

















PETWORTH SOCIETY RECIPES (1)

PEPPERMINT CRUNCH

Ingredients ozs Crushed Cornflakes
tsp. Baking Powder
ozs Margarine
ozs S.R. Flour
tsp. Drinking Chocolate
ozs Soft Brown Sugar
Pinch of Salt

Sifted Icing Sugar
A little water
Peppermint Essence
Chocolate

Stage 1

Melt margarine, mix dry ingredients and stir in melted margarine.
Pack into a well-greased swiss roll tin, bake for 30 minutes
approximately in a moderate oven.

Stage 2

Mix icing sugar, water and essence to a smooth and stiff mixture.
Spread over base while it is still warm, and then when cold, cover
with chocolate and allow it to set hard before cutting into
desired-size portions.

FIRST ANNIVERSARY

It's one year since the hurricane
Crossed Sussex downs and wealds.
What once were Sussex forests
Still look like battlefields.

The woodmen with their axe and saws
Extract the timber hoards,

And what was Sussex oak and beech
Is now no more than boards.

And when I tread my favourite walks,
My heart is filled with dread

For what was last year's wounded

Is this year's certain dead.
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So once again with axe and saw
And the all consuming flame,
"How are the mighty fallen"

In this never ending game.

And I wonder if the earth will see
In the next three hundred years

As many newly planted trees

As my un-numbered tears.

So if we think we really care

Why don't we have it seen

Why can't we each one plant a tree
To keep old Sussex green?

And when we go for our reward
On ground where angels trod
Count not what God has done for us
But what we've done for God.
Ken Wells.
BYGONES

I wish I were a child again to hear the muffin bell,
To bowl my wooden hoop and meet the knives and scissors man.
In pinnys white with goffered frills, we gathered wayside flowers,

Then Sussex Downs were sheep scattered, and only skylarks heard.
While we played on the close cropped turf, to while away the hours.
We watched the swallows darting above the great mill-wheel,
Which never ceased its turning above the foaming pool.
And once a week, come Sunday, the bells rang out to all,
Whole families would walk to church in answer to their call.

PiC.

SUSSEX SINGERS at PETWORTH

As part of the continuing campaign to raise funds for the Petworth
Society magazine one of the Society's two-hundred postal members,
Mr. Bob Lewis from Patcham brought the Copper family and an
ensemble of other well-known Sussex folk-singers to the Leconfield
Memorial Hall for aHarvest Home celebration on Saturday evening,
1st October. No fee was charged and all proceeds went toward
Society funds. The singers had an enthusiastic and appreciative
audience and one that was quite prepared to join in with them.

An early solo came from Ron Spicer of Ardingly with an old song
handed down originally from his grandfather and telling of a
notorious murder near Folkestone in the 1860's. Such songs, often
gloomy and even macabre in tone, were published as broadsheets and
sold by hawkers who intoned the songs in order to sell their
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Foreword to this Record

It may be of interest to future Rectors of this Parish to know the
point of view from which I begin my work. By strong conviction I
hold a Catholic view of the Church and deeply value the full
Catholic teaching.

I was trained at Cuddesdon (after a short business career in New
York) ordained in 1908 at S. Pauls by the Bishop of London and
served under a "High Church" Vicar (R. Beresford Peirse) at S. Mary
of Eton, Hackney Wick until 1912 when I followed him to S.Jchn's,
Middlesbrough as Senior Curate. In May 1915 I went to France as
4th Class Chaplain and served in various parts of Europe until May
1919 meeting every possible type of mind and religious thought. It
may interest future generations to know that this experience has
led me to discover that the ignorance of the average Englishman of
religious truths is at this time almost complete: also that he is
intensely conservative in retaining any small grain of teaching or
practice he may once have acquired and deeply suspicious of
anything new to him. But I have found that he has a real "sense"
for God and is ready to learn from those he trusts.

Before appointing me, the patron (Lord Leconfield) asked me my
views and I told him fully. He has no sympathy with my Catholic
outlook but told me "to go ahead but not to go too fast". And so I
intend to do. Teaching and gaining trust must come first and I
intend to make as few changes as possible this first year or more.

In the past this town has been very much cut off from the outside
world but I am told by the Dow-Lady Leconfield that my predecessors
have given great variety of teaching so that there are as many
modes of thought in this little town as might be found in a great
city. Sockett was an advanced Churchman of his day, Holland though
an evangelical was branded as a Roman for introducing the use of a
surplice! Jones was a moderate Catholic when Rector here while
Penrose was a Protestant Orangeman. Their teaching survives in
various groups of my parishioners and there exist also two non
conformist Chapels and a Roman Church. So it must be for me to win
their trust and teach and to pass a self denying ordinance on
myself.

Two things I intend to do at once. When first I came to the Church
I knelt near the Altar and noticed crumbs of the Blessed Sacrament
lying on the floor. Therefore I shall at once introduce the use of
wafer bread. Also I must have a daily Celebration.
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Sussex Singers at Petworth.

Photograph by Mick Bradford.
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The Induction of the Rev.

Photograph by George Garland.

Otherwise I intend to keep the services exactly as I find them,
building on the accustomed "use" and adding rather than taking
away.

Not by might nor by power but by My Spirit saith the Lord of Hosts.

A NEW RECTOR 1988

In the nineteenth century a parishioner of Petworth might live a
large part of his life under the same rector. The scholarly
Charles Dunster had come to Petworth in 1789 and had been incumbent
as the century turned, Thomas Sockett had come in 1816, Charles
Holland in 1859. The century had all but passed before the
induction of Herbert Jones, later to become Bishop of Lewes, in
1896. An induction of its very nature must initially set a
stranger at the very heart of Petworth and only the years can forge
a true bond between town and rector. Charles Holland looking back
as an old man in 1894 would have known this well and known too that
the first strangeness had long gone. Few, he recalled, would now
remember his first sermons. On Whit Sunday that year he had
preached from that very text he had used on the corresponding
Sunday thirty-five years before "Is the spirit of the Lord
straitened?" (Micah ii7). (Petworth Parish Magazine June 1894)
Tenures have been shorter this century but an induction remains a
comparatively rare event: this would be the eighth and possibly
the last in this century. Few now would recall Herbert Jones who
left for Hitchin in 1906. More remember J.T. Penrose, a man of a
legendary kindness and an almost equally legendary
absent-mindedness, his ministry spanning the Great War and marked
with tragedy both private and of course communal. Valentine Powell
had come just after the war followed by G.A. Provis in the
thirties. Harold Godwin was here through the war, the tragedy of
the bombed school and the sombre years that followed. Leslie Yorke
had been rector in the early fifties, Hugh Owen Jones from the late
fifties and John Greene for the last decade. Quite different men,
each in their own way trying to come to terms with Petworth in the
context of their Christian beliefs and values. Few, if any, would
have found Petworth an easy parish, even less so perhaps as the
century has advanced and the old certainties have been so
ruthlessly challenged.

People walking determinedly in the dark streets indicated an event
of some kind. Lombard Street was dark and with no cars passing
almost like a street from Charles Holland's Petworth. Those
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The induction followed, the Bishop remaining in his seat while the
churchwardens conducted the Archdeacon and the new incumbent to the
door of the church. The Archdeacon placing the incumbent's hand on
the key then inducted him "into the real, actual and corporal
possession of the Rectory and Parish Church of Petworth with all
the rights, members and appurtenances therein to belonging." The
Rector locked and unlocked the door and tolled the bell to indicate
his taking possession. The Archdeacon then returned him to his
seat saying, "the Lord preserve you going out and your coming in,
from this time forth for evermore". The induction was followed by
a celebration of the Eucharist.

The service seemed logical, straightforward and never
self-consciously dramatised. The main symbolic action was the
locking and unlocking of the church door at the Induction. The
continuing emphasis on the role of priest and people together was
helpful, whilethis formal yet uncluttered initial meeting between
priest and people could only help to exorcise the strangeness of
coming to a new place. It was an effective spiritual counterpart
to the more overtly social atmosphere later at the Leconfield Hall.

V. Powell seated to her left.

S

PETWORTH SCHOOLDAYS

The Rev.

We left Snow Hill in the Park to live at Magnolia Cottage, Pound
Street in 1921, my father being head forester to Lord Leconfield.

I was eleven at the time and remember it as a long hot summer. I
think there was a severe drought. School was at the North Street
boys school, to be destroyed by enemy action in 1942. The
headmaster in 1921 was Mr Wootton; his two daughters were teachers
too, one at the North Street School, one at the Infants School on
the site of the present public library. Another teacher was Miss
Grisedale who taught the juniors at the boys school.

Photograph by George Garland.
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Lady Leconfield (standing).

Having walked down North Street recently I can't think how I could
have bowled an iron hoop from home to school, but then of course
there was little or no motor traffic. My hoop was made by Bill
Baxter, and he had made also the skidder with which I controlled
the hoop. Girls used a wooden hoop with a stick. I enjoyed my
time at the boys' school. I remember gardening down the Horsham
Road and playing football on the common.

After I left Petworth School I went to a boarding school in
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"We arrived at Billingshurst Station..."
Evacuees photographed by George Garland in 1939.

“In the autumn we would pick blackberies...",
Evacuees photographed by George Garland near the Virgin Mary Spring.




Jim Rowe with Dolly and Captain about 1930.

"Whoa Dolly, steady old girl.
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Available from bookshops or by post direct from The Window Press.

New, Teasing and True."

Hampshire but was sent home with a suspected mastoid. I was then
taken on my first car ride. It was a trip to Chichester Hospital
in Dan Hill's taxi! When I started at Midhurst Grammar Schocl I
used to go to Petworth Station in a horsedrawn cab driven by Mr
Cobby, I remember Albert Pellett and Dennis Moyer as travelling
with me, the Price brothers would already have joined the train
further up the line. Arriving at Midhurst we had to walk the
considerable distance from the Station. All this changed when the
first Tilling Stevens buses started to run to Midhurst, then we
were dropped right outside the school!

Mr Stevenson the master who followed Mr Wootton at Petworth School
formed a choir and I together with Frank Pullen, Ted Gigg, Ron
Howick and one other sang on one occasion at the Albert Hall. I
was never in the Scouts but joined the Rovers when they were
started by a Captain Foulks who ran a farm for fattening chicken.
Charles White and Ned Pullen are other names I recall, and at
Goodwood races time we would line the road shouting, "Chuck out
your rusty coppers". Someone thought it was a better idea to
collect for the Cottage Hospital so we were removed.

At sixteen I left school and went to J. Boxall's of Tillington as
an apprentice joiner. Bert Hollingdale, Arch Wakeford and I worked
on sixteen cottages on the left side of Station Road and I saved
enough money to buy my first motor, an AL 8. for £18. TEs: farmer
owner was an A.A. Scout. He showed me the controls and I simply
started it up and set off; there were no tests in those days.

Wwhen I left Boxalls I went to work at a furniture factory near
Fernhurst making drop-leaved tables. I also worked for Mr Woolford
the Petworth builder before going to work at Messrs Norman Burt at
Burgess Hill. I would cycle to and fro each weekend. Here I
learned estimating, costing and general office work - good
preparation for various positions as assistant clerk of works and
clerk of works. The war intervened of course but I returned to
this work afterwards becoming Clerk of the Works to the Marquess of
Exeter in 1952. I retired in 1975.

Joe Wilcox.

RECOLLECTIONS OF AN EVACUEE

I was amongst thousands of children uprooted from my home Sunday,
3rd September 1939 because war was declared.
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jars, she also made all her own jams and cakes. She used to make
about six different kinds so that at tea time we had a grand spread.

One day I fell asleep in the garden of number one Hampers Green and
in the evening I didn't feel at all well. The Doctor, came
diagnosed Scarlet Fever and sent me to Chichester Isolation
Hospital. Mrs. Stillwell had to burn some sort of candles in the
bedroom, seal windows and doors up with tape for 23 hours to
fumigate the room and then it turned out I had sunstroke. I had
been put in the ward where other children had scarlet fever, but was
moved into a room on my own because the rash had disappeared. Mrs.
Stillwell came to fetch me with a suitcase of clothes as for 2 weeks
I had lived in pyjamas.

At school we had several London teachers who had evacuated with us
and I remember Mrs. Bell saying to me, when I was eleven that I
should leave Primary School and go to Petersfield, where Battersea
Central School had been evacuated. I didn't want to leave the
Stillwells and Petworth but was persuaded it was the best thing for
my education. Whether it was for the best, I do not know, as I was
never happy at Petersfield, but I have very fond memories of a very
happy three and a half years spent in Petworth.

Postcript:

Spending a holiday, this year, at Seaford, I took my husband on
nostalgic visit to Petworth visiting The Square, Hampers Green,
Sheep Downs, Virgin Mary Spring. I noticed the school is now a
private house; the Blackbird Cafe at the top of Lombard Street is
no longer there. I looked for some sort of memorial as to where the
boys school had been but found none.

I should like to thank Doreen Hill for her hospitality and
introducing me to Peter Jerrome who in turn gave me Rendle Diplock's
address at Hove and my husband and I subsequently visited him and
his wife Maggie two days later.

Also I would like to thank Sue Goldsmith (nee Hunt) and her mother
who helped me to locate lost friends, whom I shall be getting in
touch with shortly.

Valerie Frolich (nee Groom)
12 Shorton Road,
PAIGNTON,
DEVON TQ3 2NA.
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A seasonal picture.

Photograph by George Garland.
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y picture probably from the late 1940's.

DOWN THE GREEN (2) ALL NINE

I think it is very nearly time, I introduced the members of the
family. It was often said by people "That if one Rowe was seen,
all of them had been seen" but we were in fact quite different in
many ways.

Francie the eldest of the family, had Mother's looks and black
hair, and had left school when I was born, and was in domestic
service as house parlourmaid at a big house about a quarter of a
mile away, and therefore did not come home every night, but only
one afternoon and evening a week and every other Sunday. The cook
at the house was very good to Francie, and often sent home a relish
for our tea, and so it was only natural for us to await eagerly to
see what Francie had got in her basket.

Ethel was two years younger than Francie, and was always referred
to by Mum and Dad as "DICK". This may have been that they were
hoping their second born would be a boy, but this was always
strongly denied!

Ethel worked daily for Mrs House, the farmer's wife who lived just
below us from 9 a.m. until 6 p.m. helping with the household chores,
dairy work and looking after their three children. I remember
Ethel coming home from work and straightaway helping with the
ironing. She was also very handy with her needle, and before long
Mother allowed her to use the sewing machine, this was very useful
and soon Ethel was making our underwear, and dresses for school,
not forgetting the white pinafores which we wore to protect our

dresses.

Joe was the elder of the two brothers, and was working at the local
flour mill, so each night he would come home, very dusty with
flour, and his hair white. Whether it was always necessary to get
in this state, or whether it was to convince everyone that he was
really working very hard, I suppose we shall never really know, but
he was well liked as a boy, and was very willing to help at night
with the gardening, and in the Spring would help to dig and plant

our large garden.

Jim, had a love for the soil, so after leaving school he went as a
carter for Mr. House the farmer. The two horses in his care, were

his pride and joy and they were really very good pals, as one would
see Jim talking affectionately to them each night, when after a
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PopuLAR PEOPLE—NO. 9.

Leonard Lintott.

CHIDDINGFOLD, SURREY

Erom "The Stick and Umbrella News" 1st December 1893.
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