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Petworth Players
present

ALADDIN

AND HIS WONDERFUL LAMP

A Pantomime
(By Wilfred Miller)

at
The Leconfield Memorial Hall, Petworth

' JANUARY 1991

THURSDAY 10th - 7.30 p.m.
FRIDAY 11th - 7.30 p.m.
SATURDAY 12th - 7.30 p.m.
SATURDAY 12th (Matinée) — 2.30 p.m.

Admission: £3.00 : (Children & Senior Citizens £2.00)
ALL PERFORMANCES

Box Office: ‘David’s’, Market Square, Petworth.
















grassland is the leaving of cans or plastic bottles in the fields.
Shimmings is a farm: it is not a picnic area. At the crudest
level animals are inguisitive and can simply get cans stuck on
their tongues - often with gquite seriocus results. Bottles or cans
lying in the grass can't be seen if you're using a cutting-machine.
A glass bottle may shower anywhere but more serious than this is
that a metal drink can may shear into any number of tiny metal
pieces, some no bigger than a needle. The metal gets into the hay
and an animal swallows a sharp piece. This is often the
explanation if an animal suddenly goes off colour. Plastic bags
are a particular danger. I've known a cow choke on one at Frog
Farm. We were working two fields away and saw her throwing her
head in the air but we couldn't get there in time to save her.
Again it's surely unreasonable for me to give access to the
Shimmings fields and find someone practising golf in them, when
there are proper courses within easy distance. A calf can so
easily choke on a golf ball.

While I can get irritated, I don't get paranoid. Shimmings is a
farm with a public face and whoever farms it has a certain amount
of public relations to do. It's rudeness that upsets me and it's a
minority of people who are rude, intolerant and careless that
depresses me. There's no need for that kind of behaviour. I like
to meet people when I'm out in the fields. Shimmings gives the
farmer a public face.

Boys can be a problem but in a way I can deal with this - there's
not the calaculated rudeness about them that so irritates one in
certain adults. Boys' escapades can have serious consequences
however. We nearly had a major incident in the recent very dry
spell when boys started a bonfire in the undergrowth to the left of
the first stone bridge. Someone tipped me off and I went out. As
it happened the fire didn't really get going but it could well
have taken hold. Some of my regular walkers are very good about
letting me know if there are signs of trouble. Sometimes too I've
heard of lads chasing cows with sticks - serious enough, but as I
say I find children being irresponsible less wearing than adults
telling me what they propose to do in the fields I rent and to
which I allow them access. Shimmings is after all a working farm.

Don't forget Shimmings is not a wild landscape. It has not been

that for hundreds of years. It is a carefully controlled habitat
and as such its status must always be fragile. Some people think
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Shimmings 1901.

The photograph may be by Walter Kevis.
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Round the Hills 1901,

it's a kind of natural wilderness, an unofficial nature reserve
even - it isn't. If it were not carefully farmed Shimmings would
quickly revert to a mass of dock, thistle and seeding coarse grass.
A periodical spray with a weedkiller is essential. A proportion
too of the grass needs reseeding every year because grass will not
give an effective crop after five years of bearing. This always
gives rise to the idea that I'm turning pasture into arable. I
can't. My lease wouldn't allow it even if I wished to and I don't
wish to. It's simply that grassland needs periodical reseeding.
The Sugar Loaf field is difficult: it is rock underneath and needs
lime to keep the soil in reasonable condition. 1It's of its nature
very dry and is tricky for machines because of the pronounced
slopes. Last year we wintered polo ponies up there. Sugar Loaf
field has to be mowed once in the year and then grazed. If it is
not mown the grass gets very straggly. Our aim with all the fields
is to graze lightly to keep the grass down.

Two dry summers and the advent of the so-called mad-cow disease
have put the already precarious economics of Shimmings under siege.
The drought and the indifferent soil means that for the last two
years it has produced only half the grass an area of that size
should produce, while a drop in beef prices makes it a struggle to
break even. Reseeding is essential, paying especial attention to
those fields where it is safe to use machines and simply grazing
the rest. A more intensive farming programme would need extensive
field divisions. There are three options that can be thought about
and another that effectively is not an option at all.

1) Sheep. Sheep could certainly be viable at Shimmings but here
again the public access factor comes in. It might be possible
if everyone kept to the footpaths and no one's dog came hurtling
unaccompanied up the footpath from Petworth, but uncontrolled
dogs and sheep are simply incompatible. TIt's not so much
regular dog walkers that cause the trouble, it's dogs in the
town who are allowed to wander off all day. Perhaps it's the
fault of visitors to the town — I'd like to think Petworth
people know better.

To go over to milk production. This is effectively out because
of restrictions on milk-production imposed by the E.E.C. and the

guota system. No quota is presently available.

3) To continue with the grazing of beef cattle. As I have said the
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IAN AND PEARL'S BALLS CROSS WALK. NOVEMBER 4TH

As if to defy Keith's rather ominous
poster drawing it was a perfect day.
clear blue skies and quite a
penetrating air for November. The
Balls Cross walk has become something
of a tradition over the last few years
- the last walk before we start again
in February. Some forty members were
in the Market Square but there were no
problems at Langhurst Hill - plenty of
room in the farmyard. Some went into
the barn to look at the turkeys but
before long Ian and Pearl led us across
the road into the autumn woods. We'd
been later last year and the ground had
been hard and white with frost. This
time there was no sign of frost and the
leaves were still on the trees, some
glorious shades of yellow and orange
but some leaves still distinctly green. It would be a late fall
this year. There were fungi of all kinds, some sombre-coloured,
some the brightest of orange. We had veered off into a part of the
woods we had not seen before bearing round eventually to pass by the
rear of Butcherland Farm admiring a miniature lake with swans.
After a while we came out on the road between Balls Cross and
Ebernoe. Just a short spell on the rocad before we eventually made
our way back through the woods coming out more or less where we had
started.

Once again Ruby and John had provided tea in the farmhouse: scones,
Jam and cream, and cakes and biscuits of all kinds. T don't know
how Ruby does it. "They're always to appreciative," she had said in
the woods as if this were an explanation in itself. Well so they
are, but it's still a lot of work.

After this Ian showed slides of Society activities over the past
year beginning with our arrival at Langhurst Hill last November. As
usual we will show a selection of these for the Christmas meeting.
The gap felt because Ian and Pearl had missed the trip to Funtington
in October only emphaized how important the slides are to the
Society. The Petworth Society has its own traditions and this
record and members own recollections are its joint guardians.

g

Driving sheep over the Downs to Findon in the mid-1930s.

Photograph by George Garland.




September 22nd.

Photograph by Tony Whitcomb.

=
o
e
=
wi
L
Lo
Y
o
a
=
o
o
—
o
>
=}
o
v
>
=
=
@
o
w
1
=

*quoo3 LyM Auo)l KAq ydeubojoyd
‘puzg 42quajdas -uotLyseq jo apea|eAR) S Auuad Suy

Lixy Lix3
3¥l4




@
2
—
=
=

v

@
—

&
L& ]

>

o
L

(=1

L]

L5

(=21

=]
=

o
=
a

Mother Goose 1967.

THOUGHTS ON THE SUMMER OF 1990

Fifty summers earlier I was in Dad's Army, which is not to say that
today I am rising ninety, but simply that in the summer of 1940 I
was at school and enrolled in the local Home Guard with everyone
else who had turned seventeen. "Beaks" and boys, teachers and
taught, we all paraded together in the Local Defence Volunteers as
it was at first called.

This past summer I mused on what it was, fifty years ago, for which
I was prepared to offer my life had Nazi paratroopers disguised as
Nuns really descended on the lonely Downs. The England I went to
war to defend always seemed to be downland, in many places
criss-crossed by wires as an obstacle to enemy airborne landings.
When we thought we were going to be invaded I remember hearing on
the Downs the air raid sirens taking one another up, all along the
coast from Bognor direction towards Brighton - a sound that worked
on the adrenalin. I remember a battery of guns in a Wealden lane,
their muzzles cocked towards the line of the Downs. Sussex was my
home and I knew the South Downs well for much of their length, I
spent the school terms on the wilder Wiltshire downland. When I
left school it had seemed best to get on with things and I joined
the Army without waiting for my call-up, which at that time came at
the age of nineteen, and when I underwent recruits training at the
rifle Depot at Winchester the chalk was still with me. I remember
a friend of mine who coming home on leave was killed on the golf
course at Brighton when a low flying enemy aircraft machine-gunned
him.

I must have seen the spire of Petworth church often in my boyhood,
yet later on when I came to live at Petworth and the spire had
gone, unaccountably I could not remember it. Familiar enough to
me, though, was the noble accompaniment of the Downs westwards to
Butser Hill.

In the spring of 1944 I wasstationedin Worthing of all places, this
whole region being the concentration area for many troops prior to
the Normandy landings. I remember a route march my company made
through West Sussex in fine spring weather, in that year of 1944,
through Petworth, and a night in bivouac in the woods near Parham;
then a night under Chanctonbury Ring, which we defended the next
day in a mock battle as "enemy" to the rest of the battalion. One
week after D-Day, in the build-up of the initial assault, we sailed
from Newhaven into the Battle of Normandy. We sailed at last
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second producer. No society can be really effective without a
strong stage crew led by the stage manager. Ron Pidgley was
followed by Alan Clake, Bill Harding, the late Les Katon and the
late Ron Saunders. Now we are fortunate in having Melvyn Bridger
as stage manager. Owen Bridger was electrician for some years

followed by Bert Lintill who has "semi-retired", Douglas Price
having taken over.

Some things stick in the mind and will remain. Jack Clifford
always helped erect the scenery. "Jack will be there," was a
catchword for years when there was something that needed doing,
particularly if it was a bit tricky. 1I'm sure Phil Sadler won't
mind me telling of the scene in "Rebecca" when I had to go centre
stage and take a flower out of the bowl. It was a turning point in
the action and so important that it should be right. There had
been two flower arrangements on stage, one on the table centre
stage, the other a fixed oasis arrangement at the side. Unknown to
me Phil Sadler had looked over the stage beforehand and thought the
oasis looked better in the centre. When I went to pull out a flower
I couldn't - it was stuck firmly in the oasis! &t another time
Wilfred Bevis had to give me a drink on stage but found that he
couldn't open the bottle. Thinking quickly he said, "I suppose you
don't really want one anyway". Some of the players were very
determined. I remember one part which demanded that Hannah Bridger
fall backward over a settee. She didn't like doing it much but
insisted on keeping to the script. I altered the script in one
play so that it ended with Hannah diving into a linen basket. In
one of the later pantomimes David Reiss, who was a pilot, had a
part coming in towards the end. It was in "Hansel and Gretel" I
think. He telephoned me after the Friday evening performance and
said, "I'm a bit stuck, I've got to fly to Majorca tomorrow and I
don't know whether I'll be back in time for one of the evening
performances." We arranged for his part of the pantomime to be cut
out and had just reached his entrance when he rushed in. He'd been

to Majorca, landed somewhere up north, got a lift to Gatwick and
just made it!

People say I'm not as touchy as I used to be - but I can certainly
get worked up if things don't go as I want them to. That's what
producing is about. Amateurs we may be but people pay good money
to come and see us and "anything will do" is not the right
attitude. Yes, I can be hard on them but the years have made me
more tolerant. You can't get amateurs to every rehearsal and for
pantomime you're often dealing with very young people. I don't
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Photcgraph courtesy of Mrs K. Street.

Mr Muskett in Grove Street.




January 1954.
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like people forgetting lines and I don't like ad-libbing, although
I remember John Hackford and Bill Singleton adding a chamber-pot to
a scene in one of the Sailor plays. It was good enough to keep in
but definitely an exception. As a purist I don't like having
raffles at our plays but financially they're absolutely vital, the
members donate the prizes. We also sell sweets. We need all the
income we can now, just to break even. Royalties for a play are
guite high now, £80 perhaps and the hire of the Hall may run into
hundreds of pounds. Support is erratic. There's more against us
now than when we started in the 1950s. Television has a greater
hold than ever - all dramatic societies find this.

We bought the Lombard Street hut in the early 1970s but when we
were offered the Armoury because the Youth Club no longer needed it
we sold the Lombard Street premises. It was long before the
property boom and by the time we had paid Capital Gains Tax we were
little better off financially. We still use the Armoury.

The present Players are very much a going concern, very much a part
of Petworth life. We have a dozen or more youngsters of eleven to
fourteen learning stage training and voice production under Gail
Ratcliffe. "Ernie's Incredible Hallucination" was a recent example
of their work as was the circus put on in Rosemary Gardens for
Petworth Festival this year. Kathy Bridger will direct and Lynton
Morrish produce this season's pantomime with Olive Fox looking
after the music and Lee Lavington the wardrobe. As usual there
will be the intense local involvement you always get with a
pantomime. "Noah Gives Thanks" at St. Mary's Church in Festival
week was very well received and something I'd always wanted to do.
Bill Harding painted the backcloth so well that some took it for
part of the Church! Pam and Malcolm Shepherd, two of our members,
are making a video for general release to aid handicapped children
which includes sequences of our "babies", the seven year olds
dancing.

Looking over the years I have talked mainly of the earlier years.

I remember very early on being in the Market Square and overhearing
two ladies talking. We had a bill-board up on the Town Hall
advertising one of our plays. "Going to see that?" said one lady
to the other who was leaning on her bicycle. "No, I never go in
there," said her companion emphatically. I'd like to think that
over the years we've made some impression on attitudes like that.
Above all however we are, and have always been, a society for the
ordinary person. Anyone can come and feel at home at our plays and
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must speak to them, whilst they are at it, and then writes the
witch's name upon a piece of parchment, and stuffs it into one of
the holes at the top of the heart, and burns it to a cinder on a
wood fire, and then, when it is all in a scrump pounds it fine like
dust, and throws it into a stream of water, which runs in the
direction of the witch's house, that the person will get well, and
the complaint will fall upon someone or something belonging to the
witch; and so you see we means to try it this very night, and I am
sure I hope it will do her good for I am main sorry for the poor
giri; Ehat I be."

A MORE LIKELY CAUSE.
"perhaps after all, said mother, there may be a natural cause for
the poor young thing's sickness - who knows? She may get better in
a little while William, without all this trouble about the horse's
heart."
I thought William looked rather foolish and red when mother spoke
to and stared him hard in the face. But she was right, though for
about five months after that, lo, and behold it had a natural
ending, and I never heard but what she made him a very good wife.

THE WITCH'S FUNERAL.
"Well" said Mrs sharp, "did you never hear what took place on the
day of her funeral, or at least of her supposed funeral - for the
bearers said they were certain from the lightness of the coffin
there could not have been a corpse in it, for it was not heavier
than a feather; indeed they did not believe that it was a coffin at
all, nothing but the shape of one; for that whilst the people were
waiting at the house for the coffin to be put upon the two joint
stools at the door, a great black tom cat, which had lived with the
olid woman years and years, beyond the age of any natural cat, kept
running in and out of the door and jumping through the windows,
which were kept open as the weather was very hot at the time, like
a mad thing, and not at all like a real cat; and she was almost as
much feared and hated as her olid mistress. Well, nobody ever saw
or heard of the cat after that day, but something between the shape
of a cat and the likeness of old Butter Ede was seen flying out at
the top of the kitchen chimney, and there came such a clap of
thunder and such a stroke of lightning and such a smell of sulphur,
that all who were in the house were nearly stifled. And that was
the end, I presume, of old Butter Ede and her cat s

A list of new members will appear in the March Issue.
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