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Dear Members,

I am sheltering here in my study while the grandchildren
are watching television. Christmas is upon us once again
and there is much concern as to whether we have enough
wrapping paper, turkey, chocolate etc to last the next few
days. Nevertheless this newsletter must go out to you early in
January when Christmas will be over and the New Year will
have begun. Such is the devotion to duty manifested by your
committee.

We have been preoccupied for several days with preparing a
letter to Teignbridge Planners protesting against the latest
threat to the Old Vicarage. The present owners are seeking
to remove the listed status of the building (in order to be

~ nllowed to demolish it and build a housing estate) and inci-
__ntally decrying not only the research done by English
“Heritage but our own publication “The Old Vicarage”. I
have to say that their own arguments appear to me to be
not merely d but i ionally misl Their sur-
vey of the building falls far short of the Sull structural survey
required for demolition to be approved and their under-
standing of its history is sadly deficient. Hopefully their
application will be thrown out by the Planners but you
never know with planners. But the owners are unlikely to
go away, the vicarage will probably be left to decay further,
and there will be other battles ahead unless alternative and
convincing proposals for the repair and use of the buildings
are produced and the money found to implement them.

The Christmas party was again most successful and our
thanks go to the working party who provided the refresh-
ments. The Quiz which appeared to be enjoyed by the
masochists among our members was won by Jo de Lusignan
who triumphantly carried off the print of Exeter Cathedral
which was the prize.

Our leading article in this issue of the newsletter breaks new
‘ound in that Tricia has not been content simply to describe
““the changes which have taken place in Queen street over the
years but has provided an imaginative dramatised account of
a shopping expedition in 1897 by a character she has in-
vented. History really brought to life ! More please.

Now all that remains is for me, on behalf of the committee, to
wish you all a peaceful and prosperous New Year and once
again to urge you to put pen to paper and write that article
that you have been promising since time out of mind. Happy
researching.

Bob Thompson

Next Meeting: at the Manor House
2,31) p.in Monday Febrnary 5th

Jolm Risdan will spenk on

‘mooym;omoiﬁﬁuﬁm Sonﬁn Devon.

A Jubilee Walk—Queen Street in 1897

It is very important T get some gloves. I will try Luxtons in Queen Street.
They usually have the type I wear. I see the bunting and illuminations are still
up after last month's celebrations of the Queen's Diamond Jubilee. Just as I
reach Queen Street I almost bump into a poor woman with three small chil-
dren going into The Dispensary. The children look poorly and pale with a
dreadful cough, even the baby. I'm sure Miss Mary Heard, the matron will
give them something to help. She is such a nice lady.

Next door is Thomas Curtis, the tin plate worker and I can hear him making
something from the banging sounds. His father used be the tailor here or was
he next door? [It was later to be Millbay Dye & Laundry Co. then Taylor's the
florist] 1 hear a new lady has moved into the rooms above whilst the rooms
above Sharam the tailor are empty at the moment. I nod 'Good Morning' to Mr
Sharam as I pass.

Ah, the lovely smell of leather wafts from the next shop. Sam Mumford the
saddler is working on a harness - I can hear the jingle of the brass fittings. It
takes me back to when I rode.

Now I am sure I needed something from the butchers at No. 17. What was it?
Ah yes! "Good morning Mr Hutchings, | would like 1 Ib. of beef fat, 4 mutton
chops, no better make that 6 - they are quite small- my husband will be hun-
gry when he gets back. Pleasant weather this momning. Would you please
deliver them this afternoon? Thank you". He seems a little tetchy today but
perhaps hie is worried about moving into the Strand!

I pop into No. 16 where Widow Andrews has taken over the bakery from
Henry Toogood to buy some of her lovely bread. I shall serve it to my friends
at tea time, thinly sliced with the strawberry jam I made last year. Oh and I
want some cream cakes. She really is an artist with cream cakes! Now what
else do I need ?

Oh Yes. Here is Luxtons, the drapers, who are doing very well in business and
I hear are moving into the shop next door. "Please show me some gloves, I
think I would like ivory in kid if you have them, size 6. Is that all you have?
Oh Well. I'll take these. Yes I did hear about the death of young Robert Twose
last year. He was living in Birmingham but was brought back here to be bur-
ied. Yes, I vaguely remember his father's shop in the Strand - it was there for
50 years I've heard tell! That is where Mrs Knapman is now, isn't it? Oh and 1
want three of those 15d. white aprons you advertised. Excellent value. They
will look well on the cook when she serves tea this afternoon. I will come in
again to look at the crepon blouses - yes the ones for 4s. 11d." Mr Luxton
owns the house on the other side of the road for which he paid £470 only just
a few years ago.. Mr Manning bought the house next door to his for £440 and
Mr Lamacraft another for £410. Such high prices! I understand the two young
Luxton assistants Sarah Yeo and Betty Frost live in the rooms above. [Became
Cox's clothiers and drapers in 1902, now Force's and Kudos].

I believe the occupants of Hughenden House are away at the moment but I
saw their servant, Annie Blew, sweeping down the steps. This was where Mr
Kerle, the retired railway inspector lived who also had apartments too. I had
always meant to ask him how it came by that name? Was it anything to do
with Disraeli? I see it has been taken over by a Mr Warne.

Dr. Cann trots by up the hill wearing his hunting pink. Perhaps he is off to
Luscombe Castle to see Mr Hoare or to catch the hunt there. He is as cheery
as ever but I hear his wife is indisposed again, poor woman.

"Good morning Mr Davey. What a lovely day. I cannot decide whether to
have a large capon or a goose for the week-end? But I do need some chicken
or goose livers for a pate." (I must return to the butchers for some belly pork






