of Mary Magdalene from whose Church at Hucknall I 

had just come . 

When you put out to the universe that you want to learn about something new, be it 

Portals, Spirit s or òBeacon Treesó, the universe often seems to rearrange itself so you 

will have the opportunity to learn these things, albeit in unexpected and cryptic ways 

that often involve you being on the look -out for synchronicities.   

The captions b elow the photographs tell  the story of my adventure  and the Earth Energy 

research that I did in more detail . 

Mave Marian, The Sherwood Dowser  

https://dowsingsherwood.wixsite.com/website/dowsing -sherwood 



 

IMAGE 1 ð The Church of St Mary Magdalene at Hucknall is on the site of a former 

Saxon Church and its oldest parts date from 1180.  It is thought that around 1050 a 

clearing was made in Sherwood Forest for the erection of a hall, built 200 yards south 

of the present church tower.  The hamlet, in a forest clearing of tall oaks, became ôHall 

in the Oaksõ, and in the Anglo-Saxon language an oak was ôockõ, becoming ôHockenallõ, later 

Hucknall. 

 

 

 

  



 

IMAGE 2 - The Sherwood Forest pentagram  with Bolsover Castle in the west, Blyth 

Prior y Church in the north, Woodcoates deserted medieval village in the east, Southwell 

Minster in the SE and Newstead Abbey  in the SW. The Major Oak , which is the guardian 

tree of Sherwood Forest , is in the centre . The green circle shows the locatio n of Hucknal l 

around 2.5 mil es south of Newstead Abbey.  

  



 

IMAGE 3 ð Part of the i nformation board outside St Mary Magdalene Hucknall showing 

how proud the  locals are of the Byron heritage.  However, Byronõs spirit told me òHistory 

hath much misunderstood me, I neõer craved any of thisó.  I later found that his memoirs 

had been burned shortly after his death, so his side of the story has never been told.  

  



 

IMAGE 4 ð The (Energy) Ley came across the marketplace car park (left) and through 

this tree to the NE end of t he Church. It was running in a straight horizontal line one 

metre above ground level.  It entered the Chancel of the Church at a protruding right 

angle in the stonework. It felt like a tube or cable around 5cm in diameter and initially 

had no detectable energy flowing along it.  

  



IMAGE 5 ð The (Energy) Ley entered the Church from the NE and flowed diagonally 

across the Chancel and right through the wooden box that had been made to cover the 

entrance to the Byron family v ault.  

 

  


