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WHY  THIS  WORK 
 

This digitized, edited transcription was originally planned to be a record of one member of a branch 
of the Itter family in England, however upon reading the completed manuscript, it was decided go 
one further and produce it in book form. 
 

After obtaining an original copy from Peterborough and realising that the book was now out of the 
copyright obligations of seventy years, I proceeded with the transcription, compiling it in digital 
format and applying an ISBN.  
 

To the reader, not interested in religious writings of that time, this book does paint a picture of a 
young English gentleman of substance and the lifestyle of that period when he was alive. 
 

Following a visit to England to research my Australian family roots, I had a brief chance to visit the 
beautiful City of Peterborough and to visit the Itter Memorial Park. A park that I consider the finest 
I have seen. 
 

Arthur Itter and my Australian family share a common ancestry, with both families emanating from  
Germany, Various members arrived in England during the 1800’s. 
 

Our Hessian history is further recorded in the old German book on Hessian nobility compiled by 
Johan Adam Kopp (1698 – 1724) in 1740 entitled :- “Short Historical Report on the Lords of Itter”  
(ISBN – 978-0-9875 709-8-7) 
 
Ian J. Itter 
2013 
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INTRODUCTION 
 

BY THE REV. M. E. AUBREY, M.A. 
 
This memoir has been written to meet the desire of Arthur Itter’s friends. It tells a straight forward 
story of a young Christian gentleman who would probably be greatly surprised had he been told that 
such a book would ever be written. His modesty was one of his most engaging charms. It is not 
likely that he ever realised his own strength or the hold he had upon the affections of others. He was 
the last man in the world to lay claim to exceptional gifts or any  special merit. 
 

But the story is worth telling, for it is of a man who saw his duty with clear eyes and who, when he 
saw it, did it with his whole might. Life might have been very easy for him. He had all that most 
men desire. He could enjoy what they commonly seek — home, social life, entertainment, music.  
 

He was no stern recluse, But a simple-hearted man who accepted happily and gratefully all the 
beauty and gladness of life. But his gratitude spelled itself out in service, Most of it very 
unobtrusive — the little, nameless unremembered acts of kindness and of love. As larger and public 
opportunities arose he accepted them with the same simplicity and  a manly, quiet dignity. 
 

It came about that, earlier than with many, his real worth was recognised. Heavy burdens were laid 
upon him, but he shirked nothing which he felt he had the time and strength to perform. He passed 
on, as we in our blindness judge, too soon, but his passing became an occasion for every cynic to 
learn that the course he chose was worth while. He has left a name and a memory to inspire those 
who knew him. In the days when the "good time" is so eagerly sought, especially in early life, he set 
his mind to seek a better time, and in his search did not fail. 
 

We who loved him knew the secret both of his success and of his inward serenity and contentment. 
“The love of Christ constrains" — that is written large in this book, which will not have been made 
in vain if some learn from it that loyalty to the vision of God in youth and in manhood, 
steadfastness in purpose and humble dependence on the things that are unseen are the royal road to 
the life that is life indeed. 
 

We take our leave of Arthur Itter in a sure hope that the end of the story is not yet. 
 

"Fight on, fare ever, there as here." 
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CHAPTER  1 
 

THE VEILED MACE 
 
New Years Day 1935 was a mild winter day of drenching rain. A young man emerged from the 
station at Peterborough to find himself in streets heavy with gloom. He hesitated, not sure of his 
road. A boy directed him, adding soberly, There's a big funeral here to-day, “I know," said the 
stranger, and went on his way. 
 

Rain, rain, rain. Dim light filtering through mist, drenched flags over the Town Hall, the Cathedral, 
the Guildhall, drooping from their flagpoles at half-mast. The man stopped to read the black-edged 
announcement in a shop window: 
 

This establishment will be closed from 1.45 to 2.45; during the Mayor's funeral. Nearly every shop 
had a similar announcement. Again he asked his way. He wanted, Park Road. "There is a great 
funeral there to-day," he was told once more. I know, he said again. And this time he added, “he 
was my friend.” 
 

His friend! But he could hardly realise that the man for whom a city was mourning was the quiet, 
unassuming friend with whom he had lunched in London such a short time before. That simple half-
a-crown lunch, without any frills, at a station restaurant, seemed  characteristic of Arthur Itter, who 
of the things he prized wanted always the best, regardless of cost, while he was extraordinarily 
indifferent to the quality of the lesser pleasures. He had so many really interesting things to do with 
his money, it had never occurred to him, thought his friend, that he should live up to his position. 
 

Arthur always hated "show.” His friend had hardly realised that day, as he was realising now, that 
the boy with the attractive modesty, and the winning smile, who had won friendship at sight in 
1917, when he came into the army hut and the company of the Artists' Rifles in camp at Gidea Park, 
had developed qualities of character and statesmanship that made him at thirty-five a great citizen, 
the first citizen of Peterborough, whose passing after a few brief weeks of Mayoralty was felt to be 
a civic calamity. 
 

Outside the Baptist Church in Park Road, crowds were standing in the pouring rain. In silence they 
watched the members of the Civic Procession alight from the coaches which the weather made 
necessary, and take their places to pass into the church. 
 

A few weeks before, on a sunny November morning, many of them had watched that Civic 
Procession, headed by another figure. It was “Mayor's Sunday.” The young Mayor, in his scarlet 
fur, lined robe, preceded by the mace bearer with the proud shining-headed mace over his shoulder, 
walked at the head of the procession. He looked well and happy. The Deputy Mayor, Colonel 
Arthur Mellows, this Mayor's life long friend, walked by his side. The other Councillors followed. 
The Mayor's scarlet robes and the blue gowns of the Councillors were radiant in the sunshine. 
 

To-day there was no scarlet, the Councillors' gowns looked sombre in the mist and rain. Over his 
shoulder the mace-bearer carried a black-draped mace. Colonel Mellows-walked alone. The 
procession passed into the church in a hush like that which comes in the Great  Silence. 
 

The body of the church was reserved, but the gallery was free to all. It was crowded. Many were 
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standing, and hundreds waited in the street, indifferent to the rain, 
 

There were many who had called the Mayor their friend; to-day they were filling the church  that he 
loved, the rich and poor, young and old. 
 

The men and women and even children. There were representatives of the professions and 
organisations with which he had been associated: the Church, medicine, law, education, science, 
sport, nursing, journalism, With them was the Lord Lieutenant of the County, and their Member of 
Parliament, and the Bishop and the Dean. 
 

To one who remembered Arthur Itter as a boy, a soldier, and a student, it seemed strange to think of 
him as a Chairman of Directors or Mayor of his city. But under the robes of office he knew there 
had been the same strong Christian gentleman he had known as friend. 
 

The rows of representative men were significant of the influence of Arthur Itter’s life. But from 
them many eyes turned to the empty seat and the muffled head of the mace in its socket by its side, 
the spot in the silent church that started unanswerable questioning. 
 

Arthur Itter was a music lover. The organist was playing Handel's Largo, one of his favourites. Then  
“The “Departure of the Soul," Presently the haunting melody “But the Lord is Mindful of His 
Own." 
 

The daylight was dim, the church was brightened by electric light. Around the pulpit were masses 
of arum lilies and palms and scarlet poinsettias. That was as it should be, for flowers were among 
the things he prized most. Over the communion table fell a purple pall edged with gold. 
 

After the arrival of the Civic Procession absolute silence reigned until the strains of Mendelssohn’s 
“Rest in the Lord “ Heralded the saddest of all the processions. For a long moment the thoughts of 
the people turned from the empty seat and the veiled mace, as the one who a few weeks before had 
stood by Arthur Itter’s side, radiant, proud and glad, sharing his Mayoral honours as Mayoress of 
the city, was led to the front, where the masses of white and scarlet flowers denied the final triumph 
of death. 
 

 That day the Mayoress, like her husband, had appeared full of life and health To-day her strength 
had gone and her world was darkened for a little while. 
 

Mingled with a poignant sympathy for a grief they could only partially realise, there was for some 
the clearer consciousness of a gift beyond price; given, then withdrawn, for a little while. 
 

A perfect love story; ten years of married love without a flaw; now death had closed the volume 
before life had soiled its pages. And beyond the power of death was the sure and certain hope of a 
glorious resurrection. 
 

The Mayor's Chaplain was unable to be present owing to illness. His place was taken by the Rev. 
M. E. Aubrey, Secretary of the Baptist Union, and a friend of the man whom the crowds had come 
out to remember and honour. 
 

A man honoured and loved by us all. the preacher said. "Our first note must be of thanksgiving for 
all that God gave us in Arthur Itter." 
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Mr. Aubrey spoke of him as he knew him, as an undergraduate at Cambridge.  
 

“Though modest to the point of diffidence he impressed us with the fine sound qualities 
of his character. He will be remembered by those who knew him for the abilities which 
brought him to so high a position in business, in civic life, and in philanthropic and 
religious enterprise.    
 

He accepted and carried gallantly responsibilities from which a less brave and eager 
soul would have recoiled. Wise beyond his years in judgment and in counsel, he was 
slow to speak, but when he did speak he always had something to say, and his words, 
spoken out of his conviction, carried conviction to others as well. He was utterly 
sincere. He scorned anything shabby or mean in action or word. He cherished the 
highest ideals, and sought to live up to them. In public life as in business life he gave 
his best, and freely. He loved this city and he spoke with pride of his share in its life. 
He told me of his interest in the hospital. His heart was large and his benevolence 
wide, but it never became a mere sentiment, because his sympathy was fused with 
insight and a compelling sense of duty. 
 

Behind all his work was the force of a real faith. He was devoted to this church and the 
whole denomination to which he belonged. His sympathies were never narrow. He 
delighted in all Christian fellowship, and shared the hope that the boundary lines 
which separate the Church of Christ might one day be wiped away.”  

 

“He was a great friend. Manly, fine-grained, kind, he had the love that thinks no evil, 
and we who held him in affection are poorer to-day for the loss of a noble, winsome 
Christian gentleman. He has left us the inspiration of a great memory.  ….,His life was 
a triumphant one. We expected great things from him. God had other plans. When 
death comes so soon to a life so full of promise it raises the old, old question in our 
hearts. Glib and easy answers will not serve. . . . The mystery remains, but Christian 
men recall that the greatest story in the whole world is of One Who died just a little 
younger than Arthur Itter, outside the city walls of Jerusalem.  Never did tragedy seem 
blacker, or life less finished. . , . Looking back after nineteen centuries we see that the 
loss that seemed irreparable to those who loved Him was the world's gain.” 

 

Though the mace stood in its socket, its head muffled in crepe at the side of an empty seat, and the 
city mourned, there was a triumphant note of thanksgiving in the minister's prayer. "We praise Thee 
for the valour of his heart. We bless Thee for his courage and strength, and purity of character, for 
his unselfishness and readiness to do Thy will. We pray Thee that Thou wilt help us from his 
example to serve Thee better in our lives." 
 

Once more the long procession in the rain. And at the end a beautiful avenue with widespread 
beauty of flowers under the trees on either side. A flower-lined grave. And then, Farewell, in sure 
and certain hope. 
 

I never saw anything like it, said the old gardener who had worked for him for years. If he had been 
one of the toppest men in London, one of the big ones, he couldn't have had more than that. Of 
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course he was Mayor. But it wasn't just that he could not find adequate words. 
 

It was much more, he concluded  pondering. But he left the rest unsaid. Many beside the gardener 
tried to express something of that much more. He was one of God’s gentlemen, A true knight in the 
service of the Kingdom. We have lost our wonderful and courageous leader. I shall never forget 
him. 
 

There are none in Peterborough who will not feel his loss. He gave such generous service to others. 
But one of his Sunday School boys explained the secret. “If ever there was a man like Jesus Christ, 
it was Mr. Itter," he said. Many who had known him felt that the boy was right. 
 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Arthur Itter – Gods Knight Errant - Revisited 

 
 

11 

CHAPTER  2 
 

FOUNDATIONS 
 
Arthur Itter, who was the youngest Mayor ever elected by the City of Peterborough, was the eldest 
of the four children of Arthur Werner Itter, originally a member of the engineering and foundry firm 
of Armitage and Itter, of Ramsey. When the brick-making industry in the south of Peterborough 
was prospering, Mr. Itter purchased an old yard at Whittlesey, which had become disused, and 
founded the modern brickworks at King's Dyke and Whittlesey. Later he started the Calvert Works 
in Buckinghamshire. 
 

Mr. Itter (Senior) was a bluff, forceful personality; a self-made man of considerable natural ability, 
with strong will and determination, and he succeeded in building up a successful brick-making 
business by his own energy and initiative. The office of the works was in London. He and his wife 
were both natives of Peterborough, but they were married at the Registery Office, Hendon, and after 
their marriage made their home in London. Arthur Itter was born at Muswell Hill; his two sisters 
and his brother at Hendon. 
 

As a small boy Arthur was his father's good companion.  Every week Mr. Itter (Senior) left his 
London office, to spend two or three days at the works in Peterborough. Very often he took Arthur 
with him, and the boy grew with the conviction that his father was a very important man. He was of 
the type of the country squire, with a dynamic personality, one who knew what he wanted, and 
whom men obeyed. He was a thorough man of the world. 
 

Mr. Itter took a conspicuous part in the public life of the Fletton district. He built a school at King's 
Dyke, in the neighbourhood of his works. It was opened July 21, 1904, by his small son, who was 
then four years old. Mr. Itter was a great family man, a genial personality among his friends. His 
household was an exceptionally happy one, and one who knew it from his boyhood remembers the 
"very jolly Saturdays" there while Mr. Itter was alive. Edwin Boden was the son of the Works 
Manager at King’s Dyke. He was five years older than Arthur, but they were good friends. Edwin 
spent his Sundays, as well as many Saturdays, at "Waverley." He and Arthur used to read their 
boys’ books together in the big kitchen. 
 

When Arthur was ten his father died suddenly, and Mrs. Itter was left with four young children. The 
brickworks were not as prosperous as they had been, or as they became later and she had heavy 
business responsibilities as well as the responsibility of her family. Life to Mrs. Itter was her family, 
and her children's friends. Looking back to those days, remembering them in the shadow of the loss 
of her eldest, she said simply: “I tried to do my best for them and brought them up as good as I 
could. When they are older you can't be responsible for them, but, Arthur turned out wonderfully 
well," 
 

After her husband's death Mrs. Itter went back to Peterborough with her children, to be near her 
own people who had a farm at Whittlesey. She remembers it as the year that King Edward died. 
They stayed in Peterborough for seven and a half years, and until he was thirteen, Arthur went to 
King's School in Peterborough. 
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He was always a thoughtful boy, painstaking and thorough in everything he did. The loss of his 
father at a very impressionable age had a marked effect on his life and character. He felt that he was 
the head of the family and his mother was his charge.  His sense of responsibility made him seem 
older than his years, and the attitude of others towards him emphasised this disparity. 
 

But he was a thorough boy, and there were times when his sisters and his brother found him a 
terrible tease, especially if one was inclined to be a "cry baby." He had a boyish delight in an air 
gun, and his victims were various — the postman's legs, his sister's dolls’ pram, and his brother's 
teddy bear. He used to shoot at anything he could see in the trees, but only in their own garden. One 
day a neighbour in Peterborough brought Mrs. Itter some lovely pears. When they were cut open 
heaps of little pellets were revealed, from Arthur's gun. 
 

But perhaps because he was the eldest, and had been his fathers companion, he was rather lonely. 
The three younger children kept together, as they described it. They considered Arthur so much 
cleverer than themselves. One feels that that opinion would have surprised him. He was without 
vanity, though he had a great pride in his "house" and his sense of responsibility was almost a 
religion. He never gave me a moment's trouble, his mother said, quietly reminiscent. He was good 
all round. A clean, splendid boy. 
 

In the quiet restrained commendation of the son whom the others knew to be “the apple of her eye," 
there seems a suggestion of the secret of much of Arthur Itter’s own character. Did he inherit his 
selfless disposition, and his restrained speech, from his mother ?  Mrs. Itter was never a talker, and 
she had no ambition to take part in public affairs, her daily paper was chosen for its fitness to her 
shelves  but though quiet and retiring she was the centre of the home; a strong personality, yet 
strangely self-effacing. She was essentially the mother. Her chief thought was never for herself but 
always for her children, and their friends. She had the grace of hospitality, and she was the 
presiding genius of her home. 
 

When her children were growing up it came to Mrs. Itter’s ears one day that one of Arthur’s friends, 
who was living a long way from his home, had been seen with a girl companion. The next time she 
saw him she said quietly "You know you can always bring your friends here." 
 

Arthur would have been quite content to stay in Peterborough and continue at the day school while 
living at home, but it was arranged that he should go away, to Bishop's Stortford, and it was 
probably the best thing that could have happened to him. Sir Arthur Quiller Couch, at the opening 
of the Memorial Hall of Bishop's Stortford College, May 5th 1922, claimed it as the "peer of any 
other school!, however old, throughout the country." 
 

There are ledgers of a former school where the present College now stands, whose records go back 
to 1863, but the present School had its beginnings only in 1868. It was founded as a Nonconformist 
boarding-school for East Anglia. 
 

Old ledgers show that the standards of right and wrong change with changing years. The Puritans 
who founded the School banished dancing, which had been a feature of its predecessor, but they 
were not so particular about alcohol. To-day wine and beer are no longer items in the accounts, 
while dancing is once again allowed. 
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The first Head of the School was the Rev, Richard Alliott, after whom one of the Houses is named. 
His portrait shows a handsome benevolent face, framed in the trim beard and moustache and 
whiskers of those days; with deep-set eyes, and curling hair. One who knew him well said Richard 
Alliott laid down a solid foundation of truth and an appreciation of the essential manliness of 
Christianity." 
 

Dr. J. W. Ewing, whose school life of five and a half years at Bishop's Stortford was during the 
Headmastership of Mr. Alliott, says: I owe to Mr. Alliott and the school more than I can express. It 
was there I gave my heart to Christ and had fellowship in the beginnings of the Christian life with a 
little group of boys, led by W. E. Blomfield, who used to meet for prayer in a classroom or in the 
fields near the School. 
 

The portrait of the second Head, Mr. F. S. Young, is very different with broad, athletic figure, and 
clear-cut, clean-shaven face, thin, determined lips, keen deep eyes, and scant, smooth hair. Though 
of different temperament he built well upon Mr. Alliott's good foundation. 
 

Mr. Young, an old Stortfordian, returned as Headmaster in 1900, when there were eighty-five boys 
in the School.  When he retired thirty-one years later he left a school of about three hundred and 
fifty. He has been called a ”great Headmaster." At school and college he was a distinguished 
sportsman, excelling in cricket and football and rowing. Mr. Young came to Stortford from Mill 
Hill School, where he had been science master for five years, and his interest in sports and in 
science was soon felt. 
 

Under his Headship the School developed rapidly. One after another, although there was no 
endowment and no revenue, new houses, classrooms and library were built; science buildings were 
erected, adjoining the main School House, and finally a Preparatory School was added, Gradually 
the School grounds of five and a half acres were extended to ninety. 
 

In 1903 Bishop's Stortford became an endowed Public School, and that year its first boarding-
house, outside the School House, was opened. It was to that House, “Westfield Lodge” that Arthur 
Itter was sent when he went to Stortford in 1912. 
 

To-day if one visits the College, with its large staff and more than three hundred boys, the gardens 
and playing-fields, set in the midst of broad, well-wooded country, one may recapture something of 
the atmosphere of the School that from 1912 till 1917 was Arthur Itter's world. An old Stortfordian 
has said. There were of course the temptations to be met which occur, I suppose, in every boarding-
school, but behind all these was a high moral tone which helped one to overcome them.” 
 

The well-built, many-windowed houses, and the nearly one hundred acres of ground, give one a 
sense of spaciousness and beauty in which life should develop richly. If Oliver Twist returned to 
earth as a Bishop's Stortford boy, and found himself in the large dining-hall of the School House at 
dinner time, he would imagine that he had come to a strange world. 
 

At the long polished table at the top of the room sits the Head, Mr., H. L. Price, who succeeded Mr. 
Young in 1931, with five or six of the other masters. Some eighty boys fill the long tables below. 
There is a delightful hubbub while they do full justice to the well-served food. On the tables are a 
number of large silver cups, trophies that the House has won for athletics, for swimming and other 
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sports, and on the wall hang the Shields that the House has captured. 
 

At the head of the Prefect's Board there is the name of W. E. Blomfield, who went to Stortford in 
the 70’s of the last century, and from there to Regent's Park College to train for the ministry. Dr. 
Blomfield was a distinguished Stortfordian; the high standards he observed, and the ideals he shared 
with others, in his delightful, whimsical, and original way, were those of the School in which he 
always took a keen interest, the School which had so much to do with the bent of Arthur’s life. 
 

For twenty-two years Dr. Blomfield was President of Rawdon College, and examiner in Greek at 
the Leeds University, to which Rawdon became affiliated. In 1925 he was elected President of the 
Baptist Union of Great Britain and Ireland, of the Council of which Arthur was later to become a 
member. 
 

In the grounds at Stortford there is a picturesque rock garden, the results of labour of the boys’ 

Master, an amateur gardener in 1913, and is kept up by the boys, who have their own gardens as 
well as their public work, as the Gardens Club secretary terms the construction work in the grounds. 
Outside the main grounds, across the lane is Westfield Lodge a picturesque house, with a verandah 
near which roses and jasmine trail; fronted by a broad lawn rich in shrubs and trees. When Arthur 
built the house in Peterborough that was to be his home he named it “Westfield” a tribute to his 
school life there. 
 

To-day there is a Memorial Hall, the fulfillment of one of the dreams of the Headmaster, the first 
Assembly Hall that the School has had, It was erected in memory of Old Stortfordians who fell in 
the War. 
 

In another part of the grounds is the Sanatorium, beautifully situated in a garden whose lawns are 
shaded by magnificent cedars and other great trees. It was formerly a private house, and was bought 
in 1926, largely through Arthur Itter’s generosity, and he also secured for the School valuable rights 
over the Claypits Farm, which gave to the boys more extensive playing fields. An Old Stortfordian 
recalls the time when on the only ground at the disposal of the School for Association football the 
two goal-keepers could not see each other. To-day from the upper floor of the White Pavilion, 
which is built in the modem flat style, there is a wide view of undulating country; meadows and 
cornfields, with woodland which is a marked feature of the district. The small town is hidden, but 
the church tower appears in the distance, above the ridge of the grassy land. 
 

A recent addition to the College is the Library, where the senior boys may study in quietness, with 
the help of the collected wisdom of the ages. It is a very pleasant room. One summer afternoon I sat 
at one of the tables, looking over old records, magazines and school photographs while through the 
open casement windows the garden gave its wealth of fragrance and beauty, and something of the 
past seemed to live again. 
 

Old photographs are very interesting when you are trying to trace the growth of a character. 
Sometimes a face changes so much that one looks at the youthful pictures with a smile and wonder. 
But the earliest school photos of Arthur show the same character, in essence, as the later ones; he 
went far, but he did not change his course. The boy in the school groups has an attractive face, 
thoughtful and serious, with a suggestion of shyness; a face one would trust. Later one meets it in a 
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larger group, eighty-six boys in uniform, the Cadet Corps of 1915. The character there is the same. 
 

Arthur started his school life at Bishop’s Stortford in the Upper III. Before he left he was in the 
Upper VI, Head of Westfield Lodge, Prefect, Sergeant in the Cadet Corps, and a member of the 
Games Committee. He was good at sports, but not brilliant. In both work and play he was 
exceptionally industrious and keen, but there was even in his school days some heart trouble, and 
although he persisted in his sports he was handicapped, being very soon out of breath. He was in the 
Rugby 1st XV, playing back and three-quarter back. The candid sports critic of the School wrote, 
His defensive play is good. but he is poor in attack. His collaring is very good, but his kicking 
requires improvement. He takes passes well, but he is slow to make much ground. These were not 
quite the characteristics of his life. 
 

The Headmaster had no doubt about Arthur’s ability, or his character. The boy's development at 
Stortford impressed him, and realising his gifts and qualities Mr. Young predicted for him a career 
of great usefulness. When he entered upon that career he gradually acquired the self-confidence 
which he lacked at school. 
 

But the primary influence of Bishop's Stortford on Arthur was not in sport or in scholarship, though 
he was successful in both. The primary influence was religious. The College, founded as a 
Nonconformist Grammar School, had become non-sectarian. To-day about sixty per cent. of the 
boys are Nonconformists and forty Anglican. 
 

Mr. Young, following the tradition of the first Headmaster, made the school a place where a boy's 
best impulses had every chance to develop. He took a deep interest in their religious as well as his 
physical and intellectual life. He expected the best from the boys. Like Dr. Arnold, he believed the 
development of Christian character to be the most important thing at school. During his 
Headmastership the tone of the earlier days persisted, and a more direct influence was exercised in 
the encouragement of boys to make confession of allegiance to Christ, to attend Communion and to 
join the Church. Mr. Young infused them with his own ideals of truth and courage, his passion for 
justice and fair play. He believed that a school should, as far as possible, reproduce in its life the 
problems which would have to be met later in the world, and that the boys should be trained to deal 
with those problems. Many of them took a practical interest in the Claremont Mission in 
Pentonville, and in the work carried on there by the Rev. F. W. Newland and his successors. 
 

Responding to the toast "The School and the Headmaster,” at his last Old Stortfordian Club Dinner, 
Mr. Young, referring to the problems of caste, said: We have done our best to meet that problem by 
our association with Claremont, and we have done something, at least, towards lessening the 
problem of the differences between nations by our exchange visits with a school in Berlin. I hope 
we have done something also to try to deal with that great problem of the differences between 
religious denominations, and something towards promoting unity and goodwill. 
 

Although the religious training was non-sectarian, and characterised by a charitable broad-
mindedness, it had quite a definite aim to prepare the boys to take their places as Christian citizens, 
and to lead them to become members of some branch of the Christian Church. Mr. Young instituted 
a Church Membership in the School which, after training boys in the duties of Church life might at 
the end of their school career dismiss them to membership of churches in their own districts.  
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The Sunday evening services in the School Hall were conducted by Mr. Young himself or by 
invited ministers, and the lessons would be read by School Prefects. It was in this School, with its 
strong religious influence, its loyalty and its good fellowship, that Arthur spent those 
impressionable years, from twelve to seventeen. He did not want to go to Stortford, he was the head 
of his family, .and his mothers right hand, but he soon found himself at home in Westfield Lodge, 
and discovered school to be a very happy place. He couldn't have been happier, his mother said, 
looking back on those days. 
 

Though he was fond of fun he never got into mischief. He seemed to be too interested in the 
hundred and one things he wanted to do to leave them for the things he should not do. He was 
strangely undesirous of the forbidden; his life had no empty spaces to tempt forbidden delights. 
 

He was very fond of books and of birds. His mother said: He loved to watch his pigeons grow. He 
always cared for gardening. He loved beautiful things, she said. Everything that was beautiful. At 
Stortford he joined the Crusaders Union, an organisation for schoolboys of all religious 
denominations, one of whose principal aims was to encourage daily Bible reading. Arthur observed 
this habit very strictly, and during the holidays he conducted family prayers every morning after 
breakfast. While his life was definitely religious he took part in all the average boy's activities. 
 

Though he was simply brought up, without any encouragement of extravagant ideas. His love for 
his mother was very great. When he was away from home he wrote to her regularly every week.  
 

While he was at, Cambridge she had a letter from him every morning. But Mrs. Itter never kept 
letters. We never thought this was going to happen, she said, regretting that habit too late. Her son 
was never a talker, but his few words were always to the point. He liked homely things and homely 
people, his mother said; not those who thought a lot of themselves, 
 

One of his hobbies was fishing. Later his friends used to chaff him, suggesting that he had more 
fishing than fish. But every true fisherman knows that it is the fishing that matters most, and he was 
very happy, when his life had become a busy one, just to sit by a quiet stream, on a fine afternoon or 
evening, watching the bobbing of the float with the pleasureable anticipation of a bite to keep the 
mind from stagnating.  
 

But during school holidays, when he sat on the bank of the stream with his sister, he did not get the 
peace he desired, his meditations were continually interrupted with the brotherly command “Do 
keep still.” 
 

There is a letter, written in pencil, on a piece of paper torn from an exercise book. His sister wrote it 
to him twenty-five years ago when he was first away from home. It shows their childish interest in 
animals. 
 

My Dear Arthur 
 

 I am just writing this little letter just to tell you what we are doing. Mamma said I could feed the 
pigeons so I feed them every morning and after dinner. Tommy feeds out of my hand sometimes and 
sometimes out of Lily's hand. The young one does peck when it feeds. The two little ones are 
growing and they get on those eggs and when I looked the brown one turned them off. I hope those 
eggs come off and then you will have to sell some if you have too many, won’t you ? 
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Kate took Harold and I to the theatre on Saturday and we had an ice cream and we enjoyed it very 
much, and when you come home I will tell you all about it. I will show you the programme. I should 
think your fish seems lonely without the other one.  
 

We all send our love. 
With love from your loving sister,  
 

Alice Itter 
The postscript sends two rows of kisses. 
 

The school years were a quiet period of his life, without any spectacular achievement. He gained 
Form prizes; played games; worked in the garden. He loved books and birds and flowers, and 
everything beautiful. He had time for his hobbies, photography about which he was so keen, and 
carpentering, and bird watching. 
 

The first thing he made when he began carpentering he gave to his mother, a little rack to hang keys 
on. It was always in use. He delighted in music. He revelled in Gilbert and Sullivan, and German. 
At school he was in the choir; when he was home, his sister Alice played his accompaniments. 
There was a terrible rumpus if I went wrong, she remembers. 
 

The War came, hardly altering the quiet course of school life, though bringing, sometimes, a strange 
excitement. Some of the School servants disappeared; they had gone to the Front. Some of the 
Masters too. The boys listened to military lectures. They began military training, as cadets, with 
company drill, and route marches. The young army marching down the drive to the blare of bugle 
and the roll of drum enjoyed the new experiences that had little likeness to real war, the new 
experience of darkness with the lamps of the lane extinguished the endeavours to block the 
schoolroom windows with a few tablecloths and a rationed diet with its tantalising limitations, were 
laughable items in the lives of schoolboys still outside the War. 
 

But there was another side, behind the jokes and the laughter there was a spirit of loyalty that 
served. Schoolboys have a genius for hiding their real selves, but they followed the movements of 
the men on the different Fronts, as far as they were able, and they were enthusiastic in their efforts 
for the wounded who were within reach. The thought of war was linked with Arthur last Prize Day.  
 

It was a perfect summer lay. The prizes were to be distributed in the New Field instead of in a 
crowded schoolroom. That had seemed quite an important fact. But in the morning there was a 
bigger one. The enemy came over. The boys watched the bursting of the shrapnel against their noisy 
aircraft. It was more exciting than the Prize Giving. The Prize-list showed:- 
 

     French  A. Itter 
     Literature A Itter 
     Science  A. Itter 
 

His Science Master, Mr. E W. Edmunds, remembers him as a good student, serious, hard-working, 
competent and interested. His mind was careful and accurate, he did well whatever he had to do, but 
I do not think he did wrong (later) in giving up science for commerce. His scientific knowledge 
must have been of great value to him in his special business, but science was never, I think, the 
dominant interest of his mind. 
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A little later the School broke up and Arthur Itter went home with his prizes, for the short interlude 
that divided the schoolboy from the soldier. 
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CHAPTER  3 
 

A  YEAR  IN  THE  ARTISTS RIFLES 
 

Mrs. Arthur Werner Itter left Peterborough and returned to Hendon about the time that Arthur left 
Bishop's Stortford. She had kept "Waverley" and much of the furniture, and now decided to go back 
to the old home. But it was never the same place after Mr. Itter (Senior) died. 
 

It was holiday time; the family were having a picnic on Hampstead Heath, their house was not quite 
ready for them. Before the others were ready to leave the Heath, Arthur came to his mother and 
announced he was going home. Stay and enjoy yourself, Mrs. Itter protested. “No," he said serenely, 
there are those blinds to be done. Yours must be fixed before you go to bed. While the others stayed 
to enjoy themselves, Arthur, just as happily, returned to "Waverley " to put cords and tapes to 
blinds, so that the room should be ready for his mother. 
 

That is one of Mrs. Itter's proud mother-memories. A little later he came to her with his confession. 
There’s something I want to tell you. You know I have to join up. There's one thing I want to do 
first. I want to be baptised. I feel that I shall have something to lean on if I am baptised. It will give 
me strength." He got better and better in his religion,” his mother said afterwards, remembering. “It 
seemed to have such a hold on him.” 
 

Another who remembers that time is the Reverend Rufus Jones, his minister at Hendon. Edwin 
Boden often went to the Baptist Church with Arthur. They loved the minister and thought him an 
orator. Though he would preach from thirty-five to forty minutes, he held the young people 
enthralled. He had a great influence on Arthur. The boy owed much to his friendship and teaching. 
Mr. Jones has never forgotten Arthur's radiant face that evening he came to see him, to tell him that 
he wanted to be baptised. 
 

They had a long talk together, and Arthur told the minister of the evangelistic services that had 
recently been held at Stortford, under the leadership of the Headmaster, and how he had dedicated 
his life to the Lord Jesus Christ. He wanted before he left Hendon to confess Him in baptism. 
 

He was out-and-out from the start, the minister said. Having put his hand to the plough he never 
looked back. He was radiant the night he was baptised. He was one of the brightest young 
Christians I ever knew. He developed into a fine character. At Stortford Arthur had been reading for 
an entrance scholarship in Natural Science, intending to go up to Cambridge in October, 1917. He 
was then eighteen and a half, and, according to the Headmaster, "an able boy” He was clever and 
keen, but plodding rather than brilliant. He was obliged to give up his studies for a time to join the 
army. 
 

Army life did not appeal to him, but quite at the beginning he found a friend. Ivan Taylor has 
written of that day. I remember an afternoon, I think it must have been during the last weeks of 
1917, when the Artists Rifles were in camp at Gidea Park, near Romford in Essex. A party of 
recruits arrived in Hut 47, and as soon as I saw one of them I pointed out a vacant bed next to my 
own, and from that day I counted Arthur Itter as one of the few best friends that God sends to one in 
a lifetime. 
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People talk of Love at first sight and in our case it was certainly friendship at sight. Immediately we 
accepted each other, and although in seventeen years we must both have changed good deal, Arthur 
always seemed exactly the same to me. 
 

Our army life was uneventful. After three and a half years of war it was taken as a matter of course. 
Neither of us was ever promoted or even punished, we just went through the routine and made the 
best of something that was alien to our real tastes. His friend's letters, written home from Gidea 
Park, give many glimpses of the life they lived during those months in the Officer Training Course. 
 

 Many,  now middle-aged men will recall a similar monotonous routine. 
 

    Get up—6 a.m. 
    Breakfast—7. 
    Physical Drill—8-9. 
    Squad Drill—9.25-10.30. 
    Drill—11-12.  
    Musketry Drill—12-1. 
    Lunch. —1-2  
    Drill—2-3.  
    Bayonet Drill—3-4.  
    Musketry 
    Dinner—5.45. 
    All in—9.30.  
    Lights out—10.15. 
 

The programme was varied by one or more route marches each week and compulsory sports on 
Wednesday afternoons. Saturdays were not so full. Sometimes they could go in to Romford and line 
up for a hot bath for four pence, followed by tea, which was provided by the Baptists at an 
extraordinarily cheap rate, and necessary shopping. Teas and purchases could not be on an 
extravagant scale when, after two salutes and a quarter of an hours wait, the recruits received for 
pay a hard-earned seven shillings. One canteen was famous for supplying a neutral drink known as 
coffee, cocoa, or tea, according to individual tastes. Officers-to-be began their Sunday in camp with 
strenuous domestic duties. Everything had to be spotless for the hut inspection at eleven o’clock, the 
hour that to some was “service time.” 
 

But they were all keen, and put the best of their energy into polishing windows, cleaning boards and 
boxes and stoves. When they looked round on the spotless tables, vases of tip-top flowers on very 
neat fancy handkerchiefs, blinds tied up with bright red ribbon, and a floor phenomenally white, 
they were as house proud as a young bride. But those to whom eleven o’clock was "service time" 
did not wait for the inspection. On a Sunday, they might be marched to a spot just outside the town 
and then dismissed, to go where they would, to the Baptist, the Methodist or the Roman Catholic 
Church. 
 

Occasionally they were less fortunate, and their church parade was brutally interfered with. That 
happened one Sunday after a wet Saturday scrubbing job, that finished a strenuous week. Ten hours 
amid filthy water and brooms, and a general chaos of innumerable army boots and mud on a wet 
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floor and then their Sunday morning spoiled. The Subaltern marched them all the way into Romford 
and all the way back.  
 

Several of the fellows had their names taken for having dirty bayonets. They would be met with 
their crimes later, meanwhile they sang, “0h day of rest and gladness." 
 

For about half an hour every day there was a battalion parade, a ceremonial parade with a band. One 
morning when the men gave rather a poor performance the Colonel kept them repeating it for two 
hours. Eventually two of the men fainted. The angry Colonel went to them and told them to come to 
him after parade; he wasn't going to give commissions to men who fainted. The unconscious men 
did not heed him. 
 

These “trained men," so lately senior boys in their schools, with a power of authority over younger 
boys, were now definitely under authority. They could not count certainly on any hour as their own. 
They grew hardy and muscularly efficient, with hands begrimed, hair shorn and faces weather-
beaten.  When they marched five miles, after a train journey, to spend some hours wood-cutting, 
they marched with pack and full equipment, ten miles in all. Not too bad, except the going and 
returning was the verdict. Amid much new knowledge they learned also something of the worries of 
the housewife, when on hut duty they were in charge of scrubbers who quarrelled all day long.  
 

There was much that was very uncongenial in the life in camp, and the friends made for themselves 
a harbour of refuge. Three of us, Ivan Taylor wrote, a Baptist, a Methodist, and an Roman Catholic, 
joined together and took a room in a cottage adjoining a country public-house. We shared in 
common a genuine interest in religion, and as soon as we could we would leave camp and install 
ourselves in our den. Arthur and I had some books sent down, we even read Latin. The room was 
especially welcome at the week-end, and at times we entertained our families there. We were all 
living on army pay, and remember that often we had to lend each other a shilling or two to pay the 
small weekly rent. 
 

While we were at Romford our battalion was responsible for finding the squads necessary for the 
military funerals in East London, and on several occasions we volunteered for this mournful duty. 
When the funeral was over we found ourselves free for the rest of the day and were able to spend 
some hours in London. It was in these circumstances that I was introduced to Arthur's very happy 
and then rural home in Hendon. I think I often envied his position as the eldest of a family of four, 
as I was the youngest of a family of the same number. Owing to the early death of his father a 
certain unobtrusive leadership seemed to come quite naturally to him." 
 

The "den" was a great boon to them, not least when their hut was isolated owing to an outbreak of 
German measles. All the men of the hut had to wear white bands on their shoulder straps. The bands 
were sometimes carried in the pocket, but this was unofficial. They were not allowed to go into the 
recreation room or the canteen, or in any way mix with the rest of the camp. On every parade they 
had to be four paces from the others. So shut out from companionship they found it a great 
advantage to have a room of their own.  
 

Their "hostess" provided plentiful teas, of which they took full advantage on Saturdays and 
Sundays; tea and bread and butter and jam in good quantities for sixpence a head. Arthur borrowed 
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my bike, his friend wrote, and paid a visit to his old School at Bishop's Stortford, and brought back 
a bag of cakes. Such presents were always appreciated. Apples, gingerbread, oatcakes, honey, nut 
fruit cakes, reached the "den” We would like some more, Ivan Taylor wrote, with thanks. 
 

They took refuge in their room every night during the time they were isolated, and on Sundays they 
spent long hours there with a good fire, which made it quite an “Elysium" Their room improved life 
immensely, In the evenings it was quite a magnet. 
 

The Sunday church services were never voluntarily missed. Sometimes Itter and Taylor went with 
the third of their trio, Smith, who was a Roman Catholic. At other times they went to the Baptist or 
the Wesleyan Church. 
 

The Church of England parade service was held out of doors this morning, so Arthur and I attended, 
his friend wrote. It was a glorious morning and “the school” was there as well, so 1 suppose the 
congregation was a thousand or thereabouts. The Padre was quite short but very fine, and in fact the 
whole service was very nice indeed. The open air seems to be more suited to it than the lecture hut. 
The Padre has a fine voice, and it was quite like old-time worship having the parade alfresco,  
 

To crown it all, we are coming out of isolation to-day, so that we are just leaving for evening 
service at Romford, for the first time for about a month. Arthur has had a school friend up to tea to-
day so we are all going to the Baptist Church together. During his year in the Army, Arthur met his 
mother as often as possible, but he did not miss the services. Mrs. Itter vividly remembers leaving 
him one Sunday, for her, “very late in the evening," because he wanted her to go to chapel with him 
before going home. 
 

The military funerals were events in the lives of the young soldiers. They offered a chance of 
variety and some extra hours of freedom. Ivan Taylor wrote an account of one of these outings, in 
which his friend shared, in one of his regular letters home. 
 

On Friday morning the Sergeant had to form a funeral party, and I found myself one of 
the twenty put aside for that purpose. We got off the usual Friday’s field tactics and all 
practised the drill. The Sergeant in charge is a thoroughly decent man, rather a 
blusterer and an ex-international footballer, not over educated, but a really good sort. 
He is a splendid instructor, and gave us quite an easy day, at the same time bringing us 
well up to the standard as regards the ceremonial drill. 
 

The six worst were chosen as “bearers” and on Saturday he asked for volunteers to 
make up the party, so Itter and I volunteered. 
 

After going through the ceremonial yesterday morning, when we were congratulated 
by the Sergeant-Major and an officer, we had lunch, or rather a very good dinner, at 
11.30, and caught the 12.26 train to Liverpool Street. From there we caught the 2 
o'clock to Hoe Street, Walthamstow. From there we trammed to Chingford. 
 

Instead of going to the house, as we are still in isolation, we went to the cemetery and 
waited about twenty minutes for the funeral to arrive. When the hearse reached the 
cemetery we joined the party. We carried the coffin into the chapel. The firing party 
went off to the grave-side and we remained in the chapel during the service.  
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The man who took the Burial Service simply murdered it, reading it unintelligibly 
through his nose. The relatives were poor people and I only hope they derived some 
benefit from service, it seemed quite wicked to me. Suddenly a man in working clothes 
made a dash towards us and pulled the bell, and I realised that the service was closing. 
We then did our work and joined the firing party at the graveside. 
 

When it was over our firing party fired three volleys, each followed by a heathenish 
row with the drums. The Last Post was then played, and we hurried off. When we got 
out of the cemetery the band played a lively march, and we turned our thoughts to the 
more congenial part of the day. Our duty was done, and I must say I felt like one of the 
hired mourners in Dickens”.  

 

Arthur asked me to go home with him, and so we paid a flying visit to Hendon. I enjoyed being 
back again in London immensely. Arthur has one younger brother away at school, and two sisters, 
younger than himself. We met the elder one, very nice looking and like Arthur, on the way to the 
house, and she had the surprise of her life, as we were quite unexpected. Their house is a very fine 
one with garden all round it, and in quite an open countrified part, facing a stretch of open country. 
 

Mrs. Itter made me very much at home, and we had a prolonged tea, not having eaten anything 
since 12 o clock, and it was about 6.15 when we got there. They were just getting into the use of the 
numerous ration cards, but we did well, as we had a couple of eggs each from some that Mrs. Itter 
had brought back from an aunt's farm at Peterborough. It was a glorious moonlight night, and we 
were fortunate in getting to Liverpool Street in time for some light refreshment. To finish up we had 
a moonlight march from the station to camp, and the Sergeant struck up a lively song, so we 
returned in fine style and wonderful spirits considering that we had been on “duty” all day. In a later 
letter there is an account of similar "duty."  
 

On Thursday there was another funeral so Arthur and I jumped at the chance and got on the list of 
pall bearers. After the ceremony the band played us some lively airs to the station. It seems that that 
is done purposely as our old Regimental Sergeant-Major, of thirty years' service in the Army, said 
that he had known men get depressed and commit suicide after a funeral.  
 

Anyway to avoid any risks Arthur and I went to a friend's house, which is just near the station, as 
we had three-quarters of an hour to spare. Unfortunately nobody appeared to be at home so we 
made a dash for the nearest tea-shop. Barring the Gentlemen’s Dining Saloons a la Lock-harts, our 
party had bagged all the accommodation in the neighbourhood, so we squandered our money on 
“minerals” and very expensive and rather inferior sweets. 
 

In this letter there is another good word for the blustering Sergeant:- 
 

“He was really one of the best and he used to make everybody work, and work more 
cheerfully and more strenuously than any other squad. He always gave us as much 
time off as he could. I owe my visit to Hendon to him. He was not particularly well 
educated, and always swore at his men, in his way, but as you would see him smiling 
the next minute nobody minded it, in fact they rather enjoyed it." 

 

Then comes a note of another piece of good fortune: Arthur brought some eggs back from his leave 
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last week so we are living in the lap of luxury. While Arthur was on leave his friend took a 
temporary dislike to funerals. It was Easter time, and at camp it was an era of bottled fruit and 
sausages. It became rather monotonous when they had sausages twice a day for several days, but as 
a man down from the line said: There are some things we shan't forget after the War. 
 

Arthur returned from leave with his "bike," and when they could get road passes they cycled out 
into the country together. Later his friend shared his early experiments with motor cycles. He also 
shared his first accident, when Arthur and the bike soared above him, while he remained 
comfortably pinned in the sidecar. On another day they took twelve hours or more to do sixty miles 
and then finished their journey by train. During our time together in camp Ivan Taylor wrote,  

“he would tell me a little about the family business, but I doubt whether another man 
in the battalion, apart from a school friend of his, knew anything about his future. In 
my own case, I little realised the responsibilities that were ahead of him. 
 

I think perhaps among the more striking points of his character was his attitude to 
people who went off the rails. The Army was a place where a large number forgot their 
standards, and I have known men who had been keen church-workers quite 
demoralized by their environment. They would drink and swear and adopt moral 
standards quite alien to their former life. But circumstances seemed to have no effect 
on Arthur, and when confronted with evil it would seem to have bewildered him. It 
almost seemed as if his own standards were so strongly embedded that he could 
scarcely understand how others could have gone astray. He never dwelt on others' 
mistakes, and self-righteous condemnation was completely absent. This made his 
influence among his few intimate friends peculiarly strong. One felt that anything but 
one's best was impossible. His presence made the mean and the dirty seem just out of 
place. 
 

Although he was not taciturn he was not a real talker. I remember his coming one 
night with me to see a minister whom I greatly admired. Both the minister and I were 
great talkers and we must have talked a lot even for us. I can see Arthur as we came 
away saying with that beautifully natural smile that his friends will love to recall, My 
word! “You did talk.” To him it was just a strange phenomenon, as if we had spent the 
evening standing on our heads”. 

 

The time came in 1919 for them to go to their Officer Cadet Battalions. Arthur went to Pirbright 
while Ivan was more fortunate in reaching an Oxford College. Although they were separated they 
managed to get leave and to meet for a day, both cycling to a town midway between Oxford and 
Pirbright. 
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On demobilization, Arthur went up to Cambridge and his friend stayed in London, attending the 
University. They were able to meet during the vacations, and his friend remembers many happy 
walks and tennis parties at Hendon. During their walks they talked of many thing’s, rarely of 
people. It was very unusual for Arthur to discuss people. He was healthily detached, and very keen 
in his observation of the things about him. To find a new gadget gave him intense delight. He never 
exaggerated. 
 

In the summer they took their holidays, or part of them, together. One year they went to Brittany, 
and another year walking in Devon and Cornwall. It was only later that Ivan Taylor realised the 
significance of the rests that Arthur was obliged to take during their tramps. He recovered very 
quickly and was able to go on again. None of his friends realised that he had an inherent weakness 
that would keep him from ever reaching middle age. He lived his life to the full. It was a 
wonderfully happy life, because he had found the unfailing springs of joy. 
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CHAPTER  4 
 

CAMBRIDGE DAYS 
 

   “I roamed 
   Delighted through the motley spectacle,  
   Gowns grave, or gaudy, doctors, students, streets,  
   Courts, cloisters, flocks of churches, gateways, towers : 
   Migration strange for a stripling of the hills,  
   A northern villager." 
 

And no less strange for a young officer stepping from the trappings and the rough life of the Army 
to the quietness of the study, the un-scarred lawns and sunny gardens, to take up again the task of 
preparation for the career marked out for him. 
 

When in 1919 Arthur obtained his discharge from the Army he entered his name, not for 
Wordsworth's College, but for Milton’s Christ's College, Cambridge, 
 

It was not a normal Cambridge to which he went in October of that year. During the war years 
Cambridge had been full, but not with students. In the early days of the war the Colleges had been 
pressed into service as hospitals. Long rows of beds lined some of its cloisters, filled with the first 
arrivals of that army of sick, wounded and dying destined in five years to pass through the three 
great hospitals whose more fortunate patients, when their wounds were mending, learned to love the 
beauty and peace of the “Backs," the College courts and grounds, as though they were themselves 
Cambridge men.  
 

The town with its wide spaces had been a mobilising centre at first, and later a training place for 
cadet corps from which, on receipt of their commissions, young officers were drafted to their 
regiments. Students were scarce except for a few who came from abroad, and some who had been 
discharged from the forces as unfit for further duty. Dons were scarce too, for a large proportion of 
senior members of the University had joined the Army and Navy or were engaged in utilising their 
special knowledge in different forms of national war service.  
 

During the terms which followed the Armistice, guest-students from America and the Dominions, 
prior to their demobilisation, had been taking special courses arranged for them at the University, 
the work of which was quickly speeded up to meet an emergency.  
 

A considerable number of former students returned to their colleges, old men as students go, aged 
by a lifetime of experience compressed into four years. Their ranks were thinned. Many of their 
former companions, like Rupert Brooke, lay where they made some corner of a foreign land "for 
ever England."  
 

Others went straight from their service into business or the professions. Those who tried to begin 
where they had left off were more serious than undergraduates are wont to be. Beneath the 
superficial gaiety, which was the inevitable reaction after their grim years, lay the full-grown man’s 
intent to make the most of their belated opportunities. They mingled with boys who came straight 
from school, four or five years their juniors, and they set the pace. Men who before the war had 
never thought of a University career took advantage of the gratuities  given them on leaving the 



 
Arthur Itter – Gods Knight Errant - Revisited 

 
 

27 

Crown Forces to enter, and the University met them by enabling them to take their degrees in two 
years instead of three or four. Those who were wise and could afford it, took the full course. The 
Colleges settled down in the new situation to hard work. University discipline was not easy to 
enforce against students who had been accustomed to command, but little was needed. 
 

In October, 1919, five thousand students, a greater number than ever before, and among them 
Arthur, as an engineering student, went into residence. He was happy in his new surroundings and 
he grew to love his college and the University. Its gentle river, the restfulness of the surroundings, 
the stimulus of the lectures and the laboratories, the inspiration of those walks and courts with their 
memories of famous ones who had dwelt there, must have meant much and brought healing and 
enlargement to a young, sensitive mind. 
 

    "I could not print        
    Ground where the grass had yielded to the steps  
    Of generations of illustrious men 
    Unmoved. I could not always lightly pass 
    Through the same gateways, sleep where they had slept,  
    Wake where they waked, range that enclosure old,  
    That garden of great intellects, undisturbed. 
    Place also by the side of this dark sense 
    Of noble feeling, that those spiritual men,  
    Even the great Newton^s own ethereal self, 
    Seemed humbled in these precincts thence to be 
    The more endeared."  
 

And Arthur Itter was a humble learner. 
 

Christ's College, a constituent college of the University of Cambridge was founded by Lady 
Margaret Tudor, mother of King Henry VII.  Among its sons were many who had won fame. Milton 
was of their number. So were Darwin, and that erratic forerunner of the modern Baptist movement, 
John Smith. Milton's mulberry tree is still in the garden, but the garden is not always shown. An 
acacia tree in the next court may do duty for it for cameras and inquisitive visitors. 
 

The Master of Christ's when Arthur was a student was Sir Arthur Shipley, who was noted for his 
kindness and hospitality, especially to young men who had served in the war. Most of his books 
were on scientific subjects, but in The Minor Horrors of War he dealt grimly with such details as 
were rarely mentioned in polite society. In him his students found a good friend. 
 

Arthur’s early faith had been strong enough not to be moved by his Army experiences. On his first 
Sunday in Cambridge he joined the congregation at St. Andrew's Street Baptist Church for his three 
years where he attended regularly. The minister of the church at that time was the Reverend M. E. 
Aubrey, now General Secretary of the Baptist Union. He well remembers Arthur Itter as he first saw 
him — a diffident, almost shy youth, with square, strong build and fresh complexion. In spite of his 
diffidence he gave the impression of sincerity and earnestness, and of being a man of quiet ability 
and real character. 
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He made many friendships, some of which lasted until the end of his life. He drew to himself 
fellow-students of various tastes and temperaments. Two men especially who were in residence 
during the same year regard it as providential, and will be for ever thankful that their rooms were 
close to his on the ground floor in the first court of Christ's. Those of Henry Hurrell, of Plymouth, 
were on the staircase opposite. Next to him was Kenneth Parkinson, of Ipswich. The three were 
constantly in and out of each others rooms for reasons which ranged from coffee to college prayer 
meetings.  
 

All three were Baptists and personal friends and admirers of Mr. Aubrey. They joined the Church as 
associate members and became members also of the Robert Hall Society which had been founded to 
gather together Baptist members of the University, and had been named after the Baptist hero who 
had formerly been minister of St. Andrew's Street Church.  
 

Arthur was a frequent visitor at Mr. Aubrey’s home, and partly out of that association grew his later 
keen interest in the work of the Baptist Union. He fitted well into Cambridge, and those happy years 
helped to make him the man he was in clearness of mind and steadfastness of purpose. 
 

He was a dependable and always helpful friend to have, the sort of man to whom you could turn to 
in any small emergency, as when you ran out of the inevitable coffee after dinner in Hall — a by no 
means infrequent occurrence; then the obvious suggestion was  “Let’s go and rout out Arthur for 
coffee." His friends suspected that he would often have to work late to make up for his hospitality, 
but about that he would never say anything. 
 

Kenneth Parkinson, now a missionary at Yakusu in the Belgian Congo, counted Arthur Itter as first 
and best among his friends. They were opposites in temperament, but shared the same ideals. He 
has recalled some of their days together at Christ's. “ 
 

Arthur and I have had private talks together many times in one or other of our rooms, 
he says, some too sacred to write about. I believe he used to say things to me that he 
rarely if ever said to other men. Arthur never wore his heart on his sleeve. He was 
single-minded and absolutely Christian in everything. He was very good to me. 

 

Many a time Henry Hurrell would come into the room at the bottom of the staircase to find Arthur 
sitting in his big wicker chair, smoking, and reading some scientific work. He was reading for the 
Mechanical Science Tripos and was always a conscientious worker. His friend confesses that he felt 
an absolute slacker beside him, but to vary the emotional pitch, he would tip up the chair, landing 
Arthur on his back on the floor and make him go out to play tennis. Sometimes they stayed in their 
rooms and talked. They discussed every kind of topic, the Baptist Union and Denomination, the 
Missionary Society, marriage, the handicap of relatives, Rugby football, the minister of St. 
Andrew’s Street, the right way of giving, primus stoves, and many other subjects. Like Cromwell, 
Arthur preferred to “speak things” His talk in College was generally of things, as it had been at 
school and in the Army. He believed in proving his points. One afternoon when Kenneth Parkinson 
returned to his own rooms at tea-time he found Arthur there drinking tea. The self-invited guest 
explained that he was only experimenting with the primus stove to prove that he was right in the 
argument as to the time that a well-ordered primus would take to boil water. 
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Both at Bishop’s Stortford and at Cambridge, where he played for his College, Arthur was an 
enthusiastic Rugby football player. He was also very fond of lawn tennis, and with Kenneth 
Parkinson won the long vacation college handicap doubles, for which he held the cup. 
 

Many of the men who came up to Cambridge in 1919 were married, but there was one such story 
told of them as related with delight, of an Oxford Rhodes Scholar. This scholar was playing in a 
football match and his young wife was watching from the line.  Suddenly a voice sounded across 
the field "Run! precious, run!" Cambridge men like to score against Oxford, and they felt they had 
made a point that day. 
 

Arthur had a full measure of the saving grace of humour, but rags and practical jokes of an unkind 
sort made no appeal to him. On such occasions he was generally ready to take the side of the victim 
even if it was not a popular part to play. One of his friends once became a butt for the humour of the 
man who discovered that the evening dress clothes that he was trying on for a special occasion, had 
belonged to his grandfather. They are in the family, was the shout, and the joke, greeted with a good 
deal of merriment, was not allowed to drop. Arthur put in his word and stopped it at the stage when 
even the victim was able to laugh at it. Squashes, those informal student parties, sometimes 
rollicking, sometimes serious, punting excursions and afternoon trips, stay in the memory when 
much gathered in the lecture-room has been forgotten. One of Henry Hurrell’s foraging expeditions 
up the river resulted in the capture of a brace of water hens which were duly skinned and roasted in 
his room. The amateur chefs accomplished the cooking by hanging the birds from a string fastened 
to the mantelshelf and basting them in front of the fire while they fried potatoes. History does not 
relate whether the result was pleasing, but Itter and Parkinson had to help to demolish the game as 
part of a four-course dinner, a characteristic student achievement. 
 

When he went to Cambridge, Mr. W, T. Mellows, of Peterborough, whom a friend has described as 
"a solicitor with the soul of a poet" who was his guardian and his father's executor, gave Arthur the 
right sort of advice, it came from a man with big human interests outside his profession. Arthur 
caught something of his spirit and owed much to him. Mr. Mellows wrote, You ought to take up a 
good position at Cambridge and make plenty of friends to prepare you for the responsible position 
which you will have when you become twenty-five. Get all the scientific engineering training that 
you can and, above all, go to the Union and learn to speak publicly with confidence, as this may be 
very useful to you in the future. We are expecting great things of you. 
 

During his college days Arthur found many opportunities for learning to speak in public, though not 
in the Union itself. That world-famous club and debating society of the University has a special 
attraction for those with political interests, and is a recognised training ground for future statesmen. 
Notable speakers are invited to speak at its meetings, and on special occasions the hall is thronged. 
The graduates take their places in the house. Few of them take much part in the discussions. Arthur 
became a life member of the society. He was frequently at the meetings, but only as a listener. He 
was far more at home in the Robert Hall Society, whose meetings were held in private rooms or in 
one of the rooms of St. Andrew's Street Church. There he often took part. The “Robert Hall" was 
one of his enthusiasms.  
 

He also joined the Cambridge Intercollegiate Christian Union, from its initials “CICCU" for short, a 
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body of Christian men whose leaders held those views that are commonly associated with the 
Keswick Convention. Its doctrines are evangelical and orthodox, and it lays great emphasis upon 
Bible reading and prayer, both in private and at special meetings. It has given to the churches many 
clergymen, ministers and missionaries. It is undenominational, and there Arthur made friends with 
Anglicans, other Baptists, and some who belonged to other denominations. Every Sunday evening a 
service was arranged in Holy Trinity Church, and a daily prayer meeting was held in the Henry 
Martin Hall. Bible study circles and meetings 'were arranged, and such speakers would come to 
address them as Stuart Holden, Arthur Mursell and Prebendary Webb-Peploe.  
 

The members of the Christian Union were open-air campaigners, they stressed the need of 
conversion and of a personal relationship to Jesus Christ. Small bands of them would go out to the 
villages round about Cambridge and conduct services.  
 

Often on Sunday evenings Arthur might be seen on his bicycle going to preach in some village or to 
take some other part in a campaign. Standing on an improvised platform of the soap-box variety, he 
would give a quiet, reasoned address, always in direct clear language, that could not fail to be 
understood. He never missed making the appeal to follow Christ. It is significant that it is 
remembered of him that, expressing faithfully his own convictions, he never criticised those of 
others. 
  

A close friend of Arthur’s during the last six or seven years of his life said, He was very reticent in 
speaking of the more intimate things of Christian experience, but you could not be much with him 
without realising that he had an inner life of communion with God that flowed out of sight. To hear 
him in prayer was to be made fully aware of it. 
 

The Rev. G. W. Elliott, a Peterborough Baptist minister, had many talks with him on all sorts of 
occasions and concerning all kinds of subjects. He says, I cannot recall that he ever gave any 
indication that the problems that vex the minds of the younger generation vexed his mind. He must 
have been aware of them, and he was too honest to blink them. It must have been that he had found 
a solution of all problems in faith in God revealed in Jesus Christ and by the way of a life 
consecrated to God's service. 
 

Douglas Clarkspn Piper, now a missionary in Palwal, North India, was another friend of Cambridge 
days. He entered in the term after Arthur Itter and first met him at a “Freshers” Squash" which was 
held at his rooms. All the freshmen of that term were invited to tea and to a talk afterwards. The talk 
led to an invitation to join the Christian Union.  
 

Writing from India, Mr. Piper says, I was introduced to our host by Kenneth Parkinson. I remember 
I was greatly elated at being admitted into a little group of Baptist CICCU-ites all senior to me who 
were up at Christ’s at the time. Henry Hurrell, Kenneth Parkinson, Arthur Itter and I were in a two-
fold way linked; we were all active members of the Christian Union as well as of the Robert Hall 
Society. Later we were joined by David Parkinson. When I became the college representative of the 
Christian Union, Arthur loyally supported the college prayer meetings which I arranged for Sunday 
mornings in conjunction with the Student Christian Movement. 
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Arthur often led the meeting. The range of his prayers was wide, going out to his country and to 
many interests beyond his college and personal life. Whenever he could, he attended the Bible 
Study Circle. Sometimes he would lead it; always he would take a personal part in it. He was good 
at holding the balance between the too critical and the too conservative, was the verdict of Kenneth 
Parkinson’s cousin, who entered Christ's College a year later than the others. David Parkinson, too, 
was taking engineering, and Arthur, who was a year ahead of him, helped him in many ways. They 
both belonged to the Engineering Society. Sometimes they sat together in Hall. They would discuss 
engineering and other mutual Interests, but not people. 
 

In nearly all the memories of Arthur, a vagueness about what he said is noticeable, but the 
impression of what he was is definite. He could be in a room with others and, though he hardly 
spoke, the quiet force and the charm of his personality was felt and is remembered, even the 
recollections of conversations with him are for the most part of a trivial nature. Piper, for example, 
though he honoured him for the kind of man he knew him to be, remembered most clearly 
discussing with him the kind of safety razor which produced the best result! 
 

At Cambridge he maintained his love of music. Recitals and concerts of a very high order are 
popular, especially during term time in the University town. He would always attend when he was 
free. In the vacations at home he had music in plenty. How his friends remembered the music, the 
songs that Arthur sang, and the warm hospitality of the home where his mother made her visitors 
welcome!  
 

It was at the end of 1920, I think, Mr. Piper writes, that I paid my only visit to his home. Kenneth 
Parkinson and I were staying with Kenneth’s cousin David in Finchley and were asked to spend an 
evening at Arthur’s house in Hendon. We went over in David's car, and I well remember the job we 
had in reaching our destination as we were caught in a thick fog. But the homeliness and hospitality 
which greeted us banished all thought of our difficulties. Arthur was always fond of music. I 
remember the songs we enjoyed together, and the enjoyment of the evening was largely provided by 
the excellent set of Gilbert and Sullivan records he brought out for our entertainment. Later we 
gathered round the piano for a sing-song. That is certainly an evening that stands well out in my 
memory, and I can recall some of the songs we sang together. 
 

   Twas on a Monday morning When I beheld my darling, 
   She looked so neat and charming In very high degree. 
   She looked so neat and nimble-o, A-washing of her linen-o, 
   Dashing away with the smoothing iron She stole my heart away. 
 

When I hear that song I always think of Arthur, David Parkinson had said. One other memory his 
friend in India keeps as “the most sacred of all." In those days Douglas Piper was an enthusiastic 
collector of autographs, and all his Cambridge friends were roped in to contribute to his album. 
Most of them, as might be expected of undergraduates, put in something flippant. Arthur begins 
with a verse from St. Mark:  

 “And in the morning, a great while before day. He rose up and went out, and departed 
into a desert place and there prayed,"  
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and goes on to quote Archbishop Trench's beautiful lines beginning: 
 

 “Lord, what a change within us, one short hour Spent in Thy presence, will avail to 
make." 

 

Mr. Piper says, I treasure that page in my album as I treasured his friendship. I remember the 
remark of my minister, the Reverend L. C. Parkinson, when he saw it, That seems to me to be 
characteristic of Arthur. I think it was, and it explains his later career of usefulness. Happy 
memories remain for his friend in India, of afternoons spent on the river, long rides together with a 
motor cycle and side car, evenings at the Union Society, a chance meeting, at a Baptist Union 
Assembly in Bloomsbury Church, London, a brief visit to his friend's home, the whole making a 
picture of a genial, and generous host, a loyal and sagacious friend (we who were about his equal in 
age, always looked up to his more mature judgment), and above all, a good man without a trace of 
the goody-goody in him. 
 

Arthur took a great pride in his motor cycle and side car. As a good engineer he did not care to let 
his less experienced undergraduate friends ride it, but he would often take one of them in the car. 
He kept his affection for his old school while he was in college, and during term he would cycle 
over to Stortford, but he always went there alone. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                  King’s College Cambridge 
                         (Internet Image) 

 

They crossed with the official representatives of the Free Churches. Travelling together the 
Cambridge men came to know one another even better than they had done in College. Arthur in 

 

Another of his hobbies was photography. During 
school holidays he had made the butler's pantry at 
home a dark-room, where he did his developing, and 
he kept this enthusiasm to the end of his life, latterly 
making experiments in colour photography. With 
characteristic thoroughness he would take pains to 
secure a perfect picture. He delighted in bird-
watching, and the sharpness of the photographs he 
took when he and his friends explored the country 
round Cambridge, with their detail of nests and eggs, 
showed the skilled and patient artist. 
 

In 1920 Mr. Aubrey who, as secretary of the 
Mayflower Council, an organisation set up by the 
National Free Church Council to promote the 
celebration of the 300th. anniversary of the sailing of 
the Pilgrim Fathers in the Mayflower, organised with 
the help of Dutch friends a party of Free Churchmen 
to attend in Holland the meetings and excursions 
arranged at places associated with the story of the 
Pilgrims. Mr. Aubrey invited some of the Cambridge 
undergraduates to go with him. 
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holiday mood was a revelation to some of them. They saw him sitting at the prow of the boat as it 
sailed along one of the canals, having an argument with his neighbour as to the correct proportions 
of the particular animal fashioned in ice cream which he was given to eat at the dinner in the 
Zoological Gardens at Amsterdam, or trying out his three-day-old Dutch on the waitress in an 
eating-house in Leyden 
 

Some of the undergraduates were entertained during their visit at the Missionary Training College 
at Leyden. They were impressed by the plain living and high thinking they found there, But they 
could never forget that, at the Sunday services they attended, four collections were taken one after 
another making unexpected demands upon them. Following the last collection came the sermon, of 
which they confessed they understood only one word, “Bolshevik"  They found some of their hosts 
considerably puzzled by their non-smoking and total abstinence from alcohol. They in return 
expressed their own bewilderment at the number of “Verboten's” (Forbidden’s) they had found in 
Holland. “Verboten” seemed to be everywhere.  
 

All their other memories of that visit were pleasant, except that of the discovery of the strong 
feelings which still existed among the Hollanders concerning the Boer War, which none of the 
students could remember, and for which they could certainly feel no responsibility; to a man they 
were lovers of peace. 
 

Before they left the country, they were invited by Queen Wilhelmina to visit her at “Het Loo" her 
summer home in Eastern Holland, where she received them graciously. The photographer in Arthur 
could not be suppressed. He took a picture of the scene in the grounds, he treasured it as a reminder 
of one of his best and happiest holidays. 
 

The following year he took his final examination in engineering and graduated Bachelor of Arts in 
that subject. So he rounded off a bright and happy chapter in his life. Those who knew him in 
Cambridge remember the conscientious worker, the firm friend and the young Christian, genuinely 
liked and respected by all who knew him. “I felt there was power in him,” Mr. Aubrey wrote after 
his death, and that he would do well in any career he took up, but I do not think that at that time any 
of us realised those gifts for public service which appeared later and were so fully and unselfishly 
applied and developed. Neither then nor at any later time was it in him to push forward to the front 
place, but his ability, warm sympathies and level-headedness came to be appreciated by those who 
worked with him. 
 

After Cambridge Arthur went to London, studied at the School of Economics and took his degree at 
London University as a Bachelor of Commerce. During that time he lived at home. Those who 
visited him at Hendon still recall his mother's hospitality and his own application to his work. 
 

It was at this time that another chapter of his life began. Always clear in his aims, Arthur was as 
definite and as loyal in his deepest affections. He had always a peculiar reverence for women; only 
two ever knew him intimately, his mother and his wife. These two whom Arthur Itter loved had a 
deep affection for each other which increased with the years. 
 

His sister's school friend was Annie Elizabeth Plant, known to her friends as Lyn. From the time he 
was in the Army, Lyn had been the only girl in Arthur's world. While studying at the London 
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University he went up to Peterborough. There he met her again, after several years. Later Lyn and 
her sister came to stay at Hendon. Before long Arthur and Lyn were engaged. Then they were 
married. The years that followed were rich in a rare happiness, and an ideal comradeship in service. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Arthur and daughter Margaret 
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CHAPTER  5 
 

MAINLY  ABOUT BRICKS 
 
After taking his degree in Commerce at the London University, Arthur Itter returned to 
Peterborough and became Works Manager of the Itter Brick Company which his father had founded 
at King's Dyke, Whittlesey, in 1896. Mrs. Itter came in at the same time as “Welfare Worker”  
 

Whittlesey is a fen town in Cambridgeshire, six miles from Peterborough. Like all the places in the 
fen country whose names end in ey it was once an island in the midst of marsh land. Whittlesey 
Mere was the largest lake in England, but since it has been drained and the land cultivated it has 
become part of a prosperous agricultural district at the centre of which is Peterborough. Whittlesey 
bricks and gravel have long been articles of extensive commerce. Between Whittlesey and 
Peterborough is King's Dyke an ancient causeway whose construction is attributed to King Canute. 
 

The King's Dyke Brickworks were situated about five miles from Peterborough, on freehold 
property of one hundred and six acres, below the surface of which was a valuable bed of Oxford 
clay, a dry shale known as ‘Peterborough Knotts' from which the well-known Fletton Pressed 
Bricks are manufactured. There is a  great demand for the Fletton brick. It is cheap to make and 
light and durable. It is the principal building brick used in London. 
 

Underlying most of the Fen Country are very thick beds of blue, stiff clay called Oxford and 
Kimeridge. In the early days of the industry, surface clays only were used in the manufacture of 
bricks, but since the introduction of machinery has made practicable the use of the dryer and harder 
clays Peterborough has become one of the largest brickmaking districts in the world.  
 

Towards the end of the nineteenth century the new semi-dry method of making bricks meant 
prosperity for the owner of the brickworks. Arthur Itter’s father was a prosperous man. The knot 
hole or pit at King's Dyke was one of the finest beds of clay in the Fletton area, workable to the 
depth of seventy-five feet. The Calvert Brickworks, at Steeple Claydon, Buckingham, were also 
established by him. Under this property was a bed workable to a depth of about fifty feet. A few 
years later it was estimated that the Fletton brick produced from this Oxford clay in twelve months 
was sufficient to build fifty thousand modern workmen's houses. 
 

There is something of romance in the story of the industry by which Arthur Itter’s money was 
made. Brickmaking is one of the oldest industries in the world. Men were probably making bricks 
more than twelve thousand years ago. When an ancient people living in the plains of Shinar 
determined to build a city and a great tower, they made bricks and burned them thoroughly. They 
had brick for stone and slime, that is bitumen, for mortar. But the city and tower of Babel were not 
finished. The people were scattered. 
 

During excavations at Ur of the Chaldees, bricks have been discovered bearing inscriptions which 
reveal something of the life of the people six thousand years ago. 
 

One of the most fascinating and popular stories in the world tells of the captive children of Israel 
being set to make bricks by their taskmasters. That was before the days of brickmaking machines. 
In making bricks by hand they needed straw. In order to keep the people from having time to offer 
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sacrifice to their God, Pharaoh commanded that they were to find straw for themselves and still to 
produce the same number of bricks. It is a queer old story, but So vivid that it seems to link the 
long-ago with to-day. 
 

Later in history the story was reversed. When King David took Rabbah, the royal city of Ammon, 
he made his prisoners labour at the brick kilns. 
 

We do not know when brickmaking was first practised in this country. Probably the Romans, who 
excelled in it, introduced it. After they left, the people forgot the craft for centuries. When all bricks 
were hand-made it was a very slow process, so it could not be extensively practised in an unsettled 
country. 
 

Arthur Itter was familiar with the brickworks from the time he was a very small boy, when he 
accompanied his father on many of his visits from London. He had a regular boy's delight in 
machinery, and there was more than enough to satisfy a child's wonder, in the boiler house, the 
engine room, the brickmaking sheds with their mechanical, presses, the kilns where the bricks were 
burned, and the large waggons for shunting from the private sidings that connected the Brickworks 
with the London and North-Eastern Railway line. 
 

During the months before the death of Arthur Itter’s father in 1910, it seemed that the tide of 
prosperity had begun to ebb. Though the Brickworks were still prosperous the outlook was not 
promising; it seemed hardly possible that they would yield such returns as they did during the next 
ten or fifteen years. The works grew until they became first a private company, “Itter Limited,” then 
a public company with a capital of £350,000. 
 

When Arthur Itter took over the position of Works Manager at King's Dyke and Calvert, Mr. G. H. 
Boden, who had previously been Managing Director of Itter Limited, assumed the same office for 
the new company, of which Mr. W. T. Mellows was chairman. 
 

Lord Passfield has set a very high standard for the works manager, whose specialised profession is 
organising men both brain and manual workers; he has to handle men in conjunction with 
machinery and materials.. The works manager is out for fullness of life, just as much as is the poet. 
 

In 1926 “Itter Limited” sold the works at Calvert and King's Dyke to a new public company called 
“Itter's Brick Company Limited” which also took over tileries at Hednesford, Staffordshire, and at 
Scalford, Leicestershire. The works were run at an increasing profit till 1928, when the combined 
output was about seventy-three million bricks and ten million roofing tiles pet annum. In that year 
the works were acquired by the “London Brick Company.” 
 

Arthur Itter was a member of the Board for a short time after the transference, and then he retired. 
He continued to have big business interests. He became manager of the East Midland Gravel 
Company Limited. Like his father before him, he took a personal interest in estate development, and 
became director of the City and Borough Housing Corporation Limited, Waverley Building 
Company Limited and of Northfields Estate Limited, with developments in various towns. 
 

He was never ambitious to make money, yet money came to him. Sometimes, he said, he felt almost 
afraid as he saw how everything in which he had an interest prospered financially. He thought that 
the explanation must be that the money was given him in trust, to use in service. His standards were 
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high.  
 

Once addressing a Young People's Fellowship he took as his subject “The Ideal of Service in our 
daily work.” To him the mere admiration of fine characters, and even the vague aspirations to 
imitate them, savoured of cant. He heard and answered the call of service that involved drudgery 
and the acceptance of responsibility. He asked, "What are we ready to undertake, not in spasms, but 
in regular, steady service? He had no faith in service divorced from practical obedience. 
 

To Arthur Itter the hallmark of a Christian was "the Spirit of Christ expressing itself in everyday 
living in a spirit of service” So many contemplate the life of Jesus as though they are watching a 
play enacted on the stage of history. “No other way of life will endure save that which is in 
harmony with the Spirit of Christ" 
 

In one of the small note books in which he kept odds and ends of thoughts, his own, or others' that 
he made his own, there is an entry dated May 6th 1917, shortly before he left Stortford:- 
 

“Men are needed in the world of commerce and trade, not to get rich at any cost, but 
to render a definite service to mankind. He who employs men and women under 
wholesome and cheerful surroundings to manufacture a useful product, who pays them 
fair wages and sells the product of their labour to the public at a fair profit, without 
adulteration or short weight, renders such a service. He who will not pay a living 
wage, who provides quarters for his employees not fit for live stock, who sells at 
exorbitant profits products grossly misrepresented and detrimental to health and life is 
much worse than a bad citizen. He is a robber, perhaps a murderer, and should be as 
such so regarded by the law. Another time he discussed with the Fellowship Problems 
of Daily Work, practical decisions which everyone has to make in the business world, 
emphasising his faith that each should add something to the stores of the world, and 
that the life of a good citizen must be productive.”  
 

He had a wide range of choice. Not only the things necessary to physical life and comforts, the 
work of farmers, miners, carpenters, are to be counted productive, he reminded them, but the 
service of such workers as ministers and clerks and lawyers. He echoed the conviction of Browning: 
There is no higher or lower. One form of work must not be set against another. The questions he 
suggested demanded thought. 
 
 

  What are the chief dangers in our modern life in this matter of production ?  
  What can be done with a man who won't work ? 
  Are we as anxious to produce things as to receive our share ?  
  Should we welcome a “soft” job ?  
 

Always his talks to young men and women finished with provocative questions. One would like to 
have heard the discussions they aroused. He gave several addresses on The Light that Jesus sheds 
on The Purpose of Life, on Suffering, on Sin, endeavouring to bring some questions we are 
compelled to answer into the light of the gospel. What light does Jesus shed upon them? He 
attempted to answer great questions :-:.  

   What are we here to do and to be?  
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   What is Life worth?  
   Is it worth while to have lived?  
   Can we find any purpose really satisfying in this 
    earthly life if we leave God out of our thinking? 
  

The essence of the Kingdom is a right and filial relation to God, and a right and brotherly relation to 
man.  
 

Life always involves right relationship to environment so we cannot leave Christ out nor ignore 
Him. Then he threw out a last challenge to thought:- 
 

    Why bring the name of God into this matter?,  
    What is our belief concerning God?  
 

Again and again his talks dealt with the everyday relationships of life in the light of the teaching  of 
Christ:- 
    What power does buying give into our hand?  
    What has religion to do with trade? .  
 

The question is a personal one to each one of us. Making and spending our own money we are at 
grips with the real issue. 
 

In the making and spending his own money Arthur Itter had not only a sensitive conscience, but a 
very live interest. There was no boredom for the friends he took to the gravel pits and over the 
brickworks; his enthusiasm was infectious. They carried away interesting new knowledge and fresh 
memories of a charming personality. He told the story of hand-made bricks, of the failure of the 
district through the exhaustion of the plastic surface clay, of what the introduction of machinery has 
meant to them, of the search for fields that would yield gravel, of different kinds of gravel and the 
various uses to which it was put. All my gravel, from our own pits he said, with a broad boyish 
smile and look, when his friend called attention to the gravel spread on a road along which they 
were driving. 
 

He would laud the superiority of brick to stone which gradually crumbles when used in city 
buildings, while well burned bricks become hardened, more resistless than the rocks from which 
their clay was derived. He called attention to the beauty of weather-beaten tiles with their purples 
and greens and greys; to the beauty of brick chimneys. Brickmaking was not to him just a source of 
wealth but a craft for utility and beauty and service. 
 

His faith that "there is no first or last" was seen in his appreciation of his workers. His attitude 
towards the men who worked for him has been described by a friend as one of cheery, gentlemanly 
comradeship, with interest in what they were doing. He knew his men and their families, and his 
men knew him and his family. One day, when Kenneth Parkinson was visiting the gravelpits with 
him, Arthur stopped to speak to one of his foremen. When he rejoined his friend he said with his 
characteristic smile: I shall probably be serving that man some day. He is very likely to become 
Mayor of Peterborough, and a good Mayor he will be. His manner suggested that he would count it 
a privilege to help him in that office. 
 

The work of public administration grew more and more important in his thought. He had nothing in 
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common with the man whose religion leads him to renounce the world, nor with the strange being 
who calls himself “Christian" and keeps his religion to one day, and one place, in the week.  
 

Speaking to the Fellowship, he pictured the world as a scene of co-operative activity on a vast scale; 
then his own city of Peterborough with its needs for feeding, clothing, housing and transport, 
demanding an ordered common life. Who is to do the hard work? All profit by it, but tasks must be 
subdivided.  The problem is to provide for each the job he can do best. Each man must be counted a 
sacred personality. Everyone must share, however little, in the hard work, and put a little more in 
than he takes out.” 
 

There is a touch of the shirker in the make-up of most of us; like Conrad's (Lord Jim) we have the 
soft spot, the place of decay, the determination to lounge safely through existence. Jesus warns us 
against concealing our laziness by idle professions, the worst kind of shirking. To him it appeared 
the duty of the Christian to accept the world and seek to redeem it, knowing that the Gospel can 
transform not only the individual but society.  
 

When a vacancy occurred on the City Council in the spring of 1929, Arthur Itter was asked by a 
number of citizens to accept nomination, and he consented to stand for the West Ward. To the 
electors he wrote:  
 

"The work in connection with the various large undertakings and with the extension of 
the Borough will entail a great increase of work and responsibility, and I venture to 
hope will lead in the near future to increased prosperity in the City. It will be my 
endeavour to help in this progress in every way I can, remembering at the same time 
that it is necessary to keep a firm hand on the expenditure of the ratepayers money, 
and realising that economy is one of the great needs of our time.” 

 

He was elected Councillor for the West Ward of the City of Peterborough. He was then only thirty, 
but as one who knew him said, Wise beyond his years. Among many letters of congratulation he 
received was one from his friend Ivan Taylor.  
 

His reply gives the keynote of his life:- 
 

“May I say that several times various people have asked me to put up for the Council, 
and though I feel it is perhaps a little early to have done so, yet the chance was one of 
a thousand. Yes, I do feel it is a great opportunity for service and trust that I shall have 
the courage and ability to do the very best I can. You know as well as I do, the 
difficulty of putting Christian principles into practice, especially on a large scale and 
against opposition, but in my case the will is there, and the way will certainly be 
sought after and I hope found.” 

 

In reply to a telegram from his friend Edwin Boden, he wrote:- 
 

 It was a kind thought which I much appreciate. I'm naturally glad the election was so 
satisfactory, as, though I had hoped to get in I "didn’t quite expect the result to be so 
good.” 
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Speaking at another time to the members of the Fellowship, he quoted words spoken at the Lambeth 
Conference which expressed his own faith:- 
 

“Peace within the nation and among the nations is bound up with the acceptance of 
Christian principles in the ordering of social and industrial life.”  

 

When he and Ivan Taylor met, again in the summer of 1934, he spoke a little of the work of the 
Council. His few words displayed that so rare combination, a developing civic pride and an 
unchanged personal humility. 
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CHAPTER  6 
 

ITTER’S BRICK COMPANY LTD 
 

(Whittlesey, Site 3 (Map 4) 
 
 

In October 1853 the Eastern Counties Railway sold this ten acre site to John and Samuel Peed. 
Presumably a small brickworks was  then started. The site remained with John Peed and in 1892 he 
agreed to sell it to Arthur Werner Itter. 
 

The agreement was for as down payment and nine annual instalments, but the site was conveyed to 
Itter in 1898, he having paid the purchase price more quickly than was expected. 
 

The remining part of this site, some fifty eight acres, was bought by Itter in 1895 and 1897: he 
thereafter built a row of workmans’ cottages on either side of the Kings Dyke road. 
 

Itter died in 1910 and his business was run by his trustees till 1919, when they transferred it to Itter 
Limited (registered in 1915. Only part of this site and a part of Calvert works were transferred  in 
1919. The remainder (farm land) being transferred in 1923. 
 

In 1926, a public company was floated, Itters BCL., which took over the business, but within two 
years the London Brick Company and Forders had gained a controlling interest and finally wound 
up the company in 1936/7. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Arthur Werner Itter – 1854 - 1910 
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CHAPTER  7 
 

BUILDING  THE  CITY 
 

There is a fascination about beginnings of places or causes or faiths. The story of the city that 
Arthur Itter loved, and of which he was proud, goes back to the year 655 and is rich in interesting 
history. 
 

An old Saxon Chronicle tells how Penda King of Mercia and Oswy King of Northumbria came 
together and said that they would rear a monastery to the glory of Christ and the honour of Saint 
Peter. And they did so, and gave it the name of Medeshamstede, because there is a well there which 
is called Mode's well. And they began the foundations and therein wrought, and then committed it 
to a monk called Saxulf. He was the friend of God, and all the people loved him, and he was very 
nobly born in the world, and rich, but, adds the chronicler, he is now much richer with Christ. The 
work so sped that in a few years the monastery was ready. 
 

After more than two hundred years of prosperity, the country was invaded by the Danes. They 
destroyed the Abbey Church and the monastery; the venerable Abbot and all the monks were slain.  
 

For a century after the invasion Peterborough was without monastery, or monks, or church, or lands. 
Then a second monastery was built and the name of the town was changed to Burgh, There is charm 
in the record of an old historian, Hugo Candidas. He says:- “Then wisely and prudently it was 
resolved by all in common that the place should be called by the happy name of Burch, that is a city 
according to these laudations: A city on a hill; (The Lord is great in the city of our God) nor were 
they content that it should merely be called Burch, but rather they so enriched it with lands. & gold 
and silver and divers things that they deservedly called it Gylden Burch, the golden city." 
 

Later, recalling the dedication of the first monastery, the town became the Burgh of St. Peter, or 
Peterborough. The Abbots possessed large estates in six counties, and, until the dissolution of the 
monastery in 1539, they had seats in the King's Council and the House of Peers. Not only were the 
conventual officers under the rule of the Abbot, but he was governor of all the tenants in his 
domain. Certain of the Abbots held important offices under the Crown. 
 

The Abbey came into the mainstream of great affairs, and its fortunes were for good or evil, closely 
linked with the fortunes of the nation itself. Anyone who has mastered its story has gone far towards 
mastery of the history of England. 
 

When the Abbey was dissolved in 1539, Henry VIII. converted the Abbey Church into a Cathedral. 
Peterborough became a city and the seat of the bishopric. Historians have recaptured something of 
the story of the Abbots and monks of the old Abbey that was one of the most famous Benedictine 
Houses in England, but little has been said by them concerning the inhabitants living outside the 
Abbey walls, and the system established by the monastic authorities for their good rule and 
government. Mr. W. T. Mellows, a former Town Clerk of Peterborough, who had so large an 
influence on Arthur’s life, has written that story. He must have talked of it too, and helped to make 
the boy who was left in his charge wise in knowledge of his city and its needs. 
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What is the Soke of Peterborough? a friend to whom he was showing his city would ask, puzzled by 
the term that continuously meets the eye. It was the kind of question to which he would have a 
ready answer. He knew a great deal about his city. 
 

The records explain that soc or soke is an old Anglo-Saxon word meaning "a liberty granted by the 
Crown to the subject, to administer justice or to execute laws, likewise a territory or precincts 
wherein such justice is exercised."  the district comprising the Soke of Peterborough is bounded by 
the None to the south, the Catwater from Peterborough to Crowland to the east, and the Welland to 
the north. 
 

With the formation of the Bishopric of Peterborough in 1541, the lordship over the Soke of 
Peterborough was granted to the Bishop. The third Bishop surrendered his rights to Queen 
Elizabeth, who transferred them to William Cecil, Lord of Burghley, who so became Lord 
Paramount of the Liberty of Peterborough. Burghley House, the seat of the Marquess of Exeter, the 
descendant of William Cecil and present Lord Paramount of the Liberty of Peterborough, is in the 
district of St. Martin, Stamford Baron. The Marquess is also Custos Rotulorum appointed by the 
Crown, and Chairman of the County Council of the Soke of Peterborough, which is a separate 
administrative county distinct from the geographical counties of Northampton and Huntingdon in 
which it lies.   

Peterborough is the centre of a thriving agricultural district, and is itself a prosperous industrial and 
manufacturing city. It has an important market with a large trade in corn and coal and timber and 
agricultural and other products, and a large cattle market. In the early days the centre of the town 
was the Market Cross, originally just a stone cross, with stocks and a whipping post beside it. The 
Abbots owned the market rights, and after the dissolution of the monastery these rights were 
transferred to the Dean and Chapter who became lords of the city.  
 

To the Bishop as Lord of the Liberty fell the distasteful duty of seeing that vagrants were whipped 
round the market-place and put in the stocks, and he was probably relieved to part with his civil 
responsibilities to the new Lord Paramount. The stone cross was succeeded by a single-storeyed 
building with space for holding meetings and transacting certain business of the town. This was 
followed by the present Market Cross reconstructed by the Peterborough City Governors in 1671, 
which served as the Peterborough Town Hall from the date of the incorporation of the borough in 
1874 until the opening of the new Municipal Buildings in 1933. 
 

The story of the local government of the people and City of Peterborough forms a very interesting 
section of the history of municipal government in England, although the early records are scanty. 
There is in Peterborough a strong civic spirit. Arthur Itter loved his city and was proud of it. 
 

He was a whole-hearted public servant and came to play a valuable part in its administration. He 
summarised the pleas for and against the incorporation as they were presented at a public inquiry, in 
July, 1873. The Lord Paramount and the Liberty Magistrates, as well as the Great Eastern Railway 
Company, were against the incorporation. Briefly, their objections were: that incorporation was 
unnecessary; that the rates would be higher; that the city was well governed, and that the present 
administration could do anything that was necessary to promote the welfare of the citizens. In Mr. 
Mellows, Fifty Years of Progress, he has told of the battle waged before the city was incorporated 
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as a municipal borough, and has on the other hand, the petitioners contended that the city required a 
Mayor as its chief officer, someone to whom the citizens could  appeal on all occasions on any 
matter which related to the public good; one to whom the people who required information and 
advice could go; one before whom they could lay their grievances, who would call public meetings 
and inaugurate schemes for the relief of distress.  
 

The people evidently thought of a Mayor as a very high type of public servant. They had high 
thoughts, too, of Aldermen.  The Aldermen, also, would be of great benefit to the city. They would 
be a co-optative governing body, free, impartial and not under the control of the ratepayers when 
councillors were afraid of spending money because their elections depended upon it. 
 

The Corporation would develop trade and add to the prosperity of the town. They would open up 
factory sites, provide public pleasure grounds, baths and washhouses, a covered fish and fruit 
market, a public library and reading room. The citizens would gladly pay higher rates if 
commensurate advantages could be obtained. 
 

The people wished also to have the police under the city’s supervision. They desired a new drainage 
system, and that the gas supply should be in the hands of a corporation. Their fine river, "the Nene,” 
was sadly neglected, the open market was very objectionable, and the town badly needed more 
streets. The main streets were paved with granite and were very uncomfortable to those who rode in 
vehicles. The other streets and the pavements were in a very unsatisfactory condition. 
 

The city was incorporated as a municipal borough In 1874. In 1888, under the Local Government 
Act, the Liberty of Peterborough was made a separate administrative county with its own Council. 
Its magistrates "hold not only commissions of the peace, but also those of oyer and terminer and 
gaol delivery, and His Majesty’s justices of assize have no criminal jurisdiction in the soke, though 
capital offences are sent to them under a special Act of Parliament." 
 

Many times I have been with Arthur on visits to some new enterprise of the City Council, his friend 
Kenneth Parkinson wrote, and he has with pride explained things in detail to me. At election time he 
was in his element, and was tireless in his efforts for the candidate whom he supported. He was a 
very popular canvasser. 
 

Once I accompanied Arthur to a meeting of the Town Council in the Town Hall, and he left his car 
just outside with myself inside. After a few minutes a policeman came up to see if the car was all 
right, as, I suppose, he recognised it, and I started to engage him in conversation. “Yes, sir, we all 
know him here.” He's a young man, but he’ll go far. He takes an interest in things! remember 
thinking at the time that that last remark was very true. 
 

Men enter public life with various motives. Some desire publicity, some see in it an opportunity of 
social advance for their wives; some are attracted, by a fight. None of these considerations had 
weight with Arthur Itter. To him public life, Local Government, was a channel of service. 
 

In one of his public speeches Mr. Joseph Chamberlain said:- 
 

 There is no more honourable position, and there are few in which any man can be 
more useful to his time and generation, than in the performance of civic duties. 
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And again, Local governing bodies have not merely to consider questions affecting the 
lives and health of the people entrusted to their charge. We have to consider also their 
happiness and their morality. 
 

The sphere of municipal activity is continually widening. There is need of men with 
influence, and education, and leisure, men of ideals, to place their talents at the 
disposal of the community. To the average man the position of Town or City Councillor 
appears less than that of a Member of Parliament, but there is no comparison between 
the usefulness of the ordinary "back bencher," who is little more than a looker-on, and 
the councillor who serves his city, and whose responsibilities, give him a growing 
sense of the dignity and importance of municipal work, a broader view of its duties, an 
increasing understanding of its obligations, and pride and interest in performing it. 

 

Speaking on “The Dignity of Municipal Service, Mr. Chamberlain once said:- 
 

I have no sympathy at all with the superior persons who sneer at municipal work at 
who are unselfishly endevouring to perform it. I have seen in the United States of 
America how the withdrawal of men of character and ability from all concern and 
interest in local work has depreciated the standard of public morality. In our local 
parliament we want men of the highest ability and culture to keep alive by their own 
example and in their own persons the knowledge and an appreciation of the 
intellectual requirements.  

 

Arthur Itter shared those ideals, but he never pictured the Church, as Joseph Chamberlain did, as a 
hindrance to the working classes, or as a machine of religious bigotry and religious oppression. To 
him his Church was first. But his civic service was not apart from his allegiance to his Church. He 
saw that Jesus planned for a world in which difference in capacity is taken for granted, and a society 
is healthiest when each member is doing his best at his own job. His job was to serve his city, as 
well as his Church, it was an essential part of his religion. He knew that private charity towards 
those in poverty is not sufficient. Christianity teaches a justice that is charged with love; that would 
leave none in need of the crumbs that fall from the rich man's table. Social service is an inevitable 
corollary to allegiance to Christ, as good Legislation is essential to good citizenship, and good 
housekeeping essential to a healthy community. 
 

Speaking once on civic responsibilities Arthur Itter said:-  
 

The real test of citizenship is found in our attitude to local problems. What is the duty 
to my own town? He suggested that the man who left all the local problems to others 
either because he was above such things, or because he did not want to trouble, or 
because “his citizenship was in heaven," should not use the street lighting, the police, 
or any other of the safeguards provided by the city. We receive and therefore we ought 
to pay. To him it was the duty of the Christian citizen to share the responsibilities of 
the life of the city; it was one clear way of showing his love to Christ. “1 was sick and 
ye visited Me," implies interest in hospitals;  hungry and ye gave Me meat, implies the 
provision of relief. 
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Following the extension of the Parliamentary franchise, the nineteenth century showed a rapid 
development of local government. Since the appointment of elected County Councillors in 1888 
there has been a continual increase in the powers and activities of local authorities, and a growth of 
small and important bodies with special administrative functions. All the administrative work is 
done by the special committees which meet as often as desirable. Every Councillor is a member of 
at least one of the committees, Arthur was on many, these report to the Council which decides 
questions of policy.  
 

The powers of the Council extend to nearly every phase of life. Beginning at the very beginning it 
has care for the unborn child in antenatal climes; for the mother and child at Welfare Centres. It 
controls education, in schools and public libraries. For the sick it provides hospitals, for the 
unemployed relief, for the aged poor a home. It has to do with the housing of the people, with the 
lighting of the streets, with the water supply and drainage, with road planning, with the maintaining 
of bridges, and keeping rivers in proper condition; its concerns are with the health and happiness of 
tens of thousands of homes. The local authority that does good work will attract the services of able 
and experienced citizens. 
' 

Why should we serve our city? was one of the challenging questions that Arthur suggested to arouse 
discussion and thought. And if we get no thanks should we stop? What should we do when we find 
ourselves in a community in which the Christian religion is either ignored, despised, or disobeyed. 
 

The incorporation of Peterborough proved to be the beginning of new progress for the city. A 
century ago it was known outside the borough only for its cathedral. Today, in the words of Mr. 
Mellows, the city is well paved and drained, it has fine open spaces and innumerable allotment 
gardens, its water supply is second to none; and vital statistics show that the standard of public 
health compares very favourably with the general average of the country. 
 

The Corporation can offer electrical energy to meet all the power requirements of a manufacturer. 
Education facilities are good. A survey of the past fifty years proves that Peterborough has kept step 
in the march of public and social progress and gives a livelier appreciation of the sound constructive 
and administrative work done by successive Aldermen and Councillors. A study of the minutes and 
reports of the Council reveals the wide range of Arthur’s interests, for he never undertook any work 
to which he did not bring keenness and knowledge and practical experience. The tribute of a fellow 
Councillor, who knew him all his life, has the value of first-hand evidence. From the day he was 
elected a Councillor, said Colonel A. H. Mellows, he devoted himself wholeheartedly and without 
reserve to the discharge of his duties, and he brought to our deliberations qualities of character and 
statesmanship which enabled him to play a valuable part in the administration of the city. No man 
could have worked more assiduously and unselfishly in the interests of those whom he represented. 
 

He was on a dozen committees dealing with civic welfare; knowing his standards and ideals this is a 
revelation of the human breadth of his religion; many of the questions dealt with were so close to 
the every-day needs of the citizens. The Electricity Committee dealt with the city’s largest trading 
concern; it discussed the provision of higher candle-power lamps in the streets of the city; it was 
responsible for the supply of electricity to Whittlesey and outlying parishes to an area of one 
hundred square miles, and it had to consider the construction of overhead and underground cables. 
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The members of this committee, having the responsibility for the lighting of the city on their 
shoulders, walked the streets to judge the fittings of the street lamps and the state of the lighting in 
general. 
 

Reading of the purchases by the committee of, electric cookers, one imagines a practical outcome of 
Arthur Itter’s interest in his friend's primus stove at Cambridge; knowledge, he had needed as works 
manager must have been very useful in deciding such an important question as the quality and price 
of the coal to be used at the Electrical Station. Judging from the records, members of the 
committees needed to know quite a lot about coal. 
 

The stores Committee of which he was a member, also had to be judges of coal and to understand 
the methods of dealing with “slack” as well as to judge samples of goods required by different 
departments of the Corporation. Brooms, brushes and floor cloths, mop heads, dusters, polishers, 
soda, soap, candles, boot polish, floor polish, and other necessities with which a year with the 
O.T.C. would have made a man familiar  
 

Occasionally the Electricity Committee were called upon to settle a wages dispute, consider bad 
debts, as in the case of the man who somehow damaged a lamp-post and could not be made to pay, 
a defaulting company that would not admit their fault, but so that nothing should disturb the 
pleasant relations, sent a cheque, “purely ex gratia” for nearly a hundred pounds, contributes a touch 
of humour to a meeting dealing with stern finance. 
 

We pause to wonder how much lay behind more than one businesslike record, and whether 
Councillor Itter took any further steps in these matters.  
 

A former employee in the electricity works writes asking if a situation has been found for him. He 
received the brief reply: “The Corporation are unable to find employment for him.'” A neighbouring 
optimistic Urban District Council asks for a contribution towards opposing the Gas Bill in the town. 
“Resolved," says the minutes, that the contribution be not given.  
 

Another of the committees on which Councillor Itter served was the Estates and Building 
Committee, which was concerned with the purchase of land, the building of council houses, and the 
improvement and enlargement of existing ones.  
 

All sorts of questions were sent to this Committee to decide. What compensation should be given to 
allotment holders whose land was taken for building purposes? What should be done with the 
produce that remained after compensation had been given? A happy solution of this problem 
benefited the Memorial Hospital.  
 

They had also to decide the question of sub-letting of council houses, and the transfer of housing 
mortgages; to consider the complaint of the tenant who alleged that the roadwork had made his 
house damp. Councillor Itter as a member of this Committee had such opposite duties as to inspect, 
with another Councillor, samples of dustbins, and to decide whether a portrait offered to the Council 
should be purchased for the Council Chamber. On the Housing Committee he was much occupied 
with arrears of rent, and notices to quit.  
 

Council houses were in great demand and the reserve list of applicants had to receive careful 
attention. The committee received reports concerning overcrowding; they selected the applicants to 
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whom houses on the estates should be allotted; they had to decide how much to charge for water 
used in connection with ice cream conservators. The question of pigeons kept by tenants called for 
discussion. Pigeons seem to have been popular with the people, but the Housing Committee was not 
sympathetic. Pigeons led to a “Notice to Quit.” 
 

The Water and Fire Brigade Committee, in addition to questions relating to such subjects as water 
supply and plumbers' certificates, had to decide the price and choose the patterns for overcoats for 
chauffeurs and uniforms for firemen.  
 

The Development Committee, of which Arthur Itter was vice-chairman had another kind of task, in 
the preparation and distribution of a brochure with map and photographs. The Finance Committee, 
of which he was also vice-chairman, was concerned with mortgages, sealing, repayment and 
conversion. It dealt with transfers, and Government grants, with sick payments and salaries; it 
received the accounts of the committees and issued orders for payment. In personal or public 
transactions Arthur was a careful and conscientious spender.  
 

He would always rather give a large sum than a small one because it could do more, he would rather 
give ten pounds than half-a-crown, but he would take thought to the giving whatever the size of the 
gift. Everything in which he took a practical interest gave returns beyond his expectations. It 
frightened him, he confessed. He felt that spending was a great responsibility, but accepted the 
responsibility for himself, and for  the people who elected him to serve on the Council. He knew the 
writings of a wise Victorian,  now old-fashioned “Twenty people can gain money for one who can 
use it; and the vital question, for individuals and for nations, is never how much do they make? but 
to what purpose do they spend.” 
 

Peterborough had long been in possession of certain charities which were managed by a body 
known as the Peterborough Feoffees, the successors of the old city governors. In 1907 the lands 
belonging to them were vested in the Official Trustees and the income administered by a new body, 
the Trustees of the Peterborough United Charities. In January 1933, Arthur Itter was appointed by 
the Council to be one of the Trustees. The duty of a Trustee included supervision of the almshouses 
in Cumbergate and Westgate. He came to know the old people well, and they looked upon him as 
their friend. The question of slum clearance, and of the feeding of school children was dealt with by 
the General Purposes Committee, who also dealt with the large problem of unemployment. They 
arranged that unemployed men should be given; road and footpath work, and that local labour, 
should be as far as possible employed in the construction of buildings. They also worked with the 
National Council of Social Service to meet the serious factor of the lack of occupation of the 
unemployed. 
 

Early in 1932 the Mayor, Councillor Mansfield, received a deputation on behalf of the unemployed, 
when he promised to raise a fund to relieve extreme cases of distress and to cover any cost which 
might be incurred in opening halls in the city for the use of the unemployed. Councillor Itter was 
appointed, with Councillor G. C. Hall, as representative of the West Ward, to administer the 
Mayor's Unemployment Fund. He took a great interest in the fund; he attended every meeting and 
gave much help in other ways. 
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Still other committees claimed him: the Guardians, Education and Public Library Committee, as 
well as the General Meetings of the Council, where Health Administration, Child Welfare, and 
many more questions that concerned the good of the city were dealt with.  
 

The big event in the civic life of Peterborough in 1933 was the opening of the New Municipal 
Buildings, the largest task undertaken by the City Council, when Councillor William Oliver 
Snowden was Mayor and Councillor Arthur Itter, Deputy Mayor. 
 

The Market Cross, which served as the Town Hall at the time when the Charter of Incorporation 
was granted to Peterborough, was quite inadequate; and was unworthy of the City. Today, it is 
claimed, the City has for the first time in its municipal history a Civic Suite worthy of its 
ecclesiastical and administrative standing and expressive of its living spirit for progressive growth.  
 

Arthur was proud of the Municipal Buildings with a just pride. They are stately and dignified, 
spacious and beautiful; from the main entrance with its massive pillars, the central hall with its 
walls of grey marble and its blue columns, the wide double staircase, fitting for the passage of 
stately Mayors and Aldermen, to the fine apartments of the Civic Suite.  
 

One walks through the quiet Council Chamber with its tall windows and symbolically decorated 
wood ceiling, through the Mayor's Parlour with lofty domed ceiling, and oak panelled walls, and the 
Reception Room with its green silk hangings and fixtures of bronze and crystal; wanders along the 
wide corridors looking down upon the spacious Central Hall, and in imagination re-peoples the 
building with the men who worked to bring it to pass, Mayors and Aldermen and Councillors who 
had pride and love for their city. His engagements on the Council, and on its many committees, 
which Arthur Itter so conscientiously kept, were in addition to the many interests and services 
outside their boundary. His Church had precedence, but his home was the centre of his life, and its 
influence pervaded all that he did for Church or City. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Portion of the List of Mayors 
for the City of Peterborough 

(Ian Itter collection) 
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.CHAPTER  8 
 

A KNIGHT IN THE SERVICE OF THE KINGDOM 
 

Although Peterborough is a cathedral city, and its history is largely bound up with the story of a 
great church, yet for many years Nonconformists have played an important part in its life. A local 
journalist has described the city of 1874 as “soaked in Liberalism and Dissent." But there was no 
bitterness between the Established and the Free Churches.   
 

The Baptist minister of that day, the Reverend Thomas Barrass, was given the title of "The 
Nonconformist Bishop of Peterborough”. Nobody disputed it, or thought it weird or extravagant. 
People felt that if the Baptists could see their way to accept episcopacy as the Divine government of 
the Church, Mr. Barrass would be one of their first Bishops. But Baptists have never been 
favourably disposed towards a divine theory of the episcopate 
 

Arthur Itter was trained in Baptist principles by his minister at Finchley Lane. He was received into 
the fellowship of the Church January 20th 1918, and, although he was very often away from Hendon 
during the next six years, he managed to have a share in its life and interests. For some time he sang 
in the choir, and he did splendid work, his minister says, as secretary of the Christian Fellowship. 
He was also, as he was at Stortford an ardent Crusader. Whenever he returned to Hendon, after he 
had made his own home in the Fen country he always went to see his former minister. The Church 
never appealed to him in vain; he kept his warm interest in it to the very end. After he settled in 
Peterborough he wanted to make some gift as a thank offering to God for blessing, and friendships 
formed, at Finchley Lane, and the following year he presented a duplex electric motor organ 
blower. The Reverend Rufus Jones, telling the people of the gift, explained that it was from “a 
friend who did not wish his name made public." One learns from letters discovered that there was 
much rejoicing when the silent organ blower was fixed, and in splendid working order. The organist 
was in his glory. 
 

In October, 1924, Arthur Itter joined the Church at Park Road, Peterborough, which has been 
described as a great Baptist Church. The Reverend G. H. Bebb was its minister, and a warm 
friendship grew up between them. Mr. Bebb was unconventional, impulsive, gay-spirited; he was 
known as a preacher of unusual power, and a delightful friend. He had a great regard for Arthur 
Itter, who was always absolutely loyal to his ministers, putting his Church before all other interests. 
His service for the Sunday School was typical of the man. When his duties were increasing and 
work became very heavy, and he was urged to give up some of it, the Sunday class was the last 
thing mentioned as likely to be dropped.  
 

He did not give it up even when he became Mayor. At Park Road he filled the office of deacon, 
leader of the Senior Department in the Sunday School and Church Secretary, 
 

Among letters which he kept is one from Mr.Bebb, which shows how his minister valued him. It is 
dated March ii, 1925. 

 

Dear Mr. Itter, 
I cannot go to bed before writing to tell you how grateful to God I am for your election 
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to the diaconate. This is one of the things I hoped for as soon as I heard of your 
coming to Peterborough. My hopes are not usually fulfilled so soon as this one has 
been. I look for much blessing in this closer fellowship in the work that is dear to us 
both. The truth is, I am very happy over the whole result. It is my conviction that I have 
a very fine diaconate.  
 

Your kindest wishes 
Yours in much expectation. 
 

G. H. Bebb” 
 

Another letter discloses the strange fact that the minister's people were not book givers. Perhaps 
they thought: He has plenty to read. Arthur Itter thought otherwise, when it came.  
 

" Many, many thanks for the book you have given me. I did not possess it, and that the 
reading of it will enrich my life, and, I hope, my preaching too”.  
 

A third letter, dated May 1st is in reply to an offer of a ticket for a tour and Conference in Canada. 
Mr. Bebb, who has discovered that It would cost nearly £150, feels that he cannot accept so much. 
"What I mean is, the result would not be such as to justify it. He suggests, instead, a holiday in Italy, 
and if possible Palestine, the next year. It would not cost so much, he says, and would be of far 
more value to me in my work than the Canadian tour. I wonder if you agree with me.  
 

To you, for your most generous offer, I am more grateful than I can say, and I will do 
my best to be worthy of so kind and generous a friend. The very thought of it will be to 
me a real inspiration through all the days to come. A thousand thanks—my dear 
friend.” 

 

Though Arthur Itter was a young man, and the people looked up to him as a leader, he never 
aroused jealousy in his seniors; they accepted the leadership as naturally as he did. They speak now 
of his wonderful influence in a meeting. If there were difficulties, and things were threatening to go 
wrong, they felt that his presence ensured safety. The prayer meetings were times of real 
communion when he took part. 
 

One evening, it was after they had lost their loved minister, he was kept at a Council meeting. He 
was only two minutes late, but everyone was conscious of a feeling of relief when he came in and 
walked quietly up the aisle.  
 

Now Mr. Itter's come it will be all right. The Reverend Gordon Hamlin, who came into intimate 
touch with him during the latter months of his life said, His wise counsel, his quiet tact, his courtesy 
and charm gave him a position of leadership, not sought but wholeheartedly bestowed by all in the 
Church. When the Church was without a minister, he guided its life, served its interests, and carried 
its burdens.His love and knowledge of the small village Churches around Peterborough seemed to 
his friend Kenneth Parkinson amazing. Like the Church at Finchley Road, they never appealed to 
him in vain. He had no false modesty, and he brought to each of his tasks, big and small, all the 
wisdom of which he was capable of. He visited the scattered Churches throughout Lincolnshire and 
occasionally preached in their pulpits. In the County Union he was the friend and helper of all. 
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Once Kenneth Parkinson asked him what he would do when he was elected President of the Baptist 
Union. He replied: “Everything I can.” 
 

His practical interest was not limited to the Churches of his own denomination. When the 
Methodists built a new church at King’s Dyke, his three-year-old daughter Margaret opened it. The 
building was of Fletton brick, and the sixty thousand bricks were given by Itter's Brick Company.  
 

Arthur, who was essentially a home man and devoted to his charming wife and daughter was 
perhaps more proud and happy when little Margaret, shy and sweet, in spring-time blue with forget-
me-nots, opened the door of the Methodist Church with a silver key, than when he was elected 
councillor. He had to lift her up so that she could turn the key. Then he held her on his shoulder 
above the heads of the people and declared in her stead: The church is now open. 
 

King's Dyke always had a warm place in his interest, as in his mother's. The sumptuous sit-down tea 
in the old day school, to celebrate the opening of the Methodist Church, was given by Mrs. Itter 
senior. The Methodists looked upon Arthur Itter as a great and good man and one of their best 
friends and helpers. His name is fragrant in the churches. Near King's Dyke is the village of 
Stanground in Huntingdonshire, on the bank of the Old Nene, about a mile and a quarter from 
Peterborough. The Church at Park Road had a mission Church in Stanground, with Sister Pauline in 
charge. The Church was composed chiefly of the families of men from the brickyards and the 
railway. Arthur Itter was very popular with them. They were delighted when it was announced that 
he was going to take a service. He never liked to take one at short notice because he always 
prepared very carefully It is difficult to talk about him, Sister Pauline says, recalling those days at 
Stanground. He was just one of us. Thinking of him, she thinks involuntarily of the words of the 
maid to Peter, as he sat by the fire in the Judgment Hall, Surely thou art one of them, for your 
speech, betrays you.  
 

No one could talk with Arthur Itter without discovering whom he served. You could not get away 
from the conviction that he had been with me Lord. Always his life spoke, behind his words. 
 

He gave his message to the people in simple language, but it always showed a high ideal, and was 
touched with the sincerity that inspires. After the service he would go down to the people and talk 
with them, as one of themselves; never aloof. It used to seem wonderful to Sister Pauline that so 
young a man should have such a sympathetic understanding. He did not need to be told when things 
were difficult, or days were dark.  
 

He would not say much, but his few words made all the difference, like the sun painting the 
rainbow on the cloud. In trying to recall his words many have felt with Emerson: “What you are 
speaks so loudly that I cannot hear what you say.” His love of music extended to congregational 
singing. Some of the well-known hymns seem specially associated with him, being among his 
favourites when he preached at Stanground, ”Crown Him with Many Crowns" and “my Heart to 
Thee, Saviour Divine.” 
 

One of the most beautiful memories he has left there is in connection with a Communion Service, 
for which he was responsible. 
 

Arthur’s religion was the mainspring his life. Colonel Mellows, his fellow councillor and life-long 
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friend, said sure of an active life it was the Church which took the first place. Writing to Ivan Taylor 
early in 1934, and apologising for his tardiness, he explains:- 
 

I have really been frightfully busy, Sunday is usually my letter-writing day, and I 
always write to my mother then, but I am afraid Sundays are getting crowded days too. 
I'm now Church Secretary as well as Senior Department leader so that means three 
visits to Park Road Church, and time for preparation, etc. Between tea and service I 
like to give a little time to the children. 

 

When through his retirement from the Brick Company he was freed from some of the exactions of 
business life. he looked round for service to fill up the leisure it had given him. His energy found 
outlet in new business undertakings, still more in the service of his city and his Church. By many he 
is best and most gratefully remembered as the treasurer of the East Midland Baptist Association, 
and as a member, and finally chairman, of the East Midland Area Committee. 
 

Referring to his work as treasurer his colleagues said; The Association Finances he watched with 
meticulous care and scrupulous fidelity, bringing to the task the combined qualities of business 
acumen and Christian grace, and giving long hours and much thought to the supervision and 
management of the many Trusts of the Corporation. For the service of tables was to him sacred as 
the ministry of the pulpit. The pots of the Lord's House were like the bowls before the altar. “Holy 
unto the Lord” was engraved upon the financial side of the Association's work, because all that he 
did was done for love of Christ and for the service of His Kingdom. 
 

The little things seemed just as important to him as the big ones, and one of his friends was very 
surprised to find, that at a time when he was dealing with large sums of money, in business as well 
as for the Denomination, he spent several hours at the church, with painstaking accuracy going 
through the Scouts accounts, dealing chiefly with copper coins. Another time he went to endless 
trouble about a small income tax claim for a little Baptist Church, as if thousands were involved. 
 

Personally he gave lavishly but not recklessly. He was careful in his giving. When he did not 
believe in a cause or a person he knew how to refuse. But he never refused the smallest request for 
his services, or the biggest, if he could answer it. 
 

Hospitality was one of Arthur’s delights and it was at a luncheon which he gave on behalf of the 
local effort for the Baptist Superannuation Fund for ministers and the widows of ministers, that the 
Reverend G. W. Elliott, then minister of the neighbouring Baptist Church in Harris Street, first 
came in personal contact with him. Baptists from the three Peterborough Churches were invited, 
and the Reverend M. E. Aubrey came from London to speak. Mr. Elliott had heard of their host 
from a fellow deacon of Park Road Church, who was a close friend. He had spoken of Arthur in 
terms of high praise which Mr. Elliott was inclined to discount. Afterwards he said, When I came to 
know him I found that all that had been said of him was true, and a great deal more beside. He had a 
most lovable personality, and if you did not come to love him it is certain it was your fault. 
 

He became a Park Road representative of our Lincolnshire County Union in 1928, and in 1930 he 
was appointed Treasurer of the East Midland Baptist Association in succession to George Massey 
who, by his diligence and promptitude, in the full and careful records he kept, and by his tactfulness 
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and wisdom in dealing with people set a most exacting standard. Arthur began at once to live up to 
it. A great deal of the work had to be done in his office, and many a time have I found him 
immersed in accounts or correspondence for the Association. In addition, all sorts of people had to 
be met. I have been with him on many occasions when difficult people had to be dealt with, but I 
have never known him to fail in sympathy, understanding, fairness and courtesy. His Baptist 
training made him faithful in small things as well as in great, the graces of the soul were born of the 
life that he lived with God.  
 

During the last four years I have spent many hours with him motoring to the County Union General 
Committee, and Area Committee meetings, and whole days in visiting trust properties and churches 
in Lincolnshire. Usually I shared a front seat with him and it was through those journeys, in the 
main, that I got to know him so thoroughly. We talked of books, of affairs, of men, of the many 
problems presented by the Churches. I have never known him say anything that was ill-considered, 
let alone ill-natured, irony, scorn, sarcasm were not the weapons of his warfare; he had no fund of 
invective, he had a rich fund of charity, and his charity sought always to cover the multitude of sins. 
 

It is needless to say that he had no use for the risque story. He was one of the pure in heart who see 
God. He revelled in the beauty of the North Lincolnshire wolds, and in the quiet but compelling 
beauty of the fens. I think it helped me to take him to my heart when I discovered that he had an eye 
for the beauty of the flat fen-land of which A. C. Benson speaks as “the most beautiful country in 
England.” 
 

Mr. A. J. Dillingham, who was a member of Mr. Elliott’s church, sometimes chaffed his minister, 
declaring that whenever he wanted his friend Arthur Itter he found that he had already been booked 
for “some Association affair.” On the other hand, when Mr. Elliott wanted to book him for 
Association business he found it a problem to fit it into his already crowded diary. Fresh avenues of 
service opened to him continually. In the interests of the Ministerial Sustentation and Settlement 
Scheme he often travelled long distances, and visited many churches and ministers. 
 

One can imagine how the needs of the minister and his family in the little village church, or in the 
poor down-town church, would appeal to him. One day I listened to a poignant story that shows the 
deep need that sometimes exists in the minister's home, beneath the mask of courageous 
respectability. Such stories became familiar to Arthur Itter as he went about the country, they roused 
his practical sympathy for courageous men and women in lonely places, who were their best 
without counting the cost. 
 

Some time before the Sustentation Fund came into being, one of our leading ministers visited a 
small village church, where he was announced to speak at a special week-night meeting. Because 
the village was out-of-the-way and the train service was not accommodating, so it had been 
arranged that he should spend the night at the Manse. When he reached the house after the meeting 
his host left him alone, and a few minutes later his wife came in with apologies. Her husband had 
been obliged to go out. Would the visitor excuse him, and have his supper alone. The visitor had his 
supper alone, a supper of cold ham and tongue, then he waited for some time in the small sitting-
room. But his host did not return. Fancying that the lady of the Manse was not quite at ease her 
visitor said good-night and went up to bed When he came down to breakfast the next morning again 
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his host was not there. He had been obliged to go out early, his wife explained, and had left his 
apologies. There were two boys' of about seven and eight, at the table, just finishing their breakfast. 
Their mother had had hers, she said. She put a boiled egg in front of the visitor, and near-by were 
the remains of the ham and tongue left over from his supper. The big-hearted visitor who 
understood children, and was too well acquainted with the look of hunger in the eyes of a child, felt 
a tightening of his throat as he saw the two pairs of eyes fixed on the egg that was to be his 
breakfast. I’m so sorry: I don’t often eat eggs, he explained. Can you help me.  
 

Do you think you could manage this between you? Their mother expostulated, but how their eyes lit 
up. I see, we'll put a mark in the middle to be quite fair, Now, which will have the top half? The 
boys eagerly watched the division. The visitor ate some bread and butter and drank a cup of tea 
while the children shared their feast. Still the host had not returned. When the boys had gone off to 
school and the meal was cleared away the visitor asked his hostess to sit down and talk to him. She 
was shy and nervous. She felt she was entertaining a big man and there were things she did not want 
him to discover. 
 

“You know why your husband went out last night,” It was a statement, not a question. 
“Yes she agreed, rather startled.” 
“And why he went out this morning,” 
“Y-e-s -------“ 
“The reason you gave me was not the true one” he spoke very gently. Tell me --- are you hard-up? 
 

Then her strength gave out, and she began to sob. Gradually he heard the story, of struggle and 
courage and devotion. She had been brought up in a comfortable home, her father had been well-to-
do. 
 

The young minister had fallen in love with her. It had seemed wonderful. They married. They were 
strong for the fight, it was not too hard because they were together. Then the fist baby came. It was 
harder. Her father died. The money that should have come to her had disappeared. A second baby 
came. Their income now was twenty seven shillings a week and a manse. The boys were growing 
and hungry, she could not give them all they needed. She never meant her visitor to know. Yes her 
husband had gone without his breakfast. 
 

She did not know her visitor. He felt a burning shame that such things could be in a great 
Denomination. That story hastened the securing of the fund that has saved those who give their lives 
to the service of the Kingdom from having to live in a poverty incompatible with their relationships 
to its King. 
 

To discover such hidden need in the small manse, and to help to supply it, was Arthur Itter’s aim, 
when he toured the country in connection with the Ministers Sustentation Scheme. The work gave 
him understanding of ministers and a warm liking for them. He never grudged taking a long journey 
from Peterborough to interview a minister or a Church in a difficult situation. The Sustentation 
Fund of the Baptist Union was launched in 1914, with a capital of £250,000, and its object was to 
provide that ministers should receive a minimum stipend of £70 a year. This was the pre-war 
standard. Two years later, owing to the higher cost of living, the minimum was raised to £120, and 
in 1920 to £160, and additional grants were made for children. 
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The Fund by its grants enables more than six hundred of our poorer Churches to give to their 
ministers a salary which is at least up to subsistence level. Without its help many small Churches 
would have no minister, and ministers of many other Churches would be in poverty. Through the 
help of the Fund Churches are opened in new districts. 
 

Every year applications from over six hundred Churches are received, and nearly £24,000 is voted 
to them. The interest on the capital fund is supplemented by an annual collection in the churches, 
and by personal gifts. Within recent years a hundred and twenty of the aided Churches have become 
self-supporting.  Many of the village Churches provide talent and character which go to enrich the 
larger city Churches. The city is debtor to the village. Arthur was a generous contributor to the 
Sustentation Fund, and became a member of the Executive Committee in 1930. In 1934 six hundred 
Churches received sustentation grants. He was also practically interested in the Superannuation 
Fund, and was elected to serve on its Executive Committee in 1932. In 1934 one hundred and 
eighty-four ministers and a hundred and fifteen widows were receiving superannuation benefit. 
Baptist history was familiar to Arthur, and he was keenly interested in the records of the Baptist 
Union. In 1930 he was elected on the Council of the Union. His non-Baptist friends may be 
interested in some gleanings from the history of the largest Protestant communion in the world, 
which has its representatives on every continent.  
 

In the sixteenth, seventeenth, and eighteenth century Baptists suffered much persecution. Per-
secution drew them closer together. The need of Union began to be recognised.  
 

In his Story of the English Baptists Dr. Carlile says, The Churches resembled those petty states 
which cover whole empires under feudal dominion. They needed welding together, so that the 
power of each one be directed to the advantage of all, and strength of the whole brought for the 
succour and defence of each. In 1812 certain ministers met to consider the formation of a Baptist 
Union. The Union was inaugurated by about sixty men who were the seers of the denomination.  
 

Though not a great success it struggled on for twenty years, when a definite effort to reorganise and 
revitalise it was made. Among Baptists were many whose belief in individualism hindered co-
operation. The individualists believed that the Church was often the most effective barrier to the 
spread of Christianity. Their opposition was not only to the Baptist Union, but to any union likely to 
become strong enough to control individual action. 
 

The new Baptist Union was formed, or the old took a new lease of life in 1835, with the Reverend 
James Upton as its first president. By 1865 it had begun to be a real factor in the denomination; 
Baptists were coming out from their narrower isolation, to take part in broader fellowship. 
Gradually it was seen that the people called Baptists were not a poor and feeble folk whom others 
might despise, among them were men and women of spiritual power, of large vision, and of broad 
culture; men who had the qualities of statesmanship. Their Union was strength. To-day there is a 
Baptist Union of Great Britain and Ireland, consisting of Churches, Association of Churches, 
Colleges, and personal members, whose objects are :- 
 

 To cultivate among its own members respect and love for one another, and for all who 
love our Lord Jesus Christ. To spread the gospel of Jesus Christ. ... To afford 
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opportunity  for conference. ... To promote fraternal relations between Baptists in this 
and in other countries. . . . To maintain the right of all men everywhere to freedom 
from disadvantage, restraint and taxation in matters purely religious." 

 

The Baptist Union has meant a new sense of companionship to many a minister ploughing a lonely 
furrow. The enlarging activities of the Union necessitated that it should have a home of its own. 
When the Baptist Twentieth Century Fund of a quarter of a million pounds was raised, a definite 
sum was set aside for the erection of a Baptist Church House, which should be the headquarters of 
the Union. The result was the classic building in Southampton Row. The site was secured when the 
London County Council was making a new thoroughfare from the Strand to Holborn, Kingsgate 
Street Baptist Chapel was pulled down. A new building was erected partly on the site of the old 
chapel and partly upon land given in compensation for the demolition. Some may remember 
Kingsgate Street as the home of Mrs. Sarah Gamp; to others it is of interest because its chapel was 
the descendant of Eagle Street, and the library of the Baptist Union is on the site of the old chapel 
where Dr. Andrew Gifford, sub-librarian of the British Museum, ministered to crowded 
congregations for nearly fifty years  
 

The Church House was opened in 1904. Since then it has seen big enterprises launched, it has many 
times been the centre of rich social fellowship. Arthur Itter was justly proud of the building in 
which his friend and former pastor had his headquarters as General Secretary. 
 

Not long ago a devoted member of Spurgeon’s Tabernacle, well over ninety years old, visited the 
Baptist Church House for the first time, and I had the delight of showing him round. He was 
astonished at the spacious comfortable visitors room, and looked wonderingly at the famous picture 
of the baptism of our Lord, at the terra cotta panel over the fireplace, representing Christian 
receiving the scroll, and at the portraits in oils which keep great men in memory. he saw the Council 
Chamber, with its tiered semicircular rows of cushioned seats, at the terra cotta panel showing the 
freeing of the slaves, and the large oak-panelled library with its books and its portraits; the 
committee room, the offices, and finally the room nearest the stars to which visitors from near and 
distant places find their way the Editorial Office of the Baptist Times. 
 

There he had tea. When I went down in the lift with him afterwards his face was radiant. He took a 
last look at the life-size statue of his beloved C. H. Spurgeon in the entrance hall then he turned to 
me and said, with a strange emotion, I had no idea we had a place like this! This has been a red-
letter day in my life. The operations of the Union are conducted by a Council which appoints from 
its members separate committees for special purposes. From small beginnings the Union has grown 
to a very large organisation, with many departments, dealing with Women's Work, Church 
Extension, Moral and Social Questions, And a number of other branches of religious work, behind 
whose rather ponderous titles are stories of beauty and strength and pathos, as those revealed by the 
working of the "Ministerial Settlement and Sustentation” in which Arthur was so interested.  
 

After his election to the Baptist Union Council he served on its Finance and other Committees. He 
was seldom absent from its meetings, and always went to them prepared for the business to be 
transacted. He hesitated to take part in discussion, but when he spoke, his colleagues said he 
revealed clarity, independence of ment and reserves of force that were unsuspected. His words in 
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conference, which were never many, carried weight. He gained influence by the sheer goodness. 
 

Gentle, sincere, he looked at things with open eyes and said frankly what he saw. His spirit was 
reverent and eager, and he obediently and willingly accepted any leading that seemed to come from 
God, to Whom he had early dedicated his life and Whom he loved with his whole heart and mind.  
 

He said “Yes" continually to calls to service but sometimes he was obliged to say no. He gave 
active support to the Baptist Missionary Society ; and to the Baptist Laymen’s Movement of which 
he had to decline the invitation to become secretary. He was also unable to accept the invitation to 
become Treasurer of the Baptist Union, in association with Mr. Herbert Marnham who had done 
such great work for the Denomination in managing the intricacies of its finance, and handling and 
administering its trust funds, for thirty-four years. Mr. Marnham declined more imposing that which 
was to him the highest that a man could receive: a Christian gentleman. Herbert Marnham was 
called to lay down his life's work less than four months after Arthur.  
 

The Laymen's Missionary Movement, of whose Council Arthur Itter was a member, exists to 
marshal men for the missionary enterprise of the Baptist Church. It seeks to band men together in a 
movement that is as wide as the denomination. It aims to enroll the men of churches in fellowship 
and in service for the Kingdom of God throughout the world and to form individual members into 
groups connected with one church or the churches of a town or district. One of Arthur’s strong 
desires, perhaps born of the Head's teaching in the Bishop's Stortford days was for the unity of the 
Churches.  
 

Though he was definitely a Baptist, he was never narrowly sectarian. While in the Army he went to 
worship with his Methodist friend and with his Roman Catholic friend, and they joined him at the 
Baptist Chapel.  Afterwards he served any Church as far as he was able, no other ever took the place 
of his own. He was one of those who signed A Plea for Unity between Baptist, Congregational and 
Presbyterian Churches in England, and did not discover that the realisation is not quite the same as 
the dream. The document stated:- 
 

 “Loyalty to Christ always calls for the closest possible unity amongst His followers, ... 
We believe the time has fully come for much closer co-operation and unity between our 
denominations in England. The way forward in Christian Unity seems to be for those 
denominations closest together in history, faith and order to come together. We plead 
for a unity of comprehension, not of compromise, in which all would be free to witness 
in the united Church for the truths hitherto cherished in isolation. So would a richer 
fellowship be born, and all stand to gain from the wealth which each denomination has 
garnered from its history of thought and life. The same spirit of loyalty to our Lord 
which led our forefathers to separate themselves from the Church of their day and 
from one another is today impelling us to a closer unity in His service.” 

 

 An essential part of Arthur Itter’s religion was his giving.  First and last he gave himself; with 
himself he gave his service, and he gave his money, always simply, without ostentation. Many 
kindly stories have since been revealed of  gifts that were not known at the time even by his nearest.  
 

One day he went up to the Church House full of a generous plan for a needy church. He saw Mr. 
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Aubrey in his room and told him what he wanted to do. He was very eager about it, not thinking of 
the bigness of the gift he offered. It might give a Church new life. 
 

Mr. Aubrey turned the suggestion down. No, Arthur, you’re on the wrong track and he explained 
conditions his visitor had not understood. I see he said at last, and agreed, but it was clear that he 
was very disappointed. After the meeting which he had come up to town to attend, Mr. Aubrey 
sought him again. God has given you more money than he entrusts to most of us, Arthur. he said. 
There is nothing that more puts a man off from making the best use of his money than to find that 
he has been giving unwisely. I want to save you from that. You want to serve God with your wealth. 
Thank you, Mr. Aubrey, that is what I want, he said simply, accepting without question the opinion 
of the General Secretary whose knowledge of the Churches was much greater than his own. 
Ministers who were painfully experienced in trying to elicit help for that which to them was the 
work of God, by writing and pleading, felt it a beautiful thing to find one who voluntarily and 
generously offered help. His gifts unasked, sometimes stimulated new schemes of work in churches, 
even if they did not actually  initiate them.  
 

He delighted to start good movements, back them, and take some happy share  He never forgot, or 
lost his affection for his school. Among his letters is one of thanks for an advance of the loan 
required for the new classrooms, another for his help towards the new pavilion. His interest was 
understanding and sympathetic and practical. Mr. Price, the present Head of Stortford College 
wrote:-  
 

I think of his welcome to me when I was appointed to Stortford, of his continuous 
encouragement, of his words to me at the last Old Boys dinner. I had come to realise 
more and more what a staunch friend the School had in him and how real and sincere 
was his interest in the School. His sympathy and his friendliness did mean so much and 
could not help but inspire confidence for me in my work.  
 

He was a Governor of Bishop’s Stortford College, and also of Eltham College, London. To Eltham 
he gave good financial help, and was specially interested in securing a school camp for the boys. 
 

He went to much trouble to secure votes, a tiring occupation for a pension for one who had not been 
able to earn enough to provide for his old age; he took personal interest in arranging a mortgage 
which enabled a business man, faced with disaster, to carry on. He gave prisoners a new start in life, 
he helped strangers’ so kindly, when perplexed with looking for a house. One Christmas time he 
went into a shop and inquired in confidence if a certain man owed the tradesman much money. 
Finding that he owed a considerable amount, he wrote a cheque to pay the debt. That, like so many 
of his gifts, was anonymous. 
 

Visiting the men’s stall at a Church bazaar one  day, he asked, how much have you made at your 
stall? Fifty two pounds they told him,? In making the announcement later, he gave the sum from the 
men as one hundred pounds, with no suggestion that he had added the forty eight. 
 

His speaking, his giving, his work for his Church and denomination, were the expressions of an 
inward life which none could wholly share. His convictions were strong, but his words were few. 
To one at least of his friends he was somewhat of an anchorite, a quiet dreamer, with a hidden life 
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that was just between God and himself. Untroubled by the world, he could withdraw into himself, 
with God’ happily, where none could follow. His life showed the repose of a heart set deep in God. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Peterborough Cathedral 
(Internet Image) 
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CHAPTER  9 
 

THE  BANQUETING  HOUSE 
 

A man’s home life and his love life are definitely personal, and one draws back at their threshold 
fearful to intrude, but when the one who has shared these in closest intimacy, lifts unasked a corner 
of the veil that hides with picture without which it would be incomplete and unexplained! A perfect 
love story is so rare that perhaps it should not be hidden while marriage failures are placarded in 
heaviest type. Arthur recognised the eldest daughter of Mr. and Mrs. F. H. Plant, whom he had 
known as a schoolgirl, as the one woman in the world for him, when he was a soldier on leave from 
camp on a visit to Peterborough. He was only nineteen then, and he kept his secret. When the war 
was over there was Cambridge, and then the School of Economics. In the midst of his final studies 
he went up to Peterborough again. A little later Lyn came with her sister to Hendon to stay at 
Arthur's home. Then she understood, and knew that it was good  They were married at Park Road 
Baptist Church in 1924. Their honeymoon was a motor tour through North Devon. A book of 
photographs taken by Arthur Itter gives a record of that happy holiday.  
 

Fourteen months later their daughter was born, beautiful little Margaret (1925). Because his wife 
was ill for several months after her birth, one of the victims of an epidemic of influenza and as 
much as Arthur loved children, there would not have been a second had not a specialist told him 
that there ought to be.  
 

Dick was born when Margaret was two and a half (1928). The father was devoted to his children, 
and he was their hero and their friend. One who knew the family well said: Arthur’s was a beautiful 
personality, but the greatest tribute to him is his wife. Theirs was a rare relationship, in which com-
radeship, understanding, devotion and reverence were mingled. Arthur adored his wife, and his wife 
lived to make herself the companion that should meet all his needs. During the early days of their 
engagement Lyn thought out their problems. They were at one in the deepest things, but they 
differed in their modes of expression.  
 

To both of them, religion was vital, but while Arthur was definitely a Nonconformist, Lyn been 
accustomed as long as she could remember to the ritual of the Anglican Church. It would never 
have done to go different ways' she said. I was sure that Arthur would not change, so I decided to go 
his way. He did not ask me to, but I knew it was the only thing. That decision was the first of 
several.  
 

Lyn liked dancing; Arthur never danced, so it ceased to have any attraction for the woman who 
loved him. Apart from Arthur she would have cared little about the affairs of the city, but because 
he cared, she took pains to understand so that she might share his interests.  
 

Because he led such a busy life,  that, had either been careless they might have gone separate ways. 
When he went to his meetings, and if it was one from which she was excluded, she kept herself 
happy in the car with a book until the meeting was over. During the eleven years of their married 
life he only twice found her out when he came home in the evening. Because he made no demands, 
she never wanted to go her own way, alone.  
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Though he was such a busy man with so many and varied interests, in his home he was always 
unhurried. He was never too busy to attend to the children's concerns, or too tired to be courteous, 
putting everyone else before himself. To those who knew him in his home he appeared an ideal 
Christian gentleman, they never forgot his smile, or the radiance that was the giving of himself, 
though he kept in the background and his words were few. “Westfield” was a harbour of refuge for 
those who were sorrowful and needed the comfort of sympathetic understanding. When Kenneth 
Parkinson’s father died. Mr. and Mrs. Itter asked Kenneth and his mother to stay with them. Never 
shall I forget the warmth they brought to my broken heart Mrs. Parkinson said, by their sympathy of 
manner and look and care.  
 

On one occasion Arthur drove me home to Hendon from the Baptist Church House, where we had 
both been at a committee. I was telling him of my difficulty in finding a church to attend; since for 
so many years I had attended my husband's ministry, all others seemed impossible. I felt then the 
strength of his quiet strong sympathy and understanding, and his words, although few and very 
gently spoken, helped and comforted me.  
 

The times I was in close contact with him were after all not so many, but each one counted and left 
an impression of  strength and goodness and a quiet confidence, almost one might say of a life 
hidden in another, and that other, the Lord Himself.. When Arthur Itter built "Westfield“ he had two 
ambitions, the first to give as beautiful a home as possible to the woman he loved, and secondly, to 
have a house and garden where he could give large hospitality. Anyone who has stayed in Arthur 
Itter's home knows the man. Kenneth Parkinson wrote. “He absolutely adored his family. He was as 
honest with his children as he was in his business and elsewhere, because he could not be anything 
else.  
 

Arthur was musical, and he loved his radiogram and his collection of records, but he always 
consulted the likes and dislikes of his guests, Beethoven was his favourite, yet one might have 
thought that the latest dance tune was the most desired of all when his son Dick, who had been 
given the money to buy a record in fulfillment of a promise, walked into the shop by himself and 
bought one made by Jack Payne. His tastes were simple; over only two personal possessions did he 
allow himself to be extravagant, his car and his radiogram, both the best that he could buy, but both 
for others more than himself. His wife was as great a music lover as he. Before their marriage her 
singing master had suggested a professional career, but Lyn dreamed of another way of using her 
gift, it might be on the mission field. When, instead, Arthur Itter became her career she gave him 
her music too. She had a beautiful voice. They sang together, and listened together, both delighting 
in the works of the big composers. Beethoven first, but not far off, Dvorak, Brahms, Schumann, 
Strauss, Elgar, Schubert, Gilbert and Sullivan. He never used three words where one would do. He 
loved too his garden and his flowers. His gardener, Vincent, was with him for ten years, a very 
devoted soul. It was interesting to listen to Vincent when one day in the garden he talked about his 
master. “A very quiet man," he said reminiscently,   
 

The garden was largely unmade and rough ground had to be dug. There was much to be done and 
the gardener was left to his own initiative. Vincent came as a temporary gardener when the garden 
was largely unmade. There was much to be done and the gardener was left to his own initiative. Mr. 
Itter came and looked round. He saw where I had been making a border. That's very good Vincent, 
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he said, You may stay as long as you like. Sometimes he never spoke to me for days, I mean never, 
he never interfered with my work, and when I had done things he’d always say, Thank you, 
Vincent. And every morning, Good morning, Vincent, What will it be like to-day? I always had to 
tell him about the weather. 
 

Vincent touched a rose bush whose flowering time was almost past. He loved his roses he said. We 
had a hundred and twenty-five on this bush last year, He was proud of his flowers. 
 

When he knew you understood your work be left you alone. He never gave orders. He trusted me, 
so I never let him down, One year when we'd had no rain for weeks I couldn't keep the garden like 1 
wanted it. I tried to explain about the drought. He just said, Never mind, Vincent, we can't help the 
weather. Just do your best and don't worry. 
 

Vincent, like his master, is a quiet man; his tanned wrinkled face under his panama straw hat is very 
thoughtful as he slowly shares his memories. Mr. Itter was so straight, he was a very religious chap 
always. He didn’t worry about whether a man belonged to the Church or the Salvation Army, but 
his religion was everything. You felt it, If I went off ten minutes early or came back ten minutes 
before time, he never said anything. It was give and take, and he trusted me. It was the same when 
he went away. He never gave orders. He just trusted me. There was pride in that reiterated, He 
trusted.  When he'd been away a week or two he'd write a note. When he came back he'd say, It's 
good to find everything looking so nice,  Vincent. Mr. Itter never went in for luxuries and things for 
himself, the gardener observed thoughtfully, but he just loved his car.  
 

He was proud of a nice clean car. So Vincent designated the handsome Rolls-Royce. Arthur 
delighted in fast driving, on a wide open road, where one could see a mile ahead, the friend at his 
side might watch the speedometer creep up to seventy, and go beyond, but he never failed in 
consideration of other users of the road, and he was tolerant of the irregularities of the most 
irresponsible cyclist. The minister who often shared the front seat saw him more than once, through 
the carelessness of others, in a tight place, and was surprised that he never seemed to need the relief 
of forcible language. When the tense moment was past the utmost that Arthur would say was, You 
silly fellow, why did you do that? Vincent's testimony to his master's character was an unconscious 
echo of many others, He, too, said, He never said an unkind thing. He never talked about people He 
was very generous. He always brought presents home for us when he’d been away . He loved his 
home. He had luck, money came his way, but it isn’t everyone that has it that will use it like that. 
Mrs. Itter’s wonderful too. She’s like he was, in the house.  
 

He was wonderful with the children. Vincent told me about his son who lost his work through ill 
health. Mr. Itter had bought a piece more ground, and the garden was being extended. Vincent was 
busy breaking up the rough ground, and he asked his son to come in and help him for a day or two, 
thinking that the outdoor work would do him good. He said: Mr. Itter saw him and he said to me, I  
expect you can do with help now, Vincent? Yes, sir, I said. Then Mr. Itter said: He can stay so he 
has the open-air life now and he's getting stronger. Mr. Itter was the best boss I've ever had. He 
wanted everything just right, but when he knew he could trust you he left you alone. He was so 
exact and punctual. If he was kept in the City on my pay night, and was home about ten minutes 
late, he'd be sure to say, I'm sorry to be late with your money, Vincent. He always had a smile.  
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All sorts of people and of Societies were entertained at “Westfield," and during the summer there 
were many gatherings in the garden. Perhaps none appreciated the hospitality more thoroughly than 
the old folk from the alms-houses at Cumbergate. Several summers about a hundred of the men and 
women pensioners were invited there and entertained with music and games, and plentiful 
refreshments. Their host took part in the games and added to the fun, contributing jokes which they 
all appreciated. They had a potato race, and were rather puzzled about it. Off came his jacket and he 
joined in the race. One old fellow didn't know what to do with his potato, so the hostess went to the 
rescue, and while her husband's eyes were elsewhere carried the potatoes home and amid the 
laughter and cheers of the onlookers claimed her protégé the winner. When the party was over each 
of the visitors went away with half a pound of butter and a bunch of flowers. They knew how to win 
the love of humble folk, and to-day the men and women at Cumbergate speak with deep respect and 
affection of the one who for a short time was Mayor, and for much longer their friend.  
 

One summer a party of Baptists from Sweden were invited to spend a long week-end in Peter-
borough. Arthur was chairman of the Reception Committee. On Saturday the visitors met in his 
beautiful garden, where members of the Park Road Church joined them. After tea there was an 
open-air welcome meeting. The host and his wife and their little daughter gave themselves very 
successfully to the entertainment of their guests.  
 

Arthur took a film of the party. His small son Dick was in evidence, without any sense of 
responsibility. A complete contrast to Margaret is her brother Dick. While Margaret will take you 
by the hand, if you are a friend, and show you the birds' nests in the garden, Dick suggests that you 
should come over to the corner where he is digging a big hole, to get down to Australia. Already 
Dick is interested in practical things. When his father took him to the station to see the Swedish 
party arrive, his greatest delight was the engine. The interest of the swarthy engine driver was 
captured and he showed Dick how the engine worked, not only forward, but, to his great delight, 
how it would go backwards too.  
 

Dick is trustful and practical, he is very shrewd and although he is young he does not miss much. 
He shared his father's interest in the car and the wireless, and could give a helping hand with both. 
Margaret is placid and loving; she supplements her requests with a charming and courteous “if you 
don't mind” A resident in Peterborough spoke of the family as the most hopeful, happy and useful in 
the town. Arthur loved the country round about his home, the fertile golden fenland, which he saw 
with, a beauty as of the sea, of boundless expanse and freedom. Perhaps he felt a kinship with the 
heart of the fenland, which is lonely and still, as with the broad open spaces across which he 
delighted to drive, enjoying the clear air, the brilliant sky, the gorgeous clouds.  
 

He delighted to watch the budding trees. Day by day he would notice those in his garden. He  took 
photographs showing their growth, and there are brief notes in his diary recording the changes in the 
leaves of the chestnut tree from day to day. He studied the birds too, and loved them. They would 
come round him and perch on his shoulder, his arm or his knee. They never seemed afraid. He took 
many pictures of nests, with eggs, with the newly-hatched family, and with the mother bird; though 
he would get quite close they never seemed to be disturbed. His recreations were few; a little tennis, 
a very little golf, and sometimes fishing. His friend, A. J. Dillingham, often challenged him for not 
allowing himself sufficient exercise and relaxation. He used to try to persuade him to cultivate more 
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the social side of life, but every day of the seven-day week was filled. He never seemed to profit by 
his friend’s lectures against overworking.  
 

The kind of holiday he liked best was one by the sea with his wife and children. His former Science 
Master, Mr. Edmunds, met him one summer at Cromer. I was most interested, he said, by the quiet 
and unassuming aspect of his personality, by his complete absorption in his children, and by his 
religious seriousness which took him, and them, to the beach services every morning they were 
held.  
 

It seems strange that, in these days of travel, people of wealth and leisure should spend all their 
holidays in England. They often talked of the countries they would visit when Margaret and Dick 
should be old enough to go too. Until then they would wait. So to the end Arthur Itter knew next to 
nothing of other lands except repute. 
 

He had delightful records of their holidays with moving pictures as well as snapshots. Starting with 
a Baby Cini-camera, he took films of the children at play before Dick was big enough to toddle. 
Later he had a Kodascope, and on every holiday he took films of his family. After a morning’s 
fishing he used sometimes to photograph his catch, helped by the infinite pains of his wife. It is not 
easy to photograph a fish with the camera suspended above. He always added the record of its 
weight, and a tape measure, for proof of its length. 
 

In both Arthur and his wife Lyn, the love of home was strong. There are few interests that keep a 
family more united than a mutual love of music, and Lyn was one of a musical family whose 
members formed their own orchestra. Attractions at home were greater than those outside. In their 
large music room many other amateur musicians joined them. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
              Park Road Baptist Church, Peterborough 
                                 (Internet Image) 
 

There was no jealousy or rivalry between the two women whom Arthur loved, but a very beautiful 
friendship. The mother never seemed happier than when the son of whom she was intensely proud 

 

Arthur Itter, too, had known home as a 
home-loving woman can make it beautiful. 
When the house at Hendon, which had been 
their home, was being “closed in" by new 
buildings, Mrs. Itter senior, with her younger 
son, and her daughter Dorothy, moved 
farther out. "Waverley" is beautifully situated 
on the high ground of Hertfordshire. Its 
lovely garden slopes towards the valley, and 
beyond there is a wide view of tree-covered 
hills, with Mill Hill, and Boreham Wood 
beyond, and to the right St. Albans, and 
Barnet with Hadley Wood. Arthur Itter was 
too busy to go to that home often but when 
he was able to take his wife for a few days, 
he was like a boy his sister said. The breadth 
and the beauty thrilled him every time. 
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visited her with his wife, and she was able in a measure to share their happiness. She loved to sit 
and hear him talk of the many things in which he was interested.  
 

On the last day of his life she said, really you two seem to love each other more every time we see 
you. That seemed to have helped to make him the man he was. He never took it as a matter of 
course, but was unfailingly grateful to God for the wonderful gift. The after life was a sure reality to 
him, and he used sometimes to say wonderingly, If we have so much happiness now, what will it be 
like then? And sometimes  He would say: I could hardly bear this life if it were all. His evenings at 
home were his happiest. His smoking was limited to two pipes a day, and he saved the second for 
the evening when he had finished his work and could sit and listen to the wireless and Lyn. While 
he talked she worked 
 

He always took interest in her fancy-work, wondering what it was going to be when it was finished. 
To some, because of his quiet self-effacement, Arthur seemed an elusive personality, but to his wife 
he appeared crystal clear. In those quiet hours together she shared his thoughts, his dreams, and his 
faith, and, as much as another may, those adventures of soul that are beyond full telling, but whose 
sharing fuses two into one and produces the warmth and the radiance in which loneliness has no 
place  
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CHAPTER 10 
 

SWIFT TO ITS CLOSE 
 

Although Arthur Itter always seemed older than his years, and those who knew him most intimately 
were in the habit of deferring to his careful judgment, yet his modest self-effacement precluded the 
impression that he might become a power in the Church or in the City. At Cambridge he was the 
fresh, good-looking undergraduate, studious rather than brilliant, with delightful manners and a 
charming smile, for those who knew him, but strangers hardly noticed him. When he was first 
elected Councillor he studied all the questions dealt with, and conscientiously attended all the 
Council meetings, but he took little part in the discussions. To the last he never spoke unless he had 
something to say, he was never merely an echo of one who had already spoken. Some of his 
colleagues may for a time have felt that the young representative for the West Ward would not be a 
force, though he might be a quiet influence, in their civic life. And then suddenly they realised a 
change. It was as if a tree, full of promise but with buds tightly folded under grey skies, had 
responded to a radiance of sunshine and showed to the onlookers a wealth of blossom with promise 
of rich fruit. He had all the time, given out a quiet radiance of goodness, but suddenly he revealed 
unexpected power.  
 

During the last few years of his life growth was rapid in every sphere. Much of the work of a 
successful business man is done behind the scenes, and many of his enterprises in which others may 
be concerned are necessarily private. The story of Arthur Itter’s life is a quiet one, without 
excitement, and with no vivid splashes of colour; but behind the scenes there was at times more 
than excitement, and sensation sufficient to supply the papers with headlines for a week. In contact, 
or conflict, with some of the cleverest financiers  he learned to think quickly and successfully, as 
iron is sharpened by iron.  
 

As a boy he had a delightful personality, but at school and college he could pass unnoticed. But 
during the last few years his presence was recognised; he set the tone of the conversation even when 
he did not speak. The workmen, who admired him greatly, felt they could not swear when he was 
about. His influence was positive. To some who met him in connection with the work of the Baptist 
Union he presented striking contrasts. Talking quietly to a semi-stranger especially if making a 
simple request that he thought might be a favour, he was strangely hesitant and shy, even blushing 
like a cloistered novice; a few hours later in the City Temple packed out for the Spring Assembly of 
the Union he spoke, without a note, without hesitating, and with quiet confidence. He was only 
moving the election of the officers, but he was facing great gathering, many of them critical 
listeners, because more used to being listened to, and he paid a tribute to the work of each officer to 
be elected which was sincere and wise, and manly in its self-restraint. His remarks were always to 
the point and shrewd.  
 

In the last year his duties increased. He was then Mayor-elect, serving his city with great ability and 
painstaking care. During that year he had several attacks of illness, which he tried to hide. At times 
he felt that the strain was too great, but as soon as he was well again he would go on as before. In 
June he gave the final address at the East Midland Association Meetings, in Melbourne Hall, 
Leicester. It was a summing up of the papers that had been read on the work of the Church.  
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Listening to him, some of the ministers felt that in simplicity, interest and effectiveness it could 
hardly have been beaten. It did not touch a wide range of ideas, but the charm and ingenuousness of 
the speaker's personality communicated itself in a very effective way. On a number of special 
occasions during that year he gave addresses in connection with small churches, always leaving 
them with a fresh vision of high ideals. Early in the year he wrote to Ivan Taylor quite an 
exceptional letter of over five pages in which he said:- 
 

“I don't get to London very often, and when do it is usually for a short meeting or two, 
and then I get back probably for an evening meeting. 1 have become involved in so 
many and diverse activities that it is difficult to strike a proper balance sometimes, I 
should say that more than half my time is spent in voluntary work of some kind, 
Council or Church work, and I am Treasurer of our East Midland Baptist Association, 
covering: Notts, Leicestershire. Lincolnshire, and Derbyshire, as well as being on the 
Baptist Union Council. I can tell you of all these things better than I can write, so may 
our meeting be not too long delayed. I am interested in about ten different companies, 
Gravel, Building, and Estate development, and if you know Stoneleigh Estates at all, 
near Ewell and Epsom, you will know one of the Estates which has gone remarkably 
well. In the gravel business we are just starting to make concrete roofing tiles, and I 
shall be busy this week making experiments with different colours.”  
 

Another enterprise in which he was greatly interested was the Hospital, of which he was a 
Governor. The Peterborough Hospital had its humble beginnings in Cowgate, as an outcome of the 
Napoleonic wars, the latest buildings with accommodation for more than a hundred and fifty 
patients, with new apparatus and new methods, were due to the Great War. The progress of the 
institution from its early days as a small dispensary, and its development as an efficient infirmary in 
Priestgate has been steady and consistent. The need of a new set of buildings became urgent.  
 

In 1918, while Arthur Itter was still living the strange life of a soldier in camp, it was decided to 
build a hospital for the city and district which should be dedicated as a War Memorial. His family 
took a practical interest in the new hospital. The hard tennis courts at the back of the Nurses' Home 
were their gift, as well as several beds in the wards, which they endowed. Arthur Itter contributed  
regularly  and generously to the funds of the hospital, and he was never appealed to for any special 
need in vain.  
 

In 1928 he was elected a Vice-President; he was a member of the General Committee and of the 
Management Committee, and took a personal interest in the patients, some of whom were there 
through his influence. On the last day of his life in Peterborough he spent several hours in the 
hospital, and the Children's Home, and the Institution close by.  
 

Margaret and Dick took sweets and toys round the children's ward on a coster's cart, to their own 
and the patients' delight. They gave  presents, too, to each child in the Children's Home. Then they 
went home, and the Mayor and Mayoress visited every ward in the hospital, with a kindly personal 
word for each patient. They were present at the Christmas dinner in the Institute. The Mayor talked 
with the old people in a delightful understanding way that made the rooms ring with the sound of 
their laughter. It was half-past three before he reached home with the Mayoress for their own meal, 
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but those hours have left happy memories among the old and those who were in the hospital 
wards that day. The year in which his civic duties, as Deputy-Mayor, multiplied, found him 
increasingly busy in other directions. His diary was a full one; Baptist Union Council and 
Committee meetings; teachers, deacons and church meetings; Bible classes. Brotherhoods, Bazaars; 
and after the election, and dinners of all kinds. Arthur Itter entered the Town Council first in 1929, 
when the city boundaries were extended. He was again returned for the West Ward in 1931.  
 

In 1933 he was unamiously chosen Mayor-Elect by his fellow-Coucillors. The Mayoralty Elect is 
the highest civic honour; it confers no special power, but the Mayor, by his personality, his 
knowledge and his experience, may have influence on municipal administration. When the first 
Mayor was elected, Peterborough was a small city of eighteen or nineteen thousand inhabitants. 
They formed processions with torches , bands and, and tar barrels, and the excitement was riotous. 
The larger city of to-day takes an election more quietly, but still the prospect of the Mayor-elect is 
an exciting one. On October s he wrote to his father's friend:- 
 

Dear Mr. Bowden 
I was delighted to receive your kind letter, and my wife and I thank you most sincerely 
for your good wishes. I must say I did not expect the honour quite so soon, and am 
somewhat appalled by the magnitude of the task, but I hope I shall soon find my feet 
and things will not be as difficult as they seem. I have to fight an election first 
unfortunately. I know my father would have been glad of this, and I certainly 
appreciate the honour immensely and just hope I shall have strength and ability to 
carry out all the various duties in the right way. 
Once again many thanks, and best wishes to Mrs. Boden and yourself.  
< 

Yours sincerely 
Arthur Itter 

 

And to Edwin Boden, a few days later, he wrote:  
 

“It is going to be a busy year for us I’m afraid, and I just hope we shall be able to do 
all that is required of us in the right way."  

 

The municipal election was on November 1st when Arthur Itter was again a candidate for the West 
Ward. To the electors he wrote:- 
 

Ladies and Gentlemen, 
 

During these last three years many things, known to all, have been carried out for the 
improvement of our City and for the benefit of its people. Yet, notwithstanding these 
great improvements, the rates have been steadily reduced. As Vice-Chairman of the 
Finance Committee, I have been in the closest touch with the financial situation of our 
local affairs, and can assure you that everything possible has been done to establish 
most satisfactory system of accounting and checking, and that a very close scrutiny is 
made of all expenditure. I have also served to the best of my ability on several other 
important Committees and have never been absent from a Committee Meeting without 
just cause.  
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The Estates Committee has met the housing demand by building sixty more houses and 
now have in course of construction a further thirty-three houses. A scheme is also 
under consideration for building small houses for the aged poor to be let at rentals 
which they can afford. What of the Future ? There are many things to which my 
attention and endeavours will be devoted if you are good enough to return me once 
again as your representative. For example — the lighting in some of the streets needs 
improving, the surfaces of many roads require attention. Bridge Street will certainly be 
re-made in the coming year. The first part of the River Embankment Scheme should 
become an accomplished fact. In these ways our City will continue to progress and by 
careful finance the rates can be brought down still more.  
 

I have been unanimously elected by the Council to the honourable position of Mayor-
elect for the coming year, a privilege which I deeply appreciate, but I shall be in a 
serious difficulty if I have not the loyal support of my Ward behind me. May I therefore 
rely on your support on November 1st.     
 

 

Yours faithfully 
Arthur Itter 

 

His fellow-Councillor for two years, Mr. J. Algernon Farrow, seeking; re-election, wrote to the 
electors of the West Ward:- 
 

Ladies and Gentlemen,  
 

Whatever may be my fate at this election, I do hope you will place the Mayor-elect — 
Mr. Itter — at the top of the poll. His character and qualifications enabled the whole 
Council to elect him to the civic post without a single dissentient vote. The result of the 
election was to place Arthur Itter once more at the top of the poll.  
 

The following week he was installed as Mayor. The interesting ceremony of Mayor-making was 
held in the splendid Council Chamber, with its tall windows and rich hangings, beneath the wood 
ceiling whose painted design includes the brick and trowel representing the extensive brick-making 
activities of the district. After Councillor Itter had been formally elected Mayor he adjourned to the 
Mayors Parlour for the robing, and the Mayoress received the chain of office from her predecessor. 
Then the Mayor and Mayoress returned to the Council Chamber for the Mayoral address.  
 

Among the large representative gathering that filled the Chamber was the Mayor's little daughter 
Margaret. The new Mayor read the declaration of acceptance of office, and after he had paid a 
tribute to his predecessor, he began his inaugural address with a simple personal reference which 
those who were present knew to be absolutely sincere.  
 

“I have one very great partner in all things, my wife, and on her behalf I thank those 
who have spoken for their very kind references to her. Our home life with our little 
ones is one of the happiest possible, and my one regret is that the many and varied 
duties of office will make the happy times at home somewhat less. My wife will, I know, 
be a constant help and encouragement to me. I am sure you will pardon one further 
personal reference. My mother is, I am very thankful to say, present with us to-day, 
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and I wonder what my father would have said if he knew of the privileged position in 
which I now find myself — on the eve of what will doubtless prove to be one of the 
greatest years of my life. "I believe my father is still remembered, as I often find myself 
addressed by the initials A. W. which were his. I have heard from time to time of the 
lively discussions which took place on the Fletton Council of which he was ,a member, 
and I think am right in saying that he coined the terms “Flying Fletton” and “Stagnant 
Stanground” and “Wobbling Woodston”. It makes one wonder what he would have 
said about Peterborough. ’Progressive Peterborough is, perhaps, hardly strong 
enough. I think he might have used the words Paramount Peterborough.” 
 

After referring to the electricity improvements in the City, the Mayor continued :- 
 

During a Mayors year of office there may be one or two matters of importance which 
can be satisfactorily begun and concluded, but more often is a matter of continuing 
works which a deceased person has begun and carrying them one step, or steps, 
further, and possibly completing some. It is a matter of reaping where another has 
sown,  
 

During this year we hope to see the completion of schemes which have been set afoot 
during the previous Mayoralty, such as the Slipper Baths, Swimming Pool, and Car 
Park. These will be revenue-producing items, and the income will certainly go a long 
way towards paying the loan and interest charges on  the capital expended.  

 

In his modest, unassuming way that was yet dignified and confident, the Mayor spoke of further 
schemes of development in the City, revealing his practical knowledge of its needs and his care for 
its finances, always, for the people, intent upon the strictest economy compatible with a continued 
progress In concluding he said:- 
 

  "May I thank you once more for the honour you have done me in electing me to the 
Mayoralty. It is a privilege and also a great responsibility, but it is more than either. It 
is a great opportunity for service to this historic City to which I am proud to belong. 
The motto of my old School is Soli Dec Gloria, and it was said of the late Headmaster 
that he not only made this a motto, but that it became the goal of life for him. My 
sincere desire is that it may be my goal all through this year — and afterwards. Soli 
Deo Gloria —“To God alone be the glory"  
 

There was a strange stillness in the Council Chamber as the new Mayor quietly 
declared his faith. The guileless sincerity of his address made a deep impression on his 
fellow Councillors, as on all who heard it. Few men in such a position could have 
quoted that motto, but those who were present knew that he had earned the right. 
During the few weeks that remained to him he never looked away from his goal. 
 

His first public function as Mayor was the Armistice Service at Peterborough Cathedral, which that 
year fell on a Sunday. The Civic Procession was headed by the band of the Territorials. The Mayor 
was accompanied by the Marquess of Exeter, the “Custos Kotulorum” and Lord Burghley, Member 
for Peterborough; the Deputy Mayor and Aldermen and Councillors. About two thousand people 
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were assembled in the Garden of Remembrance when the parade passed the white cenotaph of the 
British Legion. The Band of the British Legion played the Mayor and Corporation into the Minster. 
 

The following Sunday was Mayors Sunday, and the service, attended by the Mayor and members of 
the Council, was held in the Park Road Baptist Church. The Church had lost its loved minister, Mr. 
Bebb, a few months before, and the Mayor had invited the neighbouring Baptist minister, the 
Reverend G. W. Elliott, to be his chaplain.  Owing to illness Mr. Elliott was unable to preach that 
day; his place was taken by the Reverend H. Binks. Many of the visitors who were used to worship 
in an Anglican Church, or in the Cathedral, where the congregation does not take a large part, were 
surprised at the singing of  the hymns and the Te Deum Lauchmus. congregational singing was part 
of the worship in the Baptist Church. Very appropriately the Mayor had chosen:  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Mayor’s Parlour 
(Ian Itter Collection) 

 
    “City of God, how broad and far  
    Outspread thy walls sublime!  
    The true thy chartered freemen are  
    Of every age and clime. 
 

    How gleam thy watchfires through the night 
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    With never-fainting ray!  
    How rise thy towers, serene and bright  
    To meet the dawning day! 
 

    In vain the surged angry shock 
    In vain the drifting sands  
    Unharmed upon the eternal Rock  
    The eternal city stands." 
 

One of the Mayor's earliest duties after accepting the chain of office was to invite the citizens of 
Peterborough to join in a wedding gift to Prince George and Princess Marina. Reminding them of 
Peterborough’s good fortune in escaping the depression which had stricken so many, he hoped for a 
worthy response to the gift that was to be used to help the child victims of industrial depression in 
other places. Only six short weeks of office were his; they were filled to the brim, attending 
committees bazaars, concerts, luncheons, dinners; meetings of the Baptist Union and of the Church; 
presiding, speaking; visiting the schools and hospital; helping people to straighten out their 
businesses and smooth out their financial difficulties, and sending parcels to the unemployed. 
 

He continued to lead prayer meetings, to take services, and teach his Sunday School class. Nothing 
was slackened right up to the end. During those weeks, life to Lyn Itter was thrilling and 
marvellous. They were both radiant. The Mayor looked the picture of health; he went about with the 
light of happiness in his face. All who came in contact with him felt the contagion of his spirit; 
simple folk, to whom he was a true friend; Lord Burghley, the ideal sportsman and Peterborough 
representative in Parliament, for whom Arthur had a very warm feeling, as he had for all the family 
of the Marquess of Exeter; ministers, councillors, and friends and acquaintances of the every-day; 
all saw him a true Christian gentleman, one of God's knight-errants. On the Sunday before 
Christmas the Reverend Gordon Hamlin was the preacher at Park Road. In the morning he spoke of 
“Christmas and the Unseen,” relating the message of Christmas to the larger Life. The Mayor gave 
the notices for the week; as he passed up the aisle and when he spoke there seemed a strange other-
worldliness about him, the people observed it and spoke of it afterwards. When he and Mr. Hamlin 
were walking home together he said, Do you know what I was thinking of during your sermon this 
morning. and he quoted “quietly, Greet the unseen with a cheer.”  A few days later that chance was 
his. On Sunday evening he presided at a carol service 
 

The next day he came home late for luncheon. I have had a strange experience he told his wife. I 
wandered off into the wrong road and found myself in Westwood Street, I couldn't remember how I 
got there. My mind went blank. Good thing there wasn't an accident!  
 

Among the many who were remembered at Christmas were the older ladies of ‘The Haven.” Each 
received a parcel of food with real Devonshire butter. The presents were a great surprise, for “The 
Haven” is in a backwater and the old people are sometimes forgotten. They had never received a 
Christmas present from a Mayor and Mayoress before. They were pleased to see every parcel nicely 
tied up. After visiting the Hospital, the Infirmary and the Children's Home, he went to see his 
chaplain who was ill, taking with him a much coveted book with a personal inscription. It is one of 
Mr. Elliott's most treasured possessions. Christmas evening was spent quietly with his wife, alone 
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by  their fire. Next morning they were up in good time, packed their presents into the car, and 
started for Totteridge and his mother's home. After luncheon he rested in the armchair while Lyn 
took the children for a walk.  
 

All that day Lyn seemed as if she were in a dream, life was giving her happiness almost beyond 
bearing. They played with the children after tea and their father promised that next Christmas he 
would take them to see their first pantomime. He was radiantly happy and seemed perfectly well.  
 

The heart attack he had had one evening in the Council Chamber, the strange loss of memory a day 
or two before, seemed insignificant; only when he came back to the drawing-room after carrying 
Dick up to bed on his shoulders, as he always did, he sat down in an easy chair rather breathlessly 
and said, I mustn’t do that again. After dinner the family sat round the fire talking. He was telling 
his mother about the memorial to be erected to his former Headmaster, Mr. Young, to which he 
hoped she would contribute. We must all have a holiday together next summer, he suggested, as 
they parted for the night. His wife went in to the children to see they were safely tucked up in bed, 
then she went back to her husband, to find that he was very ill. A few minutes later he had passed 
into the Unseen. If his faith were not vain he had greeted it with a cheer. 
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CHAPTER 11 
 

BEHIND THE SEEN 
 
Preaching in Peterborough Cathedral on the following Sunday morning, the Archdeacon of Oakham 
spoke of Arthur Itter as "a great citizen; he was the greater because he was a Christian man. He 
inspired the vocation of his high municipal office with the purity of a sincere personality. He was a 
fine example of what Youth can mean to the corporate life of a great city. The life of such a man 
gives the lie direct to those who complain that the young men of to-day have forgotten the path of 
public service and no longer grasp firmly the English tradition of setting high above personal 
pleasures and advantages, the good of the community, and the safety of the community, and the 
safety of the commonwealth. 
 

The wonderful demonstration of respect and affection shown on the following day by the city in 
mourning was evidence of a vital civic life, but greater of the personal love and esteem which his 
fellow-citizens had for their Mayor. A little later they gave further proof of these by electing his 
wife to serve on the Council in his stead. The election was unopposed, which showed how much he 
had meant to all parties. Mrs. Itter had never prepared herself for civic service. Her husband had 
looked forward to the time when they might be on the Council together, when Margaret and Dick 
were older.  
 

Before then she meant to study questions relating to local self-government and civic service. The 
Baptist Union also elected her in her husband's place on their Council, and on various committees. 
To make herself competent for the many new tasks unexpectedly given to her has meant hours of 
hard work, as well as, in and social work, revelations of a sordid side of life, and problems grown 
almost beyond management, which she had not known to exist. It has been a strange and brave way 
of filling long, lonely hours that became so unexpectedly hers through the severance of the closest 
of human companionships.   
 

During the year of his Mayoralty, Arthur had hoped to present a small park to the city. He had 
business interests in the Paston area, but perhaps it was the fact that before their marriage his wife 
had lived there and had many friends there, that most influenced his choice of land adjoining Paston 
Valley as a site.  He passed away before his project materialised. A few weeks later the members of 
his family  offered to acquire the land and present it to the City of Peterborough. It is now being laid 
out as a pleasure ground before being handed over to the Corporation. It will be known as the Itter 
Memorial Park; with an area of about three acres at the rear of the little tree-studded resort known 
as Paston Valley, which was an earlier gift to the Council. The park would have been a beautiful 
Mayoral gift; and it will be a fitting memorial to one who loved nature and us fellow-men. 
 

I sat one day in his quiet study thinking of  man I had never met, who had become real to me as I 
talked with men and women who had known and admired him, some of whom had spoken of him 
with a strange reverence. remembered Lord Burleigh, who shared many of his interests for the city; 
Sister Pauline, who knew him as an ambassador for Jesus Christ and a friend of the people; Vincent, 
who was proud of the master who trusted him; the Mayors Chaplain; friends of school and Army 
and college days, all these and many more had contributed to the picture, but none of them had 
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given anything unbeautiful, or added even a touch of grey. What was the secret of the harmony ? 
The study is a place of quiet; the latticed windows overlook the garden where every year scores of 
birds build their nests undisturbed; the trees hide the broad road beyond. The glass-fronted shelves 
are filled with books, some technical, treating of finance and accountancy and other unfortunately 
necessary things. There are sets of standard novels, a number of them unread and a few modern 
ones; and many books on religion; mostly by modern writers. Among his papers were several note-
books; one contained thirty-two pages of careful notes on “The Meaning of Service.” Dr. Fosdick 
must have been one of his favourites. I read Religion can become one of the most selfish influences 
in life, not a stimulus but a sedative; not an inspiration for service but a substitute for it. Many are 
stressing all sorts of trivialities which do not really matter. “Bargain hunters in the realm of the 
spirit.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Main Gates at the  Itter Memorial Park – 2006 
(Ian Itter collection) 

 

By my side were a sheaf of notes in his handwriting; notes of addresses given in various churches 
and to different gatherings. As I read them it seemed that he was telling me some of his thoughts, 
and answering my tentative questions. 
 

What was the secret of his life? A consciousness of the things that are unseen and eternal lighting 
up the things that are seen and temporal? Was it his prayer life? He believed in prayer the 
touchstone of religion, did he never find difficult? His answer was here. Prayer is natural The man 
who does not pray is on the defensive. But what does prayer mean to you? I asked. Fellowship with 
God. I listen for His voice when I pray. We ought to be ourselves, and ourselves at our best when 
we pray. We must learn to be alone. We can pray in speech, in silence, in music. Do you find the 
prayer life quite natural   
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The  drinking fountain at the Itter Memorial Park erected to commemorate the 
initial donation to the City of Peterborough by the Arthur Itter family. 

(Ian Itter collection) 
 

If we believe in God isn’t it unnatural not to bring ourselves into a true relationship to Him? We 
adjust our lives to physical conditions, how can we refuse to adjust our life to God? You are sure 
God answers prayer ? I asked, looking at the neat handwriting. Jesus gives an unqualified 
affirmative to that question. You may be sure of an answer, not necessarily the answer you expect, 
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but certainly the answer you need.  
 

Henry Ward Beecher said that when a woman prays for patience God may send her a stupid cook.  
That's true. People misuse prayer? Some try to make it a substitute for intelligence and work, and 
use it in fields where it doesn't belong. If the course of events were decided in accordance with 
men’s petitions to God what kind of world would it be ? He spoke much about prayer. It was his 
“native air.”   
 

I turned to other subjects: The privilege of living, and happiness. I seemed to see the radiant smile 
that everyone who knew him remembered so well. That was never your bent!” I observed. 
 

He said, Jesus would say, Goodness is finding your real self and then having it set free.  It is 
positive living for things which alone are worth living for. I came that ye might have life, and have 
it more abundantly. 
 

It seems strange that one who was so busy and happy and successful should feel that: Without faith 
in life after death, Earth is darkness at its core, and dust and ashes all that be. 
 

Many times he spoke on the subject of the future life, and very often he talked of it when he and his 
wife were alone together. The things he said to her impressed her very deeply. She said: I felt that 
he lived so in communion with Christ that he knew what the other life is like; it seemed deep in his 
consciousness. But he never professed to have knowledge. Often he wondered about the Life 
Beyond.  
 

Sometimes when he was talking to her, Lyn felt that "he had gone quite away." Arthur knew the 
man has eternity in his heart. Once when Lyn was desperately ill, and her husband thought that he 
was going to lose her, he tried to make her understand that even if she went before him they would 
not be separated; their love would go on, and would not be interrupted. 
 

I found many pages which told his thoughts about these things. He distinguished carefully between 
survival merely going on, and eternal life,  having the kind of life so radiant that it is worth going 
on with. Survival without eternal life may be terrible he said. You never saw death as an enemy, I 
thought. Without death there could be no hope of human progress, he reminded me. Imagine a 
world occupied by human beings who never died! He felt sure of being as much at home in another 
of the many mansions as he had been in this, and sure that he would have plenty to do there. The 
other life is defined as being with Him, That is so homely and friendly. Jesus taught that death is but 
the passing into a larger life. He proved that love is stronger than death, and love cannot be 
interrupted or touched by death. The terms present and future are of secondary importance for all 
who have been brought by Jesus into fellowship with God. 
 

New Years Day, 1935, was a day of mourning in the City of Peterborough, and friends came from 
near and far to pay their tribute of esteem and affection to the memory of the young Mayor who had 
been taken from them so suddenly. 
 

But there was a friend who did not hear the news till more than three weeks later, in an African 
forest far from all people of his own race or colour. Kenneth Parkinson had gone away into the bush 
evangelising, taking his portable gramophone with him. He had promised to give a recital one 
evening  in the heart of the Congo forest. He stood in the moonlight surrounded hundreds of black 
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faces, and started a record. A messenger arrived with his letters, and the missionary sat down to 
read them by the flash lamp while the records were being played. Alone among a strange people he 
read the news. Arthur Itter was dead.  
 

The moonlight was blotted out, the music lost its meaning. The native men and women around him 
were forgotten. They were not his friends. The best friend he had ever had was gone. He was alone. 
His heart faltered. He cried to himself: Anybody could be spared better than he. His feet seemed not 
his own when he tried to stand!  I had ambitions for him. It seemed more than he could bear alone. 
But he had to go on with his work. The gramophone was still playing a record in the moonlight, and 
listening with delight were dark-skinned men and women who did not know. He could not tell 
them.  
 

Arthur Itter is gone. He was the best friend I ever had. I loved him. I was proud of him. When he 
became Mayor I thought I was Mayor myself. I boasted of my friendship with him Presently he 
remembered. Not long before, just after his own father had passed on, he met Arthur and they 
lunched together in Holborn. Arthur had said: Our lives are dedicated to God's service. We can be 
glad whatever comes because we know that whatever He does is good. That was characteristic of 
him.  
 

Kenneth Parkinson thought; he always saw good in every-body, and he never doubted the goodness 
of God. 
 

In his study I looked again at the paper in my hand. Arthur had said: I believe in Eternal Life; a 
quality of life and experience so rich and radiant, so full of meaning; a life of boundless abundance 
that it makes going on worth while. 
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FAMILY TREE OF ARTHUR  WERNER ITTER 
 

 
    Henry Itter  = Mary Willimet  
    b  1803     ! b  ???? 
    d  1866  June Quarter ! d  ????  (1859) 
       !      
       !     

   Arthur Werner Itter   = Louisa Knight 
   b  1854 – Strand London  ! b 1860  
   d  1910    ! d  1900 
   Hendon - London   ! 
       ! 
   First marriage     Married 1887 ________________________________ 
          Peterborough     ! 
       !     ! 
       !     ! 
     _________________________________   ! 
     !  !  !   !    
     Alice Bertha      !         
            ! 
     b  1901  b    b     ! 
            ! 
            ! 
       ________________________________________!_ 
       ! 
       ! 
       ! 
   Second marriage   Married Sept. 1900 
                 Hendon  
         Bertha (nee Marshal) 
       !      
  
     ________________!_________________ 
     !  !  !     
     Arthur   Dorothy Mary Harold John 
     b  Sept. 1899 b  1904  b  1904 
     Edmonton d  1969  d  1944 
     m  1924  Spinster  Batchelor 
     Lyn Plant  Richmond Isle of Wight 
     Edmonton 
     d  1934 
     Peterborough     
     ! 
    ________________________________ 
    !   ! 
    Margaret   Richard 
    b  1925 Peterborough b  1928 Peterborough 
    d  1996 
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