Major Nigel Budd 

These are few personal recollections on Nigel and his love of horses. I have known Nigel for 40 years – he was an exceptional rider – he may not have had the best horses in life but always got the best out of them and he rode very competitively.
Horses came first in his life, relationships second and the picture on the front of your service sheet sums him up well – bold and dashing – in short, he had charisma. 

He was good enough in the 1950s to train with the Italian D’Inzeo brothers – they dominated European Show Jumping, and as you will have heard he passed out 1st in the Pre Olympic Training School for over 30 world class riders – he was that good.  Nigel enjoyed the normal pursuits of a dashing Cavalry Officer – hunting, racing, polo and the ladies!  
Nigel came back to Trulls Place Rotherfield - where he taught and produced horses and competed at a number of levels including Badminton.  He was to be a brilliant teacher for the next 30 years – as a close friend said – ‘he imparted knowledge, enjoyment and confidence in both horse and rider and in life in general’. He hunted with the Eridge Hunt as a child and the Ashford Valley after a fall out with the Old Surrey and Burstow Foxhounds. Hunting in those days in the early 70s he was always in trouble – not being a respecter of pompous hunt politics, certainly he was a bit of a show off, top hat, tail coat, decent horse, he was out for jumping and a bit of fun. However, finally one day with the Old Surrey and Burstow he jumped in and out of a series of gardens, smashing up a greenhouse on route with heavy financial consequences; it was the last straw and he was banned.  He decamped to the Ashford Valley Foxhounds where no doubt he got to know Neil Waites. 
On one occasion Neil reminded Nigel that the buttons on the front of his coat were the same ones on this back and those were the ones he had to follow!  This was music to Nigel’s ears and a particularly nasty bullfinch came up, Nigel flew it – leaving Neil floundering in the bottom.  He was to become Field Master for 2 memorable seasons.  I enjoyed hunting with him in Leicestershire and recall the Opening Meet of the Meynell just after the JCB Team Chase Final. The hunt was stopped by a newly erected 5 strand wire fence – Nigel reined his horse back and in front of everybody jumped it from 4 strides off a concrete road – this was something he had always trained his horses to do.  He then proceeded to hunt the Meynell hounds for the next 40 minutes to the fury of the local huntsman and Masters: this story is still recalled today in Meynell hunting circles – the ‘Madman from the South’.
Circa 1974 Neil Waites who was a member of the Waites building dynasty, bought Coakham Farm a 450 acre grassland farm near Edenbridge and installed Nigel as Riding Manager, this was to transform Nigel’s life – a number of far reaching plans were hatched and today these are part of his legacy. This included the completely novel creation in 1976 of a pack of Bloodhounds cross Fell Hounds.  Nigel - having picked them up in his Land Rover and trailer - detoured on route south to Swaine and Aidney in Piccadilly to purchase himself a hunting horn to the baying accompaniment of the Bloodhounds parked on the pavement outside!  
Not all was straight forward – Phillip Kindersley, then Master of the Mid Surrey Farmers Draghounds, commented that they all should have been strangled at birth!  They quickly became a byword for outrageous hunting we had one of the first meets around Dallington and Burwash with over 100 fences.
Nigel was Master from inception in 1976 until his accident, and was instrumental in keeping everything evolving until 1985 when Neil called it a day.

With Neil’s backing and Nigel’s expertise gained in Italy – Coakham was turned into a renowned Equestrian Centre. I have spoken of Nigel’s teaching abilities and cross country lessons were anything but conventional – riders under instruction were often accompanied by Nigel jumping alongside in a trilby hat.

Through the late 70s – Team Chasing had become very popular, with the Coakham Bloodhounds Team with which I rode, becoming an integral part of the circuit. We all wore ratcatcher and brown bowler hats but everything turned to disaster in September 1979 at the Atherstone.  Nobody really knows what happened, but his horse had slipped on a bend unshipping Nigel, in trying to catch us up, at a small post and rails in his enthusiasm, having advised us all that we must take a check at this fence, riding like a demon he had a crashing fall hitting the side of his head. He was unconscious for many weeks in Leicester Infirmary, he looked like he had hit a rock.  I remember too all the brilliant practical cross country advice he gave us, including ‘always jump the largest part of a fence never the gap.’
Nigel’s recovery was slow and it is fair to say he was never to recover his full capabilities although he continued to compete. He very much had his own ideas and knew what he wanted out of life, he was a tough and self sufficient man. With deteriorating walking ability Nigel once more turned to the Mid Surrey Drag and came out with us for the 1990s, members were concerned for his safety, but there was no doubt Nigel was safer on his horse than on his feet but he was to give up in 2001 as his strength deteriorated. We all admired the way he tackled his disability with courage and tenacity. 

He retained an abiding interest in the wellbeing and development of the Coakham Bloodhounds and although life by now was difficult every weekend saw Nigel at the drag meet on Saturday and his beloved Bloodhounds on the Sunday. At least two calls were necessary to ascertain the location of the meet and Nick Wheeler was always subjected to a further call to analyse how the Bloodhounds went a favourite expression preceded many a statement ‘If I may say so’ – ‘If I may say so the ‘woofers’ went well today’. At a tea a discourse along the lines of ‘If I may say so... that’s a very fine chocolate cake’ – code for can you get me a slice of that cake!  

By now he had got his invalid buggy and was quite prepared, if he could, to drive at top speed of 8 MPH to a meet, indeed the Coakhams’ last meet this season in April was at Chuck Hatch on the Forest and mere six miles from Nigel across the forest.  A hair raising experience for other traffic users with Nigel waving traffic on as they approaching him at 50 MPH.

He drove his buggy, like he rode his horse, like he commanded his tank, all with panache, as someone commented  - ‘as having petrol coming out of his ears’. One of the D’Inzeos brothers instructed Nigel many years ago to ‘piano’ – Italian colloquial for going softly but his retort was ‘ I can’t get my horse to bloody piano’ and that’s how he lived his life.
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