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A Tricycle Made for TWO by Josh Froggatt 
We first met at Whitstable, under Kentish skies, 
She was standing by her easel, with lovely big blue eyes, 
We talked of paint and painting, of pigments red and blue, 
I said "We have some new ones, I'll fetch some home to you." 
She was painting an old Public House, made all of wood, 
And when I saw what she had done, it was very, very good. 
Delivering the samples - clever move you see -
And very shortly after that I went around to tea. 
Her father was a character full of wit and fun, 
Her mother eyed me up and down - wasn't sure about her mum! 
Many times did we meet in that summer weather. 
We were always very happy when we were both together. 
We went down to Bournemouth on honeymoon to stay, 
I was in the dog house having slept the whole long way. 
Did field research for Dussek, must travel near and far, 
I was very fortunate, she took me in her car. 
England, Wales and Scotland, she took it in her stride, 
I was extremely lucky to have her at my side. 
As my eyes began to weaken to Harley Street we'd go 
To see an eyesight specialist, one I used to know. 
To operate was one idea. The surgeon said "No, no, 
Now if he had two eyes - we could maybe have a go." 
Peach then asked the question what action he would choose? 
"Wait for complete blindness - then nothing he will lose." 
So I just carried on 'til I could hardly see. 
Reports and other documents she had to read to me. 
Forced to retire at sixty was a mortal blow, 
I loved my work at Dusseks and friends I'd got to know. 
We bought a tandem tricycle - we were very pleased with it. 
Why did we buy it? Well, of course, to keep us both quite fit. 
To see Peach guiding in the front - some people thought it queer, 
I could not drive it with bad sight so I was in the rear. 
Rude people on the pavement - and there were quite a few -
Shouted "He ain't pushing, missus" - of course it wasn't true! 
Then we took up Heraldry - Peach learned it quick you see, 
When she had learned it thoroughly, then she could teach me! 
We travelled through the countryside, a church we'd never pass, 
Looking for Heraldic Tombs - that's if they'd cut the grass. 
We'd knock up all the Vicars and ask them for the key, 
Tell them what want it for, Heraldic things to see. 
Photograph all Heraldry stained glass and any more, 
Put money in collection box just inside the door, 
Ah! Here's a box with Church Guide - put 20p in slot -
Any Heraldry in it? A little , not a lot. 
Then back again to Vicarage to return the key -
And if we're very lucky, get biscuits, cups of tea! 
Now, the slides developed, project them on big screen, 
'Tis only then that I can see where it is we've been. 

Peach examines closely and has a careful look, 
Records all the Heraldry and puts it in her book. 

Now I'm over eighty - I must be getting old -
My love for her is very warm. It never did grow cold. 

[This poem by Josh sent to us 
by Josh and Peach appeared 
recently in Connections - a 
publication of the Burmah/ 
Crystal Pension Fund 
Organisation and its poignancy 
will not have escaped those 
members who knew them when 
they attended, at great 
inconvenience, so many of our 
meetings. 
Nowhere does Josh mention 
that in their peregrinations 
Peach and he recorded all the 
hatchments in the Surrey 
section of Volume 5 of the 

Hatchments in Britain series edited by the late Peter 
Summers and John Titterton nor that she was 
accorded the credit for the section. In her introduction 
Peach wrote that she wished to thank my husband. Joss, 
for escorting me on our many journeys through Surrey 
and supplying the power for the back of our tandem 
tricycle. Theirs is truly a story of great courage, many 
achievements and lifelong devotion - Eds.] 

The White Boar of Richard H I 
Richard III met his death 
on Bosworth Field, the last 
King of the House of York. 
It was Richard who granted 
a charter of incorporation to 
the Royal Heralds. Both 
before and after his 
succession Richard used a 
white boar (with golden 

tusks, hooves and bristles) as a badge and as a supporter. 
Richard's own pursuivant, Blanch Sanglier, was named 
after this beast. The boar may be a play on the name 
Ebor, the abbreviation of Eboracum - the Latin name for 
York. It may also derive from the boar said to have been 
used as a badge by Edward III. The rose-en-soleil is a 
combination of two Yorkist emblems - the white rose and 
the golden sun [A letter from D. R. Barnes, New Zealand, 
in the Heraldry Gazette - March 1998] 

Silver Boar badge worn by retainers of the 
Duke of Gloucester, later King Richard III 



There Be Dragons! by Judith Lawlor 

[Some time ago Peggy Foster sent us a note asking if we 
knew what hunky punks were - probably, like most of our 

readers, we had no idea - so we 
wrote to the Editor of 
The Lady who very kindly 
gave us permission to copy the 
article by Judith Lawlor 
which appeared in the 24 to 30 
March 1998 issue.] 

The village of Kingston St Mary, situated amongst rolling 
farmland in the foothills of the Quantocks a few miles 
north of Taunton in Somerset, is a quiet sort of place. If 
local legend is to be believed, though, life wasn't always 
so peaceful. For once a fearsome dragon terrorised the 
population until one day someone threw a stone 
into the dragon's ferocious mouth, causing it to 
choke to death. The identity of 
the hero or heroine is 
unknown. But the deed has 
been recorded in the local church 
where four carved stone dragons, each 
with a stone in its mouth, adorn the corners 
of the tower. Such carvings are known 
locally as "hunky punks" and can only be found 
within about fourteen miles of Taunton. They 
appear in various forms on many of the church towers 
built between the years 1450 and 1550 as a mark of the 
prosperity created by the wool industry. 
Wealthy local families would show their gratitude for 
their good fortune by demolishing the nave and chancel 
of the old church and building a new tower in its place. 
The windows of many of these towers were decorated 
with intricate and ornate stonework known as "Somerset 
tracery" and the outside of the towers were adorned with 
the hunky punk figures. The origin of the name 
"hunky punk" is unclear. It may be derived from two 
Old English words, "hunkers" meaning squatting on the 
haunches and "punchy", meaning short or squat. It is 
an apt description for these strange carved creatures. 
Unlike the fearsomely ugly and sometimes sinister-
looking gargoyles, which carry away rainwater, hunky 
punks appear to serve no practical purpose. Designed to 
be seen from the ground, they gaze benignly down on the 
viewer below. They may even have been the medieval 
stonemason's idea of a joke. More likely, they were 
designed to break up long straight sections of masonry 
and make the church tower more pleasing to the eye. 
Whatever their purpose, hunky punk characters were 
carved by the stonemason in his workshop over the winter 
when no outside construction work was possible. 
The stonemason used locally quarried stone and a simple 
chisel and apple-wood mallet to carve the figures. These 
were put in place as the tower was built during the 
summer. Sadly, erosion has taken its toll on the carvings 
and it is difficult to distinguish what some of them 
represent. Nevertheless, their design and quality shows 
the the medieval sculptor was a skilled and imaginative 
craftsman. What is more, the stonemason's status in 
medieval society was equal to that of a theologian or 
academic, and he would therefore have had access to 

both contemporary design and ideas. 
Many of the hunky punk characters display a mixture of 
Christian and pagan characteristics as well as showing 
the influences of heraldic design and folklore, as seen in 
the dragons at Kingston St Mary. It is easy to imagine 
how, in the privacy of his workshop without any 
supervision, the mason used his skill, imagination and 
knowledge to deviate from purely religious themes. 
Animal characters such as goats, dogs and pigs were 
popular designs. Dogs can be seen on the churches at 
Curry Mallet and Hatch Beauchamp. They may be 
associated with nearby Neroche Forest, where hunting 
with dogs was an important activity. Mythical beasts also 
frequently appear. At Lyng there is a cockatrice with the 
head and front legs of a cockerel and rear of a lion. At 
Isle Abbots there is a griffon with a lion's head and 
eagle's wings. 
Heraldic influence can be seen at places with royal or 
influential family connections. The village of Staple 
Fitzpaine has links with with the Poynings, Percy, 
Fitzpaine and de Bryan families. Staple Fitzpaine manor 
became crown property in about 1462 and all the 
carvings on the parish church are too. They include the 
Yale, a design adopted by John, Duke of Bedford, son of 
Henry IV, the boar of Richard III and the Griffon of 
Edward III. However, very few hunky punk characters 
appear in human form. Perhaps the best is a figure 
playing a double-barrelled wind instrument at Isle 
Abbots. At Kingston St Mary there is a woman 
squatting in childbirth. North Pemberton and Curry 
Mallet churches have hunky punks with human heads 
attached to four-footed bodies. These unique carvings 
show both that medieval life was still deeply permeated by 
superstition and folklore and how the church was 
prepared to absorb pagan symbolism into its structures. 

[Editorial Notes - According to 
Boutell a Wyvern is a species of 
dragon with only two legs and a 
Cockatrice is a Wyvern with a 
cock's head comb and wattles 
whilst, according to Margaret 
Young writing in Stephen Friar's 
Dictionary of Heraldry, it has a 

cock's crested head, dangling wattles, glittering death 
dealing eye, barbed tongue and a serpent's tail. 
Same sources say that the Griffin or Gryphon has the 
head, breast, foreclaws and wings of an eagle and the 
hindquarters and tail of a lion. 
Margaret Young says of the 
Griffin - the lion is the king of 
the beasts and the eagle the king 
of the birds but in the Griffin the 
majesty of the two creatures is 
joined together. Its head, wings 
and talons are those of an eagle 
to which are added a pair of 
sharp ears, as it has very acute 
hearing. Its body, hindquarters 
and tail are like a lion and thus it combined the strength 
and vigilance of both animals in one. 
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In the Time of Queen Dick 
by Cynthia Lydiard Cannings 

No.5 - Hamilton of Scotland 
Two men stood looking down at the body of John 
Despenser. 
You're a fool, master, said his factotum to William, son of 
the third Earl of Leicester. First you praise the Bruce 
when, brave man or not, he is England's enemy. When 
Sir John chides you you stand on your pride and accept 
his challenge and, not content with that, you've managed 
to kill him. Everyone will say you value the Scottish 
cause above the lives of your own countrymen. They will 
cry traitor on you and King Edward is besotted by his 
kinsman, Hugh Despenser; you'll get no justice at court. 
What will you do? 
There's only one thing I can do, John. I'm a younger 
son, I leave little behind and I dare say I can make my 
fortune as well in Scotland as in England. Better, 
perhaps, in these troubled times. And if King Robert, too, 
believes I value the Scottish cause above my own 
countrymen, he will welcome me, fool though I may be. 
You'd serve the Bruce? 
It's not what I'd choose but as you've been at pains to 
point out, I have no choice. I will leave you at Leicester 
where I will make my farewells to my father and find 
clothes more suitable to a fugitive. 
You'll leave me nowhere. I'd not mind seeing foreign 
parts. 
The Scottish border was but a few miles distant when they 
heard sounds of pursuit. Quickly they hid their horses in a 
brake and made their way deeper into the forest where 
woodcutters were at work. Sir William gestured to two of 
them to stand aside and he and John took hold of the 
frame-saw being used to fell an oak. Somewhat clumsily 
they continued the work. 
Act naturally! hissed Sir William to their mystified hosts 
as Despenser's men rode into the clearing. 
The woodcutters, seeing a troop of armed men in pursuit 
of two alone, pulled themselves together. 
There's nane here, maister, but as you see, said one in 
answer to a rough question. Two horsemen? Nay, nane 
such as that. Try the other side o' the hill, maister, 
maybe they've seen them at the farm. 
Sir William getting the hang of the saw, began to relax 
until he caught sight of John's face. The man couldn't 
help throwing such anxious glances at the riders that 
immediate suspicion would be aroused were any to notice. 
Impossible to say anything; it would be too likely to be 
overheard. In desperation Through! he called. Through as 
though encouraging his fellow to keep the rhythm of the 
stroke going; and John took the hint. 
Sir William did make his fortune in Scotland, welcomed 

by the Bruce. And in memory of the 
closest shave of his career he took for his 
crest an oak-tree fructed, penetrated in the 
main stem by a frame-saw proper and for 
his motto the single word Through! which 
crest and motto are borne by his 
descendants, the Dukes of Hamilton, to 
this very day. (First published in the Norfolk 
Standard of May 1998 and reprinted with permission.) 

Do You Know? 
In a recent letter to your editors Cynthia Lydiard 
Cannings expresses a wish to become a member of our 
Society and makes a nice point in the form of a question -
she writes besides, I used to enjoy reading the Seaxes 
(as the word is Old English do you consider the plural to 
be Seaxen?) in the Norfolk Heraldry Society library, 
of which I used to be librarian, and it often occurred to 
me then that joining you might not be such a bad idea; 
especially as I used to live in Middlesex. 

Now then all you Middle Saxons which (or 
what) is the correct plural of the charges on 
our arms? S c o t t - G i l e s expresses his 
opinion in Civic Heraldry of England 
and Wales when he blazons the arms as 
Gules three seaxes proper hilts to the dexter 
and above them a gold Saxon crown. 

[Incidentally the Saxon crown distinguishes the arms from 
those of the county of Essex.] 

Corrigendum 
We regret that in the report on our 
visit to Norwich in Seaxe No.23 we 
omitted the splendid drawing by 
Margaret Young of the pelican in 
her piety and hope that, with its 
inclusion now, Margaret and our 
readers will forgive us. 

Bearing Up 
Under the heading above Peterborough writes in the 
Daily Telegraph - The hordes of new peers created by 
Tony Blair have caused a steady hum of activity at the 
College of Arms in Blackfriars where all new coats of 
arms are designed. The terribly grand Garter King of 
Arms is working around the clock. Scarcely less frantic 
is the delightful Henrietta Webb, who paints new coats of 
arms on to the Letters Patent, made of stretched calf's 
skin, in 22 carat gold and gouache*. "I'm actually 
painting Ruth Rendell's at the moment, now Lady 
Rendell," a softly spoken Henrietta tells me. "There are 
polar bears on each side. I had to look them up in a 
natural history book to get them right." And the most 
unusual request for a coat of arms? "A bandicoot 
playing bagpipes!" she says. 

*Gouache = a method of painting with opaque colours 
ground in water and mixed with gum and honey so as to 
form a sort of paste also a painting executed in this way 
and the pigment itself - OED 
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