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THAT WAS
2003




Who did we beat up this season?

TEWKESBURY
12-13 JULY

As the less-reputable 21st-century newspa-
pers would say: “Phew, wot a scorcha”. And
it was. To liken the field of battle to Dante’s
inferno, sans flames, would not be stretching
the imagination.

My retinue, fresh from a roasting at Tut-
bry, found themselves packed off to one side
of Tewkesbury’s battlefield,
far, far from the nearest toi-
lets, a positive trek from the
bars (although most of them
managed to achieve a state
that ensured the return jour-
ney was less boring, although
in the case of Master Potter,
possibly much longer), in
heat that would have made
an Englishman of an era
much later than mine mutter
things about mentally un-
hinged canines.

The battle was d... hot.
My retinue stretched their
sheltering under the closest
tree routine until the very last moment, their
following of the available shade tracking
with sundial accuracy the passing of the
hours, until the moment when wool and
metal had to be donned could be put off no
longer.

I believe the main highlight of Saturday’s
battle was Master Harley’s shout of ‘Make
way!” to the Lancastrian forces, after spot-
ting the King. The result was the Yorkist line
also parting, allowing the banner guard di-

rect access to the King. On
the Sunday my brave soldiers
had to actively seek out op-
ponents — | think my ‘ladies’
may have scared them off the
night before with their tough
talking about hard fighting ...




STAFFORD CASTLE
19-20 JuLy

My retinue returned to their spiritual home
for the first time in many years, for an event
that was shared with a couple of other
groups. The weekend was enlivened by a
march into the town centre (in truth, "twas a
march from a market owned by one J Sains-
bury, where the horses were stabled, into the
town centre) to meet no less a person
than the Mayor of Stafford, whose
name bore a striking similarity to
“Master” Russell, one of my billmen.

My captain and his men acquitted
themselves with honour in front of
the usual Saturday shoppers, and even
managed to find themselves in the
local papers a day or so later.

Saturday night was enlivened by a
game of “Hunt Master Brown” in the
woods. Everyone lost.




STONELEIGH
9-10 AUGUST

English heritage’s new multi-period event
proved to be something of mixed bag for my
retinue. Although the event was excellent
socially, the actual display proved to be
rather tiring in the heat of Saturday and
rather dispiriting once the rains had de-
scended during the middle of the Tutbury
trial scenario on Sunday.

A modicum of fun was had from the new  pre-arranged impromptu
‘hunt that pigeon’ scenario, involving a par-  pirate party (see pic-
rot, a cardboard seagull and a very nervous  tures) that proved to be
owl. My editor managed to demolish the  great fun and was enli-
joust barrier in stylish way, by pushing  vened by at least one
someone into it, and watching stunned as the  truly inventive costume
fence collapsed in true comic manner, sec- (and also had an inter-
tion by section. The York City Levy hosted a  active paddling pool).
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BoswoRTH o
16-17 AugusT o, e tesing

The  resulting
Being somewhat indisposed and feeling dis-  show of Stafford
tinctly light headed, it was with pleasure that ~ might was a joy to
I allowed members of my Retinue to join  behold, with the

with my cousin, Sir Oxford wedge bro-
Humphrey Stafford ken and out flanked
of Grafton to put on nuMerous occa-
down that welsh sions, so much so
pup, Tudor at Bos- that a member of
worth Field. | have our  opposition,
still not forgiven having thrown off
Tudor for swanning his livery, joined
around on his yacht our bill lines and
while | tried to do set about his for-
away with King mer comrades with
Dick the last time. gusto.

The engagement commenced with the It was a great

usual arrow storm, but rather than the arch-  pity we had to ‘lose’ as
ers firing merrily away at each other, the  clearly the field was
ranks suddenly found themselves exposed to ~ won, but at the required
incoming clothyards. Master Howes reacted ~ moment Captain Howell
to this surprise event by ordering a general  gave the order and the
advance into the arrow storm, a tactic | am  Retinue withdrew from
still trying to understand. the field, heads held
high and honour satis-
fied. Althought here was
a desire from some of the
more enthusiastic mem-
bers of the Retinue to
finish off the “victorious’
Lancastrians .

With the arrows spent it was time for the
real fighting to begin, the first day’s fight
was a bit fraught, and at times a close run
thing as we came against the organised
wedge of the Oxfords: they had clearly learnt
a thing or two from our recent confrontation
at Tewkesbury. By the end of the day our
casualties were higher than what we nor- All in all, an excel-
mally expect and our pride a little dented. lent weekend and a very
well organised event and
I look forward to return-
ing next year.

The next day dawned with my men
showing renewed vigour, fresh reinforce-
ments to replace the injured and revised tac-




DARTMOUTH CASTLE
24-27 AUGUST

The sun shone, the sea was warm (ish) and
Buckingham’s Retinue descended on the not
so sleepy town of Dartmouth during the Au-
gust Bank Holiday weekend which coincided
with regatta week.

We settled down into the cosy quarters
(it became very cosy at night with the Reti-
nue occupying all available floor space) of
the 15" century gun tower. The first prob-
lem of lack of wood for the fire was solved
by a scouting party begging from local resi-

dents and an intrepid group of men in vari-
ous stages of undress scaling the cliffs for
fallen branches. The sun set on the first eve-
ning to the melodious drums and singing on
the roof which was soon abandoned follow-
ing a request from the floors below.

The first day was set for living history
the setting being the castle manned and pre-
pared to protect the town from invasion from
the sea. The archers were poised to shoot
from the battlements as was the hand gunner
and the cannon fired into the bay producing

‘NO MUMMY, COSTUME
TALK NOW, ICECREAM
LATER’

Small child overheard

the best echo of any event as the
noise rebounded off the opposite bank
of the estuary. Sounds of the Were-
Duck of Dartmouth were heard from
the upper chamber, or perhaps this
was the hornpipe in the hands of the



public?  The dancing was precariously
staged on a sloping site with lower level
paths but the dancers survived the experi-
ence intact.

The second day marked the first murder
mystery plot with a cunning storyline involv-

ing one of the young princes being smuggled
out of the country. The next day the plot
changed as did a number of the characters —
there were so many characters that the castle

‘THIS IS NOT YOUR NIECE’

Allan to Phil

garrison  became
more symbolic than
actual! Allan threw
himself into the role
of King’s Envoy and
inquisitor with gusto
and should be con-
gratulated on an ex-
cellent plot with
many subtle twists,
turns and cul de sacs.

Highlights of the
weekend included a
vigorous rendition of
the Bear Dance on
the quayside in town following much singing
and dancing, the group having been fed and
watered by the local hostelry. A member of
the public was heard to say ‘Those poor
souls, | wonder how late they have to work’.
Also, the formation hypothermia display by
Bucks’ Barracudas swimming in the sea
from the castle steps (a special award for
bravery for those who attempted it on the
final evening when the sea was a little more
aggressive), singing in the car park, a prac-
tice shoot of flaming arrows at night into the
bay (bought back the next day by a local,
much to the consternation of the English
heritage staff!) and the fine mussel broth
produced by Rachel and Lou.
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‘I'VE GOT ASOFA
MADE OUT OF THE
SAME FABRIC AS
YOUR DRESS’

Member of public to Cat Wetton

‘THE WHOLE GAR-
RISON SEEMS TO
HAVE HAD ACCESS
TO THE VINTNER’S
BOX’

Judge Hutton



BLORE HEATH
20-21 SEPTEMBER

Blore Heath, the last event of the year, a
whole seven months to go before next sea-
son. How am | to cope?

This has become a regular event now and
is an excellent one with which to start the
wind down for the off-season. | won’t bore
you with the details of how awesome we
were, except to say — YES, OH YES, OH
YES! Everyone was superb, the line fight-
ing, the tactics, the drinking — need | say
more, lets skip to the highlights!

1: Dave H in the tourney, a well-honed
fighting machine who demonstrated the art
of speed stabbing with a dagger.

‘I COULDN’T DO ANYTHIN-
THINGWITH IT, THEN
RHIAN GOT GOING AND
GOT IT FIRM IN FIVE MIN-
UTES’

Sue (the mind boggles)

2: Vast quantities of ale and singing on both
nights.

3: The BBC coming to visit, resulting in the
now famous ‘Four go mad in the Baltic”
escapade.

‘YOU ARE NOT SUPPOSED
TO BREAK THEIR LINE —
ITSNOT IN THE PLOT’

A marshall — well, if they were any good, they’'d
have stopped us, wouldn't they?

4: The look on the oppositions’ face on Sun-
day, when the ‘heavy panzers’ went into
their side.

5: Emma’s excellent birthday cake — definitely
accurate; some of you were out of line on it.

6: Marcus Petz’s display of tent dropping.
Allan Harley

‘I’'VE FOUND LOADS
TO BUY, BUT I'M NOT
BUYING IT’

Andy Howes
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