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MY INTRODUCTION TO LUNDY

In 1987, John Dyke spoke to the Annual General Meeting of the Lundy Field Society, describing how he ‘discovered’
Lundy and his first and subsequent visits. The text was later published in the January 1988 Newsletter of the LFS.
Here it is, in John’s authentic, humorous voice — and accompanied by the overhead projector acetates he showed!

My introduction to Lundy originated in an unusual way
fifty years ago when I was living in Cheshire. I had just
purchased a 1s. 9d. postal order in the one and only
village shop and noticed a ‘foreign’ coin in my change.
Our postmaster was apologetic and immediately offered
areplacement penny. I thanked him, but declined to part
with this strange coin ‘Lundy One Puffin’ — where on
earth was Lundy? I concluded that it had been minted
for some obscure overseas British possession (we had
an empire in those days).

Searching through my Philip’s Atlas at home, I found
that Lundy was a solitary piece of land surrounded by
water and nearer to England than I had expected. How
inviting it looked in isolation; I vowed I would visit its
shores as soon as I could. Greatly daring — to quote
Rupert Bear — I wrote to Martin Coles Harman, whose
stern profile appeared on the coin, and asked for any
available information about the island and whether it
could be visited. In due course, a courteous reply was
received together with a mint set of the 1929 stamp issue
— an added bonus as I happened to be a collector. Mr.
Harman expressed a hope that 1 would indeed visit
Lundy and referred me to his agent, F.W. Gade, who
would be able to deal with further enquiries.

And so it fell to Mr. Gade to have to grapple with the
requests of an impecunious art student who had fallen
in love with a piece of rock out in the ocean. Mr. Gade
dealt with my many and varied questions most
obligingly, and from him I purchased every available
postcard view of the island — and what literature there
was, including Joan Watt-Smyrk’s little guide, published
in 1936, price 6d.

Meanwhile, searching  Chester’s  second-hand
bookshops, 1 secured Gosse’s Sea and Land for one
shilling, and Warden Page’s Coasts of Devon and Lundy
Island at a cost of 7s. 6d. I commenced collecting
anything connected with the island, but was
disadvantaged by living a great distance away from the
object of interest.

In 1939 I managed to persuade my brother-in-law to join
me in making tentative arrangements to visit the island
for a fortnight’s stay at the Manor Farm Hotel in May
1940. In agreeing to join me, my brother-in- law — a
qualified brewer — was attracted by the prospect of
visiting the unlicensed tavern — and Lundy — in that order.

Eight years were to elapse before I actually set
Wellington on Lundy’s shores. By then, of course,
through the instigation of Mr Harman, Dr Harvey (later

page 8

Professor Harvey) and associates, the Field Society was
established in 1946. Mr Harman generously allowed the
society to occupy the Old Light and make it its
headquarters — it was ideally suited for the purpose.
Nearly all the other buildings had suffered the
depredation of wartime storm damage — virtually
impossible to repair through lack of labour and materials.

The society’s pioneers, with great determination and
effort, cleaned, decorated and furnished the interior of
the Keeper’s cottage, creating really acceptable
accommodation, whilst the fabric of the building
contributed a special atmosphere of its own. Volunteers
also erected the first Heligoland Trap at the head of
Millcombe Valley close to the old hotel’s gothic gate.
Severe gales blew down their efforts — twice!

Food rationing was still in force; each visitor had to
bring food for a fortnight. Generally rations were pooled.
Nothing was available for purchase excepting fresh milk.
A small barrel of beer came ashore with us but that had
been consumed in the first two evenings and the tavern
remained dry thereafter whilst we were there.

The Lerina having been commandeered for war service
was in need of a complete overhaul afterwards so that
the island had no boat of its own at this time. The Field
Society chartered a small fishing boat, the Girl Joyce,
to run fortnightly out of Ilfracombe. Supplies for the
island’s few inhabitants were also carried on these
occasions.

I'recall arriving at Ilfracombe on the early morning train
from Exeter, in pouring rain, accompanied by a westerly
gale. Fortunately it was downbhill all the way to base
camp, ‘The Tranmere Hotel’ in St James Place, run by
dear Mr and Mrs Cutcliffe who were so kind, consoling
and considerate. Stan Cutcliffe was the LFS Shore
Officer, a keen naturalist and ornithologist. Already
assembled at the hotel were my fellow passengers and
all eleven of them and myself voiced little objection
when it was announced that Captain George lrwin had
decided that it would be unsuitable to venture forth on
the very high seas that day.

On the following day, many of us had the distinct feeling
that we ought not to be on the high seas that day either!
Some of the passengers being unfamiliar with ways of
small fishing craft, chose to sit, recline and roll on the
hatch cover amidships, finding themselves completely
at the mercy of the enormous waves and wild billows.
Persons were rather ill and others wished they could
have been!





























