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Images of West Sussex

Calendar 2005
 

This calendar of black and white images of West Sussex will be available

from the Record Office in early October.It is £5.00 + £1.50 p.p.

Petworth Society members can purchase it for a special price of £4.00 +

p.p. It comes complete with hardbacked white envelope for posting.

Wewill also have Christmas cards available for sale.

Please send ......... Images of West Sussex

IN@INeee

INGGECSSoe

Please make cheques payable to West Sussex County Council

This order and remittance should be sent to

West Sussex Record Office, County Hall, Chichester, PO19 1RN 
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PETWORTHSOCIETY ACTIVITIES SHEET

PLEASE NOTE SPECIAL OFFER FOR SOCIETY MEMBERS - GARLAND CALENDARFOR2005. SEE

ACCOMPANYING SHEET.

THE DECEMBER BOOKSALEIS ON SATURDAY11™.

MONTHLY MEETINGS, LECONFIELD HALL7.30. REFRESHMENTS. RAFFLE.
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ALISON NEIL
Author of

‘Bella - The Story of Mra Beeton”

aud "The Siatb Wife"

DIRECTED BY DAVID COLLISON

WEDNESDAY DECEMBER15"
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MONDAY JANUARY 247

PETWORTH SOCIETY 30TH ANNIVERSARY CELEBRATION: 730 22
 

THURSDAY FEBRUARY24™

TIME OF OUR LIVES MUSIC THEATRE : TWO FOR THE1/9'S 1.2025

THURSDAY MARCH 24":

MEL MYLAND — The Master Puppeteer "A WORLD OF PUPPETS"

Mel. and his wife run a puppet shop and museumat Eastbourne. He makes puppets for opera; street shows, giant puppets

for stilt walkers, trick marionettes and hand puppetsforsolo artists in all branchesoftheatre, film and T.V. Hewill talk

about puppethistory and bring along aboxof his favourite creations to show how a master puppeteer works. £4

WEDNESDAYAPRIL 20™

GERALDINE WINTER "A‘TRUE WOMAN OF MYSTERY"

The unusuallife and works of Agatha Christie. 730) £2

WALKS AND VISITS BEGIN AGAININ SPRING.
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THE PETWORTH SOCIETY
BOOK SALE CALENDAR 3

Books to donate?

Ring Peter on 342562

. or Miles on 343227 4

Weare always happy
to collect  

 

2nd Saturdayin the

month

Leconfield Hall,

Petworth

Bolelk §
Wanted

Nowin our fourth year The Petworth

Society book sales have become some-

thing of an institution in the town. Book

lovers come from far and wide to enjoy

one of the largest sales of its kind in the
south of England. While we have now

managed to achieve a kind of perma-

nence about the event which we could

only have dreamt about when the idea

was first conceived, we still have the

never-ending problem of obtaining new

stock. Certainly the people from Pet-

worth and the surrounding villages have

been extraordinarily generous with their

donations but we simply cannot sit back

and take it for granted that more books
will comein.

 

Please help us to continue the work

that was begun four years ago. If you

have any booksatall that you would like

to donate then don’t hesitate to contact

us and we will be more than happy to

collect them. Alternatively you can bring

in books to the monthly sales where you

will be assured of a warm welcome(if

you can fight your way through the
scrum).

BOOK SALE
CALENDAR

2005
10 a.m.—4 p.m.

Free Admission

Saturday

Jan. 8th

Feb. 12th

March 12th

April 9th

May 14th

June 11th

July 9th

Aug. 13th

Sept. 10th

Oct. 8th

Nov. 12th

Dec. 10th  

2005

IF YOU
HAVE

BOOKS
TO DO-
NATE
THEN
PLEASE
RING
PETER
ON 342562
OR

MILES

ON 343227

REMEMBERTHAT YOU CAN PAY YOUR PETWORTH SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP SUBSCRIPTION AT THE BOOK SALES  



Constitution and Officers

The Petworth Society was founded in 1974 "to preserve the character and amenities of the

town andparish of Petworth including Byworth; to encourage interest in the history of the

district and to foster a community spirit". It is non-political, non-sectarian and non-profit

making.

Membership is open to anyone, irrespective of place of residence whois interested in

furthering the object of the society.

The annual subscription is £9.00. Single or double one Magazinedelivered. Postal

£11.00 overseas £13.00. Further information may be obtained from anyof the following:

Chairman

MrP.A. Jerrome MBE,Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth [STD 01798] (Tel. 342562)

GU28 0DX

Vice Chairman

MrK.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth (Tel. 342585) GU28 OQEW

Hon. Treasurer

MrA. Henderson, 62 SheepdownDrive, Petworth (Tel. 343792) GU28 0BX

Committee

MrStephen Boakes, Mr Miles Costello, Lord Egremont, Mr Ian Godsmark,

Mrs Audrey Grimwood, Mrs Betty Hodson, MrPhilip Hounsham,Mrs Anne Simmons,

Mrs Ros Staker, Mr J. Taylor, Mrs Deborah Stevenson, Mrs Linda Wort

Magazine distributors

Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Mrs Grimwood,

Mrs Hounsham, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Mrs Adams (Byworth),

Miss Biggs, Mrs Dallyn (Sutton and Duncton), Mrs Williams (Graffham), Mr Derek

Gourd, (Tillington and River), Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth)

Society Scrapbook

Mrs Pearl Godsmark

Coultershaw Beam Pump representatives

MrS. Boakes, Mrs J. Gilhooly, Mr A Henderson, Mr T. Martin.

For this Magazineon tape please contact Mr Thompson.

Society Town Crier

MrJ. Crocombe, 19 Station Road (343329)

Note: The crier may be prepared to publicise local community events and public notices for

you, even snippets of personal newssuchasbirths, engagements or lost pets. It is suggested

that such personaland businesscries be made for a small donation to a charity to be nominated

by the crier himself.
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Chairman’s Notes

Once moreit's a "vying-for-space" Magazine. There are separate reports on Society

activities so I don't need to do more thansay that the Society dinner was again a huge

success and that a really excellent season of monthly meetings looks in prospect. The

BookSale gets busier. "One of the largestsales ofits kind in the South ofEngland",

Miles says elsewhere in this Magazine. I wouldn't argue with that. Certainly local

traders have said they welcomethe monthly influx of visitors from outside the town.

A word on misprints. Numerically veryfew in the last edition; they just happened

to be prominent. Three of them I think. Did you find them? It's all down to me as proof-

reader. I think it's easier to pick up small errors than bigger ones : you perhaps

unconsciously assumethatif it's a caption or large type there's no need to look. It would

be nice perhaps to produce a real classic. My favourite remains that old (possibly

apocryphal) Parish Magazine note. "Anyone who has shaken hands with the vicar will

know they have shaken hands with a fiend." Notfrom St Mary's Magazine I hasten to add!

After thirteen years I have handed overthe chairmanship of the Leconfield Hall:

MrRaymondHarriswill continuein the short term, while Mr Andy Henderson will now

representthe Society on the Hall Committee. I am pleased with what has been achieved

at the Hall during my tenure and perhaps know more than anyonethe immense

contribution ofRaymond Harris to this as to so much else in Petworth. It has been (and

still is) my privilege to work with him. I wish the Hall every success in the future.

Peter 21" October 2004

 

ThePetworth Society Magazine on CD-Rom

Tim Austin a memberfrom Bexhill-on-Sea hasrecently completed the task of placing the

completeset ofPetworth Society Magazines on to CD-Rom.This may not seem aremarkable

task at all, however when youtake into accountthat he would have hadto have scannedat

least 4,500 pages and with each pagetakingat least a couple of minutes to scan and save to

his computer,then the whole work would have taken about 150 hours to complete,and that

is without taking any breaks into consideration!

The full extent of the uses to which the CD's can be putwill no doubt become clearer

as time goesby butin the meantimeit is now possible to search the whole 117 issuesof the

magazinein just a few seconds. Family historians searchingfor referencesto theirrelatives

will no doubtfind the database invaluable andto this endit is plannedto offer the West Sussex

Records Office at Chichester a copy of the disks for their own use.

Tim has generously donated the copyright of the CD's to the Society.

MC
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David’s moonlightflit. 21st August

Andit was wet. Another wet evening in the wettest August on record. Wetworth? The old

jibe resoundsoverthe years but seemshardly fair. It’s weteverywhere. Ian and Pearl marshal

thé cars in the car park, David and Lindawill be waiting in the Pheasant Copse. Two dozen

walkers? It’s difficult to tell. Could be thirty. Along the London Road. Steve Wadey holds

the gate open to keep the turning cars on the move.It’s a fast road.

The path is a metre wide, the creation of Andy Goldsworthy, the ground excavated by

diggerto allow filling of kibbled chalk. The pathis ofits essencefragile, always on the cusp

of reversion. David’s been round and removedthe more obvious weeds. We’re very fortunate

to have access. It’s private Leconfield land andthe last public viewing was in May 2003.

Wesetoff individually at fairly regular intervals. The essential experience hasto be

asolitary one. Therainis unrelenting, steadyrather thantorrential. To an extentthe tree cover

shields us, but it occasionally gives way. Water then cascades on path, walker or both.

Perhapsthe rain deadensthe soundoftraffic on the London Road. Perhapsthe feeling of not

too distanttraffic is part of the experience, as is the occasional aeroplane above. The white

pathwayis clear enough but it’s mid-Augustandstill not quite dark, not dark enough to realise

the essential contrastto the full. I pass a stand ofpencil-thin conifersto the left, there’s all

the sombre dead brown underleaf ofa closely planted wood.It’s quite still in the rain, boles

glisten, holly loomsat the pathside. Figures front and back occasionally materialise in the

half-light. Some seven-eighthsof the path lie in the Pheasant Copse. Weturn atthe closed

gate that leadsinto the Parkitself. The sunsetis just visible as a rentin the dark clouds. Rain

streamsfrom thesleeve ofthe red waterproof. Up a slight incline to the end. How long have

webeen walking? Thirty? Forty minutes?It’s difficult to be sure, perhaps timelessness1s part

of the ambience. Familiar voices now. We comparenotes.

A

large shape in the undergrowth.

Inever saw anything myself. Puma? Anything’s possible. Perhapsthat’s just the wholepoint.

The chalk path offers a world where the mind can roam atwill, or anyone may have their own

private certainties - or otherwise.
je

 

If in doubt keep to the crunch. David’s

second moonlightflit

The downside ofsetting out for a walk at 9.45 in the evening is that untidy sense of having

to go out again once you’re comfortably settled. The advantage is a certain feeling of

conspiring against an obviously uncaring world. Who butthe Petworth Society would be

wanderingin the woodsat such a time? Into the Pheasant Copse,turning off a strangely empty

London Road, primeval darknesslit only by car headlights. It’s difficult to say how many
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walkers- fifteen certainly. I never did find out.

The chairmanis to gofirst, apparently to ward off any large animals. Whetherthis a

tribute to his intrepid character, his alarming appearanceor simply the thoughtthat, if some

animalis going to carry anyoneofftoitslair, it might as well be the chairman who goes,is

not clear. I don’t stop to enquire. The remainderofthe party will follow at regularintervals.

The night hasbeensetto coincide with full moon, butthat knobbly old character the

Manin the Moonclearly has other ideas. There is no moon. Even so,the path stands out

reasonably well and the chalk gives a reassuring crunch. If in doubt keep to the crunch. The

occasional branch givesthe initial impression of an old-fashioned fairground ghost ride. At

anyrate the rain has stopped andit’s mild. The mind wanders. I’m sure that’s the point of

it all. The moonriding above the cloud-rack, Spanish romantic poets, “A” level at the

GrammarSchool. It’s too manyyears ago. Imaginationloose in space and time. David had

warnedthat it would be dark throughthefirs. It is. Essential to take the chalk a step at a time

and be guided by the crunch.It’s quitestill in the woods. Asthe path curves Icanseethelight

of atorch. Someone’s nottrusting to the crunchtest. In a way an admissionofdefeat, butthe

light evokes smuggling days - not nostalgic so much as matter of fact. Smuggling was a

serious, not to say brutal, business. Tall droplet-laden brackenat shoulder height, the path

twists and turns. This time we’ve permissionto go into the Park; Dave and Steve Wadeyare

on handto guide us. The vista opensout- or,at least, there are only single trees; a heavy mist

blots out even the darknessitself, there’s an enormousrotting tree-trunk ontheleft side. Like

the yellow jersey in the Tourde France I have to keep ahead of the peloton. Notthe happiest

of analogies perhaps. If the peloton catches up the whole point of the walk will be gone and

anyway Ihaven’tacycle. Anaeroplane dronesoverhead. This is a kingdom ofdarkness. You

might say today’s world has an excessoflight. You wouldn't, perhaps,wishit otherwise but

that old darkness did.have a certain restfulness aboutit. How long have I been walking?

Thirty-five minutes? Fifty? I don’t really wantit to end. The path winds onand eventually

I’m backat the cars. [can’t think we’ll everdoit again. Perhapsnoonewill, the Park section

mustbe well on the wayto reverting. So we’ll never experienceit under ideal conditions.

Perhapsthat’s just the whole point. Nothing ever quite worksout. It’s all down to the Man

in the Moon,if he hadn’t been so awkward ..... but then perhapshejust feels that way.

Pp.

On the following pagethereis a letterfrom St Richard's Hospital acknowledging donation

after David's moonlightflit on September 29th. The Society also received a personal thank

you from Dr MargaretRice-Oxley consultant in Rehabilitation medicine.
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Sm Richard's Hospital oeseacaan rn

CHARITABLE TRUST (hehester
Se dead

Mr AJ Henderson
Hon Treasurer
Petworth Society
Champings
62 SheepdownDrive
Petworth
West Sussex
GU28 0BX

13 October 2004

Receipt No. 21238

Dear Mr Henderson,

Thank you very muchfor your wonderful donation of £50.00 to St Richard's
Hospital Charitable Trust (Registered Charity No. 1049201), which has been
passed to me by Dr Margaret Rice-Oxley.

Your donationwill be put towards the Donald Wilson House (Rehabilitation
Centre) fund as you requested, whereit will be used to improve equipment and
facilities for both patients and staff here at St. Richard's.

It is the kindness and good will of everyone that makesSt. Richard's such a
special hospital.

Thankyou onceagain for your support and generosity - they are very much
appreciated. Please pass on oursincere thanks to the other members of the
Petworth Society.

Yourssincerely,

undraising Assistant

President
The Countess of March and Kinrara
en

+ Chnstopher Bateman, FRC! + Professor Robert Cohen CBE, MD, FRCP, FMedSci + The Viscountess C Fred Dinenage
* Kay Glendinniog MBE« The Redaieahopol Sineeere ‘Susan Jameson = Dame Alison Munro DBE « The of Norfok

OBE - Dearda Stkeman RN + Christopher Timothy Lord Lieutenant of West Sussex. Hugh Wystt «The Ri. Hon. Lord Young of Grafham PC DL
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A Bridge Too Far?

How manytimes have we heard the Chairman boast ''We nevercancel a Petworth Society

walk"? So when Andyrang up to ask whetherwewerestill going to Ladymead Lockinthe

face of the forecast of strong winds and heavy showers, what could I say? (Peter wasnot

available on this occasion.)

In the event, there were eighteenofus, half a dozen in Wellingtons (more aboutthat

later) to meet Andrew at Kilsham Farm and makeour way along a mileofthe old railway track

to the fishermen'scar park andthen byfoot over 'Jumbo's Bridge'to the newly,partly-restored

Ladymead Lock.
Wehadvisited a year ago,just prior to the excavation, when Andrew had explained the

plan to let water flow through again andto restore the stonework,butnotto replace the lock

gates. He had his ownpainting with him thistime,ofthe scene 200 years ago and a photograph

of the digging outin progress.
The remainsofthe original gates, which went down 20feet, were found, together with a

metal rod which had controlled a sluice gate, but otherwiselittle of interest apart from a vintage

Coca Cola can and modern rubbish for which one of our members wassuspected of being

responsible. Ironically, he had found himself oneof the excavation team. The work included

laying an undergroundpipe from carrierditch on the northern side to ensure a flow of water

throughthe lock andintotheriver, since EnvironmentAgencylegislation doesnotallow extraction

from theriver,evenif it is to flow straight backin again. Similarly, Health & Safety Regulations

forbade excavating deeperthan 10 feet, where unknowntreasuresmaystill lie hidden. Water

in the ditch was rising by 2 inches a day and was expectedtostart its work within a week.

We movedonto an adjacent meadow whichis being turned into wetlandaspart of the

scheine and where,in the preceding week, sluices had beenbuilt in the ditch to direct water

into the area.

Whydoall this? Andrew wasasked. Topreserve the ancientstructuresandto provide

another habitat for wildlife — fish, kingfishers and winter visiting waders — andat the same

time allow grazing by cattle.

Wadersofthe avian variety — but we had our own andafter we had walked back along

the river banktoa third 'riffle' which Andrew had constructedwith over 200tonsofgravel along

ashallowstretch ofthe Rothertoencourage brown andseatroutto spawn,heinvited (challenged?)

those of us wearing Wellingtonsto wadeacrossandreturn to the cars 'the quick way'.

Descentinto theriver, battling the considerable current and clambering out the other

side provided experience for some and spectacle for others. Those with less — or perhaps

more, foresight hadto trudge back almostas far as Kilsham Farm before crossing Keepers

Bridgeupto the railway track, where we could once again admire the skewed brickwork on

oneofthe bridges andthe substantial excavationsofbadgers in makingtheirsetts, concluding

that what for Andy hadstarted offas a 'visit', really was a 'walk'as well.

And wedidn't get very wet.
KCT
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‘And the occasionaltansy....’

Andrew’s Coultershaw Meadowswalk

In-twenty five years and more of walking we’ve perhaps had somewhatsimilar weather

forecasts - none worse perhaps. In my experience the worsetheforecast,the less likely to be

accurate. It’s a dangerous doctrine - perhaps we’ve just been lucky. The morning’s not too

bad, sullen, as if limberingupforthe afternoon. First a soaking light drizzle, then at lunchtime

it rains to some purpose. Thiswill affect turnout, but rain isn’t going to concern Andrew.It

simply goes with his job. In fact there’s a very reasonable turnout in the car park. Downto

Coultershaw and soddenlandscape. A dark green bruise ofnettles awayto theleft, a definite

environmental plus, the rain standing in pools on the cowpats. Two fishermen trudge

cheerfully back. A pale green umbrella still by the bank seems to encapsulate the scene.

Actually the weather’s nothinglike as bad as the forecast. It’s even stopped raining - almost!

The Coultershaw schemelooksessentially to reinstate the riverto its original course

before it was canalised and recreate the original flood plain, the old copyholders’ water-

meadows,enriched annually bythe waters. It’s nota matterofinterfering with nature so much

as arresting man’s previousinterference with nature. The revitalised habitat will become a

refuge for wild species of all kinds. Leconfield and Barlavington estates have worked

carefully with the Countryside Agencyto enabletheriverto take its former dynamic course,

Shopham lock becoming a backwater. Theriver’s stronger flow will keep downsilting - a

problem also in canal days whenthere was need for regular dredging.

Across the water-meadows,then fording the fast-flowing river. It’s just up to the top

of Wellington boots and you can feel the impatient current. Andrew offers an improvised

motorised ferry service for the less intrepid and the shallow shod. The presenceof sea-trout

and particularly grayling is a good indication of purer water. The banksofsilt have sprouted

thousandsof seedlings, mainly dock,but also bur marigold and the occasional tansy. We look

at the now redundant lock. Woodendebris lies on the overgrownbed, newly exposed through

the fall of the old level. There are aldersin fruit and mossy blocks of stone. We walk round

the silt-banked field; noting a pile of rain-washed ash, some bright orange, alder wood

perhaps. Thesidesofthe river have been cut sharply vertical - ideal for kingfishers Andrew

says. It’s hopedthatotters, moving steadily westward,will colonise. Andrew notes a decline

in the mink population. Backto the ford, somecross on foot, some by motor. The weather’s

closing in again. Backoverthe fields to Coultershaw. The Petworth Society has had a great

afternoon and somehow avoided a soaking!
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The thirtieth anniversary dinner

The dinner’s later this year. I can’t now remember why. It certainly hasn’t madeit less

popular. Perhapsa vague notionthatthe Society sprang outofthe autumn mists has something

to do with it. Thirtieth anniversary? In fact the inaugural meeting wasin 1973. I remember

it - but - well? Actually it’s all a bit hazy, downstairs in the Leconfield Hall, butlittle sense

of portentous things to come. I went with George Garland. The bypassissue wasdivisive

then in a wayit’s difficult now to imagine, but it wasn’t something in which GG took much

interest. Colonel Maude, however,kept a wary eye: the issue could easily hijack a fledgling

society. Petworth, he insisted, would change. No Society could, or should, arrest that. And,

of course, Petworth is greatly changed since 1973. Colonel Maude,asso often, wasright.

Suddenly it’s 2004. A glorious September evening with the nights just beginning to

come in. That first 2002 one-off meal has become a regular occasion. The only slight

downsideis having to tell some people they will be disappointed. 88’s the limit, first come,

first served. No preference even for committee. We gather in the foyer, coming in through

the Church Lodge entrance. Somefresh faces. Jennifer has come back with her husband. She

remembersroller-skating up that long stone-floored passage. It all looks so much smaller

now. Herfather, Jack Knight, workedin the Estate Office. It would be just after the war. In

this insurance/compensation driven age the very thought of someoneroller skating up the
passage encapsulates another world.

The party will need to be divided. The old Estate Office will only accommodate so

many at atime. I don’t rememberit as an Estate Office, but rather as the “Muniment Room”

as it was from the early 1950s. George Garland alwayscalled it the “Mummy Room.”It

provided temporary storagenot only for the Petworth House Archives,but also for George’s

70,000 glass negatives (give or take a few). It’s all gone now to purpose-built premises in the

old stable block. Someof the huge cupboards remain but empty now, asare the pigeon holes

where the farm accounts were kept. Up those familiar woodensteps there’s another archive

room, the map room and what wasthearchivist’s office. Built in 1802, Dai says, but very

sketchily documented. Petworth wasa large estate and in those pre-computerdays carried a

full-sized clerical staff. The Cockermouthoffice is senior in age at least. The Trust hope to

have the Estate Office ready to show visitors by next season: in its own wayit wasas crucial

as the kitchens.

Time to move on. There’s only half an hour before drinks in the Marble Hall. Time

for a chat with the ever amiable Clive McBain- his exhibition’s worth visit on its own. Some

have taken the chanceofa look at the old kitchens. Anotherthree quarters of an hour or so

in the Marble Hall. The party streamsout on to a sun-drenched westfront, looking across to

a green September park. There’s been plenty of moisture this year!

Theneleventables of eight. Andy’s mixed the companyas well as he can. You won’t

alwayssit just where you might expect. Andthat, after all, is just the whole point. The

chairman’s welcomingspeech appears(to him at least) mercifully short. The golden rule after

thirty years? Never think beyond the next thing - the next Novemberfair, the next magazine,
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season of meetingsor walks,the next book sale, even the next dinner. Onceyoustart to think

beyond that you’re in trouble. Oh, and the food wasexcellent. And the quiz? Well the

chairman’s table won again. In boxing termsthis triumph received a very mixed reception.

Howlsof derision and slow hand-clapping. At least no onetried to overturn the tables. Was

it the chairman’s fault that Andy had given his table sucha galaxyofintellectuals? Three years

unbeaten - even Arsenal haven’t gone that long. See you nextyear.

I.

 

Muggletonians and munitions —

the September booksale

It’s been one ofthose strange months whenlittle comesin afterthe last sale, then, when we’re

moreorless ready to go, there’s an avalanche. We’ll keep someback,put someoutand use

some of the reserve. In theory all fresh is a good idea, but it does beg the question of the

reserve. It can’t simply grow. It looks howeveras if Octoberwill be predominantly new. No

one will notice except Miles and myself. The turnoveron reserveis the bestpart of a year.

This timeit’s a four week interval betweensales:it’s odd how the occasionalfive weeks seems

to give doublethe time. Eighty flat boxes andslightly less of the more expensive “square”

boxes. Probably the right mix.
The setting-out team can vary. Not everyone’s available every month but we have

turned whatis, on the faceofit, a logistical nightmareinto a relatively smooth,if strenuous,

operation. We’ve certainly moved on from thosefar-off, innocent days in 2001. This time

we’ vea few pictures and some oddbric-a-brac but we’re verylight on jigsaws andrecords.

Just the wayit goes.
Enoughofthis you’ll be saying. What of the chairman’s quarterly piece of ephemera,

that eagerly awaited “strange whatfalls out of old books” bit? “Eagerly awaited?” you ask.

Well, after all, the chairman writesthe script. How about this munitions requisition from

1942? It comes from the Manchesterareaand the pencil entries maybedifficult to read but

the stripping of railings has clear Petworth echoes. I’ve never seen sucha form before, but

no doubt some dusty archive room has hundreds of them somewhere. Actually dusty and

archive probably don’t go together in these conservation-conscioustimes.
Allsetup,then that electric momentwhenthe doorsopen,the queuestiffens into motion

and we’re off. The momentnever disappoints. Thentotal silence except for bookspicked up,

put down, boxed. It’s as impossible to describe asit is to photograph. Phil tries to count

numbers- sixty seems a conservative estimate: rememberthe two rooms are crammed with

tables anyway. People comein but don’t leave. Afternoon casuals are a different breed

altogether. Thefirst houris at once exhilarating and exhausting. In fact September turnsout

to be the best book sale, but one, and in some waysperhapsthe best.
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Bookofthe quarter?

Another “regular ©
feature” forced ona |

reluctant public.

How about The |

World of the

Muggletonians?'

You’ve never heard

of a Muggletonian?

Well, [hadn’t untill |

was looking at

backgroundforJohn

Sirgood’s Way. A

sect spawnedlike so

manyin that sudden |

crazy window of|

religious tolerance in |

the 1640s. John |

ReeveandLodowicke

Muggleton, his

cousin, claimed to be

the twolastwitnesses

mentioned in the

Bookof Revelation.

Others had madethe }

same claim before, |

but the pair did

attract a following. |

Reevedied relatively

early but Muggleton,

initially the junior

partner, continued

well into the 1690s.

 _ Foremian’s
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SALVAGE OF RAILINGS, ETC.

In accordance with the notices alread ted and
iso in the local press and in Exe of the
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Defence (General) Regulations, 1989, the Railings of
this Property will be removed immediately,
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Thesect, never militant, dispensed with sacraments, set services and even meetings. The main

tenet was to believe in Reeve and Muggleton’s divine mission. No attempt was made to

evangelise. Oncerivals to the Quakers, the Muggletonians kept themselves very much to

themselves and madelittle attempt to develop. They seem also to have evadedthe attentions

of almost every sect-seeker. Their massive archive, surviving well into the last century with

' Christopher Hill, Barry Reay and William Lamont: The World ofthe Muggletonians (Temple Smith

1983)

2 John Sirgood’s Way: The Story of the Loxwood Dependants (WindowPress 1998)
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the last known adherent,offersa directinsightinto that turbulent world of the 1640s. I don’t

think there are any Muggletoniansleft now - but then, I suppose you never know.

Ps

 

Valley of the barn owls

Keith being unavoidablyabsent, the report seems downto the chairman. Perhaps someexotic

non-de-plumeatthe foot of the page? Keith andI discuss possibilities. We eventually decide

to keep to the ubiquitous P. It’s Dennis Bright’s third visit to the society and he’s clearly a

good choice for that awkward “first meeting of the season”spot. It always takes membersa

monthorsoto realise that the season is under way. There’s a good audience for whatis clearly

a popularsubject. It must be somefouryearsat least since Dennisfirst came, then again, some

two and a half years ago. I missed the talk then. Dennis will go straight through with

refreshments at the end. We’re coming to think that this may be a good format- it means

memberscantakeaslittle time or as long as they like oncethe talk’s over.

The barn owlis Dennis’ particular forte, andit’s difficult to convey the sheer force of

his enthusiasm to someone who wasn’t there. His love affair, for that is effectively whatitis,

with the barn owl, goesback to boyhoodin Eastleigh, the owls entering the urban area from

the adjoining water meadows. The church where Dennissangin the choir was inextricably

linked in his mindwith owls and they could sometimesbe seenin the lightofthe street lamps.

Anevocative twilight shot of the church towerwasfollowed by a sobering picture ofpre-

parationsfor a large supermarket. Thereare no owlsin urban Eastleigh now. Eventhe church,

burned downand nowbeautifully restored asflats, offers no entry for the barn owl. Visits to

his grandparents in morerural surroundingsseem only to have increased Dennis’ enthusiasm.

Dennis’ basic beatis the Hampshirerivervalleys andhistalk a fascinating kaleidoscope

of ideas and pictures. I can mention just a few: the removalof the owl’s food supply by

standardised modern farming,the effects of hurricane damage on damagedtrees whichafford

the owla shelter. Thereis the eternal conflict of interest between owlsand,in different ways,

otherbirds,like rooks, jackdaws,carrion crowseventhe rare Montagu’s harrier. Barn owls

in this country are at their very northern limit. They are not found beyond the Scottish

lowlands. Barn owlshave insufficient naturaloil to ward off excess water and cannotfly with

soaked plumage. Rats and small rodents are a staple food andtheir taking of rats is a great

help to farmers. The owls will howeverpick up “wobbly”rats, dying of poison. Warfarin in

limited quantities they can take but the more sophisticated rodenticides can take out both

rodent and raptor. A silent nest with owl andrat skeletons side by side can be a macabre

indication ofthis. Forthe rest there wasthe old oak at Mottisfont, old by Doomsday, decaying

ash trunks, nightingales, nesting boxes, originally converted tea-boxes, then purpose-built

from timberby Dennisandhis volunteers. Expensive lenses and long hours in the hide waiting

for that single magical shot. Oh yes, Dennis had a few of those! An absolutely first-class

evening and yes, Keith should be back for the next one. P.
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Alison Neil as Richmal Cromptoninlaterlife.

Alison will present "The Just William Lady"at the Leconfield Hall on Wednesday

December 15th.  

Book review : ‘One man in histime....’

Manyofus will remember RonPidgley as telephone engineerat Petworth in the 1950s. Many

of us, too, will have noted his help with artwork during the early years of this Magazine.

Among manyother contributors Ron producedthe beautiful calligraphy and the drawings for

the Society tribute on the fiftieth anniversary of the Boys School bombing in 1942. The

Society's Novemberfairposterstill uses as its basic artwork fairground drawing by Ron and

I'm alwayspleased to receive his distinctive Christmas card — quite different every year. If

I haven't seen him and Sheila so often over late years its no doubt becausetheir visits to

Petworth have growna little less frequent.

Ronis notthe sort of person you forget and he has always been very much his own man.

There's certainly nothing wrong with being an individual and his autobiographyreflects a

certain independence of thought. Ron's certainly been around,particularly during his war

service and he has an excellent recall and an eye for detail. Early days in his native

Buckinghamshire, school at Leighton Buzzard,a brief job in a stationery department before

joining the G.P.O.at Berkhamsted, graduating quickly to the telephone system.It wasn't long,

however, before the war cameand,being twenty in 1940, Ron volunteered. It was inevitable

that he would end up with the Royal Signals at Catterick camp. He writesof the journey north,

taking the old L.N.E.R. from Kings Cross with his mother's wordsringing in hisears, 'You

will need sandwichesand notepaperto write home’. Service wasvaried,araid across the North

sea, North Africa and India.

A interlude at Petworth, hitherto unknown, would be significant for the future. He

lodged with Mr and Mrs Ted Saundersat 4 Station Road. Troop H.Q. wasat North House.

He met Sheila who was with the W.L.A. and working on Oliver Cross' Soanes farm.

‘Sheila lived with her mum and dad just up the road where Mr Roberts owned a garage.

Unfortunately severe damagehadlately been caused by a runaway Canadiantank unable

to negotiate the corner of the A272 running overthe forecourt to pick its way through

large woodendoorsand colliding with a bus houseinside.' The bus itself had been pushed

into the side of the house. It's an incident which has had its echoes in the Society

Magazine.

Promotion within the Service, operating as a Commando, marriage to Sheila and it was

back to the civilian life. A spell at Petworth asthe 'telephone man! would follow. Readers of

the present Magazine will perhaps home in on Ron's evocation of 1950s Petworth before the

Pidgley family moved to Horsham. Ronhelped with Fred Streeter's early radio broadcasts

from the gardensat Petworth Houseandwrites ofthe importantréle of 'new!' peoplelike un

Chapmansand the Huggetts in post-war Petworth, and the resurgentspirit at Hampers Green,

Ron's technical experienceandartistic bent were invaluable in the early days of the Petworth

Players, then the Hampers Green Drama Group. Horsham in the 1960sandfinally retirement,

with the opportunity to continue with calligraphy and art.
I haven't been able to do more than skim over what is a substantial book of some 250

pages. Clearly a Petworth bookif only in part. I don't think Ron hadany great number done
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and he'sa little cautious aboutthe price. Interested? Drop Rona line at 4 Danehurst Crescent,

Horsham.

P.

Ron Pidgley : One manin his time plays manyparts.

Printed and produced by Midhurst and Petworth Printers (2003)

 

A letter from Mrs P. Payne

[Editor's note: I am always pleasedto receive a letterfrom Mrs Payne, whoinvariably has

something interesting to say.]

DearEditor,

Much enjoyed Petworth Magazine No.117, but as usual yielded to the temptation of

playing Madam Know-All knowing youwill take all in the interests of knowledge.

Page 13. Household hints

If you consult Dorothy Hartley : Food in England, (andit is the only cookery bookI

knowthat includes making a privy) on page 326 sal prunella' is not the sameassaltpetre. It

is a form in which minute quantities of the potassiumnitrate is already converted into nitrates

and thus starts the working of the salting process more rapidly.

.... Ivy black is also a proprietary brand. Did not the young Charles Dickens workin

a blacking factory? It makes sense of the boast of the Regency gentleman's gentlemanthat

he cleaned his master's riding boots with champagne. A farmerused beer, in both casesstale

drugs. I think the oil, sugar and egg white wasto prevent the blacking washingoffin rain.

Page 31. The will of Sir John Dawtrey

To Anthony myblack-rye gelding. Is this alocal description of colour. Ora misreading

of ry(ding) gelding. Can't wait to read the secondhalf.

Yourssincerely,

Patricia Payne

Minehead

 

A Tillington Royalist?

A recent book on 'The Life and Times ofLancelot Addison, 163 —1703, Dean ofLichfield' by

David Risk (2002), touches on Petworth (page 28). These Addisons were yeomenofTheHill,

near Maulds Meaburn in Westmorland. Lancelot's children included Joseph Addison,

essayist, diplomat, and hymn writer, whose output included the 'Tatler and the Spectator'

(jointly with Richard Steele).

Lancelot was at Oxford 1652-57; the Lord Protector's grip was lessening by 1657 and

a change wasin the air. Clergy were vetted and ejected, from 1654, if of Anglican principles;
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in 1655 they were forbiddento minister to Anglicans as such. In 1657 Lancelot nevertheless

took Holy Orders, and ‘lived in or near Petworth in Sussex. Here he ministered to local

gentlemen of Royalist sympathies according to the unfashionableprinciples of the Church

of England.’ In Petworth House wasthe tenth Earl of Northumberland, Algernon Percy,

Royalist but aloof. In the Rectory was DrFrancis Cheynell, a furious ranting Puritan fanatic.

‘Lancelot's base atthis time cannotbe established’ (Risk L.C.); but Petworthitselfis not likely,

given Cheynell's presence and hostility. Tillington, however, is a possibility; in its church's

south aisle is the monument(a brass) to Dr Cox, spirited Royalist and Anglican, who took on

Cheynell on the topic of Infant Baptism and worsted him; he died in Cheynell's time, and was

buried at Tillington to escape Cheynell's funeral sermon over him.Tillington, therefore, was

then evidently more favourable to Royalists and practising Anglicans; andbeingonly a mile

from Petworth, was as handya basefor such as Addison andhisclientele in 1657-60. He was

witty and adventurous and would enjoy the challenge of Cheynell.

Jeremy Godwin

 

Of ‘pimps’ and Michaelmasdaisies

It’s 1.45 andI’m lightingthe fire at the Cottage Museum. The newspaper’s obstinate. It won’t

catch. Recalcitrant, refractory, rebarbative perhaps,butthisis no timeforlinguistic niceties.

I get a little more firelighter out of the cupboard. Mrs. Cummingsherself would simply have

had to persevere. The “pimps”in the grate look on smugly, securein their role of honoured

exhibits. At last the fire’s going, smokesbriefly and then is away. I open the back door, the

smoke will clear before two o’clock. In the garden the Michaelmas daisy is beginning to

flower, a washed-out mauve, sombre messengerof a dying summer. The sun poursinto the

early September garden. Asit’s Sunday the clothes prop holds up an empty line. Protestant

or good Irish Catholic, you don’t put clothes out on a September Sunday in 1910. Cosmos

in pale pink, calendula and corn marigold and,of course, this year’s burgundyantirrhinums,

flowering now on branchedstems,the first seed-heads having been cut back. The zinnias give

amore vibrant colour. Whatstrange plants zinniasare - if you can get them throughthefirst

fortnight after planting they can do well. Half of them however simply curled up and

shrivelled away. Reddening hawsbythe wall are anothersign of autumn.

The High Street’s totally deserted, swept clean by the hot sun. A cucumber and some

tomatoeslie on the parlour table with the usual scones and cakes. Siesta time you mightthink

whennot even a dog emergesintothe heat. It’s half past two. But then - a hesitant knock on

the door. Knocks comein definite gradations from the “Open up, we’re here” or “Stand by

your beds”type to the lighter “Are you open? Isit all right if we come in?”to the faint tap

followed by a shuffle round the water butt and out of sight and eventual capture by an alert

steward.
Westart with a couple of refugees from the Revival at Goodwood. They’ve been for

two days but have found today simply too hot. That mystery item on the scullery table.

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINENo.118 15 



or
Ft Lowmin of

vn He Pxdhe gpeee

0 WeeAican. C2

ae oD lead

8 Day

[= fuse God

6 Ding th eh
»

Cele ena
a: Wawra bunds

ee BL
Vee

Accountfrom Mrs Cummingsto Miss Blagden (EastStreet) 1897for sewing work. See "Of

‘pimps' and Michaelmasdaisies".
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Mightit be a portablesifter for flouring pastry boards? Could be. It’s been suggested before.

And the glass bottle wasp catcher. “Westill use the same idea, simply makinga big enough

hole in the top of an empty jam jar.” “Oh, and how long’s the Doll House Museum been gone?

Local people give periods from one to seven years. This brochure we’ve got must be

considerably out of date.”

The old explanations: the bombazine on the parlour mantelpiece. “Oursis green but

black wasperhaps moreusual. Most Victorian and Edwardian parlours could boast one.” Or

Agnes and the two granddaughters,first night in a house strangeto all three, holding their

candles and halting before that forbidding door to the attic, the sharp stairs, Or Agnes

remembering those extraordinarily wide windowsills at a distance of eighty years. Brown

paint then, that same brownpaintnow,if, of course,a different coat. It would be 1919. Part

of the growing mythologyofthe cottage. Mythology can bea strange amalgamofhistory and

tradition.
Sitting down again while Marian explains the mysteries of “upstairs”. The surprising

non-silence of a century ago. The saucepanssizzle on the range: you’d need these big

saucepans if that were all the hot water you had. Theslowtick ofthe clock, the hiss of the

gas lamps. Lavenderstemshave broken and droppedthe headsinto oneof the Crimean war

jugs. More couples arrive at staggered intervals, there’s a family with two very young

children. It’s busy from three to four, then stops again. One or twovisitors have been before

andare revisiting with relatives: “Would yousay that Michaelmas daisies are weeds?” “Well

Ican’t say our specimenis terribly distinguished butit’s certainly not a weed.” “The man next

door to us says they’re weeds.” The lady and I join forces againstthis unseen heretic.

It’s been a good averageafternoonin a year whenattendanceis significantly up onlast

year- so far at least. Perhapsit’s something to do with the poor summer, but on a glorious

daylike this, that’s only a distant memory.

 

Solution to 117

Across

1 Gingerbread, 9 Twins, 10 Galop, 11 Nag, 12 South, 14 Ale, 15 Sutton, 16 Alfred,

18 Rum, 20 Elect, 21 Baa, 22 Elder, 24 April, 27 Stonemasons

Down

2 Iping, 3 Gas, 4 Rag Rug, 5 Rig, 6 Aella, 7 Stane Street, 8 Spread Eagle, 12 Stoke,

13 Holst, 17 Bedham, 19 Midst, 21 Bryon, 23 Run, 24 Ass
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The Petworth Society Year Crossword
2 3 4 5

 
 

Across

1 Society outing in June:
countryside, cream teas &
Chris Howkins(5.6)

8 ~----- Days & TV
Times”- entertainment
trom The Time of Our
Lives 4 ic Theatre (5)

© .. Kees from “Quote,

aquote™ (5)
12 Dry and withered — as
sedge (4)

13 Endangered bird —
subject ofa talk by Dennis

Bright (4.3)

14 Nameofvessel that
provided | ac. (4)

15 Twisted ruse to find a

consumer(4)

16 Greenish variety
studied by Trevor Price
on his Himalayan
expeditions! (7)

17 Gather (4)

21 Not suitable(5)

22 Search energetically
in Arundel venue (5)

23 Milestone the Society
reached in 2004 —
marked by celebratory
dinner(6.5)

 

Down

2 Confuse (5)
3 Fuss (3)

4 Encourage(4)

5 Soothe(5)

6 Subject of Andy
Thomas's talk — unusual

goings-on in the com
fields (4,7)
7 Natural feature forming
part of the parish boundary
— the focus for two
walks (5,6)
10 Goddessof the
dawn (6)
11 keep youreyes on the

onein front — the way to
walk the moonlight
path (6)

12 Speak indistinctly in
the slurry (4)

13 Holler! (4)

18 The Time of Our Lives
Music Theatre can be
relied on to raise one! (5)

19 The 3" Earl's
notoriously unpopular
legal agent — the subject of
a magazinearticle (5)
20 Annual Petworth event
recently on our TV
screens (4)

22 Female animal (3)

 

Did you go to Ebernoe school?

If you did, we would love to know !. Over the winter, Katherine Walters and Frances Abraham

are hoping to gather together enoughinformationto produce a small book aboutthe school,

which will be sold in aid of the Ebernoe Church Restoration Fund.

The memories of those who attended the schoolwill be an importantpart. Nodetails

are too small — it is so oftenthelittle things which bringa story to life — the games you played,

your nicknames, yourlessons, your misdeeds, everything... And we are hopingto include
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as many photographs as possible — do you have any pictures of the school and the

schoolchildren,or its surroundings on Ebernoe Common?

Orperhapsa relative of yours attended the school? Perhaps your grandmother might

have a photo ofthe schoolin herattic?

Please write to Frances Abraham, The Old School House, Ebernoe, Petworth, West

Sussex GU28 9LD,or telephone Mrs Katherine Walters on 01798 343029.

 

The day the earth moved at Petworth

The following article comes from an unknownpublication from 1811. It came my way ina

bundle of similar cuttings most of whichrelated to the north of England, however for some

reasonorother this particular one happened to catch my eye. The correspondentis reporting

on an earthquakeor tremor, which appearsto havehadits centre in the Portsmoutharea, but

wasof such force that it was distinctly felt at Petworth. As far as 1am aware there were no

reports of any damageorinjuries following the tremor.

1811.] Intelligence from various Part of the Country. 581

Nov. 30. A violent shock or concussionofthe earth wasfelt this morning, between two

and three o'clock, in Portsmouth andthe neighbouring towns. It commenced by a smart shock,

whichis described by the persons whofelt it as very alarming; in many instances, the whole

furniture of the roomsshook, and the handlesof the drawersrattled against the wood:the bed

of a workman,in the Water works, was moved four inches from the wall. The shock was

followed by a deep rumbling noise, like that of a waggon passing overthe street, and

immediately after by a flash of lightning. It was distinctly perceived in Portsmouth,Isle of

Wight, at Havant, Emsworth, Chichester, Petworth, and Bognor. The general conjectureis,

that an earthquake must have happened in somedistant spot. At the time of the great

earthquake at Lisbon, the concussion wasvisibly felt there, and one ofthe gates of the dock-

yard burst open.
M.C.

 

Two old shepherds of Ashington

(A Garland feature from the 1930s)

Alongthequietlittle laneway which runs from Ashington, by Wiston's tiny Post Office, and

alongoutto the main road at Buncton Cross Roads,is an old half-timbered house with a name

which might have been created by Lewis Carroll, for it is called 'Trickles House’, and this

particular spot whereit standsis called Hole Street. It is old Trickles Farm house.

If you wantto hear ofthe old days, and of the time when the South Downswerealive

PETWORTHSOCIETY MAGAZINE No.118 19 



with sheep, andthe jangle of the sheep bells mingled with the songofthe larks, you should

go into Trickles House, for inside you will find (unless he is out working in his garden) a

Southdownshepherdofthe old school, and his wife who was a shepherdesstoo in her younger

days. They are Mr and MrsJack Cox.

Jack Cox, who is now turned 75, was for 52 years a shepherd upoverthe hills from

Washington at Lee Farm. Hewas born at Shopham Bridge, near Petworth, and his father was

a cowmanforold Billy King, who was the farmerat Bigenor Farm there atthat time.

Jack, who hadfive brothers and

a

sister, had to walk more than a mile to Byworth School

each day. A Miss Price was the mistress there at that time and Jack's parents had to pay

twopencea weekfor his schooling. Theydidn't have to stand this expense too long because

heleft at the age of eleven and wentto work up overthe hills at Lee Farm as a shepherd's boy

for 2/6 a week. Charles Duke wasthe farmertherein those days. After a time he became a

carter at the samefarm andwaspaid 14/- a week for lookingafter four horses. Hanging on

the wall in his long,ceilinged, oak-beamedsitting room,hangshis old carter's whip, now more

than forty years old. It is one of his most treasured possessions.

After Charles Duke Fred Stacey came to Lee Farm and he ownedhis ownthreshing tackle

to which Jack becameattached for a time. Butthecall ofhis first love eventually got him and

at the ageofthirty he took up regular shepherding at this same farm, and remained a Southdown

shepherd onthe hills until his retirement thirteen years ago when the farm wassold up.

Jack Coxwill talk about sheep-craftofold until the cows come home. Shepherdsin this

day used to wear a smockand hard hat, whichthey changed when doing suchjobsas fold

pitchingfor a roughsort of sacking smockand

a

cap,very oftena red one. The hard hat would

get in the way when carrying hurdles -- hence the need for a change of headgear.

Jack Cox showed me howheusedtosit in his little low-backed arm chair at lambing

time. His father taught him how to'sit orkard' at such timessothat he shouldn't sleep too long!

In 1919 Jack Cox married Mrs Brooks, widow of an old-time shepherd. Before her

second marriageshe and her husbandtended a flock of 1,000 registered Southdownsheep and

she was awarded a certificate by Lord Selborne who wasMinisterof Agricultureatthattime.

This, framed, is another showpiece in their old-fashionedsitting room.

During the Great War Mr Cox and MrsBrooks,as she wasthen, drove more than 500

sheep overthe hills at Long Furlong to Findon Fair. Mrs Cox can recall the time when a pig

used to be roasted whole at Findon Fair.

In those days Jack Coxusedto shear the wholeofhis flock of1 ,000 sheep by hand with

hand shears and his wife usedto help him. Jack Cox enjoyedhislife amongthehills and he

told me that he would notlive in the townfor anything. Nowadayshe goesout doinga bitof

jobbing work when opportunity offers and it is still his proud boastthat he has never beenlate

for work. These two old shepherdsstill rise at 5.30am andgoto bed about nine o'clock.

In the eveningstheysit in their old-fashionedsitting room with their memoriesand the

old carter's whip, Lord Selborne's certificate, an old sheep bell and an old Pyecombe Crook

which mustcertainly have been madebythat noted maker of Pyecombe Crooks, MrMitchell.

Oh! I forgot to mention these two old shepherds make an exceedingly good drop of

home-made wine.
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A poundof onions and other matters

I’ve lived virtually all my life in the immediate Lodsworth, South Ambersham area, being

born at Vinings,a solitary settlement up in the woods a mile or so from The Hollist Armsat

Lodsworth. My father worked for Mr. Dallyn at Lower Farm, Lodsworth. Vinings wasin

some waysa lonely settlementbut asI was oneoffive brothers and sister, the solitary nature

of Vinings presented no problem. We were very much a family unit. It was, of course,

Lodsworth school for me, during the war I rememberFreddie Simpsonused to warn usof a

comingair-raid. He wasin the A.R.P. and carried a kind of hand-heldsiren, I supposeit was

morelike a rattle really. We’d rush outto the air-raid shelter dug in on the common. Mrs.

Jenkins wasthe teacher whenI left, assisted by her daughter Margaret. I left Lodsworth school

when I was fourteen, went to Easebourne for a year and then left school for good. One

childhood incident particularly sticks in the mind. During the war the Canadians from

Petworth Park had arifle range up by Vinings and I remember,as an over-inquisitive, “nosey”,

child, getting up on a milk churnto watch them.I slipped, cut myself very badly on the edge

of the churn and hadto be taken to Easebourneto bestitched. At Lodsworth every Thursday

morning we’d go from schoolto church, walking two abreast throughthevillage.

The warhadjust finished whenI left school and I went to work with Mr. Bridger, the

farmer at Easebourne. While I never actually ploughed with horses, as my brotherdid, one

of myfirst jobs was with a horse andcart. If a cow calvedin an outlyingfield, I’d get out the

horse and cart, load the calf on and the cow would follow me along the road back into

Easebourne. You’dhardlytry that with today’s traffic! I was soon working with tractors, one

of the old grey Fergusons;andstill living at Vinings. When I married I wentto work for Mr.

Jack Tupperat Lyttelton Farm, Duncton;he also farmed at Bignor. Then I came back to work

for Mr. Smallridge at Lodsworth. Finally I went on to the Cowdray Estate from whereI retired

a few years ago. Wehave now lived at South Ambershamfor overforty years.

Like all such villages, South Ambersham,tiny asit is, has changed. Historically a

CowdrayEstate enclave,this wasstill largely the case when wefirst came here. Farm orestate

workers occupied the small cottages: now two or even three cottages have merged into one

and ownershipis largely private. Only the occasional Cowdray cottage remains. Ihave some

memoriesoftraditions of earlier days. Myfather and his brothers were in the Old Houseat

Home pubat South Ambersham whenthelandlord, I can’t rememberhis name,said, “Jack,

you must come downandlookat the wheelbarrow I’ve made.It’s in the cellar.” They went

down and were admiring it when myfather said, ““Have you ever thought how you’re going

to get out of here? You’ll neverget it up those steps.” And it was true, he couldn’t. He had

to dismantle the whole thing; take it up separately and reassembleit upstairs!
Yes, South Ambersham,small asit was, did have its own pub,butit will have been gone

perhapssince the late 1950s. The premises were bought and converted forresidential use.

Cometo that, South Ambershamalso had village hall which closed downin the early 1960s.

I can.remembertaking the piano down to Hurlands Farm, Mr. Hancock having boughtit.

Anotherjob for the tractorandtrailer.
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South Ambersham would have beenquite lively during the war. The Fleet Air Arm had

a base here. I rememberseeing the double wing planes, although I didn’t thenlive in the

village. The men were billeted locally. Up at Vinings weoriginally used to get downinto the

cellars when there wasanair-raid, but after a while my father decided it would besafer to

shelter upon the commonunderthe wall. From there we could watchthe searchlightbatteries

playing on enemyplanes. There wasonebattery on the Hancocks’ farm at Selham, another

on the commonitself and anotherat Lickfold. The three would converge on enemyplanes.

There was anotherbattery in Petworth Park. Sometimes a plane would fire and thelights

would go out. I was reminded of those days when to commemorate myyearsof service on

the Cowdrayestate, my wife and I were given balloontrip. As we sailed over Petworth Park

I was able to tell the pilot what the prominent white squares were in Pheasant Copse -

foundationsof the old ammunition huts. The pilot had seen them so manytimes and always

wondered what they were. The Fleet Air Arm people had a great affection for South

Ambersham and have often returned overthe years. This summeroneofthem flew down from

Scotland and kept his plane a couple of days onthepolofields. I think he wasa guest of Lord

Cowdray. I suppose,in the schemeofthings, polo is relatively recent at South Ambersham,

but I can never rememberthe village without the polo connection. There must be some one

hundredacres of polo ground. The village once had a blacksmith’s shop. I don’t remember

it in operation but mybrotherusedto bring horses there from Morleys at Selham to be shod.

I don’t think there was ever a shop,while for Sunday servicevillagers would go to Selham church.

From Vinings, Mother would walk into Midhurst regularly once a weekrain or shine.

She’d often return soakedto the skin, not forgetting her woollen hat. Groceries and things

like saucepans came from Randalls in Lodsworth village but all clothes shopping neededto

be done in Midhurst. Wekept twopigsat Vinings, oneforuse as bacon,the otherto be sold

at market to help toward winter groceries. The bacon pig would be sent downto Randalls to

be smoked,butit would of course comebackto us. It was nothing for my fatherto cut off a

rasher of any size you wanted. My mother’s people were Carvers. Herfather, “Ratty” Carver

had a smallholding on Lodsworth Common and wasa noted beagler, but he had finished

before my time. Every autumn he’dget his gun out, a twelve bore it was, and dischargeit up

the chimney,he had, of course, a large open fire. Down came sootandall sorts of debris and

that was chimney sweeping overfor the year.

Lodsworth just after the war had twohostelries. The Hollist Arms wasstill run by

“Shoppie” Gill who had beenthere in the 1930s. There was also Ben May’s downby the

village hall. This was a beerhousepure and simple withouta licenceto sell winesandspirits.

It never opened on Sundays whereasThe Hollist did. Perhaps it was something to do with the

licence. Anyway, as a young man I wasoften in Ben May’s. It had one room for gameslike

shove-halfpenny and another room where you could play darts. Ben May wasatthe back,

visible through a kind of shutter. He presided over a numberof barrels covered in dripping

wetsacksto keep the beer cool and which stood on a kind of woodenplatform. Bitter, cider

and a bottled beer called 4X were amongthe choices. To order you'd look downthrough the

open shutter and say what you wanted. He’d then draw through tapat the bottom ofthe

barrel. The beerhouse had a blue andred sign outside.
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Petworth Fair? I never went, but we never missed Ebernoe HornFair, July 25". Boys

andgirls from Lodsworth wouldsetoff on their bikes via Lickfold, Lurgashall and out on to

the Northchapel road, then stayatthefairtill quite late at night. There werethe usual swing-

boats and dodgemsbut I don’t remember whothefair people were.

“Winkle” Ayling, the Lickfold baker was a rare character and Lodsworth very much

part of his round. He’d bring bread and bunsupto us at Vinings and stop for a cupoftea if

he wasn’t pressedfor time. The old story of his funeral is often told. More orless everyone

from Lodsworth and Lickfold came out for him and the funeral procession stopped at The

Hollist Armsfor a drink on the way because Winkle wouldn’t be with them on the way back.

As I havesaid groceries at Vinings came from Randalls in the village, they had a van bythis

time. If the weather wasso bad in winterthat the van couldn’t makeit, my brother would go

down with a horseandcart.

Below usat Vinings, at the bottom of Stony Copse, lived Miss Everett, very frail and

elderly by this time. As children we’d go down to pumpwater for her andbringit into the

house. She wasusually in bed. Miss Tatham from theothersideofthe village would ride her

“sit-up-and-beg” bicycle up to Miss Everett’s every day with a little churn full of homemade

soup. She wastall and very thin and somehowrelated, it was said, to W.G. Grace, the

cricketer. Mrs Terry at Lodsworth pulled a milk churn on cart and people would comeout

with jugs to buy the milk. When her husbanddied, she’d go every weekto the grave and leave

apound of onions. They were his favourite vegetable. The next week she’d replacethe onions

with another lot. Lodsworth’s annual féte was traditionally held at Lodsworth House,first the

Kaye family, then the Gordonsfrom the gin family. There wasa tradition at one time ofhaving
bagpipesthere.

Myworking life has been spent with tractors. Someten years or more ago I appeared

on the television programme “Country Ways”. The television people came andaskedif I

would be prepared to appearin the programme. I agreed. They took particular interest in

the vintage tractors I have in the garden. They filmed me ploughing,pulling out tree stumps

and doing other farming work,there was even a photograph of me and a write-up in the book

they produced. What amazed me was how muchfilm they took in proportion to what they

actually used.

The County Council had an agreement with Cowdrayto provide snow ploughsto clear

minorroads in severe weather. The farmers would havethe use of the ploughs but provide

the necessary labour. David Slade and I were often out clearing snow. We workedin tandem:

first clearing a way with the “V”of the plough, then sweeping the walls of snow backto the

sides of the road. Bexley Hill was a particular place forus. We were rather similarly employed

after the 1987 hurricane but this time, of course, movingfallen trees instead of snow.

Tractor driving is a curious occupation. Ofits nature it has to be a solitary job. I might

leave homein the early morning andnotsee a sou!until I got back in the evening. At busy

timesit might be half-past seven or even later. That’s a long time on your own. No,I never

tired of it, there wouldbethe satisfaction of doing the job well, the endless variation in the

flight of the gulls below the share, the need to concentrate. I won prizes for ploughingat

Petworth, the Borders (Northchapel) and elsewhere. As I’ve said I never ploughed with
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horses; farming becamevirtually mechanised during and immediately after the war. The

introduction of hydraulics then changed everything: one small lever replacing several large

heavy ones. Mind you, nothing remains the same. Things move on. Nowit’s the computer.

The cab’s almost a miniature office with radio, telephone and evena refrigeratorto keep the

drinks cool. The driver is there to control and turn the tractor, the computer looksafter the

line.

Ernie Hill was talking to Rob Smith and the Editor.

 

‘A Bit O’ Green Aish’

I was born the week before Christmasat 285 Oldham Cottages nearto the bottom ofFox Hill

on the HorshamRoad.I was brought up with my mother and brother Albert who wastwo years

older than me and my grandfather Charles William Steer who wastenantof the cottage. My

mother wasa Steer. Inever knew my maternal grandmotherorin fact my father's mother who

was a Welch. Myfather Albert Ernest Welch was in the navy until 1926, which is why we

lived with Grandfather. When Fatherleft the navy he went on to the roads working for the

Petworth Rural District and he would have to cycle to wherever he was required. Father

always joked that Shillinglee was his winter quarters as he invariably had a job there during

the coldest months,unfortunately Shillinglee wasalso just about the furthestpointin the rural

district to cycle to.
Although 285 Oldham belongedto the Leconfield Estate it was what was knownas

'free', that is it was not tied to a farm. The cottage immediately adjoining us on the Petworth

side wastied and it wentat that time with Moor Farm butfor some reasonorotherit waslater

transferred to Mr Duncton's Westlands Farm.

Ourpart ofthe property had only two bedrooms,andtheattic went with our neighbours

so you can imaginethat space was at a premium. Thetoilet was up the garden among the

laurels and it was quite often necessary to take an umbrella when you needed to spend a penny.

Nota pleasant experience on a wet, dark night, and whenthe wind rustled the bushesit was

a difficult decision whetherto stay in the loo or makea dashfor the cottage.

Mains water came to Oldham in 1948 and up until then every drop was fetched from

the well in the back garden, and as we didn't have a back doorit madethe journey around the

cottage that much longer. Asforelectric lightit still hadn't arrived at Oldham whenin 1957

we movedto Station Road in Petworth.

Oldham wasreally quite isolated in those days betweenthe wars, muchI supposeasit

is today though ofcourse we didn't have motorcarsto nip into Petworth in then. I seem to have

grown up mainly among boys as there were very few girls living locally at the time.

Exceptions were the Boxall girls from Selscombeup overthe other side of Fox Hill but only

walked to school with one of them for a short time. We would go haymaking at Selscombe
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when Ephraim Boxall had the farm. We always knew Ephraim as 'Uncle Mitt’ though I have

no idea whyasI don't think that he wasa relative of ours. I don't really think that I used to

comeinto Petworth muchas child other than to school or shopping with Mother,and it would

notbe until sometimeafter I left school that I began to stretch my wingsa bit.

In the Moor Farm half of the two cottages there seemedto be relatively constant

coming and going of families. You see everybody looks back now and thinksthat nothing

used to change muchin those old days,but really being a farm labourerwasn'ta well-paid job

and people were alwaystrying to earn extra and so they would up-sticks and moveif they

could earn more elsewhere and you couldn't blame them at all. Just thinking back without

trying too hard I can remember the Knight, Randall, Squires, Kingswood, Laker, Rice,

Bardon, and White families all living there at various times and of course dear old Frank

Whittington who no doubt many Petworth people knew well and who wasnotadverse to a
tipple or two on pension day.

Welocal children went to Sunday schoolat Hilliers the big houseacrossthe road. That

was when the Stapyltons had it. Old Miss Stapylton took us for bible lessons and I can

rememberus children - and there weren't many then sitting around big circular table

learning our passages. I never knew any other membersofthe family otherthan this lady and

I believe that they moved to Wisborough Green eventually.

Unless we could 'cadge' lift we would walk in to Petworth Infants Schooleach day,

which wasquite a trek for young children. IrememberMissBartlett and Miss Mac, wholater

becameMrsHill, and of course Miss Margaret Wootton who everybody rememberssowell.

Later her sister Mary would teachusat the Girls' School.

Every Saturday mybrother and I would comeinto Petworth with Motherto do the

weekly shopping. I would spend my'tuppence' pocket money on sweetsat Rosie Ricketts.

Motherwasan 'Inters' customer rather than the Co-op,just a preference fornoreal reason I

suppose. Mr Whitcomb was managerof TheInternational Stores then and the Whitcomb

family lived aroundthe back in the cottage that makesup part of the storerooms now.

Occasionally after school we Fox Hill children would get a ride home with Gus

Wakeford onhis milk cart and if we were lucky we would havehada lift in the morning on

Alfie Carpenter's cart as he came into Petworth from Buckfold. Alfie's float wasparticularly

highbutif it meant a free ride then even the smallest child would manageto climb aboard.

MrPurserthe landlord of the Red Lion was anotherregular sight as he passed Oldham onhis

way hometo Bennyfold. If the weather was fine we would walk homeacrossthe fields and

one of us would be chosento be the fox and we would chase him orherall over 'The Sugar

Knob' up 'Lovers Lane’ and around 'The Gog' before we camethroughthe big copsegate that

led out of the woods opposite our garden gate. If, as we crossed the road wecould see Dad's

bike propped up against the house wall we knew that we would be introuble for being late

for ourtea.

MrLutman from Byworth used to workin the copse across the road making pimpsfor

the Leconfield Estate. Mum would makehim a jug of tea everyday and I would haveto take

it out to him. Having acceptedthe tea he would invariably say 'Take a bit o' green aish wood

homeElsie', Mr Lutman had a niece named Elsie and for one reason or another he always
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called me by that name. Anyway he would lumpupthispiece of wood onto my shoulder and

I would nearly fall over under the weight, "Ar! Wait a minute" he would say, ''Yus need

anotherbit ont'uther side, now cross them at the back and hangontight". Off I would go

stumbling back to the cottage with my hugeload of firewood.

I left school at 14 and straightaway went to work for Mr Fox in North Street. Mr Fox

senior had the shopthen,in fact his full name was Frederick Garret Fox and the sign atthe

front alwaysborethoseinitials even long after he had died. Mr F.G. Fox wasareal gentleman

despite us girls leading him a bit of a dog'slife, though I think that deep downhereally enjoyed

it. Jimmy Baxter wasthe only other male in the shop,in factI think that he was the only male

ever employed by MrFox,like F.G. poor Jimmy would also sufferat the handsofusgirls and

I hadn't beenat the shop a month before I hit him overthe head with a hair brush, but no doubt

it would have beenhis fault. Colin Fox — who wasa gentlemanjustlike his father - came into

the business whenhis F.G. becameill and the name continued.

In mylast year at school I had a bicycle, which madethe journey to and from Petworth

mucheasier and quicker, and of course whenI left school and started working for Mr Fox the

bike would be essential as shop girls got an hour and a quarter for lunch and three quarters

of an hour for tea which meant I could just about cycle homefor a very quick tea and back

to work until six thirty, seven on Friday and half past eight on Saturday. You see a lot of men

got paid ona Saturday and worked all day which madeitall the more importantto stay openlate.

Next door to Fox's was a sweet shop. Mrs Thayre ran the shop and I worked for her

for a time after leaving Fox's. In betweentimes I had workedasa collector for the Prudential

Insurance Company,I would help the agents out whereverI was needed and often seemed to

be doing the Station Road, Duncton and Upwaltham round which meantthat I had to cycle

out to Upwaltham and gradually work my wayback while the agent whose roundit was would

work out towards me from Petworth.. Needless to say I had muchthefurthestto travel and

on a wetday the ride out to Upwaltham wasnogreat pleasure. The Prudential didn't have

regular offices in Petworth and so we moreorless worked from the home of Mr Bryant who

was the managerand helived in Gleneagles in Angel Street. Mrs Dunford from High Hoes

wasoneof the agents whom I workedfor, as were Mrs Fred Andrews from Burton Mill and

MrLetchmere from Fittleworth. I believe that Mrs Dunford was evacuated from Portsmouth

and she took one of the cottages at High Hoes. My job entailed collecting money and

delivering policies and reminders. I wouldstill have been in myteensthenasit wasreally

a job for a youngfit person.

Mybrother was Albert Charles William and whenheleft school he went to work for

Mr Long whohadthe cycle shop in Pound Street which wouldlater be taken over by MrCaine.

I don't think that Albert workedthere longas I can't imagine that the pay was very good,but

then mine wasn't very much either whenI started work for MrFox. Poor Albert wentinto the Navy

in 1940 and sadly we went down on HMSHood,which wasa terrible tragedy for our family.

Faith Harris was my best friend and she andI used to go fox hunting with Charlie

Bishop. We wouldfollow the hunton foot for miles, and if it was cub hunting then we would

set off at the crack of dawn. Faith would cycle out to Oldham and we would then continue

out to whereverthe meet was.
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Albert Cox ofNutbourne. Photograph by George Garland.

See "Two old shepherds at Ashington." 



Left to right Major Hugh Pollard, Miss DianaPollard and Miss Dorothy Watson.

Photograph by George Garland. See "George Garland and Miss Canary Islands 1936."

— Se

Outside the "Old House at Home" Ambersham. February 15th 1949.

Photograph by George Garland. See "A pound ofonionsand other matters".  
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Growing up at Oldham would probably seem quite boring to modern children but we

always found something to do. If we weren't playing out in the woodsorin the fields then

we would belistening to the radio, or making things, or even playing cards withthe rest of

the family.
Mabel Boakeswastalking to Miles Costello

 

Mychildhood 1888 — 1903

(Being recollections of Petworth by

Mrs Dorothy Secomb ofColdwalthamFarm

taken down in 1963)

It was I think a pleasant world for a child in those late Victorian years. Ours was a smallfamily

consisting of Father, Mother, a youngersister and myself. Welived in a small town in West

Sussex. Father was a Sussex man and farmerbutwelived in the townas there was no farm

houseat the farm. My mother was an Essex woman,oneof a family ofsix sisters and one

brother. Myfather's motherlived in the town and myearliest recollections are bound up with

her; she waseighty years old when I was born and was a wonderfulold lady,quite a lot of my

early years were spent with her and I have vivid recollections of some ofthe things she told

me ofeventsinherlong life. She rememberedasa younggirl going to the Jubilee Celebrations

of GeorgeIII. She was the motherof twelve children, my father being the youngest and had

lived in four reigns which was then somewhatof a record, she died when I wasten muchto

mygrief.
The clothes we worein those days were very voluminous,flannel and white petticoats,

tight white knickers and bust bodices. In summerwhite pique frocks with starched collars and

sleeves that scratched when you moved,blackstockings and black button boots. In winter

we worestuffdresses and cloth coats with felt or velvet hats and in summerwhite leghorn hats

with wreaths ofdaisies.

[rememberbeingtakento thetea in the Park given in celebration of the marriage of the

Duke and DuchessofYork on 6th July 1893, my motherwasoneofthe tea hostesses and had

a very prettily decorated table. In 1897 camethe celebrations in connection with Queen

Victoria's Diamond Jubilee. Before the day our school-mistress madeall her pupils write out

and learn the wordsof the National Anthem. I still have my copy. Asusual in ourtownall

the celebrations were held in the Park, they comprised tea and sports and I have vivid

recollections of the "Women's Cheese Race". Round Dutch cheeses were usedand rolled

from the top of a small hill in the Park, the women raced down hill after them,this caused a

lot of fun especially if two women caught the same cheese.

In 1898 anephewofmyuncle's came homeon leave from Egyptafter taking part in the
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battle of Omdurman,he wasin the Royal Horse Artillery and had served under General

Kitcheneras he wasthen,his stories madea great impression on meatthe time. I have vivid

recollections of the Boer War and rememberthe Relief of Ladysmith in February 1900. I was

in schoolat the time and one of the School Managers cameinto the Class Room to tell us

children that Ladysmith hadbeenrelived and we wereto have a half holiday. Mafeking was

notrelieved until Mayofthat year and ourfirst newsofthat was hearing the blacksmith's anvil

being fired in our MarketPlacebutthis time we didn't get our school holiday. Another of my

remembrancesof the Boer War wasseeingthe 4th Battn. Royal Sussex Regiment with their

Colonel Sir Walter Bartelott march through the streets of our town on their wayto practice

at the Rifle Range in the Park three weeks before they sailed for Cape Town, Sir Walter

Bartelott waskilled at the Battle of Spion Kop.

Myschoollife started in 1893 and wasthe beginning for me ofa very happy time,the

schoolmaster had twin daughters the same age as myself, we were great friends, he had a

magic lantern quite a new thing in those days. I rememberthat he showeduspicturesof the

Jameson Raid in 1896.

WhenI was twelve I was entered for the College of Preceptors Examination which

necessitated a train journey to our next townfora three days Examinationheld at the Grammar

School,it was quite an experience for me which wasnot much enjoyed but was a goodpractice

for the Civil Service Examination whichI took three yearslater.

My remembrances of a Victorian Sunday are very clear. Our family always wentto

Church twice during the day, morning and evening and I remember walking to Church with

my father and mother the former wearinga top hat(as did mostof the other men). Wehad

a very old Rector who always preached long sermons and weusedto getvery hotandtired

of listening to them. After Church Service in the summerit was usual to go for a walk in the

Park, the entrance to which wasin the town and you met nearly all the townspeople onthis

promenade. I expectit would be very uninteresting to our modern youth butweused to enjoy

those walks with Father and Mother.

Mysister and I were taken by our motherto spend oneholidayin the yearat her oldhome

in Essex. This meanta fairly long train journey and what we used to enjoy most of all was

the ride in a horse cab or asthey used to becalled a "Growler" from London Bridge to

LiverpoolStreet,all the Londontraffic in those days washorse-drawn,the motor was hardly

thought of but I do remember being taken by a school mistress aunt in May 1896 to an

International Exhibition of Horseless Carriages as they were called at the Crystal Palace and

being told that I was to rememberthe visit when I grew up.

Myfirst recollection of the sea wasa visit to Brighton when aboutsix years old with

my father and mother. I had never seen the sea before and it made a great impression on me.

I went to the Commemoration service for Queen Victoria in 1901. It was held in the

Parish Church which waspackedto overflowing. It was a very solemn ceremony and almost

all the congregation woreblack.

Atthe age of fourteen I was taken by an aunt of my mother's for a fortnight's holiday

at Folkestone and duringthat fortnight saw the Foundation Stonelaid for the extension ofthe

harbourthere. In this year a Ladies' Hockey Club was started in the town. I joined it and
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became a most enthusiastic member. Wehad a very goodteacher, a lady who played for the

Sussex Women's Team. Wehad two very good seasonsofplay.
I took my Civil Service Examination whenI wasfifteen and wentinto the Post Office

in 1904.

 

The will of Sir John Dawtrey 1542 (11)

Item to John Dawtreythe beddes with the hangings and fustyansin the Inner Chambers with

a quylte ofsilk and twoe beddesofsilke that I made the oon rede and yelowethe other read

and violett. Item to the said John a carpett for the hall and oonotherfor the parlour with twoo

of the best cupbord carpetts and a coverlett of imageworke. Item to the said John twoe fyne

table clothes of diaper 5 andthree fynetable clothes of playne clothe. Item two diaper towells

and two playn towells. Item to the said John two paire of shets of thre bredes® too pair ofii

breds and a halfe and two paire of the fynest of the other sorte. Item six pyllowes and

pillowberes. Item a garnysheofvessell of the fynest and best. Item a bason and an ewer of

silver. Item thre gobletts parcell gilte with one cover. Item a fflatt pece parcell gilte. Item

two ofthe best salter with a cover. Item

a

gilte goblet with a cover. Item my gownefurryd

with foynes’. Item to my [sonne] John Dawtreyall my harnes with billes and almaner of

artillarye. Item I will at my buriall to have xxx masses. Item my monthes day xxx masses.

Item at xii monethesday xxx masses. Item] will that John Dawtrey mysonneshall preforme

and make the coope® with the stole and fronells’ against my moneths day according to the

vestements. Item I will that John Dawtrey my sonneshall fynde a preestby the space of two

yeres geving him bythe yere vj" xvj* iv’. The residue of my stuffe and implements of

householdesI will equally to be divided between Thomas Dawtrey, Anthony Dawtrye and

Jane my daughter except two awndyronstwobrochis'° and twogreat coffers be reserved to

the use of Nicholas Apsley. Item I will that suche catall cowis and shepe andall other to

husbandry belonging to be equally devided between mythree sonnes. Item I will that my

daughter Jane Dawtreyto haveyerely unto she [be] maryed vi' xiii’ iv’ and also a gowneclothe

the price xxxvit viii‘ yerely orells in laufull money xxxvi'viii* to be paid by my sonne John

out of Ryvers hall yf she contynue not in householdewith him butin case she contyue with

him Than my sonne John Dawtrey to fyndehir all necessaries at his costes and charges and

she to clayme nooparte ofthe xi! xiii’ iv’ neither her gown clothe. FurthermoreI will Jane

Dawtreyto have to hir marriage oon hundreth poundsin lawfull money of my sonne John

Dawtrey andif he refuse or deny to pay the hundred poundsthenI will that my sonne John
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Dawtreyshall geve heryerely during hernatural lyfe v""xiii’ iv’ in lawful money of Englande

and a gowneclothe yerelyto the value above specified to com outof myland of Ryvers Hall.

Item I will and geve my sonne John Dawtreyall my landes of Ryvers Hall unbequethed and

all my detts owed to meto performethis my testament andlast will. AlsoI do ordeyn and make

John Dawtrey my sonne my sole executourto performe and fulfill my last will and testamente.

Also I do ordeyn and make Thomas Dawtrey Supervisourof this my last will and testament

to be performed. Witnessith thatthis is a trewe and perfite will these persones Thomas

Mownfild parson of Petworthe Sir Richard Brownecurate John Trewlove John Defe thelder

Robert Humfrey with other moe. The day and yere abovesaid. Proved 1 February 1542 [/3].

 

George Garland and ‘Miss Canary Islands

1936’

George Garland never spoke to me about the Spanish Civil War. I suppose his connection

mightbest be describedas tangential, but a connection of a kind there certainly is. The story

is a Strange one.

British public opinion wasin 1936 broadly supportive of Franco’s insurgents, some-

whattooeasily portrayed as guardians of western religion, values andcivilisation against the

supposed “Red”! menace of a leftish Republican government in Spain. An intellectual

minority however saw matters quite differently: for them the Republic wasa bastion against

the rise of Fascism and a beaconthat portendeda better world.2. Enthusiasm contrived to

sweepthe continuing atrocities under the carpet. Neither side wished to advertise the orgy

of killing committed by their partisans, Anarchist and other militias under the Republic,or

Franco’s later brutal and systematic liquidation of “dissident” elements. The ineffectual

“neutralist” policy of the British and French governments offered the Axis powers freedom

of action in Spain whilevirtually forcing the Republic to rely on supplies from the Soviet

Unionand,to a lesser extent, Mexico. The Spanish Civil War was never whatit seemed. At

worst it was an opportunity for the Axis powers and Soviet Russiato flex their military muscle

while England, France and, to an extent, the United States, looked on. If heroism there

certainly was,overall it was a murderous, vicious and unpleasant business.

George Garland? Quite likely he was too busy making a precarious living to thinkau

beyondthat, but as a “press photographer,”the war wasto give him perhapshisbiggest “scoop.

King Alfonso XIII had left Spain in 1931. He would not return. A series of

governmentsofdifferent complexions had failed to address a widening polarisation between

 

! For a good exampleofthis kind of reportage see H.G. Cardozo: Marchofa Nation (1937).

Cardozo was war correspondentfor the Daily Mail

2 Peter Stansky and William Abrahams: Journey to the Frontier (1966) is an interesting study of two

youngleft-wingintellectuals and the reasonsfor their going to Spain
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richand poor. Spain was dividing into two uneasy camps, not anewsituation but particularly

volatile one. By 1936 leftish Republican government was making very heavy weather indeed.

AwareofGeneral Franco’s possible appeal to a discontented upperclass and restive military,

but unable to find evidenceofhis disaffection, the authorities had been careful to appoint
the still relatively youthful veteran of the wars in Moroccotothe post of military governor

of the Canary Islands. The thinking was that with the army in Morocco, Franco’s movements

could be carefully monitoredand,if necessary, stifled. Franco himself kept ostentatiously

aloof. So cautious washe that macho colleaguesreferred to him as “Miss Canary Islands 1936.”

To whatextent Franco wasset on rebellion by July 1936 is not clear.’ It seemslikely

that he wasstill vacillating and that wealthy backers and the military were beginning to

wonderif he really was their man. In fact dramatic events in the summerheat of Madrid were

aboutto banish indecision,if indecision there was. A prominent memberof the Republican

Civil Guard had been murderedby a Fascist hit squad. His infuriated colleaguesthen carried

out a reprisal that would effectively signal the beginningof the war. Early on the morning of

the 13", Calvo Sotelo, eloquent monarchist politician and leader of the Opposition in the

Spanish Parliament, wascollected from his house by membersof the Civil Guard, allegedly

for “questioning.” He wasbrutally shot and his body dumpedata local cemetery.

Plans were already afoot in Englandto transport Franco to the army in Africa, on the

assumption, ofcourse, that he would be prepared to act. This was now nolongerin doubt.

A plane hadbeenhired andwealthy expatriates found to underwrite the considerable expense.

Luis Bolin, London correspondentof the prestigious Monarchist newspaper A.B.C., had

beeninstructedto hire an aircraft and a pilot. Initial enquiries aboutthe availability of a sea-

plane had cometo nothing. Quite simply sea-planes werenotusedin private aviation. Advised

bythe Monarchist aeronautical pioneerandinventor Juan dela Cierva, himself now based in

London, Bolin had hired an eight-seater de Havilland Drag6n Rapide at Croydonairport.

Exotic as the adventure might seem,it had its problematic side. Quite apart from the

question of Franco’s cautious stance, what possible reason could there be for someoneto hire

a privateaircraftto fly over mainlandSpainto the Canaries? Atthe very leastit was eccentric.

But perhaps that was just the whole point. The English after all were a peculiar race. No

behaviour was too strange for them. Theparty must appearas harmlesseccentrics. Douglas

Jerrold,‘ a friend of Bolin andright wing editor of the English Review, recommendedthat

Bolin consult Hugh Pollard, a retired Army major, now living at Fernhurst in the depths of

rural Sussex. Pollard was a firearms expert with an adventurouscareer behind him,he had

workedas a journalist in London, been in Mexico before the 1914-1918 warandin Ireland

with the Black and Tans duringthe early 1920s. Healso had a good commandofSpanish.

Pollard had a reputation for being imperturbable and his sympathies would certainly lie with

Franco’s insurgents. Jerrold had suggested the subterfugeofa holidaytrip, something made

 

3 Hugh Thomas: The Spanish Civil War (1961 andlater) thinks that Franco had already decidedto act.

Paul Preston: Franco (1993) thinksthat events in Madridfinally impelled him to act. I have tended

here to follow Preston

4 Jerrold’s own accountappearsin his autobiography Georgian Adventure (1937) pages 369-374.
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morecredibleif the party included three blondes. Jerrold and Bolin? both offer racy accounts

of their initial discussions with Pollard and of the search for a second blonde, Pollard’s

daughter, Diana, having volunteeredstraight away. If the accountsdifferin detail they share

the same exuberantstyle. While Pollard jibbed at supplyinga trio of blondes he could come

up with two. The second was Dorothy Watson, a hunting friend of Diana’s and a few years

her senior. Diana wasnineteen, Dorothy was believedto be delivering chickens for a farmer

in the lanes around Fernhurst, but would eventually be traced to a local hostelry. If, in

retrospect, Jerrold perhapsallows himselfa little licence, his report oftheinitial conversation

carries the distinctive flavour of a period and a segmentof contemporary society. He writes:

“Dorothy, comehere - you’re going to Africa tomorrow,” Hugh shoutedcheerfully.

“Africa, where’s that? Who doesit belong to?”

“Oh, you know,it used to belong to Cecil Rhodes, but nowit belongsto Mussolini.”

..... Dorothy, I had noticed, kepther cigarettes in her knickers. She couldn’t, she explained,

afford a handbag. Obviously she wasthe type that wentto Africa.’

The gamewason. By early morning on July 11", Pollard, Bolin and the twogirls had

left Croydon boundfor the Canary Islands, Captain William Henry Bebb(late of the R.A.F.)

at the controls. Bolin sat beside him, Pollard opposite with the twogirls behind. A mechanic

and a radio operator occupied the two remaining seats. Driving rain met the Dragon over

Francebutthe party landed at Bordeaux without incident. There wasa cautious meeting with

Bolin’s A.B.C.boss and others. Circumspection wasvery necessary;ifthe plane’s cover were

blown,it would be impoundedandthe party arrested.

A

first attempt to overfly Republican

Spain wasfoiled bythe weatherand navigation problems and the Dragon returned to Biarritz.

A secondnervytrip across Spain wasto follow. Withthe fuel desperately low theparty finally

made an unauthorised landing on a military airfield at Espinho in northern Portugal.

Extricating themselves from the clutches of officialdom with equal portions of luck and

bravadothey madecontactin Lisbon with GeneralSanjurjo, a leading figure in the plot. From

Portugal they flew on to Casablanca in French Morocco. The next step would be the Canary

Islands. Bolin would need to stay in Casablanca: everything now depended on Spanish

acceptance of English eccentricity.

The Drag6n’s next stop was Gondo near Las Palmas on Gran Canaria, at that time the

only safe airfield on the islands. The runway at Tenerife was very subjectto fog. In any case

landing on Tenerife itselfcould have compromisedthe plan. Crucially, too, Gondo was nearer

to North Africa. The great problem,of course, wasthat Francowasstill on Tenerife, his every

movementclosely watched. Nothing daunted, leaving the Drag6nat Gondoin thecare ofthe

pilot, Pollard madehis wayto Tenerife with the twogirls to make contact with a local doctor,

himself quite uninvolvedwitheithernationalpolitics or anti-governmentplots. He simply

passed onto a third party the occasional message brought in by complete strangers and each

apparently even more impenetrable than the last. The doctor’s great merit was that he was

completely above suspicion and in any case hadnoideaof the purpose of the messages. Not

perhapsforthe first time the conspiracy teetered on the brinkoffarce. Pollard appeared at
 

5 Luis Bolin: Spain The Vital Years (1967)

6 Georgian Adventure page 373
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daybreak to deliver another piece of obscure nonsense. Thedoctor, clearly not oneto suffer

fools gladly, received an apparently imbecilic Englishmancarrying what appeareda wilfully

asinine message with impatience. The rebuff left even Pollard a little chastened.

Pollard needed notonly to keep his wits about him butalso to have a generous share

of luck. Certainly Calvo Sotelo’s murder had done muchto clarify Franco’s thoughts, but how

to unite Franco with the Dragén? Chanceintervened, or so it seemed. General Balmes,

military governorof Las Palmas,andlike Pollard, a firearms expert, improbably contrived to

shoot himself while cleaning a pistol. The woundproved fatal. It was, however, a turning-

point. Franco applied to Madrid for permissionto travel to Gran Canaria for the funeral and

crossed onthe overnightferry. Still the authorities seem to have made no connection between

Franco and the eccentric English holiday makers. Once in Las Palmas,Franco spent the morning

at the funeral, had an apparently routine lunch, surreptitiously arranged for his wife and

daughterto leave for France, and disappeared. Unableto risk travelling across the island because

of checkpoints, he arrived at Gondobyfishery gunboat, being rowed ashore. Meanwhile the

garrison in Moroccohadalreadyrisen. It was a day early - the 17". The revolt had beenset

for the 18". Franco’s first stop would be Casablanca,then on to Tetuan in Spanish Morocco.

Details ofthe flight are the stuff of legend’. Pollard’s own accountis curiously silent.

Did Franco,travelling on a false diplomatic passport wear a dark grey suit or a white summer

one? Somesay that he wore Arab dress but this seems unlikely as he wastravelling on a

Spanish passport. He certainly seemsto have shavedhis trademark moustache. Onthe plane?

Or at Casablanca? Franco’s colleague andbitter rival General Queipo de Llano wouldlater

joke that the moustache wasthe only thing Franco had eversacrificed for Spain. Ofsuch small

matters is history made. Whenthe Civil War wasover Bebband Pollard were both given the

Falangist decoration of the Knight’s Cross of the Imperial Order of the Yoke and Arrows.

Diana Pollard and Dorothy Watson were given medals of the same order.

By NovemberHughPollard, who writes now from Horsebridge House at Wisborough

Green,had had timeto collect his thoughts and give Garlandhis ownversion, written in his own

hand. Garland had taken publicity pictures of Pollard, Diana Pollard and Dorothy Watson and

clearly the escapadewasthetalk ofthe local hunting fraternity. It also madethe national press.*

Garland’sedited versionofPollard’s narrative appeared in the Southern Weekly Newsat the end

of November 1936. Clearly the Majorwaspleased with the successofhis project, as he had

every reasonto be; the consequencesoffailure for himself, the pilot and the two girls would have

been grave. Certainly,too, the effect of the adventure onthe future course of the war would be

determinative. Garland’s SWNarticle keeps fairly closely to Pollard’s original text although

Garland permits himselfthe occasionalliberty. The following paragraph seemsto be Garland’s own

andis, inthe context, anonsense. Franco hadofficial permission from the War Office in Madrid

to travel to Gran Canaria for Balmes’ funeral: “The journey was a memorable one! Every

deck was crowded with picturesque butsinister looking gentlemen in raincoats, their pockets

bulging with revolvers. Thesetting waslike a “tough”scene from some American gangsterfilm!”

 

7 See for instance Preston page 142 ‘

8 Bebb's own accountappeared in the News Chronicle for 7 November 1936. See Thomaspage 168
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Clearly too, Garland’s acquaintance with contemporary Spanish history was cursory to

say the least and this, combined with Pollard’s somewhat spidery handwriting could wreak

havoc, thus the murder of Calvo Sotelo becomes the “murder of Gotelos.”

Whether, in later years, Pollard and the girls had any afterthoughts on their place in

history is uncertain. It is fair perhapsto leavethelast word with Hugh Pollard himself? “It

is an adventure, butthere is a rather more serioussideto it than that. At a time when so many

boys are afraid of being soldiers, two girls show thatpluckis not extinct in England, and that

the younger generation can still rise to a Cause.

I think that Mr. Negley Farson’s opinionis worth recording. Heis a first-class

American pressman:‘It is the finest thing since Charles Stuart’s time. I take my hatoffto the

English. You are always so damnright.’

It was, andis, a goodcause- so that’s that.”

Aa

9 SWNasbefore

Books

Literature on the Civil Waris voluminousin Englishlet alone in Spanish. Hugh Thomas: The

Spanish Civil War (1961) is fairly old now butstill worth reading. Other worksare Raymond

Carr: The Civil War in Spain (1986) and Antony Beevor: The SpanishCivil War (1 982). Ihave

already mentioned Paul Preston’s massive biography of Franco (1993). It is a truism that

literature written from the Republican side is more readable than that coming out of the

“alzamiento”(rising). Cardozo and Bolin (notes | and 5) are good examplesofthelatter.

From the left Arturo Barea’s autobiographical The Clash (E.T. 1946) is a classic. Like so

many Spanishintellectuals Barea lived in exile from the late 1930s- in his case in England.

Very readable butquite different is Constancia de la Mora’s In Place ofSplendour (published

in the U.S. in 1939,in England in 19490). Constancia de la Mora had some dealings with Luis

Bolin and had a hearty dislike for him. Another hostile portrait of Bolin is to be found in Arthur

Koestler’s Spanish Testament (1937). Other classics are George Orwell: Homage to

Catalonia (1938), Gerald Brenan: The Spanish Labyrinth (1943) and Franz Borkenau: The

Spanish Cockpit (1937), all frequently reprinted.
IR

 
 

‘Copied by Eliza Green (eso:

There has recently cometo light a rather interesting manuscript book which has been in the

possession of the Boakes family of Petworth for many years. The volumeis made upof 188

ruled pages muchof whichis covered in an elegant mid-Victorian handwriting. The principal

contents are a transcription of a catalogue of the pictures at Petworth House, the originallist

of which this is a copy was published anonymously in 1856.

The original ownerofthe book wasone Eliza Green a member of the family of grocers
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and dealers in crockery whofor the best part of a century operated their business from the

property that stands at the very top of Lombard Street opposite the Church gate and which was

known as Tudor House. The book appears to have comeinto the possession ofits present

owners through an aunt named Harriett Gray who once worked for the Green Pea
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While the catalogueis a fascinating example of Victorian handwritingit is the group

of additional notes that makeupthelatter part of the book whichare of greater interest

Written ina similar but less elegant hand the notes comprise an irregular jumble a

observations on Petworth churchlife during the nineteenth century. Someof the remarks

appear to have been reproduced from anonymous sources and others are clearly origi
commentsby Eliza. oes
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Thefirst part (1) was probably written to commemorate the death of Sir Charles Barry

in 1860 andasit harks back to a period long before Eliza Green wasborn it seemslikely that

it was copied from another source at present unknown.It is howeverofsufficient quality to

be worthy of record asit gives us scarce details of the substantial restoration work undertaken

at the time muchof whichsurvived until the church wasonce again renovatedin 1903. Such

wasthe extentof the rebuilding of the church that unlike the later restorationit is difficult now

to imagine how the church may have looked before the work was carried out. We can however

get a hazy picture of a rather dilapidated structure withoutthe ancient leaden spire that had

been removed for the safety of worshippers in 1800. Prior to 1827 the church was much

smaller than we knowit today, cruciform in shape and withoutthe huge extension that makes

up the south aisle and present entrance to the building.

The secondpart (2) is composedofa series of commentsorreflectionsrelating to the

third quarter of the nineteenth century, these notesaresetoutin the form ofa diary albeit with

considerable gaps between entries. The records are more personalthan part one (1) and are

clearly the original words of Eliza Green.

(1) Works doneatthe Churchat Petworthatthe Cost ofGeorge O'Brien EarlofEgremont

In the month of March 1827 the works were commencedforerecting a new spire on the

top of the old tower which from its apparentthickness and strength ofits walls was considered

strong enough to bear it, and the vane was fixed Oct. isn S2e

The tower having cracked above the arch in the Church and on examination being

reported unsafe, the Earl of Egremontgave ordersto haveit effectually strengthened for which

purposeit was deemed necessary to close the Church after Dec. 30 1827 from which time

divine service was performed at the Town Hall until Oct. 4° 1829 undera license from the

Bishop. During this period, the foundation of the tower was secured by introducing large

blocks of Yorkshire stone and courses of hard brickwork bedded in cement. A very powerful

arch formedbysolid blocksofPortland stone and supported by acounter arch was introduced

forming the openingto the south transept whichcontains an aisle below,and gallery above,

the old and decayed south wall was replaced by a range of Gothic archesin Portland stone on

piers of the samematerial which connectthe new South Aisle with the nave. The old low arch

leading to the chancel, and old decayed wall atthe east endof the nave were replaced by anew

wall and Portland stone arch over which a circularstained glass window was introduced. The

foundations andpiers, up to the springing of the arches onthe north side of the nave, being

considered unsafe were taken out and rebuilt. The western wall wasrebuilt, introducing a

Gothic entrance with stone windowoverit, and the children's seats on eachside thereof were

rebuilt, and completely fitted up on an entirely new plan. The roof wasbuilt entirely new,the

ceiling divided into compartments and highly finished in plaster and painted in imitation of

grained oak. The whole which wasnew floored anda newpulpit, reading desk and clerk's desk

were erected. The churchwasenlargedby the addition of a new southaisle 46 feet in length

by 21 feet in breadth (inside measure)substantially built with stone, the windowsGothic, and

 

‘Springing’. The use of this term (see OED) would suggestthat the writer had some knowledge of

architecture.
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aesuited to the otherparts of the church; a gallery wasbuilt over the whole ofthis south

Celeading thereto, both aisle and gallery were fitted with new pews

The repairs were sufficiently forward to admit of divine service being performedin the

church on the 4 [Oct?] 1829 but the nave wasnot thenfinishedor the reading desk andpulpit

erected. It was afterwards completed and a new Gothic stone window with stained aea

erectedat the east end of the chancelinstead of the wooden framed one formerly there, and

the three smaller windowsat the south aisle ofit were also glazed with stained glass; aed

stone tablet containing the ten commandments, the Lord's Prayer and the belief, oe also

erected under the east window anda stone table (now a wooden one)for the adinetanes

of the Holy Communion wasplaced there, and the space before the table enclosed by a new

Gothic railing. The tower wasprovided with a costly clock having four sets of hands * The

whole of the alterations were designed and superintended by Mr. Barry and the ex ae was

entirely defrayed by the Earl of Egremontat a cost more than £16,000. :

The six old bells were recast into eight by a subscription of £242-19-6d raised by the

Het os the expense of hanging, with a new oak frame wasdefrayed by the Earl of

gremont, and an apparatus for warmi ildieepeeoe arming the whole building by meansofhot water wasalso

The approaches were improved and the churchyard walls made goodat the expense of

the Parish, the iron gatesat the east and south end werepaid for from the burial fee fund. The

design for those gates was given by Mr. Barry, as wasalso thatfor the porchat the efancel

door, and for the gas standard in the street near the churchyard.” Mr. Barry is the same

gentleman whodesigned the new churchatthe north entrance to Brighton and subsequentl

ee and superintended the building of the Houses of Parliament. ‘

April 13th 1871. Closed Mrs Bryants library which is pulled down — also the lodge at the

entrance to Ld Leconfields — to make a new one."

Easter Day 1875. A new cased oaklectern wasgivento the church with an eagle on it by Mrs

B.S. Austen. A large bible for the same by the Rev. Erskine Birrell. :

 

2
;eeethe west and Leconfield galleries would survive the 1903 restoration.

Legendhasit that the incumbent rector ThomasSockettdeclined to contribute towardsthecostof the

clock and as a tribute to his apparent meannessthe face viewed from the Rectory bore no hands

< The Obelisk at the junction of North, East And ChurchStreets.

Mrs Bryants shop wasin ChurchStreetin whatis noweffectively part of the Churchyard. The property

stood hard up againstthe wall of the Audit Room andalong with the old lodge had to be demolished

to make wayfor the New Church Lodgeentrance to Petworth House. By the turn of the century all

ofthe properties on the north side of the street would be demolished andthe south facing aspectof the

Church completely opened up. Bryants stationery and printing shop would eventually relocate to East

Street where it remained well into the twentieth century.

The ReverendBirrell would eventually serve as Rector at Kirdford for some three decades, however

his position in 1875 is uncertain.
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A Stanford Killick drawing of Petworth churchprior to 1865
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March 29 1879. The Pulpit placed under Lord Leconfields gallery.

July 1879. The Church pews turned andall the poppy headsofthe free sittings cut off. Alas! .

Easter Day April13 1884. The choir had surplices & came in & did their duties well. Mr.

Spring Organist.

Feb. 1889. The Drew monumentremovedin the south entranceto the Church.”

Jan. 1st 1897. Our much respected Rectorleft Petworth today (his wedding day 45 years ago)

with his family, andall are very sorry to say adieu to them. A kind, painstaking, energetic,

accomplished family; whowilllive in hearts they leave behind for manyyears to come. The

Rey.d Charles Holland was 80 in Aug. 1896 andis now residing in Kensington.

Jan. 1898 orDec. 1897. The Chancelrestored & painted cream & brown — by Mr.Jones our

new Rector.

 

The pewshad prior to 1879 faced south towardsthe old pulpit that was situated under the memorial

to Mr. Klanert. With the erection ofthe pulpit at the east end of the nave the pewshad to be turned

to face the new position. Constance Leconfield writing in the Petworth Parish Magazine for May

1931 recalls the parish church some60yearsearlier and describesthe old pulpit as"... a three-decker,

Mattins and Litany being said at a desk in the centre whilst at the foot sat the Clerk who led the

responses."

Poppy-heads. A corruption of the French poupee meaning puppetor perhapsa figurehead. The

poupee-heads would have beenintricately carved woodendecorationsthat adorned the tops of the pew

or bench-ends. Most parish churches had been stripped of such ornamentalcarvingsfollowing the

Reformation. The chancelchoirstalls replaced during the massive restoration of 1903 are decorated

with modern imitations of poupee-heads. /

The wearingof surplices or over-gowns by membersofthe choir was a quite recent introduction and

would have been considered to be radical by some congregations. In fact Mrs. Holland the wife of

the Rector had organised a weekly gathering ofladies at the Rectory in order to makethe surplices.

Mrs. Holland hadprovided the necessary materials and Lady Leconfield donated the accompanying

stand upon which the gownscould be hung when notin use. The parish magazine records Eliza

Green asoneofthe volunteerladies.

I have been unable to.identify this monument.

Ata public meeting held in the TownHall the Rev. Holland was presented with

a

selection ofsilver

plate that had been purchased with the £80 raised by 282 persons whohadsubscribed to a fund for

that purpose. Theprinciple article wasa largesilver tray, which had been inscribed with a mottoto

commemoratehis 37 yearsas rector at Petworth. The Reverend Charles Holland had been incumbent

at Petworth since 1859 and would continuefora total of 39 years having enjoyedthe patronage of

both the first and second Lord Leconfield. This period of pastoralstability would have meantthat

any changesin the fabric or functions of churchlife at Petworth would not have gone unnoticed or

without commentandto that purpose Eliza wasfar better placed as an interested observer than most

in the town. Besides her unwaveringloyalty to the Reverend Hollandlittle is known of the life of

Eliza Green,clearly well educated she probably led a rather privileged life as a memberof such a

well-established family but really we cannoteven speculate on her circumstances. Wedo knowthat

Eliza never married for in 1909 at the age of seventy five she took her family nameto the grave in

the Bartons just aroundthe corner from her home.

Herbert E. Jonesofficially took up his position as rector in May 1897.
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April 24 1898. Mr.Pitfield's Ist Sunday as Peoples Churchwarden. Elected at Easterin the

room ofmy beloved brother Henry, who resigned from failing health after many years ofmost

loving and faithful service. A handsome service in silver presented to him in the Girls'

School.'°

April 1900. Mr. Eager & Mr. Pitfield appointed Churchwardens. Chancel re-roofed and

much improved by Lord Leconfield in 1899.
 

'° Bliza's "beloved brother" Henry Green had been a churchwardenfor over 30 years.

Miles Costello with thanks to MrS. Boakesfor the loan of the manuscript and Mrs Alison

McCannforidentifying the original publication.

 

Pepe Chee Mob nee Gea,
 

A Public Meeting is to be held at the Leconfield Hall, Petworth,

at 7.30 p.m. on Monday the 10th Decemier to discuss the possibility

of setting up a Petworth Society.

In a letter published in a recent edition of the Midhurst &

Petworth Observer, Colonel Alan Maude suggested that the main objects

of such a Society would be to protect the character, environment,

interests and amenities of our ancient town and parish, including

Byworth and Egdean; to promote a community spirit; and to act as a

link between the various activities and generations represented in the

district. The Society would be strictly non-political, non-sectarian

and nomprofit-making.

The purpose of the Meeting, at which the Chair will be taken by

Colonel Maude, is to elicit opinions on the proposal to forma Petworth

Society and to establish whether adequate public support for it would

be forthcoming.

It is hoped that everyone interested in the well-being of this

district will be so good as to attend the Meeting.

Leconfield Hall

7.30 p.m.

Monday the 10th December 1973.

Public meeting to discuss the possibility of setting up a Petworth Society.
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A MEETING

will be held

onMidtuetds,.Uasach01938
osAT.«5. “O1CEOCK

ni

Lo aeZ 0
eeepeaeLIAN.

An ADDRESSwill be given by

Ai

You are earnestly invited to be present.

A Petworth noticefrom the 1930s.
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All in a Property Manager’s Day?

Well, I suppose it was — hosting a meeting of the Society, alongside Petworth Tourism ’

Partnership, in the Audit Room (now the National Trust restaurant) of Petworth House.

Wesatat the tablesto hearfirst from Chichester District Council's Richard Cole about

the PTP,its origins, whatit has already achieved andthe hopesforthe future. Hepaid tribute

to Ann Bradley, who had initiated the idea to involvetraders, the National Trust, the Parish

and District Councils, etc., and to Peter the Partnership's Chairman.

Apparently — and these figures can be neither proved nor disproved —

visitors to Petworth in 2003 broughtin £6.4millionto the area.

Grant-aided, PTP has upgraded the Town Guide and funded two more 'Welcome to

Petworth’ signs on the approaches to the Town and an exhibition board at the entrance to

Petworth House, encouraging visitors to venture further and discoverthe delights ofPetworth

itself. As moreprojects are put in hand,it is hopedthat more substantial funds would become

available. Mr Coleinvited active participation and ideas from everyone.

Dai Evans,the Property Managerat Petworth House, followed with

a

quickfire account

of the National Trust's beginnings and now wide-ranging responsibilities, well illustrated

the 292,000

withslides.

Started in the Lake District in the 1890s, the first property acquired was, in fact, a

hillside in Wales,in orderto protectit from threatened developmentandto preserveits natural

beauty for generations to come. The first in Sussex was the Alfriston Clergy House, shown

in its dilapidated state at the timeofits purchase.

Today, the Neptune Coastline Campaign protects 600 milesof coast in England, Wales

and Northern Ireland. In additionto the care of grand houses and estates, the Trust preserves

and restores commonland,nature reserves, gardens and even a lighthouse. Manyskills are

needed,both from professionals and volunteers andin the caseof the restoration of Uppark

following the disastrous fire, old skills hadto bere- discovered. There are the concerts, school

visits, activity holidays, 'behind the scenes' tours, cleaning during the closed season,as well

as stewarding,all relying heavily on volunteers.

It was, perhaps, a little disappointing that there was no opportunity for questions, but

it was a pleasant evening,an interesting and successful experiment, roundedoff with wine and

elderflower pressé andtime to chat.

KCT
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A Petworth childhood (2)

In January 1936 King George V died and I rememberlearning the hymn 'Abide with me!at

school in readiness for a big church service we school children were to attend. Afterall the

traumaof the abdication of Edward VII, which didn't mean muchto a child, there was the

excitementof the ccronation of King George VI. A big fancy dress parade wasplanned and

Aunt Chris made me a deep red robe trimmed with white fur and,with a tiara on my head,I

was meant to be a 'peeress'. I have a photograph taken in our garden, whichis just as well

because on the day,in May 1937, wehadtorrential rain and it was a very sorry-looking band

of revellers that arrived outin the park. I have a photo of myself, Rosie, Peggy and Jean

looking like drownedratsinall ourfinery and can't remembera thing aboutany celebrations

that may or maynot havetaken place.

WhenI waseightI started piano lessons with Miss Brenda Knightin East Street. Mum

confessedto herthatI 'played by ear' and Miss Knight said, "Oh well, I don't supposethatwill

be a problem," and she never mentioned it again. Years later whenI heard about the Suzuki

Method and how children are encouragedto develop their naturaltalent, I was quite angry that

it had been so different in my day. Miss Knight was a very kind and patient teacher andI

enjoyed the pianolessons, apart from the theory. My ‘hit and miss! approach meant that I

would neverplay as well by music asI would havelikedto, but I am very grateful to my Mum

and Dad for paying for meto learn. I would have missedout on so muchifI hadn't been able

to read music and play'properly'. My piano lessonscostnine pencefor half an hour, and Mum

would give meten pence and I would spendthe other penny ona delicious ice cream from the

Dairy, to eat on the way home. (Manyyearslater, the Miss Warehamsopenedupthe upstairs

roomsofthe Dairy as a gift shop and Mum was able to show me the room whereI had been

born.) For the first few months of my piano lessons we didn't have a piano at home and so

I would go andpractise at Hill Top as often as possible.

Pitshill, where Aunt Chris worked for many years before her marriage, was

a

large

stately homein beautiful grounds north of Upperton:it belongedto the Mitford family. One

summerwhenthe family was away, I wentup thereto stay with Aunt Chris for a few days.

I was a bit overwhelmedbyit all and wasafraid of getting lost, although I spent most of the

time in the servant's quarters. There was one notable exception though, when I had a bath in

the same bath that King George V had used when he had stayed there. I couldn't wait to get

homeandtell the family, but I always added "Butnotat the same time!" The lawnstherereally

DID go on forever and we used to sit outside in the evening while Aunt Chris worked on her

embroidery. The only part I didn't like was the owls hooting at night. They soundedreally scary.

My memoriesof our years in AngelStreetare quite vivid. I particularly rememberthe

‘passers-by’. The Town Band alwaysplayed carols on Christmas morning by the Cherry

Orchardgate right opposite us. On Sundays, the ice-cream man would come round ona three-

wheeled bicycle with an insulated container on the front. He would sell what we now call ‘iced

lollies' or ‘icy poles'. They were three cornered, had black and white cardboard around them

and cost one penny.
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a would also have the ‘Onion Man’ coming alongthe street ringing the bell on is
icycle. He would be dressed as we imagined a Frenchman would be, in blacktrousers, a black
se2 with horizontal white stripes and a black beret. His Boe would be een vt
aa neAleraane imported from France. Housewives would hearhis bell

Gypsies would come aroundquite often selling clothes pegs. Mum was always a bit
wary ofthem becausethey could be very persistent. Wheneverthey saw children at Aa
they would almost demandto have anyoftheir cast-off clothing. Once Mum gavea lad :
bundle of baby clothes closed the door and wentupstairs and lookedoutof the ce
window. The Gypsyladysorted through the bundleand called out to Mum, "What, no littl
petticoat ma'am?" They would give out bunchesofheatherforluck. SS

Other callers that Mum didn't like to see on her doorstep were the Indian gentlemen
complete with turbans, who wouldbring round largesuitcases of exotic Indian wares. The
would be wall hangings, tablecloths, small rugs, scarves and ornaments. Mum never had<
money to spare but they wouldn't take 'No!for an answer. They would puta footin the ee
so thatit couldn't be closed and Mumusually ended up buying something she didn't wantjust
so that they would go away. Wehad several encounters with these salesmen overthe Woe

Mum wasanaemic for someyearsand the doctorprescribed a small Guinnessa day: that
was her story anyway. She used to order a week's supply from Findlaters, the local ate
merchants. The man thatdid the deliveries wouldn't alwayscollect the oman bottles, even

though Mum usedto put them outside the back door for him. One Saturday, whenI teont

ten, Mum wasbusy makingpastry and I wastold to keeplistening for pelle man to come

and to make sure he took back the empties. Mumalso said that it would be somebody new

as ue previous manhad left. When there was a knock on the door Mum said, "That wil be

him." I opened the door to an Indian and I expect he had suitcase of eon to sell but I

assumed he was the new Findlaters manandtried to force the crate of empty Guinnessbottles
on to him. He wouldn't take them and kept saying '"Is-your-Mummy-in?" and "Is-your-

aeand I keptsaying, ''They said you haveto take the emptybottles." The poor man

me .:aeoiealawenton his way thinking the English were crazy.If he didn't,

: One day, Mum andI were coming home from the town whenwesawanIndian salesman
nocking ona doornotfar from us. Mum said, "I can't face answering the door to him, so when

he knocks we'll keep very quiet until he goes away." Weweresitting at the table eating our

lunch whenthere was a knock on the door and Mum suddenly shouted "Indians" and flun

eotheoe: got underthere with her andthe pairof us were rolling aboutte

e salesmanlookedthr. i idn'eeae oughthe front window and saw us. Hedidn't stay aroundto try

Gus Wakeford was a milkman in Petworth for many years. He would collect the milk

early in the morning andcartit in big milk churnswith his horse and cart. Apparently, ever

time he stopped atoneofthe pubsto deliver milk, which he ladledoutinto the oneOTe"ne

hewould have a break to have a gameofdarts, crib, shove-ha'penny,billiards or whatever nek

being played there. He would notarrive in AngelStreet until the afternoon and Mum would be

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINENo.118 47 



waiting with a bucket of water anddisinfectant because his horse always waited until he got

to our gate before it relieveditself. It wasn't very pleasant on a hotafternoon,as there seemed

to be gallonsof it running downpast our houses. Mum usedto dash outthere and swill it all

down. Iam now wonderingif the horse continuedthis practice after our houses were pulled

downand the lovely new house wasbuilt.

I left the Infants School when I waseight and moved up to St. Mary's Girls Schoolin

East Street. Miss Bevis was myfirst teacher there and she was very nice. She taught usto

knit and I could notget the hangofthis to start with. I was trying to makea fiddly little doll's

jumper, and got in such a mess with it that in the end to mygreatrelief, she burntit in the

potbelly stove. I madea better job ofthe brightorange doll's dress, which was the next project

and the following year, under the guidance of Aunt Chris, | made mybrothera pullover. After

that, I became quite a good knitter. Most women and girls knitted in those days, and I spent

a lot of my free time knitting and reading,both at the same time.

Onthe way homefromschool I would haveto pass Olders' grocery shop. It was a wonderful

experienceas the smell of coffee was very strong. The two Miss Olders ran the shop: they

were sweetladies. Watching them serving customers was fascinating as everything came in

bulk and they would measure out the sugar andtea etc. into blue paper packets and fold the

tops over and finish the corners meticulously. Cheese wascut, placed on greaseproof paper

and wrapped upwith as muchcare as one would wrap a gift. Customers weren't in sucha hurry

in those days and shopping was moreof a leisurely occupation with time to chat.

Miss Polly Whitcomb's shop was opposite Olders. I don't think the window dressing

had been changedfor years. It seemed to consist of a large china elephant and some faded

artificial flowers. Miss Whitcombsold ladies clothing and haberdashery. She always looked

elegantin a long skirt anda high-necked long-sleeved blousethat had beenthe fashion of the

early 1900s. During the Second World War, whenknicker-elastic was in very short supply,

we heard,via the grapevine, that Miss Whitcomb had somein stock. Mum andI wentin there

and very politely askedif she could sell us some. She reachedunderthe counterfor the elastic

and very grudginglysold us onecard. She also gave us some advice on how to makeit last

longer. Shesaid, "Do you know, I really believe that the young girls of today don't always

removetheelastic from their knickers before they wash them." Mum and I had a good laugh

once we were outof earshot.

Anothersignificant place I passed was the Angel Hotel. Mrs Daisy Whitcombran a

small dancingclass that I joined when I was about eight years old. The classes were held in

an upstairs room in the hotel. We wouldstart in September, after the summer holidays and

about six months later we would put on a Pantomimein the Iron Room, which was a com-

munity hall madeoutof galvanised ;ron where dances, whist drives, and concerts were held.

Looking back I can see how cleverly Mrs Whitcomb worked out our shows. We wouldstart

by learning steps in our dancing pumps,tap shoes, orballet shoes and gradually learnlittle

routines. We wouldalsolearn thelatest songs and danceslike 'The Lambeth Walk' and 'Under

The Spreading Chestnut Tree’ and these would all becomepart of the show. The pianist was

Mrs Glad Morley andsheplayed beautifully. Mrs Whitcombhad a band ofwilling helpers

to make the costumesand there would begreat excitement whenit cameto trying them on.
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ae eaee usually two performances, one on a Saturday afternoon and the otheronthe
wing Monday evening. I still rememberthethrill of being in the dressing room, puttin

on make-up, getting dressed up and going on stage. I was only everin the chorus oe th :
were some very good soloists. Michael Murray was one and I believe he went on toh =
aeon the stage. These annual showswere very popularandthe Iron Room rou befull
iw both performances. Mum would alwaysbringBill on the Saturday afternoon and one year

ad a very big thrill when they drew theraffle at the Monday night performance whenBill's
number was drawn and he won

a

big Easter egg. One year wedid an extra show ata halli
aeesPetworth. Whata thrill that was. Wefelt like real professionalsae

y busto the venue. i 1 :eaaeaea great reception and I'm sure we wereall ready

Pe ca my eighth year our housesin Angel Street were condemnedand weall had to
nd other accommodation. We movedto 4 Grove Laneon Boxing Day, 1937. Rosie andh

family moved to Hampers Green and the Smith family joined us down Gorie Mum ai i
eeoe good friends andlater on when Mrs Smith wasquite old andfrail aaein : :
=Anaeeewould spendall day with us just dozingin her chair until

‘We were all really happy with our new house, which had cold water inside the house
electric light in every room and a large garden outside. As well as three bedroomsand

a

lar .
living room we had a bathroom nextto the kitchen. There wasno hotwater service, how :
so we heated our waterbyboilingit ina kettle or, on washingand bath days, inaco er ach
wasin a corner of the kitchen. There wasa kitchenerstovein the living foam a a ae
but Mumdid most ofher cooking on anelectric stove. And there were no cockroachesor nice

This reminds meof an incident that happened a few years after we moved in. We had
a spell of very wet weather and Mum wasdesperateto get some washing dry. One atone
oenron her own she put up somelines acrossthe living room and hung upall
— g, including Dad's 'long johns’. She then stoked up the kitchener and hoped for the
est. There was a knockatthe doorand it was Sister Mary Magdalene. She was an Anglican

Sister attached to St. Mary's church andhad calledfor a pastoral visit. Mum invitedaand
apologizedforthestate of the living room. She wouldn't hear of Mum removing the washin
and so they sat and drank tea and chatted surrounded by wet underclothes. Suddenl Mae
became awareofthe smell of smoke andthensawthat it was coming from the oven Dad had
eesome firewood and putit in the oven to dry off. Mum had stokedthefire a well that
aoeeealight. Poor Sister Marysat their coughing and withtears-running down
oneie-ae tried to rectify matters. Sister Mary certainly saw ‘how the otherhalf

There were twelve housesina row,all semi-detached, with another row on the opposite
side of Grove Lane. Betweenus werelarge front gardens and hedgerowsandthe road so we
were quite a distance from each other. Apart from these we were completely surrounded b
fields where we could roam atwill so long as wedidn't walk acrossfields ofcorn or leave ae
Open. We wereright under the South Downsandthe view from the topof theae
and still is, most beautiful. The back garden was all lawn and flowers, the front HES
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covered in lavender bushes andthe pieceatthe side waslike aroad because the previous tenants

had garagedtheir car there. Dad had an enormous task ahead of him, but eventually we had

a wonderful vegetable garden and also kept hens so we had plenty of eggs. The piece of lawn

he left us to play on waslarger than the one we'd had in AngelStreet so we were happy.

Dad was a very good gardener anda pretty good general handyman around the house

but he was no carpenter. He 'knocked up'a chicken run and hen houseforourfirst hen, Gladys.

He made a rampforherto walk down andputina little handrail because, hesaid, "'I think she's

getting ona bit." Whenit wasall completed he took Grandad Knight up there to show off his

handiwork. I believe Grandad, who wasa perfectionist where carpentry was concermed, had

oneofthe best laughsofhis life. Gladys didn't mindthat her new abodewasless than perfect

and she settled down and wassoonsitting on aclutchofeggs. There wasgreat excitement when

the chicks were due to hatch out. I hated havingto go to school and wasafraid I would miss

something. Dad told a colleague he wascalling in onthedistrict nurses on his way home

because we were expecting a ‘happy event’, but thankfully he did explain the natureofit before

the rumourscirculated around town! I brought some friends home from school with me and

we wereall watching whenthefirstlittle chick hatched out. It was an unforgettable moment.

Dad couldn't stand by andleaveit all to Gladys and actually picked someofthe shell off the

egg. Gladys didn't seem to mind and mostofthe chicks hatched out successfully. After that

though, Dadlet his mother hens to manageontheir own.

We had several good and bad experiences over the years associated with keeping

chicken. The bad one was when wereturned home one Christmas Eve and discovered that a

neighbour's ferret had got out and killed all the pullets (young hens)that Dad had just bought.

The neighbour reimbursed him butit was still very upsetting for all concerned.

The following experience could best be described as‘different and interesting’. One

evening I came home from dancing class andsatin frontofthe fire with Mum and Dad whilst

Thad a hot drink. Every now and again I could hear a funny scrabbling noise and Dadsaid,

"We must have a rat somewhere." I leapt to myfeet and wasjust aboutto rush upstairs when

they both laughed and explained whatthe noise was. The RedLion public house wasright next

to Hazelman's bakehouse and Dad always went roundthere for a drink whenhe had madethe

doughforthe next day's bread. This particular evening there had been a man in the pubselling

boxes of twenty-five one-day-old chicks. Dad couldn'tresist this 'bargain' and had arrived

home with one. They wereall underthe kitchenerstove, which was

a

few inchesoff the ground.

Westill had the large fireguard with the brass rail around thetop, so they couldn't get out. I

must say Mum seemedto havetaken it very well, or maybe she had ‘cooled down'by the time

[had arrived home. Also, she wouldn't haverealised how much workDad's new venture was

goingto involve.

It was very cold weather so the chicks couldn't go outside because they had no mother

hen to keep them warm.Forseveral weeks we wentthroughthe following routine twice a day.

Wewouldspread newspaperall overthe living room floorandthen scatter grain onit. We then

took awaythe fireguard andthelittle chicks would comeoutand peck upthe grain and have

a good run around until we gathered them upin a basket and put them back underthe stove in

the warm. Otherchildren would join Bill and meto watch the afternoon feeding routine.
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Weall thought it wasgreat fun. All the chicks survived and every one was a rooster! The

sound of twenty-five roosters greeting the dawn waspretty bad, but earlier when they were

all ‘teenagers’ and their 'voices were breaking’ it was even worse. To try and preventthe poor

long-suffering neighbours from getting up a petition and having our ‘dawn chorus' and us

evicted Dad promised them all a rooster(for dinner) when they were fully-grown Idon't think

Dad made muchofa profit out of that venture. |

Anotherof Dad's adventuresin carpentry was whenhe decided, one Sunday, to 'knock

up’ a lean-to against a wall in the back yard, so that his bicycle was under cover. It was so

unusual to see him banging about with wood, hammerand nails that the neighbourson either

side came out and asked him what he was making. Hetold themit was goingto be a 'lean-

three' because it would be one better than anyoneelse's. They all had a good laugh but

unfortunately, they had an even bigger laugh next morning whenit had disappeared! There

had been gale-force winds during the night and the 'lean-three' wasscattered all over the

garden. Dadsaid, "Botherit," or wordsto that effect, and continued to coverup his bicycle
with an old raincoat.

. He wasn't an expert painter and decorator either, but he did paint the living room

ceiling once. There were two wooden beams, whichdivided the room into three sections

Dad painted one section and wasquite pleased with the result and Mum cleaned up fer

him. Then he did the second and third sections and when Mum hadfinished cleaning up

they couldn't believe howstress-free the whole operation had been. Unfortunately, when

the paintdried a bit, Dad spotted a few imperfections and kept going back to an them

up and of course he messed up where Mum had just cleaned. By the end of the day the

atmosphere wasratherstrained, to say the least and I don't remember Dad ever painting

anotherceiling.

After our move to Grove Laneit seemed a very long wayto the Girls Schoolbutwestill

went homefor dinner every day: school dinners weren't introduced into British schools until

many years later. I believe the school was locked during the dinner hour. My newfriends

down Grove Lane were Joan Willis (Winks), Rita Callingham, and Daphne (Dat) Smith. We

walked to and from school together and also played together after school. By today's

standards our school playground would be considered unacceptable asit consisted entirely

of an area of asphalt surrounded by a high wall butit was ideal for the games weplayed. I
have always wondered aboutthe different seasons for children's games and who decides

whichseasonit is. We would all bring our skipping ropes to school and get into small groups

and play all the skipping games. Then suddenly skipping would be ‘out’ and it would be

hopscotch, with the numberschalked onthe asphalt, then everyone would bring a ball to

school and we would play gamesby throwing ball up against the wall and working through

a series of tricks. Then it would be yo-yos, which IJ neverreally mastered, but the season I

really disliked was when everyonespent every playtime doing handstands. I may have been

the only girl in the school never to do a handstand so wasalways glad whenthat craze wore

off and we moved on to something else. We would continue playing whichever game was

popular during the long summerevenings and I can rememberplaying skipping games and

hopscotch outin the road. There wasn't so muchtraffic up and down Grove Lanein those

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.118 51 



days. Life wasn't all games though, because now that we had a large living room Aunt

Chris very generously let us have her piano, so now I had to do mypractice, with no

excuses.

Written by Joan Denchandedited for the Magazine by Miles Costello — to be continued.
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