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Ditchfield was a clergyman and Hon. Secretary of the Berkshire Archaeological Society for thirty years, amongst other editing and authoring credits.   He mentions in many places in this book that his travels were by bicycle.

His book consists of descriptions of journeys around the county, and consists mostly of village and town histories, anecdotes, and church descriptions.

The selected extracts cover the length of the Devil's Highway and the Ridgeway in Berkshire.  Norden's map of Windsor Forest gets mentioned too.
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p.6

  This wide district was a forest of nature ages before it became a legal forest under the rule of Norman kings.  It was the great “Frith”, a lonely unfrequented region where deer and wolf and wild boars roamed, and Celtic folk pastured their flocks and fashioned their earthworks on the hills to guard their tracks and pit-dwellings.  The Romans cut their way through it by their road which led from London through Staines (ad Pontes) to Silchester the Calleva Attrebatrim, the stronghold of that powerful British tribe, and thence to Bath and the West of England.  We can trace that road now.  The Saxons when they came to our shores wondered at the evidence of a civilization that had passed away, and could only attribitute it to the work of some powerful demon, Grim ;  so they called it the Devil’s highway, or the Devil’s Causeway.

  This ancient thoroughfare, often trodden by Roman legionaries, Roman and Gaulish merchants and traders, enters Berkshire at the north-east corner of Bagshot Park and just off the Bagshot and Bracknell road, and there you will find Rapley’s Farm.  In one of the fields, called in the ordnance map Roman Down,  many Roman remains were found about a century and a half ago, showing that it was the site of a Roman station of some importance.

  With some difficulty we trace the road’s course through woods between Windlesham and Duke’s Hill, and next pick it up as a broad grass drive beyond the lake which lies to the south of the farm, showing that somewhere near this it must have changed its course.  We were always told in our youth that Roman roads ran straight form place to place, but this is a delusion.  The Romans were wise folk, and not so foolish as to sacrifice the advantages of level tracks and firm ground to a passion for straightness.

  We have far to travel and I do not propose to ask you to accompany me along its whole course.  We lose it here and there, where the lie of the ground has been much altered of late years,  but find it again along forest tracks, an earthwork as on Tower Hill, cuttings on the sides of hills, and ditches well defined proclaiming its presence.  Sometimes you have to exercise the cunning of a Red Indian tracker to discover this road ; in other places it is as plain as a pikestaff.  We see a little off the road a collection of very ancient thorn bushes known as Wickham Bushes, where was the site of an old Romano-British village.  Coins, broken pottery, tiles and iron nails have been found here in abundance…. It has been called “the Town”.  Captain Kempthorne, in his pamphlet on “the Devil’s Highway” suggests that it was a village settlement….

p.8

  But it is time to start again along our road.  From Wickham Bushes we traverse its course to a spot close to Broadmoor Asylum, where criminal lunatics are detained “during His Majesty’s pleasure”, and thence to Crowthorne village, which owes its origin to the great public school, Wellington College, founded in memory of the Great Duke in 1856…   The old track is visible on the side of the hill leading into Crowthorne, and the road passes through Circle Hill by a cutting twenty feet deep.  The remains of the Causeway appears, eight feet above the heather, or did so a few years ago ; but the builders have been busy here, and foundations have been dug and the grit that the Romans laid down has been found very useful for mixing mortar.  A little further we come to the golf links nigh the Ravenswood estate.  There I have often seen the Roman milestone, which I hope the golfers have left undisturbed.  Another, discovered near Finchampstead Church is now in the garden of that charming old house, Bannisters.  The road crosses the Wokingham road, past a new lodge, aptly named Roman Lodge, to Heathpool, which was formed in Roman times by building an embankment across the course of a small stream to construct a convenient watering-place for travellers.  It then mounts the hill known as Finchampstead Ridges, though avoiding its steepest slopes.  Stop at the summit and admire the view.

p.10

  These Finchampstead Ridges benefit by  a splendid road made by the late Mr. John Walter, propietor of The Times, who has left an indelible mark upon this neighbourhood by his benefactions and his buildings ;  it finishes in a noble avenue, a mile in length, of Wellingtonia pines, fifty-five on each side, forming a grand approach to Wellington College.

…

  But the road is waiting for us, and we strike it again at Finchampstead Church, which occupies a commanding position on a hill, where once stood a rectangular camp of Roman date, formed doubtless to protect the road.  Much of it has disappeared, but the remains of the vallum can still be traced.  The road passed just to the north of the camp and a loop road ran up to the camp, rejoining the main one on the other side, being cut deeply out of the side of the hill, so as to enable troops to descend under cover in either direction.

p.12

  Proceeding along the road we find it marked on the left hand side of the lane leading from the “White Horse Inn” to the Nine Mile Ride.  It then takes to the fields, but can be detected in dry summer by the thinness of the corn that grows upon its course.  The Roman milestone, already mentioned, now in the garden of Bannisters, was taken from Six Acres Field hard-by.

  Actually on the road is the interesting house of West Court, long the home of the St. John family, and possessing some fine carved mantelpieces and its long drive is the actual road itself, which then proceeds to Little Ford, where the Blackwater and Whitewater rivers unite, through Riseley village.  Though it has to pass through fields where all traces have vanished, we can conjecture its course by the names Coldharbour Wood, Stamford End,  where there was a ford over the Loddon, Stratfield Saye, Stratfield Turgis, and Stratfield Mortimer, the prefix strat signifying street or paved way.  The road skirted the north of Stratfield Saye Park, which was granted to the great Duke of Wellington by a grateful nation, and is still held by his descendants, and runs along Park Lane until at length it reaches the west gate of the old Roman town of Silchester.

p.21

  To know the forest you must study Norden’s map, wherein are set out all its roads, highways and byways, towns, villages, bailiwicks, walks, and the kind of deer preserved therein.  When the king, whose flatterers had called him “the Solomon of the North”, but who was really very stupid, boorish, unpleasant, caring for little but his hunting, came to the English throne, he set John Norden to work to survey his Honor of Windsor with special reference to his sport.  Norden performed his task well, and the result is an admirable map and description which are full of interest.

p.25

  Before we leave the actual forest and its story I must point out sundry bypaths and byways that intersect our district.  They radiate like spokes of a wheel from the Castle as the centre.  There is one long road called the Nine Mile Ride, literally nine weary miles in length through the pine woods.  These roads owe their origin in the first instance to Queen Anne, called “the Good”.  She had a passion for hunting, and, as Dean Swift records in his letter to Stella, she used to hunt the stag in summer through the meridian heat, and drove forty miles in one day.  When she came to the throne she could no longer mount into the saddle and used to ride in an open “calash” in the forest down the long drives which she had made.  Dean Swift mentions that she hunted in a chaise with one horse, driving herself, and “she drives furiously like Jehu, and is a mighty hunter like Nimrod”.

  Nine of these drives which form a feature of our forest radiate from the Soldier’s Pillar at Ascot, and others from different points of the surrounding heathlands.  Many of them were completed by George III who in his later years could not ride a horse.  I believe the Nine Mile Ride was made by him and ends lamely close to a brick-kiln.

p.165

  Streatley takes its name from the ancient Icknield Street, or the way of the Iceni, that wonderful road which traversed England from East Anglia to Bath and Devonshire.  Along its course Celts, Romans, Saxons and Danes have travelled.  It leads us to one of the most interesting districts in Berkshire, if not in England, great open tracts of rolling downs with magnificent views and panoramas.  Camps and earthworks and tumuli abound, and somewhere on these heights King Alfred fought the Danes at the great Battle of Ascesdune, and the great White Horse looks down the Vale, and, as some suppose, marks the site of that ancient battlefield.

…

  Along the summit of the Downs runs this old Icknield Way, which we Berkshire folk call the Ridgeway, or in the vernacular “the Rudge”.  At the foot of the hills is the Portway running through Wantage.  The former is the most ancient road.  In ancient times the Vale was a marshy swamp with islands here and there.  Miss Hayden calls her charming book describing these old-world villages “the Islands of the Vale”.   Traffic along the Vale was uncertain or impossible save perhaps in summer when the floods disappeared.  So our primitive forefathers “took the highroad”…

But in Roman times when the Thames had carved a deeper channel and the soil of the Vale was drier,  and as rich as any land in England after its submersion, it was possible to take the low road, as we propose to do when we have feasted our eyes on the glories of this wondrous country.   Of the Ridgeway, the late Mr. Vincent wrote so excellently that I cannot refrain from quoting his words :

  “Of this Ridgeway, indeed, it may be said without much fear of contradiction that, saving only the rivers, and other ways passing over downs, it is and must be incomparably the oldest highway in the kingdom.  It has been there always, from a  human point of view.  It needed no making and it has never been made by man.  It was never masked with trees nor clogged by marshes.  It offered itself on the obvious path from east to west and from west to east from the very beginning of human time.  It is, if the phrase may be permitted, God’s own road that needs no mending, that cannot be improved ; and if it has rung with the clash of weapons, with the shouts of warriors from the days of the Atrebates even until those of the Stuarts, it has also accomplished its purpose as a road of peace.  For it will hardly be credited, but it is true, that there are men living in the Vale of the White Horse now who remember the days when coal came from South Wales along the Ridgeway by wagon, and the residents in the Vale sent their teams up to the Ridgeway to fetch it.” (1)
Ditchfield's footnote (1)  This shows the ingenuity of the wagoners in those days who doubtless travelled by these old roads in order to avoid the turnpike gates.  I have heard that the Welsh drovers used to bring thousands of sheep to Ilsley market and Welsh ponies to Berkshire fairs without paying a penny in tolls.

p.211

  Following the road past the stone [referring to Blowing Stone] we climb the hill, and a walk of less than a mile takes us straight to the old Icknield Way, along which our feet wander.  It is not exactly a road for motors or carriages, and your bicycle must be strongly built to stand the ruts and unevenness.  But it is a glorious road, nevertheless.
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