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Stunning weather for our Spring Fair  
There was a great turnout in the Park for our Spring Fair with lots of stalls to 
attract the customers. The children were catered for with an opportunity to 
participate in craft activities and for the more adventurous there was water ball 
play. The photo below left shows the Sandwell Model Boat Club displaying their 
wonderful selection of model boats. They are sailing at Forge Mill Lake at the 
moment, but will soon be returning to Dartmouth Park Pool.  

 
 
 

Annual Outing—7 October 
This year to commemorate WW1 
we are having a day out visiting 

Staffordshire Regimental 
Museum and the National 

Memorial Arboretum.   

 
The itinerary will be:  
09.30 Departing from Lloyd St close 
to the entrance to the new car park 
10.30—12.00 Tour of Staffordshire    
Regimental Museum with guide and 
tea/coffee and biscuits 
 
 
 
 
 

12.30-16.00 National Memorial 
Arboretum, including use of the 
Land Train to tour the site.   
Opportunity for lunch.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cost £20 per person 
If you are interested in this outing 
please send your cheque made out 
to the FoDP, to the address below, 
together with a stamped addressed 
envelope.   

Friends of Dartmouth Park Accounts for Year Ended March 2014  

enclosed with this newsletter. 

 

 

Valley Cycles has been launched in Sandwell Valley.   
The cycle hire shop also provides spare parts  

and repair facilities.   
Opening times: 10.00 -18.00. 

Contact Details: Tel: 0121 553 4747  
Website: www.VALLEYCYCLES.co.uk 

 

http://www.friendsofdartmouthpark.org.uk
mailto:carolh.fodp@btinternet.com
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Pupils from All Saints CE Primary School remember those lost in WW1 at the  

War Memorial in Dartmouth Park  

All the pupils from the school paraded from Wilford Road to Dartmouth Park where they were met by members of the 
Oldbury Branch of the Royal British Legion who were on hand to help the children remember those lost in WW1 in this 
centenary year of the start of the Great War. A service was held followed by the last post and two minutes silence.  

Each class had made its own wreath to lay at the foot of the War Memorial and some of the pupils had crosses to lay.  
 
Prior to the visit to the Park the children had studied WW1 as a topic and the photographs below show the culmination 
of that project. 

An atmospheric record of Sandwell Hall before it was demolished in 1928 

‘Behind the third hole of the Sandwell Park golf course, West Bromwich, lying low in a hollow at the edge of a thin wood stands the 
most authentic ghost I have ever seen. They call it Sandwell Hall.  
 
It is the ancestral home of the Earls of Dartmouth, but it has not known an earl intimately for seventy-three years. "Billy, my lord," as 
the Earl of Dartmouth, who died in 1853, was affectionately called in the district, was the last of his line to live there. Before he died 
he saw the tall chimney-stacks marching nearer to his deer park; the underground shafts which today scar the surface of the land had 
not appeared, but it was obvious even then that the industrial revolution had knocked out one of the stately homes of Old England. 
The famous family acquired an estate near Wolverhampton where they have lived ever since; and so for seventy-three years the two 
hundred and fifty-odd windows of this immense house have seemed to be looking for some one. Now the end has come: Sandwell 
Hall is to be pulled down. Its melancholy vigil is over.  
 
I approached it over the hummocky ground towards the end of a wet afternoon. To the left of the stables, in the middle distance, rose 
the high black tube of a factory stack; drawn up in a field near the obliterated curve of the carriage drive was a chain of coal trucks. In 
front of the hall lay the eighteen holes of the ex-deer park. And the old abandoned house, with its dead stables, its dead rows of 
windows, its dead chimneys, its stable clock killed at half-past eleven, stood there in the thin rain like a poor old ghost at the edge of a 
wood. . . .  
 
 I wonder how many golfers, having driven a ball into the ring of evergreens that grows close up to the hall, have paused, aware of the 
old house watching them, looming above them in its portentous loneliness.  
 
There was no one about as I pushed my way through the bushes, which have formed a kind of barricade, as if in protection, and I 
came out opposite the portico, upheld by ten classic columns, beneath which was the front door, leading to the main hall.  
 
There was not a sound but the drip of the rain; not a movement but the steady fall of the rain like mist drifting. Weeds had pushed 
apart the stone pavement in front of the hall, on which, I suppose, the hounds have met on many a cold winter's morning.  

 

Sandwell Hall was demolished in 1928, but we have a record of how it was in 1927.  H V Morton, a well known travel 
writer at the time, paid a visit and gives the following very atmospheric description of the Hall before its demolition.  The 
piece was published in H V Morton’s book ‘The Call of England’. 
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The personality of a large empty house is a tremendous thing, especially with dusk falling and a smoky mist creeping out of the 
woods. Through the stained windows of the door I saw the great hall empty. Beads of water dripped from the roof, forming a pool on 
the floor. I knocked with the hopeless thought that perhaps in some remoteness of the great shell lived a caretaker, but the eerie 
hollowness of my knocking drove me away, suggesting, as it did, the footman who would never come to the door.  
 
Timidly, for the old house seemed not dead but asleep on a pile of memories, I peeped into room after room, each one empty, each 
one decayed, each one pathetic in its lost splendour, and as I went on it seemed to me that there was always the horrible chance that 
at some window I might see a face looking out over the park where the deer once grazed. . . .  
 
I went through the stables, stall after empty stall, lofts and harness-rooms with shutters down, all this place which once was loud with 
the lovely bustle of men who care for horses, pungent with dubbin and sweet to the chink of burnishers, lying dead with the weeds 
sprouting.  
 
Suddenly a dog barked!  
 
In a portion of the old dairy, right at the back, a man and his wife live.  
 
You are not scared," I said to her, "to live alone in a corner of this great empty house with its hundreds of rooms?"  
 
She looked at me in amazement. "We never think of it," she replied. I returned her amazement  
 
We went into the old hall. The great kitchen ovens, which have roasted many a haunch of venison and many a baron of beef, were 
rusted and cob-webbed. Rather pathetic was the butler's pantry, with the damp on the walls.  
 
My lord's library still has the doors lined with imitation books so that when he closed them he was locked within a tomb of l iterature; 
books round him and no way out but through books. Upstairs her ladyship's boudoir was dripping wet and scaly with the damp; the 
floor of the private chapel was cracking and dangerous to walk on…...  
 
And people did say, went on the woman, that the Bishop of So-and-So was born in this room and Lord So-and-So in that . .  
 
Her voice was like the last whisper of the old house.  
 
Through the tall cracked windows I looked over the once deer park. An electric tram-car went past to Birmingham; at the back the 
high chimney-stack smoked steadily, like a gun pointed to the sky: the gun that shot this old hall stone dead.  
 
Poor old Sandwell Hall, built for talk of foxes and corn land, for the music of a quadrille, for the loud laughter of men in pink coats with 
their broad backs to the fire and their faces red with port ... I could not have felt sorrier for it had it been my own home.  
 
I turned from the height of a distant green and looked back into the hollow where it stood, ghostly, in a mist at the edge of  a wood: a 
ghost of eighteenth-century England that can only be exorcised by a breakdown gang . . . but those suggestive windows, and those 
lonely corridors, and those high, elegant rooms from whose walls the marks of ancestral portraits have not quite faded! . . .   
 
"We never think about it!" said the woman. Amazing!  
 
For Sandwell Hall is an epitome of that new England, which is yet so young, the England that came out of steam as the genii i n the 
fairy-tale sprang out of the bottle.’  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Above Sandwell Hall in the 18th century 

and a plan of the ground floor.   

Left the Hall near the end of its life. 
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Friends’ member Frances Hutchcocks remembers David Lodge Senior  

and David Lodge Junior, her grandfather and uncle, for our WW1 project 

David Lodge Senior was born  in Pontypool in 1875 of 
Irish Immigrant parents . At the age of 17  he joined the 
South Wales Borderers and fought in the Boer War 
between 1900-1902. He was awarded two medals in the 
South African War.   

In 1895 he married Mary Grimes, from Wednesbury, and 
in 1903 David, Mary and their children moved to Tat 
Bank Road in Oldbury. There were two sons David 
Junior and James (Frances’s father) and three 
daughters.   

David Junior enlisted in August 1914 and David Senior 
enlisted in 1915.  They both worked at Jewell’s Foundry 
in Tat Bank when they enlisted   Sadly David Senior who 
was involved in the historic retreat from Mons and the 
early battles of the campaign was killed in action in 1915 
aged 42.  The Will he left is featured below.  It was 
several weeks before Mary knew if it was her husband 
or son who had been killed.   

David Junior had served for two years when at the age 
of 22 whilst he was attached to the East Lancashire 
Field Ambulance he was captured.  His mother received 
a letter from his Commanding Officer stating that ‘Private 
Lodge was taken prisoner with some other men when 
out collecting the wounded.  He was rendering gallant 
service when captured and his loss to the unit is much 
regretted.’  Mary also received a postcard from David 
saying he ‘was safe and sound and   being well looked 
after at present’. 

David Senior has no known grave but is remembered on 
the Le Touret Memorial in Le Touret’s Military Cemetery,  
Pas de Calais, France.  Over 13,000 names are listed 
on the memorial of men who fell in this area before 25 
September 1915 and who have no known grave.  David 
was awarded the 1914/15 Star, the Victory Medal and 
the British War Medal which was automatically awarded 
in the event of death on active service. 

Frances and her cousin Gregory have had a tree planted 
at the National Memorial Arboretum in memory of their 
Grandfather who they never knew, but think of often and 
of whom they’re extremely proud. 

David Lodge Senior (seated) with his brother James before 
going to South Africa 

Left is the Will of David Senior, below his name 
on the Le Touret Memorial and right the tree 
planted in his memory at the NMA, Alrewas 


