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A Message from the Past President 

My Heritage news pertinent to our next BTL 
 
Enjoy Access to All Military Records 
 
As we celebrate the people who put their lives on the line to serve their country this 
Memorial Day in the United States, there's never been a better time to explore the 
war stories in your family history. MyHeritage is pleased to help open the door for 
new discoveries about your family's military history with access to our entire  
collection of military records.  You must be a member of course. 

 
 Peter was going to do a message for us for this BTL, however he had his arm operation  
 just recently and is not up to writing yet.   Here are two titbits he sent in a little while ago. 
 

 
 

A Genealogical titbit from Peter Godfrey’s 
 Family Tree. 

 
On the Godfrey side of my family there is a large 
family of Piper’s who lived in and around 
Hawkhurst in West Kent. The first of two of 
these was William (1792 to 1863) whose        
parents were William (1769 to 1842) and Ann 
Munn (1768 to 1863). The second was          
Elizabeth Piper (1796 to 1886) whose parents 
were Thomas (1764 to 1844) and  Sarah 
Boakes (1766 to 1850).   
 
William and Elizabeth came from a line of       
William Piper (1739 to 1813) and Sarah Sinden 
(1741 to 1802). So, in fact William and Elizabeth 
were cousins, as Grandchildren of William and 
Sarah. (And no, I do not have two heads). 

Just a short note from Peter Godfrey 
 
Most of you might know that the 1931 census      
documents in the UK were destroyed by fire.  There 
is an article about this in https://lostcousins.com/
newsletters2/latemar22news.htm. 
 
In addition you might be aware that there was no 
census taken in 1941 due to WW2. 
 
However, remember that the 1921 census is        
available on findmypast on a 14 day free trial, and 
there is the 1939 Register taken in September 1939 
available on most genealogical websites. 
 
So we will have to wait until January 2052 until 
we get more information (release date for the 
1952 census). Good Luck   
     

Peter Godrey  

mailto:vk6pq@iinet.net.au
https://www.myheritage.com/FP/o.php?type=click&mailingid=405901&tr_date=20220525&serial=announce-22052500d02cf7f383acccaa72b62d72&account=513332471&sig=2d6c7ee4d2da31be853fd5000b15ddf52eb974e5ffb2a0bc6307d8392d8be149&extra=006&linkid=&redirecturl=https%3A%2F%
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My wife Joyce, son Simon and myself arrived 
at Jan Smuts Airport in Johannesburg on the 
morning of 1

st
 November 1976.  We were met 

by Shirley Bolton, a bell-ringing acquaintance, 
who had booked us a room for a week in a 
hotel in the centre of the city. I remember that it 
was not far from Hillbrow which was a ‘leisure’ 
area with a good many restaurants, cafes and 
gift shops. After the end of apartheid the area 
was overtaken with blacks and a criminal class 
also became entrenched there to the point that 
it is now a ‘no-go’ area for whites. When we 
arrived in the Republic there were about 5 
million whites and 20 million blacks. When we 
visited in 2010 on a cruise that called at Durban 
and Cape Town, there were about 4 million 
whites and 40 million blacks. 
 
One of the first priorities was to find a place to 
live. We finally settled on a first floor flat in 
Florida, a very pleasant suburb in an area 
known as the West Rand. I will always 
remember experiencing a huge electrical storm 
one Saturday evening when we had only been 
there a few weeks. It was like nothing we had 
ever seen before. Johannesburg is about 6,000 
ft above sea level and this may have been why 
the storm was so vivid. There was no rain, just 
thunder and lightning. However, when it rained 
it really rained, the intensity was a new 
experience for us. As well as finding 
somewhere to live, we needed transport, and 
we bought a second-hand Ford Escort, that we 
kept throughout our time in Africa. One of the 
nice features 
of Florida was 
the lake, and 
on Christmas 
Day 1976, 
Simon went 
fishing with me 
watching on. I 
don’t know 
whether we 
caught any-
thing, but 
memory suggests that we didn’t catch anything 
worthwhile!   
   
Returning to the daily routine, we managed to 
get Simon into the local school, and I started 
work at the United Building Society, as a 
trainee manager. We had allowed ourselves a 
couple of weeks to get organised before I had 
to start work. Within a week or two Joyce had 

applied to work there as well, and was 
accepted, with the proviso that we didn’t work 
in the same department. I cannot now 
remember exactly what I was doing, but I do 
remember that one of the ladies had asked if 
there was television in America! There was 
also a man in the department who was virtually 
a coco-cola addict, as he drank so much of it. I 
also started to learn Afrikaans and made 
reasonable progress. 
 
In June 1977, I was asked if I wished to go to 
Botswana, as United had a branch there that 
they wished to ‘hive’ off. With my English 
nationality, senior management thought that I 
would be ideal for the job as first General 
Manager. Joyce and I went to Gaborone for a 
week to see if we liked the place, and decided 
‘yes’. While we were there Simon stayed with 
the Bolton family. 
 
Outside of work we continued with our 
involvement in bell-ringing, although at that 
stage there was no church with bells. 
Handbells were the only option but neither of 
us were competent in ringing methods on 
handbells. We did however enjoy the company 
of around a dozen people who had become 
friends. After several months of planning a peal 
attempt was organised in Salisbury, Rhodesia. 
Four members of the Transvaal Society, 
namely Paul Smith, myself, John Hopwood, 
and Steve Barton drove 334km to Pietersburg 
where we met up with Jeff Lawrence on the 
Thursday evening. The sixth Transvaal ringer 
flew to Salisbury as work commitments did not 
allow him to travel earlier with the rest of us. 
The peal was rung on Saturday 4

th
 June 1977, 

this being the nearest convenient date to the 
Queen’s Silver Jubilee. When we arrived in 
Pietersburg we found Jeff at the Holiday Inn, 
rather worse for wear. He had been waiting for 
several hours and enjoyed more than a few 
drinks! We stayed at his home and his wife 
Jean provided supper. We left the following 
morning at 8:30 a.m. and Jeff was ‘right as 
rain’. It was 216 km to the border at Messina 
and we negotiated our way through SA 
Customs (they wondered why we were going to 
Salisbury) and then to the Rhodesian Border at 
Bight Bridge. At that time convoys were formed 
with armed escorts to Fort Victoria (about half 
way to Salisbury). Having passed the Border 
Post we stopped for a couple of beers, and  
 

 Continued next page 

LIVING IN SOUTHERN AFRICA 
by Keith Good       
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Living In Southern Africa– cont’d 
 

missed the convoy. At about 180km per hour 
we caught up in about 10 minutes. Thankfully 
the whole journey to Salisbury was uneventful 
(nearly all of this information comes from the 
‘Ringing World’ – Dad had saved a copy and 
pasted it in a photo album that eventually came 
to me around 2014 via my niece Janet). 

Back to work. At some time in July 1977 we left 
Johannesburg to live and work in Gaborone, the 
capital of Botswana. At that time there were 
about 50,000 people there – quite a high       
proportion being ex-patriates from at least a 
dozen countries, who were there to help         
develop the country and teach the local people 
how to run businesses etc. It had only become 
independent in 1966, so there was a great deal 
of teaching needed to enable them to run the 
country for themselves. One problem with those 
in Government was that they saw teaching as 
the only reason for the presence of ex-patriates. 
Establishing and running businesses didn’t have 
any priority at all. 
 
The Botswana Building Society was located on 
the first floor of a run-down building on the main 
street. There were several tenants plus a      
considerable number of large cockroaches! For 
the first few weeks a United Building Society 
employee was there to help get things running 
smoothly. Joyce was employed as the           
accounting machine operator, and we had     
several local staff. The Chairman was a man 
named Robert Whyte who had retired to        
Botswana from Johannesburg where he had 
been Chairman of Barclays Bank South Africa. 
There were also a couple of other white Board 
Members. The Building Society provided us with 
a free house and car, so life was not too bad. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We soon got to know other ex-pats, in particular 
Stephen & Carol Bailey who were with the     
British High Commission. We/I have kept in 
touch with them ever since. They visited us in 
Australia and we visited them in Chennai, India.  

 
  
The British High Commission compound         
adjoined our house. We also got to know the 
General Manager and a couple of the senior 
staff of the Botswana Insurance Society, as the 
Building Society had frequent dealings with 
them. 
 
For the first year or so Simon went to the        
primary school in Gaborone, until aged 12 when 
he had to go on to high school in Johannesburg. 
He had plenty of friends at the local school, 
There were no racial issues there! 
    
When it was time for high school, we managed 
to get him into St. Martin’s in the Johannesburg 
southern suburbs. The Building Society made a 
substantial contribution to the fees. The Head-
master made us very welcome on our first visit 
and said that Simon would share a dormitory 
with a boy whose parents were in Zambia.        
It turned out to be Luke whom we had met with 
his parents in Thorpe-le-Soken. Small world!  
During school holidays Simon came home (we 
fetched him), but he spent nearly all day every 
day at the local riding school, where he not only 

learned to ride, 
but also to 
care for the 
horses. 
 
At the end of 
April 1978, 
Mum & Dad 
came out from 
England to   
visit us for a 

month. They had never been out of England      
before or flown in an aircraft, so it was a great 
experience for them. Mum was almost 73, and 
her rheumatoid arthritis had really taken hold 
and she used a walking stick at all times.     
However, by the end of their stay she could feel 
quite an improvement in her condition. Also, by 
the end of the visit Joyce and I were going up 
the wall!   It was still nice to see them, and when 
we had invited them some time earlier we really 
didn’t expect that they would come. Every day 
that they were there Dad wrote a few notes of 
the day and after they returned home he made 
up a photo album with printed text on the whole 
visit. (After he had finally retired Dad set up a 
small printing press in what had been my bed-
room when I was little boy.)  I now have the 
photo album and it is interesting reading on its 
own. 

Continued next page 
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Living in Southern Africa - cont’d 
 

While they were there we took time off work to 
take them to Kruger National Park (at least that 
was the plan). The car needed servicing with 
some new parts to be fitted, and that was best 
done in Jo’burg. We took both the firm’s car 
and our own, so that the service could be done. 
We knew it would take a full day and in the 
meantime we used our car to show Mum and 
Dad some of the highlights of Johannesburg. 
The service/repairs took a lot longer than       
expected and went into a second day, hence 
we didn’t have time to get to Kruger National 
Park. We did manage a lovely trip to many    
interesting places with magnificent scenery, 
ending up in Pretoria before returning to 
Jo’burg  then returning to Gaborone. We did of 
course have to go through two border posts. 
When Simon was in school in Jo’burg we went 
to see him about once a month, and each time 
we had to go through the border posts. In the 
early part of our time there the road from the 
border to Rustenburg (about 100 km) was a dirt 
track. Later the South African Govt. sealed it to 
a very high standard so that they could land 
planes on it if need be. 
 
The Botswana Building Society was an           
important part of the community and several 
ministers had loan accounts with us. Joyce and 
I also had a good rapport with Government and 
the President’s wife. Sir Seretse Khama had 
married his English wife Ruth while he was 
studying in England, in the days when the 
country was a British Protectorate known as 
Nyasaland. We regularly received a Christmas 
card form the President and his wife, and we 
forwarded one to Dad and Mum. It is in a photo 
album that Dad had created about us and our 
travels. So, after nearly 40 years it is in my   
possession again. In late July 1979 the Queen 
paid a State Visit to Botswana, and we were 
invited to the garden party. 
 
On a more social note, sometime in 1978 I was 
invited by the General Manager of the           
Botswana Insurance Company to join Rotary, 
which invitation I happily accepted. When we 
came to Australia in 1981 I continued my       
involvement by joining South Perth Rotary. 
 
The Gaborone Rotary Club met weekly (as do 
all Rotary Clubs) at the Gaborone Holiday Inn. 
The General Manager of the Holiday Inn was 
an ‘ex-pat’ like the rest of the members.         
Although local men were welcome to join none 
did in the time I was there. Putting ‘service’ 
above ‘self’ obviously didn’t have any appeal. 

We were very much a ‘hands on’ club and     
became involved with a good many worthy    
projects to help local people and communities.   
 
We also had some fun times with Rotary, one I 
remember being ‘horse racing’ around the pool 
at the British High Commission enclosure. This 
was a fundraising event, and one of the Club 
members who was an estate agent and        
auctioneer was the ‘race’ caller.  

Probably in 1979 we obtained permission from 
the Building Society Board for extensions/
renovations to ‘our’ home, and we found what 
we thought was a good contractor to do the 
work. The business was owned by two white 
South Africans who assured us that the work 
would be completed in four weeks. We were 
having an extra bedroom and a revamp of the 
kitchen. All of the work was done by local      
labour and after eight weeks was still far from 
being finished! We were going up the wall 
(again?). One memory was on a weekend 
while we were waiting for new materials to     
arrive. Late afternoon we saw a local man with 
a wheelbarrow walking just down the road, with 
a door on the barrow. I went out and            
challenged him as it was clearly one of our 
doors! He admitted to it and we called the      
police. They asked if we could go and collect 
them as they had no transport. This we did, 
and the prisoner was taken into custody and I 
drove both the police and the prisoner to the 
police station. After I returned I locked the 
gates that were of the chain link variety and 
about six feet high. About an hour later there 
was a knock on the door – it was the police. I 
asked how they got in, and the constable said 
he had climbed the fence! The reason for the 
visit was that the prisoner claimed that he had 
lost 20 thebe (about 20 cents) and thought it 
was in the car. It was there, and so I then had 
another trip to the police station to return the 
constable (and the 20 thebe). 

Continued next page 
 

The Mall, Gaborone 
Simon and his grandmother 

on left  
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Living in Southern Africa - cont.d 
 
Around July 1980 we were ‘hauled’ before the 
immigration dept. to give a reason for not being 
deported in 7 days. It seems that at least one of 
the staff felt that they were not being properly 
trained. Robert Whyte, Chairman of the       
Building Society, attended the discussions and 
it was made clear the business had to continue 
to operate, and that the staff received              
on-the-job training. Training did not consist 
solely of sitting in a classroom, and that in some 
circumstances that was not even appropriate. 
The govt. officials soon accepted the position 
and we were ‘let off the hook’. At the time we 
had been considering applying for a 3

rd
 2-year 

work permit, but that experience made us sure 
that we did not want to stay beyond the end of 
the second permit, in July 1981. 
 
In April 1981 the Building Society advertised in 
the UK for a new General Manager. When we 
had sifted through applications we selected a 
short list for interview. One of the local directors 
(most of the Board were black) and myself flew 
to London to hold the interviews. I remember 
that the director travelled first class while I had 
to travel economy! 

 
 
After my return we had a family conference and 
by a vote of 2-1 decided that we would apply to 
live in Australia. We did not want to go back to 
England, and returning to South Africa would 
have meant Simon serving in their defence 
force, basically for a cause that none of us     
believed in. The other option was to try for USA. 
To get work there people needed a green card, 
and to get a green card you needed to have a 
job. Catch 22!  For a cost of US$5,000 we may 
have been able to get the green card, but there 
was no certainty.  
 
Not long after our decision we went to the     
Australian Embassy in Pretoria and were given 
an entry permit in less than 6 weeks. In the UK 
it was taking up to a year. 
 
Virtually all that then remained was to get the 
new General Manager on board and             
conversant with the problems that he would 
face, not least the accounting system! 
 
For our travel to Australia we supplemented the 
airfare package and travelled first class.  A 
lovely experience! 

ScotlandsPeople Recent News   
In the ScotlandsPeople 
March newsletter they cele-
brated Women’s   History 
Month where you can find 
many great    stories.  Here 
are photos of -  
 
Women at Work,   

 
 

         “Malicious Mischief?” 
  Women’s Suffrage in 
   Scotland,   
 
 
Women manufacturing 
“The Devil’s Porridge’ or 
“cordite”, during WWI. 

 
 

 There are many other stories as well for those  
 interested in Scottish women’s history,  
 Including Scottish women authors. 
 
 Also, they have begun releasing 50,000 records  
 of Perth Prison. 
 
  Remember to google ScotlandsPeople for their website. 
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GEORGE ROBERT LYDFORD 
By Pamela Lydford 

I have known of this George Lydford on face-
book for several years but only recently was 
able to make real contact through Messenger. 
 
George has three daughters, I have seen    
photos of them on facebook with him, and they 
have red hair too. 
 
I asked George if he knew or could give me his 
father’s and grandfather’s names so I could see 
if I had them on my One-Name Study Family 
Tree. 
 
On Messenger he sent me the names of his   
father, grandfather and gt.grandfather.  Robert, 
Robert and George. Unfortunately, I had      
several George and Robert Lydford/Lidford 
names in the USA so needed more information.  
I asked if he had female names which would 
help me.  He also said there was a connection 
to Prince Edward Island, Canada but he didn’t 
know what. 
 
George’s mother was Roma and his grand-
mother was Annie – he didn’t know her maiden 
name as her first husband died and George  
only knew her by her second husband’s name.  
Fortunately for me I knew I had a Roma in my 
USA tree so started by looking for her.  Up she 
came straight away and my research already 

had five generations of the family, including 
George’s father and his sister and their dates of 
birth – but that is as far as I had it.   
 
It was great news for George as I was able to 
give him all the women’s maiden names, some 
Census news, and other general information I 
had found in American records.  George’s 
grandmother was Roma Lois Wright, his 
gt.grandmother Annie I Walker MacIntosh. 
 
I have now emailed George his Tree with all the 
names I have, beginning with George Lidford 
who married Ann Rose in England in March 
1846 and their 6 children.  Their son Robert 
married Lena Drislane in Manhattan, New York 
in 1878.  I have only one child - George Rose 
Lydford – for them.  He married Annie MacIn-
tosh in the Bronx in 1909.  Their son Robert is 
George’s father but I only have up to his birth.  
 
Roma Wright was born in Charlottetown, Prince 
Edward Island, and  Annie MacIntosh was born 
on Prince Edward Island too.  So that is the       
connection as the Lydford’s emigrated to New 
York. 
 
Most of the information I have for George I 
found researching USA records and ship      
passenger lists. 

 

Catholic Parish Marriages 

  
 You won’t just find names and dates in 
 these records. Discover father’s name,  
 diocese, or identify the close friends who 
 witnessed the union. 

 

ScotlandsPeople Recent News  

Discover new legends and legacies.  This 
week, traverse through Scotland’s vast   
Catholic history with 4,000 new parish      
baptisms, bringing this index up to a remark-
able 1.2 million records, and begin tracing 
their lives  through the peaks and valleys of 
Scotland with 10,000 marriage records.      
Exclusive to Findmypast, these are sure to 
help you cultivate your Catholic heritage - so 
what are you waiting for? 
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Family history is often shrouded in secrecy, with 
grandparents keeping the past firmly where they 
think it belongs - in the past. 
 
This is where genealogy steps in.  According to the    
Oxford Dictionary it is an account of descent from       
ancestors by enumeration of intermediate person, 
but to put it more simply it is the study of names, 
places and dates to find your family history. 
 
The Rockingham Branch of the Western Australian    
Genealogical Society Inc was informally set up in 
July 1991 under the umbrella of the Historical     
Society, but officially became a branch last          
December. 
 
Members of the club start their research with a 
bare family tree and add the leaves, or to put it 
more gruesomely, start with a family skeleton and 
add the meat. 
 
For those who have never been involved with     
genealogy you start at the beginning with yourself 
and your birth certificate. 
 
The next step it to find your parents marriage       
certificate which will provide you with their parents 
names and so on and so on. 
 
However, things may not be as simple as a quick 
trip down to Births Deaths and Marriages and you 
may find yourself stuck because of lack of           
information. 
 
Don’t fret, committee members of the local club 
have tried and tested many ways to find out more, 
and encourage people to ask them for help or      
advice. 
 
Local people actually have an unfair advantage, 
with the Rockingham branch recently obtaining  
one of only a few of the latest copies of the               
International Gene Index on microfish. 
 
The IGI is produced by The Church of Jesus Christ 
and Latter Day Saints who have gone all over the 
world   photographing all available records. 
 
Basically supplying information on christenings and   
marriages the IGI includes England, Scotland, 
Wales, New Zealand, the Channel Isles, Pacific 
Islands,     America, India, Norway, Australia and 
the world at sea. 
 
The Rockingham Branch is also expecting to ob-
tain   records from Ireland and parts of Europe. 
 
After receiving a Lotteries Commission grant of 
$1500 last October, the members raised the extra  

money to purchase the 6,500 record microfish.  
 
Vice President Jean Todd said it’s personal        
preference which dictates how involved someone 
may become in genealogy. 
 
Jean said some people may do the main line (the       
fathers), while others look at the whole family      
including sisters and brothers. 
 
“Although every discovery is exciting, my most         
memorable time was when I discovered my grand-
mother’s first cousin was George Ramsdale Witton, 
one of the three solders who fought in the Boer 
War, was sentenced to death and pardoned by the 
King.  The film Breaker Morant was based on him 
and the two other soldiers,” Mrs Todd said. 
 
Librarian Adrienne Lee said she was surprised how 
easy it was to trace people and how exciting it was 
to find relatives all over the world. 
 
President Peter Todd and his wife discovered a 
whole new family in England who they currently 
write to and hope to visit. 
 
Secretary Liz Bartlett said genealogy was            
becoming more and more popular and if kept going 
would become a notified disease. 
 
“It is really satisfying coming to a difficult stage and 
overcoming it, be it by chance or through research” 
Liz said. 
 
The club meets the first Saturday of the month at 
2pm at the Rockingham Museum and a guest 
speaker talks to the group. 
 
On Tuesday from 1-4pm a member is always   
available at the Rockingham Museum to help and 
offer advice to anyone who is interested in finding 
out more about their family history. 
 
For further information contact Liz Bartlett on      
593 3367. 

GROUP CAN ASSIST TO BUILD FAMILY TREE 
By Lisa Holland 

Re-typed Copy of our first newspaper article - in the Weekend Courier  
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When I started on my genealogical journey, I 
did not expect it to be so time consuming, hair 
pulling, hair-raising and quite enjoyable.  That is 
until I came to my husband’s Great-Great 
Grandmother “Pollie” Dakin.  Pollie became 
somewhat of a brick wall for me. 
 
It started with her daughter Alice.  Alice is my 
husband’s Great Grandmother.  I found Alice 
with her parents John and Pollie in the 1911 
census for England & Wales.  Also there were 
her siblings, Annie (12), John (8) and William 
(5).  Pollie’s birth place was noted as Chirk, 
Shropshire, England. 
 
In the 1901 census for England & Wales, I 
found Pollie with her husband John Dakin, 
Samuel Dakin (7) and Annie Dakin (2). Pollie’s 
birth place was noted as Ellesmere, Shropshire 
England.  Now Chirk is actually in Wales but it 
is not that far away from Ellesmere in        
Shropshire. First hurdle! 
 
Trying to find the marriage of a “Pollie” to a 
John Dakin was the second hurdle.  The only 
way I was going to unravel this mystery was to 
obtain Alice’s birth certificate from the General 
Register Office (GRO) in 2016.  Received     
certificate in due course and mother’s name is 
revealed – Mary Dakin formerly “Humber”, third 
hurdle intermixed with the second hurdle.  
 
Trying to find marriage of Mary “Humber” to 
John Dakin.  Result – nothing!  After going 
round and round in circles, I decided to put    
Pollie on the back burner. 
 

2019 arrives and I decide to revisit the Dakins.  
I found Mary Dakin and her son Arthur on the 
1939 Register, great—a birth date to check on. 
Arthur was the last child of Mary and John, born 
December 1911. That leaves me to find the 
GRO records of Alice’s siblings, and find that 
Samuel from 1901 census, was born to another 
wife, who died from child birth (assumed).  So 
John remarried. 
 
I look up on GRO for children with the mother’s 
maiden name of Humber, and find 4. Couldn’t 
find Arthur.  Found him! Under maiden name of 
“Number”, transcription error H interpreted as 
N.  So I decided I will purchase all the birth    
certificates of the children. Thank heavens 
GRO does PDF now.  Certificates arrive by 
email. Surprise, Annie’s mother is Polly Dakin 
formerly Griffith (sic). Result. 
 
The other children’s mother is Mary Dakin     
formerly Humber.  Now there may not be any-
thing suspicious but Annie’s birth is registered 
by her mother, the other children are registered 
by their father. 
 
Anyway I now find the marriage of Mary       
Griffiths (sic) and John Dakin in 1897. Second 
and third hurdles cleared, though I still have to 
unravel where John got “Humber” from.   Annie 
was born in 1898, Alice was born 1901, John 
1903, William 1906 and finally Arthur in 1911. 
Mary/Pollie’s father was a Charles Griffiths and 
was deceased at the time of Mary’s marriage. 
 
Further research is now needed to find more 
information to update this family. 

WHAT’S IN A NAME ?!  
by Beverley Morrey 

Heraldic visitations were tours of inspection undertaken by Kings of Arms 
(and more often by junior Officers of Arms (or Heralds) as deputies) 
throughout England, Wales and Ireland. Their purpose was to regulate 
and register the Coats of Arms of nobility and gentry and boroughs, 
and to record pedigrees. They took place from 1530 to 1688, and their  
records (akin to an upper class census) provide an important source material for  
historians and genealogists. You can get more information from this website: 
 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Heraldic_visitation 
 
As you can see from the above they took place between 1530 and 1700 
depending the County that they were conducted in. A lot of them are  
available to view on line but you need to look. (Google is a wonderful tool). 
The pedigrees that you will find are of course only for those aristocrats 
who had a Coat of Arms. So if your family was without one you will be 
unlucky. However it is worth a go as another source of information on 
your ancestors.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Heraldic_visitation
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Historical church records may hold the key to your 
past, and the connection with today's Ireland. 
 
Many Irish ancestry searches, start and can end, 
with the church records of the time. Baptism     
marriage and burial records contain key information 
about our ancestors and how they were related to 
one another.  
 
We've put together a short guide to help you       
understand what church records are available in   
Ireland, what you'll find when using them, and 
where to access these records online. 
 
Have you found a missing piece of information 
about your ancestors when studying Irish church 
records? Add their story to their place of origin 
on IrelandXO, and share it with the community     
living there today, as well as those descended from 
the same place living all over the world.  

JESS!  THE GOOD HORSE 

By R H Williamson  

This Horse belonged to my dad Sandy! (Harry    
Williamson) and as he told me the story you will 
see why it was a very GOOD horse. Dad was a 
good story teller so it was not unusual for him to 
tell a story that reflected badly on himself (or any 
one else for that matter). Just what age he was 
when he got this horse I do not know. What I do 
know is he bought a horse and trap after having 
been kicked a number of times by his father’s 
horse JESIPER NESIPER!! Dad’s horse was a 
chestnut mare called Jess. I emphasize a Trap not 
a carriage, a TRAP. I know that as I once was tell-
ing a friend (yes I had a few) the story and said a     
carriage and dad told me off and said it was a 
TRAP. 

Jess was stabled at the family plot that was at the 
end of Redcar Rd. East near Mumby St. As well as 
the stable and trap shed there were other buildings 
and a very large garden that all the family used. 
This story took place after 1905, sometime in dad’s 
late 20s.   

DAD’ STORY—  
 
 After I fell out with Edith (his childhood sweet-
heart) I went off the rails and after she married I 

 
went more and more on the rassle much to mother’s 
disgust!  Anyway after I finished work on a Saturday 
and had my meal I would get washed and mended 
(change out of his working clothes) go and get Jess, 
then go off to meet up with some of my wayward 
cousins (laughing) at Stokesley or Hutton Rudby and 
we would do the rounds of the pubs. I would some-
times have a bit of supper with them then it would be 
quite late when I would set of for home.  
 
It was a very cold and foggy November night and I 
was about halfway to Stokesley when a tall thin figure 
with a pointed head appeared out of the fog.  “Are you 
going into Stokesley” he croaked. “Yes” said I. “Can 
you give us a lift then.” “Yes jump up.” He got up on 
the box by my side and for the first time I got a good 
look at him. He was as white as a sheet and he 
looked right poorly. “Where do you want to be, at the 
hospital?” He looked at me in an odd sort of way and 
croaked “NO, THE POLICE STATION.” “Police Heck! 
What happened? Have you been in an accident.” 
Croaks “NO - a long pause - I've cut me throat” “You 
never have, there's no blood.” He slowly unwrapped a 
very long muffler from around his neck and croaked 
“Look.”  Sure enough there was a red mark from ear 
to ear, but no blood. Croak “There see that I told yer.” 
“Put the scarf back.” He slowly wrapped the long scarf 
around his neck. We are on the outskirts of the town 
by now and trotting on rather fast then whoo. I pulled 
up outside the Police Station.  “Shall I come in with 
you?”  “No thanks you get on your way.” I set off at 
the trot and kept going until I was well out of town.  
 
By the time I got to about Nunthorpe I was dozing off 
and it was only the odd bump on the road that kept 
wakening me up and the next thing I knew was when 
we stopped with a jolt and I heard Jess pounding her 
hoof !  I woke to find we were outside the Mumby St. 
stable. Jess had made her own way home. A GOOD 
and clever horse. I stabled Jess, watered, fed and 
rubbed her down as I all ways did.  Looked after her 
no matter how tired (or tight) I was. I must of dropped 
off again for when I woke up it was light and looking at 
my watch it was 8 am Sunday.  
 
I dusted the hay off me cloths and walked home, 
knowing that mother would be up and about by then 
and that I would be in for a sermon on THE DEMON 
DRINK THE DEVILS BREW!!  Not for the first or the 
last time I was to hear this or a similar sermon! 
 

(from Pamela Lydford’s cousin in Middlesborough) 

IRISH HISTORICAL CHURCH RECORDS 

Small horse trap 

https://emailer.emfluence.com/redirect/?id=41207349%5e29047382%5ehttps://irelandxo.com/ireland-xo/message-board?utm_medium=email&utm_source=emfluence&utm_campaign=Historical%5FChurch%5Frecords
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In April Wendy Durant gave us an interesting 
talk on the Rockingham Museum.  This     
started  with a potted history of how the         
museum got a start, what it began with, why it 
had to increase its size and how it grew into 
what it is today.  This includes thousands of 
photographs, a  library and books for sale.  
Much more than I thought museums had to    
offer visitors when they came to look at the    
exhibits.  We all enjoyed the information she 
gave and stories she told. 
 
There was much talk with afternoon tea after 
the meeting. 
 

 
May was our Annual General Meeting and  
there was supposed to be a photo of the new 
committee here.  Unfortunately, the BTL editor 
who does this couldn’t remember how to work 
her camera, it not having been used for several 
years, and the photos she thought were there 
weren’t.  Fortunately the camera does work well 
and I (being the editor) apologise abjectly.   
 
The members of the committee are listed on 
page 2 of the BTL. 
 
After the meeting Peter Godfrey put his family 
tree up on the screen and showed various ways 
to look at, find and attach information. 
 
There was a very good attendance and several 
conversations among everyone during after-
noon tea. 
 

 
Sharyn McCaskey shared Oral History Share 
Your Story how to do it with us.  Her first com-
ment to us was ‘Power of the ASK’.  Whatever 
you want to know or do—ASK.  Everything is 
history, so interview those who have the history 
in their heads if they will tell you, write it down 
and get it on your ‘phone as well if you can, but 
in Aeroplane mode. (Use audio and make sure 
it is charged.) 
 
It is so important to record your own history for 
the next person who wants to do your family’s.  
Particularly in this day and age as there are 
very few letters written or photos in albums for 
the next generations to work with.  
 
You can even upload it all to ‘youtube’ if you 
want to.  If you have anything on tape or early  
diskettes, get it onto something that can be 
read or heard now, e.g. USB perhaps, to start 
with. 
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Library Opening Hours 
Ground Floor, Lotteries House,  

Civic Boulevard 

Tuesday 1.00 pm—4.00 pm 

Wednesday 10.00 am—1.00 pm 

Friday 9.30 am—4.00 pm 

Closed All Other Days and Public Holidays 

General Meetings 

All Members and non-members are welcome to attend 
the General Meetings of the Society held every 1st      
Saturday of the month in the 1st Floor Meeting Room, 
Lotteries House, Civic Boulevard, Rockingham. 
   
Guest Speakers for :  July, August, September. 

July 2nd Alison Oliver 
Library Cards 
and Collections 

August 6th 
Gynn Williams, 
Angela Hetmans 

FHWA Military 
Group 

September 3rd Christine Timoney Irish in my Veins 

LIBRARY MATTERS 
Co-ordinator—Verna Nazzari 

Useful Websites 
 

www.Canterbury-Cathedral.org—for Probate 
records 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Heraldic_visitation  

https://www.findmypast.com.au—will enable 

you to search world records 

If any of you come across an interesting site 
perhaps you could let me know and I will put it 

Welcome to New Members  

 
The Family History Society of Rockingham & 
Districts Inc. would like to welcome our New 
Members: 
 Alan Harris 
 
Rejoined Thelma Bonetti 
 Esther Grogan 

 

SEPTEMBER  BETWEEN THE LINES 
 

I thought a themed newsletter on  
 

WAR and other STORIES  
from the SERVICES 

 
Would make for some interesting and  

possibly heartbreaking tales.   

So go for it Please. 

Other articles also always wanted  

See next page for Coloured Cousin Chart 

www.maphill.com/.../north-yorkshire-county/
detailed-maps/road-map—very good 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Heraldic_visitation
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Here is a new Cousin Chart in colour that is easy to read and work out your relationships 


