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Protecting Wadhurst’s history for future generations.

Because the situation as regards the Wadhurst History Centre remains the same following the floods of August
and later, we are very grateful that Magpie’s windows still show that the Wadhurst History Society is alive.

Enquiries, mainly from abroad, have led to interesting conversations and entertaining visits which have
extended further our background histories of Wadhurst. These have compensated in part for the frustrations,
the countless crises meetings and the ever-changing decision-making which have dogged these months. We
also miss your company when you pop in. We are hoping that we might be able to begin the re-establishment
of the Centre in June but cannot be sure how difficult that re-organisation is going to be. If we cannot have
everything back in the correct order by the Summer, we might have to abandon our planned 20th Anniversary
exhibition in October so, please, keep all fingers crossed for that.

Our series of talks has continued attracting enthusiastic visitors and new members which is really pleasing. As
the reports indicate, the speakers and subjects have been varied and extremely entertaining.

The delay in publishing this Newsletter has been caused by our inability to access the archives and so we are
especially grateful to those who have provided their own individual material, while, at the same time, hoping
they have enjoyed the experience of doing the necessary research.

Finally, we really do appreciate most sincerely all our loyal members who have given us so much support and
encouragement throughout this challenging period.

THANK YOU.

www. wadhursthistorysociety.org
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DECEMBER 2022:

CHRISTMAS ENTERTAINMENT

Once their glasses had been charged with mulled wine,
the audience settled back for a stunning concert given
by STEVE LAW on his electronic piano. From jazz-
based pieces of Gershwin, Scott Joplin and Dudley
Moore and some of his own compositions, Steve finished
with a medley of carols and Christmas songs arranged
by himself, all of which were very much enjoyed and the
evening ended on an excellent note.
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JANUARY 2023

NATIONAL TRUST EXCAVATIONS
IN SMALLHYTHE

by Nathalie Cohen
The society opened the new year with the return of

Nathalie Cohen who gave a thoroughly engaging talk on
the background to Smallhythe over the past 2,000 years.

The National Trust was given ownership of Ellen Terry’s
house in 1920, along with the priest’s house, a cottage
and the Forestal and Elphick fields. Her daughter wished
to create a museum in her memory and the rooms are
much as she left them.

As part of the watery landscape of the Romney Marsh area
SmallHythe experienced significant changes as a result
both of the processes of nature and of the reclamation
of land for grazing by human activity. Originally it had
enjoyed the wide channel of the river Rother, enabling it
to be a centre for the building of several ships for Henry
VIII’s navy and of others for previous kings. Early 13®
century documents show it existing as a small port, with
craftsmen, carpenters and shipwrights; and an archive in
Canterbury cathedral mentions a grant of one acre of land
there by Robert the Small to his sister.

Both 13" century maps and aerial surveys confirm the
Rother’s wide waterway at Smallhythe. However,
17" Century maps indicate the impact of the changing
course of the river, with significant narrowing of its
northern channel, alongside the washing away of old
Winchelsea. The changes would have had much impact
for shipbuilding. Adjacent land was being reclaimed for
agriculture.

The talk focused on archaeological excavations at
Smallhythe. There is a record of the 19" century discovery
of the hull of a large medizeval vessel. An excavation
towards the end of the 20" century found evidence of
a slipway in Elphick field and a 15™ century brick kiln
(since bricks were required to fit ships’ galleys.) In the
Forestal field they also found a few old ships’ timbers and
the nails and washers used for their fitting - alongside the
general detritus of 14" century potsherds, 16® and 17%
century hop tokens, a thimble and an Edward VI coin.

Nathalie is a key member of subsequent excavations
during the summers of 2021, 2022 and 2023. 16 trenches
have been dug so far. Although no evidence has yet
been found to confirm a fire in 1514, which led to the



rebuilding of the church, there is material to indicate the
location of Smallhythe’s foreshore, such as unused ships’
nails and washers. Further excavations hope to indicate
how the coastline would have changed between the 14™
and 17" centuries.

The digs have also revealed the foundations of a house,
possibly withacellar, alongside jewellery, awoodworker’s
axe, an animal bell, an eight ounce weight, and much
broken pottery and bottles ranging from medieval times
to that of Ellen Terry.

A particular excitement for those involved has been the
evidence, from the first day of digging in 2021, that
Smallhythe had also been a Roman settlement. 32 kgs
of broken pottery were unearthed in 2021, showing
a settlement was there at least between the 1% and 3%
centuries AD, alongside evidence of the presence of
the Roman merchant navy, perhaps taking advantage of
Smallhythe’s proximity to Wealden iron resources.

The stream of questions which followed reflected the
total engagement of members during Nathalie’s most
stimulating talk.

David James

February, 2023:
FLAGS

by Paul Eldridge

WHS member Paul described himselfas a flag enthusiast,
rather than a vexillologist proper, before giving a brief
overview of the origin and development of flags. He
was assisted by John Corke holding the hoist (the end
of a flag nearest the flagpole) and Stefan Gatward at the
fly (the free end), as several examples from his sizeable
collection were demonstrated.

Every continent was represented, flags of such countries
as Canada (its new flag from 1965), Brazil, Norway,
Kenya, Sri Lanka (Paul’s favourite flag), and New
Zealand being introduced, among several others from
each of those continents, with even British Antarctic
Territory included.

Next up were the official flags of the United Nations, the
British Commonwealth, and the European Union, before
we turned to the counties of England. It was fun trying
to guess the counties from the emblems on the flags:
Leicestershire has a fox (hunting tradition), Staffordshire
the noted ‘Staffordshire knot’, Lincolnshire a fleur-de-
lis (Lincoln Cathedral is dedicated to the Virgin Mary,
represented in Christian art by a lily), Warwickshire a
bear and ragged staff (as worn by its county cricketers),
Sussex its six martlets, plus a number of others, mostly
unfamiliar, and impossible to identify.

Stefan then gave an interesting perspective on the
importance of the ‘colours’ in a military context, from the
confusion of historic battle (e.g. Waterloo), to the annual
Trooping the Colour ceremony, and described how the
rank Colour Sergeant came about. Impressing on the
audience the paramount importance of communications
to the Army over the years, from semaphore to morse
code, field telephones to portable wireless sets and today’s
radio-equipped vehicles, he explained how enemy snipers
would identify British signallers and signals instructors
by their crossed flags badges and seek to eliminate them
straightaway, so nullifying our ability to communicate
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effectively.

Finally, Paul recounted, with examples, how earnestly
he had sought to establish a Wadhurst flag, thwarted
by the Flag Institute on a number of occasions. One
difficulty being the need for simplicity of design (a child
is expected to draw a flag quickly from memory), another
related to the colours themselves and colour strength.
Predominantly green (for the countryside) and orange
(for Wadhurst’s iron-bearing clay), the flags put forward
by Paul went through a number of incarnations before the
current official Wadhurst flag was accepted.

A vexillologist Paul may not be, yet his knowledge,
enthusiasm, extensive flag collection, and sheer
doggedness in bringing us the Wadhurst flag was evident
during this absorbing and informative talk. Happily, his
two assistants did not complain of aching arms after
holding up so many flags, and the evening was thoroughly
enjoyed by all present.

Stefan Gatward

MARCH 2023:
THE BOLEYNS OF HEVER CASTLE

by Dr Owen Emmerson

For just 77 years, the Boleyn family was at Hever Castle,
yet the legacy of the name Boleyn, through Queen
Anne Boleyn, second wife of King Henry VIII, has lent
considerable significance to the fortunes of these islands
up to the present day. Henry craved a male heir, but that
son, Edward (by Jane Seymour, his third queen), had a
very brief reign, while his daughter, by Anne Boleyn,
was to grace the throne for 45 years as Elizabeth I (or
‘Gloriana’), enjoying lasting fame and a reverence
matched only by our late Queen Elizabeth II.

Dr Emmerson took us through the various stages of
ownership of Hever, from William de Hever in 1271,
who owned lands and a manor, to John de Cobham, who
fortified Hever, and then Geoffrey Boleyn Senior, a land
worker who progressed to be a tenant farmer, appearing
in criminal records for petty crimes which enabled him
to ‘get by’. His son, Geoffrey Boleyn Junior, altered the
family fortunes, moving away to London to be a hatter’s
apprentice, later attaining the post of Lord Mayor of
London and gaining a knighthood. He married Anne



Hoo, an heiress, acquired lands in Norfolk, and purchased
Hever in 1462. His son, William Boleyn, married Lady
Margaret Butler, a second great marriage for the Boleyns,
their son Thomas, who inherited Hever in 1505, becoming
father to George, Mary, and Anne, these three being the
great-grandchildren of Geoffrey senior.

In order to understand the position held by Hever Castle,
we were given various details of the layout of Hever
Castle, with its three imposing portcullises and gatehouse,
and the division, by social class and functionality, of its
floors. There was grandeur in the Great Hall, enhanced
by a crown-post roof, and a peephole enabled the family
to look down onto the Great Hall unobserved. Hever was
a significant property, the Boleyns being a family of some
standing, and Anne a well-educated, cultured young lady,
living in splendour. She later went to the Netherlands and
to France, serving the Queen of France in a country more
free than the England of the day, espousing renaissance
ideas and religious reform.

In 1522, Anne was engaged to be married, but this
was broken off. She went to Court and became a maid
of honour to Queen Catherine of Aragon, but suffered
the breaking off of a second betrothal in 1523, the Earl
of Northumberland refusing to let her marry his son.
Returning to Hever in 1524 with a heavy heart, she was
pursued by Henry VIII two years later, although she
steadfastly refused to enter into carnal relations with
him, unlike her sister, Mary, who had already been the
royal mistress. Henry failed to obtain an annulment of
his existing marriage, took great pains to declare that the
king’s authority outweighed that of the Pope and so broke
the power of the church, marrying Anne secretly in late
1532 and formally in early 1533, a few months before the
annulment of his earlier marriage was achieved.

ol

Sadly for Anne, she did not produce the son which
Henry so earnestly desired, presenting him with just one
daughter, Elizabeth, and having the misfortune to suffer
three miscarriages thereafter. By early 1536, Henry had
turned his attentions to Jane Seymour, and forced on
Anne a trial for High Treason, leading inevitably (albeit
entirely unjustly) to her conviction and subsequent
execution (some commentators deem it a ‘martyrdom”)
by sword on Tower Hill and burial in an unmarked grave
at St Peter ad Vincula nearby.

Hever passed to the king in 1539, who gave it to his
fourth wife, Anne of Cleves, by way of a settlement on
the annulment of their marriage. Henry died in 1547, only
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a few years later, and in 1558 Anne’s daughter acceded
to the throne as Elizabeth I, ushering in a Golden Age.
She ensured that her mother was not forgotten, Anne’s
emblem, motifs, relatives’ portraits, etc. being prominent
and powerful reminders of the mother of the Queen
Regnant.

Just 77 years’ occupation of Hever by the Boleyns, the
family’s rise unthinkable and its end unspeakable, yet it
is commonly held that the Boleyns have never left Hever,
their memory abiding in every aspect of this lovely castle
and its grounds. Despite Henry VIII’s machinations,
deriving from his obsession to have a strong, worthy son
to succeed him, the irony is that poor, despised Anne left,
in her little daughter, someone destined to become a great
queen, the symbol of her age, and a benchmark for all of
our country’s monarchs to this day.

Stefan Gatward

APRIL 2023

DOING OUR BIT! — THE UNSUNG
CIVILIANS OF WORLD WAR 11

by Steve Hookins

During the Second Word War Britain was able to mobilise
civilians more effectively than any other combatant
nation and by 1944 a third of the civilian population was
engaged in war work, including over 7 million women.
Often this work was unpaid and undertaken in addition
to other paid employment. Whereas the contribution of
such organisations as the Home Guard and ARP are justly
and widely celebrated, the enormous scope of the war
work performed by civilians is now far less appreciated
and Steve Hookins’ presentation aimed to rectify this
deficiency. During it he mentioned over forty civilian
organisations covering a remarkably diverse range of
activities including defence and weapon manufacture,
medical services, transport and communications, fund-
raising, food production, welfare and entertainment.

He delivered his talk in costume in the character of “Mr
Foreman” of the Emergency Road Repair Service one
of the many now “unsung” organisations that played a
critical role in Britain’s war effort — in this case carrying
out essential repairs on roads badly damaged and cratered
by bombs. In London Sir Thomas Peirson Frank the chief
engineer of the London County Council coordinated
road repairs and public utility services throughout the
war. The Emergency Road Service enabled London to
carry on in spite of the severest air raids. Peirson also
created “rapid response” teams who repaired upwards of
a hundred breaches in the Thames wall, thus preventing
low-lying areas of London from being flooded.

The threat of invasion in 1940 led to the formation of the
Local Defence Volunteers (later the Home Guard) One
group of volunteers highlighted by Steve was the Upper
Thames Patrol (UTP). Its duty was to guard the navigable
river Thames from Lechlade to Teddington Locks and
to protect the bridges, locks and weirs from sabotage.
In order to do this private launches and small shallow
draft vessels were commandeered (or offered) for the
duration and kitted out with fighting equipment. In the
event of an invasion, the UTP was charged with opening
weirs and blowing up bridges and locks to impede the
enemy’s progress . Despite most of the men being in full
employment on reserved occupations they had to do a



minimum of 7 hours’ duty a week for which they received
the equivalent of 7.5 pence.

The MG factory at Abingdon was given as an example
of how an entire facility and its civilian workforce was
transformed to support the war effort. At the outbreak of
war car manufacture of MG cars ceased and the workforce
started to overhaul light Armoured Tank vehicles. From
this they progressed to major Tank manufacture and later,
with remarkable ingenuity to aircraft production

Civilians made a major contribution to dealing with the
effects of enemy action through the establishment of a
centralised state-run Emergency Hospital Service. This
employed doctors and nurses to care for those injured
and arrange for their treatment across the range of local
and charity hospitals. Before the war and pre-NHS the
structure of medical practice and hospital services was
chaotic so the establishment of such a coherent service
was a major feat of organisation involving such
bodies as the Voluntary Hospitals Committee. As the
war progressed the Emergency Hospital Service had to
deal with an increasing number of issues such as the
care of the aged and infirm evacuated from shelters and
those rendered homeless. In addition, special treatment
centres were established to provide plastic surgery and
the treatment of war neurosis.

In many areas the pre-existing manpower became
inadequate for the new demands placed upon it. For
example, the shortage of firefighters led to the formation
of the volunteer Auxiliary Fire Service whose duties

included fire watching and the extinguishing of
incendiary bombs Over a thousand branches of this
service were set up across the country. One of its most
notable achievements was saving St Paul’s Cathedral
from being consumed by fire. Similarly, the police force
was augmented by volunteer auxiliary policemen and
an Observer Corps (motto: Forewarned is Forearmed)
supplemented the radar operations of the RAF. Members
of this Corps stationed in a Martello tower in Dymchurch
were credited with the first sighting of a VI. Members
of the Radio Society of Great Britain (RSGB), an
organisation of amateur radio “hams” assisted the Secret
Intelligence Service (MI6) in listening out for illicit
wireless activity by possible German spies.

With many men serving in the Military many industries
had to find alternative sources of labour. One example was
the conscription of the so-called Bevin Boys to man the
mines. As in the First World War, women took over many
roles formerly taken by men in such areas as farming (the
Women’s Land Army), forestry (the Timber Corps) and
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crewing barges on the inland waterways (the so-called
“Idle Women”). Although unable to serve in the Home
Guard, the Woman’s Voluntary Service gave women
opportunities to support the war effort in a multitude
of ways. These included Civil Defence, organising
emergency food supplies, advising housewives on how
to cope with food and clothes shortages and organising
salvage and recycling. Women played an important part
in aiding bombed out families through the Rest Centre
Service.

Civilians also had a role to play in looking after the
welfare of the troops. Voluntary organisations arranged
for the production of knitted comforts, others focused on
supporting prisoners of war (e.g. the British Prisoner of
War Association) or helping those in the armed forces
with personal problems (e.g. the Church Army). The
need for entertainment to maintain morale led to the
formation of ENSA. Steve mentioned fleetingly many
more organisations and fascinating facts. I suspect that
few members of the audience had heard of the National
Pigeon Service or knew that Hitler’s sister- in-law worked
in the WVS. All these organisations, however, had one
thing in common: their members wore a specific badge
that identified their category of service; illustrations of
many of these accompanied the talk.

Brief mention was made of the George
Cross and George Medal. During
the war there were many acts of
courage by civilians and there was a
strong desire to see these recognised.
Existing awards open to civilians
were not judged suitable to meet the
new situation so, in September 1940
King George VI instituted the George
Cross and the George Medal as a mark
of honour for men and women in all
walks of civilian life.

The first nine recipients received their awards in the
same month. They included Chief Officer Ernest Herbert
Harmer and Second Officer Cyril William Arthur Brown
of the Dover Fire Brigade, and Section Officer Alexander
Edmund Campbell of the Dover Auxiliary Fire Service. In
the group were the first two women to receive the medal:
Ambulance Driver Dorothy Clarke and Ambulance
Attendant Bessie Jane Hepburn for rescuing a man badly
injured in an explosion.

Aided with a single prop (a broom) Steve leavened his talk
with impersonations of five notable (and moustached)
men of the period. Their identities were guessed with
differing degrees of success. After this entertaining
and highly informative talk members were given the
opportunity to view a small display of genuine WWII
Home Front civil defence badges and other ephemera
from the speaker’s personal collection.

Arthur Dewar

These four reports clearly show the diversity and the
enthusiastic response that the talks programme is
providing.  Their publishing here means that those
who are not able to attend the meetings for whatever
reason can still enjoy the input. Our thanks go to those
responsible for finding such quality speakers and to the
reviewers.



In our last issue, Arthur promised to continue the story
of the Revd Leslie Stevenson in Wadhurst and after that
we will discover a broad range of articles from other
members.

THE REVD. LESLIE STEVENSON:

THE WAR YEARS IN WADHURST AND THE
RETURN TO IRELAND

This second of three articles dealing with the Revd. Leslie
Stevenson, his wife Lettice and his son, Patric, focuses
on their activities in Wadhurst during the First World
War and their subsequent life in Ireland. As described
in the first article, in July 1914, Leslie Stevenson had
been granted leave from his position as Vicar so that he
could chaperone Julius Drewe’s son, Basil, on a world
tour. They were in Australia when war broke out and as
a result the trip had to be abandoned. Leslie and Basil
sailed back to Britain via Bombay and eventually arrived
in Wadhurst at the beginning of October.

By the time Leslie returned, Wadhurst was already on a
war footing. A day after war was declared a special service
had been held in St Peter and St Paul for the Wadhurst
members of the Territorials who were leaving that
evening for Dover. An Emergency Committee had been
established to address the many local issues associated
with the war and German residents in the district were
already being rounded up. Within a week volunteers
- including boy scouts -were searching for potential
saboteurs and spies and a major recruitment drive was
underway prompted by urgings for volunteers in the
parish magazines. By September over 200 Wadhurst
men had volunteered. In the same month the first death
of a Wadhurst soldier was reported — a member of the
Expeditionary Force killed at the Battle of the Aisne, Lt.
Edward Boyd of Hill House.

Many of the Wadhurst men served in the 5" (Cinque
Ports) Battalion Royal Sussex Regiment, a territorial
regiment. After training and a period in which they
formed the garrison at the Tower of London, the Battalion
was pronounced battle-ready and sailed for France on 18
February 1915. Shortly before their departure they had
returned to Wadhurst for a special service in the church
conducted by Leslie, followed by a march to the station
accompanied by the Salvation Army band and a host of
cheering well-wishers. We have no way of knowing
Leslie’s initial reaction to the war but the fact that the
service included the hymn Fight the Good Fight, the
National Anthem and a benediction of the troops, suggests
that he might have shared in the patriotic fervour.

All too soon the dreadful reality of the war struck. On
Sunday 9" May 1915 the battalion was involved in the
debacle of the Battle of Aubers Ridge as a result of which
25 Wadhurst men died. The following Sunday, Leslie
conducted a very different service from the celebratory
one that he had led three months before. During his
sermon he referred to the catastrophic events of the
previous Sunday as Wadhurst’s “Black Sunday” . On
24" May (Whit Monday) another sombre service took
place: the traditional Empire Day service was abandoned
and replaced by a special memorial service during which
the congregation sang the hymn Brief Life is Here our
Portion and stood silently during a rendition of the Dead
March from Handel’s Saul and the sounding of the Last
Post by buglers from the Royal Sussex Regiment. In
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addition to trying to offer spiritual succour to a grieving
population during this terrible period, Leslie had the
emotionally draining task of responding to a request from
the company commander Captain George L. Courthope
to notify personally the families of all the dead,
wounded and missing from the Parish. This request was
made in a handwritten letter from the front dated 15th
May containing a provisional list of all those affected.
Curiously the contents of this letter, which had given a
stark account of the losses in the battle, appeared in a
German military newspaper (Militir Wochenblatt) and
on 17" June Leslie was distressed to receive a terse note
from the authorities saying “it may be of interest to you
to see ... the use made by the enemy of a letter to you”.

Unfortunately no parish magazines seem to have survived
from the war period so we have none of Leslie’s reflections
on the war but we have ample evidence that he and his
wife did their utmost to support the war effort and, in
particular, to offer help and sustenance to those suffering
from its consequences. Within days of the news from
Aubers Ridge, Lettice was coordinating the village effort
to send provisions to C company and as soon as 14" May
ten large parcels had been sent off followed by another
ten on 4" June. Lettice was also the prime mover in
organizing the many entertainments held to raise money
to finance the provision of comforts for the troops at the
front and for other war-related causes such as the support
of the Belgian refugees resident in the parish at this time.
One such was a “Grand Concert” held in the Market Hall
on 31% August in aid of the “Sandbag Fund”, an Empire-
wide initiative to raise funds to buy sacking for the troops
in the trenches.

Despite all the conflicting pressures on them, Leslie
and Lesttice still found the time to express themselves
creatively. Leslie composed a Te Deum and a Benedictus
for choir and organ. These two canticles were published
in 1915 and 1916 respectively and were dedicated “To
the Members of the choir of St Peter and St Paul”. 1t is
curious that he chose to compose a Te Deum at this time
since this canticle has a long history of being associated
with thanksgiving for victories and other celebrations of
good fortune e.g Sullivan’s 7e Deum written to mark the
ending of the Boer war and Handel’s Te Deum written to
celebrate George II’s victory at the Battle of Dettingen.
More appropriately, in 1916, Leslie composed an anthem
Blessed are the Dead for bass solo, choir and organ
dedicated “to the Memory of the Officers, NCOs and Men
from the Parish of Wadhurst who have fallen in the Great
War”. The three works were published by West and Co,
in London. Lettice’s creation was rather more surprising:
a remarkably bellicose Irish song entitled strangely “K
of K or the Kay (Key) of the Situation ~ for which she
wrote the words and music. The music quotes “God Save
the King” and “Rule, Britannia” and the text refers to
Kitchener of Kerry. A taste of its pugnacious flavour may
be gained by the following excerpt from the chorus:

He's the K to catch the Kaiser

An’ all his murderin’ Huns

He's the K to smash old Krupp, boys,
An’all his thunderin’ guns.

The song was also published by West and Co and sold
for 2/- a copy. It bore a note that indicated that the song
could be sung in public without fee or licence, except at
theatres and music halls.



As the war went on the Stevensons organized the regular
dispatch of parcels of food, comforts, papers and letters
to the troops and received many letters of appreciation in
return from the grateful recipients. They also set about
producing more food themselves by cultivating their
large vicarage garden. In 1917, The Courier contained a
picture of Leslie and Lettice hard at work in their garden
and “growing quantities of vegetables, thereby releasing
a man for the army”. In October 1917 Leslie received a
letter from the Vegetable Products Committee for Naval
Supply thanking him for Wadhurst’s gift of over a ton of
food.

In August 1918 Leslie was asked to undertake special
war work as unpaid temporary chaplain to the Missions
to Seamen in Rotterdam and he was in Rotterdam when
the Armistice was signed on 11" November. His diary
recorded:

So this nightmare of war is over at last. It is
difficult to realize it. Events have moved with
such startling rapidity during the last few
weeks. Thank God! Thank God! The Victory
is won. Right has triumphed over might! Oh!
1o be in England now that peace has come. |
must get home as soon as possible. I ought to
be in my own Parish in days like this. But how
am I to get away?

Fortunately, he was able to engineer an early departure
and sailed from the Hook of Holland on 18" November.
After being stuck for two days in the fog of Gravesend, he
finally arrived in London on 21* November. He returned
to Wadhurst sharing a railway compartment from London
with George Courthope and his wife.

Despite the end of hostilities the Stevensons’ dedication
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to charitable causes continued unabated. In the archive
we have a poster advertising a concert organized by
Lettice, given by the Wadhurst Ladies Choir and a small
orchestra in the Drill Hall on 8" January 1919 (see
Wadhurst — Then and Now — picture 85) in aid of the St
Dunstan’s Hostel for soldiers and sailors blinded in the
war. The programme included music by Wagner, Brahms
and Schumann and also songs specially composed for the
occasion by local musicians, including her husband.

Despite their devoted attachment to Wadhurst, in 1920
the Stevensons decided to leave the parish and return
to Ireland. The reason given for the move was Leslie’s
determination to serve The Church of Ireland. The only
vacancy available at that time, however, was the Curate in
Charge of St Thomas’s church on a small island, Rathlin,
off the coast of County Antrim. Rathlin is the Northern
Ireland’s only inhabited offshore island and measures a
mere four miles from east to west and just over two miles
from north to south. Adjusting from being Vicar of a
comparatively wealthy parish in Southeast England to
being a Curate in a far less well-provided-for parish on
a small island must have been a considerable challenge.
Leslie and his family lived on the island from 7" May
2020 until July 1921 when they moved to Ballycastle, six
miles away on the Antrim coast, on Leslie’s appointment
to the curacy of the Town Church. Less than a year later
they moved to Belfast, but not before spending a final
month on Rathlin island in the spring of 1922.

The Stevenson’s adventures during this period were
vividly described by Lettice in a series of letters to their
former parishioners in Wadhurst. From these we learn
that, in contrast to the palatial rectory that they were
accustomed to, their new abode was a very modest four-
roomed house without running water. Drinking water
had to be fetched from a well a ten-minute walk away
along a very rough track. The indomitable Leslie had to
set off early each morning with a yoke on his shoulders
to collect the six gallons they needed each day. Lettice
had taken the precaution of buying an oil-burning stove
on which she could cook, a source of wonder to the local
inhabitants. There were meant to be weekly deliveries
of bread from Ballycastle but, because these could not
be depended upon, Lettice had to learn to bake bread
herself. Despite these relative hardships the Stevensons
entered into island life with their characteristic gusto. The
locals gave them a warm welcome and “nearly wept with
excitement and delight” when they discovered that Lettice
could play the instrument in the church. Before long the
Stevensons had set about organising a programme of
entertainments in the island hall. These had a large and
enthusiastic audience and featured magic lantern shows,
musical performances and short plays written by Lettice.
In their leisure time the family explored the island by
bike, visiting the three lighthouses and relishing the wild
countryside and the cliffs on its dramatic coastline. The
landscape of Rathlin made a long lasting impression on
their young son Patric.

Despite their move, the Stevensons’ links with their
former parish remained strong. In May 1921 Leslie
returned to Wadhurst to participate in the unveiling of the
newly erected War Memorial Cross. On 8" May 1921,
after Lieutenant-Colonel Courthope had unveiled the
memorial, Leslie read the Roll of Honour of the names
of the Wadhurst men who had fallen in the Great War and
offered a prayer of dedication.

In the early 1920s, Leslie was still seeking a Rectory
in Northern Ireland but was obliged to take on several



more curacies until one became available; from 1922
until October 1924, he was Curate of St John’s, Malone
and subsequently became Senior Curate of St Anne’s
Cathedral, Belfast. Eventually, in 1925, he achieved his
goal by being appointed Rector of Larne, a position he
held until 1937. During the 1930s, he combined this with
two other appointments in County Antrim: the Prebendary
of Connor (1933-1939) and Rural Dean of Carrickfergas
(1935-1937). In 1937 he moved to Southern Ireland to
take up the position of (Anglican) Dean of Waterford
which he occupied until his retirement in 1950.

After retirement Leslie and Lettice returned to the family
home in County Derry and lived in Ash Park for the rest
of their lives. Their son Patric, by now an established
artist, and his wife and family had moved to County
Down in 1950 and were regular visitors. His grandson
Leslie Forster Stevenson remembers how active his
grandfather remained: vigorously chopping wood for
the fire, even into his eighties. At various periods of
his life Leslie had kept a journal — notably when he
accompanied Basil Drewe on their abortive world tour.
After his retirement Leslie recorded some reminiscences
of his career in Wadhurst and Ireland in a red school
exercise book. This is a fascinating document recording
such events as travelling to London with his verger,
sexton and local doctor to view the funeral procession of
Edward VII. They managed to insinuate themselves into
a tall town house opposite the Atheneum and ended up
clambering over filthy roof slates to get to the top ridge
in order to get a good view. They then had to race back to
Wadhurst in time for a service designed to coincide with
the former King’s interment, arriving just as the curate
and the choir were processing up the aisle. He also
records accompanying George Courthope to see some
oak from Whiligh being used to restore the oak work of
the ceiling of Westminster Hall.

Leslie, although he may have composed for his own
satisfaction, did not appear to have any music published
between 1920 and 1950. In 1952, however, he wrote an
anthem Wherewith Shall I Come Before the Lord for
S.A.T.B and organ for the Derry Musical Festival. This
was awarded first prize and was subsequently published
in 1954 by J. Curwen &Sons, a long established
publisher of vocal and piano music. During the last four
years of his life Leslie went on to compose two more
anthems, both of which were published by J.Curwen &
Sons in 1959. One, As Thy Days, so shall Thy Days be
for many years was dedicated to his wife “L.S.S”, and
was presumably written prior to Lettice’s death in 1957.
The second, An Evening Hymn, was dedicated to the
memory of Arnold, Bishop of Cashel who had died in
1958. The History Society is fortunate in that it now
possesses copies of all Leslie’s published music and it
would be interesting to hear some of it performed. It
would be particularly appropriate if the anthem he wrote
in memory of the Wadhurst war dead could be sung in the
Parish church on a Remembrance Sunday.

Four years after writing his last reminiscences and two
years after seeing his two final musical works into print,
Leslie died, aged 83, on 26" November 1961 in the room
in which he was born.

Arthur Dewar and Rachel Ring
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INTER-NETWORKING

Rachel explains

A:- GEOFF PILGRIM-MORRIS enquired about a
house called WARRI in Turners Green where his great
uncle and great aunt had lived.

Warri is a major petroleum hub in Southern Nigeria
where Charles J.M. Gordon was stationed, hence the
house name. He retired to Wadhurst and named his home
after his last posting. I should mention at this point that
I found he married in Frant in 1912 but we cannot be
totally sure that was when he retired and moved to the
Wadhurst Warri. He died in 1921 so was not in his home
here many years.

Not having access to our old maps, which often had house
names on them, research that way was out and online
searches of maps did not throw any light on Warri. I was
successful in finding Charles James MacKay Gordon and
Eleanor Haddon Gordon at Warri on the 1918 Electoral
Roll. The 1939 Register showed Mrs Eleanor H. Gordon
at Warri, the house was entered next to Fourways and four
down from Hollydene Road. The house was definitely
still there under that name when Mrs Gordon died in
1948 and subsequently must have changed name.

Geoff told me that Charles’ father was a planter in Ceylon
(Sri Lanka) and Eleanor was born in Colombo; the
various records I looked at online bore this out.

On both of the 1881 and 1891 Census Returns she
was living with her aunt Marianne Offord, a widow
of independent means, in Dover. In the latter census

her sister Annie M. Ferguson aged 17 was also in the
household.

I was not able to ascertain how Eleanor came to be living
at Down House, Frant, when she married Charles Gordon,
aged 55, in St Albans Church, Frant on 1% October 1912.
On the marriage certificate Charles was described as
a teacher living in Frogmore, Wokingham and the son
of Robert Gordon, a planter. Eleanor, aged 40, was the
daughter of John Ferguson a journalist. The witnesses
were John Ferguson and I? Hope Gordon.

I could find neither Charles nor Eleanor on the 1911
Census Return.

Geoff said family lore was that Charles and Eleanor
adopted a son who he thought was named Michael C. P.
Gordon. He had no idea whether he was then a baby, but
Charles Gordon died in 1921 thus giving a window of
1912, their marriage year, to 1921.

After more online searches I was able to ascertain the
marriage details of Charles and Eleanor, the Probate
details of Eleanor along with those of her Will, and more
importantly all death references. I suggested therefore
he obtain copy certificates from the General Register
Office because his g. aunt’s death certificate would give
the name and address of who registered it; i.e. was it the
adopted son?

Whilst I was at it, I found the refences for a Michael C.P.
Gordon’s marriage to Catherine Connery. Two children
were born to Michael and Catherine.

We spoke on the ‘phone at length and he said he would
apply for all the certificates. Four weeks later an
interesting email came with attachments which gave the
information he needed.

a)

His great aunt’s death certificate said the son



recorded the death, and he gave his address as

Warri

b) Her Will mentioned the word “adopted” son, so
again all tied up

c) The Marriage Certificate for Michael Gordon

and Catherine Connery showed that Michael

was born in 1920, the year before his adoptive
father died.

Geoff has asked how to find adoption details/records but
I have been unable to help as I have no experience of
those searches. The Warri question is still outstanding.

B:- GUY RADLETT wrote in January saying that he
was researching smuggling in Hastings and surrounding
areas in the mid 1700s. He was also after details of
efforts to defeat gangs in Sussex and Kent. His findings
would form the backdrop to a historical fiction novel set
in Hastings.

Guy had ascertained that we hold the Hawkhurst
Smuggling records and wished to consult them. Well,
you know what I had to tell him — our documents and
furniture are safe but in store for the forseeable future.

However, our communications continued and I was able
to tell him one of the Hawkhurst gang was ‘Butcher
Tom of Wadhurst’ - whether so known by his profession,
surname or reputation? Guy thought the latter!

Smugglers at the Mermaid Inn, Rye

I asked many people who might have heard of ‘Butcher
Tom’, but no luck. The internet didn’t give any
information either. Then I was having a coffee locally
with a friend from Charing and casually mentioned what
I was searching for. She immediately told me she had
read that name and three hours later an email came to say
he was Thomas Cheeseman of Wadhurst.

Without actually looking at church records one cannot be
sure that any internet details would hold up if challenged,
but I did find a possible link and now need to view those
church records and also Trade Directories for the late
1700s and early 1800s. These are at The Keep but a few
are in Tunbridge Wells’ library. Guy might look at either
of these suggestions when he visits The Keep since he
thought ‘Butcher Tom’s’ nom de plume conjured up an
imaginery figure to him which could be most useful!
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I put him in touch with Hawkhurst, Goudhurst, and a
couple of other History Societies who might have a
member with a specific interest in smugglers. Goudhurst
for one should have something on the battle fought
there. When driving through that village I saw a poster
advertising an exhibition later in the week and Guy and
I arranged to meet there although in the end something
cropped up and he couldn’t make it.

So, Chris and I went along. Tables were out for their
Society but they had failed to arrive having no-one to
set theirs up. However, their Treasurer, Pamela Boniface,
was most helpful and she/their Society are now in touch
with Guy. Has anyone been in Goudhurst Village Hall?
It’s super.

The morning was not wasted as we had a free coffee
and delicious homemade cake, plus meeting the couple
running the Weald Swift Society stand. We learned a
good deal about the various nesting boxes available and
imitation mud nests for House Martins. Apparently, our
church is to have a Swift box, or two, installed soon to
encourage them back here.

Back to smuggling. I was at a small rock concert in
mid-January and during our meal beforehand casually
mentioned smugglers to the lady opposite who told me
an ancestor of her’s was from Ruckinge. Rumour had it,
she said, he had the fastest horse on the Marsh! I have
asked for an actual name but have not heard back from
her. Co-incidentally, her own surname is Marsh! One
does need facts though to back up a storyline.

The other person I put Guy in touch with was Groff
Hutchinson. We all know him and his wonderful stories
about Bateman’s, Mad Jack Fuller et al. A few years back I
went with a friend on a Smugglers’ Walk in Hastings from
the fishing huts up through narrow steep passageways
having been asked to imagine carrying our loot or kegs of
brandy on our backs! Later in the day we went on to Rye
with him, again following in the Smugglers’ footsteps.
Geoff made it so realistic, as only he can!

Guy’s smuggling story is ongoing.
Rachel Ring

NOTE: Whilst these two reports took only an hour or
so to condense and write here, many hours of research,
communications, visits, and telephone calls were needed
to be able to help our enquirers.

RR
MEMORIES

With the ever-increasing spread of the Internet as the
“only” means of communication, we are concerned
about the generations of the future who will be unable
to research their histories because there are so few
written documents. Nowadays, messages tend to be
sent digitally and are often never printed.

It is therefore important for groups like ours and our
friends and families to write down our memories of
“days of yore” and to record our reactions to specific
events. Recently there have been many extra-ordinary
and unusual happenings (Like two Monarchs and two
Prime Ministers in a matter of days) and so audiences
at our monthly meetings have been invited to put pen
to paper - or even fingers to keyboards.

Herewith the first contributions of what I hope will be
an avalanche of memories:-



ONCE UPON A TIME

We came to Wadhurst in 1970. It was snowing and there
was a power cut! We had three pre-school age children.
Wadhurst was chosen for its accessibility to London and
Gatwick.

The village/town has changed greatly in 50 years. It was
a village and, sadly, is now definitely a small town. There
were two banks but a tiny library in the Institute where the
travel agent is now. The station car park was a fraction of
its current size and the Rock Robin pub opposite housed
a nursery school and a chef who produced very good
steaks.

The Co-op at Sparrows Green was Newingtons - the
central portion was grocery and to the left-hand side
haberdashery and the right-hand section on two floors,
was ironmongery. What is now Kingsley Court opposite
Uplands was the Drill Hall. Uplands was very much
smaller and offered a very well-used swimming pool. The
Primary School had a very small paddling/swimming
pool. The Greyhound car park was about half its current
size. Land was given by Rosemary Martel (pharmacist)
to increase the parking area.

Pritchards garage at Durgates on both sides of the road
sold and serviced cars and had petrol pumps. Little Park
was built on the site and included the land and site of the,
now demolished house, ‘Little Park’. The Youth Centre
opposite Uplands offered activities for teenagers as a
youth club. I remember blackberrying in the field which
is now Castle Park.

There has been far too much development for the
available facilities which has spoilt the atmosphere of the
village although, happily, it remains a very friendly and
happy place to live even if you can’t park the car and do
get stuck in a pothole!

Suzanne Munday

AN INNER CITY CHILDHOOD -
FREEDOM TO ROAM

In those early post-war days, the city streets were pretty
well car-free and provided a wonderful playground for us
children on the loose in search of fun. Brick walls, ideal
for chalking on goal posts and cricket wickets, a labyrinth
of interlining “back entries” (also called alleys or twittens
elsewhere) to explore, playing hide and seek and always
the Yorkstone flagstones for marking out hopscotch, as
well as providing a palette for the would-be young artist.
The rails of the old-fashioned gas street lamps were ideal
places to attach a length of Mum’s old clothes line from
which to swing around as high as one could.

However we always harboured an insatiable urge to
explore further afield in search of adventure.

Summer holidays and a |
fine day in prospect, our |
mothers would be more |
than happy to provide us
with packs of sandwiches
and bottles of pop, not '
forgetting  coppers  for
the tram fare in return of
a few quiet hours when
they could pop in to see
the neighbours for a good
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gossip over a nice cup of tea.

Arriving at the terminus where the driver would change
ends and turn the seats around to take the tramcar off in
the opposite direction back into town, we kids would pile
out to find the track leading down beside the overgrown
River Alt, our picnic destination. Only once was there a
mishap when Doreen’s little sister slipped into the water
and we had to collect up our spare cardigans to dry her
off and keep her warm, but no need to return early and
spoil our day out!

Sometimes we would aim in another direction, catching
the train from the end of our road as far as the coast,
to Formby where we would traipse through the pines
and sandhills until we reached the shore or sometimes
to nearer Crosby long before Antony Gormley’s statues
were installed. From either place we could sit on the
shore and watch the “big ships” carefully navigating
the narrow Mersey channel, coming home from Rio or
Bombay with their precious cargoes.

Sundays were every different: play was limited — rowdy
play frowned upon. The only bright spot a visit to
Aindow’s Ice Cream Parlour on the way back from the
obligatory afternoon Sunday School. Such a choice of
flavours was on offer to be scooped from giant aluminium
canisters into our waiting cones.

There were two public parks within easy walking distance
from our homes, but neither would inspire a Sunday visit.
Then swings would have their seats chained up to the
frame well out of our reach, while the lovely slippery
shiny slide would be disabled, having a great plank of
wood fixed down firmly over the surface to prevent its use
and our enjoyment. It seems incredible to us nowadays
that simple innocent pleasures were denied to children by
grown-ups with overstated Victorian morals and views of
probity.

Nevertheless, we children of the forties and fifties were
allowed the freedom of the streets and were able to roam
and explore beyond our immediate neighbourhood in
ways forbidden to, or at least discouraged for today’s
children in the cause of progress. Perhaps in hindsight
we really did experience “Childhood’s Golden Years”.

Roberta Goodman

I STILL FEEL A COUNTRY GIRL

I came to Wadhurst in 1939, aged 3, when we were
transferred from the Lewes Police Barracks as my
father was to become the Wadhurst village policeman,
I grew up during the war which I found very scary. At
the age of 5 it was time to go to school which was in
the Lower High Street. The headmaster’s name was Mr
Mould. Once I had learned to read, it became one of my
favourite hobbies and still is. My favourite books were
Enid Blyton’s Famous Five series.

During the war, my father used to go rabbiting with
our dog and we lived on lots of rabbit stews plus
the occasional chicken as they were kept in a coop in
the garden. I remember when peace was declared as
everyone was so happy. My mother decorated the house
with bunting and flags and [ wore red, white and blue hair
ribbons. A few years later, there was great excitement as
the radio programme “Have A Go” with Wilfred Pickles
came to the village. The programme was recorded in the
Commemoration Hall and I was lucky enough to see it.



WILFKED PIVKLEY In "HAVE A GO’
OPENING CHORUS
Have a go, Joe, come on and have a go,
You can’t lose owt, it costs you nowt
To make yourself some dough,
So hurry up and join us, don’t be shy
and don’t be slow,
Come on Joe, Have a Go!

CLOSING GHORBS————m——
That’s te show Joe, you’ve been and had a go,
Now you can tell your friends as well

You™e been in Radio,
So listen in next week again to hear
anothr show,
So long Jve, have a Go!

Words adapted, by e
“HAVE A GO’ is broadcas! e Light K

At the age of 11, I passed the 11+ exam so lots of my
time was spent in Tunbridge Wells. In August I used to
go hop-picking with my Mum along Foxhole Lane. I
remember one year I bought myself a new bike with my
hopping money and another year a new coat.

When 1 left school, I worked in an office in Tunbridge
Wells. One day in 1956, I caught the bus home from work
and was told that something had happened in Wadhurst
— a plane had crashed in the centre of the village. My
father, who was on duty outside Baldwin and Watts [now
Celia Hammond), a gentleman’s outfitters at the time
was blown through the shop window by the blast. He
was interviewed by the BBC and it seemed strange to see
my dad on TV. That plane crash caused untold damage
to the International Stores, the Queen’s Head Hotel, the
greengrocers [Keens] and residential buildings. Over the
years, of course, other buildings have taken their place.

Soon after that I met my husband and went to live in
Tunbridge Wells but I still feel a country girl at heart
and always feel my happiest when visiting Wadhurst and
seeing familiar faces again.

Brenda Oakeshott (née Clemmence)

To learn the full story about that fateful day in January
1956, read the WHS publication The Day Wadhurst
Changed, £10, available from the History Society. It
was written by public demand after the special evening
held on Friday 20" January 2006 to commemorate the
50" Anniversary of this tragic disaster:

I HAD A WONDERFUL CHILDHOOD

I was born in Walmer Castle Road, Deal, three months
before our wonderful NHS came into action. My parents
married in 1946 when my father left the Army, having met
my mother in Wales in the early part of the war. When I
was two years old in 1950 we moved into a newly built
council house — we were lucky as many of my friends
lived in prefabs. Although they were comfortable, they
were never built to last.

My first memory was in 1952 - after having spent a few
weeks with my grandparent in Wales and when coming
home to find [ had a new baby sister.

My parents purchased a television for the Queen’s
coronation in 1953. All the neighbours squashed into our
best room to watch it live. I was so excited not by the
coronation but the house so full of people.

I started school at Easter 1953 and was amazed that during
that term we had a huge party in the school playgroup
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and was given a Coronation Cup from K[ent] C[ounty]
Clouncil]. It was a few years before I realised the party
was held for the coronation.

The sea and the beach played a
big part in my life in my early
years and in 1957 my parents =
bought their first house just yards = . =
from Deal Castle and beach. -

Today, I am not sure children
would be left to play on their own outside.

I had a
wonderful childhood and still miss the sea and beach.

Margaret Jones

FOOD REFLECTION 1935 — 1945 (ages 7-17)
BREAKFAST:
Cereals as now (cornflakes and shredded wheat)

fried bread sliced from whole loaves, delivered often by
horse-drawn baker’s cart

fresh eggs delivered or shop bought
farm cart delivery of potatoes, veg and soft drinks!

fried, sliced, pre-cooked potatoes with tomato/ brown
sauce depending on parent!

OTHER MEALS: sausage (hot), cold meat (corned beef
or a tinned meat)

Sunday roast lamb with mint sauce — my favourite
various stews — weekdays

We didn’t have chicken until 1944 when we moved to
a house with a bigger garden and space for a hen house
(possibly 4 — 6 hens or bantams). Only once a cockerel
for Christmas to my horror! But in 1944, eggs were in
very short supply and visiting Aunty went away with 6 —
12 eggs delightedly!

TEAS: bread, margarine (no butter in wartime?)

home-made jam from raspberries in garden and, after
war, strawberries became available and pick your own
introduced

toast at coal fire (seldom) with dripping for Sunday
dinner (a treat)

bread/butter and cheese/piccalili.

Soup was always on our kitchen hob in wartime and
was often made during/after an air-raid at night — very
welcome!

After war as shipping improved the sugar ration increased
and so did making preserves!

John Warner

IT WAS A WONDERFUL AND UNIQUE
CHILDHOOD

Born in Nairobi, Kenya in July 1949.

First three years in Isiolo, Northern Frontier District, as
my father was the District Commissioner there. Moved to
Nairobi (Royal) National Park when Dad became warden
in 1952 and lived there until I was 16. While close to
the city, the park was 58 miles square of wilderness with
all the plains and forest animals of the region except



elephant. My brother and I had a unique childhood living
in the park.

We wandered deep in to the Park on our bikes much
to the consternation of tourists in their cars. This led to
encounters with lion and other animals, sometimes closer
than was comfortable. Over the years we had varied
exotic pets such as baby rhino, lion cubs, cheetah etc.

School was at Nairobi Primary where we were boarders,
as most kids outside of Nairobi where it was mixed.
-Streamed — I was B stream until the last year.

We played games every day, had at least one lesson a
week swimming. [ eventually became a prefect in my
final year, used to play chess in the evening with the
housemaster. One of the girl prefects in the dorm next
to mine used to meet me after lights out and we talked
about everything. One night we saw Sputnik as it was
falling to earth.

Reading was always a big part of life (no TV in 1962)
but in the penultimate year at Primary School our Form
Teacher read to us Odysseus, Since then I have always
enjoyed any good story and all history.

We played all the usual games such as marbles, hoolahoop,
kick the can and all types of sport. We loved making
Airfix models but best of all was roaming our garden and
nearby park acting out adventures.

Favourite subjects at school were History, Geography
and English and we were also taught practical things
such as changing plugs and fixing bike punctures.

Food at school was institutional but OK: fish and chips
on a Friday. Puddings were usually the highlights.
Discipline was strict with “cuts” being dealt out instantly.
Most of the time we probably deserved it.

The downside of our lives included the insecurity of the
settlers’ lives — firstly the Mau Mau and then the speed of
independence and the future of our lives and livelihood.
We also suffered a constant stream of visitors — from the
high and mighty to people who though it was OK to call
at the warden’s house to see the lion cub. As far as we
boys were concerned, none were welcome, especially if
we had to be cleaned up, put on shoes and behave.

It was a wonderful and unique childhood.
Peter Ellis
2084

I often say I was born 50 years too late. I’'m not “at
home” in the 21% century. Reassuringly (for me) many
of my contemporaries are expressing similar thoughts.
We realise that, because we are older, it is going to be
more difficult for many of us to keep up-to-date — added
to which so many of the new “innovations” are so user-
unfriendly.

Society is changing — it may even be disintegrating — to
a large extent because of “electronica”. I find the speed
of life somewhat challenging/frightening. I don’t have a
computer or a mobile phone so I am shielded from many
of the manifestations of the molto piu presso speed of
life. But there are many examples that do cross my path
— many under the heading of “electronica” and many of
which are less than ideal.

Take TELEVISION:

1. With the exception of dramatic presentations,
everything is spoken much too quickly — the
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weather forecasts being an excellent example,
as they speed towards the end of the autocue

2. Trailers for future programmes with no image
remaining on screen for more then one second.
That cannot be good for your eyes

3. There is never a moment’s silence between
programmes. As one programme ends, music
starts and the credits roll — at a speed which
makes it impossible to read

4. The advertisements — usually even faster than
the programmes. I find [ don’t know what they
are advertising.

NEWSFLASH: My breath was taken away the other
day when a 12-year-old showed me how to solve a Rubik
cube in 41 seconds. Most impressed, I asked her how she
knew how to do it. “Algorithms”.

(There’s no answer to that, as Tommy Cooper would
have said.)

EVERYTHING IS SO IMPERSONAL

1. When you phone anywhere, you are invariably
answered by a recorded voice — and then
you are referred to something on line. (It is
erroneously assumed everyone has this facility.)

QR codes seem to be a “must have” item.

Stores have fewer and fewer humans. We live in
a world of “scan”. Some stores will only accept
payment by card. Will actual cash be the next
thing to go?

4. Alexa (a computerised voice) can answer any
question immediately. Is this the death knell
for reference books, regular publications like
magazines?

5. People walk along the road with their mobile
phones welded to their hand, operating it with
the hand to which it is welded. Others walk
along with what looks like a stethoscope in
their ears, listening to what? They thus deny
themselves the pleasure of observing and
appreciating their surroundings, let alone
engaging in a conversation. [ continue to mime
“Good morning” to these digitalised pedestrians
— a few mime back.

6. Working from home = no longer having “live”
connection with actual people. This obviously
has money-saving advantages.

7. Silence is a thing of the past: in many public
places we are assailed by Musak. And some of
the music/sound is so threatening and loud. The
music that precedes the BBC News is almost
war-like.

So the question is how do we deal with this — whether
you are someone who is au fait with all this modern
equipment or whether you make Tyrannus Rex look
quite modern? We all have to come to terms with this
21st century world. For many it will be “If you can’t
beat ‘em, join ‘em”. I am well into the T. Rex category,
since | am 77. Unlike wine, we seem not to improve with
age. I cope with it by not having most of the equipment
necessary to exist in the digital world. But my televsion
TV has two most important features: the on/off switch
and the volume control. I realise that the world could not
now function without all the equipment but that doesn’t



mean we have to join it. I am very happy in my gadget-
free world.

My ”must-have” items are few: friends, my piano,
manuscript paper for my compositions, books to read,
paper on which to write letters (remember those?). When
power cuts strike, their effect on me will be minimal —
whereas a large part of society will be left high and dry
— completely unable to function. C’est la vie!

Electronica has increased the pace of life exponentially.
Will there come a day when it will all implode — and
as a result might life return to a more tolerable pace of
existence?

We can but hope.
Georgina Orwell

Thank you for that astute article, Georgina.

‘THE DAY THE QUEEN DIED
8™ September 2022

I was in Italy enjoying an evening meal outside a
restaurant when someone noticed a text stating that The
Queen had died. Being so far away from home made this
news more upsetting.

Early in 2022, it had occurred to me that she was looking
very frail, but I really believed that she would at least
reach 6™ February, her Platinum Jubilee day.

It was fitting that this resolute lady managed to enjoy her
Jubilee celebrations (in June 2022) as best she could, but,
having lost Prince Philip just a year earlier, she must have
been struggling, and this was so evident in the television
coverage of her meeting the short-lasting PM, Liz Truss.

It was as if she was appearing on our screens for the last
time, which was to be the case.

When her father King George VI died, I was five years
old and was devastated, but, although the Queen was
with us for so long, I knew that we would lose her and
was more prepared for it this time than in 1952.

The wonderful aspect of her passing was that the whole
world mourned the loss of this dignified, dutiful, Christian
monarch.

Stefan Gatward
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THE DAY THE KING WAS CROWNED

On Saturday 6" May 2023, King Charles IIT and Queen
Camilla were crowned in Westminster Abbey with pomp
and ceremony but, at the King’s behest, it was a “slimmed
down” version of the coronation’s predecessors. It was
nonetheless spectacular and definitely an emotional
occasion.

Crowds from all over the world had been lining the Mall
for days and the excitement gradually built up, thanks
to the media and despite various controversial “issues”
which were stoked up by the same aforesaid media:
Should it be Queen Consort? What is the point of the
Monarchy? Is it all a waste of money? What about Prince
Harry? And so on.

In the end, though there was a certain amount
of rain but nothing like the weather which
drenched Queen Elizabeth’s coronation,
the processions and service were brilliantly
staged with the usual British flair which
comes to the fore on all these occasions.

;;;;;

The highlights? — the music with twelve
new compositions among the traditional
items like I Was Glad, Zadok the Priest and
Crown Imperial; the timing such as the choir singing
Regina Camilla at the very moment Her Majesty passed
through to the quire; the Lord President of the Council,
Penny Mordaunt, bearing the Sword of State with such
immaculate aplomb and physical stamina; the dignity
of the King himself and his solemn but emotion-ful
responses to the various stages of his commitment to
service; the unimpeachable behaviour of all the royal
children; the reactions of the spectators both inside
the Abbey and on the streets; the sparkle of jewels and
glamour of dresses yes, it was a memorable day.

King Charles III will change things, no doubt, but he
clearly sees the value of older traditions also. Some may
disagree with the institution of monarchy but at least we
have had a much-needed stability over the turbulent and
evolving years since 1952. We shall have to see how it
all pans out in due course.

Meanwhile,

God Save the King. HVOW

AND NOW NOSTALGIA OF A DIFFERENT TYPE:
The Old Coach House, Durgates, in 1989
As the Kent and Sussex Courier described in one edition:-

“.... it stands isolated in a sea of destruction but will soon
be part of a new housing estate.

“History goes up in smoke.”

A huge funeral pyre marked the end of life for the Old
Forge and Hickmotts Garage in Durgates, Wadhurst.

Old beams and timbers went up in smoke as developers
moved in to level the majority of the site ready for the
phoenix of nine new houses to rise from the ashes. The
flames marked the end of the Industrial history of a large
part of Durgates as developers are forced more and more
on to existing sites and not on to green fields. But part
of the site will survive: the Old Coach House at present
stands isolated like an island in a sea of destruction but in
a few months will be part of the new housing estate. The
building, built in 1903, has been described as “unique”



The Old Coach House, Durgates, in 1989

and its structure and form will be incorporated into the
scheme.

The forge has been in the Bassett family for many years
and it must be particularly sad for Mr Rodney Bassett,
the last blacksmith, who lives next door to the site.

Among village folklore relating to the forge is the story
of the circus pony who wouldn’t go anywhere without
his companion who just happened to be a huge elephant.
Hence when the pony went to be shod the elephant had to
patiently wait outside, much to the amusement of passing
villagers.

SC/SB/049

(See the picture and full story of the pony and elephant in
Newsletter 29: November 2013 pp232/3)

AND TIDEBROOK

As this Newsletter is coming out in May, the coincidence
of finding Editha Blaikley’s diary for 1942 inspired an
article about a very different period of our local history.

Editha was a novelist who lived in Tidebrook and she
left a fascinating account of this crucial year of the 2™
World War, especially for Wadhurst where the Canadian
soldiers trained prior to their disastrous attack on Dieppe
in the August of that year. Editha describes for us a rural
life which has long-since disappeared and Tidebrook
church before its recent extension. These often thought-
provoking extracts portray some of what was going on in
May 1942.

1**May: This afternoon I went to Mayfield by way of
Parson’s Mount to see how the bluebells were getting on
there. Some are in bud and the anemones are out. The
first field next to the wood going towards Mayfield is
under the plough, the next large one had cattle grazing in
it, but the little one beyond is ploughed again this year.
All these were pastures before the war.

Sunday 3": When I had turned out my lamp late last
night, [ saw a very pink moon beginning to wane, just
risen above the distant slopes and on either side of her
two or three distant searchlights. The colour of the moon
made me think of the words: “And the moon shall be
turned into blood”. When a full moon is used as a means
to massacre hundreds of civilians, the less protected the
better, it has surely been turned into blood in a sense one
never used to dream of.
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I went to the evening service. There were very few there.
With four services a day and so little petrol for people’s
cars, the attendance at any one service is small nowadays.

4%; T was tempted to go down to the footbridge in search
of the big bomb-hole made when a large time-bomb was
exploded at Christmas 1940. It was said that if that had
gone off as the Germans had intended there would have
been no more Tidebrook. It lay doggo behind the church
and school for several weeks before it was dealt with.
I know that I went to church more than once under the
cheerful impression that it had been exploded.

The news from Burma is very serious, Mandalay having
fallen and our armies still retreating. It must be a very
horrible battle-ground. Jungles are fearsome things
without human enemies adding to their dangers.

8™: Nan Hunter brought me more knitting wool on her
way home from school and talked in her excited little
voice about the convoy (big guns etc.) that had passed
shortly before and said there must have been a hundred
and it took two hours to pass. This is a definite case of
Celtic exaggeration. Gilbert [Editha’s brother-in-law]
reckoned there were 12 — I don’t know whether he meant
guns alone or included the army vans — and I should say
one hour at the outside but certainly I didn’t time them.

Sunday 10%: When I entered the church for the 11
o’clock service this morning, I was surprised to be
confronted by rows and rows of Canadian soldiers on my
side of the Church. “Confronted” is the word, because
the only entrance (except through the vestry) is on the
south side and unless you are very early, you have to face
the congregation as you walk to your pew. This is, I feel
enough to keep away shy people especially if they are
afraid they may be late.

11*™: I heard rumblings and thought it was the
wheelbarrow being pushed round the house! At last I
recognised thunder but Annie [her sister] said several
claps had been just like bombs. I find it hard to believe
this. Anything really explosive would have [made me] a
little startled! Anyhow, this goes to show that 1942 is not
1940 when perfectly innocent sounds made one instantly
on the alert, and if we dropped something downstairs or
in the next room: “That was only me!” So often in 1940
it wasn’t “only me”.

16™: received a very kind present from friends in America
of a box containing marmalade, tea and two pounds of
most delicious home-made caramels! We were so glad it
hadn’t been sunk.

18": This evening there is good news of the Russians
advance along a hundred-mile front in the neighbourhood
of Kharkov and of our having damaged Prinz Eugen
once again as (?) -she — he- or it — was slipping down the
Norwegian coast from Trondheim.

19": There was a great deal of military activity past the
house at some time today and Gilbert saw Military Police
among the despatch riders so concluded that either some
big-wig was about or else a parachutist was being looked
for. During the Battle of Britain we used to see Military
Police about on such work, I remember.

20™: Set off early to walk to Mark Cross (three miles
away) to catch the bus to Tunbridge Wells. A man drew
up and offered me a lift; his wife I think is in the Women’s
Institute, we had some discussion about Hitler and the
half-moon. I had noticed that the Germans apparently
preferred the half-moon for attacking us and I had heard



that they liked to choose low tide in the Thames so that
there is less water for fighting. Mrs Stonard [lived at
Mousehall Mill] told me from her experience of standing
by in the City during the blitz, unable to do any fire-
fighting owing to lack of water.

26™: Sunday night was rather disturbed by manoeuvre
noises — explosions. The activities increased during Whit
Monday. The explosions last night seemed even nearer
and in the morning we found that the army had been
all over Tidebrook, had damaged Gilbert’s fencing (not
maliciously) and the explosions we had heard were the
signal of the blowing-up of Tidebrook bridge at the foot
of the hill. All today there has been a half-barrier there
with a notice: “This bridge has been destroyed”. Soldiers
walked all around this cottage and leaned against the
railings or stood along the hedge across the road awaiting
fresh orders. One leaning against the railing said he had
been hit and a sign on his helmet said he had been killed,.
“If you were a casualty, we might help you,” I said, “but
if you’re killed there’s nothing to be done.” He laughed
and agreed to that. One of them told Annie that she had
been helping the “enemy” yesterday. We didn’t know
the difference, of course, as all are in khaki but he said
the “enemy” had nets on their helmets. The Canadians,
it appeared were being defeated and pressed back to the
coast.

31*: News today is that the tremendous tank battle in
Libya which has been going on some days is going “not
unfavourably for us”. But the issue is not decided yet.
They say it can’t last much more than another 48 hours as
the heat is so excessive for both sides. The Russians say
Germany can’t claim a victory at Kharkov. Both sides
had had immense losses, but I gather the Germans the
most.

Last night we did a very successful and horrible raid on
Cologne and the Ruhr, over a thousand bombers being
sent. | am glad that military targets should be blown to
dust and burnt to ashes - the evil began in Germany’s
brain and soil and must be ended there — but I do hope
there hasn’t been a dreadful toll taken of innocent lives.
Germany thought it all right to murder other countries so
long as they were too weak to defend themselves - does
she wish she hadn’t done so now, I wonder.

Miss Editha Blaikley West Cottage, Tidebrook

WHS PUBLICATIONS

Victorian Wadhurst (pubd. 2005) - the development of
Wadhurst from the late 1830s to the turn of the century. £9

Wadhurst’s Princely Mansion — South Park (2019) —
From a farmhouse to a sizeable mansion from the early 1830s

to the early 21 century. £12
The Story of George Street (2009) - the construction and

life of a small coherent community of Wadhurst. £4

Wadhurst — Then and Now (2003) Photographs provide
a snapshot of life in a market town during the dramatic
changes of over a hundred years. £12

The Last Great Prize Fight (2007) — The 1863 public
prize fight between Tom King and John Heenan. £4

Wadhurst Back in Time — 1901 — 1936 (2011) Wadhurst
faces change and challenge in the early 20" century.  £15
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Wadhurstin the Second World War — Lifein a Wealden
Market Town (2008) How Wadhurst changed during the
war and the effects of the immediate aftermath. £12

The Day Wadhurst Changed (2006) The traumatic
crash of a Meteor jet in 1956 and its effects on the historic

centre of Wadhurst. £10

Wadhurst’s Black Sunday (2015) The Battle of Aubers
Ridge - its historical context, its consequences and its
effects on the community of Wadhurst. £10

Wadhurst — Town of the High Weald (2™ edition —
2014/2020). The ideal reference book to discover what

makes up Wadhurst and its history. £12.50

*  Two postcards: Sussex by the Sea and Celia Turner’s
linocut of Wadhurst 50p each

* Notepads (25 pages) of paintings from a previous

WHS calendar (very useful) £2.
*  Mounted pictures of Wadhurst £4.
e Packets of Notelets £3.50
* Individual cards £1.50

Under current circumstances, to purchase any of the
Wadhurst History Society publications and stationery,
please contact 01892 783212 or 783455. Books are
also available from Barnett’s Bookshop, High Street,
Wadhurst.

REMEMBER TO SEND IN WADHURST
RELATED OR GENERAL HISTORY
QUESTIONS!

ALSO IF YOU ARE DOWN-SIZING OR
JUST CLEARING SOME SPACE AND FIND
WADHURST- RELATED DOCUMENTS OR
GOODS WHICH YOU AND YOUR FAMILY
DO NOT WANT, DO LET US KNOW
BECAUSE FUTURE GENERATIONS
MIGHT BE ENTHRALLED.

ANOTHER REMINDER

If you have not paid your subscription for 2023, this
will be the last edition of our Newsletter that you will
receive.

Perhaps you would like to keep in touch however even
though you cannot some to the meetings.

WHY NOT BECOME
A CORRESPONDENT MEMBER?

That way you would receive the Newsletters, enjoy the
articles and find out what is going on.

To change your membership (£15) and stay in touch,
please contact lan Adam-Smith (01892 782835)



I am hoping that many members will have sent me
their reminiscences, observations on current affairs

Dates for your Diary: and descriptions inspired

by the contributors to this

8th June: Talk — Arundel and the Fitzalan Newsletter. As I said in the
Howards Number 52, I do urge you

to discover for yourselves

13th July: Talk — E F Benson and Rye how interesting it is to

begin exploring a topic and
finding out where it leads
you to. Certainly, those who
help in the Centre are often

14th Sept: Talk — 1066 in 66 minutes

12th Oct: Talk — The Antique Trade

27th-29th Oct: 20th Anniversary Exhibition delightfully side-tracked and
wish they had time to delve
(we hope) deeper.
9th Nov: Talk: Behind the Iron Curtain Send articles and comments to me as soon as possible

and certainly before the end of August.

"1 Tell us about your
' researches — successful or

not - about your families

Saturday 25th Nov: the ever-popular

Tony Harris returns as -- 2 —

9th Dec: AGM and Entertainment or where you live.
— How do you feel about
= contemporary events? The
= war in Ukraine? Please
= 8 submit comments, ideas,
Wadhurst - ’ suggestions, information
History and articles for inclusion to The Editor, Chequers,
Society Stone Cross Road, Wadhurst TN5 6LR or e-mailed to
handew28@gmail.com
GETTING THE CENTRE BACK!
I am hoping that soon I will be able to ring all those Wadhurst
of you who offered to help with the re-installing of the History
documents, artefacts etc in the History Centre.
Society

There will be a rota so that no one feels overwhelmed
and over-committed. At this stage we are thinking in
terms of working in four groups in different areas of the
Centre with two of you alongside one of the Committee
so don’t panic!

Please continue to look after yourselves and stay
safe until we meet again.

Notes from the Editor.

As it has been particularly difficult to produce a
Newsletter this time because we have no access to our
archives, this edition is longer thgn usual but we shall www.wadhursthistorysociety.org
not be able to send another until October/November

2023.

To see more of our archives, consult

Our apologies but it has all been completely beyond our
control, as you realise and we are very grateful for your

understanding. Newsletter printed by

We think it may well take months to bring the Collections Hi-Rez Design & Print,

back to their normal order which at best may be the

beginning of September. Cranbrook Road, Goudhurst, Kent TN17 1DY
The next Newsletter should, therefore, include the Tel: 01580 212118 E-mail: rez@hi-rez.design

necessary information about the AGM. Prior to that,
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