
Discovery of Dersingham Spring: Part 2

I visited Dersingham Spring again in the Autumnal sun of a Wednesday early afternoon. 
Whereas last time, unclear of where we needed to be, we stepped into the wilder area of 
The Collect from the footpath coming down from near the sawmill, this time I quickly got 
into the right area by scuttling into the woods just off the path coming from Sandringham 
Road.  It was easy, but full of nettles.

I took loads of photos.  I wanted to capture all the significant bits that I had written about 
last week, but I was discovering new magic.

Before I got to the spring, I saw the iconic massive oak tree with the branch that folds 
down to the ground before reaching again for the sky.  It's as if the oak has some banyan 
in its genetic makeup.  I contemplated climbing up this branch, and did actually walk a bit 
of it, but thoughts stopped me.  I wasn't here to climb and get stuck in a tree.  There was 
much I needed to do.



I was unsure of where the spring was.  Somehow, despite being here less than a week 
ago, the woods seemed quite unfamiliar on my revisit.  I found a smooth-running stream, 
and thought I'd found another spring.  I got quite excited.  It definitely looked very different 
to the spring that I sat with before.  After a few minutes of exploring this new spring, I 
realised that it was the spring.  The energy just seemed to have changed a lot.

I took photos of the first source:

and then explored the other sources.  I climbed into a dead bramble shrub to get some 



photos of perhaps the biggest source, about halfway down the stream before the fence.  I 
got stuck a fair bit, and went ankle-deep in mud (with no real issues – as I was back 
barefoot), but the energy was immense.

I love the mystical tree-made dam, where this source connects with the main stream.  I felt 
that people had come here a lot before, and had definitely prized this place.  Spiritual 
heritage is very important for me, especially after having lived for the past three years in 
Bath – somewhat of a pilgrimage site –, having visited Glastonbury on a few occasions 
over the past year, and having strong connections with a Hindu community in an ancient 
Welsh Druidic valley.  I have also taken time out to visit Walsingham over the past few 
months, both to check out their springs and to visit the shrines as a personal spiritual 
pilgrimage.



A few months ago I read parts of a document that I had found on the internet titled 'The 
Water Supply of Norfolk from Underground Sources', written by William Whitaker in 1921. 
It inspired me.  There were gaps in information, but Whitaker spoke a lot of how people 
would travel long distances to get the water from certain places.  I found, through googling 
'Norfolk springs' that Sedgeford had once been notable in the area for having very pure 
waters, with the 'ladywell' spring in Sedgeford considered as being a potential sacred 
pilgrimage site.  I have since visited the Sedgeford spring on a few occasions.  The water 
is probably the freshest water I have ever had the privilege to drink.  However, Whitaker 
wrote little of Sedgeford, simply stating that its water supply was decent in comparison with 
the undesirable state of the water in neighbouring villages.

Whitaker did, though, speak of how a spring 'at the northern end of Sandringham House' 
became important to the running of the Sandringham Estate in 1893, when the main water 
source for the Estate, coming from a usually 'excellent' spring that fed the Babingley River 
in Denbeck Wood, failed completely at the end of October that year.  The deficiency was 
'got over by pumping water from a shallow spring at the northern end of Sandringham 
House'.  He writes that the Estate became dependant on this alternative source for some 
two months until the main source began to flow again as normal by the 14th December 
1893.  A quick look at an OS map shows that, indeed, Dersingham Spring is just less a 
mile directly north of Sandringham House.



I found some piping in a wider and fuller part of the stream, just past where another spring 
joins the channel by a fence.  I don't know anything about historical plumbing, but might it 
be possible that this pipe, seemingly made from clay, was installed in that fateful autumn of 
1893, when it seems likely that this spring provided for the royal water?



My final task that I found myself committing to, spontaneously, was carving a heart into a 
tree by the spring.  It is right in front of one of those mysterious tree trunks that bridge the 
stream by growing parallel to the ground.  It is my note to the world to say that I have taken 
this experience of Dersingham Spring into my heart, and I have left a bit of my heart there. 
I want Dersingham Spring to be a pilgrimage site for years to come – we just need to start 
seeing the real beauty that exists there.
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