right from the horse’s mouth, (or in my case, from the donkey’s)
to all the faithful fans who love to watch Foll.yfoot on television,
and who've had the human-sense to buy this Look-v Special! It
might not be the kind of present I'd like to find in my nosebag,

> but any four-footed chap worth his salt wouldn’t hesitate to
=& recommend this book to his young friends! You'll find pictures,

\ \,,‘ ‘ Here you are—straight from the stable! A welcome,

stones puzzles cartoons, features and pin-ups, and lots more about all the favour-
ites who go to make Follyioot such a success. (Yes humans as well as horses!).
One last thing before I bray my goodbyes and leave you to enjoy it—don’t
forget that Follyfoot is featured as an all-colour, exciting picture-strip in Look-iv
every week —so canter down to your local newsagent and place a regular order!




Picture strips
e s
Charge of the Light Brigade!

Lucky Escape!
Odds Against a Win!

The Lamb who Played Lion!

Features and cartoons
R L e T

How They Found Follyfoot Farm......... ...

Horse Neonsense—1

The Long Leg of the Law
Over the Sticks

A Pony’s Poem

Follyfoot—a Dickens of a job! ...
With the Stars to Aviemore

Horse Nonsense=—2

So You've Found Yourseif a Friend ...

Stryker and Son

Colour pin-ups and biographies

Stars in the Saddle ...

Gillian Blake ..

All My Own Work!
Steve Hodson

Christian Rodsiia .....
The Settlers Branch Out

Arthur English

Desmond Llewellyn

Puzzies, games and comﬁtitlon

14

Snaffle-Baffies—1

Arthur English Painting- COmp;tltim

Spot the Difference

i8s
19

A Picture to Colour ..

62

Snaffle-Baffles—2. Solutions

This publication has been written and compiled by Angus P. Allan and the staff of Loox-m, the Junior TV Times, with the co-operation of Yorkshire Television Ltd.

©1973 Independent Television Publications Ltd.

Based on the Yorkshire Television series Follyfoor. © 1973 Yorkshire Television Ltd.




A new Foliyfoot adventure for you to enjoy.

‘ ALWAYS ON THE Look-0UT ;
‘ ‘ FOR SORELY NEEDED FUNDS, MUCH OBLIGED!
‘ DORA 18 IN LEEDS CLINCHING SHOOTING AN EPIC WHICH
A VERY SPECIAL DEAL WITH FEATURES THE CHARGE OF
J ‘ SAMUEL K. MANHEIM, A NOTED THE LIGHT BRIGADE CALLS

AMERICAN FILM-PRODUCER. .. FOR A LOT OF MOUNTS! MY

N TEY N T T T\ S504ne ety

‘ ‘ i | |/ DELIGHTED To HigE =

& | I SONE o | = _

l l“ll'l‘ P am o
;l‘l“ ‘l)l"
,1 de

W £ TONT 1ORSES =1

o = = =} | ALSO N LEEDS ON HIS

FOR DANGEROUS CTENES, ) S =' | OWN, /5 FOLLYFOOT'S
OF CO ? : - | GENERAL HANDYMAN,

SLUBGER...

(BUT 45 SLUGGER PassES A BRANCH | [T T
OF THE CITY BaNK ... ————— " { L]

IME I
WAS GETTIN'
THE BUS BACK
Wl G\
: % BLIMEY/!
CHILLY OFAN ¢ - ‘o
EVENIN'... H_WHAT THE..S

FLAMIN® B . - A - =
BANK ROBBERS/ : =y o5 A
NO YOU DON'T... = IN THE CAR
§ — it WITH HIM! HE'S =
il SEEN OUR PERISHIN' j==
i FACES! - /=

WE'RE CLEAR.
HE COULDN'T HAVE EVEN
READ THE NUMBERPLATE!
WHAT PO WE DO WITH
THIS COVE, 0SS ?

ARPER !
QVIN' !

GE?CM s
THE LAW /S

: NO NEED TO
& HURT HIM. WE'LL JUST
§ IKEEP HIM UNDER WRAPS
UNTIL WE'RE IN THE
CLEAR.




L'VE GOT IT! :
IT WAS THE MAC HE

WAS WEARING! IT WAS
SLUGGER'S !

QUICKLY, RON AND
STEVE ALERT DORA....

STAY PUT,
DORA! WE'LL I
FOLLOW THIS .

STREWTH —
I THINK YOU'RE RIGHT!
THERE AIN'T NO TWQO
GROTTY, STAINEDOLD
3 COATS LIKE THAT IN
(& THE WORLD/

- Wiy ViFi7

I =

CAN'T FIX

[ THIS HERE, GUVNOR..
T’LL HAVE TO TOW

A IT BACKTO THE
GARAGE.

WHAT Do
YOU MAKE OF
IT, STEVE ?

Y  IDONT KNOW,
WE'D BETTER TRY AND
/ SNEAK CLOSER.

7 OH WELL, THE SOONER
E GET GOING, THE SOONER
T'LL BE HAPPY...

I'VE GOTAN
IPEA, RON. IF SLUGGER
WAS WITH THAT SCARFACED
BLOKE, THEN HE MUST BE

SOMEWHERE AROUND THIS

SLUGGER !
ARE YOU THERE?

|
N'T REY.
SRl

YOU CAN
[ TRUST US! COME

\ON SLUGGER!

7 RIGHT.
/SOON AS CHUMMY'S
\ {OUT OF SIGHT, WELL

EVENTUALLY, STEVE AND
RON ARE FORCED 70 BEAT A

DISAPPOINTED RETREAT .. |

WHERE [ =2

THAT'S [T, L
GUV. SHE'LL BE

L AS RIGHT AS
RAIN NOW.

NC. THEY
A COULD PASS US BY
/[| AND NEVER NOTICE
THIS CAVE, JUST
A KEEF QUIET...

THANK THE |
STARS FOR THAT.
STREWTH, IT'S GONE
NOON ALREADY!

= MMMFFE!
— \GMMFFF!
N\

THE CAR.




THE CROOK DRIVES FURIQUSLY
BACK TO THE COUNTRY... BUT WHEN
M HE AER/VESAT THE VALLEY...

BE ks it “"’"

ot ﬁ“* m%

G-GOOD GRIEF!
THOSE FLAMING FILM
PEOPLE! THEY'VE

P "
& A? f_/

7 N/ \%é‘r . /- %
COME HERE! A B o o\ lg

BUT THEN, WITH CAMERAS READY, o
THE ‘CHARGE OF THE LIGHT LY (6.
BRIGADE' BEGINS ! i ‘u‘»’ oL

ACTION/!
COME ON, CALVARY—
SLOWLY ATFIRST !

THAT'S
SLUGGER! i
COME ON—- LET'S i
MOVE IN ! /

1 BITOF LUCK WE'LL GET
* "\ " COVER FROM ALL

THE BOSS AN’
THE WEASELCAN'T
POSSIBLY COME OUT
WITH THIS LOT HERE !

\_THEY'RE S8TUCK !

——-—-——’/

~~ NOW'S THE
CHANCE! WITHA

THIS SMOKE/

COME ©
lSLUGGER’ YOU'RE
=, OKAY NOW/

THE THUNDER OF HOOVES...
A CHORUS OF AGONJISED YELIS

BLIMEY/!
THERE'S JU$TICE

CHARACTERS UNTIL
_THE POLICE ARRIVE! /-




THE WAY
THEY FOUND
FOLDYTFOOT

book and picture, in your

mind’s eye, the sort of
setting that the author has in
mind. Provided the writing is
descriptive enough, vou can
see every feature of the local-
ity, every stick, stone and
ditch of the story’s surround-
ings. But suppose someone
came to you and said, “We're
going to make a film of that
book. Now go out and find

IT’S all very well to read a

somewhere that’ll do for the .

ideal location!”

It’d be a monster task, in
any part of the country, but
when Yorkshire Television
decided to base a series on the
Monica Dickens book, “Cob-
bler’s Dream”, they had to do
just that.

It was Jape Royston, who
now looks after the horses for
the series, who happened on
the ideal spot. She was out
hunting when she discovered
a deserted farmhouse on the
Earl of Harewood’s estate,
some few hundred yards
off the road from Leeds to
Harrogate in Yorkshire. She
went and told YTV executive
Tony Essex, who took a trip
out to view the site, and im-
mediately fell in love with it.

“It was exactly the setting I
had imagined,” he said.

Anyone who had seen the
old farm before the television
company moved in would
have agreed that both Jane
Royston and Tony Essex
were people of remarkable
imagination, for the site was
run-down, depressing, and
little more than a shambles.
There were barns and stables.
but surely peopled only by
ghosts. And as for the farm-
house itself, even tramps
might have turned their noses

12

up at it.

“Which is why,” explained
a YTV spokesman, “we had
to pull all the stops out and
engage people to make it Jook
good—in very short order
indeed!”

Landscapers, carpentersand
stonemasons moved in, and
rapidly. the whole area was
transformed from a dying
wilderness into a thriving
film-site. Crumbled stone
walls were rebuilt. Every tech-
nique was used to make a
showpiece out of shambles.
Perhaps the spirit of the Folly-
foot series itself; where old,
down-at-heel horses are re-
stored to their former vigour,
had something to do with it.
Externally, at least, the build-
ings were made to look so
good that even a camera—
which never lies—could take
pictures and make them look
live and believable.

Some of the buildings had
to be made properly habit-
able. Not only the farmhouse
itself, which had to house Jane
Royston and her assistants—
always there to look after the
horses during the months of
filming—but also one of the
barns, which, whereas viewers
never know, is actually the
canteen ‘dining hall’ for the
actors and production team
during shooting.

There is nothing false about
Follyfoot, though. Externally,
when vou see stone dykes,
they are stone dykes. They're
not made of Polystyrene. This
is probably because the sort of
winds that blow over the
Yorkshire Moors might lift
off lightweight fakes while the
cameras are running, and that
wouldn’t be acceptable!

The stables, too, are per-

in it’s beautiful lake-side setting
the group of buildings
was the ideal location.

The Foliyfoot stables
and barns as seen from
the farmhouse windows,




Jjane Roysteon,
‘discoverer’ of
Follyfoot Farm.

fectly appointed. If horses are
going to have to live at Folly-
foot, then they've got to be
properly housed. One would
imagine that a whole lot of
nags would give their eye-
teeth to be parked up at
Follyfoot, in the comfort of
modern stalls, with plenty of
food, and with Jane and her
friends to look after them!

Perhaps the most ingenious
thing about the setting up of
Follyfoot Farm was the pro-
vision of the Lightning Tree.
In Monica Dickens’s novel,
there was this old, dead
trunk, just a relic in the corner
of the yard, that everyone
who passed had to souse with
a bucket of water. The idea
being that, if faith was there,
then one day, the tree would
come to life again. According-
ly, the YTV team had first to
find an old, dead tree. ..

“That wasn’t difficult,” said
the spokesman. “There are
plenty of dead trees if you care
to look for them. We had the
one we selected dug out of the
ground and transported across
to the Follyfoot location. You
know, there are firms that
specialise in moving trees—
although they’re usually living
ones.”

Well, this particular dead
tree was dumped in Follyfoot
yard, and a mammoth hole
was dug and filled with con-
crete. Then the old, skeleton-
rooted trunk was buried in the
cement. That, they all
thought, was that.

But—believe it or not—
when they were about to start
filming, someone noticed
something peculiar about the
tree. It had buds on! A dead
trunk, stuck in concrete,
mucked and messed about—
actually coming to /ife again?
There was no doubt about it!
And they’ve been clipping the
growth off ever since!

It all goes to show that
there must be some magic
about Follyfoot. They took a
dying farm, and brought it
back to the land of the living
—and anyone who cares to
take a long look at the
settings behind the actors who
take part in the television
series can see for himself that
it’s true!

13
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BRI

The two names went
o together! They were seen
fitime and again on tele-
ision, and Ae was called
Colonel Harry Llewel-
A lyn. What was the name
§of his famous horse?

We gauge the height of horses in ‘hands’. How
much—in inches—is a ‘hand’?

Who cleared 7 feet 3
inches in Toronto in |
1967, during a show- |
Jjumping championship ?
His name’s just as well-
known today as it was &
then!

F
Bt

33

How do you rate as someone who really likes horses? Try this simple
quiz and make a note of your answers. You can check them on page 63.

What do the letters BSJA stand for?

A British jockey won
4,870 races from 21,834 §
mounts, and retired way
back in 1954. But his
nameis still remembered §
wherever horse-racing is
talked about. Who is [ :
this famous horseman? Fr= g

What part of a horse’s body is known as the
‘withers’ ?

And what’s the difference between a horse with
‘socks’ and a horse with ‘stockings’?

14




*Haven't you heard
of a kobby horse 7

“Thar he goes—
ridin’ rall in the saddle!”

“It’s four hundred
human power!”

TR T

““Now rhen, Bess, the gentleman “That’s for good luck!”

hasn’t quite finished with that coat!”

-



Win
A Follyfoot Work Of Art!

You've read about Arthur the painter — now try your luck and see if you %
can win a genuine, signed, execution-in-oils by that master of the paint 3
‘n’ palette, Slugger himself! You've only got to answer the questions %
below, make up a simple last-line to the limerick, and you're almost there!

ifirst,TheQuestions...

. When Slugger (Arthur Eng]jsh, if you prefer)
was a stage comedian, he used to wear a sort
of trademark round his neck. What was it?

2. And what was Arthur’s famous catch-phrase? phezes=2S" "
3. He’s not keen on horses, except for one special S l# ; “F 9 %
4.

2224 2 220 5 26 202056 4 2 ¢

225520 26202 56 542020 50 56 50 56 X4 20500 6 6t

*
*

[a—y

kind. What is that?

What job did Arthur’s father do?

You'll find all the answers in the text of this
Follyfoot Special, but there’s more yet! First, |
you’ve got to write those answers down on a

postcard, and then you’ve got to think up a last
line for this limerick—

VIV IVIVIVIVIVIVIVIVIVIVE VSRR VRvRvIN,

All entries will be read, and those with the %

There was a house-painter called Art, correct answers to the four questions will be sub- X
Who climbed up a ladder to start. mitted to the judges, who will decide which, in 4
By a wasp he was stung, their opinion, of the last-line limericks is the best. %
As he reached the top rung— The winner will be notified by post. The editor’s %
____________________ ! and judges’ decision will be final and binding, :
and no correspondence can be entered into con- 4

So what happened? Did the ladder fall gpart?
Did he fall in a strawberry tart? No, he didn’t.
You decide. Send your entry (not forgetting
your own name and address) on a postcard to:

cerning this competition. The winner will receive %
a genuine signed painting by Arthur English, but *
the competition, though open to readers of

32624 2 23 2 2 2 24 2 2 2 260 26 2056 20 26 56 56 4 56 56 2450205654 4 5 4 4

‘Look-In’, ‘Look-In Follyfoot Special’ is excluded to em- %
Arthur English competition, ployees of Independent Television Publications I
P.O. Box 141, _ Ltd., and associated companies. *
London SE6 3HR. Closing date: December 31st, 1973. -
*
*

L 2.8 0.0 8 0.9.0.2.2.0.0.0.0.0.0.0.2.0.0.0.8.00.0.¢8.08.08.080800808.080080 01
18



SPOT
HE DIFFERENCE!

Take a look at the two pictures below! Look the same?
Ah—but an artist has made eight changes in the right hand one, and
it's up to you to spot them! Check your answers on page 63!

. d r‘

5 i

# At ‘. # ‘ £
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1L WHAT

o N
= 2
-

~ WE'LL HAVETO
EEP HER UNTIL WE

FIND WHO SHE

BELONGS T10.

WHAT'S GOT INTO /

HER?

-

% ® FOLLYFOOT
CATEPOST...

LIP ONE MORNING ' ss‘s IN O! ' i

ggm‘?ég‘?gvzﬁ,’:%g WHEREVER DID SHE " SEARCH ™

ELSE, COME FROM? _4 l

A STRANGE MARE . oy
e ~

TETHERED TO THE

/” GIVE OVER!
SHE WAS ONLY
DANCING TO THE

SLUGGER! TURN
THAT DAFT
TRANSISTOR

STEVE NODS, BUTTHEN... | ]

P T
HEY! wno‘@

FUNNY SHE WAS
TETHERED. YOU'RE
QUITE SURE.?




'\ I'M TELLING YOU STRAIGHT,
| DAD, NORODY SAW
STEVE FIND THE

! NAG.

©OOD. THEN i
HERE'S OUR CHANCE rch ;
MAKE TROURLE! /|

NEWS OF THE STRANGE
HORSE TRAVELS, AND
REACHES THE PINECREST
HOTEL, OWNED BY LEWIS
HAMMOND AND HIS
FATHER, OLD ENEMIES

OF THE FRIENDS AT
FOLLYFOOT...

MY OLD PAL CLEM
JACKMAN. THEY DON'T
KNOW HIM OVERAT

LATER, JACKMAN COES TOTHE [Fii 7"
FARM—WITH A POLICEMAN! e

“‘ Y
; \

THERE GHEIS! X
WHAT DID | TELL
YOU, OFFICER?

D T

I /T8

~  OF COURSE

‘M SURE! | OWNED
HER FORTWO

YEARS! 4
g THEHORSEIS N\ = oA s i
STOLEN! AND HANG BED VAR ]

ME IF THIS IEN'T THE

2 WHAT'S HEON N, :

_ABOUT, STEVE?_ 2 ey N

7/ \80LD THIS MARE TO SIDNEY & o

HAMMOND VESTERDAY! | ACTUALLY |

SAW THEVOUNG DEVILSTEAL - |
HER OLIT OF HAMMOND'S _¢

PADDOCK | s

THIS CAN'T BE
HAPPENING ! THEY'RE

TAKING THE MARE AWAY...
<o ™=\ AND STEVE'S BEEN
, # =, ARRESTED!

)

= LE o] < _AE
HERE'S THE QUITE, SIR! L N
Y BILL OF SALE, AND SINCE THIS N ::
OFFICER! IT SHOULD YOUNG MAN'S -
MAKE THE CASE LINABLE TO PROVE e
. PERFECTLY &, WHAT HE CLAIMS... b
CLEAR! i

y
SR el




f

B NoT REALLY, R
'/ THEY'RE PREPARING \
FORMAL CHARGES,
AND | CAN'T LEAVE
\_THE DISTRICT, _

DORA KNOWS STEVE 16 INNOCENT- THAT THE
HAMM@ND;Mmmvssﬁmms ue

SUPDENLY...

STEVE' LOOK!
A CIRCUS POSTER!

FOR PEIE'S

THE MARE DANCED WHEN
SHE HEARD SLUGGER'S RADIO!

SHE MIGHT HAVE COME
FROM THE CIRCUS) _

YOLl'RE BARMY! CIRCUSES DON'T

LEAVE THER HORSES TIED UP AT GATE -
POSTS! BESIDES - SHE WASN'T

TRIMMED AND GROOMED PROPERLY...

AN F!ELD
@ﬂﬁ@%

N

»~ FOND OF TANGO, WAS
TED. THOUGH GOODNEQS

%&PE Ao KNOWS HOW HE CAN AFFORD
Wi Feoi TO KEEPHER NOW |
THE CIRCUS, BUT
THEY GET A LEAD!
TED CHARLTON, A
EROOM, RETIRED
A WEEK
PREVIOUSLY,
TAKING A
Gpgmefmm—o;r >
i 7 ITALLFiTg!
: THE MAN WE THOUGHT Y4
WAS A TRAMP! HE LEFT (7
THE MARE WITH US :
BECAUSE HE WAS
DESPERATE!
BACK AT FOLLYFOOT... / IT'S ALL CLEAR! THE HAMMONDS AT |

WAS NEVER THAT ROTTEN MR,
JACKMAN'S TO SELL IN
THE FIRST PLACE!

sﬁigeg BILL OF &

H? FIRST.STEPS

\ TO GETCHARLTON, g0's
WE CAN PROVE ITALLI

24 “ ~ / '

PINECREST DON'T OWN TANGO! (T

YES, I'VE GOT :
iE CHAELTON‘Q ADDRESS
A AND TELEPHONE
NUMEBER...

THANKS AWFLLLY T
VOU DON'T KNOW WHAT
\  AHELP YOU'VE

DORA GETS THROL/EH TO THE
TELEPHONE NUMEBER...

HE ~HE'S OUT? COING ™
10 LEEDS STATION TO GET |
THE LONDON TRAIN.?

OH, NO'!




I'VE 6OT TO GET
TO THE STATION FIRSTIY
NO USE GOING BYCAR- |
IT'LL TAKE TOO LONG!

=

‘A

/ TAKE CARE, N\

| DORA!AND-AND
THRANKS!

YOU PHONE THE
. { POLICE, STEVE! EXPLAIN
- WHAT'S HAPPENING!

LY

THE STATION FORECOURT AT LEEDS | S ®
HAS NEVER SEEN ANYTHING LIKEIT! |1~ 4 \\

& 5

8~ WELL, YOUR YOUNG 3
FRIEND'S IN THE CLEAR,
THEN. WE'LL GET STRAIGHT

) ONTOTHIS CHAP :

HAMMOND...

OF COLIRSE WE WILL!
AND YOU CAN COME
AND SEE HERAS
OFTEN AS YOU LIKE!
JUST WAIT UNTIL
THE FOAL'S BORN |

2P

WHEN DORA TELLS THE EX-GROOM
WHAT HAS HAPPENED,HE CONFESSES NEVER MIND THAT
THAT HE ABANDONED THE MARE .. NOW! COME ON-WE'VE

GOT TO GET TO THE POLICE
RIGHT AWAY!

N ﬁi

SNEAKILY, THE HAMMONDS
GET OUT OF IT. THEY CLAIM
THAT JACKMAN, WHD HAS
CONVENIENTLY 'VANISHED)
TRICKED THEM. BUT THEY

AND ONE MONTH

HAVE TO GIVE TANBO FACK .. f{ /
e =L o -
= B7Y
A CAN YOU~

” WOULD You KEEP
\ HER FOR ME,
: 5c..?

2

ALL'S WELL THAT <

ENDS WELL , EH, STEVE? (&

| RECKON YOU OLIGHT TO
NAME THE LITILE 4

[
i
i

THAT'S EAem
I'LL CALL HIM Y
"LUCKY 7
ESCAPE'!

28



ing past an open field in

the country, and you saw
this crowd of assorted men,
some of them yelling, others
waving rattles and flags, one
of ’em blowing a bugle, and
another hammering the day-
lights out of a drum. You'd
think they were barmy, right ?
Well, imagine you saw them
carrying on like that around a
horse. Now you’d be the one
likely to get mad!

It all goes on—quite re-
gularly. But save your temper.
It’s all part of the special
training given to those faith-
ful, four-footed champions of
law and order, the police
horses!

The Metropolitan Police
Mounted Branch have their
school down at Imber Court,
in Surrey, and it’s there that
their mounts—most of them
are bought in Yorkshire, coin-
cidentally enough for us—are
taken to learn the ropes.
Naturally, newcomers are not
exposed to the rattling and
banging tactics at the be-
ginning. There are no hard
and fast rules as to how long
it takes to train a young horse.
Peculiarities of breeding,
temperament and condition
can all affect the length of the
course, and the process can’t
be hurried. The usual average
is six months.

With the aim of providing
quiet horses that are well-
balanced, responsive, ac-
customed to traffic and all
sorts of unusual sights and
sounds, the trainers split their
programme up into three
separate parts, the first being
a couple of months or so of
handling, lungeing and driv-
ing. That’s to prepare the
horse’s character and muscu-
lar development so that it’ll
be at the peak of its fitness for

IMAGINE you were walk-

THE I%NG LEG
THE LAW!

the second and third stages.
For the second stage, the
horses are mounted, and are
introduced to noise and move-
ment. While they walk round,
music is played to them
through loudspeakers, quietly
at first, and then with a
gradual increase in volume,
Men with flags—held still—
stand in front of them, and
the horses are encouraged to
behave themselves with re-
wards from a tin of oats that
a handler carries round the
lines. Later, the feed tin is
taken away, and even when
the flags are waved about, the
horses don’t seem to mind.
The same procedure goes on
with rattles and bells, and then
it’s time for the third, ad-
vanced stage of training.

Ammunition

Now, a band takes the place
of the loudspeakers, and the
noise-makers wear brightly
coloured uniforms. Some of
them carry pistols loaded
with blank ammunition, that
they can fire in the air. The
horses have to walk down
lines of flags and bunting—
and the more they flutter in
the breeze, the better the
trainers like it! They have to
pick their way over strange
objects — scattered motor-
tyres, for example—and
they’'re taught manoeuvres
like sidling up to gates so that
their riders can open them
without dismounting. There’s
training in crowd control,
where the animals are taken
into throngs of people.

The police are very anxious
to point out that all this is
done so gradually that there’s
never any question of fright-
ening a horse. The whole
system is based on kindness
and reward.

After training, horses and

ignoring the b
bt . . 200 - z \,‘,T?

all game teaches seif-control,

The famous policeman on a white horse . . .
restoring order at the 1923 Wembley Cup Final.

28



‘Whatever are they saying? Can it be fo do with me?
1 know I've had my breakfast, but they might be planning tea!
Hay or oats—perhaps it’s bran! Now that would be a treat—
Or even if they turn me out, with grass beneath my feet!
Suppose [ look appealing, and try to eatch their eye.
An apple wouldn’t come amiss. At least it’s worth a try!
~ Oh, what's the use? It's only greed. I might as well admit,
A fatty can't be ridden, "cos his saddle just won’t fit!
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e Setllers Franch Outt

EMEMBER THE LIGHTNING TREE? Yes—it's
the catchy theme you hear at the beginning and end
of the Follyfoot programmes. But the Lightning

Tree is reality as well. It’s the old withering trunk

in the corner of the stable yard that, according to

legend, is going to come to life again one day and
sprout buds and leaves. That’s why it’s a tradition at Follyfoot
that anyone crossing the yard has to fling a pail of water over
the tree’s roots, just for luck.

Well, so much for legend. So far, the Lightning Tree hasn’t
recovered its former glory, but as you can see from the picture on
the opposite page, it’s got a fair old crop of human beings in its
branches and around the trunk! They’ve got a right to be there,
what’s more, because with the Follyfoot regulars are the
guys and the girl who go to make up the group known as
“The Settlers”, who put the Follyfoot theme in the charts when
the programme first came out.

The Settlers began as a small-time outfit playing in folk clubs,
but—tree-like, if you don’t mind the appropriate metaphor—
they’ve grown into a group that’s been seen literally hundreds

34

of times on television, and has made the hallowed stage of the
London Palladium on more than a few occasions.

Founder members are John Fyffe and Mike Jones, who
began making music together when they were students at St.
Peter’s College, Birmingham. A girl called Cindy Kent saw
them at a local club one night, asked if she could join in, and
then there were three! The final member of the foursome,
Geofirey (yes, just Geoffrey) joined them to play bass, and
after they’d won a talent contest on the Isle of Wight, they
decided to pack up the amateur scene and turn professional.

John Fyffe comes from Lanarkshire, Scotland. Plays banjo.
bass and guitar.

Mike Jomes comes from Burton-on-Trent. He's a singer,
plays twelve-string guitar, banjo, violin and mandolin. 4nd he
can wiggle his beard! :

Cindy’s from Birmingham. She’s a singer, and she contributes
a lot to the songwriting part of the team.

As for Geofirey, he’s just as enigmatic as his single name. He’s
a self-confessed multi-instrumentalist, a wit, an impressionist,
photographer and song-writer par-excellence!



Follyfoots
A Dickens
Of A Job!

WHAT THE DICKENS HAS DICKENS TO DO WITH
OUR FAVOURITE TELEVISION SERIES? Sounds like a
cryptic clue in a crossword, and if it was, the answer would be
in six letters—a girl’s name. It’d be Monica, to be exact, because
Monica Dickens is the authoress whose original book gave
birth to the whole idea!

Monica, whose best-selling novels, including “One Pair of

Hands” and “My Turn To Make The Tea” reflect true-life
incidents that happened to her while she was engaged in nursing
and working on a provincial newspaper, has put much of her
own interest and experience into the book of Follyfoot (pub-
lished by Heinemann at £1.25) as well. For one of Monica’s
lifelong enthusiasms has been for horses.

It was actually one of her books, about a horse called
Cobbler’s Dream, that first prompted Yorkshire Television’s
head of documentaries, Tony Essex, to think in terms of a new
children’s series. Tony Essex admits that his judgement was
guided by his young daughter Tamara, a firm fan of the book
in question. “In establishing Follyfoot,” he says, “we have
worked very hard and closely with Monica Dickens, and we’ve
tried to reflect the out-of-the-ordinary feeling she transmits in
her writing—a mood that, we feel, is absolutely enchanting.”

Monica visited the farm at Follyfoot at the very beginning of
the first series, and confessed herself to be highly delighted with
the setting. She normally lives in London when she’s in Britain,
but her main home is across the Atlantic, where she lives in an
1812 New England house in Cape Cod, Massachusetts, with her
husband Roy Stratton, a retired United States Naval com-
mander.

“We spend our time travelling between England and America,”
says Monica, ‘“but I do all my writing work in The States. I
used to be one of those writers who ‘burns the midnight oil'—
tackling the typewriter when the sun goes down and working
all through the night. It’s ideal in some ways, because the dark
hours make for perfect peace and quiet—but when I got married,
I really had to change my tactics!” These days, Monica prefers

Monica meets the team
wheo bring her books to life




Follyfoot File
ARTHUR ENGLISH

‘‘Play the music! Open the cage!’’
If you’d been viewing back in the
early nineteen fifties, you’d have
heard that catch-phrase time and
time again, and you’d have laughed
at the comical ‘spiv’ with the
cinerama shoulders on his jacket
and a flashy tie as long as an
elephant’s tongue!

Those days are over for Arthur
English, the genial joker who has
dropped his image as ‘The Prince
of the Wide Boys’, which first
made him famous. Now he has realised
what was always his first ambition -
acting in straight drama.

The face we know as Slugger’s
crops up again and again in
character parts on television, and
what Arthur calls his ‘second wind’
has brought him roles in top-line
shows ranging from ¢‘Doctor In
Charge’’ to ¢‘For The Love Of Ada’’.

Arthur - whose stage career
dates from 1949, when he gave up
being a painter and decorator to
pass an audition at London’s
Windmill Theatre - is unique at
Follyfoot, in that he’s the one
member of the cast who makes no
claim to be a horseman. ‘¢‘It’s
surprising really,’’ he says,

‘‘cos my Dad was a professional
jockey. Mad on horses, he was.
Would you believe it if I told you
he used to play polo with Winston
Ehurchilli???

If Arthur’s father didn’t pass on
anything equestrian to Arthur, he
certainly handed down something of a
zany talent. ¢‘He was sixty-five
when I was born,’’ recalls Arthur.
‘‘But he used to tell me about
some of the daft exploits he got
involved in when he was a young
man. One time, he smuggled a real
live prince out of Russia during the
Bolshevik revolution. Hid the bloke
in a horsebox!??

In between series work for shows
HBike *“‘Follyfoot??’, Arthur mskes
guest appearances on other shows -
¢¢Sez Les’’, for example - and he’s
often seen in television commercials.

From ‘Prince of the Wide Beys’ to Slugger of Follyfoot Farm:
Arthur as he was in 1951 (top) and as you know him today.




ONE MORNINE,
AS STEVE AND
DORA ARE OYER
AT THE COLONEL'S
TRAINING STABLES.. k

<

THAT'S SATAN, STEVE!
UNCLE'S ENTERING HIM .
IN THE POINT-TO- A~

OF SPEED, BUT
YOU WATCH

_
> FIN

7 MAYRE. BUT I'VE
BEEN UP ON SATAN,
MYSELF HE STILL BAULKS.
1I'M HOPING THAT JACKIE
SMIKE CAN GET HIM /
OUT OF IT WHEN HE
AREIVE‘S.

E JOC
MUST'VE COST You

A BIT TO GET HIMTC
RIDE FOR YOU!

KEY'!

SEE? HE'S
\ THE JumPs.

SATAN CAN WIN FOR
ME. FRANKLY, | NEED
THE MONEY- IF ONLY
TO KEEP FOLLYFOOT

| SEE THE COLONEL'S
GETTING SMIKE DOWN TO

.___TO-POINT, DAD.

LIKE

RIDE FOR HIM IN THE POINT-

85 Tow ©
‘ IT. HE'LL WIN,

HIS FATHER, FROM THE FINECREST HOTEL, WOUILDP f.

1K

AS NOT.

HORSE |

YOU'VE GOT A

DAD. ISN'T THERE SOME
WAY WE CAN
FI¥ THINGS..?

<7

5 #_ £
NICE LOOKING

HORSE. HE'S 60T A

GOOD CHANCE OF
Y A WINI

MAYRE THAT'S
EBECAUSE THE LADS
NOT TAKING HIM OVER
THEM PROPERLY!

NOT SO HOTON )

N THE RACE,

DAD! I'VE GoTr

:'?‘x: (&

1 ' =77 NOI EVERY TIME WE

i e ,f_q_\\é TANGLE WITH THE ]
g FOLLYFOOT LOT,WE COME
TO GRIEF-AND IT'S

ALWAYS YOUR FAULT!




SMIKE IS BADLY INJURED-
S0 AT FOLLYFOOT...

| LATER, STEVE AND RON STRYKER GO TO
| MEET THE COLONEL'S JOCKEY...

sy _,__,——Ei?:k e 7

RUN AFTER HIM, )
~_ RON!

~ THERE'S NOTIME

TO GET ANOTHER JOCKEY, Ji\ //:
\ STEVE! I'LL HAVE TO _ _

. RIDE SATAN!

o e ¥
BUT LEWIS HAMMOND IS KEEPING
’ AN EYE ON THINGS!

1‘_' I .

= i | | erADLALLY, DORAFEELS SHE'S i
DORA NEVER THINKS THAT LEWIS HIRED R CETTING SOMEWHERE...

THE HIT-AND-RUN DRIVER. SHE'S TOO

Y THAT'S BETTER! N4
| BusY cETTING SATAN USED f-HEP'" CA% NOW ALL WE DOI1S ¥~
P> INCREASE THE

f u HEIGHT, STAGE

" P\_BY STAGE...
A A%

WELL, I'VE GOT
You JUMPING FOR ME.
NOW LET'S QEE WHAT |
YOU DO WHEN I'M IN
THE SADDLE!

i 2z
/ ¥ ) f}& X 3
SO THE HIT AND RUN DIDN'T
PUT 'EM OFF! SEEMS I'LL HAVE
TO ARRANGE ANOTHER LITTLE

ACCIDENT — AND THIS TIME
I'LL FIX THE HORSE!

THAT SAME NIGHT, LEWIS SLIPS
INTO SATAN'S STABLE WITH A
DOSE TO MAKE THE HORSE SICK.

W AND IN THE SAME
INSTANT...

STONE ME!
IT'S PITCH DARK!
WHY DIDN'T | BRING

A FLAMIN'
TORCH..?

IN HIS BUNK ABOQVE THE TACK-ROOM,
STEVE STIRS RESTLESSLY IN HIS SLEEE.

(o UUHHH | SMOKE S ok | % 7 | WASN'T DREAMING!
#. SMELL SMOKE .. _\ _SOMETHING'S ON RIRE!
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BY THE TIME DORA AND SLUGCER
COME RACING FROM THE HOLISE
STEVE IS ALREADY ATTACKING

“STEVE!
SATAN'S
IN THERE!

SOMEHOW, STEVE GETE | SURE! THE HAY CALGHT
SATAN CLEAR! FIRE—MUST HAVE BEEN

T SPONTANEOUS
ISHEALLYN, = X COMBUSTION !

RIGHT? _ | g

N
4 :
2: a; h -

r; /

MY STARS! THE
SMOKE'S coT
Him!

o0 o
/‘ i -.

¥ TROUBLE Ig,
OLD SATAN'S HAD
. A SHAKING!

</ HIE FORM IN TOMORROW'S

NEXT MORNING, OVER AT PINECPEST
HOTEL... -

LEWIS. GET UP OFF YOLIR BACKSIDE
A MINUTE, WILLYOU? | WANT TO
TALK TO YOU ABOUT THE POINT- ./

TO~POINT!

RACE! HIS CHANCES OF
WINNING MAY BE
RUINED! :

& E - >

YOU MIGHT SAY THAT, DAD. /
I'VE SORT OF FIXED /.
THINGS, sEE!

U BEEN
‘ TO SOMETHING?

WHAT YOU DON'T KNOW WON'T HURT YOU.

JUST TAKE IT FROM ME THAT THE COLONEL'S | -

HORSE WON'T WIN!

P

o
/” NOU LOOK FORTROUBLE, @
DON'T YOU? | TAKE NOTHING
FROM YOU, SON. I'VE 60T
MY OWN PLANS TO BEAT
THE FOLLYFOOT LOT, FAIR
___AND SQUARE! :

ENTRY PARTICULARS

I'VE COMPLETED THE

OWN HORSE —AND You
. GOING TO RIDE IT!
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BUT THAT AFTERNOON, POWN
Y\ AT THE POINT-TO-FOINT...

——— —

I

= e

N 24
N
= ¥ % ; .
- 2N\ I MAY NEED IT!
= \(ge LEWIS HAMMOND'S
477\ X\ RIDING AGAINST ME!

TWO KIDERS
QLICKLY LEAD
THE FIELD!

T
FOOL! YOU'LL HAVE
| q "ioeAr s
1 EX P
N

-~ DORAAND YOUNG  8/PLAYIN' FAIR JUST
HAMMOND! HEMAYV BE B  AIN'T IN HIS
SHIFTY, BUT HE NATURE,

CAM RIDE! COLONEL!

| DETERMINED TO PLIT DORA OLT / o :
OF THE RACE, LEWIS NUDGES... X GunHHE ]
BLIT THEGIRL CHECKS ! s s

(i

P

-

DQ THE SAME!
HOLD THAT!

()

ALL'ES WELL FOR
THE FOLLYFOOT
FRIENDS-BLT
AS FORLEWIS...

| v
|

AN .

=%

A

= ~.”: %
= =&

YOU...Yyou
BLITHERING GREAT

HALF-WIT! CAN'T You

(- =
~ WELL, IF -
/ LEWIS WAS BEHIND
OUR MISFORTUNES,

DO | RECKON HE'S
ALYTHING LEARNING RIS
IGHT * _/~ _Oucu! LESSON!
& éf\%\{s OFE :
L 1'VE
FINISH! DL

BEAUTIFUL!
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FooT!
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Continued from page 47

of granite zooming towards a mark while feverish blokes with
brushes skate alongside, sweeping the path like maniacs. Steve
and Chris didn’t have a go, amazingly. | suppose that if they had,
they’d have shown themselves to be natural champs, first off!

Lunchtime came and went, and then it was a spot of ski-ing
to shake it down. There wasn’t time to make the journey up
tq the slopes in the Cairngorms, so we made do with the plastic
training slopes built in the Aviemore complex itself. You'd be
surprised how gentle that slope looks from the bottom—and
how steep it appears to be when you’re at the top! Neither Chris
nor Steve, practised skiers both, turned their noses up at a few
swift runs down it. But the slope really came into its own
when someone produced a pair of plastic sledges. Hardly
bigger than tea-trays, these things rocket down from top to
bottom at what feels like hair-raising speed, and there’s a
glorious, bone-jolting finish over a mass of loose stones. Ski-ing
forgotten, all of us—even the photographer and me—took turns
to come yelling and bumping (and occasionally rolling, as we
fell off) down the slope, and what’s more, we got a fair amount
of applause from the crowd of onlookers we attracted. It seems
that the general public enjoys watching lunatics at play!

LLTARSTY
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They’ve got a trampoline up at Aviemore, but—mercifully,
perhaps—we didn’t find it. They've got facilities for shooting
and stalking, tennis, fishing, golf, bird-watching, climbing and
mountaineering as well—but these we left alone. Instead, we all
piled into a transit bus and went to Loch Alvie, where there’s a
superb sandy beach, and everything laid on for sailing and
canoeing. Time for Chris and Steve to show us another of their
accomplishments, and sure enough, they handled the paddles
like a couple of native-born eskimos. They came back wet but
happy, and then it was back to the centre to get even wetter—
in the heated swimming pool that’s a big attraction all the year
round.

With time running out, there couldn’t have been a better way
to destroy our collective, hard-worked appetites than dinner in
one of the luxury hotels. And then down to Aviemore Station
to wait for the Night Sleeper to make an unscheduled stop and
carry us all back to York. Evidently, it was by pure chance,
but there was a Highland piper in full regalia on the platform,
so we took an appropriate farewell of our fantastic tourist-
centre . . . to the skirl of a reel!
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“And rhis is a horse-drawn car:.”

“Can't make it our—he’s usually so talkarive.”

“*Make mine an orange squash.”

HITTTTTTTTTTT

““Haven’t you heard
of a horse-box ?”

N e NT N RV RN

P L

“I’ve got four in " "

WHILE U WAIT]

need of repair—
and m in a hurry!”
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given a pony of your own, and unlike the less-fortunate

owner who lives in a built-up area and has to quarter a
horse in stables, you've got a chance to keep him close at hand
and look after him for yourself. Here are some do’s and don’ts
to make sure that you'll be worth his friendship!

One of the commonest pitfalls awaiting the novice is the
temptation to ask a local farmer if he’ll allow the pony to graze
in his pastures. It’s all very well in winter-time, if the chosen
field is near enough. You've got to remember that hard weather
conditions will mean extra feeding. But it’s in the spring that
the trouble starts, when the new grass comes up. Ponies don’t
have much idea of dieting, and they’ll eat and eat to their
hearts’ content, getting fatter and fatter. Worse, they’ll gorge
themselves literally ill, contracting the painful inflammation of
the foot known as laminitis. Hardly able to walk, the greedy
pony will have to undergo long veterinary treatment, and you
won’t be able to ride him until he recovers!

The answer is to keep a constant eye on your pony during
springtime, and to tether him or stable him to keep him from
over-grazing. .

Water is most important, and if there isn't a trough in his
field, you’ll have to provide your pony with, at the very least, a
tin bath that you keep filled and clean.

Shelter. Many people feel sorry for the ‘poor old pony” left
out in the open in all weathers, but in fact, whereas a shed isn’t
a bad thing for him, a pony may well refuse to use it. They’re
hardier than you might think—and after all, you’ve never found
a pony who wanted to wear clothes, or put his feet up in front
of a coal fire!

Look out for fences in your pony’s field. They've got to be
there, of course, but they must be in a state of good repair. A
broken fence is a potential danger to any animal, for he can
easily injure himself by shoving his head through a ragged gap.
And he’ll do it. Just as with human nature, the grass always
looks greener on the other side!

When the weather isn’t good, you'll have to lay on a supply
of hay and pony cubes for your friend. Hay is simply dried
grass, but there’s ‘new’ hay and ‘old’ hay. Forget the ‘new’ and
buy the ‘old’. It ought to rustle when it’s shaken, be a good
vellow colour, and smell sweet. If it smells stale and looks
weedy, forget it. It’s no good.

Don’t give your pony oats unless you really know what you're
doing. They're all very well for thoroughbreds and horses doing
really hard work, but they can affect the average pony’s temper.
Pony cubes are the thing—a specially prepared commercial
product you'll find at any fodder suppliers.

Ponies will learn to do what you want to teach them, especially
if you use the ‘reward’ system. Always have a couple of apples,
carrots, or a few pieces of turnip with you—but don’t just give
him them willy-nilly. Make him feel he’s earned these little tit-
bits in some way, and you’ll find he responds quickly to the
idea!

You’ll be almost certain to take your pony out on tarred
roads, so keep your eye on the condition of his shoes. They
should be inspected every couple of months or so, and if they
look worn, then take him along to the blacksmith. If one of
the shoes comes loose, have it seen to immediately, because a
loose shoe could mean a nasty fall.

Grooming must be a regular routine. Go over the pony’s

VOU’RE ONE OF THE LUCKY ONES. You’ve been
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The Colonel {(Desmond Liewellyn) and Steve (Steve Hodson)
meet some enthusiastic young pony riders.
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feet with a hoof-pick, keep his legs brushed with a dandy-brush,
but use a thick twist of straw to get mud from his belly. Dandy-
brush and body-brush can be used on the rest of him, and you
must remember to sponge his eyes and nostrils. Mane and tail
should be brushed, because inexperienced combing can hurt an
animal. One thing to beware of! When brushing the tail, stand
at one of the pony’s quarters—never behind him. If he did
decide to kick, you’d be in trouble otherwise!

All your equipment—your ‘tack’—must be kept just as clean
as your pony, and saddle soap, a chamois-leather, polisher, and
metal-cleaner must be standard items in your store.

Finally, and it’s probably superfluous advice, go to your local
library before you begin and choose any one of the excellent
books available on pony care. Here, we can only outline the
bare essentials, and a complete book will go into things much
more thoroughly. The best general advice, of course, is to find
another friend (a human omne, this time) who is experienced
enough to give you practical help!



JURSELF A FRIEND...




Drama and adventure on the High Moors know no boundaries. Many are the
stories that have unfolded beyond the walls of Foliyfoot — and many are the
animals besides horses who have seen peril and danger! Here, Dora chooses her
own favourite tale from the folkiore of the Fells...
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THE DEPTHSE OF WINTER...
AND A BLIZZARD RAGES
—{ OVER THE BLEAK

=— | LONELINESS OF THE WILD
—4 MOOLS.IN THE PITIFLL
SHELTER OF A STORM-TORN
THICKET , A FELL PONY
GIVES BIRTH TO HER

o FIRST FOAL...

MGHT COMES, AND THE SNOW SWIRLS
THICKER . BY MORNING , THE

BLIZZARD HAS LIFTED ... BUT THE
MARE IS ONCE MORE ALONE ...

TSl N

CLOSE BY,
TRAGEDY HAS
STRUCK IT'S
SEcons BLOW
AGAINST
SURVIVAL~BUT
THIS TIME, THE
INFANT LIVES,
WHERE THE
MOTHER HAS
DIED...

SRS =
I MEANINMILE,

BE TIRED

AT THE LONELY
COITAGE BELONGING TO
TAYLOR, THE SHEPHERD..

YOou'D LET ME

BY THE TIME YOUVE
FINISHED .

80E |-

TIME TO GO
AND MAKE A TOUR
OF THE FOLDS,
JAN -NOW THE
SNOW'S
ITOPPED!

our . _ M4
i)

\!

IF I HAD A HORSE,L cOULD

S/0& AROUND THE FOLDS.

IT'D ONLY TAKE AN HOUR
OR TIWO ! ¥

¥ il RN
NOW,JAN! WE'VE BEEN
THROUGH ALL THIS REFORE!
MAYRE ONE DAY I'LL BE
ABLE TO AFFORDO TO BUTY
NYou A PONTY!

-

MUCH LATER  WHEN
HIS ROUNDS...

BO& HAS FINISHED [




I'lL BE
BLOWED IF THAT
AIN'T THE

| Boa TAKES THE [Ty
WAIE HOME .. '

w L

[
:]‘ MITE ' WE'LL HAVE
TO MAKE A
PEF OF THIR ONE,
AD Y

<IOMECNES
RAISED THE LATCH !
COMING

IT...IT MUST BE THE PONTY HilHl
DAD TOLD ME ABOUT! SHE @
MUST HAVE TAKEN THE .
LAME AS HER OINN !

/ AH! DON'T N
kNOW ABOLT,
THAT,

SHEEP ARE OL)R
LIVING THEY
HAVE TO

INORK FOR
OUR KEEP,

S8 TOU KNOW !

INELL ,INELL! ‘S.HELTEEED
uP wn'H ONE ©' THE :
WILD FELL PONIES DID TOU,
LITTLE FELLCW ™ YOU'RE
[AFE ENOUGH NOW, MY LAD!

7 THAT ™ I HEARD &
SOMETHING ...
AT THE FRONT

sy = =
i 700 »CEIGH ?'ENED TO CcRY OU?’JAN

STANDS TONGUE -TIED IN THE

= SHADOWS . BUT THEN...

= i “llli:"iilﬂ E= TS ALL BiGHT, "nuual'lulr l" 1;“‘1'
5 l‘,’ R, LADY ! DON T BE : = _-
Ty 1 = AFEAID =
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WHAT THE DICKENS.”
JAN ! INKHAT'S
GOING ONT

FEED THE LAMB
JAN ! MAYRE
THAT'LL MAKE
THE PONY

COME TO LOOK
FOR HER LAMB'
PLEASE DON'T
BE FRIGHTENED,
LADY !

ey

You SEE, |
LADY PWERE
TAKING
JOLLY GOOD
CARE OF
IT!YOU'VE
NOTHING
TO WORRY

FROM THAT DAY ON, THE WILD MARE

BECOMES A CONSTANT.VISITOR TO THE
SHEPHERD'S COTTAGE. TRUST GROWS

STLONGER AND STRONGER...

ouU
INOULDN'T
BE SO mMEAN,

HELLO,; DAD! You'LL
NEVER BELIEVE IT,BUT
LADY LET ME GET UP
ON HER BACK A
MINUTE AGO ! _~

WELL THEN,LASS. SEEMS
TYOU'VE &GOT YOUR HORSE
AFTER ALL' BLT YOU BE SURE

LHE DOESN'T THROW You!

wouLp
You,
LADY?

SPRING INEARS INTO
EARLY SUMMER...

You ARE e
GROWING P FAST!
LEARNING TO
BUTT ALREADY 2
You'LL BRE
THE kING OF
QUR =AM ONE
DAY !

LETTER
FROM THE

TO BE MOVING

A
HERE A MINUTE , £
WILL YOU ™ ‘

IN-TAKING THE
THE WILD

Bur AS ALivAYS, IT'S THE THIEVES WHO

——

PONIES.WE'RE
TO BRE ON THE

Z Y\ 4
i THE BEASTS !
7 I HOPE THEY ALL
GET CAUGHT AND
LENT TO PRISON !

ARE SET ON DOING THE CATCHING ...

WHAT D' YOU
MAKE OF IT,

NILD ALL RIGHT. ;
HALF - TAMED, MAYRE. N
A GOOD MARE ,ANYIWAY,
<SAM —AND SHE'S X
FOR wa '’




DAD ! DAD, COM

2
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STREWTH!
IHE'S

HEARD

s

S[HE'S TOO LATE !PULL
TIGHT WHILE I SHOVE
ON THE BRACER!

THEY'RE BAD

MEN ! DANGEROUS
MEN ' IT'Q THE
POLICE THAT MUST]
TACKLE 'EM,

|1 \

THEY'RE -

OVER THE BROW
ALREADY ! L
CAN'T LET

THEM GET
PNRAY !

—widoe> Nhor -

\“\ﬁ;\:"\‘%\\\ oy
RN . oW,

THE HORSE THIEVES'
THEY'VE GOT -~ ~

Ui

[

NEITHER JAN NOR HER FATHER NOTICE THE
LAMEB'S ESCAPE IN THE HEAT OF THE MOMENT.
BUT THEN THE GIRL TEARS FREE ..

: i For Tt &F’OLI '
¢ ~_ R HE
GET TO THE 2 : it !
VILLAGE IN R S ¥ IF You LIKE!
I'M GOING TO
Dy KEER LADY IN__g

GOT HER TRICED Vi
SAM 7 WE'RE

FOLLOWED. BUT
IT'S ONLY A KID.
RECKON I'D
BETTER DEAL

CLOUT THE BRAT ! SHE'S JUST
. A< LIKELY TO MAKE TROURBLE
) AS ANY ADULT!

WITH HER
BEFORE WE
GO ON ! -

b -
e
*: I h, 4




— RS &
- b AN FIGHTS | @
N

GNNNFF !
SET HER, <AM
-FOR PETE'S
SAKE!

JAN'S ELBOW IN
JOE'S MIDRIFF
DOURLES HiM UP
..AND INSTANTLY...

THEY WON'T WAKE
UP FROM THAT
IN A HURRY!

7n M = . -
JAN'S FATHER ARRIVES On THE Scene. P18 LOME STORY, WASN'T IT > WELL

)
JAN'S A YOUNG WOMAN NOW,
AND SHE <|TILL HAS LADY AS
HER VERY OWN. AS FOR
LION, HE'S A FULL GROWN
RAM , BUT HE'S STILL THE
FAMILY PET'! THERE ISN'T A
HAPPIER COTTAGE ON ALL
THE MOORS!'"

: ; “"‘; NOT WITH OUR
BY GUM' I DIDN'T GO FOR THE ' e , LDAS-“ES-“QD'
POLICE — 1 THOUGHT YOU v il cARNED HiM-
MIGHT NEED ME HERE... = : SELF A NEW
NAME . I'M
GOING TO
CALL HIM
‘LION"...




JSTRYRER |
AND sON!.

IT’S TA-TA TO THE TEARAWAY whenever
Stryker zooms his way out of the Follyfoot yard and
drops back into the real-life role of Rodska! Believe it
or not, the red-haired raver from Follyfoot Farm’s a
family man at heart, and (look at that picture,
bottom right) those marbles must be concealing the
apples of his eyes . . .

The apples in question? They're his Parisian-born wife
Jacqueline—better known, says Chris Rodska, as just ‘Jackie’™—
and his two year old son, Benjamin.

Chris, who met Jackie in the chilly surroundings of Perth
ice-rink, and reckons she looked a picture sliding across the ice
on her seat, says he thinks he’s been married about four years.
Well, if you’re happy, you don’t measure time, right? But he
knows that Benjamin, born in Ilkley, and therefore a proper,
Follyfoot-type Yorkshire Tyke, is just two years old!

“] used to like kids,” says Chris. *“That is, other people’s.
But when Benjamin came along, I couldn’t have been more
chuffed to have one of my own.”

Does that mean that Chris is all set for a big family ? “I don’t
know about that,” he admits. “I’'m not planning one. Speaking
for myself, I’ve got one brother. We're good mates now, but
there’s seven years between us, and when I was younger, there
wasn’t much contact. So I suppose there’s something to be said
for having a couple of kids in reasonably quick succession.”

The Rodskas live in Ilkley, and they’ve recently bought a new
cottage, which Chris is decorating—with Benjamin’s help. “He
can get as messy as he likes, and it doesn’t seem to matter!”
But to Christian, the main value of the place is that it’s so near
the country, and he can take Benjamin out into the wide open
spaces. “I'd like him to appreciate the freedom of this part of the
world,” says Chris. “Although when he’s older, he needs to have
experience of the city, too.” Chris favours a broad upbringing,
rather like his own. His father’s job as a sea-captain took the
Rodska family literally all over the world, and Chris’s childhood
was spent in such far-flung spots as Australia and the Middle
East. “But,” he emphasises, “a lot of my education took place
in boarding schools, and I don’t want that for Benjamin. I think
a family ought to be together.”

Has Chris any dreams or plans for Benjamin’s future when he
grows up? “I’'m going to let him do what he wants to do,” he
says. “When he’s old enough to make the choice, he can pick
anything that makes him happy. If he wanted to be a dustman,
and he really thought he’d like it, that’d be okay with me.”

As for animals, young Benjamin hasn’t seemed to take to them
just yet. “He hasn’t shown any interest at all in the local cows or
horses. Really, I think he’s too young to fathom them.” But
when Follyfoot is in production, you can be almost sure that
Benjamin will be getting a grandstand view when Jackie Rodska
brings him out to see father going through his paces!

Just as a footnote, those ‘marbles’ we mentioned in Christian’s
eyes are actually part of a three dimensional noughts-and-
crosses set. No—Benjamin doesn’t actually play the game with
his Dad . . . “He walks in,” says Chris, “and destroys it!”
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A PICTURE TO COLOUR
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Here we are with just a few final puzzles for you horse-lovers!
Think you know the answers? Check your results below!
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Can you name four native breeds of ponies
from the British Isles?

We all know that® horses like bran—
but what is bran?

This is Mrs. Samuel Koechlin, OBE. Under
what name is she more widely known?

Among horsey people, what is meant by a

‘chestnut’? We don’t mean the colour of a horse!
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‘Whatever are they saying? Can it be fo do with me?
T know I’ve had my breakfast, but they might be planning tea!
Hay or oats—perhaps it’s bran! Now that would be a treat—
Or even if they turn me out, with grass beneath my feet!
Suppose I look appealing, and try to catch their eye.
An apple wouldn’t come amiss. At least it’s worth a try!
Oh, what’s the use? It’s only greed. T might as well admit,
: can’t be ridden, cos his saddle just won’t fit!




