
34   -   Christmas 1998 









CHICHESTER WITH CHEMISTRY 

    by Bill Whiting 
 

 The phone rang.  “Hello, Bill, have you sent that application 

form to the YHA yet?”  It was Robin, phoning me from Ewell. 

“No,” I said, rather guiltily. 

“Well,” he said, “you had better do that as soon as you put the 

phone down or you won’t have anywhere to sleep tonight.” 

Not wanting to run that risk, when he had rung off I completed the 

form, packed my saddlebag and a signal’s satchel I used when 

trekking with the Scouts, and set off for the Post Office.  Postal 

Order and stamp duly purchased, tonight’s ‘roof over my head’ was 

shot into the letter box outside, knowing it would reach St Albans 

after the ‘event.’ 
 

 I hopped on the bike and rode over to Robin’s house, a 

matter of a dozen miles or so, right through central Croydon 

(avoiding the tram lines), Sutton then Cheam.  This was to be a 

special ride.  After two years of swotting and exams, I had been ‘let 

off the hook’ for ten days.  It was also my first ‘long’ tour and first 

hostelling experience. 
 

 The date was June 1954.  Robin and I were in the Sixth 

forms at school.  We were both keen cyclists and had pottered 

around the Surrey lanes (yes, even Pebblecombe) for several years 

in our spare time.  Now we had just finished our last ‘A’ level 

written exams.  It was ten days to the final paper, Chemistry, 

practical, and no-one wanted to know us at school until it was all 

over.  We were still governed by school rules that insisted that no dropped handlebar 

machines were allowed at the school.  We therefore both rode sit up and begs - Robin’s a 

wine coloured Rudge and mine a black Raleigh sport; neither was light, but both sported 

Sturmey-Archer FW hubs and Dynohub lighting.  In those days the tram system was being 

dismantled, but the tarred over rails were uncovering themselves at busy junctions, prior to 

being dug out.  There was so little traffic in those days that the quickest way through 

Croydon was down George Street, Crown Hill and out along Stafford Road, following (and 

trying to race) the trolley buses on their way to Sutton. 
 

 It took just under the hour to reach Robin’s house near Ewell East station.  Robin’s 

first comment was “don’t carry that satchel on your back; put it on your bike somewhere.”  

Now Robin was 18 stone and you didn’t argue with him.  It was also lesson Number 1 in 

the art of touring. 
 

 About 11.00 a.m. we set off, heading along the quiet main road through 

Kingswood, down to Reigate and along to Dorking.  Who would risk that route these days?  

How things have changed.  We stopped in Dorking to see what was lurking in the bus 

garage (Robin was a bus enthusiast) - mainly recently delivered double-deckers, but there 

were a couple of old, rare, vehicles used on the narrow lanes around Leith Hill and 

Coldharbour. 

 We now headed off south, through Holmwood, Capel, Ockley and on to 

Billingshurst.  Until the last named was reached, it was new country to me, with the rolling 
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wooded hills forming a backdrop either side of us.  I 

knew Billingshurst from a visit I had made eight years 

earlier, to stay with my very first girl friend (she was 

9, I was 10).  I think it was here that Robin and I 

stopped to eat our sandwich lunch, probably in the 

bus shelter in the middle of the village.  The weather 

was splendid.  Indeed, I look back on the English 

summers we enjoyed then with a feeling of “they 

don’t make them like that any more!”  Our laden 

bikes ran well, the roads were smooth; we didn’t have 

to beware of potholes - there just weren’t any. 

 

 The A29 is a long straight road, so we pressed 

on towards Pulborough.  Few cars passed us.  In those 

days a family saloon was hard pressed at 50-55 mph.  

So far the gradients had been easy, but Bury Hill was 

looming up - our steady top gear pace dwindled as the road became steeper.  Thank 

goodness for a wide ratio four-speed hub!  A steady pedalling rhythm soon put paid to the 

hill - we were young and fit.  Then bliss of bliss, the run down to Fontwell!  Gravity, 

Which had been working strongly against us, now powered us down the hill, through, the 

lovely wooded, sloping valley.  We must have kept pace with the cars easily (the few 

lorries there were, were limited to 20 mph, so there could have been a few startled faces as 

we sped past them).  I seem to remember the sense of anticlimax when we reached the hill 

towards the edge of Slindon.  Though shorter than Bury Hill, it appeared much steeper 

after our charge down the valley. 

 

 Much of the time Robin and I rode two abreast - why not?  We didn’t create a 

hazard.  We repeated the analytical tables to each other.  Our final exam centred on 

analysing an unnamed chemical compound and we were not permitted access to text 

books.  By now we had it off by heart. 

 

 Chichester Cathedral spire soon appeared in the distance, across the flat land to the 

West.  We were now on the A27 ‘trunk’ road (the map said) heading towards the city.  It 

seemed no time at all before we were exploring the Cathedral, the Market Cross and other  

parts of the city centre.  In those days you 

could leave your bike at the roadside or 

against a wall and be sure it would be there on 

your return.  It must have been after tea time 

that we  remounted our bikes and headed out 

north west towards South Harting.  Little        

- 
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could we have guessed that both of us, at different stages in our later careers, would have 

returned to Chichester to work and, in Robin’s case, to live.  There was a Youth Hostel at 

North Marden (long since closed) and there was plenty of room for us.  Just before we 

reached it, however, I remember stopping to look at two closely growing oak trees whose 

upper boughs had fused together.  We were not self catering, but we enjoyed a reasonable 

meal (having first persuaded the warden that I had joined the YHA, but that I was still 

waiting for my card!)  There were less than a dozen staying there that night.  They were 

highly amused (and educated) as Robin and I quizzed each other on chemical analysis. 

 

 Later that night, in the dormitory, I pleaded with Robin to let me have the upper 

bunk, but to no avail.  The thought of 18 stone crashing down on me at 3.00 a.m. did not 

encourage a speedy loss of consciousness but even so with memories of the sights and 

achievements of the day (not to mention a level of physical weariness), sleep. 

 

 When I awoke In the morning I was relieved to find I had not been flattened and 

that the day was as sunny and bright as the previous one.  Breakfast and packing 

completed, it was now time for our task - tidying up the garden.  We got off lightly - others 

had to wash up the dishes - while after 10 minutes with the shears, attacking the lawn, we 

were ‘dismissed’, duty done. 

 

 The ride back into Chichester at 9.30 in the morning gave one that ‘good to be 

alive’ feeling.  The dew on the fields and hedges gave a new, clean, fresh feel to the air.  In 

Chichester  we found a baker’s shop and stocked up with pasties and pies for our lunch.  

Heading east, we dropped down to Bognor, Littlehampton and Worthing.  We sat on the 

shingle at Worthing and dealt with our lunch, accompanied by the sound of the sea and the 

smell of seaweed!  It was a delightful run (hardly an adjective that is suitable today!), 

largely because it was flat.  The gentle breeze eased us on our way past boat yards and, 

near Shoreham, just in sight of the power station and across a rather rustic bridge, we 

turned north to Upper Beeding.  Up the Adur Valley in those days was a cement works, 

and I remember the surroundings being a rather pasty white.  Small Dole and Henfield 

came and went, our pedals spinning easily; the miles seemed effortless that day.  It was a 

hot day and by the time we reached the bottom of the 

hill to Lower Beeding (at a higher altitude than Higher 

Beeding - a feature that has always puzzled me), we 

felt in need of liquid refreshment.  As luck had it, a 

house half way up the hill offered Hovis teas, (long 

since turned into a family home, though the cottage is 

still there).  The good lady took one look at us and 

brought out two bottles of cool Lucozade and put them 

on the counter.  As schoolboys we couldn’t afford a 

cream tea, but my that drink went down well!  We had 

learnt the hard way earlier that fizzy cider and cycling 

don’t go well together when you are young, as the 

collapse of the stout party demonstrated a year or so 

before! 

 

       Beeding hill put behind our wheels, our next target 

was Horsham.  Nowadays a complex one way system, 

but then a quiet country town, we processed through the 
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town and up through Dorking.  Robin (still 18 stone) decided that, after such a flat day (in 

the gradient sense), we needed a challenge.  Pebblecombe was the name of the game, yes, 

and we both pedalled it!  What a relief when Headley Heath appeared over the top.  It was 

now mainly down hill, through Banstead to Robin’s home where his mother had prepared 

tea (they call it carbohydrate packing now in athletic circles).  I phoned home to say we had 

made it, and, after supper, ridden back home thankful and pleased by our achievement.  

That day I had ridden 104 miles (plus about 80 the previous day).  Some eight days later 

Robin and I entered the lab where our exam was to take place.  In August we learned that 

we had both passed with flying colours.  It was a great pity that from then on we were both 

too busy studying to be able to find time for another adventure such as this. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ODD CUTS TO KEEP YOUR OXEN  

 
The ploughman must drive his oxen evenly, neither smiting, pricking nor 
grieving    He should not be melancholy or wrathful, but cheerful, 
jocund and full of   By melody and song, the oxen rejoice in their labou
He should bring fodder with his own hands, and love his oxen and sleep 

them by  tickling and combing and rubbing them with  

(Thirteenth Century Manorial  

7 







THE LITTLE CHURCHES OF ROMNEY MARSH.  Part 1. 

        by Roy James 

 

 The day I decided to make the first part of my tour around the little churches of 

Romney Marsh was far from perfect.  As I struggled to remove my bike from the tiny 

guards van at Appledore station I began to doubt the wisdom of making the visit in 

November.  My decision had not been taken lightly, for I wanted to capture the marsh in 

Winter mood and as I cycled along the empty B2080 I would not have wanted it otherwise. 

 

 I had made Appledore my starting point as I reasoned that, with the wind coming 

from the N.E., I would rarely have to ride against it and with luck be blown back to Rye at 

the end of the day.  After only a couple of miles I had reached my first destination and was 

leaning my bike against one of the trees that protects the church of St. Dunstan, Snargate 

from the worst of the marsh weather. 

 

 Few churches are left open these days and most visits are reduced to a wander 

around the churchyard, a possible peep through a clear window and perhaps a few 

moments in the porch reading the flower rota.  St. Dunstan was an exception and, as the 

old door yielded to my pressure, I found myself in its dim interior.  By no means a scholar 

of church architecture, indeed I can hardly tell my corbels from my crockets, I wander 

around hoping to find some thing of little importance overlooked by the guide books.  

Today I was lucky.  In the bell tower, framed in cheap bamboo was a list of eight men of 

the village who in 1940 were recruited for the L.D.V. to “man the church tower and 

observe for enemy airborne troops”.  One of them I discovered later was 70 years old and 

had a wooden leg.  He was heard to murmur, “never again”, as he descended the tower for 

the first and last time.  On the North wall and opposite the main door is a terracotta 

painting of a sailing ship, discovered under a layer of whitewash only twenty years ago.  

Of the several theories as to why it was painted, I like best the one that suggests such a 

portrayal to indicate the church to be a safe place for hiding contraband.  For here we are in 

the heart of smuggling country.  Did not the legendary Dr. Synn himself have a parish on 

these desolate marshes. 

 

 The church of St. Thomas Becket stands alone on a mound above flood level. Some 

distance from the road, there have been times in the past when parishioners have had to 

reach it by boat.  Only a few 

miles from Snargate, I 

arrived there after a ride 

along a narrow road across 

windswept marsh.  A notice 

near the road reminds 

visitors that ‘The church tiles 

have been marked and the 

police informed’.  A sorry 

reflection indeed of present 

times.  More happily, the 

church key hangs outside the 

front door of nearby Becket 

Barn Farm and it was only 

necessary for me to lift it 
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from its hook and set off across the turfy causeway that leads to the church.  Alarmed snipe 

flew up from the shallow pools on either side of the path and as I rested my bike against 

the brick mounting block built into the wall of the church, inquisitive sheep edged 

nervously towards me.  This place is really something.  Tiny in the extreme, Fairfield 

church is a gem.  White painted box pews edged in black and perhaps best of all, a rare, 

complete three-decker pulpit, hard up against a clear North window.  Outside, a wooden 

seat, facing a watery sun and out of the wind, gave me shelter while I picnicked and made 

a review of the day so far.  Already it was afternoon and I wanted to make a few more 

visits before turning for Rye. 
 

 The church of St. Augustine, in the village of 

Brookland, was but a short distance away and 

seemed to be the next obvious choice.  We have all 

seen this attractive building with its detached 

wooden belfry.  Indeed, the main road 

to Dover used at one time to sweep by 

its gates, but thanks to the present 

bypass the church and village have been 

left in peace.  Built in the middle of the 

thirteenth century, it has much to interest 

even the most casual visitor.  Lucky again, the 

church was open and the first thing I noticed was 

the perilous leaning of the arcades on either side 

of the nave.  The circular lead font is the best 

preserved of only thirty in the country and is 

deserving of close examination.  Around its sides are castings of signs of the Zodiac and 

country occupations from March to October.  I left the church still not sure why the belfry 

is detached from the main building.  Refusing to believe the tale that the architect, not 

having room for the tower on his plan, had put it on a separate sheet and the builders had 

assumed that the two must be built apart. I decided that, like the leaning of the arcades, a 

tendency for subsidence was the most probable reason. 

 A minor road leaves the A259 at Brookland and this took me through quiet 

marshland to the village of Brenzett, where the small church of St. Eanswyth - a saxon 

princess - lies hidden by trees.  Here I had my first disappointment, for the door was 

locked.  I wandered around, half hoping that someone would come along, but visitors here, 

especially in November, are probably rare and after a few minutes I left.  Passing a lady 

cleaning a car outside a remote cottage, I enquired the way to the church of St. Augustine - 

yes, another one - in the village of Snave. 

“It’s just up the road,” she told me, “but the church is a bit away from the village and you 

will find the door locked.  Go around the back and you will find a little door that will 

open”. 

         At the end of a grassy avenue, which they do say is lined with daffodils in the Spring, 

was the church.  The exterior of St. Augustine’s is wonderful and standing before it one 

seems to go back in time.  Going to the rear, there was the door.  I gently pushed it open.  

But there is a feeling about any building that no longer serves a purpose - for St. Augustine’s 

has been declared redundant and the heart has been plucked from it.  In a dusty corner I 

found a curious sentry box affair that I knew to be called a ‘hud’.  Popular among the marsh 

clergy when conducting graveside services during the often wet weather of a Romney Marsh 

Winter.  That seemed to be the limit of my discoveries and I stepped out to the fresh air 

without regret. 
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 The light changed as I cycled along the A259 to Old Romney and, as I needed to be 

back in Rye before dark, I knew I had made my last visit for the day.  After Old Romney it 

was lanes most of the way and that N.E. wind helped me on my way.  In the middle of a 

ploughed field loomed the ruins of Midley church and I determined to find out more before 

my next visit.  As I rolled into Rye the sun finally dipped out of sight. 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

THIS MADNESS 

       by Winova 
 

They call us mad,  these dwellers in the town 

Who do not know the joy of speeding down 

A long, smooth road, nor yet the breathless thrill 

Of rising to the steep crest of a hill; 

The freedom of open spaces, and the song 

Our humming tyres sing, travelling along. 

If this be madness, let us ne’er be sane. 

 

Reprinted, with permission, from the “Book of Verses” published by the Fellowship of 

Cycling Old Timers. 
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THE ELECTRIC TELPHERAGE RAILWAY 
 

A little known type of 'railway' was first introduced at Glynde in the 1860's and was known as Tel-

pherage, apparently it did not last long, though examples are still in existence - the one for the gyp-

sum mines near Brightling being an example from recent years.  The following article outlines the 

events surrounding the building and opening of the Glynde line. 
 

Trevor Gardens were built as a response to the development of the chalk and lime-burning industry in 

Glynde and Beddingham. The quarrying works in Glynde were made possible by the arrival of the 

railway and both Balcombe's (Newington's) pit and Brigden's pit had their own rail systems linked to 

the London, Brighton and South Coast line at Glynde Station. 
 

According to "South Coast Railways: Brighton to Hastings" by V. Mitchell and K. Smith, Newing-

ton's pit had two standard gauge and two narrow gauge lines and the steward's day book of the 

Glynde Estates show that between 1860 and 1863 the Estate paid first Rickman and Co. and then 

Newington and Co. a total of £100 for "a New Arch way" with £256.13/6d "allowed for Tramway". 

This sum is for the tramway to Brigden's pit, the archway presumably being the bridge taking 

Ranscombe Lane over the tramway. 
 

The final development of the pit industry in Glynde was the opening of a clay pit in an area east of 

the Decoy Wood and to the north of Glynde Reach. This pit was to supply gault clay to the new Sus-

sex Portland Cement Works at South Heighton.  The Hon. A. Brand, son of Viscount Hampden, was 

one of the directors of the new company and both the cement works and the clay pit were sited on 

land owned by the Glynde Estates. The works at South Heighton were a far larger undertaking than 

anything in Glynde and a description of the new enterprise appeared in the East Sussex News of 11th 

September, 1885: 

"SUSSEX PORTLAND CEMENT COMPANY 

An official inspection of the works of this new company, situate close to Newhaven. was made on 

Friday by the shareholders and others interested in its success, at the invitation of the directors, viz., 

the Mayor of Eastbourne (Mr. G.A Wallis), the Mayor of Lewes (Alderman Thorne), the Hon. A. 

Brand and Mr. Robert Crosskey. The party started from Lewes by the 11.47 train to Newhaven 

Town.  A special train was here in readiness to convey the party over the Cement Company's special 

line to the works. Amongst those present were Mr. W.L. Christie, M.P., Hon. A. Brand, Mr. G. Whit-

field, Captain Luckraft, Mr. R. Brown, Professor Perry, Mr. W.L. Wallis, Mr. J.H.C. Coles, Mr. Jes. 

Farncombe, Mr. J.G. Blencowe, Mr. R. Crosskey, the Mayor of Lewes, Mr. F. Merrifield, Dr. Ar-

nold, Dr. Smythe, Mr. J. Adames, Mr. J. Eggar (solicitors to the company), Mr. H. Card, Mr. G. 

Stone, Capt. White (traffic superintendent at Newhaven), Mr. Bull, Mr. W.J. Williams, Mr. Council-

lor Hack (Brighton), Mr. Ernest Crosskey, Mr. Wilson, Mr. T. Simmons, Mr. F.A Hall, Mr. AE. Car-

ey (managing director and engineer), Mr. A.J. Jack (secretary), &c. 

On arriving at the works a general inspection took place, and the majority of those present expressed 

themselves surprised at the extent and substantial character of the buildings and plant. The various 

points of interest were explained by Mr. Carey, the following being a brief outline of the undertaking: 

After a preliminary meeting, to consider the advisability of establishing Portland Cement Works at 

Newhaven, the formal registration of a company took place on August 4th, 1884.  No time was lost in 

forming the company, and, as soon as the preliminary arrangements were completed, the works were 

actively commenced, nearly 200 men having been employed for some months. The chalk which had 

to be excavated on the site of the kilns, was utilised for the construction of the siding, and also for 

raising the level of the works, which are connected with the railway and river by means of a narrow 

gauge double line of tramway.  The company hold altogether, in Heighton and Glynde, 18 acres of 

land, on a 99 years lease. The total area of clayland, for which the company have the monopoly of 

digging, is 90 acres. The collective rentals for these properties is, for the first year £50, for subse-

quent years £250, in each case merging in the royalties, which are 2d a ton on chalk and 3d a ton on 

clay. The total number of kilns erected is 16, the output being reckoned at 300 tons of cement per 

week. The buildings include a store capable of holding over 2,000 tons of cement, wet mills, dry 

mills, engine house, boiler house, wash mill and a convenient range of stabling and outbuildings. The 
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main shaft is about 100 feet high. standing upon a concrete base 20 feet square. The works are fitted 

with the most modern and economical plant in all respects. There is an ample supply of excellent 

water on the premises, which is a great advantage to the process of manufacture. The estimate for the 

construction of the works was £29,000 and the actual cost will be under £28,000. It is believed the 

works will be able to turn out cement at a cost comparing most favorably with that of other establish-

ments and one large field of business which the company hope to develop is the foreign and export 

trade, for which there is probably no port so well situated as the port of Newhaven.  At Glynde, 

where the gault clay is obtained an electric railway has been erected by the Telpherage Company, 

who contract for conveying the clay from where it is dug to the railway trucks standing in the siding.  

This overhead railway is quite a novelty and attracts considerable attention on the part of passengers 

by rail to Eastbourne, as it runs almost parallel with the permanent way for some distance near 

Glynde station. It is confidently anticipated a large trade will be developed. as arrangements have 

already been made for large sales of the company's cement. 
 

The tour of inspection being completed the company were invited to luncheon in the building known 

as the cooperage, where a substantial repast was partaken of, kindly provided at the personal expense 

of the directors.  At the conclusion of the luncheon, Mr. J.G. Blencowe proposed "Success to the 

Company," and expressed the thanks of all to the directors for giving them an opportunity of inspect-

ing their works and for entertaining them in such a hospitable way.  He was sure all had been very 

gratified with what they had seen and heartily wished every success to the undertaking (applause). - 

Mr. R. Crosskey, in responding, said the directors had every confidence the company would turn out, 

riot only a financial success, but be the means of developing a new industry in the South of England 

and employing a large number of people.  Every precaution had been taken to have the plant of the 

best and most modem manufacture and complete in every respect, and it was very satisfactory to 

know that the cost of erection and fitting up the place was within the original estimate. The cement 

which they would be able to manufacture had been thoroughly tested and found satisfactory in every 

way, and there was every reason to 'believe there would be a brisk demand for it. - The company 

returned by the special train to Newhaven and were thence conveyed back to Lewes, where they dis-

persed " 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Although this article mentioned that "the overhead railway" was working and proving quite a 

novelty in September, the East Sussex News edition of Friday, October 16th noted that “The Tel-

pherage Railway, the first in England, will be formally opened on Saturday, when a luncheon will be 

given, presided over by Lord Hampden. The object of the railway is to convey gault, dug on the 

Glynde Estate, to the railway station, for transhipment to the recently constructed Portland Cement 

Works at Heighton, where it is used in combination with chalk for producing cement. The railway is 

a most ingenious contrivance and its economical and successful working are looked forward to with 

great interest.” 

The official opening on 17th October, 1885 was well covered by the local press, with the East 

Sussex News giving the best account of the working and economics of this strange new rail system: 

20 



"TIIE GLYNDE TELPHERAGE RAIL WAY 

A numerous company of scientists assembled at Glynde on Saturday to witness the starting of the 

electric railway for some time past in course of construction on the estate of Viscount Hampden. The 

company arrived by special train from Victoria shortly after one, and soon after Lady Hampden as-

cended a dais erected outside the engine house to perform the initial ceremony.  On pressing a button 

protruding from the table the loaded "skeps" began to move and they continued their journey in a 

most satisfactory manner, the loaded vehicles reversing and depositing their load in trucks standing 

in the railway siding.  The proceedings throughout were watched with great interest. A luncheon 

took place in a tent erected on the rising ground near the Trevor Arms, supplied by the host thereof 

in a very creditable manner.  In consequence of temporary illness, Viscount Hampden was unable to 

preside and his place was filled by Mr. Pryor, chairman of the Telpherage Company.  Complimen-

tary speeches were made and "Success to the Undertaking" was heartily pledged. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Telpherage is a conception of the late Fleeming Jenkin, one of the best of our electricians, and, 

therefore, naturally arrests attention.  The automatic transport of goods by electrical means is the 

object of the system to which this name has been applied, and the design of the road and rolling 

stock specially suited for the employment of electricity in the transmission of the power required 

has been the outcome of the late Professor's genius.  The idea was first made public at the British 

Association at Southport in 1883 and several experimental lines have since then been constructed.  

The Telpherage Company have now completed at Glynde, their first commercial line, of nearly a 

mile in length, for the Newhaven Cement Company.  This is constructed that each train shall carry 

150 tons of gault clay per week from tile pits on the estate to the siding at the railway contiguous 

station. The Telpher line is a double one, of steel rods, each 66 feet long and three-quarters of an 

inch in diameter. These rods are attached to posts of an average height of 18 feet from the ground, 

each post having a cross saddle atop, to the ends of which the steel rods are secured.  In this way an 

up and a down line is formed.  Each alternate section on either side is insulated and all the insulated 

sections are joined by cross-overs. The electrical locomotive and the carrying skeps are suspended 

on the steel rod line, and are constructed on the bob-weight principle, with grooved rollers on the 

line, and the motor and skeps attached to rods hanging down from the pulleys. The skeps are kept at 

10 feet distances apart by light rods; and the electric current being supplied to the line, the suspend-

ed locomotive can be started or stopped by a switch connecting its motor to, or disconnecting it 

from the current. A train of ten skeps, each containing 3 cwt. of clay, was used in the opening cere-

mony. This train conveyed one ton nett. The details of the system have been worked out with great 

care, there being automatic arrangements for regulating the current to the locomotive all along the 

line, and for assuring uniformity of travel for the trains, whether one or many be running at the 

same time, or whether descending or ascending the "swag" or catenary curve formed in the rods by 

the weight of the train. It was a particularly interesting sight to see the electric locomotive crawl up 

the steepest gradients and surmount the posts one after another with perfect ease and steadiness. The 

great practical feature of the system is that such a line could cross any district without interference 
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with its fields, rivers or roads. No ground is required to be purchased as for tramways.  Commer-

cially it will have to compare with the wire tramway systems, in which a continuous wire rope is 

driven over the whole circuit - a mode of action very trying except for short distances.  In the Tel-

pher system the line is fixed, is erected at a minimum of cost, and the current flows along it as re-

quired by the electric locomotives working the suspended trains. 
 

The cost of the Glynde line is stated at £1,200, including steam engine, dynamo, permanent 

way and five trains, with locomotives to carry over 100 tons daily. The working cost, including 

coals, stoker and electrician. and 121 per cent for depreciation, it is stated, will be under 3d per ton, 

the skeps being empty on their return journey.  A double line like that at Glynde, but ten miles long, 

would it is calculated carry the material at 2d per ton per mile.  One very important feature in respect 

of the Telpher lines is the fact that the larger part of the cost is due to plant, such as locomotives, 

trains and dynamos. This plant can be increased in proportion to the work required thus there is a 

very moderate increase of cost in the rate per ton per mile for a small traffic as compared with a larg-

er one.  And on the other hand a line laid down for a small traffic will accommodate a much larger 

traffic with no fresh outlay on the line itself.  A single engine and plant of dynamos and trains might 

work many circuits radiating from one centre, and under these circumstances it would pay to erect 

lines intended only to be worked to their full capacity for a couple of hours each day or for one day 

in a week.  In fact, the function of the Telpher line is not to compete with railways. but to do cheaply 

the work of horses and carts."  Presurnably the electricity was generated by the dynamo which was 

powered by the steam engine. The water for the steam engine is thought to have been raised by a 

windmill, the base of which can still be seen at the Glynde Station end of the Telpher line. 
 

The Sussex Express gave a lengthy account of the opening and a list of the people who had come 

down to Glynde on the special train from Victoria.  These were mostly engineers, military officers and 

"scientists" but also included "Mr. Chang (Chinese Embassy)".  These people witnessed the starting of 

the railway from a position by the engine-house, near the bank of the Glynde river.  However, at the 

end of the account the Sussex Express correspondent gave a prophetic judgement, "As an experiment, 

the telpher line is a decided success, and little doubt is entertained that the company will be able to 

carry out their engagement to deliver 150 tons of clay per week at Glynde station for the cement com-

pany; but whether "the work could not be done in this flat country cheaper with an ordinary tramway 

and trucks, drawn by a horse, is another question.  In a more difficult country, where chasms, rocks 

and rivers have to be crossed, the telpher line may be adapted with advantage." 

Indeed, the telpherage railway does not seem to have been a great success.  I have been unable to 

find anyone who can remember it in operation in Glynde, or even to have heard an account of its 

success or failure as a commercial venture.  We do know that by 1899 the Ordnance Survey Map 

shows that the telpherage line had been replaced by a tramway which had been constructed on a 

causeway built to the east of Glynde station and 

running north to the clay pit with a wooden 

bridge spanning Glynde Reach. Some of the 

sleepers and metal pins for fastening the rails can 

still be seen on the north side of the river although 

the wooden bridge and the sleepers on the south-

ern side have since gone (used, I believe, in the 

1935 jubilee bonfire on Mount Caburn).  The ex-

pense of building a causeway across the marsh 

and laying down a permanent way for horse 

drawn trucks was obviously thought to be more 

economical than the telpher line which appears to 

have lasted little more than a decade, if that. The 

clay pit itself had a short life of perhaps thirty 

years and is now an unworked and deserted haven 

for birds and plants. 
 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
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