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PLEASE PASS 'TO A FFRIEND

The new quarte-ly magazine of the Petworth Society is now available. The 1989 cover design shows
the west side of Market Square decorated for Queen Victoria's Diamond Jubilee in 1897. On a more
modern note there is an analysis of the forthcoming referendum on a western bypass route through
Petworth Park. It is suggested that continuing confrontation with the National Trust is not the way
forward. It is time for all factions in Petworth to work together to stem the assault on the town's
historic centre by heavier and heavier lorries. Something needs to be done quickly and the article
calls on the National Trust to commission a study at the highest level to suggest how heavy lorries
can be inhibited from entering the centre of Petworth. There is the usual account of the Society's
activities over the last quarter with particular reference to meetings in the Leconfield Hall.

Robert Harris discusses the decline of the English fair tradition over this century, the reasons for
it, and the particular significance of Petworth Fair in this context. Michael Wall, curator of the
Chalkpits Industrial Museum at Amberley talks about his work and the growing success of the Museum.
"To Eaton Square and back" is an account of domestic service at the beginning of this century, while
"Early Days at Avenings" gives a fascinating glimpse at Petworth life in the yearsleading up to the
Great War, the war itself, and the 1920s through the eyes of a member of the Mant family. "Burton
Park between the wars", is perhaps self-explanatory, while "Granny Rowe" is the third of F.M. Rowe's
very popular recollections of life at Duncton in the early 1920s. There are the usual short notes
including one on the Tickner family. A feature of this Magazine are the nine photographs of
Petworth Fair 1988 by John Rosser, while there are also pictures of the Society Christmas evening by
Tony Whitcomb and old photographs to accompany the relevant articles.

The circulation of the Magazine, now in its 55th Issue, is at present 800. Many of these are
delivered locally but a significant number, (over 200) are sent to Petworth exiles at home and
abroad. The Petworth Society while it organises large events such as the return of the Toronto
Scottish Regiment to Petworth in 1985 and 1987 and Petworth Fair holds regular monthly meetings
during the winter months in the Leconfield Hall. On the l4th March Roger Fitter of English
Woodlands talks on "The Role of Trees in Landscape and Forest" (Slides). On Wednesday 19th April
Mrs V. Bennett-Levy will talk to the Annual General Meeting on "The Royal Maundy" while on October
11th Sir Francis Avery Jones M.D. F.R.C.P. will talk on “"Herbs, their importance past and present".

Society walks, almost invariably on Sundays, continue throughout the year. Details of those for the
coming quarter will be found in the Magazine. In the summer there will be the usual walks and
garden visits but particularly the Gardens walks in Petworth and Fittleworth. The annual clean-up
of roads and verges is in April. You may have seen the Exhibition, "A Country Photographer" at the
Public Library; this was mounted by the Society. We also look after the two notice-boards, in New
Street and Lombard Street.

Why not join us? Annual subscription is i4 single or double membership with Magazine delivered
locally, 55 postal delivery or £5.50 overseas. Please fill in the form below and return it either

to... Mr. P. HOUNSHAM,

50 Sheepdown Drive,
Petworth.

Mrs R. Staker,
2 Grove Lane, Petworth,
alternatively simply bring it in to Anne

at E. Streeter and Daughter
Lombard Street - (almost opposite the Church).

If you already receive the magazine, please forgive this intrusion. May we simply thank you for

Your continuing support. Pater Jerrome

Keith Thompson
The Petworth Society

Application for Membership

I wish to become a member of The Petworth Society subject to the rules of the Society, and I enclose
a subscription of (min. £4). (Postal Minimum £5, overseas £5.50).

BLOCK LETTERS PLEASE
Full Name (Mr./Mrs./Miss)

Address




The Petworth Society was founded in 1974 "to preserve the
character and amenities of the town and parish of Petworth,
including Byworth; to encourage interest in the history of
the district, and to foster a community spirit". It 1s non-
political, non-sectarian, and non-profit-making.

Membership is open to anyone, irrespective of place or residence,
who is interested in furthering the objects of the society.

The annual subscription is £4.00. Single or Double one Bulletin

delivered. Postal £€5.00. Overseas £5.50. aFurther information
may be obtained from any of the following:-

Chairman Mr. P.A. Jerrome, Trowels, Pound Street,
Petworth. (Tel. 42562)

Vice-Chairman Mr K.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth.

Hon. Treasurer Mr. P. Hounsham, 50 Sheepdown Drive,
Petworth.

Hon. Membership Sec. Mrs. R. Staker, 2 Grove Lane, Petworth.

Committee Mrs. J. Boss, Mrs. Julia Edwards,
Mr. Ian Godsmark, Lord Egremont,
Mrs. Janet Ford, Mrs. Audrey Grimwood,
Mrs. Betty Hodson, Mr. John Patten,
Mrs. Anne Simmons, Mr. D.S. Sneller,
Mr. J. Taylor, Mr. E. Vincent

Membership enquiries to Mrs. Staker please, Bulletin circulation
enquiries to Peter or Bill (Vincent).

Bulletin Distributors - Mr. D. Sneller, Mrs. Williams (Graffham),
Mrs. Edwards, Mrs. Mason, Mr. Thompson,
Mrs. Simmons, Mrs. Watson, Mr. Patten,
Mrs. Adams (Byworth), Mrs. Hodson (Sutton
and Duncton), Mr. Vincent (Tillington and
River), Mrs. Harvey (Fittleworth).

CHAIRMAN'S NOTES

I will try to keep these notes to a minimum as I append separate
accounts of Society events. Magazine 57 (750 copies) is already
long sold out and I am sorry if any new member could not have a
copy. The print will probably have to be increased for next year.

I would particularly draw your attention to Tuesday December 5th
when the National Trust make a presentation of their plans for
Petworth House and give an overall view of what they have already
achieved there. The presentation is in association with this
Society and the first step in acontinuing and determined effort by
the Trust to come out into the town and identify itself much more
closely with it, a cause I have supported consistently over the
years. Neither town nor Trust can lose from a greater degree of
consultation, discussion and co-operation. Even a measure of
disagreement implies a dialogue and dialogue is essential for an
ultimately united town.

I do not give a special report on the Charles Leazell Exhibition:
so many members were actually present that a report seems almost
superfluous. It was very much a committee effort and raised
£1610.94 for the charity "Shelter" and an equivalent amount for
this Society.

Shelter o

NATIONAL CAMPAIGN FOR THE HOMELESS
88 (id Street-Landon ECIV 9HU - 01:253 0202

Received with grateful thanks the sum of £/& (D -394

= : :
[CHAIZ MR TRE 1 EflooRTH SoclETY

| Ve opwerLs
| Counms STeceT

Receipt for £1610.94 paid by the Society
on behalf of Mr and Mrs Bodiley.




Ron Pidgley's Poster design for Petworth Fair 1989,
il

Virtually all originals were sold and a high proportion of the
limited edition prints. The very few that remain are available
from Anne at E. Streeter and Daughter but supplies may be exhausted
by the time you read these notes. The prints do make a superlative
Christmas present. The touchstone of the weekend was that everyone
appears thoroughly to have enjoyed it. The preview was a really
happy occasion and no one seemed to begrudge the long time spent
waiting outside the Leconfield Hall on the Saturday morning, the
queue forming initally at 6.00 a.m. I was not present to see this!

What the Society will do with the money will have to be discussed
at the November committee meeting. It may have the effect of
reopening the old question of a permanent room or display of
Petworth memorabilia. It is a subject that, while not urgent at
present, will need a degree of thought in ensuing years.

The Fair will of course fall within the period of the printing of
this magazine. I hope it will again be a "Petworth" day in every
sense. Mike Pope sends me this cutting from the Sussex County
Magazine for March 1937. 1Is it true?

Petworth Fair Weather

It is declared to be a fact, observed and
verified for many generations, that whatever
weather is experienced locally on the day of
Petworth Fair (November 20th), similar
weather is always experienced on Christmas
Day. In making Christmas plans, therefore,
it would seem wise to get in touch beforehand
with a Petworth resident.

1st November 1989.
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AUDREY'S CIRCULAR WHITEWAYS WALK SEPTEMBER 3RD

The road up on to the downs at Bignor was a good deal better than I
had anticipated and once we were on top of the downs a great vista
spread out beneath us to the south. It was an unusually clear day
and we could make out Selsey Bill, Chichester Cathedral and the
skyscraper flats on the front at Bognor. Further away was the
great mass of the Isle of Wight. Was it really the Isle of Wight?
Yes, we were assured, it was, it was an unusually clear day. BAud.
and Eileen said that if you were up here at dusk you could see the
lights spread out beneath you all along the coast. It was a
glorious day; standing on the hill we could watch the gliders,
looking down on them as they flew over the valley below.

Up on the downs all was brown, a legacy of the long hot summer.
Aeroplanes seemed nearer up here, heard but not always seen. It
was fifty years to the day since the declaration of war in 1939.
The newspaper and television hype had made thinking about this seem
almost hackneyed but here, not being bullied by the media, was a
time to think about these things, thoughts allowed to run at
random, unmarshalled by the hectoring voice of others. The unseen
engines carried a hint of menace.

"Snips" was in the water-trough and there were ships on the
glittering sea. Storm damage had opened up the view but it was the
scarp that had taken the full brunt of the hurricane, trees swept
away in vast corridors. The clearers had left what they could and
oak and ash were slowly growing back. Clematis and mugwort were in
full growth and the pink heads of hemp agrimony were everywhere.

We made Whiteways, stopping for tea or ice-cream and then began the
long trek up through the woods. The paths were very dry and here
again the hemp agrimony was the dominant flower. As we reached the
top again we could see the doomed Bognor gasometer away to the
south. The blackberries were dying already, just as if they had
been sprayed. It had been an early year and autumn would come
early too.

AUDREY'S IMPROBABLY RELAXED BURY RIVERSIDE WALK OCTOBER 8TH

The weather forecast had been rather discouraging but in fact it
was a pleasant enough October afternoon, if a little breezy.
Parking at the ferry is always difficult so we took as few cars as
possible and disposed them round the village as best we could. For
some it was a fair walk down to the river. The ferry of course has







continuing awareness of their potential for healing action. In
retirement at Nutbourne he has a carefully planned and purpose-
built herb garden that illustrates both ancient tradition and
modern use. He stressed the importance of colour and a slide of a
border of chives in flower highlighting a medley of greens
demonstrated this point to perfection.

The title 'herb', is in origin a general name for a plant but in
its modern use may be defined as 'a plant of specialist use for man
or animal'. The uses of herbs are manifold; domestic, culinary,
medicinal, for dyeing, even sacred or magical. The Druids, Sir
Francis reminded his audience, were adept at using herbs in their
rituals and the Ancient Britons too were well aware of their
various properties. Some plants like bluebell or the ramsons - or
wild garlic - had established themselves here after the last Ice

Age.

Williams.

So many herbs however were brought over by the Romans that the
coming of the Legions heralded a new era in Britain. This list of
their additions to the indigenous species is an almost endless one.
Alexanders, chervil, fennel, horseradish, marjoram, mint and
taragon are but a few. The ancestors of many modern vegetables

P. Sadler.

were Roman introductions too but they were less aware of flowers.
When they left, it was the monks who would carry on their
traditions: the Romans had been well aware of the anti-biotic
properties of some plants in the treatment of wounds and indeed
garlic was still being extensively grown for the treatment of
wounds as late as the 1914-18 war. A ration of licquorice was
given to the legions before a day's march. It retained salt in the
tissues and inhibited thirst. Later this herb would be grown
freely by the Dominicans at Pontefract.

Mackie / Darcy Rushworth / Charlie Baigent / Mr.
Photograph courtesy of Mrs,

John Gerard the Elizabethan herborist's great herbal, still used
today, marks another chapter in the story of herbs. The
Elizabethans used herbs not simply for cooking or medicinal
purposes, but used meadowsweet and like plants to sweeten the air
in their homes. Prunella vulgaris, the carpenter's wort or
self-heal was used to staunch bleeding, carpenters being
particularly in need of such medication! Costmary was used for
insect bites. The Elizabethan still-room was a hive of industry,
distilling cordial water, drying bunches of tansy for its fresh,
pungent aroma, drying woodruff for pillows. Saponaria, the
soapwort or "Bouncing Bet" was still being regularly grown and used
at Uppark until the recent fire for washing delicate fabrics.

Baxter / Mr.

Centre Row
Petworth Scouts in 1922 just after George Peacock had left the troop,

George Muskett / Arthur Hill / George Baxter / Bert. Purser / William Gigg /

Arthur Napper / Frank Pullen / Frank Speed / George Smith / Clarrie Linton /
Charlie Hi1l1 / Bert. Pellett / Ted Gigg.

Ray Roane / Charlie Simpson / Ron Williams / Joe Williams.

Front Row

Les.
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Photograph by Walter Kevis.

The picture would have been taken in the 1890's.

Sir Francis then went on to discuss the more modern uses of herbs
indigenous and foreign in medicine before dealing with a large
number of questions - always an indication of interest. He had
Jgiven a tantalising glimpse of a world where folklore, tradition
and exact science at times go hand in hand.

Sir Francis was warmly thanked on the Society's behalf by Mr. John
Patten and refreshments were provided by Mrs. Ada Parvin and her
very able helpers.

26 Orchard Paddock,
Haxby,
YORK, YO3 8DP.

8th October, 1989.
Dear Peter,

I enclose "A Sussex Ploughmans Song" as promised.

This song was sung by my Grandfather Robert Strudwick, who
lived in the Kirdford and Wisborough Green areas and worked with
horses all his life.

It was given to me by his youngest son, Mr. Arthur Strudwick,
(whom you met at Kirdford) who went to school in Wisborough Green
and now lives in Scawby, Brigg, South Humberside.

It was nice to meet up again last weekend, and the Kirdford
event was certainly a huge success.

Yours sincerely,
F.A. Kenward.

A SUSSEX PLOUGHMANS SONG

Twas early one morning, just break of the day,

The cocks were a crowing, the farmer did say,

Come arise my good fellows, come arise with good will,
Your horses wants something, their bellies to fill.

When five o'clock came boys then up we did rise,

And into our stables, bold and merrily did fly,

With a rubbing and scrubbing, our horse avow

For we are all jolly fellows, that follows the plough.

When six o'clock came boys, at breakfast we meet,
With beef, pork and bread boys we heartily did eat,
With a piece in our pocket, I'll swear and I'll vow
For we are all jolly fellows that follows the plough.

=il =




When seven o'clock came boys away then we 3o,

We trip o'er the plain boys as nimbly as doe,

And when we get there so jolly and bold,

We will see which of us, the straight furrow can hold.

Our master came to us and to us he did say,

What have you been doing boys, this ere long day,
You have not ploughed your acre, I swear and vow
You are idle fellows that follow the plough.

I stepped up to him and made this reply,

We have ploughed our acre and you tells a lie,

We have ploughed our acre I swear and I vow

We are all jolly fellows that follows the plough.

He turned himself round and laughed at the joke,
Tis past two o'clock boys and time to unyoke,
Unharness your horses and rub them down well
And I'll give you a jug of my very best ale.

Come all you brave fellows where eer you may be,
You take this advice and be ruled by me,

Never fear your master I swear and I vow,

You are all jolly fellows that follows the plough.

Bob Copper writes: 15T 89,

Dear Peter,

We certainly have various songs about Ploughmen and Ploughboys
in my father's collection but "A Sussex Ploughman's Song"/"We're
All Jolly Fellows Who Follow the Plough" is not one of them. I
never heard him sing it. It was, though, an extremely popular song
amongst country people in the southern counties. Cecil Sharp said
of it "... almost every singer knows it; the bad singers often knew
but little else."

When collecting traditional songs for the B.B.C. Permanent
Library in Sussex and Hampshire in the 1950's I would often sing a
verse from this song as a test piece to assess the possibilities of
other, and perhaps better, songs lurking in the memory of a
prospective songster. Almost invariably it would be remembered, by
singers and non-singers alike, and must be the most widely known
song in southern England. It was always sung to a tune based on
the ubiquitous "Villikins and Dinah". Bob Lewis, the well-known
West Sussex folk-singer, still sings it from time to time - and he
sings it very well.

12

"Discovering Kirdford". From a colour photograph by Reg. Thompson.

"DISCOVERING KIRDFORD". SEPTEMBER 30TH-OCTOBER 1ST

It was clear that the Ifold Local History Society were going to
make a big effort with their September exhibition "Discovering
Kirdford". Three times Janet Austin and Flora Nineham had come
over to rummage through the Garland albums and now they had more
than fifty pictures. We haven't done a full-scale exhibition for
some years and I still regard myself as "convalescent" after the
last one. Perhaps in 1990! I certainly didn't envy Janet and her
friends their task.

The Village Hall was quite busy at 1.45 on the Sunday afternoon.
When I left at 4.15 the Hall was packed to bursting. It was the
mark of a successful exhibition that people were saying there was
simply too much to take in, vet at the same time making suggestions
not so much for improvement as for expansion! It had all been
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meticulously thought-out and planned; thirty-eight different
sections each clearly labelled and set out either on desks or on
sturdy screens on loan from the Weald School. Even then many of
the sections looked capable of considerable subdivision. The
Garland photographs, numerous as they were, were well distributed
around the room, just one thread in a larger tapestry.

On the back wall was the huge Kirdford tithe map of 1847 not
publicly on view for many years. Reg. Thompson had even brought
along the famous nineteenth century Payne diaries - but these were
carefully kept at one side. Another treat for the connoisseur was
an original indenture concerning Brownings Farm dating from 1578,
together with a transcription, the latter looking quite venerable
too!

It's not the place here to detail the thirty-eight different
sections, overflowing into the room at the back. Under newspapers
(Section 2) I found a mention of the "friendly Petworth Society
Magazine". I liked that and was pleased to see a number of
Kirdford articles from this Magazine put up on the screens. Three
tramps, announced the West Sussex Gazette in 1865, had been in
trouble for making a fire within fifty feet of the highway. The
chapel at Kirdford had had its opponents too I learned, an old
basket-woman playing the Jews harp on the steps to deter the
worshippers. Fruit, and particularly apples, played a prominent
role in Kirdford life (Sections 6 and 7).

Here too (Section 9) were old Kirdford shops, Myrams the butchers
on the Green and so many others. Here too were postcards, inns and
historic houses, the Calf Club and, in the room behind,
agricultural pictures and Mr Treadwell's collection of old farming
implements, corn forks, straw bands, seed trays and even a yoke.
0ld family pictures aroused as much interest as anything as also
individual sections on Kirdford characters like the Rev. Sidebotham
or Ron Snelling. This summary is notable as much for what it omits
as what it includes, the enthusiasm was obvious and understandable.
So many Kirdford people, so many visitors too had really
"Discovered Kirdford".

TO THE MOLE

Blind velvet creature
'‘Neath the grass,
You are so still

As by I pass.

You hunt at night
And sleep most days
And show to none
Your secret ways:
And yet I find,

I'm wondering still,
Why do you show us
Each neat hill
Pushed up by your
Enguiring nose

With help from your
Enormous toes?

But I could never
Wish you harm,

Nor would the man
Who owns the farm:
But you won't see
Another dawn,

If you start digging
On my lawn!

Ken Wells

HIGH STREET, PETWORTH.

It was some time in 1928 that we moved into Petworth in High Street
from Fox Hill. My father wanted to be nearer the Mill and the
station at Petworth, so, to my dismay, we left the good stabling
and paddock. However, father was friendly with Mr Wells at the
Angel Hotel, who kindly said I might use the stable behind Angel
Shades, a beer-house opposite the hotel.

The horse I had then, a young chestnut gelding, had been lent to me
by Ryan Price. Strangely enough, when we moved out from the house

at Fox Hill, the Price family moved in. They had previously lived

at Bury Gate, Fittleworth.

The house in High Street was, I thought, very disappointing. It

- 15 -







father died in 1930. My father never took a holiday in his life
and his working hours started at 8 a.m. every day continuing until
6 p.m. at the earliest, and 8 p.m. on Saturdays. Prior to my
recollection he opened at 7 a.m. daily and closed at 10 p.m. on
Saturdays. No matter how late the Saturday closing there was
always one customer, living guite near to the shop, who always came
r some small purchase at the very last minute. The shop never
d during the day, my father and Edie staggering their
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mealtimes so that one of them was always there.

For his leisure my father would, on early clesing day (Wednesday)
hire a wagonette from Mr. Streeter and take us all to Bedham or
some other place in the country for a picnic. Later we were able
to go farther afield, sometimes to the coast, with "Pim" Purser
driving us in her taxi.

George Steggles
at the seaside.

My father did a lot of walking in his younger days and would think
nothing of walking to the South Downs, and back, on Wednesdays. He
took a great interest in wild flowers and would bring back
specimens or orchids and other rare flowers and display them in the
shop. As a result, in later years, when he could not walk so far
customers living in the country would bring specimens to him - a
practice that would be frowned upon in these days of conservation.

- 18 =

Two particular brands of cigarettes sold in the shop were very
popular, namely Evening Star and Players Number 2. My father
bought them in boxes containing two hundred or more cligarettes and,
for sale, they were packed into bundles wrapped in small squares of
white paper, sealed with sealing wax. Evening Star sold at fifteen
cigarettes for seven pence and Players Number 2, a slightly better
quality, at fourteen for seven pence halfpenny.

Interior of the Chemist's
Shop in Market Square c1900.

My father was very fond of children and those that came into the
shop were frequently given a sweet - a large strong acid drop or a
blackcurrant pastille - from the big jars which, with other
medicinal tablets stood behind the counter, and the really lucky
ones would be given a block of Allen & Hanbury's, or Ovaltine,
chocolate. Elizabeth Wyndham, the adopted daughter of Lord and
Lady Leconfield often came into the shop with her nanny and, when
she had her first Shetland pony insisted upon bringing it up the
two steps and right into the shop "to show Mr. Steggles".

A boy, starting at the age of twelve and continuing until he was
fourteen, and left school, was always employed for two hours early
evening and on Saturday mornings, to deliver items bought by
customers during the day, and do other odd jobs. On more than one
occasion, as one boy left, his younger brother took on the job.




They took the goods out in a large wicker basket covered in
"American cloth" to keep them dry. Frequently they had to push
crates of syphons of Soda Water or Lemonade on a truck to Petworth
House and other large houses in the town. When, during the 1920's,
King George V and Queen Mary stayed at Pitshill for Goodwood, my
father supplied the Soda Water etc to Pitshill. Not at any time
before or after were syphons cleaned as much as they were before
being sent to Pitshill.

I don't think that I ever remember seeing the things in the windows
of the shop changed. Apart from a row of carboys on a shelf at the
top, the New Street window was always filled with animal medicines
and other farming requirements. Cooper's Sheep Dip is one that
comes to my mind. It really did not matter what was in the window
facing the Square for it was always so full of posters announcing
whist drives, dances and other functions that nothing else could be
seen. It was recognised as the place in the town for displaying
notices and I can remember that Mr. Stevenson, the Boys' school
headmaster, (long before the days of radio or T.V.) when in most
years he attended the Oxford and Cambridge Boat race, sent
telegrams to my father, announcing the result, which we then put
into the window for all to see.

The window bench in the Square was a favourite meeting place for
the youths of Petworth during summer evenings. If they became too
noisy an effective way of removing them was for my father to water
the geraniums in the window box at the sitting room window overhead
and "accidentally" allow some of the water to spill over.

About three weeks before Christmas each year two very large tables
were brought into the shop on which were then displayed all the
fancy soaps, perfumes etc that were suitable for presents. My
father did not like dealing with these and, as far as possible,
left it to the rest of us to do. He was much happier making up
prescriptions of medicines and pills. As a child I would watch
fascinated as he actually made pills. Physic balls for horses were
also made - they were about the size of a sausage and had to be
pushed down the horse's throat. My father also made something
called a black draught which persons who had imbibed more than was
good for them the night before would come into the shop in the
morning, and drink, to cure the hangover. For a few weeks each
summer bottles of "Kill Wasp" had to be made up which, as well as
being lethal from the wasps' point of view, could be smelt all over
the house. Everyone was glad when that time was over. I very much
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Photograph by Walter Kevis.
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The shop is now the Electricity Board showrooms.
Photograph courtesy Miss J. Gumbrell.
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The same building in the late 1920's.
Photograph courtesy Mrs P. Catt.

doubt whether a chemist of today would ever be asked to dispense
any of these things - or would know how to do so.

A final thought that comes to mind is concerning the carriers who
used, on two or three days in the week, to come into the town,
originally with their ponies and traps but later with a motor
vehicle, from the villages under the Downs and elsewhere. They
would leave at the shop little slips of paper, written by the
villagers, giving lists of things required, which were then put up
and, later, the carrier would call and pay for, and collect them.
My father always allowed him something off the price and the
villagers also paid the carrier a few coppers, and that was how he
made his living.

Judging from the number of people who attended his funeral, and the
floral tributes sent, I think that my father's death was a loss to

the town.
GeTS,

ON NOT QUITE LIVING AT GRAYS

I never actually lived at Grays although it had been, as I
understand it, home to the Upton family for some two hundred years
until my uncle Mitchell "Mike" Upton sold it in the 1920s. I was
always told that it had been built by the Upton family, and that
the stone had come from one of the stone guarries used for
rebuilding Petworth House at the turn of the eighteenth century,
the incumbent of Petworth House at the time allowing the Upton
family to re-open the guarry just for the stone needed. The stone
may in fact have been near to hand; there is a quarry half-way
down Shimmings Hill and the almost vertical walls of the Withy
Copse seem to indicate a degree of quarrying there too at some
time.

My very first recollections of Grays come from toward the end

of the 1914-1918 war, when my father Thomas Herbert Upton was
working for King and Chasemore in Horsham: he would eventually of
course work for Major Courtauld at Burton Park. We set forth for
Petworth by train from Horsham (change at Pulborough) to be met at
our destination by a privately hired four-wheeler operated by Henry
Streeter which took us up to Angel Street. There was a similar
horse-vehicle for general public transport but this was before the
first motor bus, a Crossley converted ambulance. Henry Streeter
came to Angel Street to pick us up three or four days later. Grays
had its own turning space in the street opposite so that carriages
could sweep round.
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an identity disc and the appropriate colour to represent the
country of the soldier who had fallen. While we were at Rochfort
there was a terrible storm and a lady kindly allowed us to take
shelter in her large chateau until the storm cleared up. While we
were here we visited the famous Hannes Grottoes, winding our way
through passages to the Great Hall where we could see the
stalagmites and stalactites. A river ran through this cavern and
we later boarded a boat and sailed out of the Grottoes in it.

While we were in Belgium we watched the raising of H.M.S.
Vindictive, sunk with two other ships in Zeebrugge harbour as an
anti-submarine device. It was the 20th August 1920. She had been
filled with concrete and sunk. After being raised she was towed
into Ostend harbour and later brought back to England under her own
power! I brought back a couple of bolts from the Vindictive as
souvenirs of the event but I haven't got them now. The boat we
came out on was an ordinary commercial one and I was violently sick
going out. We went down into the gallery to eat sandwiches because
it was so painful being sick on an empty stomach. On the way back
I fell asleep in a coil of rope and wasn't sick once! We were
fifteen days in Belgium before returning to West Hampstead where we
stayed a night and a day at Scout H.Q. before setting off back home
via Leatherhead, Dorking, Barns Green and Billingshurst. There
wasn't a great deal of traffic on the road, some ex-army vehicles
back from the war and the occasional private car.

Leatherhead 1920. Petworth Scouts are returning from their trip to Belgium.
George Peacock extreme right.
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Photograph by John Smith.

"Squelching" a tyre at Fittleworth about 1911.




Harry Goodyer (right) and Frank Dalton debating whether to renew the spokes on a wheel.

The felloes will clearly require their attention!
Photograph courtesy of Gordon Goodyer.

A trek was well-organised and in no way haphazard. We'd take a
sanitary officer, a medical officer and two scoutmasters. The
Belgium trip cost thirty shillings but parents couldn't usually
afford to pay, individual boys effectively having to fund the trip
themselves. Instead of spending our odd pennies on sweets we'd buy
a penny stamp at the Post Office and stick it on a special form.
Then, when we had twelve stamps we'd transfer the shilling to a
Post Office savings account. I took out the evening papers for
Weavers at this time; they sold for a half-penny and I was often
given a penny and told to forget the change. The odd half-penny
went towards the thirty shillings needed for the trek. 1I'd start
my round in Lombard Street and make my way down toward Hampers
Common, shouting "News," "Argus" or whatever. Like some of the
other newsboys I was in the choir at St. Mary's and Mr. Selfe
Fowles the choirmaster would often hear us shouting for all we were
worth and lament, "If only you boys opened your mouths in Church as
you do in the streets..."

At Easter and Whitsun Mr. Mackie would take us to various camping
places along the South Coast. I remember Goring and Ferring at
different times but particularly Bailiffscourt Farm at Climping -

Petworth Scouts at Bailiffscourt Climping.

George Peacock second from left.
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Tom Goodger at Tripp Hill. Mr. Goodger had a cider-press and they'd
take their apples up there by horse and cart, press them, bring back
the cider and put it in the cellar. It was actually the ground
floor but they always called it the cellar. The great time for
cider was lunch-break when they had a guart jug with bread and
cheese. They also brewed home-made mangel beer, Mr. Retallick from
Lea Farm would bring them a cartload of mangels specifically for
this. They used to cook the mangels in the Kitchen copper, a
massive three feet across, chopping the mangels up and putting them
in a sack. There was a big hook over the copper and the sack of
mangels would be lowered into the copper from this and boiled. The
mangels would then he hauled out and left to ferment. Ginger beer
was made with root ginger in big earthenware jars. If corked too
tightly it would blow up. They grew a vast quantity of parsnips too
- for wine as a change at lunch-break.

Getting coal up from the Station was another day's work. We had a
whole load, not just a hundredweight, and it would be brought up on
Mr. Retallick's wagon - a year's supply. Pig-pens there were too
out in the garden and large troughs in the "cellar" for salting down
the joints. Father would buy most things 1in bulk and a lot of his
dealing was by barter; he'd do a job in return for something from
the farm. Money didn't change hands a lot, there might perhaps be
corn for the chicken, of which there were always a number scratching
about in the sawdust among the carts. Farmers' finances were very
seasonal, "When we get the money for our corn we'll pay you" was a
typical phrase, or more likely, "You can have a dung-cart load of
potatoes for your pigs".

Hallelujah Corner used to be called White Horse Corner after the
White Horse, an old coaching inn. There were seats all round
against the windows. If you went round the corner towards the
church there was a high wall, it's been much lowered now, but that's
where the London Stage used to stop and change horses. There were
stables behind the wall and travellers would go to the inn for
refreshment. The name Hallelujah Corner is comparatively recent:
the local chapel used to congregate there on Sunday evenings and we
boys would go out to hear them although we were actually
church-goers. They sang "Hallelujah" so often that the name stuck.
Their little chapel on Hesworth Common is still there although long
superseded; it was once a blacksmith's shop.

Gordon Goodyer was talking to Audrey Grimwood and the Editor.

List of new members will appear in the March Magazine.
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