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SOC I ET Y NE W S 

We are pleased to report that attendance at meetings has improved markedly this 

spring. The April and May meetings have attracted 24 visitors which does wonders 

for our finances and leads to the distinct possibility that some of these visitors may 

think about joining the Society. 

 
The other encouraging thing is that half the articles in this volume of Records and 

Recollections have been supplied by people who are not committee members. Alan 

Winlow, Hugh Dixon and Michael Erben have all either written articles or provided the 

material for them. 

 
In Hughôs case the stimulus was the inclusion, in the last volume, of the front page 

photograph of Dixonôs shop. As great grandson of William Dixon who was the 

proprietor in 1896, he has been in an ideal position to analyse and explain the details 

of the photograph.  Doreen Carruthers has then brought the story up to date for us. 

 
Alan has in his possession his grandfatherôs scrapbooks which include a lovely 

newspaper clipping from the days when travel from Alnwick to Wooler could happen 

by train over the Summit on Alnwick Moor and via Edlingham. 

 
Michael has only recently joined the Society and although he lives in Oxford he clearly 

knows our area well. His piece concerns the Pastor at Branton Chapel and fits in with 

his concerns about the current state of the chapel. 
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This view of the 
interior of Branton 
Chapel was taken in 
1972.  Since the 
outside of the Chapel is 
in a poor state, one 
wonders whether this 
lovely interior is still 
intact 42 years later. 
As the article on pp 
15/16 mentions, 
congregations of 600 
could be 
accommodated here in 
the late 18th Century 



MEMORIES OF THE BREAMISH VALLEY 
 

By RICHARD POPPLETON in conversation with JIMMY & JEAN GIVENS 
 

One of the best known long-term residents 
of the Breamish Valley is Jimmy Givens.  
His local fame arises from many aspects 
of his life ï perhaps particularly his long 
service to the Northumberland National 
Park which won him national recognition in 
the form of his British Empire Medal in 
1992, his 22 years as a magistrate and his 
great prowess as a flower and vegetable 
gardener which has won him many 
awards in shows throughout the north of 
England and the Borders.  But weôll come 
back to these later. 
 
Much of the Breamish Valley has 
belonged to the Allgoods of Nunwick for 
generations.  So when, in 1898, Jimmyôs 
grandfather came to the house in Brandon 
it was to take up a job as a woodsman for 
the Allgoods.  Those were the days when, 
as you turned off the main road by 
Brandon Whitehouse farm there was a big 
house on your left ï Brandon Hall. 
 
Jimmyôs father, William, was born at 
Brandon and when he had finished school 
he worked with his father at the 
woodsmanôs trade and after his father died 
in 1937 he continued as the head 
woodsman for the Estate.  Meanwhile 
Jimmy himself was born in 1932.  He went 

to school at Branton which 
was very close for him, across 
the footbridge over the 
Breamish.  At that time there 
was also a school at Ingram, 
although later, as the number 
of children of school age 
further up the valley 
decreased, the school ceased 
to be viable and it closed. 
 
In the first few years of his 
time at Brandon School there 
were only two pupils from 
Brandon itself and overall the 
school had very few boys, so 
there was no such thing as a 
school football team.  
Fortunately there was a youth 
team in Powburn and Jimmy 

played for that Club and continued to do 
so for 23 years.  But then in 1942/43 the 
whole school situation changed because 
many children were evacuated from 
Tyneside because of the dangers from 
enemy bombing and the local schools 
really filled up.  The children were billeted 
with families throughout the valley.  
Jimmyôs parents took in a boy called Harry 
McDonald from Heaton who was a year or 
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two older than Jimmy.  They re-met for the 
first time since the end of the war about 
five years ago.  It was clear that for most 
of the Tyneside families, the Breamish 
Valley must have seemed an enormous 
distance away because Jimmy never 
remembers any of the evacuee children 
being visited by their families, despite the 
fact that it was comparatively easy to get 
as close as Hedgeley by train from 
Newcastle via Alnwick. 
 
Jimmy spent his entire schooldays at 
Branton School where the Headteacher 
was Teddy Robson supported by one 
other teacher.  Children often took the 11+ 
exam for entry to the High School at 
Alnwick, but Jimmy never remembers 
anyone passing.  He got close, in that he 
was invited to have a second attempt, but 
still just fell short of the necessary mark.  
As he says, the fact that no-one ever 
seemed to pass from Branton School may 
have had something to do with the fact 

that, for example, the 11+ had a section 
on algebra in the maths papers ï but 
algebra was never taught at Branton!  In 
any case, if Jimmy had passed he might 
not have been able to take up the High 
School place because of the time and cost 
of getting to and from Alnwick. 
 
He has little real memory of his school 
lessons, although he was very good at 
maths and still retains a real proficiency at 
mental calculations.  One thing that does 
stick in his mind is that, in common with 
many rural communities throughout the 
land, during the war at busy times on the 
farms boys over the age of eleven were 
allowed to take half days off school to help 
with the farm work.  This was especially 
true at harvest time and during potato 
picking season.  The youngsters were 
paid the princely sum of 2d an hour.  He 
particularly liked working on the corn 
stacks where he would be on top, 
receiving sheaves thrown up from below 
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and passing them to the stacker. 
 
That wage of 2d an hour needs to be seen 
in context.  Jimmyôs father kept small 
notebooks with meticulous records of the 
tasks he undertook each month and the 
number of days spent on each.  For a 
typical 24 day month (4 weeks at six days 
a week) he was paid, in 1920, £9.  The 
calculation was 7/6d per day.  Above are 
copies of two pages from these notebooks 
showing what work he had done and how 
many days had been devoted to each 
task.  The page is from 1920, but tellingly 
if one looks at a similar page from 1926 
you can see that there had been no pay 
increase in the six years.  In fact Jimmy 
says that at one stage the day rate 
actually went down so the monthly wage 
reduced to £8.8s.0d.  
 
During Jimmyôs childhood, 
while his father was working 
on the Estate, his mother 
spent some time as a nanny 
in the household of Canon 
Roland Allgood who for 38 
years was the rector at 
Ingram (1909-1947).  He and his wife 
Edith had a son and a daughter and they 
maintained quite a big staff in the 
Vicarage.  Canon Allgood is a good 
example of the way a large landed family 
were involved in many aspects of the 
family estate.  He was the youngest of 
eleven children of the Rev James Allgood 
of Nunwick Hall who had himself been 
Rector at Ingram in the late 19th century.  
Both Rev James and a number of his 
children are buried in the churchyard at 
Ingram. 
 
Between 1951 and ô53 Jimmy did his 
National Service with the RAF.  His natural 
intelligence and his mathematical skills 
must have been spotted early on because 
in no time at all he was given the job of 
catering clerk at a Bomber Command 
base in Lincolnshire where he was 
responsible for ordering the correct 
supplies for 1200 service personnel on the 
base.  By the end of the two years he had 
been promoted to full Corporal and under 
other circumstances he might have signed 
on to make a career in the RAF.  But he 

was needed back at home because his 
fatherôs back was in a bad state and 
Jimmy had to take on much of the physical 
labour of the woodsmanôs work.  
Meanwhile he had gained a much younger 
sister, Iris, who later married John Brown 
of Powburn, where they still live. 
 
One of the great entertainments in the 
valley after the war were the local dances.  
Ingram had a reputation as a wonderful 
dance venue.  Bands would come from 
long distances, often from Scotland, and 
on a Saturday night the full set of 150 
tickets would be sold and there would 
often be a waiting list.  That was where 
Jimmy met his wife Jean.  His immortal 
chat-up line was ñCan you hop?ò.  Clearly 
Jean could hop and their marriage has 
lasted so far for 36 years. 

 
Jimmy worked with his father 
until 1961, but at that time 
rabbits were a major rural 
pest.  Myxomatosis had 
appeared in Britain in 1952 
and by 1955 it is estimated 
that 95% of the rabbit 

population was wiped out.  But it wasnôt 
too long before the population of disease 
resistant rabbits began to increase and by 
1960 they were again becoming a 
problem.  The Ministry of Agriculture 
encouraged the setting up of societies 
where many local farms would club 
together to employ a rabbit extermination 
officer and 50% of the costs could be 
reclaimed as a grant from the Ministry.  
Jimmy was employed by a 60-farm Aln 
and Breamish Rabbit Clearing Society.  In 
those days gassing was the most effective 
legal method of control for rabbits and 
moles.  Interestingly, he remembers that 
there was a man with a stall on Blyth 
market who paid £1 per pair of rabbits to 
sell for meat, which was an excellent way 
of boosting income. 
 
He continued to work as a pest control 
officer on a self-employed basis until 
1974, and moles and woodpigeons figured 
high on his list of target species, although, 
as we shall see, woodpigeon control had 
lasting consequences.  But meanwhile 
since 1961 he had taken a part time 

*ÉÍÍÙȭÓ ÉÍÍÏÒÔÁÌ 

chat-up line was 

Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÏÐȩȱ 
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summer job with the National Park as a 
warden in the valley.  He shared this job 
with another warden and their main job 
was to try to deal with the increasing 
number of tourists who would often come 
up into the valley on warm summer 
weekends, camp out and light barbecue 
fires and then leave again without any 
thought for cleaning up or taking their litter 
away with them.  Some weekends there 
might be 1000 cars in the valley and as 
well as the mess and litter there were also 
no toilets.  The wardensô job was a 
combination of education and 
enforcement. 

 
By 1974 Jimmy had become so 
indispensable to the National Park that he 
became a full time warden for the Cheviot 
region and in 1980 he was made Head 
Warden.  Among many other 
responsibilities he began to lead 14-mile 
all-day guided walks, but these soon built 
up a regular clientele and really became 
too popular so that sometimes 40 or 50 
people would turn up, which was far too 
many for a walking group.  He was also 
the founder member of the Cheviot Fell 
Search and Rescue team and over the 

years was involved with many rescues 
including some, involving suicides and a 
plane crash on Hedgehope Hill, that did 
not end well.  
 
Eventually his hearing, which had 
undoubtedly been damaged by so many 
years of shooting woodpigeons without 
any ear protection, became so bad that he 
could no longer deal with the office work 
and meetings that being Head Warden 
demanded.  So at the age of 60 he retired.  
But a couple of years before that he had 
been recognized for his devotion to the 
work of the National Park by being 

awarded the British Empire Medal in 1992.  
He received this from the Lord Lieutenant 
of Northumberland and this led to an 
invitation for him  and Jean to attend a 
Buckingham Palace Garden Party.  One of 
Jeanôs memories is that the cakes were 
Mr Kiplingôs and the quality of the 
sandwiches was not too good! 
 
Jimmyôs life was not all estate work.  As 
well as the football for the team at 
Powburn he was a member of 
Dunstanburgh Golf Club for 40 years and 
he did a year as Captain at the turn of the 
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millennium.  Also, as with so many people 
from the local area, he played cricket for 
Eglingham. 
 
He also did a very long stint 
as a Justice of the Peace, 
although during his 22 years 
on the Bench it sometimes 
seemed that he wrought a 
trail of destruction.  He 
began at Whittingham and 
when that court closed he 
moved to the Bench at 
Wooler.  When Wooler 
closed he was transferred to 
Rothbury and when in turn 
that closed he moved to 
Alnwick.  At least we canôt 
blame the recent closure of 
the Alnwick Court on him ï 
he retired from the bench at 
the same time as he retired 
from work when his hearing loss stopped 
him from dealing with the court cases.   
 
Jimmy and Jean have a daughter, Angela, 
who lives in Whitley Bay and is a nurse at 
the Freeman Hospital.  She is pictured 
with her parents at the beginning of this 
article.  A year ago Angela presented Jean 
and Jimmy with a grandson who is clearly 
the apple of Jeanôs eye. 

So at long last we come to his life-time 
love of gardening.  He has always wanted 
not only to grow flowers and vegetables 

but also to show them, with Sweet Peas 
being his particular favourite.  He says that 
if he wins the Sweet Pea cup at the 
Glanton Show this summer it will be 50 
years since he first won it.  What an 
amazing record!  He always particularly 
liked the Gateshead Flower Show 
because it brought him into competition 
with growers from much further afield and 
when he won there was some real money 
involved.  Sadly in 2013 the Gateshead 

The Sweet Pea Church at Sprouston 

 

Talking of real money to be made from showing Sweet Peas, I asked Jimmy about the Church at Sprouston 

on the south bank of the Tweed near Kelso.  This village church achieved fame in the year 1911 when the 

Daily Mail announced a massive prize of £1000 for the best bunch of 12 mixed sweet pea blooms grown 

by an amateur gardener. There were to be second and third prizes of £150 and £50, 100 silver medals and 

900 bronze medals. 
 

The impoverished vicar at Sprouston, Rev Denholm Fraser, was a keen gardener but had never grown 

sweet peas before.  Nevertheless he decided to try to enter the competition.  The judging was to be held in 

the Crystal Palace in London which meant that his entry (plus another in his wifeôs name, which was 

allowed by the rules) would have to go down by train because he and his wife could neither afford the time 

nor the cost of going themselves. 
 

The size of the prizes was such that the judges were faced with a phenomenal 38,000 entries.  They were 

all kept anonymous so that ñwell-known expertsò could not gain advantage from their names being known. 

In the end the bunch sent by Mrs Fraser won the Ã1000 and her husbandôs entry got the Ã50 third prize.  It 

was absolutely extraordinary that they achieved this result from such a massive entry and as first-timers to 

the discipline of growing and showing sweet peas. 
 

The money enabled Mr Fraser to build a new chancel at Sprouston church.  2011 was the centenary of this 

event, which is why the church has been displaying a ñSweet Pea Churchò banner since then.  
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Flower Show came to an end with the 
withdrawal of financial support from the 
local Council due to budget cuts. 
 
What saddens Jimmy is that there are only 
a very few committed contestants in the 
flower and vegetable classes at our local 
shows.  All are in their 70s and 80s, with 
no sign of younger growers coming 
through and Jimmy fears that in a few 
years there will no longer be enough 
entrants to justify keeping those exhibition 
classes open.  Still, heôs done his level 
best to maintain pepleôs interest and until 
only a couple of year ago he ran the 
Alnwick Gardening Clubôs Vegetable 
Demonstration sessions with Tom 
Pattinson and David Parker. 
 
When Jimmy thinks back to the changes 
in the valley in his lifetime his first regret is 
for the state of the river.  
When he was a lad the 
river was in excellent 
condition, with many calm 
pools where it was possible 
to ótickleô for trout.  Then 
the County Council started 
to extract gravel and as 
more and more was 
removed, first of all by 
hand-digging with shovels 
and then by mechanical 
diggers, the stability of the 
river was changed and gradually the 
susceptibility of the banks to erosion and 
to changes in the water course were 
increased so that it is no longer the same 
river it once was for wildlife. 
 
He remembers the fact that the postman 
would have the valley as his sole round.  

He would come by bike up from Powburn 
as far as Linhope and then go further up 
on foot to the Bleakhope farms.  The fact 
that he also delivered the daily papers 
meant that he was obliged to do the whole 
round every day.  The particular postman 
Jimmy remembers was Walter Thompson 
whose widow still lives in Glanton. 
 
Farming and land management practices 
have changed.  In the 1940s most farms 
were still independent and most had three 
shepherds.  Some of them from the higher 
farms would regularly walk over the tops 
at weekends to dances in the Coquet 
Valley.  The increase in shooting, 
particularly at Linhope, has meant an 
increase in gamekeepers.  One 
gamekeeper at Linhope was Adam 
Sisterson.  He and his brother were very 
good Cumbrian wrestlers.  Linhope used 

to be owned by Gerald 
Houseman, but when it 
looked as though the 
Forestry Commission 
intended to get hold of it 
Houseman sold it to the 
Northumberland Estates to 
keep it in private hands. 
 
Jimmy Givensô life and 
experiences give the total 
lie to any who assume that 
rural valleys are simply 

backwaters.  He has had a highly varied 
and valuable life and one is tempted to 
assume that had it not been for the 
deterioration in his hearing he would still 
be leading Cheviot walks and sitting on 
the local Bench to this day.   
 
 

When he was a lad the 

river was in excellent 

condition, with many 

calm pools where you 

could tickle for trout 
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THE ALNWICK BANDIES ï A TALE OF HOOLIGANISM (?) 

Article courtesy of ALAN WINLOW 
 

Did you think football hooliganism was a modern phenomenon?  This is an account (slightly 
abridged) of an incident on the railway between Wooler and Alnwick on 13th April 1891.  The 
newspaper clipping was kindly provided by Alan Winlow from his grandfatherôs archive and 
was probably taken from the Alnwick and County Gazette and Alnwick Mercury ï the 
predecessor of the Northumberland Gazette.  Interestingly there is no mention of alcohol. 
 
The Alnwick Bandies Football Club went 
by train to Wooler on Easter Monday to 
play the Glendale.  Returning home at 
night, the behaviour of the larger portion of 
the team was of an undesirable nature 
and in consequence proceedings were 
instigated against eight of the Bandies by 
the North Eastern Railway Company.  The 
case was heard at Whittingham Petty 
Sessions before H. Pawson Esq and Capt 
Carr-Ellison.  The court room was full. 
 
All the Bandies appeared as follows:  John 
Gibson, labourer;  Thomas Pickard, 
printerôs apprentice;  Robert Murray and 
William Graham, fishing rod makerôs 
apprentices;  David Jackson, joiner;  
Henry Moore, cabinet maker;  George 
Scott, plasterer;  Henry 
Smith, woodman;  all of 
Alnwick.  They were 
charged that they, being 
passengers in a carriage on 
the North Eastern railway, 
did unlawfully and wilfully 
interfere with the comfort of 
another passenger, James 
Ferguson of Whittingham, 
at the parish of Edlingham 
on the 30th March. 
 
Inspector Darrell of Newcastle said they 
had been playing football at Wooler and 
joined the train there.  At Whittingham a 
youth named James Ferguson got into the 
same compartment.  Immediately after the 
train left Whittingham these fellows began 
to throw one another about and on to the 
top of this youth.  When the train reached 
Edlingham, Ferguson intended to get out 
but was prevented and the bad behaviour 
continued. 
 
James Ferguson said he was assistant to 
Mr Allen, grocer, of Alnwick.  He had been 

at home at Whittingham.  All the 
defendants were in the compartment when 
he took his seat.  They were all quiet then  
 
 
and he did not force himself in.  After the 
train left Whittingham they commenced to 
push each other about and on top of him.   
 
A lad called Appleby was also there but he 
did not interfere. 
 
On arriving at Edlingham he got his 
parcels and tried to change 
compartments.  Pickard got onto the step 
so he could not get out.  A railway official 
then came and pushed Pickard and 
Ferguson back and shut the door.  The 
train left Edlingham and they commenced 

the same manoeuvres.  
Smith started to kick him 
and knocked the skin off his 
shins.  His hat was knocked 
off and he never saw it 
again.  He valued the hat at 
4s 6d.  After this they got 
hold of his coat and tore a 
lump off.  Turning round, 
Ferguson noticed that 
Jackson had thrown 

something out of the window but he could 
not say what it was.  The torn coat was 
here produced and also the piece about a 
yard long.  Ferguson said each of the 
defendants took part in the annoyance.  
He did not give the defendants the least 
provocation. 
 
Defendant Gibson:    Why didnôt you report 
the case when you got to Alnwick Station? 
Complainant:   I was so confused I did not 
know what to do. 
Defendant Moore:   What was I seeking 
for below the carriage seat? 
Complainant:   For my hat. 

ȣ ÄÉÄ ÕÎÌÁ×ÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÎÄ 

wilfully interfere 

with the comfort of 

ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒ ȣ 
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The newspaper clipping has this footnote:  
  
I notice a new team at Alnwick, viz. ñThe 
Bandiesò.  Whatôs in a name?  Nothing, but 
where the sense of this one comes in I 
cannot see.  Are the players all bandy-legged 
or what?  Bandy-headed perhaps?  All the 
same I wish them luck.  They deserve it. 
 

Moore:   No I wasnôt.  I was seeking for my 
trousers. (Laughter) 
The Clerk (to witness):   Did he say 
anything about his trousers? 
Complainant:   Not at that time: he got my 
hat.  Some of them told him I had his 
trousers, but that was later. 
The Chairman:   Had he not his trousers 
on? (Laughter) 
Inspector Darrell:  There is no doubt 
somebody pitched his trousers out of the 
carriage window, for they were afterwards 
found on the line. (Laughter) 
Defendant Smith:  Did I kick you 
intentionally?    
Complainant:  Yes 
Smith:  I was only keeping the others off 
you.  We were having a bit of fun amongst 
ourselves. 
The Chairman:  You had no right to have 
fun at the expense of other passengers. 
Capt Carr-Ellison (to witness):  Why did 
you go into a carriage that was full? 
Complainant:  Pickard shouted of me. 
Inspector Darrell:  I believe 
when they were pulling your 
coat tail off you came to the 
window and shouted 
óMurder!ô  
Complainant:  Yes 
 
Henry Appleby was the next witness 
called.  He stated that after the train left 
Whittingham the defendants started to 
carry on fun amongst themselves.  Some 
of them fell up against Ferguson and 
knocked his hat off.  At Edlingham station 
he advised Ferguson to get out because 
he seemed frightened.  When his coat was 
torn he shouted óMurderô and then 
laughed. 
 
John Hettle, platelayer, deposed that he 
traversed the line from The Summit to 
Edlingham.  A short way from The Summit 
he picked up, on 31st March, a mit, a cap 
with a card pinned to it bearing the words 
óPlay up the good old Bandiesô and also a 
pair of tweed trousers.  Moore owned the 
trousers, Graham the cap and Ferguson 
the mit. 
 

Defendant Gibson, in defence, said:  We 
were enjoying ourselves coming from 
Wooler.  Ferguson came to the carriage at 
Whittingham.  He was told not to get in.  
He said he wanted to get in to see the fun.  
He was laughing and having the fun the 
same as us.   
 
When the tickets were taken he didnôt 
report it to the collector or the station 
master.  When he got out of the train at 
Alnwick he was still pleased with himself 
and quite made up with the fun and the 
way he had enjoyed himself. (Laughter) 
 
He came down the toon all laughing and 
told Mr Douglas (Defendants here all burst 
out laughing).  After having a jolly night 
you always have a sad morning you ken;  
well Douglas of course put it in this 
fellowôs heed to gan and ópersecuteô and 
he did it. (Laughter)  Aôam done now sir. 
 
Jackson, Moore and Scott made short 

statements in defence.  The 
Chairman said there was no 
doubt they were all guilty of 
the offence with which they 
had been charged and they 
would all be fined 10s and 
11s 6d costs or seven days.  

The chairman pointed out that it was not 
only for tearing Fergusonôs coat and losing 
his hat they were being fined, but for 
creating a disturbance on the railway.  If 
Ferguson had not been there they would 
still have been liable to a penalty not 
exceeding 40s each.  Those who did not 
pay were allowed a monthôs grace. 
 

 

 

  

#ÈÁÉÒÍÁÎȡ  Ȱ(ÁÄ ÈÅ 

ÎÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÔÒÏÕÓÅÒÓ ÏÎȩȱ 
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DIXONôS OF WHITTINGHAM 
 

By HUGH DIXON 
 

In the last issue of Records and Recollections we published on the front cover this picture of 
Dixonôs Shop in Whittingham in 1896.  This prompted this piece from Hugh Dixon, great 
grandson of William Dixon the proprietor at the time.  Hugh also kindly sent the portrait 
photographs of his great grandparents.   

 
Photography in the late 19th century was 
not the casual commonplace it has 
become in our times. It was still the realm 
of the specialist with his (and, only very 
occasionally, her) cumbersome equipment 
and magicianôs art which could freeze the 
light of a moment. It was expensive and 
thus a matter of status, often requiring a 
visit to a studio. People ósatô for their 
photograph as they would to have their 
portrait painted. They dressed carefully. 
The arrangement of the picture and the 
inclusion of objects, were rarely 
accidental. 
 
We look at this photograph and, over an 
interval of 118 years, our stare is returned, 

with a mixture of interest, confidence, 
diffidence, even boredom, by eleven 
people and a horse. Who, we might ask, 
are these people assembled in front of 
Dixonôs? Why was the photograph taken? 
We may never be able to answer all the 
questions, but we may adapt the 
historianôs approach in assessing the 
evidence and offering interpretations. 
  
The photograph of Dixonôs was first 
published in 1978 in Northumberland 
Yesteryear:  A Selection of Old 
Photographs illustrating life in 
Northumberland, subtitled An album of 
photographs of life in Northumberland 
between 1860 & 1930 and óEdited by 
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Robin Gard for the Northumberland Local 
History Societyô. This was one of a series 
of books produced by the Oriel Press and 
Frank Graham for the Northumberland 
Local History Society (founded in 1966) 
which, as other societies (including the 
A&BLHS) came into being, was 
transformed into the Association of 
Northumberland Local History Societies. 
 
The pictures were selected and edited by 
Robin Gard, then of the Northumberland 
County Record Office (now 
Northumberland Archives) who deserves 
acknowledgement for being a pioneer in 
recognising the importance of collecting 
photographic records as well as written 
ones. One of his greatest achievements 
was to rescue the enormous collection  of 
photographs created from the late 19th 
century by John Gibson, chemist and 
antiquarian of Hexham, now available at 
Northumberland Archives. 

 
But Gard collected from many sources. 
The photograph of Dixonôs in Whittingham 
was credited to the Aln and Breamish 
Local History Society. It was actually then 
in the possession of Mary Brown, the 
Societyôs secretary, whose father, George, 
worked most of his life at Dixonôs 
eventually becoming manager for Henry 
Dixon, the last of the family to own the 
business. The photograph may have come 
from the shop, and the identification of the 
people probably came to Mary from her 
father. 
 

At first glance the photo seems to be of an 
informal group. Closer inspection shows 
that it is very carefully arranged. It was 
described, simply but effectively as óstaff 
on the left and family on the rightô by my 
fatherôs cousin, Bill Dixon, Henryôs son, 
when he sent me a print of the photograph 
in 1988.  The figures are not casually 
placed. They were identified in 1978 as, 
from the left: J (John/Jack?) Ewart, the 
carter, who leans with some assurance 
against the cart.  His duties were wide-
ranging, sometimes to remote farms, and 
consequently less supervised and more 
independent than those based in 
Whittingham. He delivered but also took 
orders and, for example, would carry 
swatches of tweed or other material from 
which the farmers could choose their next 
suit, or their wives new dresses or 
curtains. The cart is loaded and (mindful of 
Northumbrian weather) covered with a 
tarpaulin; and the horse, another vital 

member of Dixonôs 
team (name, alas, 
unrecorded), seems to 
be wondering why the 
start of the journey is 
delayed.  
 
Rather more hesitant 
are J Johnston, E 
Donkin, W Donkin and 
W (Willie?) Ross; they 
were all shop or store 
assistants and are 
shown with smart 
collars but hatless to 
indicate their indoor 
working status; Miss 

Ross, probably a sister of Willie, was also 
a shop assistant who dealt, no doubt, with 
draperies, haberdashery and other more 
feminine requisites.  As a young 
unmarried woman, she would have been, 
naturally, an object of interest to the 
younger men on the staff; so her placing 
here, symbolically near to the protection of 
the respectably married proprietor ï and 
thus closer to the orbit of his family ï is 
probably not accidental. All these are 
gathered around the door of the shop with 
its two flanking tall windows. 
 


