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The memories of seven Norfolk people

Jal

Met 1n Fakenham 12-5-2008

“There were some council houses in Ki lé Bedon ) had
to pass them every day on the way ?:\:m from school.
An old lady lived in the last one, she always used to
say as we E,&&\ ‘Hurry you home mml\ Tm?é them
Highty Sprites get you’. 1didw’t know what they were,
but Iwas Q?& to get home”.

Nigel {65/

Met at the Royal Norfolk Show | 1-7-2009

Nigel gave me information but also said he would make enquiries of his
ninety-two year old mother when he visited her. He later rang me with his

findings.

“It was a night-time thing, everyone in Kerdistone
used to talk about them. i\@ would say, ‘Get you
howe before mml@ do the Hikey Sprites will get you’. It

nwas common mmg%x ﬁwm Wavrs”.

Nigel’s mother was born during the First World War.
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Met at a bus stop in Trowse 16-4-2009

“I grew up m m:E\:E?E Mum used to 54y, "The
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Hikey Sprites will be after you, if you are nanghty’. I
didn’t know what they were, I think a sort of fairy
1&.:? but 1 knew @@ would come iﬁi me. It can be
Hikey or Hiker”.

Bk (39)

Met 1n the Forum Norwich 17-4-2009

“Mum talked about E%@ Sprites, %@ came out m
va %:\F o?o:;m %S\m was no 12:\_.9. Ly vax. [spent
my childhood in Griston. Older childven used to dare
me to walk past a gap in a v&m@ where a hose from a
traction engine passed through, they said the Hi key

Sprites were there”.

Bob, reliving his fear, demonstrated in the Forum how he gingerly crept

past that gap.
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Met 1n Southrepps 21-10-2008

“We spent our n?. Eveam M vasﬁmméo%m. ﬁ%m: we
were Rids mum would say, if we were naughty, “The
Hi rmw Sprites will get you’. I shared a bedroom with
my sister Gill, if we were noisy mum would say, ‘Be
you quiet or the Hikey Sprites will get you’. I think
va% were a sorvt & m:w E&E\ evil little HS:Q@:.
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From Marsham, letter published in E.D.P. 23-3-2009

«T yemember these Hikey Sprites, or Hike Spikes as we
called them. My granny would warn us that va@
:S:E\ ‘Get Uus ; we were bad’. But %@ never did!

wmémﬁm we weren’t bad mzo:g:.

David who comes from a milling family (a water mill) gave me further
information by telephone.

:@S:g?%i talked about EB%@_ Sprites which lived
in water, the mill pool and the well. My brother,
%._.:F 85& va ._eoi Hi rm mﬁimm:.

How versatile the Hikey tradition 1s!

Rolund

Born and brought up in Docking in the early 1930s
Information supplied by his friend Ann 14-9-2009

“My old mum was always on about the Hi r@ Sprites.
She told us %m% would come :ﬁ we were vasdmsm
g&_ﬁ. we Hvo:mf Hvé would come when we were in
bed and punish us or even take us away. I think they
were a Rind of very large goblin.
This account from the north-west corner of the county is a harsh

portrayal of the Hikeys. It is not difficult to empathise with young Roland,
in bed. in the dark, alert and apprehensive, awaiting his night-time visitor. It

was a rather severe way of getting Roland to ‘take heed’, however helptul the
intention.
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Now for an encounter with fairies, maybe Hikey Sprites, most certainly

Will-o’-the-Wisp.

Helary o Story

[ MET HILARY, A RESIDENT of the Great Hospital, in Bishopgate, Norwich 1n
August 2009. I asked my usual leading question and in reply Hilary told this

wonderful evocative story. I give it in her own words:

«We lived in Postwick, my dad worked at Grange
Farm. Every msx%ﬂé evenIng the ?_\_\:. @ ,my parents,
my Sisters and _\_\Gmm: attended the 6.30 evensong
service at Postwick n?\:\nv\ It was mxtmn_“& & Uus.
When evensong ended, at about 7.30, mum went
home with the youngest childven to put them to bed.
Um& and 1 :5?& down me ?rm to 1% :\_Emv. It was
getting LE\F the marsh was covered with a blanket i
mist on the top which flickered and danced amazing
[ittle flames, blue, tinged at the top with yellow. T held
my) dad’s hand mém-m::nf ;vmg are ?mimmm he said.
we walked home in silence, my mind full of wonder -1
had seen fairies! From that day to this my belief in

L

fairies was never in donbt”.

Hilary’s mum was a Postwick girl but Jack came from Hertfordshire. Had
he been a local lad he might have said, ‘Look Hilary they are Hikey Sprites’.
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e MMHUMﬂMmMMWM PEOPLE ME now be aware of the Hikey than was the

e betore T y Hmmmmnw €s two years ago. My supportive contacts
< eir nets far and wide and although as one said. “Most of

enquiries have been met with a blank stare,” much. that could Wmdm Mmmm _MMW

1s now recorded. This little enigmatical fey inhabitant of our cou
a tuture, let us hope for a long time. It has even appeared on _”MQ nter "
Gsmwwgmmzﬁw in a rather over-detailed, fanciful form .
s the | .
oo WMMHMBMMMM ﬁrozmﬂ now 1n an everyday way? It certainly is in
i ﬁw 1 conneg /xwm éwﬁ a dog. H.m the little fellow goes missing Terry
, ere’s young Hikey Sprite?”” Not his name mind. but

his chara
cter. Terr
. y as we saw before uses the term to describe. “mild
naughtiness”. ¢,

O
N is_um _wwmmﬁ scale at nw.m Ivy Farm Holiday Park in Overstrand. the
M, EM etors, smgsm and wife, both recall their parents saying, when uﬁrm%

going somewhere, “Mind the H . |
| : yter Sprites don't i y i

| | | get you!” They lik
nM :M&.H ﬁrw children, staying with them, that the Hyter Sprites live OM HTM
ping fields and, “If you are quiet, at night, you might see them, with little

lanterns . | N |
carried on their backs”. An interesting link to the Lantern Man and

an induce | ]
ment not to be too noisy, at night, among your fellow campers

Eiﬁ.w:_” mwmmwmm% use 1 a family? Well in late September 2009, when the
moﬁﬁm /M\ this was wmmﬁq complete, [ decided to spend an rozm Or two 1n
Qwssww ! MH.M&.. dquwwwm .anw through Foxley village I encountered Joan
u in , tidying her garden. It soon be
| | . came clear that
WMMMM HTM I:AM\ Sprites well, knew them as, ‘chosts’. She &le@m%ﬂ“ﬁ
lldhood at Keeling Hall, between Foul .
I . , sham and Themelthorpe. lat
Mmmm mz Wrom@m <w=mmmm, before moving to Foxley. Joan’s five oirls memﬁm M_M
arned, that it they were troublesome, “The Hij |
‘ | | u e Hikey Sprites will b
you . Joan has issued her . s
grandchildren and great- | |
| | grandchildren with th
same warning. Here, in one famil - m.
. 10 C y, we can see the Hikey tradition stretchi
over a nozﬂwcocm period of more than one hundred and mmn“m om”m
conveyed entirely orally without the help of written sources. Who Wwoﬁwu
. S

how long it will Ve 1
survive 1n that family, b |
, by the same means, int f
another fifty years perhaps? o thefutare
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SO WHAT ARE WE TO MAKE of this Hikey Sprite tradition, this tantalising
entity that has been my companion for nearly two year
while I shuftle a few 1deas.

s? So, ‘hold you hard’,

First of all what a great dialect name, HIKEY SPRITE! Once heard

not easily forgotten, a name to juggle with, a name to enjoy. Surely, though,

more than just a word.
Do we have here the tenuous remains of something pagan, a SUrviving

ent of an alternative religious tradition, reduced now to 2 folk belief?
of the spiritual realm, a spirit of the wild, of woodland, of earth
aybe, of the woodwose, the Wild Man (now largely
folk church fonts) or the Green Man who has
recent years. This certainly has great

of contemporary magic. Not sure

fragm
Something
perhaps. A relative, m
confined to carvings on No
enjoyed something of a comeback 1n
appeal to neo-pagans and the practitioners

though.

fear of dark places, forests in particular, where

forces and entitie
outlaws, fugitives and brigands, sheltered nefarious practices, provided

hiding-places for the kidnapped and those on the run. It also sheltered the

outcast, those sad
bizarre unacceptable behaviour, their strange appearance, their odd gait or

voice. In those villages, isolated by the surrounding deep forest, such people

Do we have an echo, a folk memory of that deep, profound, primeval
might have lurked sinister

s, human, animal and nameless horrors? Forests harboured

souls driven out of their communities because of their

would have brought dread to their communities. | wonder if the genesis of

the Hikey lay in such deeply rooted feelings. All possible.
These fears, eventually coalesced into the ubiquitous ‘bogey man’, a way

of controlling recalcitrant youngsters, originally perhaps to control adults, to
keep them away from areas of risk where enterprises of dubious nature were
taking place. Gradually the ‘bogey man’ concept was transferred exclusively
‘o children. Families created their own version of the bogey, a number of
people have revealed to me their own unique name for this threat to

children. Janet told me, ‘Ben Bolt” was the favoured bogey of her parents,
Norfolk woman. Some of those who chose the

although her mum was not a
Hikey Sprite have been recorded mn my research.
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We are getting close to the tradition, gathering together mere fragments
at this twilight stage of the belief, to try and make sense of it. A century and
more ago the Hikey would have been a discrete concept, now it merges and
tlows with other folk beliefs, our hold on it is tentative. Twenty-five years ago
my task would have been easier, my findings more focused and cohesive, the
resulting book more weighty.

4 ?

believer’, you may be disappointed that it was not my
Intention to produce a field guide for the Hikey — although I have described
the habitats they favour. I cannot advise you on how to identify them, not
much about their habits, their food, their habitations. Yet for me, at the end
of this project, they do feel ‘real’. So, at a personal level, I can say there are
places in the Norfolk landscape, on heaths where the sun intensifies the scent
of gorse bloom, where one gets a glimpse of a shy deer, where lithe birch
trees sway 1n the wind, there I have felt the Hikeys are hiding in the bracken,
among the heather. So too, in Autumn woodland when my feet shuffle the
dry leaves, the wind swishes in the tree tops and a ‘plop’ marks the fall of an
acorn or conker — there they are almost within reach, almost.

[t you are a

While our county retains its largely rural quality and some precious areas
remain beyond the reach of traffic sound and away from the most severe
light pollution, some magical landscapes will remain to give us Inspiration,
refreshment, calm. There the Hikey Sprite will remain, ever elusive, liminal,
enigmatic, just beyond our touch.

In such places, my reader, you may roam as the light fades, your senses
keen and alert, watchful and sensitive, then you may feel the Hikey'’s
presence. Do not be fearful, with luck, you may have encountered them, all
1s well, just believe.

For me, at the end of my research, I am glad to have been aware of them
and had their company all this time. Now though it is time to part from both

the Hikeys and you my valued reader. It is time to say a fond, ‘fare y’well
tergether’.

@@% November 2009
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IN APRIL 2009 T HAD A STALL at an event in the Forum, Norwich. I

prominently displayed this poster appealing for information on the Hikeys,
hoping to collect material for my research. A young man, Robert, probably

in his early twenties, came forward with this interesting little episode.

“A couple of weeks ago we were camping in Horsford
Wood. [ got out Eﬁ my tent at about 2 a.m.to answer a
call ox nature.lwas m::qz.m& Lo see,out & the corner ow
my eye, a little figure (he used his hands to indicate 4
?@? Eﬁ IOCWIS OF SO) YUNNINg m%. [didn’t know what

it was til Isaw the picture on vour stall it looked just

like that!”

PO Youv KNOW ABOUT THE
HIKEY SPRITES? IF SO
PLEASE TELL RAY. THIS
1S HOW DIcK ,WHO LIVED
IN SPARHAM IN THE [930s,
MAGINED THEM.
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