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The first modern provision store 

It was not until 1882 that my father 

opened the first modern provision store, 

opposite West Croydon Station. There was 

no architect or shop-fitter employed. Our 

founder after great searchings selected the 

tiles for the walls, the mosaic for the floors 

and started our own joinery shop. This new 

branch at Croydon caused a sensation in the 

trade. Nothing like it had been seen before 

and failure was predicted for such extravagance. But the critics missed the 

point my father had in mind which was to produce a shop to ensure perfect cleanliness, 

ventilation and freedom from the menace of all food shops in those days - mice and rats. 

9-11 Croydon in 1894. 

For all time my father must stand as the founder of the modern provision store. 

MR. j . B. SAINSBURY, writing in 1947 

55 

When 9-11 Croydon was converted to self-service in 1950 its 
manager was Mr. F. T. Fowler (left), whose enthusiasm was a 
big help to our customers in converting their shopping habits to 
this unfamiliar way of marketing. Centre, the branch as it is 
today in London Road (right), a busy Croydon thoroughfare. 



The conversion of 9-11 Croydon to self-service made it the first 
branch of this kind in the firm. It began trading under some 
handicaps. Butter, bacon, cheese and meat were still rationed and 
so had to be counter-served. Other unrationed lines were hard to 
get. Today's well-stocked gondolas and refrigerated cabinets with 
their much increased variety of goods are a cheerful contrast. 
Pictures of the shop on this and the next page were taken from the 
first floor office and show each arm of this L-shaped branch. 

Manager at 9-11 Croydon is Mr. F. L. Stevens (left), who joined J. S. 
in 1931, became a Manager first at Stanmore in 1939. He managed 
our Wembley branch for some years after the war, taking over at 
9-11 Croydon in 1960. Head Butcher (centre) Mr. W. Barden, 
and (right) one of the Assistant Managers, Mr. W. J. Butcher. 



photographs by Maillard 

wve, Mr. D. Baker, 
Assistant Manager. 
Centre, First Clerk, 

Miss Q. Gray, 
and (right) 

Miss A. M. Ahem. 
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Increase in floor area to over 7,000 square feet 
has meant more check-outs. The new ones are lined 

up behind the front row and come into use at 
busy times. Customers can leave by an exit on 

the right of the front row. The shop's clear long 
lines can be appreciated in the picture below 
{left). The tilted illuminated ceiling over the 

check-outs makes a pleasant and inviting entrance. 
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You can look right across 
both arms of the branch 
from this first floor 
office window. 
We arrived with 
the camera on a 
pancakes-for-lunch day 
and Housekeeper 
Miss Deakin tossed one 
for us. It was delicious. 

MB 
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The New CROYDON 
\ 
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Croydon is changing fast. Pictures on this page show 
some of the town's new buildings elbowing out the 
old. Above (left) is the Public Halls Building and 
above (right) a typical mixture of old and new in 
George Street. You can see Suffolk House and Norfolk 
House in this picture and on the right a clock-towered 
Victorian warehouse. The new St. Matthew's 
church hall in the picture on the left nestles 
between church and Essex House. Below is work 
beginning in Park Lane on the great block which 
dominates the centre of the model in the picture opposite. 
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A model of the New Town 

This model shows most of the new developments in Croydon. You are looking 
south down Wellesley Road and Park Lane. John Trinity School playing 
fields are in the bottom right-hand corner. Norfolk House, now complete, is 
on the left of the road and across George Street is faced by the darkfafade 
of Suffolk House. Our George Street branch faces this block. To the left of 
the church stands tall Essex House and behind these buildings is the Fairfield 
Technical College. Behind that again is the Public Halls Building, and 
across Park Lane is the island site which from its tall tower stretches down 
to High Street. Beyond it in the centre distance are the office blocks which 
will replace the Davis and Grand Theatres. 
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The Civic Trust advised the shopkeepers 
of Church Street, Croydon, last year 

in a redecoration and tidying up scheme 
which made an impressive difference to 

this shopping area where J. S. have a 
branch. Pictures show before and after 
versions in the scheme which was very 

similar in effect to the first Civic Trust 
project at Magdalen Street, Norwich. 

Dominating East Croydon 
Station and now a 
familiar sight to travellers 
on the South Coast lines 
is Essex House, tall, 
clean lined and modern in 
conception. The building 
is one of several erected 
by the Norwich Union 
Insurance Societies. 
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Griffin Report 
by Les Potter, Secretary of the Griffin Athletic Club. 
A new monthly feature about what has been 
happening and what is planned for the future at Dulwich. 

In spite of some good weather there has not been a 
particularly bright start to the cricket season within 
the Club. During mid-week some sections have 
found difficulty in raising teams. The drastic step of 
only fielding one Saturday side instead of the nor
mal two was taken with certain misgivings, but 
events have proved this justified, and in spite of 
playing against weaker opposition our team have 
still to win their first game at the time of writing. 
The Sunday Club XI is not finding it easy to 
get a strong team together, for many old stalwarts 
are now unavailable and there does not appear to 
be many replacements. Any member interested in 
playing would be more than welcome and should 
contact the Club Secretary. 

Dick Canham, " G " Section, and Stan Hopkins, 
" N " Section, have been the two most consistent 
batsmen for the Griffin. The most exciting match of 
the season so far was the annual Saturday fixture 
against Harris of Calne. Played at Dulwich, the 
game resulted in a tie, both teams scoring 133. 

Our tennis team in the Premier Division of the 
London Business Houses League have started off 
the season well. Their only defeat so far was with a 
weakened team against newly promoted C.W.S. 
Their successes include a 6—3 win against Standard 
Telephones and Cables, the league champions. 
Alan Bacon has been the most consistent player. 

Several enjoyable friendly matches have also been 
played and the Griffin competitions are now well 
under way, preparing for the Finals to be played on 
August Bank Holiday Monday. 

The Bowls Section have played a few matches, 
but they have only arranged a limited programme 
because of a lack of players. We feel sure there must 
be more members interested. For information, the 
Secretary is George Thomson in the Factory. 

Les Potter started with 
the firm in 1935. He 

represented "O" Section 
at athletics, cricket and 

football until 1951, when 
he joined the Griffin 

Athletic Club as Assistant 
Secretary. In 1954 he 

became Club Secretary, 
and is now responsible for 

organising sporting activi
ties within the S.S.A. 

The big functions this summer will be the Fete to 
be held at Dulwich on Monday, August 7th. 
Athletic Events are being held and entry forms have 
already been sent to all branches and the Secretaries 
of the Depot Sections. A Netball Tournament is 
also being held and after the successful competitions 
that have been organised in recent years, we can 
expect another afternoon of keenly contested 

The Barrett 
Memorial Trophy, 
presented by 
Mr. W. Barrett, 
one of theJ.S. 
drivers, in memory 
of his son, 
Mr. W. C. Barrett, 
a keen footballer, 
who lost his life in 
a road accident 
on January 7th, 
1960. The trophy 
will be awarded to 
the J.S. footballer 
of the year. 

matches. A Handicraft and Horticultural Show will 
as usual be on display and schedules for these will 
shortly be despatched. 

During the latter part of July, the Sunday Club 
XI will be playing some of their strongest fixtures at 
Dulwich, including Worcester Park on the 16th, 
Heme Hill Wanderers on the 23rd and Eltham 
Strollers on July 30th. 

On July 29th, the tennis team are at home to 
Lyons, who look like being their strongest challen
gers for the league title. 

A trophy has been very generously donated to 
the Saturday Football Section by Mr. W. Barrett, 
J.S. Driver at Buntingford, in memory of his late 
son. It has been called "The Barrett Memorial 
Trophy" to be awarded annually to "The Footballer 
of the Year". The presentation for last season is 
being made by Mr. Barrett at the first practice 
match in September. 
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Putting the Girl Friend in 
the Picture 

Do your best friends drop off to sleep 
when you show them your holiday 

snaps? Try taking them with a 
little imagination. 

By Brian Shuel, 
who took the 
pictures too. 

Everybody takes their camera with them on holiday 
and everybody takes lots of pictures. But why do 
they all look the same ? Because they are the same. 
Somehow the idea has grown up that if the family 
goes to Brighton, Butlins or Bermuda they must be 
lined up in front of all the local sights and "snapped". 

Now why ? Surely it would be better to line the 
family up in the back garden before you go and snap 
them then and photograph the sights of Brighton, 
Butlins or Bermuda on their own. This is one of 
the first principles of photography - you can only 
photograph one thing at a time, either the family 
or the sights. 

Or the girl friend. We took her on Hampstead 
Heath, stood her in front of some bushes and 
snapped her (A), and what's wrong with the result ? 
She's too small, the bushes are too big and she's 
crooked. So what do we do ? We move in closer 
and straighten the camera so she'll be bigger and 
the area of bush smaller (B). Now we can see her, but 
she can't see us because the sun is shining right in 

12 



her eyes. Do away with the idea that the sun should 
be behind the camera - nobody can look into the 
sun without frowning and nobody wants to see the 
photographer's shadow either! Generally in sun
shine, it's best to have the sun on one side. 

So let's try again. But this time, let's put the sun 
behind the girl and take her in the bushes (c). Here 
the sun is less harsh and the light is kind and very 
flattering. 

Now we've got a picture that not only shows us an 
attractive girl, but is also a bit out of the ordinary, 
the sun and scenery show her off. It's generally 
better to photograph people in shade, bright sun
light can be very cruel to even the prettiest face, 
in fact it's not necessary to have any sunshine at 
all - why not take pictures in the rain ? (D). 

We apply all our new knowledge, plus the 
idea that she needn't look right at the camera, and 
here she is on a rainy day, between showers! And 
I like it. 

Here are a few more suggestions for improving 
your pictures of your girl friend. Get the camera 
above her - from below her face will be all nose and 
double chin! You can see what I mean by comparing 
(c) and (D). D O not let her smile too much; it makes 
unflattering lines (B). Really there is no need for her 
to smile at all. "Cheese" should be kept in the 
kitchen and out of photography! Most faces look 
better from a bit to one side rather than directly in 
front, but remember also that some faces look a lot 
better from one side than the other. Always try to 
make her look her best. 

Whenever you take your camera out, in summer -
or in winter - make up your mind what you want to 
photograph, how you want to do it, and photograph 
that thing and nothing else. Think about it. Make 
sure the light is right, get rid of any desire to put 
the family in front of it, hold the camera straight 
and steady and good luck! And if you use 35 mm, 
try taking upright photographs as well as horizontal 
ones. It is just as easy. 
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Southwark in Stained Glass 
The Revd. Allan Weaver of Christchurch Blackfriars 
writes about the new windows in his church. 

Why have stained glass in a Church ? Is it to dim 
the natural light for quiet meditation and worship ? 
Or should the aim be to instruct the visitor and 
lead him through the beauty of the picture into the 
inner depths of wonder and worship ? 

Over the last two years, Mr. Frederick Cole, of 
Exeter, has been working on a commission from the 
Trustees of Marshall's Charity, to produce twelve 
clerestory windows for the Industrial Mission Centre 
in Blackfriars Road (CHRIST CHURCH). He was asked 
to illustrate the theme "WORK AND WORSHIP." 

The message of these up-to-date windows, is not 
new. They are saying that God is as much con
cerned about a man while he is at his work as he 
is when the man is at worship. Indeed, the two 

The Baker. The bakery below is in the firm's factory. Hop grading and brewing. 
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men to whom we owe so much John Marshall and 
William Angell - the one a local baker, the other a 
landowner - 16th century men of Southwark, were 
as concerned in their day as we are in our day to 
show that there is no part of our human activity 
that is of no concern to God. 

It is a novel experience to see the familiar figure 
of Mrs. Mopp at work cleaning our offices, now in 
stained glass, Saints alive! And the lighterman on 
the Thames grappling with the tidal rips and bring

ing his barge to haven. Or the Southwark hop mer
chants at work on that most English commodity, 
beer, yes in stained glass, and in a Church (good 
heavens!). And the baker, who is of special interest, 
since John Marshall of Southwark who left the 
money to build the first Christchurch was a baker 
and the window shows the bakery in Sainsbury's 
factory nearby. Mr. Cole has captured in a most 
picturesque, vivid and arresting way the working 
life of Southwark. 

A lighterman. Office cleaners at work. 
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Hamburg 
Holiday 

Miss G. Springthorpe, of Mr. Dearlove's 
office, writes about a holiday spent this 
year in the city of Hamburg. 

On my way to Germany I was greeted at Ostend 
by a very heavy storm. However, I decided to consign 
myself and luggage to a porter; those of you who 
have done this at Ostend will know that the porters 
there do not wait for tips - they have a regular 
tariff, working out at Is. 6d. per person per case. 
My porter raced down the gangplank, deposited 
my cases on his trolley and set off down the quay 
with myself in frantic pursuit. I was whisked 
through the passport office, hurried down the cus
toms hall to have my cases chalked, rushed on to 
the station, through the barrier, down the platform 
by the train, and deposited in my sleeping compart
ment, all in less than ten minutes after leaving the 
ship - well worth 3s., I thought! 

I was delighted to find that I had a three-sleeper 
compartment to myself, and I settled down for the 
12-hour journey. We left Ostend at 9.50 p.m.; 
Brussels- 11.20 p.m., still busy enough to be the 
middle of the evening; Cologne - 3.30 a.m., quite 
a crowded station, with families with tiny children, 
even at that hour; Osnabruck - 6.40 a.m., deadly 
at that time, only just getting light through the rain 
clouds; Bremen-8.15 a.m., bustling and cheery, 
with all the Germans shaking hands with each 
other. Hamburg at last - 9.43 a.m. and two minutes 
early! The approaches to Hamburg might almost be 
Venice - coming across the docks there were many 
waterways and we were constantly crossing bridges. 

My friends met me at the station, and I was 
whisked away in the car to see something of the 
city. One of our stops was at the Church of St. 
Michael, close to the docks, where we could go up 
in a lift to the top of the tower. When we arrived, 
a trumpeter was on the tower playing the hymn 
tune to which we sing "Praise to the Lord, the 
Almighty, the King of Creation". Apparently it 
was done as part of the Whitsun festival, and he 
moved round the tower, repeating the tune three 
times more. 

The view from the top of St. Michael's was 

One of the handsome hat racks from the Altengamme Church near Hamburg. 



wonderful. With a strong wind blowing the air was 
very clear, and we could see Hamburg spread out 
on all sides of us, even to the distant suburbs. My 
friend pointed out the main buildings of the city, 
many of which I was to become familiar with in the 
ensuing days. The docks fascinated me - they were 
so extensive, stretches of water lined by quays 
multiplying one after the other as far as the eye 
could see. In the section named Freihafen goods 
destined direct for other countries come into 
Germany free of customs duties, these being levied 
later at the frontiers of the countries concerned. 

Now we were to go home, through the streets of 
Hamburg and out to the farthest suburb. Oh, those 
streets - paved with stone setts, and even in the 
well-sprung car they could be felt. I found this 
quite common in the towns and villages of that part 
of Germany, although the big main roads and the 
Autobahns were very smooth for driving. 

In the days that followed I was taken all over that 
part of Germany - to Lauenberg on the East 
German frontier, where the road came straight in 
from Berlin; to a quiet beauty spot on the Elbe -
which was shattered when we found the United 
States army had erected a radar post at the top of 
the hill; to the little country church at Altengamme, 
equipped with hat-stands - stands of wrought metal 
about 2 feet high fixed at intervals - all along the 
backs of the pews, on which the men could hang 
their hats - which made me wonder if the congre

gation ever saw the minister; to Lubeck, the city of 
the seven spires - and these spires stood out well 
against the grey clouds as we drove across the plain 
towards them; to Travemunde, where we saw 
Passat, sister-ship of the ill-fated Pamir; on round 
the coast to the Baltic Sea, where the wind seemed 
to be blowing straight from Siberia, it was so cold. 

At Mollne we saw the statue erected to one of the 
town's most famous residents - Till Eulenspiegel, 
the roguish prankster who lived there in the 14th 
century, and whose pranks are immortalised in 
Richard Strauss's music. I was surprised to find a 
plaque bearing the head of George Bernard Shaw, 
but discovered that he had been given the freedom 
of the town for his services to the theatre. Every 
year, in the market place surrounded by medieval 
houses, there are theatrical performances out of 
doors, when many well-known plays are given, 
including Shakespeare. I sincerely hoped the 
weather would be kinder then, because just now it 
was concentrated gloom! 

I lived with a German family and sampled 
German food. They knew I liked tea to drink, and 
faithfully served it to me, but I had to drink it from 
a glass held in a wooden cup. We only once had 
roast meat, but had a great variety of sausages and 
cheese, fish and sauerkraut, creams and fruit and 
juices, but not many canned goods. I tried all the 
bread offered, the rye, the black and the white, but 
best of all I liked the crusty rolls we had for break-

A view of part of Hamburg's busy harbour with the tower of St. Michael's Church in the background. 



fast, which were purchased from the dairy just 
before we began the meal. 

I helped to wash up, using the same kind of 
detergents as in this country in similar "squeegee" 
containers, but, of course, with different names. 
I did see Persil advertised quite extensively in the 
town, and Shell & B.P. and Esso petrols were much 
in evidence. My friend's car held 40 litres of 
"gasoline" in its tank, and I tried to work out our 
consumption on a journey; 11 marks to the £, 
4 litres to the gallon, and the fact that it was in 
kilometres, not miles. . . . I should have taken the 
computer with me! 

Shopping wi th H a m b u r g Housewives 

I went to the market with the housewives and 
watched them bargain for the fresh food brought in 
from the Vierlander (the market garden area) that 
morning. I saw them choose their "joint" from a 
whole fish (later at dinner that fish joint was served 
up complete, the housewife cutting "fillets" from 
it on to each plate). I wandered up and down the 
alleys of stalls set out in the local park under the 
trees, where everything could be bought from a 
toothbrush to trousers, from pins to petticoats. 
I listened to the chatter of the German hausfraus 
round me (I can't speak a word of German myself) 
and marvelled at the intent and businesslike way 
they went about their week's shopping. I went into 
the big shop in the town devoted entirely to cheeses 
and sausages, with its pungent aroma which 
drowned every other scent in the vicinity. 

In Hamburg itself I visited the big store, includ
ing their self-service food section, which was very 
much like our own shops, except that there were 
many other different types of food on display. 
There were also fancy goods and shoes from Italy, 
shoes from Japan, pottery from Holland, and home
made plastic goods of every conceivable shape and 
form. I bought leather trousers for my nephew 
(all the boys there wear them) and they were sur
prisingly cheap, and I visited C. & A., which again 
was very much like those in this country, except 
that they have catered for men for many years. 
There was a Woolworth's, and the local co-operative 
society is called "Produktion". Wandering through 
these streets brought us to the market place, where 
the Rathaus (Town Hall) presided benevolently 
over a large car-park and a tram terminus, where 
the single-decker tandem trams lined up for their 
passengers. The Rathaus itself was very beautiful, 
reminding me very much of our own Guildhall, 
with its wonderful carvings, gracious staircases, 
rooms both small and of gigantic proportions, its 
statuary and its long historical associations. 

Have you ever been to Petticoat Lane in London ? 
There is a market just like i t - t h e St. Pauli Fish 

Market in Hamburg, although there are only about 
four or five stalls selling fish. The remaining dozens, 
filling three streets, stock every item under the sun, 
fancy and practical, fantastic and conventional, and 
food as well. You could buy a budgerigar and take 
it home in a paper bag or in your pocket. Or if you 
had a basket large enough you could take home a 
live goose, a pair of ducks or a rabbit. If your fancy 
ran to the exotic you could find wonderfully em
broidered leather goods from Morocco, or you could 
eat at Onkel Walter's hot-dog stall, from which a 
gorgeous aroma arose. Onkel Walter did a roaring 
trade, as the market was only open from 7.30 a.m. 
to 9.30 a.m. on Sunday mornings, and the early 
morning air seemed to sharpen the appetite. The 
vendors of bananas gave away nearly as many as 
they sold - they would offer a whole hand of 
bananas for two marks - and they would break off 
single bananas and toss them into the crowd, or peel 
one and plunge it into the mouth of an unsuspecting 
bystander. I once found myself jammed up against 
the stall of a man selling coconuts, making a deafen
ing noise by banging them on the table. He wore 
outlandish clothes, a beard, and a top hat decorated 
with white streamers, on which a small white mouse 
ran round and round and miraculously did not fall 
off. Not all citizens of Hamburg are early risers - it 
seems a regular practice for parties of revellers to join 
the market after an all-night session at one of 
Hamburg's night clubs. 

The time came for me to leave, and not in the 
conventional way. I had booked a passage home on a 
cargo boat, the Fountains Abbey, which regularly 
sails between Hamburg and Hull. I had never been 
on a long boat trip before, and I felt suitably daring 
as we drove down to the docks, but when I saw the 
ship, a mere 1,200 tons, I was rather nervous - was 
I really trusting myself all the way across the North 
Sea in that ? However, once aboard, her smallness 
was not so apparent. We had the run of the ship, 
and I soon made friends with the officers and crew, 
and the captain invited me up to the bridge, where 
I spent quite a lot of the trip. 

Departure from Hamburg was very quiet, and we 
soon cleared the city and pushed on down the Elbe 
between banks and countryside rather reminiscent 
of the banks of the Thames, At Schulau, the pro
prietor of a riverside restaurant bade us goodbye 
through a loudspeaker, and the strains of "God 
save the Queen" echoed across the water. His 
attempt to welcome or bid farewell to all boats must 
be a full-time job, because the Elbe is a busy river 
with ships coming and going all the time. 

As we cleared the mouth of the Elbe the wind 
grew stronger and the ship's bows lifted to the swell 
of the open sea. The ship began to corkscrew gently, 
and on the bridge we braced ourselves with feet 
apart, balancing on them alternately to the roll of 
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the ship. On the north western horizon the fiat 
island of Heligoland with its lighthouse appeared 
silhouetted against the last sliver of evening light. 
To the south east a full moon had risen and a 
silvery path lay across the water. 

It was very quiet on the bridge. The engines 
could not be heard, although their throb could be 
felt through the soles of the feet; the captain and 
the German pilot stood silent, gazing forward 
through open windows; the second mate paced 
backwards and forwards, his hands, grasping his 
binoculars, linked behind his back, his footsteps 
making no sound on the thick rubber mat; the 
helmsman impassively watched the compass before 
him, his hands on the spokes of the wheel. 

"Steer 270" came from the pilot. "270" echoed 
the helmsman. 

Away to port the Elbe lightship came abeam, and 
the light filled the dark bridge with radiance as we 
passed; through the open windows came the soft 
swish of the stem cutting the waves. 

"Steer 265" - "265". 
On the port bow appeared the lights of the pilot 

cutter, and beyond, the masthead lights of ships 
waiting to enter and take a pilot aboard. Away to 
the north west the Heligoland light twinkled across 
the dark sea every five seconds. The captain sig
nalled in morse to the pilot cutter, and the clacking 
of the shutter on the Aldis lamp shattered the quiet 
of the bridge. 

"Steer 260" - "260" - and as the bows came 
round a small motor boat left the pilot cutter and 
danced across the waves to the ship. The pilot 
shook hands with the captain and disappeared out 
on to the wing of the bridge, appearing a moment 
later on the fore main deck below us, where a rope 
ladder had been thrown over the side. The captain 
rang the telegraph to "Slow" and then to "Stop", 
and the vibration died away as the ship slowed and 
barely moved through the waves. The small motor 
boat drew alongside, cavorting wildly in the swell; 
the pilot climbed on to the rope ladder, but at that 
moment the boat was washed away from the ship; 
he hung over the waves while the boat was 
manoeuvred back, and dropped into it as it moved 
beneath him. It turned immediately and danced 
back towards the pilot cutter. 

The captain rang "Full speed ahead", the engines 
throbbed into life, and the bows were turned 
towards the blackness of the North Sea. 

The morning found me up on deck bright and 
early. The world I saw was breathtakingly lovely, 
the sun low in the east giving everything on the 
ship a golden sheen, and the water reflecting the 
sky, so that even the North Sea could be called blue. 
This weather continued all the journey. I talked 
about tides and ports and colour photography with 
the captain, about art with the first mate, and about 

The Rathaus, Hamburg's beautiful 
town hall rich in historical associations. 

books and authors with the bosun; all the time my 
eyes told me that we were in an empty sea - not 
another ship in sight right round the horizon - and 
we seemed to be floating in a small world set apart. 
The unexciting ordinary round of every-day 
existence in London seemed to be very far away. 
Perhaps my thoughts would have been very 
different if a gale had been blowing! 

When, eventually, we entered the Humber 
estuary, where there were nearly as many ships as 
in the Elbe - ships of all nationalities, fishing boats, 
and the Magga Dan, of Antarctic fame, her crimson 
hull gleaming in a low western sun. The captain 
conned our ship through a small channel, turned 
her in a basin scarcely wider than her length, 
brought her alongside the quay and rang down 
" Engines stopped". The world was silent, and for 
me the magic of this holiday was over at last. 



India's 400 million people depend on rice as a staple diet. In spite of 
plans for modernisation the slow rhythm of the ox team sets the pace of production 
for most of the rice eaten there and elsewhere in the East 

RICE 
Just another pudding to us in Britain but for half 
the human race it is the main item of their diet. 

Rice is very much more important as a food than 
might be guessed from the amount that the average 
Briton eats. In fact it is the staple food of half the 
population of the world, as well as providing casual 
meals in nearly every country. In China, where rice 
production is a vital matter, recent crop failures have 
given rise to much concern. Even on the world-wide 
scale, the figure of 200-250 million tons quoted as 
the present yearly production will probably be 
insufficient in a few years' time. 

The Far East provides most of the world's rice 
supplies, but the United States, Egypt, some South 

American countries, and the warmer parts of 
Europe also make their contribution. 

The growing of rice is remarkable for its compli
cation, and it seems extraordinary that such 
laborious methods have been used for so many 
centuries. The technicolour paddy fields of the 
travel magazines seem restful enough, but an 
enormous amount of heavy work has to be put into 
cultivating them. 

Modern methods have been developed, particu
larly in the United States, but in the Far East tra
ditional processes are still used on the many small 
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In Korean paddy fields, peasants plant out rice seedlings which were first 
sown in seed beds. When they are full grown and ripened the paddy fields 
will be drained and the harvesting will start. 

farms. The rice seeds are sown in specially prepared 
beds and allowed to grow for a few weeks. In the 
second stage the seedlings are planted out, one by 
one, in the mud of the paddy fields in which they 
grow to maturity. The paddy fields themselves need 
considerable efforts in construction and mainten
ance, and play an essential part in rice cultivation. 

Most types of rice need to be grown under water, 
and the levelled paddy fields are surrounded by low 
retaining walls; water is obtained from irrigation 
schemes or pumped from wells. In some places the 
farmer and his family provide power for water 
wheels which maintain the water level. 

Because of its dependence on water, rice is very 
vulnerable to drought, and this has been a contri
butory factor to the recent crop failures in China. 
There are, however, many other hazards to be faced 
before the crop is harvested. A number of pests 
attack the plants, and weeds compete with them as 
they grow. In his contest with insects and weeds 
the progressive rice farmer now has the assistance 

of chemical dressings, but it is none the less a 
struggle. 

Not all rice growing is carried on under such 
primitive conditions as those outlined above, and 
in the United States the crop is sown from the air 
to be treated, as it grows, by airborne chemical 
sprays. Transplanting, that absorbed so much 
labour under the old method, is thus entirely dis
pensed with. Unfortunately, some of the better 
types of rice do not lend themselves to this treat
ment, and are no longer obtainable. 

When the crop is ready - the ripe ears are 
similar to those of oats - the paddy fields are drained 
so that harvesting can begin. The sickle is still em
ployed in many places, but the modern farmers use 
combine harvesters. 

The harvested grain itself is known as "paddy" 
in the trade, and has to be milled before it is 
acceptable by European standards. In most pro
ducing countries the grain is eaten as brown rice, 
and the complete coating is not removed. In fact, 
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Indian villagers threshing rice which has been brought in from the paddy fields. The rice 
grain is called 'paddy' and after this threshing is still brown. Milling {preferably in London 
for J.S.) removes this outer coat to make it acceptable to European cooks. 

the outer coating is most valuable to those whose 
main diet is rice, as it contains essential trace ele
ments and vitamins. For our trade, a rich creamy 
grain is wanted, and there is a considerable choice 
of quality and type. 

There are two main types of rice sold in this 
country - "round grain" and "long grain." The 
former is normally used for puddings, as the grains 
are soft and coalesce easily when cooked. The "long 
grain" type is usually a harder grain, and used for 
curries and in savoury dishes generally. If it is care
fully prepared every grain remains separate; all that 
is required is for the cooked rice to be rinsed with 
hot water. Many people, however, use long grain 
rice for all purposes. 

The rice market in London is one in which com
petition is keen and price and quality are judged 
knowledgeably before a bargain is made. Samples 
are made available by importers and other mer

chants, but these are only a minute fraction of the 
total amount involved, and must be very carefully 
inspected before a decision is taken. The merits of 
the various types of grain and the reliability of 
different producing countries are all taken into 
account before the buyer makes his choice and 
agrees the price. 

In order to maintain as close control as possible, 
and to eliminate the possibility of infestation in 
transit or storage, all rice for J.S. is milled in London 
and packed at Blackfriars under careful supervision. 
The milling produces, from dull cargo rice, the 
bright clean grains we know so well. 

The care taken in packing the milled product is 
essential, as the customer must be given full weight 
and our branches must be given an attractive pack 
to sell. The demand for rice shows no sign of 
diminishing, and it remains the most popular of our 
traditional packed groceries. 
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Rice is delivered to 
Stamford House in 

112 lb. bags and then 
fed down from hoppers 

on the 2nd floor to 
this rice packing machine 

on the 1st floor. Opening the 
bag is Mr. P. Williams. 

At the machine is 
Mrs. D. Campbell. 
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Night Out with 

Mr. Pepys 
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/ro/M Pepys's Diary - ^ -
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March 6 
. . . Here comes my poor Uncle Tom, 
whom I took to Will's and drank 
with, poor man, he comes to inquire 
about the knights of Windsor, of 
which he desires to get to be one. 
While we were drinking, in comes 
Mr. Day, a carpenter in Westminster, 
to tell me that it was Shrove 
Tuesday, and that I must go with 
him to their yearly Club upon this 
day, which I confess I had quite 
forgot. So I went to The Bell, where 
were Mr. Eglin, Veesy, Vincent, 
a butcher, one more and Mr. Tanner, 
with whom I played upon a viall, 
and he a viallin, after dinner and 
were very merry, with a special good 
dinner, a leg of veal and bacon, two 
capons and sausages and fritters, with 
abundance of wine. After that I 
went home, where I found Kate 
Sterpin who hath not been here a 
great while before. She gone, I went 
to see Mrs. Jem, at whose chamber 
door I found a couple of 
ladies, but she not being 
there, we hunted her 
out, and found that she 
and another had hid 
themselves behind a door. 
Well, they all went down 
into the dining room, 
where it was full of tad, 
rag, and bobtail, danc
ing, singing and drinking, 
of which I was ashamed 
and after I had staid a 
dance or two, I went 
away. . . . 

* * * *####** E^ 

Night Out with 
C o v e n t r y . March 18th. . . 
Here are some of ourJ.S. 
people from Coventry where, at 
the Leofric, the boys and girls 
from the shop put on a cabaret 
that was such a success that they 
are now putting on a show for 
the old-age pensioners of the town. 
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J.S. Head Butchers' Conference 

The Head Butchers' Conference, which has now 
become a "Hardy Annual" in the diaries of our 
Head Butchers, was this year held on Tuesday, 
May 30th, at Duthy Hall, Southwark, a few minutes' 
walk from our Union Street Depot. 

In the past, owing to space problems at Black-
friars, we have been compelled to have four separate 
meetings of Head Butchers of between 50 and 60 
at a time. Whilst these smaller meetings have 
perhaps encouraged people from the floor to speak, 
they have made it more difficult to provide the best 
programme. For this reason, we decided to experi
ment this year with one large gathering, although 
we were a little worried whether a meeting of this 

size might prevent people from "saying their bit". 
As it turned out this was far from what actually 
happened; in fact it was highly successful, and was 
generally thought to be our best annual meeting 
held to date. 

Some 230 Head Butchers attended and, after 
being welcomed by Mr. F. W. Salisbury, dis
cussions were initiated on Trading Aspects; 
Management Aids and Meat Science by Mr. W. M. 
Justice, Mr. J. G. Dearlove and Mr. E. F. Williams. 

The Fresh Meat Department consider this 
conference a most important annual date at which 
the free exchange of ideas and opinions by all makes 
a very worth-while contribution to J.S. thinking. 

Camberley takes a night out 
Camberley J.S. 
people on their 
night in town to 
see Billy Liar. 
On the left, 
Mr. W. Bowden, 
Mr. G. Holmes and 
Mr. D. Liddiard, 
and on the right 
(above), 
Miss Christine 
Warwick, 
Mrs. Warwick 
and Manager, 
Mr. L. Warwick, 
Mrs. Puttick and 
Mr. J. Puttick. 
Below, 
Mr. Westmoreland, 
Mr. R. Collins and 
Mr. M. Rogers 



Staff News 

Movements and Promotions 
Manager 

J . V. SPRAGG 

Assistant Manager 
L . J . BIRD 

from Spare to 
1/4 Ealing 

from 50 Goodmayes to 
Harold Hill 

M i s s I. E. W a r r e n , who joined the firm in 1917 as a 
clerk at Crouch End. She subsequently worked at service 
branches in north London both as relief clerk and later as 
first clerk. In 1950 she was transferred as first clerk to 
Cockfosters, and she was working there at the time of 
her illness, which eventually resulted in her death on 
May 31st of this year. 

Miss I. E. Warren 

To Head Butcher 
R. SPURGE 

Head Butcher 
J . STEVENS 

from Stamford Hill to 
Stratford 

from Stratford to 
East H a m 

Forty Years' Service 
Congratulations to the following members of the staff who 
have completed forty years' service with the firm. 

E . J. T O N K I N Manager , 355 Lea 

Bridge Road 

F. E L L I S Head Butcher, 
Eastcote 

c . W. P I T T Stock-keeper, Depo t 

Obituaries 
We regret to record the deaths of the following colleagues 
and send our deepest sympathy to their relatives. 

M r s . I. E. C a r r i n g t o n , who had worked as a part-
time supply woman at 339 Palmers Green since her 
engagement in November 1959. She died on June 12th, 
1961. 

Mrs. I, E. Carrington C. H. Clare 

C. H. C l a r e , who retired from the Maintenance 
Engineers' Department in 1958. He joined the firm in 
1942 and worked in the cold store engineers' section at 
Union Street. He died on June 11th, 1961. 

Retirements 
We send our best wishes to the following colleagues who 
have just retired. 

A. Biddlecombe 

A. B i d d l e c o m b e , who joined the firm in 1920 as a 
learner at 51 Ealing. He subsequently gained experience 
at service branches both north and south of the river. In 
1931 he came to Blackfriars where for two years he was 
in charge of the training school. In 1933 he was 
appointed to his first management at Forty Avenue. 
Four years later he was appointed manager of Ruislip 
where he remained in charge until 1949, when he was 
transferred to the service branch at 2/4 High Street, 
Ealing. When the branch was converted to self-service 
in 1956 he remained as manager of the new branch, and 
it was from here that he retired in June of this year. 

Mrs. B. M. Bark 

M r s . B. M. B a r k , who joined us as a supply woman 
at Leicester in 1956, retired from this branch on 
June 3rd, 1961. 

KELIHER. HUDSON ft KEARNS. LTD.. LONDON. S.E.I 



Be at Dulwich 
on August Bank Holiday 
for a day of 
fun, food and frolic — for 
athletics and netball, 
tennis and sideshows, 
snacks and drinks, 
corner for kiddies, 
horticulture on show, 
handicrafts on view, 
judo in display, 
archery and a 
whole ox roasted. 
At 3 o'clock the kiddies 
can see Cal McCord, 
cowboy entertainer, 
and in the Central Arena 
there will be 

the Brooklyn Trio 
:omedy act and 

At the Griffin Athletic Club 

Sports Ground, Dulwich Vil lage, 

Monday August 7th. 

the Mercury Riders 
in motor cycle thrills. 



Southwark in Stained Glass 
The Revd. Allan Weaver of Christchurch Blackfriars 
writes about the new windows in his church. 

Why have stained glass in a Church ? Is it to dim 
the natural light for quiet meditation and worship ? 
Or should the aim be to instruct the visitor and 
lead him through the beauty of the picture into the 
inner depths of wonder and worship ? 

Over the last two years, Mr. Frederick Cole, of 
Exeter, has been working on a commission from the 
Trustees of Marshall's Charity, to produce twelve 
clerestory windows for the Industrial Mission Centre 
in Blackfriars Road (CHRIST CHURCH). He was asked 
to illustrate the theme "WORK AND WORSHIP." 

The message of these up-to-date windows is not 
new. They are saying that God is as much con
cerned about a man while he is at his work as he 
is when the man is at worship. Indeed, the two 

The Baker. The bakery below is in the firm's factory. Hop grading and brewing. 
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men to whom we owe so much John Marshall and 
William Angell - the one a local baker, the other a 
landowner- 16th century men of Southwark, were 
as concerned in their day as we are in our day to 
show that there is no part of our human activity 
that is of no concern to God. 

It is a novel experience to see the familiar figure 
of Mrs. Mopp at work cleaning our offices, now in 
stained glass, Saints alive! And the lighterman on 
the Thames grappling with the tidal rips and bring

ing his barge to haven. Or the Southwark hop mer
chants at work on that most English commodity, 
beer, yes in stained glass, and in a Church (good 
heavens!). And the baker, who is of special interest, 
since John Marshall of Southwark who left the 
money to build the first Christchurch was a baker 
and the window shows the bakery in Salisbury's 
factory nearby. Mr. Cole has captured in a most 
picturesque, vivid and arresting way the working 
life of Southwark. 

A lighterman. Office cleaners at work. 
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