
OBITUARY 
JOHN ARTHINGTON WALPOLE-BOND (1878-1958) 

O N 13TH JANUARY 1958, John Walpole-Bond died at his home in 
Hove, Sussex, in his 80th year. Educated at Winchester and St. 
John 's College, Oxford, Jock Bond, as he was known to his many 
friends, was a descendant of Prime Minister Walpole and was the 
son of a former Vicar of Horsham. 

Birds, and particularly their breeding habits, were throughout 
his long life his one abiding passion. In his later years scarcely 
a day passed but someone would write to him or ring him up to 
draw from his vast fund' of knowledge, acquired by a life-time of 
close and intimate study of birds in the field. He claimed to have 
seen in situ the eggs of every regular breeding bird on the British 
list and, as an oologist, he had at one time a very comprehensive 
collection. 

The earlier years of his life were spent in Kent, and he wrote a 
book on The Birds of Bromley (Kent) and its Neighbourhood 
(1901). Later he moved to Wales where he spent what he 
considered the happiest years of his life. Bird Life in Wild Wales 
(1904) was the result of his sojourn in the Principality, and Field-
Studies of Some Rarer British Birds {1914) was also mainly a 
product of this period. 

But the greater part of his life was spent in Sussex; and it was 
from his home in Hove that he would emerge every single day in 
spring and summer to travel immense distances, mostly on his 
bicycle and on foot until he knew intimately every inch of the 
county and, it seemed, exactly where every regular breeding 
species was to be found. 

I knew him only for the last 10 years of his life, but I learnt 
more about birds from him in that time than in the whole of my 
life previously. It was an education to go out with h im: which
ever species one wanted to see breeding he would know the precise 
date on which to look for it and exactly the place to go . 
He rarely had to refer to a map, but would direct one with un
erring accuracy and by the shortest route. He had an encyclopaedic 
memory and throughout the journey would be continually point
ing out sites where different species were to be found. I t was in 
1938, after 30 years ' work on it, that he at last produced his 
magnum opus, A History of Sussex Birds, in three volumes. 

Besides being blessed with immense strength and with 
exceptional eyesight and hearing, Bond was an amazingly fit man. 
He always, till he was nearly 80, took a cold bath and did his 
morning exercises. He carried not an ounce of superflous flesh 
and, to within a year or so of his death, would walk immense 
distances without apparent effort, losing no opportunity of going 
over a cliff or climbing a tree, however difficult. A friend of 
mine, himself a very fine tree-climber, once confessed to Jock 
that he had been beaten in his efforts to get to a nest perched 
on the end of an overhanging branch. " T h e Master" demanded 
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to be shown the spot and, having sized up the situation, he 
proceeded, though over 70 years old at the time, to walk straight 
up and out on to the branch without rope, climbing irons or any
thing. 

He was an exceptional cragsman, quite fearless and with a 
wonderful head for heights. I have vivid memories of him strid
ing along on the very brink of the Sussex cliffs and, in a high 
wind, stopping every now and again to perch himself on the tip 
of a promontory in order to lean right over and clap his hands 
in an effort to put out a Peregrine. (I need hardly say that he knew 
every ledge and hole between Brighton and Hastings which had 
ever in living memory been occupied by a Peregrine.) 

In his younger days he was a very handsome man, with a 
magnificent figure. But when I knew him he was, to my mind, 
the very embodiment of an Old Testament prophet, with his long 
mane, flashing eyes and magnificent rufous moustache; and the 
similarity was heightened if, as often happened, he had cut him
self while shaving and had staunched the flow of blood with the 
heln of several long wisps of cotton wool. 

Ornithologists in the field are not, as a race, noted for sartorial 
perfection; but Jock's get-up had to be seen to be believed. He 
never (except in mixed company) sported a tie or collar, but he 
would start the day wearing anything from three to six extremely 
dilapidated pullovers. These would be peeled off one by one as the 
day progressed, but never was the disreputable old mackintosh 
which surmounted them discarded. He took a fiendish delight in 
accosting all and sundry (preferably a rather prim-looking lady) 
on the flimsiest of pretexts. Watched from a respectable distance 
by the rest of the company, he would boldly approach his victim 
and, with a courtly bow, would sweep the ground with his ancient 
cap. The look of amazement and relief on the face of the lady 
when there emanated from the lips of this ghastly old " t r a m p " a 
flow of impeccable English, beautifully enunciated, was a source of 
unending amusement to his entourage. He boasted that on two 
occasions he had been offered his fare on a bus by a kind-hearted 
old lady; and on one notable occasion he was tipped a florin by 
a dear old girl and told to buy himself a square meal. 

Jock was an extremely generous m a n : callers were always 
made welcome and, whenever his means allowed it, lavishly 
entertained. He was particularly fond of children and, whenever 
he called at a house where they were present, he invariably 
presented each one with a piece of money before leaving. He will 
always be remembered with gratitude by those who were privileged 
to know him and profit from his great wisdom, which he was 
ever most willing to share. A .G.W. 


