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WIVEY HARDWARE
10 WEST STREET  Tel: 01984 624268

Tools, Electrical Goods, Paint & DIY, Kitchenware,
Cookware, Seeds, Compost, Garden Accessories, Camping
Equipment, Wine & Beer Making Supplies & Wickerware

Thank you for your support
Wishing you a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year

Monday – Friday 9 am – 5.30 pm
Saturday 9 am – 4 pm

74141

Wooden Floor Specialists
The most beautiful floors begin here

Merry Christmas and a happy
New Year to everyone

Over 40 years experience

01984 624411
Reg. Office 2 Lion D’Angers, Wiveliscombe, Taunton

Woodblock/strip
Parquet/hardwood

Laminate/cork
Repair & Renovation

Resurfacing

GIVE US A CALL

COVERING THE
SOUTH WEST

FREE ESTIMATES

ALL WORK GUARANTEED

James A. Bell Flooring

74
15

4

HIGH ORCHARD
WIVELISCOMBE

CHRISCHRISTTMMAASS
POULPOULTRTRYY

TURKEYS, GEESE, DUCKS
AND CHICKENS

Delivered Locally by Arrangement

CALL US NOW FOR YOUR 
CHRISTMAS ORDERS

CALL MARGARET HEARD ON
01984 629237

Poultry, Lamb 
and Wild Boar available

throughout the year
74165

Welcomes 21⁄2  – 5 year old children
in the St Michael’s rooms

Monday – Friday 9 am – 12.30 pm
Monday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday 12.30 pm – 3 pm

Experienced and Qualified Staff
Beautiful garden with all weather cycle track and play area

Contact: CHRISTINE FOSTER on 01823 400914
OFSTED inspected and member of PLA 74176

MY journey began with
an early meet at
Heathrow.  I met the
other 19 people from
around Britain who
were to be my compan-
ions for the next two
weeks for the first time.

The group hit it off
almost immediately and we
were quickly embarking on
the first part of our journey,
which was a six hour flight
to Kuwait airport.  

After an epic five hour
wait in Kuwait airport (not
helped by Kuwait being an
alcohol free state!) we were
flying to Dehli on yet anoth-
er six hour flight.

Arriving in Dehli was a
massive culture shock.  The
humidity was overwhelm-
ing and this was at 4.30 in
the morning!  

However what was even
more overwhelming was the
vast amount of poverty in
and around Dehli.  On our
short journey to the hotel
we drove past several huge
rubbish dumps and each one
was swamped with hun-
dreds of children
scavenging for plastic and
cardboard.  

It just seemed that every
possible space in Dehli was
inhabited by thousands of
people and every round-
about had become a
teeming colony.

We spent a couple hours
freshening up in the hotel
and were quickly ushered
out to visit some of the sites
where Actionaid do magnif-
icent work in supporting the
street children in Dehli.  

The first project we visit-
ed provided love, warmth
and shelter for hundreds of
Dehli street children during
the day and evenings in a
room no bigger than some
of our front rooms!  

The fifty or so children
that were present when we
visited had been practising a
dance performance for
weeks in honour of our
visit.  It seemed as if the
children didn’t have a care
in the world seeing them
dance and sing with such
broad and happy smiles.  

After speaking to the
children after the perfor-
mance it quickly came
across that all of them were
homeless orphans who
worked in the rubbish
dumps picking cardboard

and plastic to sell in order to
feed themselves and any
younger siblings.  The kids
just seemed to look after
themselves in their own lit-
tle community.

That evening after a
quick meal we were off on
an overnight train to Chakki
Bank, near Dharamasala.
Dharamasala is now the
home to the Dalai Lama,
and now plays residence to
the biggest Tibetan commu-
nity outside of Tibet.  

Here we explored the
Dalai Lama’s home and
spiritual garden, and several
Buddhist monasteries and
temples, these were all real-
ly incredible and a really
spiritual experience.  

The Buddhist monks and
whole Tibetan community
came across as the most
peaceful and spiritual peo-
ple in the world.  Indeed
every Buddhist monk we
passed or spoke to had the
most peaceful face and such
a genuine smile.

The next day we were off
to the Himalayan border to
a place called Bir.  We visit-
ed Sherab-Ling monastery,
home to a three storey, gold
plated, jewel encrusted
Buddha.  

Later we had a warm up
trek in the foothills of the
Himalayas, where we saw
for the first time the magni-
tude of the mountains and
the task that lay ahead over
the next week.

The following day was
our first day of the trek, we
crossed an ancient trading
route across Haribag Pass
(2,500m).  As we passed
through several small vil-
lages, the school children
and locals were out in force
to greet us.  

We were invited in to
nearly every home, and
handed walnuts and other
treats as we passed. Every-
one seemed so genuinely
happy to see us.

The next day we crossed
Sun Pass (2,700m) and went
through La Paz village,
again the locals were out to
greet us in force.  

We followed the Thadkot
river through some spectac-
ular scenery, passing
hamlets and villages whose
lifestyle has not changed for
centuries.  Indeed some of
the younger children had
never seen a westerner
before and were really
intrigued by the group.  

We spent the night in
tents, enjoying a camp fire
(and a few kingfishers) and
looking up at the huge array
of stars.

Day three of the trek was
probably the hardest.  We
trekked for eight hours
trough Alpine pastures with
beautiful panoramic views
of the snow capped
Dhauladur range to the
North, and the Shivalik
mountains further South.
We spent the night in an old
colonial hunting lodge used
many years ago by the
British and the Maharajas.  

The next day was an
optional trek, which about
half the group including
myself decided to go on.
We climbed to a nearby
pass, again with absolutely
spectacular panoramic
views of the Himalayas, and
reached the highest part of
our whole trek at 3,500m.

Day five of our trek took
in the magnificent Shilpad-
hani, a beautiful small
village perched on a steep
slope surrounded y alpine
woodland.  

We passed several leg-
endary Himalayan
shepherds, called the Gad-
dis, who led a nomadic life
completely unchanged for
centuries.  We spent our
lunch being overlooked by
the magnificent Himalayan
Griffin Vultures!  

Once in camp some of us
decided on a swim in a
nearby river, after swim-

ming around for about ten
minutes in the freezing
water we looked up and
noticed we were being
watched by an entire village
all laughing their heads off
at us!  

The final day of our trek
took us to Ropa, this was a
quite surreal day as we
passed through hilly wood-
land that could easily have
been parts of Exmoor!

We were picked up by
jeeps and transferred to Bai-
jnath temple, a spectacular
Shiva temple built in
804AD.  It is an ancient and
important pilgrimage site
for Hindu people all around
the world.  

We were later transferred
to Taragarh Palace, our
home for the night.  The
Palace has played home to
the Maharajas for centuries,
and is where Prince Charles
stays on his visits to India,
or so legend has it!  

The Palace was amazing,
a couple of us played Bad-
minton, and I later retreated
to my room to watch Liver-
pool vs Chelsea in the
Champions League (well I
couldn’t miss that!).

After a very comfortable
night in the Palace we visit-
ed the Norbulinka Institute.
The Institute was estab-
lished to teach and preserve
Tibetan art and crafts
including wood carving,
statue making, thangka
painting and embroidery.  It
was a beautiful and peaceful

place.  
We later caught another

overnight train, arriving in
Old Dehli at 4.30am.  We
transferred to New Dehli
station and were quickly
setting off to Agra for the
day.

Agra is home to the mag-
nificent Taj Mahal, and our
visit to one of the seven
wonders of the world really
capped of the trek.  Built for
love by Emperor Shah
Jahan in 1631 in memory of
his beloved wife.  

The spectacular marble
monument must be the most
extravagant ever built.  A
truly memorable experi-
ence.

We returned to Dehli and
went off for a bit of shop-
ping in the market stalls in
central Dehli.  We later
transferred to the airport for
our return journey, includ-
ing another five hour wait in
Kuwait airport.

Getting back to Wivelis-
combe was really surreal, it
felt like I had been gone for
months and people were
still coming up to me and
asking when I leave!

It was a truly memorable
experience for me, hence I
would like to thank many
people in helping me raise
the funds.  

First a massive thanks
goes to the whole Wivelis-
combe community,
especially to Andy Ware
(for his legendary month off
beer), Charlie Ward (for all

WIVELISCOMBE Historical Society’s
2005-06 programme of talks got off to a
good start when Birdie Johnson brought
some of the oral history recordings she
had collected for the Exmoor Archive. 

Over the best part of two years she recorded
78 people in over 200 hours of recordings. That
is a vast resource of which we could obviously
hear only a small selection.

Our enjoyment of the recordings was greatly
enhanced by Mark Rattenbury’s photographs of
the speakers being shown on the screen as each
one was speaking. 

Some of these photographs showed the speak-
ers in the settings where they had lived much of
their lives, such as on the farm, in the kitchen, in
church, or out on the moor.

Not all the speakers were native to Exmoor,
but they appeared to have come to terms with
what had for many been a hard life, especially in
their younger days.

First we heard Walter Barwick talking about
the village school he attended, where two of the
teachers were brother and sister, the brother
being the Head. 

He, however, could not bring himself to cane
a child. When the need arose, the erring pupil
would be sent to the sister, carrying a card ask-
ing to be caned. She would prolong the agony
for the wretched child by not breaking off from

her work until it suited her, when she would
administer the punishment.

Hope Bourne is the only one of the speakers
whose name is known outside the local area,
because she has written books about her life on
Exmoor. She intrigued us with the description of
her minimal style of housekeeping, which
enabled her to spend most of her day outdoors,
where she preferred to be.

Bill Partridge had a hard childhood, his moth-
er dying when he was nine. When he grew up,
the war came along and he joined the army. He
survived the active service, though feeling that
he did not deserve to, as many of his friends had
not. 

After the war he came back to help his father
on the family farm, and stayed for the rest of his
life.

Hilda Parham described the nursing help she
received when giving birth sixty or more years
ago. Dr. Ernest Mold came to Lynton as GP in
the 1950s. He was much concerned at the lack of
provision for mental health care then. 

A patient that was too ill to be treated at home
had to be sent to the county hospital, which was
over sixty miles away near Exeter.

Ada Richards talked about the sheep shearing.
A number of farmers would get together to help
shear each others’ sheep, and they would go
around to each farm in turn. 

It was Ada’s job to keep the men supplied

with beer. She would be careful to serve only
mild beer in the morning, and something a little
stronger in the afternoon. 

The strongest beer was kept back for the
evening session, the sing-song, which could go
on until one o’clock in the morning.

Joan Smith spent part of her childhood in a
house on the Exmoor coast, where she had a five
mile walk to school, some of it through heather
taller than herself. She went on to grammar
school and a career in teaching. Her last position
was deputy head at Wiveliscombe.

Olive Vigars said life was hard when she was
young, but that was life in those days. “I’m glad
I did what I did.”

In giving the vote of thanks, Mark Gibbs
remarked that people talk about “grumpy old
men” but those we had listened to that evening
had been far from grumpy. 

Miss Johnson said that she could not recall a
“grumpy old man” among her recordings but she
did have one “grumpy old woman” who found
fault with everybody and everything. Everyone
else seemed contented with life.

* On 9th January we hope to have Peter Lang-
don talking about his grandmother, Mrs Bessie
Langdon, who made the small beginnings in
Wiveliscombe in the 19th century of a business
that has continued into the 21st century.

JRB

her help and guidance
throughout), my mum and
sisters (again for all their
help throughout), Mark
Wood, Ivor Whittle, all the
footballers and cricketers on
the White Hart vs Bear
charity matches (unlucky
with the cricket White
Hart!), all the high ropers
(who braved the weather

conditions), all those who
attended quizzes, Jayne (for
her phone donation) and all
three pubs (for allowing me
to keep collecting tins by
the bar).  

Thanks also to my mis-
cellaneous donors, together
we managed  to raise £2,850
for Actionaid! Thank You!

Kevin Irvine

Exmoor voices (and faces too)

My Himala yan adventure


