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 		  20th Anniversary Exhibition                                     photo by Anthony Cosham

In June 2023, we finally found our way back to the Wadhurst History Centre – everything was pristine fresh, dried out 
and the Society became a bit more normal again.  What a relief!

Thanks to keen supporters we managed, remarkably quickly, to re-store all the documents in the correct drawers, the 
artefacts were on the right shelves and eventually, as the vital final ingredient ......  the Index Cards returned from their 
long sojourn on their specially-created shelf over a bath in Wadhurst.  

Since that September morning when we at last put up the “we’re open” sign, it has been a real pleasure to see that the 
Centre has been very busy. The hosts and researchers have been working hard with visitors and enquiries from near 
and far. We are extremely grateful to all who have volunteered to help us and hope that more will want to do likewise.  
Thank you all.

As we move towards the New Year, we can now hope that we shall have time to continue looking after the heritage of 
Wadhurst for future generations to glimpse what the community was like and what makes it change.  With your help, 
that will be a successful dream.                

www. wadhursthistorysociety.org
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Christian church on this site since the 7th century and there 
is mention of a minister here in the Domesday Book. 

Since the 1100s the church building has had a rather 
varied history of ups and downs but there are signs of the 
different eras that still exist today. 

In the 14th century, the famous English poet, John Gower, 
lived in the Cathedral then known as the Priory of St 
Mary Overie. He was a good friend of Chaucer whose 
Canterbury Tales’ pilgrims set out from Southwark. John 
Gower was buried in the Cathedral and his tomb is one of 
its remaining medieval monuments.

The Shakespeare window.

In the 16th century William Shakespeare was the most 
famous resident in the parish of what was then called St 
Saviour’s church, at the centre of theatrical life. You can 
still see the ledger stone situated in the Cathedral choir 
for his brother Edmund who died at the age of 27. 

In the 17th century John Harvard was baptised at what 
was still called St Saviour’s church. He eventually settled 
in America where his influence resulted in establishing 
Harvard University. He is remembered in the Cathedral 
in the Harvard Chapel.

It was from the tower of St Saviour’s that the Czech 
artist Wenceslas Hollar drew his Long View of London 
from Bankside in 1647, a panorama which has become a 
definitive image of the city in the 17th century.

MONTHLY MEETINGS:

MAY 2023

SOUTHWARK CATHEDRAL
by Guy Rowsdon    

Historian and Archivist at the Cathedral

You might be forgiven for thinking that the history of 
Southwark Cathedral is rather short as Southwark became 
a Diocese with its own Cathedral only in 1905.

However it is known that there has probably been a 
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The 18th century started with the church in a sad state 
of disrepair which was followed by a series of odd 
alterations. For a while the roof was removed from the 
nave and later the walls were reduced to a height of 
just 7 feet. A new taller nave was built which was then 
demolished and replaced by yet another nave, more in 
keeping with the original 13th century building, a few 
fragments of which still remain. Yet again there were 
plans to demolish completely the whole building in the 
1850s to make room for the new railway line to Charing 
Cross. A compromise was worked out with the new line 
passing at a high level very close to the south east corner.

The interior today.

At last in 1905 the church became a Cathedral. Although 
it suffered some bomb damage it is still thriving today. 
In 2008 a cat moved in. Known as Doorkins Magnificat 
she was quite at home there and was even presented to 
the Queen. 

Doorkins Magnificat by Peter Trimmings of Croydon

There is now a successor to help keep the mice in order 
but you might need to hunt for him! 

Southwark Cathedral is well worth a visit as is the area 
around it.				       

     Joan Grace

*****

JUNE 2023

ARUNDEL and the FITZALAN-HOWARDS
by James Dickinson 

Conveniently, James divided the content of his talk into 
four sections: The development of the Howard family, 
Arundel Castle and its Chapel, the duties of the Earl 
Marshal, and King Charles’ Coronation. 

The Duke of Norfolk has his seat at Arundel, and, although 
a Roman Catholic, is the country’s foremost aristocrat, 
his lineage dating from the time of Edward I. The line 
is, however, very convoluted, passing through various 
‘creations’ and periods of ‘attaint’ during the ensuing 
centuries. The holding Mowbray family, lacking heirs, 
died out in 1476, but the next holder, John Howard, 1st 

Earl of Norfolk, lost his life at Bosworth Field in 1485, 
so forfeiting the title. The union between FitzAlan and 
Howard came about in the 16th century, when Thomas 
Howard, 4th Earl, married Lady Mary FitzAlan of 
Arundel, although the double-barrelled style [Fitzalan-
Howard, hyphenated, yet without a capital letter in the 
middle] does not feature until 1856, as may be illustrated 
by a brief listing of the most recent Earls of Norfolk, 
looking onwards from Queen Victoria’s time:

Bernard Howard		  12th	 1815-1842
Henry Howard			   13th	 1842-1856
Henry Fitzalan-Howard    	 14th	 1856-1860
Henry Fitzalan-Howard    	 15th	 1860-1917
Bernard Fitzalan-Howard  	 16th	 1917-1975 
Miles Fitzalan-Howard		  17th	 1975-2002
Edward Fitzalan-Howard	 18th	 2002-date

(The current heir to the title is Henry, born in 1987) 

As may be appreciated, one factor rendering any study 
of this family a rather complex task is the proliferation 
of generations of those named Thomas or Henry. 
Nevertheless, examining several centuries, we can see 
clearly that, despite all the turbulence in England’s 
history, this Howard family has generally held a position 
at the forefront, a remarkable achievement. 
	
Arundel Castle, both mediæval and Victorian, was 
originally gifted by William the Conqueror to one Roger 
Montgomery with the Rape of Sussex. Of motte and 
bailey construction, it was situated 4 miles from the sea, 
but Montgomery built a great wooden fortification at its 
northern end, and it soon resembled Windsor with its 
figure-of-eight arrangement. Since 1070 it has possessed 
a Norman gatehouse, while the twin Barbicans at the front 
date from 1295. Its ‘shell keep’ is of Caen stone, while 
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there is both a well and Well Tower, from which edifice 
the duke’s standard is flown when he is in residence. 
Reconstruction began in the 19th century, when the 11th 

duke made it a family residence, complete with library 
and a park, neo-Gothic in design. Apparently a bon 
viveur, his love of the good things in life did not extend 
to his personal hygiene, yet, despite this, he managed to 
sire twelve bastard children.

Founded in 1380, the chapel was known for its music and 
choir during the Middle Ages, before being dissolved by 
Henry VIII and returned to the family. Physically attached 
to the Anglican Parish of St Nicholas, it is unique in the 
aspect of a Roman Catholic and Anglican place of worship 
being so conjoined. The Anglican nave and transepts are 
separated by a grille from the Roman Catholic chancel! 
Besieged by Parliamentarians in 1643/1644, it fell, and 
became a barracks for the Roundhead soldiers. The 
chapel serves as the burial site of the Earls of Arundel/
Dukes of Norfolk, and possesses very fine tombs.

All major state occasions are organised by the Duke of 
Norfolk as Earl Marshal, this hereditary royal office being 
one of the Great Offices of State. Historically, jousts were 
proclaimed by him, and today’s heralds of the College of 
Arms are appointed on the advice of the Earl Marshal, as 
President of the College of Heralds. Mediæval uniforms 
are worn at such formal occasions as the Garter ceremony 
and the State Opening of Parliament, an important aspect 
of Britain’s famous ability to ‘do’ pageantry. Bernard, 
16th Duke, arranged the funerals of George V, George 
VI, and Sir Winston Churchill, both the 1937 and 1953 
Coronations, and the Investiture of the Prince of Wales at 
Caernarfon Castle in 1969. 
His successor, the 17th Duke, avoided any big occasions, 
but Edward, the 18th Duke, has been busy with Elizabeth 
II’s funeral and King Charles’ Coronation on 6th May a 
few weeks ago. 

Stefan Gatward

*****

JULY 2023

THE AUTHOR: E.F.BENSON AND RYE
by Allan Downend

Lamb House in Rye has been the home of many writers, 
the most notable being  Henry James (from 1897 to 
1914) and E.F. Benson (from 1918 to 1934). The latter 
was a prolific novelist, short-story writer,  biographer 
and memoirist and Rye features in many of his works, 
notably the popular and celebrated Mapp and Lucia 
series in which Rye appears  as the coastal town of 
“Tilling”.  This year Rye is holding various E.F. Benson 
events and exhibitions to commemorate the 100th 

anniversary of the publication of Miss Mapp, the second 
of the Mapp and Lucia books and the first to be set in 
Tilling.  The E.F. Benson society is playing a leading part 
in these celebrations, so it is very timely that its secretary. 
Allan Downend visited the History Society to give an 
introduction to Benson’s life and work and some details 
of his fascinating family background.  

EDWARD FREDERIC BENSON, known as Fred (but 
sometimes as Dodo or E.F.B),  was born on 24 July 
1867 at  Wellington College in Berkshire, the fifth child 
of the headmaster, Edward White Benson  and his wife 
Mary Sidgwick, his second cousin.  Edward Benson 
proposed to her when she was only 12 and he was 24; 
they married when she was 18.   Edward was a strict 
and censorious Anglican and Mary, an intelligent and 
emotionally demonstrative woman,  found it hard to live 
up to his expectations. She had six children in fairly close 
succession and, not surprisingly, then suffered a nervous 
breakdown.  The children had a nanny who was so close 
to them that she remained with the family until 1911 
when she was in her 90s.  Edward White Benson was 
a man of great intellect and enormous energy. He was 
appointed Bishop of Truro in 1877 and was instrumental 
in the building of Truro cathedral. In 1883, he became the 
Archbishop of Canterbury.

Two of Fred’s siblings died young: his oldest brother, 
Martin, in 1878 and his sister, Nellie, in 1890.  All his 
other siblings achieved distinction. His elder brother 
Arthur Christopher Benson, became master of Magdalene 
College, Cambridge but is now best known for writing 
the words for Elgar’s Coronation Ode which included 
“Land of Hope and Glory”. His younger brother,  Robert 
Hugh Benson, became a priest in the Church of England 
before converting to Roman Catholicism and writing 
several propagandist novels. His surviving sister,  
Margaret Benson (“Maggie”) , was an artist, author and 
Egyptologist. None of them married or had a known 
heterosexual relationship.  They all suffered, at times, 
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from destructive depressions.

In 1878 Fred commenced his education at a private 
school at the Temple Grove, East Sheen before moving 
to Marlborough College in 1881. These were some of his 
happiest years during which he developed an interest in 
music, games and sports, and became involved in several 
intense platonic friendships.  

At first he was looked upon as a relative scholastic failure 
compared with his siblings but, under the influence of 
a charismatic classics master, he developed a passionate 
interest in Greek and Latin and went on to win a classical 
scholarship to King’s College, Cambridge.  Here his 
devotion to study continued and he was awarded a double 
first in classics and archaeology.  Like his siblings, he 
was already a precocious writer. While at Marlborough 
he wrote and acted in plays, and with a close friend 
edited and largely wrote most of the school magazine, 
The Marlburian. While at Cambridge he published his 
first book, Sketches from Marlborough.  

On leaving Cambridge Fred spent three years working 
as an archaeologist in Greece and Egypt during which 
he published his first novel, Dodo.  This was an 
instant success - not least because it was fashionably 
controversial because as the lead character was allegedly 
modelled on Margot Asquith.  After this success (which 
earned him the nickname of Dodo)  he decided to give up 
archaeology and become a professional writer.   When 
his father died in 1896 the family had to leave Lambeth 
Palace and his mother moved to Winchester and spent the 
rest of her life with her close female companion, Lucy 
Tait.  Mary Benson had to give up archaeology to look 
after her mother and initially Fred promised to live with 
her as well. However, he found living in an all-female 
household stifling and embarked on a life as a man 
about town living in a succession of houses, endlessly 
socialising and rarely dining at home. He mingled with 
many of the notables of the day who later often found 
their various eccentricities satirised in his fiction. He also 
fully indulged his interests in music, sport and travel. 

After the outbreak of war in 1914, however, this carefree 
existence ended. At the request of Lloyd George he 
engaged in propaganda war work (Asquith had been 
less keen to employ him on account of Dodo) and he 
settled at 25 Brompton Square which was to remain his 
London base for the rest of his life. He also had to cope 
with a series of deaths: his brother Hugh in 1915, his 
sister Maggie (who had spent the last ten years of her 
life in an asylum) in 1916 and his mother in 1918.  These 
involved clearing out the massive family archives that 
had accumulated over the decades.  1918 also saw his 

move to Lamb House in Rye which had recently become 
available.   He had visited Henry James in Lamb House in 
1900 and had developed an affection for Rye on several 
visits to Lady Maud Warrender who lived on the outskirts 
of the town. 

At that time, however, he felt too young to be seeking a 
tranquil refuge but by 1918 he felt differently. Initially, he 
shared the lease with his brother Arthur until the latter’s 
death (after a severe depression) in 1925.   

The move to Rye coincided with Fred taking serious 
stock of  himself as a novelist. Apart from a few novels 
such as David Blaize (based on his school years) in which 
he had been emotionally involved, he felt dissatisfied 
with much of his output although his books continued 
to sell well. He resolved to devote more time to writing 
biographies and autobiographical memoirs. However, he 
did not abandon fiction: he started to write ghost stories 
and continued to write fine comic novels including the six 
novels in the Mapp and Lucia series, which he published 
between 1920 and 1939.   

The various characters and their foibles were inspired 
by some of his earlier friends and acquaintances and 
were portrayed against the background of Rye and its 
inhabitants. He even saw himself 
as Miss Mapp, the character who 
lived in “Mallards” - the fictional 
name he gave to Lamb House.

Within a short time E.F.B.  (as he 
was now generally known) felt 
completely at home in Rye and 
settled into a routine of writing, 
playing the piano, walking, 
gardening, bird-watching and 
gentle socialising. By the 1930s 
he was spending ten months of 
the year at Lamb House and two months at his house in 
London and by 1934 he had become such a prominent 
figure in the town that - much to his delighted surprise - 
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he was elected Mayor despite not being on the council. 
He was twice re-elected, remaining Mayor until 1937.    
In 1938 he was made an honorary fellow of Magdalene 
College, Cambridge to which he donated all his diaries.    
Although he did not suffer from the depressions that 
afflicted his siblings, his later years were blighted by 
increasingly severe arthritis which gave him incessant 
pain and drastically limited his activities. He was 
devotedly looked after by his manservant Charlie Tomlin 
and his cook Rose Edwards who had been with him 
throughout his entire time in Rye.   He died in 1940 at 
the age of 72 and was buried in Rye Cemetery.   Charlie 
and Rose were left a generous legacy and married shortly 
afterwards. 

 In all E.F. Benson wrote around 100 books, his last, 
Final Edition, being delivered to his publisher ten days 
before he died. Although many are long out of print and 
likely to remain so, his autobiographical writings and the 
best of his comic novels remain available and it is to be 
hoped that, as a result of Allan’s talk, members who have 
not already done so might be encouraged to explore their 
delights.                                         

Arthur Dewar

*****

1066 in 66 MINUTES
by David Clarke  

Cleverly utilising supposed newspapers of the time [!], 
including the Saxon News, David delivered his talk in a 
form of reportage, proving a most convincing, if unusual 
way to present history. Of course, little was actually 
reduced to writing in those times, leaving the omnipresent 
aspect of speculation as to the certainty of many matters 
of English history then.

The nub of the ‘1066 problem’ appears to be that Edward 
the Confessor, childless, having become very ill at the end 
of 1065, was concerned with establishing his successor; 
he had given hints, but no-one was sure. Perhaps it could 
be his cousin, William of Normandy, or his brother-in-law, 
Harold Godwinson, while the Norse Harald Hardrada had 
been persuaded by Tostig, Harold’s exiled brother, to put 
himself forward as well. Edward was too ill to celebrate 
the opening of his new church at Westminster on 29 
December 1065, dying on 5 January 1066, his funeral 
taking place the following morning. In the afternoon of 
the funeral, however, with what seems undue haste, the 
Witanangemot proposed Harold Godwinson, who was 
duly crowned. William wrote to Harold, demanding the 
throne, but Harold rebuffed him, the Council of Rouen 
then agreeing to a Norman invasion in what was termed 
a “holy war”.

The three claimants were of comparable age, born 
between 1015 and 1028, each ambitious for the English 
throne. Indeed, in early September 1066, Hardrada raised 
10,000 men and 300 ships, landed at Tynemouth, raided 
the east coast of England, and defeated Edwin and Morcar 
(with both of whom Harold had replaced Tostig), as well 
as several English forces at Fulford, near York. Hardrada’s 
stance on the succession was that he wished to gain the 
throne as an acceptable Norse claimant, succeeding the 
Danish king Hardicnut, who had died in 1042.
Harold marched his army north in four days, catching 
Hardrada and Tostig at Stamford Bridge on 25 September, 
and defeating them in a battle in which Hardrada and 
Tostig were slain, and only 24 enemy ships out of 300 were 
able to flee home. He then returned to London following 
Stamford Bridge, marching back knowing that he was 
required to meet the anticipated threat from William. 
Although Harold’s fleet was assembled, it remained in 
port, instead of sailing out to intercept the Normans.

By now, William, having formalised his plans to invade, 
had had warships and transports built on the Normandy 
coast. The Pope gave William his backing, on the strength 
of the assertion that Harold had supposedly previously 
sworn on sacred relics an oath favouring William, 
this apparent fact causing many nobles to ally with the 
Norman cause.

William made a couple of attempts to set sail, succeeding 
eventually on 27 September, landing at Pevensey in 
Sussex on 28 September and going on to sack several 
towns. Harold marched from London on 11 October, via 
Rochester, Maidstone, Bodiam and Battle, clashing with 
William at Senlac Hill, near Battle, on 14 October 1066, 
in what has become known as the Battle of Hastings. 
Fierce fighting endured from about 9 in the morning to 
dusk, the English winning for most of the day, until the 
Normans pushed forward and sealed victory. Harold was 
cut to pieces and dismembered [rather than shot in the eye 
with an arrow as we have been told for generations.]

Memorial stone to King Harold with Battle Abbey 
in background in Battle, East Sussex.
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What happened to Harold’s body has met with some 
conjecture, commentators being divided over whether 
his first wife, Edith the Fair, had it brought to Bosham, 
near Chichester or whether it was laid to rest at Waltham 
Abbey, Epping Forest. 

After Stamford Bridge, William had been left as sole 
claimant to Harold’s throne, and, following the victory at 
Senlac Hill, had himself crowned king at Westminster on 
Christmas Day 1066, thus suppressing subsequent revolts
in what has become known as the Norman Conquest.  

In sixty-six minutes, David had taken us through his 
various newspaper editions from late 1065 until that 
fateful day at Senlac Hill, a date which has changed 
English history forever. Up until the present day, no-
one other than William the Conqueror has mounted a 
successful invasion of England, French attempts in the 
19th Century and German attempts in 1940 having been 
doomed to failure.  

Stefan Gatward

Thank you again to our reviewers and I can assure them 
that, particularly those who are not able to come to our 
meetings, very much appreciate their articles.

This is an opportunity, also, to thank all who help in the 
Bar, at the sales table, selling raffle tickets and meeting 
and greeting.

*****

27th – 29th OCTOBER.

The WHS 20th ANNIVERSARY EXHIBITION

To mark the 20th Anniversary of the very first of our 
meetings in October 2003, we had planned for a long time 
to stage a special exhibition in order to show the residents 
of Wadhurst, past and present, at least some of what we 
are looking after on their behalf.  Despite the undoubted 
enthusiasm which was displayed at that packed inaugural 
meeting, there had subsequently been some scepticism 
about what we were really doing.

The exhibition plan was ambitious but at the same time 
frustrating because so many hindrances seemed to dog 
our way.  Would we ever be able to mount it?  What new 
“issue” would come up?  Until almost the last minute, 
the realisation of the exhibition was very much in doubt.

After much delay and frantic preparation, however, 
by the Thursday evening, it was all up and we had an 
exhibition which consisted of about 10 – 15% of all that 
we are protecting for Wadhurst’s future.

The topics we eventually covered had to be relatively 
limited, of course but clearly they stimulated a great deal 
of interest and it was lovely to see the community of 
Wadhurst getting together again.  

Topics covered in this our fifth major exhibition were:  

20th Century Clubs	   20th Century High Street	
Bewl Water  : 1973 – 2023	  Canadian Remembrance
2003 Charter Banner 	   Commem. Centenary
Hop Picking		    Meteor Crash 	
Pandemic		    The Great Prize Fight
Suffragettes	                 Smugglers	
Victorian Wadhurst	   Wadhurst and War

Many of these had not featured in any previous display 
and they included old archived material plus some 
that was completely contemporary e.g. Bewl Water’s 
construction had begun in this same week 50 years ago 
and the last hop-picking in Wadhurst was completed in 
September 2023 at Little Pell.

Perhaps thanks to two particularly enthusiastic Facebook 
(or whatever it’s called now) messages encouraging 
people to make every effort to come, we were constantly 
busy.  The buzz was everywhere and there seemed to 
be many unexpected reunions of excited old friends 
who enjoyed the exhibits as well.  Anthony Cosham’s 
photographs show the spectacular lay-out created by 
Paul Eldridge and the “set” physically erected by our 
indispensable Committee members. 

The comments in the visitors’ book were much 
appreciated by us all but, “No” I’m afraid we will not 
be able to do another big expo. like that next year.  The 
amount of research and the physical demands of locating 
all the exhibits, displaying them and staging such an 
event are nothing if not challenging.
We shall have to archive all the latest additions to our 
collection but we may well do smaller exhibitions about 
specific events.  Watch this space.
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Meanwhile thank you to everyone who made this 20th 

Anniversary such a resounding success.

Part of the Wadhurst and War exhibit. 

I wonder how many can remember
which county these flags represent!

*****

Having included all the various reviews, let us turn to the 
final instalment of Arthur and Rachel’s research which   
focuses on the son of the Revd Leslie Stevenson. 

 PATRIC STEVENSON
– Another Wadhurst Artist

At the end of the 19th century and in the early years of the 
20th Century, Wadhurst was the home to several artists 
who were celebrated in their time, such as Arthur Croft at 
South Park and Walter and Alfred Strutt at Best Beech,. 
This concluding article in the series of articles on the 
Revd. Leslie Stevenson (Vicar of Wadhurst, 1908-1920) 
and his family describes the life of his multi-talented 
son, Patric, who was destined to become one of Ulster’s 
leading artists.  This account is based heavily on the 

recollections provided by his two children, Leslie and 
Juliet, and other surviving members of the Stevenson 
family.  

Patric Stevenson was born on Sunday 5th September 
1909 when Leslie’s wife Lettice was 40 years old.  Four 
years earlier, Lettice had given birth to a stillborn son 
and went on to lose a second son due to a miscarriage. 
Not surprisingly, therefore, the eventual birth of a healthy 
son was a source of great joy not only to the immediate 
family, but to the community at large.   On the evening 
of his birth, his safe arrival was greeted by a special peal 
of the church bells immediately after Evensong.    The 
christening took place in St Peter and St Paul, using water 
specially brought over from the River Lee in Ireland.  
A contemporary sketch of the font bearing the legend 
“Where Patric was baptized” is reproduced in Wadhurst 
-Then and Now (illustration 32).

We know very little of Patric’s early childhood.  It is 
presumed that he was privately taught at the Vicarage 
in Wadhurst, although his son Leslie remembers “some 
talk of him having unhappily attended a prep school (St 
Edwards?)”.   As he grew up, Patric came to share his 
parents’ interest in poetry and music but also developed 
an interest in the visual arts.  There is nothing to suggest, 
however, that he had a precocious talent in that direction.  
Wadhurst -Then and Now reproduces a water colour 
(illustration 245) that he painted as a child in 1919.  
Entitled “War” it shows a passenger train being attacked 
by a biplane. It displays a lively imagination but, viewed 
purely as a painting, it is unexceptional. 

Patric’s artistic talents burgeoned after the Stevenson’s 
move to Ireland. A major stimulus was his exposure to the 
dramatic coastline and wild countryside of Rathlin Island 
which, according to his son, left a long-lasting impression 
on him.   He went to school at the Methodist College, 
Belfast (by then a co-educational non-denominational 
grammar school) and then went on to study under Samuel 
Taylor at the College of Art in Belfast from 1926 until 
1928.   A brief period at the Slade School of Fine Art 
in London followed.  Nevertheless, he later maintained 
that “nature had been his real teacher”.    In the 1930s, 
he moved with his parents to Southern Ireland when 
his father became the Anglican Dean of Waterford and 
painted townscapes and landscapes in watercolour, pen 
and ink.  During this period, he held one-man exhibitions 
of his work in Waterford and Dublin.  In November 1936, 
he held an exhibition of his paintings in the gallery at 
the imposing Robinson and Cleaver department store 
opposite Belfast City Hall which received favourable 
coverage from the local press. 

Patric’s interests and accomplishments were wide- 
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ranging.  Like his mother and grandmother, he wrote 
poetry - much of it in response to contemporary events.  
A poem of 1935, broadcast on Irish radio, was inspired 
by the tragic boat disaster at Arranmore Island off County 
Donegal in which a yawl  bearing islanders returning 
from harvesting in Scotland foundered on rocks with the 
loss of 20 lives.  

He then went on to write an extensive body of poetry in 
reaction to the worsening international situation in the 
1930s.  Like his father, Patric also had a keen interest 
in classical music, not only as a listener but as an active 
participant. He had a particular enthusiasm for the music 
of Elgar and gave an illustrated lecture on the composer’s 
symphonic poem, Falstaff,  to the Larne Debating Society.  
He conducted an amateur orchestra in Ballymoney in 
County Antrim and it was through his love of music 
that he met his future wife.  Apparently his mother had 
arranged a   meeting with the musical Forster family and 
Patric  promptly fell in love with their eldest daughter, 
Dorothy.  Partric and Dorothy were married quietly in St 
Patrick’s Church, Cairncastle, in April 1937. The Larne 
Times, reporting the wedding, described Dorothy as 
“widely known as a most capable violinist”. 

Patric’s interests were not exclusively artistic.  He was 
fascinated by radio and taught himself radio mechanics 
i.e. how to build, operate and repair the equipment 
necessary for radio communications. This expertise held 
him in good stead when war broke out.   

Despite living in the neutral Irish Republic, Patric felt 
impelled to volunteer for active service and in 1940 he 
returned to the UK to serve as a radar mechanic in the 
Royal Air Force.   Fortunately  he was not sent abroad but 
was stationed for the      duration of the war in locations 
of comparative safety  - initially on  the Isle of Wight, 
and then in Aberdeenshire and Durness in the north-
west Highlands of Scotland.  
In 1943 he was moved to 
rural Shropshire to tend the 
radar station on Clee Hill.  
One benefit of these various 
assignments was that his 
wife Dorothy was able to live 
with him and in December 
1943 the couple’s son, Leslie 
Forster Stevenson, was born 
in Bridgenorth. 
A further benefit was that 
he had sufficient spare 
time to write poems which 
were published in a large number of periodicals and 
newspapers including Country Life and the Daily 
Telegraph. In 1945 an anthology of his poems, dedicated 

to his parents, was published in a volume  entitled 
Flowing Water  by Resurgam books.  The long poem that 
gave the book its title was about the River Severn but 
the anthology included other poems on a broad range of 
subjects including the war, the landscapes of Ireland and 
his family.  One of the most touching poems was Glow-
worm Light, described by his son as “a tender meditation 
on changing a nappy by the light of glow worms”. 

After the war Patric found a position better suited to 
his artistic capabilities: Arts Assistant at Pendley Adult 
Education  Centre  near Tring, where he gave lectures on  
literature and music and led sketching classes. During this 
period he also devised and published a system of visual 
symbols for clarifying the thematic structure of music. He 
also started to devote more time to painting, particularly 
landscapes. In 1949, the year that his daughter, Juliet 
was born, a painting that he had  exhibited at the Royal 
Institute of Painters in Water Colours in London was 
bought by the Duke of Edinburgh. The following year 
he decided to move back to Northern Ireland to devote 
himself to painting.

Patric settled in Rostrevor, a village  in County Down lying 
at the foot of Slieve Martin on the coast of Carlingford 
Lough where the scenery of the Mourne mountains was a 
source of inspiration. Here he experimented with different 
painting techniques such as  the ancient mediums of 
egg tempera ( a paint created by mixing egg-yolk with 
powdered pigments and a little water with a luminosity 
similar to watercolour) and gouache (an opaque, water-
medium paint consisting of natural pigment, water and 
a binding agent). His works steadily achieved wider 
recognition and in 1953 he was elected an Associate of 
the Royal Ulster Academy (R.U.A.).  

“Running Water – Fairy Glen 2”  
painted by Patric Stevenson while living in Rostrevor

Wartime portrait of 
Patric Stevenson 

by a Scottish artist 
(unknown)
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While in Rostrevor he organized several open-air artistic 
exhibitions of fellow artists, a tradition he maintained 
when he moved to Hillsborough County Down in 
1955.  He successfully took on the post of Secretary 
Administrator of the R.U.A and became  an Academician 
in 1959. His paintings, particularly of Irish landscapes 
executed in the new acrylic paints, were now widely 
appreciated. He held a number of one-man shows in 
Belfast during the 1960s and his work was bought by, 
amongst others, the Ulster Museum, the Museum of 
Down and many private collectors. 

Although his primary focus was now on painting, he 
did not neglect his other talents. He continued to write 
poetry and taught himself to play the bassoon. For a 
time he played in the Studio Symphony Orchestra, an 
organisation founded by the Irish Irish composer, pianist 
and conductor Havelock Nelson (1917-1996) to provide 
an opportunity for non- professional musicians to play a 
wide range of music.  Patric also conducted the venerable 
Hillsborough Silver Band, founded in 1850 and one of 
the oldest bands in Ireland.  Patric’s artistic career was 
crowned by his being elected President of the R.U.A in 
1970, a post he held until 1976.  In 1971 he also became 
director of the newly opened Hillsborough Art Centre but 
sadly this was forced to close because of the troubles.   
He died in July 1983 at the age of 74.  

We have found no evidence that he visited the place of 
his birth and early childhood later in life.

Arthur Dewar and Rachel Ring

*****

ROBERT FITZROY – FOUNDER OF 
THE MET OFFICE

In South Stack lighthouse on Holy Island, Anglesey there 
is a plaque commemorating the loss of the steam clipper 
Royal Charter and some 450 passengers and crew during 
a fierce storm in October 1859.  She had departed from 
Melbourne 59 days previously and, after a brief stop 
in Cobh near Cork, was battling strong winds as she 
made her way along the coast of Anglesey towards her 
destination of Liverpool.  Among those onboard were 
miners returning from the gold fields of Australia with 
the results of their hard work safely stowed in the ship’s 
strongroom, many no doubt, looking forward to returning 
home and a comfortable retirement.

Unfortunately, as the ship rounded Point Lynas on the 
northeast coast of Anglesey, the easterly gale it had been 
battling increased to Storm Force 10 on the Beaufort 
Scale and then gradually backed to a northerly and 

continued to build in strength to Hurricane Force 12. The 
Royal Charter could no longer make headway and so 
Captain Taylor, in a vain attempt to stem the drift of the 
vessel towards the shoreline, tried to anchor.

Sadly, both anchor cables eventually parted and it was 
thrown on to a sandbank at Porth Helaeth and finally, on a 
rising tide, on to some nearby rocks. The loss of the Royal 
Charter, a further 130 ships and over 800 lives during the 
storm, had a profound effect on one ROBERT FITZROY.

So, who was Robert FitzRoy? He came from an upper-
class family. His father 
could trace his ancestry 
back to Charles II and his 
mother was the daughter 
of the first Marquess of 
Londonderry. Born in 
1805, at the age of 12 he 
joined the Royal Naval 
College, Portsmouth, 
moving to the Royal Navy 
a year later. He was a very 
able student and by 1824 
had been promoted to 
lieutenant. Four years later he was to be found serving 
aboard HMS Ganges in South America where the 238-ton 
brig, HMS Beagle, was in the middle of a hydrographic 
survey when its Captain, Pringle Stokes, in a fit of 
depression shot himself. 

Promoted to acting Captain, FitzRoy successfully 
completed the Beagle’s survey of the coast of Patagonia 
and Tierra del Fuego, returning to England in October 
1830.

In the course of the survey an incident occurred during 
which four young Fuegian natives were captured and, 
being unable to put them ashore, they were taken back to 
England aboard the Beagle. 

Having “civilised” them, FitzRoy wanted to return them 
and commenced a search for a suitable vessel and crew. 
The search proved difficult but eventually strings were 
pulled by his friend Francis Beaufort and his uncle the 
Duke of Grafton and finally, in June 1831, he was re-
appointed Captain of the re-fitted Beagle. 

FitzRoy was keen to find someone with an interest in 
science to join him on the Beagle and sought Beaufort’s 
help in finding a suitable candidate. Eventually he was 
put in touch with Charles Darwin who had just finished 
an arts degree at Cambridge and was known to have an 
intense scientific interest in geology, flora and fauna. 



581

The Beagle

FitzRoy immediately liked him and so Darwin’s unpaid 
employment began when on December 27th 1831 HMS 
Beagle weighed anchor and set sail for South America.

It was almost 5 years later, when at dusk on October 
2nd 1836, the Beagle finally dropped anchor again at 
Falmouth. FitzRoy now settled down to write about his 
survey work as commander of the Beagle, two volumes 
being published in 1839.  In 1841 he was elected a 
Member of Parliament for Durham and then just two 
years later he was appointed Governor of New Zealand. 
Unfortunately, his tenure was brief as he was recalled to 
London in disgrace for supporting the Maori people in 
their conflicts with white settlers.  On his return he was 
appointed superintendent of Woolwich dockyard where 
he quickly became interested in the use of steam power in 
shipping and immersed himself in the development and 
testing of the Navy’s first screw-driven steamship HMS 
Arrogant. Sadly, in 1850 he suffered a period of deep 
depression and resigned his post.

The Industrial Revolution had led to a huge rise in 
shipping and by 1853 the number of weather-related 
losses had become a cause of deep concern. A conference 
held that year to discuss the question led to FitzRoy, with 
his extensive sea-going experience, being appointed 
to tackle the problem. He approached the task with 
great enthusiasm setting up a Meteorological Office 
to provide seafarers with warnings of bad weather. He 
plotted measurements of wind, pressure, temperature 
and humidity on to charts which he called “wind 
stars” and encouraged fishermen and ship’s captains to 
record weather observations even providing them with 
instruments to do so. 

After years dedicated to solving the problem, the loss of 
the Royal Charter horrified FitzRoy. He redoubled his 
efforts to obtain more accurate information by setting 
up 24 weather stations around the country, to report data 
to him by morse code, which he then used to construct 

rudimentary synoptic charts. From this information 
FitzRoy was able to draw up what he called a “weather 
forecast” valid for up to 48 hours. Unfortunately, these 
forecasts were not always accurate and shipping losses 
continued with the result that he faced increasing criticism 
from the scientific establishment. He continued to work 
unstintingly to improve them but having lost his wife in 
1852, with his health failing and his frustration growing, 
sadly, on April 30th 1865 he took his own life.

Since 1949 the British Met Office had used the name 
Finisterre for the sea area to the west of Biscay that 
extended to coasts of north-west Spain and northern 
Portugal. Spain was also using the name Finisterre but 
for a somewhat different area and so, in February 2002, 
to avoid confusion, the Met Office dropped the name.  
In its place they chose that of FitzRoy to commemorate 
Admiral Robert FitzRoy, the founding father of the 
Meteorological Office.

 Ian Adam-Smith

In our last Newsletter, we enjoyed reading some of the 
Memories of our members.  and as was explained then: 

‘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’.  

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.  

It is, therefore good, that we can continue with some 
more:

*****

CORUNNA AND ME

We were on holiday in East Sussex one summer during 
the early 1950s, when HMS Corunna paid a goodwill 
visit, so we went out on a launch to be shown over the 
ship by its sailors. I remember to this day [I was very 
young at the time] asking a sailor why there were big 
orange saveloys on deck. He replied that they were 
actually torpedo tubes, two sets of quintuple 21” tubes, 
which Battle class destroyers carried as part of their 
armament.

In 1809, Lieutenant-General Sir John Moore was killed at 
Corunna, in conflict with the French during the Peninsular 
War. Mortally wounded, just like Admiral Nelson, he had 
remained conscious long enough to learn of the British 
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victory. He was buried in the ramparts of the city, in a 
tomb situated in the San Carlos Gardens.
When I decided to join the Army, I chose 1Bn The 
Gordon Highlanders, proudly wearing a kilt, sporran, 
and long white spats, known as ‘gaiters Highland’ in 
military quartermasters’ vernacular. Not only had we to 
whiten those spats every evening, but the buttons down 
the side had to be black. We learnt that this was because 
the Gordons had also fought at Corunna, and formed the 
burial party for Sir John Moore, which is why, ever since, 
we blacken our spats buttons as a mark of respect. Indeed, 
our regimental colours [flag] bear the name Corunna as 
a battle honour.

In November 2003, Brenda and I took a cruise, leaving 
from Falmouth, calling at various ports in Spain, 
Morocco, the Canary Islands, and Madeira. On our first 
stop, Corunna, Brenda and I walked along to the San 
Carlos Gardens to find Sir John Moore’s tomb, paying 
our solemn respects after I had recounted to Brenda his 
wonderful connection with my regiment.

How strange it is that I remember clearly my trip over 
HMS Corunna all those years ago, never imagining the 
importance of the name Corunna to me during, and after 
my Army life.

Stefan Gatward 

*****

STOCKHOLM IN THE 40s/50s

I was born in Stockholm and of course Sweden was 
not in the War.  We therefore had a relatively calm life 
compared with Europe and many other countries.

My childhood was very happy with loving parents, 
brother and sister.  My parents had just bought a house 
with a big garden outside Stockholm and  I had many 
friends in the same road (all born in the same year of 
1943) and we cycled to school together.   I fact we cycled 
(10 kms) in all weathers.  But if there was too much snow, 
we got our skis out and had to leave home much earlier.   
It was beautiful with the star-lit sky.

The primary school was tiny with two classrooms.  At the 
age of 11, we went to High School which was co-ed (600 
boys, 600 girls). Lessons were every day of the week 
including Saturday mornings. Gymnastics – 6 hours a 
week.  

We started English at 11, German at 13, French at 15.  
We were not allowed to drop any subjects.  My favourite 
subject was wood-work and the poor boys that year had 

to do sewing!  They were not happy!
When I was ten, my father won £10 000 on the football 
pools, which was a lot of money and he decided to take 
us all on a fantastic holiday in the Packard Clipper to 
the South of France for a month.  He had a special chair 
made for me so that I could see out and not be car sick.

We stopped several nights:  first in Brussels and then 
Paris for three days.  Finally we arrived in Saint Jean Cap 
Ferrat.  Our accommodation was a sweet small family-
run hotel and the whole holiday was magical.

After that we didn’t have many holidays but went out on 
my father’s ocean-going boat from Saturday to Sunday 
night.  Our destinations were to different islands in the 
Stockholm archipelago. 

The game we children played mostly was Rounders – 
in the road as there’s no traffic.  I remember one or two 
moonlit nights when a few of us went tobogganing down 
a long steep hill, out on to the main road and round the 
roundabout.  Exhilarating!

We had a lot of freedom and independence.  In August we 
went to my grandmother’s farm south of Stockholm and 
caught hundreds of crayfish.  It was very exciting putting 
up the cages at night.  My mother would cook them after 
a few days before having a crayfish party.

My first dinner-dance at the age of 9 was fun.  We played 
on the wound-up gramophone:  Elvis Presley, Tommy 
Steele, Paul Anka etc.  We mainly danced the Foxtrot 
and Rock and Roll.  My parents did all the cooking and 
served.  Then my friends would have a party at their 
houses every Saturday.

My ski-ing career started when I was 4 at the place 
where my father played curling. I just took myself up 
the mountain and taught myself to ski.  Week-ends in the 
winter were mainly cross-country ski-ing in the woods 
nearby.  If we wanted mountains, we had to travel by 
train up ARE in the North. My father played curling and 
I skied with my cousins and friends.
We had our first black and white TV in 1954 and soon 
after that colour.

My mother was a very good cook but she couldn’t cook 
without butter and cream.  Not very healthy!

I came to England first in 1961, arrived in Tilbury and fell 
in love with this country.

Lotte Sande-Vine

*****
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NOTES ON SCHOOLDAYS 
IN THE 60s AND 70s

Junior School:  Boater hats, white gloves, indoor and 
outdoor shoes.  Walked to school at 6 with a 7 and 8 
year old girl.  Played jacks at school.  Most meals plain 
“English cooking”:  meat, gravy, potatoes and veg!  Jam 
tarts, treacle pudding, Angel Delight was a favourite; 
didn’t much enjoy blancmange.  Enjoyed Enid Blyton – 
Famous Five and Secret Seven!

Enjoyed needlework – using binca and embroidery 
thread making purses, mats etc.  Played with matchbox 
cars, wood unpainted bricks, papier maché dolls.

Senior School:  walked or cycled to school.  I went to a 
convent for girls where uniform was very strictly adhered 
to – hats at all times.  Taught dressmaking so badly that 
mother showed me the proper way to make things and 
have been making clothes ever since.  Highlight of the 
week was ballroom dancing at the boys’ school!  Played 
lacrosse at the top of a windy field – no track-suits just 
hockey boots, jumpers and culottes!  Very cold!  Hated 
gym – all forward rolls and handstands.   Discipline was 
very strict.

Enjoyed science and maths but very squeamish so had 
to watch dissections in biology, usually feeling faint by 
the window – bull’s eye etc.  Brought in heart and lungs, 
kidneys etc from the butcher for dissecting and took them  
home for mother to cook and feed our dog!

Favourite teenage clothes – black bell-bottomed trousers, 
purple midi-skirt and lilac top from C and A.

Really enjoyed school lessons – very disciplined and lots 
of homework.

In spare time made my own clothes, made up and painted 
airfix models – Henry VIII, Black Prince.  Played tennis.                                                                          

Julie Ellis

*****

THE ENGLISH GUY

I have been fortunate enough to appear on television 
three times in my life, achieving considerable success on 
daytime shows.

In 1988, I became the highest-scoring finalist on my 
appearance on 15-to-1, presented by that wonderful 
gentleman, William G. Stewart.

Some years later (2001), I became Champion for the 
day on Countdown, winning the famous teapot, but was 
defeated the following day. Strangely, both the contestants 
beaten by me and the one who beat me advanced to the 
finals of that series, so I take some satisfaction that I had 
played against quality opponents.

Early in 2006, I was the reserve on Weakest Link, but one 
of the contestants, coming from Jersey, was fogbound, 
so I took his place. Not only did no-one vote for me to 
be removed during the entire show, but Anne Robinson, 
with whom I had endured considerable jousting, bowed 
to me as a worthy adversary when I won the final 3-0 and 
walked away with £1970 in tax-free prize money. 

However, I mention all this because, proud though I am, 
it was a much more satisfying moment when, in 1989, 
I took part in a film, for which I received the credit, 
Stefan Gatward.....as himself. The film was Nannar och 
Människor, a Swedish-made story, with my part being 
filmed in West London. Sadly, I have yet to visit Sweden 
and have never seen the film!

One day in the early 2010s, I became acquainted with 
a man in Tunbridge Wells, who is active in amateur 
dramatics and also loves films. He told me that he had 
lived in Sweden for about three years at the turn of the 
1990s. Curious, I asked if he had ever seen the film 
Nannar och Människor, to which he replied that he had, 
and enjoyed it very much.

Suddenly, he took a backward step, blinked, and cried 
“Gosh, you’re the English Guy in the film!” Was I proud!

Stefan Gatward

Another fascinating collection of nostalgia and interest!  

Thank you to all our contributors.  

Can we have some more Memories, please?  

*****
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And now a different collection of memories:

MICHAEL TOYNBEE 
at 

WESTERLEIGH

Michael and Yvonne Toynbee decided in 1958 that 
Wadhurst would be a good place to find a house – not far 
from their parents in Sevenoaks, a good train service for 
the daily commute or London and in lovely country. Two  
potential houses presented themselves but Westerleigh 
in Mayfield Lane had only two floors so they opted for 
that.  In “The Diary of Michael Toynbee” written in 2016 
for his grandchildren, Michael wrote:  “I consulted my 
father  explaining that having a cottage and gardener 
was perhaps too much, but he said one needed one and 
anyway, we would soon grow into it. He was right .......
and it was a good starting point and we could always 
move later”.  They never did!

“We settled in Westerleigh which cost us £8,250, quite 
a lot of money in those days, but seems cheap now. It 
proved to be a wonderful and very happy home.  We did 
a lot in the garden, planned by Yvonne, a keen gardener, 
who became the county organizer for the National 
Gardens Scheme in East and Mid Sussex for many years.  
When we came to Westerleigh,  we inherited a wonderful 
gardener called Henry Baldwin. He was of the old school 
and had very definite ideas about bedding out.  At that 
time there was very little in the way of garden machinery 
apart from lawn mowers and everything was done by 
hand.  We were lucky to have a very skilled blacksmith 
and wheelwright at Durgates and they always made our 
wooden wheelbarrows for us.  For a short time we had a 
retired coachman and his wife and they held the fort until 
I found Arthur Fleet and his wife, Sylvia with their two 
boys and thus began a glorious period of our life – with 
regard to the garden. 
 
“Before coming to us, Arthur had been a cowman at a 
local farm where he had been grossly overworked.  His 
doctor felt he needed a less stressful job, and knowing we, 
needed a new gardener, put him in touch with us.  He soon 
took to gardening in a big way being a true countryman, 
and thus began a reign of over twenty years.  He had 
green fingers and the vegetable garden soon became a 
model with neat rows of vegetables of every sort.

“Arthur was a man of many talents.  During my year 
as High Sheriff of East Sussex (1985 – 1986), he drove 
me to many functions, and I remember on one occasion 
we drove at high speed through Brighton following the 
Princess Royal and police escort ignoring all red lights.  
He loved it.  He was also a polished butler for dinner 
parties and a bar steward at cocktail parties. He retired to 

Lincolnshire in 2004 to my great sadness”.

Towards the end of his life, Michael was delighted to 
have Roger Fleet, the son of Arthur, as his gardener, 
living in the cottage with his wife and daughter:  “He has 
put the garden in perfect condition and we have a mass 
of vegetables.  How lucky I am.” 			 
	
Michael’s diary contains real gems of information 
and observation covering a remarkable life with many 
experiences which he shared with his family. I think we 
should delve further in future Newsletters into the little 
book from this charming gentleman who is remembered 
with much respect and affection.  

*****

Dates for your Diary:
Saturday 25th Nov:  the ever-popular Tony Harris 

returns as Shakespeare telling us about 

THE PLAYS WOT I NEVER WROTE.

A few tickets may remain (at Carillon Cottage).

Thurs 9th Dec:	 AGM and Entertainment

Thurs 11th Jan 2024:  A Day in the Life of a Court 
Artist by Julia Quenzler.

 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 evening with Tony Harris

SHAKESPEARE
“The  Plays  Wot  I  Never  Wrote”

Saturday  25TH  NOVEMBER
COMMEMORATION HALL WADHURST

doors open 6.30pm for 8pm
Tickets - £16 include a glass of wine, then licensed bar bring your own picnic

Available from Carillon Cottage  Wadhurst
WADHURST HISTORY SOCIETY

Charity Number: 1113106
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THE ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

Thursday 9th December 2023

In preparation for the AGM, please find herewith some 
of the paperwork required.  A copy of the Accounts, 
currently with the Auditor, will be distributed on that 
evening.  Please bring this Newsletter with you.

*****
The Agenda:

	 1.	 Those present and Apologies
	 2.	 The Acceptance of the Minutes of the 	
		  AGM  of 8th December 2022.
	 3.	 Chairman’s Report
	 4.	 Treasurer’s Report
	 5.	 Election of Committee Members
	 6.	 Ideas and Comments from the 	
		  Membership
	 7.	 AOB

A short interval to refill glasses with mulled wine and 
to enjoy mince pies in good company, then a Christmas 
entertainment of carols by Andy and Marilyn Payne 
supporting the charity, Zephyr, which helps bereaved 
families who have lost young children.

Minutes of the 18th Annual General Meeting of the 
Wadhurst History Society

held on
Thursday, 8th December 2022 in the 

Commemoration Hall, Wadhurst

1. 48 members attended plus one visitor.  Apologies 
for absence were received from Peter Dwyer, Carolyn 
Mowll, Janet McFarlan, Valerie O’Dwyer, Wendy Barr, 
Brenda Oakeshott, Stephen & Margaret Anderman, 
Jennifer Khan, Rachel Ring, Margaret and David Lloyd-
Roberts.

2.   The Acceptance of the Minutes of the AGM on 
9th December 2021 plus various reports attached were 
agreed unanimously, proposed by Jeremy Oldershaw, 
seconded by Stefan Gatward.   

3.   Chairman’s Report: (full report attached to main 
copy) The Chairman, Heather Woodward, started 
by confirming what a difficult year 2022 had been.  
Nevertheless ring we had been mounted a Platinum Jubilee 
exhibition but soon were to be saddened by the  loss of 
her Majesty in September.  The flooding of the Centre 
in mid-August dominated the life of the History Society, 
however.  Fortunately very little of the archive material 
was damaged or lost.  She explained that it would take a 
considerable time to sort everything out once we could 
return to our premises and asked for extra help from the 
membership. .   She particularly thanked Chris Ring for 
his sterling help dealing with the demands of the water.   
Rachel as the Centre Manager, Ian as Treasurer along 
with the Chairman had spent many hours negotiating with 
the Trustees of IFH, as well as insurance companies and 

removal firms. Our Trustees have, however, confirmed 
that ‘the Committee has, again, done a very good job 
this year in what have turned out to be circumstances 
as, or even more, challenging than at the height of the 
pandemic.’  The Chairman went on to mention positive 
aspects of the year:  she thanked Stefan and Brenda who 
had taken over as Talks Coordinators and the Cardinal 
Wolsey Fund-raiser had been a highly successful, sell 
out.  In  2023,  our 20th Anniversary would be celebrated  
and we are hoping to mount an exhibition in October to 
mark the occasion.   Heather ended by thanking all the 
volunteers who help with meetings and talks, as well as 
those who had been working  in the Centre.   She finished 
by thanking the committee for dealing with so many 
challenges and hoped that next year we could return to 
some sort of normality.

4.   Treasurer’s Report:  IAS echoed the Chairman 
when he said that the last year had been very challenging.   
Covid restrictions were finally lifted only in February 
and with members uncomfortable about rushing back 
to meetings, subscription renewals were down 25% on 
the previous ‘normal’ year before the pandemic. This 
reduced our income even more when visitors, bar and 
Tabard Room takings were taken into account.   Book 
sales held up, however, and gift aid refunds were roughly 
normal but the outing made a loss.   However, a £4000 
grant allowed us to update the IT system and, as we are 
a charity, Microsoft provides free Cloud storage and free 
Office 365.   This means that all scanned documents can 
be stored securely and, with permission, accessed from 
anywhere worldwide.   Our costs, however, such as the 
hire of the Hall continue to rise, as well as the rent of 
the Centre, albeit more modestly.   Our BT Telephone 
and Broadband contract has been cancelled whilst we 
are unable to use the premises, and we have purchased a 
mobile telephone at £6 per month which is a considerable 
saving, although we shall have to reinstate Broadband 
in due course.   The £109 deficit for the year is under 
the circumstances an acceptable result.   We hope that 
increased subscriptions and a rebate for the period we 
have been unable to occupy the Centre will generate 
a positive result.   Who is to pay for the flood damage 
and disruption, however, has yet to be apportioned and 
discussions are still on-going.   It is to be hoped that we 
don’t find ourselves having to bear such costs which 
would significantly dent our reserves.    The acceptance of 
this report was proposed by Neil Cumming and seconded 
by Trudi Godfrey.

5. Election of committee members:  No members 
volunteered to join the Committee.  The current members 
of the Committee were prepared to continue.    Those 
standing for the Committee are therefore: 

  	 Chairman	 Heather Woodward
	 Secretary	 Peta Hodges
	 Treasurer	 Ian Adam-Smith
	 Centre Manager	Rachel Ring		   
Anthony Cosham, Arthur Dewar and Joan Grace with 
Neil Cumming and John Phipson as independent Trustees.
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The Election of these Members was unanimously agreed, 
proposed by Hayley Preston and seconded by Sue 
Preston.

6. Ideas and Comments from the Membership:   There 
were no proposals from the membership.

7.     A.O.B.  (i)The Chairman confirmed the first meeting 
of the New Year would be on Thursday, 12th January 
when Nathalie Cohen will be talking about archaeology 
at Smallhythe. 

(ii) Heather wished to thank three particular members for 
their major help and involvement in our recent difficulties 
and gave presents to Rachel and Chris Ring, and Ian 
Adam-Smith.

(iii) David James then took the floor and on behalf of the 
members thanked Heather in particular as well as the rest 
of the committee as a whole for keeping everything going 
through and since the epidemic.   The Cardinal Wolsey 
evening was particularly appreciated.   He finished by 
misquoting from Churchill about thanks from the many 
being owed to the few.

   Signed .......................................................………… 
	            Honorary Chairman 

                                                        
                              Thursday, 7th December 2023 

There being no further matters, the meeting ended 
and the hall was quickly reorganised for the evening’s 
entertainment, mince pies handed round and glasses 
recharged with mulled wine, prepared by Harriet and 
John Phipson.   The audience then settled back for a 
stunning concert given by Steve Law on his electronic 
piano.   Ranging from jazz-based pieces from 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.

*****

Notes from the Editor.
As always thanks to everyone who has contributed 

to this Newsletter and Journal.  Please will you send 
some more of your childhood memories – they remind 

us of so much and stimulate lively discussion.

All being well, the next one should appear around 
March. I look forward to receiving something from 

you by the beginning of February 2024.  Please submit 
comments, ideas, suggestions, information and articles 
for potential inclusion to The Editor, Chequers, Stone 

Cross Road, Wadhurst TN5 6LR or e-mailed to 
handew28@gmail.com

With very best wishes to you all as we hope for 
a calm peaceful New Year of 2024.

And now coming  back to 2023:

Christmas is coming – very fast.  
Do remember what you can find at 

the Wadhurst History Society!

*****

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 21st 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 20th century.     £15

Wadhurst in the Second World War  – Life in 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 (2nd edition – 
2014/2020).  The ideal reference book to discover what 
makes up Wadhurst and its history.		   £12.50

•	 Postcards:  Sussex by the Sea and Celia Turner’s 
linocut of Wadhurst, The Smugglers Song

•	 Notepads, Notelets and Individual cards.                     

All on sale at the Wadhurst History Centre. 

To see more of our archives, consult

www.wadhursthistorysociety.org
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