
Walk in Binsted and Binsted Woods titled Ψ¢ƘŜ !Ǌǘ ŀƴŘ [ƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ 

.ƛƴǎǘŜŘ ²ƻƻŘǎΩ, part of the Binsted Arts Weekend, June 10-12 2016 

Emma Tristram 

On the walk itself, small illustrated booklets were distributed to the 

40 walkers while Mike and Emma Tristram performed the texts at the 

indicated stopping places. 

The route of the walk 

 

 



1. Stop 1: Gather by the church. 

 

TEXT: 

CƛǊǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ΨIƛƎƘ 5ƛǾŜǊΩ ōȅ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ²ƛǎƘŀǊǘΣ м978.   He lived from 

1928 to 1996.    

The time is, perhaps, 1945.   Ψ!ǎ ŦŀǊ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L 

could speak, I loved to draw and paint, in all their seasonal change, our fields, 

our parks, our hedges; brooks; barns; trees; and our skies.   Of all places to 

spend these enchanted hours, I preferred our graveyard.   It was hardly larger 

than a more temporary dormitory.   I would seat myself against its southern 

wall, warm in the sunshine, where the corpses of old labourers some of whom 

I had known and loved, threw up an abundance of violets of both varieties, 

scattered rugs of purple and white. 

    The German [a young German airman who had survived baling out of his 

plane] found me here one afternoon and sat beside me, watching me paint.   

Our privacy, his boredom and loneliness, broke down all vestiges of hostility.   I 

knew that he would follow wherever I led.   From the church, and off the main 

lane which is all our village offers, there runs a muddy path, through fields, 

across a bridge in a small, sunken copse, into what was then parkland: a grand, 

broad, upward slope of green, dotted with ancient trees.  

   Binsted Park epitomised the vanishing England of my youthΦΩ 

We will follow the path Michael describes towards Binsted Park.    Before we 

Ǝƻ LΩƭƭ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŀǊǘƛǎǘǎΦ  

   

First Michael Wishart himself. 

   



Picture 1 is a painting by Michael Wishart.    

 

LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎ ς ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨaƻǘƘǎ ƻƴ ŀ 

.ƭǳŜ tŀǘƘΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭs to me the excitement of seeing Purple Emperor 

butterflies in Binsted Woods last summer.    

Picture 2 is one I recently discovered of sun seen through birches. 

 



On the way to our next stop we will pass the subjects of some drawings by 

W.S.Rogers. 

 

 
 

Picture 3 is a drawing by W.S.Rogers of part of the wall of the Old Rectory ς 

now the side wall of Stable Cottage.   He was an amateur artist whose identity 

is uncertain, but there are over 120 drawings by him in the Record Office.   The 

archivist there suggests he was William Smith Rogers, who lived in Arundel, a 

ǎƻƭƛŎƛǘƻǊΩǎ ŎƭŜǊƪΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ мууо ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜŘ ƛƴ мфроΦ   IŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ 

gone out drawing in the evenings and would sometimes make his drawings 

very small, postcard size, and offer them for sale for 1/6 ς he would draw you a 

copy.   He particularly loved drawing Binsted.  



Picture 4 ƛǎ wƻƎŜǊǎΩǎ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ hƭŘ wŜŎǘƻǊȅ ǎŜŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ  

  

Pictures 5 and 6 are two of his few drawings with figures in them ς he usually 

drew woods and trees.    One shows a scene of ploughing at Binsted, seen 

through a gap in a hedge.   It could be these fields with Binsted Woods in the 

background.   Another is of making a hayrick. 

 



 

²ŜΩƭƭ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦŜǿ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ōȅ wƻƎŜǊǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ 

Muddy Lane towards the woods. 

 

Stop 2: by bench at east end Muddy Lane. 

At this point I have to diverge from my subject and point out that the Binsted 

option for the Arundel bypass is at present among the routes being studied by 

Highways England.   It crosses our path here with an overbridge to carry this 

track to the woods.   We would be on that overbridge now. 

There are other options being studied ς ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ΨtǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ wƻǳǘŜΩ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ 

Tortington Common, nearer to Arundel, and a mostly-online route. 

The National Park boundary is the hedge going north and south from here.   

The new Binsted route is trying to avoid the National Park and its woodland.   

As a result it goes through Tortington village, enters Binsted to the south 


