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Jure 10,1966

Dear Lionsl:

1 was delizhted %o hear from you after all the
years. Your handwriting is very good, and I hope that your
recovery will be complete.

Yes, T well remember that day in May when we left fthe dock
and hooked (that was the word, I remember) a ride on a
sloven-wagon going up Cornmwallis Street, on our way to Cheb-
ucto Road. Fifty three years agol It seems incredible.

It was very kind of you to send me the photographs of my
Dad, and of the Raddall family group. As it chanced 1 had
a copy of the one of Dad as a tenant, taken in 1915;
T hadn®t a copy of the group. What a naive little lot we
look, all except Dad, who had put on his military face
along with his dress uniform. I remember the day it was
taken, in the Hythe photographer's studio. What 2 lot of
thinzs were to happen to us all in the next five years!

One of the nicest things that happened was 2 samping trip

to Melab's Island in the summer of 1914, just before the

war broke out, It was the annual militia camp, of course,
(63rd Halifax Rifles) and Dad and one or two other instruc-
tors were allowed to take Sheir boys along. I roamed all
over the isiand with another boy named Tupper, saw the graves
of the old McNabs, and heard scme of the tales of them and
of the hangman's beach.

Although I sailed in and out past the island many times in
my seafaring days, I never set foot on it again until
1959, when Hilda and I took a picnic lunch in a basket

and spent a whole day thers. The notion of a novel began
to stir in my mind, although I was then busy on other worke.
Eventually, as ycu see, I got around to it.

At Pirst I contemplated a book entirely about the Nliilha
Mcliabs, carrying it right down to the mid-Victorian years,
when the Imperial Covernment bought most of the island
from the Mcliab heirs and proceeded to build three forts,
riflcd ranges, camp grounds, ete. (Fort Melab was built
smack the site of the old Melab house and grounds, and
under an agreement with the heirs the little graveyard

was not disturbed == in fact the fort was built around itl)

However it would have reqiired a huge bock, and 1 gave it
up for one phase of the lMeiiab life == during the Napoleonic
Wars. Incidentally Peter lMellab actually did chop down the
gibbets when the chance came,

Cheersd
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April 9,1968

Hello Lionel:

I hadn't heard or seen anything about the final
closure of the Hythe School of Husketry, but I'm not surprised.
At some time between the two great wars the machine=gun wing
was removed to Netheravon, near Salisbury, and with it went the
headquarters staff, leaving only the rifle and pistol training
staff at Hythe. Early in 1939 the Hythe wing was scheduled for
removal to lletheravon as well, but apparently the cutbreak of
War Two brought plenty of use for both places.

My wife and I spent several days in Hythe in the spring of 1938,
staying at the old White Hart Inn, on High Street. I found the
School of Huskflgry little changed in its main uildings, although
the old Married Quarters where I was born had been torn down
long ago. Dy the time I was old enough to register anything much
we were living outside the & of !, on the Dymchurch Road, although
like all the kids of the staff we were allowed to roam about the
premises. I well remember the annual pantomime in the lLecture
Hall, in which we took part; and of course the gorgeous Christmas
party for the children, which was always held in the Ufficers®
Mess (at the officers' expense), complete with Father Christmas,
a Christmas tree, and small gifts for everybody.

The canal and the ranges looked much the same. The Lecture Hall
had become a chapel, and the old brick medical quarters had
become 2 spuéikd ruseum of small arms. The old soldier in charge
of the museunm rummaged in a cupboard when I told him my father
was onl the staff from 1902 t® 1913, and came up with a group
photograph of the staff taken in 1908, with my Dad, looking very
young, in the front row. Saint Leonard®s School was unchanged,
except that it had taken over the adjoining school for girls,
(The Cirls School had removed to an old manor house on Hythe
Hill,) I discovered that the proprietor of a clothing shop in
High Street was one of my contemporaries at Saint Leonard's,
and while we were chatiing outside his shop he pointed out a
grey man in neat tweeds walking towards us. He was Gilbert
Molyneux, son of the Head lMaster in my time. I remembered him

a handsome and intelligent boy, the type most likely to
succeed; but I was told that he'd never amounted to much, and
a few years before he'd suffered severe head injuries in a motor
accident and lost some of his memory. I introduced myself to
him, but he couldn't remember me, although he chatted a lot
about his father. For many years he had been living with his
mother. Apparently Holyneux Sr. left them moderately well off.

I remember )Mr. Molyneux as a dark, burly man, a severe dis-
ciplinarian, and I got a hell of a caning from him more than
once, !y Dad stayed with the Molyneux family on of his leaves
from France in War OUne. I was interested to see ﬁ& name on the
Hythe war memorial beside the canad, although strictly speaking
he was not a Hythe man.



The old pubs, the Gate, and the Red lion, looked the same
outside as I remembered them. As kids we used to buy sweets
from a confectioner named Keeler, who had a little shop across
the canal bridfe from the Red Lion. In 1958 the shop was still
there, with a Heeler running ite I rememberOed,fishmomger named
"Twiggy" Blackman pushing a two-wheel barrow about the streets
and yelling "Fresh Mackerel® etee In 1958 I saw a motor van
labelled "Claclwan & Co., fish wholedalers" ~- descendants of
"Twiggy"s no doubt,

Strangely, the Germans hadn't bombed Hythe much in War Two,
and the new growth of the town lies ower the ridge, so that the
old town is almost unchangede I could find uy way about with ease.
The canal, which I remembered as & deep and wide thing, looked
shrunken and choked with weed in 1958, and bayond iythe it seemed
to peter out in 2 mere diteh in Romney Marshy although originally
it had been dug all the way to Rye.

You'll remember that the beach at Hythe was all shingle, and
the nearest streteh of sand beach was several miles away at
Dymehurche Unee a year the S of M staff held a mass picmic for
their families at Dymehurch, driving there in charabancs, and
spending the khole day. In 1958 we went to Dymehurch on the
little narrow-gauge railway (built since I left fythe as a boy),
but found the place cluttered with caravans and cheap little
“villas", apparently zs a miniature Coney Island,

At what is now called West Hythe (apparently everything west

of Hythe Green) I found the brickwalled Reach Pield, off Fort
Sutherland Road, where in summer various territorial reginents
used Lo camp on the edge of the ranges.

lost of the old Hartello towers had disappeared =< they were
beginning to crumble when I was a boy, chiefly by the encroache
ment of the sea. Strange to think that William Pitt built them
(and dug the military canal) in 1804«1806, to fend off invasion
by Kapoleon. They were never required; nor were the slaborate
entrenchmentd and machine-gun bunkers along all this coast
in Hitler's time, when the same situation came up and passed
again, :

I féund the Hythe Cricket Club®s field as trim and green as ever,
and the Ladies' Walk, lined with copper beeches, where we used
to stroll in families, all dressed up, on summer Sunday aftere
noonss

Well, I seem to be running on and on. See what happens when you
touch the memory button? Thanks for writing.

Cheers!

A
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