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PETWORTH SOCIETY ACTIVITIES SHEET

Winter programme. Please keep for reference.

Walks, visits will begin again in Spring.

BOOK SALES: Second Saturday : Leconfield Hall 10-3. Admission free.
January 12", February 9, March 8", April 12"
Books to donate? Ring Peter 342562 or Miles 343227

MONTHLY MEETINGS £3 except where otherwise indicated.
Leconfield Hall 7.30.

Wednesday 19" December:
Time of Our Lives Musical Theatre presents
"Cool Britannia" — an irreverent celebration of British Life and Culture
from wartime onwards. £5.

Wednesday 16" January:
"A Petworth Society mix"

Includes film of Toronto Scottish visit in 1985, and Pearl's 1993 film with commentary 'Petworth and its
People'. The changes since 1993 are simply bewildering.

Tuesday 26" February:
Chris Howkins : A walk in the park

The story of the sweet chestnut with especial reference to Cowdray and, above all, Petworth, parks.

Tuesday 18" March:
David Lang : Chile - A long thin journey

From Santiago to Cape Horn, with a special accent on orchids.

Tuesday 22" April:
Arthur Hoare : A Woodland Nature Reserve

A trip to the Loder Valley

Don't miss:
Petworth Town Band Concert
Sunday 9" December at 2.30 in St Mary's Church
Tickets £5 Children free
In aid of "Dreams Come True"

Usual refreshments / Raffle




Christmas at the Window Press

A majority of our titles are now out of print — we have been publishing local books since 1976 - but we
do have some books remaining. They can be purchased from Methvens, the National Trust Shop at
Petworth or. of course, directly from us. We would draw your attention to:

Tales of Old Petworth : hardback £7.50

Cloakbag and Common Purse - Petworth Park in the sixteenth century : softback £4.95
Not submitted elsewhere (Garland photographs from the 1920s) : hardback £7.50
Tread Lightly Here (Petworth’s ancient streets) : hardback £9.50

In the feast of St Edmund the King (Petworth fair from 1189) : hardback £12.50

A view of Edwardian Lurgashall : paperback £7.50

To: The Window Press, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth, GU28 0DX Tel. 01798 342562

Please supply the following titles: Price

[ enclose cheque for ..........c.........
Please add £2 postage for each book as appropriate.

Three books or more post free.

Limited edition books:

We have produced four such books : So Sweet as the Philox Is (1993), Not All Sunshine Hear (1996), John
Sirgood's Way (1998) and Petworth from [660) (2006) the concluding volume of Peter Jerrome's history

of Petworth. The three earlier books are now out of print and scarce but we do have a few copies remaining
of the last. Available from Methvens or the National Trust or direct from the Window Press.

Order form for Petworth from 1660 to the Present Day

To: The Window Press, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth, GU28 0DX Tel. 01798 342562
Please supply copy(ies) of Petworth from 1660 at £59.95 per copy

Postage & packing please add £8 per copy

I enclose cheque, payable to The Window Press for £59.95 (inc p&p £67.95) per copy

Please indicate if you intend to collect directly from Trowels.

Name:

Address:

Tel No:

NB: Volume [ Petworth. From the beginnings to 1660 is also available at the special price of £25 (postage £5).
Purchase Volumes I and II together at a discounted price of only £80, part postage £5.




Constitution and Officers

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

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

The annual subscription is £9.00. Single or double one Magazine delivered. Postal
£11.00 overseas £15.00. Further information may be obtained from any of the following:

Chairman
Mr P.A. Jerrome MBE, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth [STD 01798] (Tel. 342562)
GU28 0DX
Vice Chairman
Mr K.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth (Tel. 342585) GU28 OEW
Hon. Treasurer
Mr A. Henderson, 62 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343792) GU28 0BX
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont, Mrs Carol Finch, Mr [an Godsmark,
Mrs Audrey Grimwood, Mr Philip Hounsham, Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker,
Mr I. Taylor, Mrs Deborah Stevenson, Mrs Patricia Turland, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Mrs Grimwood,
Mrs Aziz, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Ray and Valerie Hunt (Byworth),
Miss Biggs, Mrs Dallyn (Sutton and Duncton), Mr Bellis (Graffham), Mr Derek Gourd,
(Tillington and River), Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth)
Society Scrapbook
Mrs Pearl Godsmark
Coultershaw Beam Pumnp representatives

Mr S. Boakes, Mrs J. Gilhooly, Mr A Henderson, Mr T. Martin.
For this Magazine on tape please contact Mr Thompson.

Society Town Crier
See Chairman’s notes.
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Chairman’s Notes

I hope vou find something of interest. You will see that I reprint the Parish Council
submission on the complex Western Weald discussion, also some thoughts occasioned by
a meeting at the Leconfield Hall in September, a meeting attended by Keith and myself.

I am talking to Mike Hubbard about the position of town crier and am hopeful that
he will take over, matiers are still at the discussion stage but will, perhaps, be settled by
the time you read this.

Some interest in the Pied Piper photograph (PSM 29) but only scattered
identifications. Does it matter? Possibly not, but if this Society is about anything (and I
am not convinced that it is), it must be continuity. In a fractured age such as this, it may be
that continuity is no longer a valid or even admissible concept. Maybe. Paradoxically we
print as a main picture Tillington Choir in 1912 with names, Jack Holloway working with
older traditions. Once again does it matter? 1 think we have to maintain that it does.

Diana Owen is leaving the district to take up a position outside the National Trust.
Anyone who has known Petworth over the last few years will recognise her bold and
vital contribution to improving relations between town and Trust. We wish her every
success in her new appointment.

We don't "do"” obituaries, a service provided over the years by St Mary s Parish
Magczine but two recent losses perhaps deserve a special mention. [ never interviewed Mildred
Duncton for this Magazine; her early background being on the other side of the Downs but it
was always pleasant to talk to her and she took a great interest in the Society. A thoughtful,
humorous lady with a quiet concern for country matters. And Owen Bridger. Very much a
community man, and involved in so many Petworth things. As Chairman of the Hall for a dozen
years or more I worked closely with Owen as caretaker. He'd seen the Hall in difficult times
and he 'd seen it in more than difficult times. In fact Owen had seen just about everything. As
caretaker he did things his own way. 1 always admired hinm and enjoved his company.
Lovalty was the keyword at his funeral service. Loyalty — [ would echo that.

Peter 21° October 2007

Book Notice

“Poor Cottages and Proud Palaces” — the life and work of the Reverend Thomas Sockett of
Petworth 1777-1859 by Sheila Haines and Leigh Lawson is now available at £14.99. It is
published by the Hastings Press, 294 AS pages ISBN 978-1-904109-16-7.

[t can be purchased at Methvens or as a special offer to Society members post free from
Sheila Haines at 23 Friar Road, Brighton BN1 6NG.

I will review the book in the next Magazine, my copy arriving too late for me to review

in the current Magazine. Poter
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Petworth Cottage Nursing Home
Patron: Lady Exremiont PCN H

Petworth Cottage Nursing Home w
Fittleworth Road, Byworth, Petworth, GU28 0HQ

Tel:01798 342785 : Email pcnh@petworthnh.fsnet.co.uk

4th July 2007

Dear Mr Henderson

On behalf of the residents, trustees and the Petworth Cottage Nursing Home 1 should like
to thank you and the members of the Petworth Society for the donation cheque in the sum
of £200.00 As discussed in our recent telephone conversation the money will be used to

purchase a nebuliser and a chair for visitors

As | am sure you will know maintaining a good quality environment and a high standard of
care is extremely expensive and we really appreciate any support which enables us to make
caring for our residents more effective.

Please thank all those who were involved in the decision to assist with pur “wish list”,
Y ours sincerely

-

Chis Saw-slels

# Paula Whybrow
Director/Treasurer

Mr A Henderson

62 Sheepdown Drive
PETWORTH

West Sussex GU28 0BX

Petworth Cottage Nursing Home, Fittleworth Road, Petworth,West Sussex GU28 OHQ  FCNH
Registered Charity No.: 1058769; A Company Limited by Guarantee No.: 1244113 w
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The Western Weald

We reprint The Petworth Parish Council submission for your consideration. It is important to
note that this was submitted only on the Chairman’s casting vote, Petworth Parish Council, alone
I think among local councils, was not unanimous in rejecting the Inspector’s report. The
submission does not represent the opinion of Chichester District Council or West Sussex County
Council. Clearly there are different views, particularly about future powers of decision-making.
While a closing date for submissions was September 24", informed opinion suggests that the
Report may be the subject of a public enquiry when further representation may be made.

One or two points from a meeting at the Leconfield Hall on September 19" with some
distinguished speakers including Peter Brandon, an old friend and ally of this Society. The
meeting, while fairly full, was not well-attended by local residents. Neither AONB nor
National Park status confer exemption from further development although they may restrict
it. The Inspector’s insistence that the Rother Valley (I cannot speak for the A3 corridor) has
been degraded seems obtuse. Up to date farming techniques, on a temporary land use, and
geared to modern marketing requirements are simply a legitimate extension of historic
farming practice. The Rother Valley has always been adaptable without in any way
compromising its natural integrity. The proposal to sever the Downs from their hinterland is
a historical nonsense. Should Harting be divorced from its traditional outlier the Combe? Or
Stedham from Chithurst? Or the three backbone market towns, Midhurst, Petworth and
Petersfield from their immemorial hinterland? The South Downs landscape has never been
homogereous any more than the Lake District or the Derbyshire Peaks.

An important and controverted point is the so-called “island of tranquillity™ argument.
At first sight this seems like special pleading. The whole of the south-east lies in the shadow
of the imposition of thousands of new houses. Why exempt the Western Weald from the
constant development that besets the whole region? But in whose interest would be the
creeping suburbanisation of the Western Weald? Hardly in that of the South-East generally,
deprived, as it would be, of its last major leisure space.

Given the complexity of the issues and their controverted nature, I can do no more than
point, as I have done, to some issues that seem relevant to me. Members must follow the
arguments as best they can and make their views known. Personally I would consider the
Parish Council submission reasonable and responsible.

P.

Parish Council Submission

17" September 2007
Jonathan Shaw
Minister for National Parks and the South East
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“Walking on water?” Ian and Pearl’s
Lavington Common Walk. September 17t

September’s not a good time - certainly for walks. Too many people on holiday. And this
is the first walk since that famous cancellation in July. All in all somewhat subdued. Still,
at least it was dry - extremely dry as it turned out - but with a generous portion of thick, grey
cloud. Had we been to Lavington Common before? No one could remember, but it seems
an obvious enough place so near our home base. Left of the A272 at the Ambersham turning,
ona narrow road that will come out eventually at Heyshott crossroads. Logical enough if you
think about it but you don’t always. Cones in the car park give a feeling of autumn; up a steep
slope then a sea of browning heather. You could quite see why lan and Pearl were
disappointed that we hadn’t gone in July - in bloom the heather must have been an
extraordinary sight. The few remnants of pink flowers that remained said as much. Otherwise
Jjust the occasional gorse, like the heather showing remnants of earlier days, but this time, of
course, gold. The occasional conifer and needles in the sandy path. It was the sand that
defined the walk; the paths were bone dry and to struggle along them was to walk on water
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With the Petworth Society on Lavington Conmon. Photograph by Pearl Godsmartk.
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- no that has different associations - to walk perhaps in treacle. You simply can’t hurry on a
surface like that. [an seemed familiar with the paths, all looking much the same, and we
crossed the road further up to enter Heyshott Common. Hardly a bird, the odd jay perhaps,
few trees, no sign of wild life, but when the heather was in bloom the common must have been
alive with insects. The odd stand of trees where the bracken stands high, like an oasis, the
occasional clump of blue scabious, a colony of large ants crawling across the path. A cottage
with the sound of traffic out of sight at the end of a lane, Ian says it will be the Midhurst-
Singleton road. Finally back to the car park and left to come home via Heyshott crossroads.
And had we been here before? [ can’t help thinking we have, starting, perhaps, from another
point. “J” wrote up suggested walks in very early issues but there was a whole tradition of
walks long before we started recording them regularly in 1989. Audrey’s circular Whiteways
walk on September 3 was perhaps the first (PSM 58). There were more walks in those days,
we didn’t have the summer outings which have become so popular now. Oh and I note that
apropos Riley’s Northchapel walk, “The Petworth Society never bothers overmuch about the
weather.” Some things at least don’t change.

P.

“The sort of place where you find
skeletons ...” Andy’s Autumn Walk.

A select company. Perhaps putting the walk on the same poster as the Western Weald talk
the following Tuesday was a mistake. But do people take any notice of posters? Perhaps the
broken sequence of walks, interspersed with excursions during the summer, has taken its toll.
Or perhaps we’re all getting old. Perhaps.

To Northchapel Village Hall, then up the familiar slope towards the Frith woods,
travelling north. Winter wheat in the field and some luxuriant second growth to the side by
the hedge, nettles notably. Into the woods, next summer’s foxgloves in dark green leaf. Holly,
scarlet already. How to keep it for Christmas? One suggestion is to lay the cut stems under
a hedge and cover them with sacking.

High ground, looking out from the wood’s edge. Kirdford in the distance? We can’t
be sure. It’s warm, almost close, in the woods, long fallen leaves of sweet chestnut. The road
to Frith Hill is familiar enough but it’s some years since we’ve been here. At one time we
visited the gardens. This time we skirt the two houses, travelling steadily north. Some
magnificent wax-white fungi on a fallen branch and, diagonally opposite, wedged into a split
in the trunk there’s a monstrous fungus. It seems covered in cocoa powder. Touch the surface
and its not powder at all, and quite unyielding. Bricks under a gate to deter the rabbits. I
remember this from earlier visits, and a ha-ha to keep out cattle from the adjacent fields. Not
enough, one suspects, to protect from deer. An uprooted tree to our left. The roots and their
earth are vertical now, a sun-dried wall. Behind, the tree has sent up shoots, quite straight,
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out of the horizontal trunk. It’s a lime, and it would seem, a survivor and a victim of the
hurricane. Twenty years ago, almost to the day. Still travelling north. Andy seems
determined to cross the Surrey border. A shorn hedgerow black with sloes — or are they
bullaces? Idon’tknow. A huge field, down to hay earlierin the year, no doubt. Perhaps winter
grazing. It’s a quiet, empty landscape. Time was when we’d come here with Riley Shotter
but not of late years, like so many walks, and we must have been walking thirty years, this
one’s a palimpsest written on older half-forgotten Sunday afternoons.

Andy, map in hand, bears left into a narrow, muddy, overgrown lane. Not very
frequented it appears. “The sort of place where you find skeletons”. We're lucky — nothing
more than several patches of really deep Wealden mud.

We're making for the lake at Shillinglee. Something like Virginia Wooffs lighthouse.
We're on the far side now of two large fields. Buildings, a tarmac lane, a stable cum hayloft.
It’s all very quiet in the sunshine. Suddenly the lake shimmering in the sun, mill buildings,
anglers far away to the right. The sort of remote place Biggles might come across on one of
his adventures. It's a longer walk than usual, but we’re travelling more directly this time.
Back to Frith Hill, scuffing leayes in the autumn lane. Down the long hill and back to the Car
Park. A very successful ending to another season.

B

“Would that all the Lord’s people ....-

The September Book Sale

We’re set up and ready to go. It’s 9.58 and were about to open the doors. The lower hall is
crammed with books - no light task in itself - while flat boxes of reserve stock stand ready to
reinforce as the lines of books sag in the first onslaught. There’s the usual queue outside. We
should be satisfied, but we never are: it’s a feeling that’s part and parcel of the sale. It’s not
the great bulk of 40p books that disquiet, they look after themselves, it’s the loosely titled “£1
table”. Actually it’s not a single table at all, but three pushed together and covered with the
famous Rupert Bear tablecloths, and, in the mind’s eye at least, creaking with the weight
placed onthem. The pointis that, however many £1 books you have, you always feel you need
more. In a Utopian world all the books would justify a place on the £1 table and there would
be no 40p books. It’s the old, old, cry, “Would that all the Lord’s people were prophets.™
They’re not. What you can never do is compromise standards in pursuit of an unattainable
Utopia. A £1 book (yellow label) or £2 (yellow label red dot) must justify its place. Our
clientele are amiable enough but they’re not gullible. Every month we construct a great
mountain of books on these three tables; every month it takes ten minutes to reduce that
mountain to a plain. In a sense the Book Sale is a football match conceived in terms of Alice
in Wonderland, the first half ten minutes, the second, two hundred and ninety. As it happens
our seventh September is our busiest ever.
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Autumn at Bedham c1938. Photograph by George Garland.
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Ron Pidgley’s idea of Vic. Roberts’ replacement coach (1945). Drawn in 1944. See Editor’s postbag.

It seems to have become something of a custom for me to pick out something from our
quarterly maelstrom for a brief mention. Self-indulgence on the Editor’s part? Why his choice
rather than someone else’s? Brazen space filling perhaps would be a more pragmatic view.
Or, quite simply perhaps, the Editor’s finally lost it completely. I like however to think it’s
an example of the Book Sale playing its part, however insignificant, in broadening horizons.
Afterall, no circulating library could possibly emulate ourmonthly turnover. The Book Sale’s
constant forte is the unexpected.
Erskine Childers’ The Riddle of the Sands is a fairly regular visitor to our Leconfield
Hall shores. First published in 1904 its status seems to hover between forgotten best-seller
and minor classic. Childers used his extensive sailing knowledge of the German Frisian
islands to portray in novel form the threat to Britain’s east coast from Germany’s rising naval
power. His later career in the 1914-1918 war and his increasingly fervid involvement with
Irish republicanism in the troubled Ireland of the Black and Tans is chronicled by Jim Ring
in his Erskine Childers (John Murray 1996). Isolated by his own rigid views and the faction-
fighting of the early twenties, Childers was captured by his opponents, ironically carrying a
pistol given him by Michael Collins, and shot by firing squad. It was November 1922. A
strange story and a sad one.
B

Never on a Sunday at 3467

Are the calendulas in the Museum garden fading a little in the September sunshine? That
orange losing its glow? Even ifthey are, Mary Cummings would have been well pleased with
them: self-sown and then transplanted, they are a model of economy. Cottage gardening in
1910 will have been very much a matter of beg, lend, borrow and, above all, improvise. No
need for vegetables as the allotment would take care of these - a few herbs perhaps, hardy
annuals from seed. Or for someone like Mrs. Cummings working at the great house, the
gardeners might have a plant or two to spare. Perhaps ... Chive stems pale and showing some
anaemic flowers and suddenly it’s 2007. A yellowing cucumber on the mangle, beetroot
withering in the kitchen handbowl. Have we the right to jettison the discordant? 1910 would
have its discords too and gardening more than now would mirror social inequalities. Thomas
Rogers’ turn of the century catalogue from Fernbank at Lodsworth gives an idea of what was
available but a humble seamstress would hardly be ordering plants. Money would be one
barrier, butsocial attitudes another. People kept to what was expected of them. Master Rogers
offers bedding geraniums, dahlias - show, fancy, pompom, single and cactus - gazania,
heliotrope, petunia, salvia, marigold and zinnia, to name just a few. And what was a cuphea?

Social diversity would fade with regard to fairly uniform Sunday observance. Sunday
in 1910 would be a church day. Even in the 1940s I can remember an unwritten taboo on
working allotments on Sunday or even on Saturday evenings. And Mary Cummings was a
devout Catholic: in deference to her we never put clothes on the Sunday washing line. Sunday
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in 2007 still remains in some ways a day apart. No Sabbath rest perhaps, but traffic trailing
endlessly, and, to the observer, aimlessly, through the town. Strangers in the Square, looking
for they know not what. Perhaps there’s something in the Hall, perhaps there isn’t. But 346
means a long trudge up a quiet sloping street. Sunday at the Museum consistently
underperforms. Next year we’ll open Tuesdays and close Sundays.

P:

Editor’s Postbag

Joy Gumbrell writes:
Dear Peter,

I'was interested in A.C. Caplin’s price list (PSM 128 page 32). Charles Caplin’s mother
was a cousin of my grandfather Thomas Courtney. Charles lived at Shimmings with his
mother in one of the three further cottages, the smaller south facing one with a large garden.
With hindsight not a good place for a plant nursery, as it was near the brook in a frost hollow.
When Charles first left school, my grandfather found him a job as house boy for the Daintrey
family in East Street, now Daintrey House. The house boy’s job on starting work each
morning was to clean the family shoes and bring in fuel for the kitchen stove and the winter
house fires. After morning milking on Bailliewick farm, my grandfather would deliver the
milk to the mansion in East Street and then set Charles his work in the garden for the morning.
In the aftemoon he joined my grandfather on the farm and, after such tasks as cleaning out the
pigs and chicken houses, he would work alongside my grandfather in one or other of the three
gardens on the farm. It was from my grandfather that Charles learned his gardening skills and,
when he started his nursery after the first world war his initial stock of chrysanthemums came
from my grandfather who, as well as being a farmer, was an expert gardener. [ remember that
Edith Cavell, then a noted chrysanthemum variety, was a great favourite of my father. It
appears in Charles Caplin’s catalogue. When the nursery failed, Fred Hill, a postman, found
Charles a job as a postman. Fred was married to Charles' sister Lizzie and they lived at South
Grove in Petworth, when the houses were first built. After Charles married Annie Pullen he
moved to the Gog to live. His mother went up to Wallasey in Cheshire to live with her other
daughter who ran a boarding house there. After she retired she returned to Petworth and
married Percy Harper of Byworth. Charles’ mother died at Wallasey.

The Old Bakery, Byworth.

Ron Pidgley writes:
Dear Peter,

In a recent Magazine Don Simpson writes of a coach owned by Mr V. Roberts at the
Pound in 1937-8. The bus, a 20-seater, was destroyed by a Canadian tank that ran out of
control down the Tillington road, across Pound Corner and into the forecourt of the garage.
This would be early in 1943. Tillington held an Arts and Crafts Exhibition in April 1944 where
my entry, “Shape of things to come” illustrated my notion of how the new Roberts bus would
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appear AFTER the war. The A3 original has a caption on the reverse saying that I gained
Ist Prize and an added note showing dates of ending “Pool” petrol and returning to trade
pumps.
18, the Cedars, Hailsham, BN27 1TU.

[For Ron’s illustration see main pictures. Ed.]
Pam Bruce writes:
Dear Peter,

Re the Beagent family at Northchapel in the last Magazine (pp 21-23): a Michael
Baygent, is listed in parish records as parish overseer for Lurgashall in 1752 and as at
Lurgashall Mill. Michael Baygent, possibly the son, appears as Churchwarden in 1 755, 1756,
1760, 1761, 1763, 1764, 1770 and 1771, while a Joseph Baigent is member of the vestry in
1795. James Crowe’s map and survey of 1779 (PHA 3606) gives Michael Baigent as
freeholder of Swiles “by the lane in Lurgashall” and the Lurgashall Rate Book has widow
Bagent for the Mill and part of River Park at £5.2.8., and “Swails” at seven shillings. The 1785
Land Tax gives a Mill rental at £37.0.0., while Swiles Crofts and “her two houses” have a
figure of £2 and £3 respectively.

The Baygents appear to have been relatively well-to-do and based rather at Lurgashall
than Northchapel. The name seems to die out at Lurgashall in the new century,

Tillington Church Choir 1912-1913.

See main pictures.

Front Row L to R

A.Howard. T, Bryder. 2. Howard. ?/. Howard. B. Goggs. B. Moody.
F. Randell. L. Yeatman.

Second Row L to R.

???. W.Boxall ?. Stringer. Col. Mitford. Rev. Gogag. ?. Barrington Kennett

?.BarringtonKennett F. Whitcombe.
Third Row L to R.

J.Wadey. G.Knight. P.Boxall. ?.BarringtonKennett. J.Daniels. ?.Street.
J.Boxall. H.Staker. J.Pullen.

Back Row L toR.

Bryder.

C.Bryder. N.Dummer D.Dummer. B.Pullen. W.Bryder. P.Pullen.
T.Daniels.
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Deborah’s Petworth Society Year Crossword

2 Down

2 Mother’s ruin — could be

atrap (3)

3 Confesses (4)

4 Describes Charleston —a

mother sits in some

confusion (7,4)

5 Famous diarist

encountered on the

Society’s trip to

Greenwich (6.5)

7 May be as busy as this in

run up to Christmas (3)

9 Diocese (3)

10 & 17 ac She has been

Mrs. Beeton, Charlotte

Bronte and Richmal

Crompton — and now the

founder of The
Shakespeare Ladies (6,4)

Across >

1 A warming beverage on 17 see 10 dn 12 The pioneer of recorded

offer at January’s 18 On the night before sound — his voice one of

Temperance Evening Christmas not cven he ™20y heard during Tim

(1,3,2,5) was stirring (1,5) Wardle’s el?tenmnmant (6)

6 He tends to bob along at 19 Frost on grass (4) 13 Three wise ones (3)

this time of year (5) 21 Bamboo instrument 10 It listens "':h;

8 She lived in 4 dn — wife  played by Petworth Boys’ ;“dlnolghl clear! (3)

of Clive Bell (7) Band in the 1930s (4) 010 dn/17 ac is a hard —

L1 Put the finishing 24 Well known family ' follow (3)

touches to the Christmas  who built Pitshill at ;2:12 N varistacat

cake (4) Tillington (7) s “mcl;_ﬁ), P

13 Choose from it at the 25 The way to dress for a 23 Melchior’s gift ( ) )

Society’s Dinner (4) party (5) 25 & 15 ac Hans Christian

14 ——- Street, once a 26 We spin words into Anderson wrote a 5“-"-‘"0“:[

continuation of East Street  our favourite Petworth tale about a little one! (3,4)

(6) publisher (6,5)

Solution to 129

Across

6 Littlchampton, 7 Arundel, 9 Lengthy, 10 Rowner, 12 Jerome, 15 Tarrant, 18 Hardham,
21 Stopham Bridge

Down

I Pier, 2 Glad, 3 Ghyll, 4 Sprig, S Horsham, 7 Adur, 8 Noon, 11 Opacity, 13 Reed, 14 Eyam,
16 Ralph, 17 Thyme, 19 Rare, 20 Alga
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A Shakespearian Caravan

We have always taken an interest in itinerant visitors to Petworth. Clunn Lewis or Walter Wilkinson
with their contrasting styles of puppetry come to mind as do Petworth’s November fair people.

Here’s an unusual visitor captured by George Garland in 1924 This captionreads, “F.R.
Growcott with Shakespeare caravan”. Tradition has it that the picture was taken at Hilliers.
Frank R. Growcott collaborated with J.B. McDowell in making a film about Shakespeare’s
life (1914) but other than this I have no information.

Ed

Six Feet and More, in Petworth — Part II

['had established that six of my ancestors had been baptised in Petworth Church around 1780-
all children to Solomon and Mary Foot(e). John, William, Charlotte, Ann, Mary and Sarah:
Charlotte had married William Bourne at Petworth Church in 1799, and their eldest child
Elizabeth was baptised there. Did they live in the town? If so, then it was evident that many
of the buildings I could see, even among the humbler ones, would have been known by them
also. Such connections are rare: and exciting!
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station is in fact Mabel.! Her surname was Wadsworth but the children all knew her as
“Babu’”.

Louis Newman at Sutton had married my grandmother’s sister, so there was a family
connection of a kind. Howard’s son Mervyn was a district commissioner in East Africa and
home on leave when he met Stella, daughter of Mrs. Patrick Campbell, one of the great
actresses of her day. Stella was a distinguished actress in her own right and appeared in West
End productions of plays such as The Importance of being Ernest and The Prisoner of Zenda.
She was appearing in a play with my Aunt Winifred who was also an actress. Mervyn and
Stella met through my aunt. Mervyn and Stella fell in love, and, much against her mother’s
wishes, Stella gave up her stage career, married Mervyn and went to Africa. It's a romantic
story; but I have to say that it didn’t really work out, Stella finding it very difficult to adjust
to such an extraordinarily different life. In the circumstances it is more than likely that Mrs.
Patrick Campbell might have visited Sutton.” As my sister can testify from experience,
staying at Sutton rectory in those days was not something for the faint-hearted. Main services
were spartan at best and it was desperately cold in winter. When Mervyn died, his father had
a memorial tablet put up in Great Bealings church - the words written by Sir John Fortescue,
historian of the British Army:

A strong man and a gentle

He learned the tongues of many strange tribes

That so he might learn their hearts and govern them with righteousness.

This work being ended he laid him down to sleep

In the land of the people he loved.

Sir John Fortescue was married to my Aunt Winifred whom I adored. She really was
alovely lady. Both Aunt Winifred and Sir John were celebrated writers in their day and their
books are still popular today. Sir John, formerly librarian at Windsor Castle, was famous as
the historian of the British Army. He was twenty-five years older than Winifred, but the
marriage was a particularly happy one. Sir John also wrote the now classic Story of a Red
Deer. His nephew asked him to write a book specially for him. “I'll try”, he said and this
was the result. It helped that Sir John had been brought up on Exmoor. The Story of a Red
Deer is a beautifully written, sometimes sad, book which can be read by adults as well as
children - often the mark of the very best children’s fiction. It was so successful that Sir John
would often observe with a rueful smile that he was better known for his “Red Deer” than for
his major works of scholarship. I have one of a special limited edition signed by my Aunt
Winifred. Sir John retired from his position at Windsor Castle and the couple lived in England
for a while. Eventually they went to France to live. When Sir John died my mother I went
over to stay with my aunt. I would be about twelve. Her autobio graphical There s Rosemary.
There’s Rue is still very widely read as are her series of books about life in Provence.

One of Howard Beech’s granddaughters was talking to the Editor.

! See main pictures
> See Diana Knight's letter in PSM 128 and the photograph on page 17
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Petworth church steeple about 1900.
Tradition has it that the man at the pinnacle is Mr Sutton, Leconfield Estate clerk of works.
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Lombard Street 1898. Messrs Death had premises out of view immediately to the right. Mr Knight the baker and Messrs Death seem to have been on good terms! Photograph by Walter Kevis.
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Lock, Stock and Barrel

Father had migrated to Canada from Partridge Green sometime before 1914 and when the war
began he volunteered into a Canadian infantry regiment. I don't suppose he realised what he
was letting himself in for as there was a great sense of loyalty in the Dominions especially
among the ex-patriot community who still had strong ties to Britain. Anyway Father found
himself in France and while he survived the horrors of the Somme and Passchendale he
suffered terribly from the effects of poisonous gas. Having been commissioned in the field
and awarded the Military Medal he was sent back to England for treatment at Kings College
Hospital. My mother was at that time doing VAD work there and as they say, the rest was fate.
Sadly the effects of the gassing would have repercussions which would follow Father
throughout his life.

The war ended and Father learned of a scheme in which the Canadian government had
retained a small amount of each solider’s wages and for this they would be entitled to a plot
of land to farm. Father seized the opportunity and he and Mother — whom he had married in
1918 — were soon in Canada where they built up a sizable holding of 480 acres. The farm was
in a remote area of Manitoba called Salt Lake and the nearest settlement of any size was
Strathclair. [ have only vague recollections of the farm though my sister who is seven years
older than I can recall it quite clearly. She would travel to school by pony and trap to be there
for seven o’clock in the morning and as she got older she would drive the trap herself. The
school was at Green Bluff and was just as you see them in the ‘westerns’ at the cinema, a one-
roomed wooden building with a big pot-bellied stove in the middle to keep the pupils warm.
The stove was very necessary as winters were harsh and it was not uncommon to have more
than a foot of snow on the ground. Needless to say the trap was of little use during the winter
and so it was put away in favour of cabooses which to all intents and purposes were miniature
sheds on runners. They may not have been much to look at but they were comfortable and
even had small stoves to keep their occupants warm.

Moving to rural Manitoba had been a shock to Mother and I really don’t know how she
coped with the isolation and the lack of even the very basic luxuries. Motherhadn’teven learnt
to cook before she left England as her parents had always had people in service to keep their
house and to wait upon them. Mother once told me that her first attempt at bread making was
so bad that even the pigs turned their noses up at it.

When my sister was born in 1919 Mother’s sister Winnie came out from England to
help. This was no doubt a great help and made Mother very happy after being away from her
family for so long. Winnie settled in remarkably well and eventually ended up marrying a
bank manager and never returned to England.

As I said, Father was badly gassed during the war in France and he never quite regained
his fitness. He would go through periods of really poor health and the harsh winters in
Manitoba affected his chest badly. Mother would nurse him as best she could for the nearest
doctor was always many miles away. Fortunately we had a help on the farm and he would
stand in for Father during these bouts of ill health. 1931 was a bad year for Father and he
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A year or two earlier Mr. Alfred Capper had proffered his coloured brochure for Mr.
Pitfield’s consideration. He is currently booking engagements throughout England for his
mind-reading entertainment, a performance of some two hours, featuring *“mysterious
phenomena interspersed with musical and dramatic interludes.” Capper has already appeared
before all the members of the Royal Family, the Empress Eugenie, Sarah Bernhardt and Ellen
Terry, to mention justa few. A testimonial from a “country rector’” speaks of Mr. Capper as
“an exposer of spiritualistic phenomena, of his ability ‘to show up these “cranks™” and his
“exposures of sham spiritualistic humbugs,” so it would seem that Mr. Capper’s act was a
conscious counterblast to the contemporary vogue for psychic phenomena. We do not hear
that this act was engaged. Mr. Pitfield and the hierarchy at St. Mary’s no doubt judging that
Petworth was not particularly susceptible to such strange doctrine and did not need Mr.
Capper’s refutation of them.

Petworth was frequently visited by missionaries, often on leave from some far corner
ofthe globe, or their representatives in this country. The Parish Magazine sometimes testifies
to the difficulty of providing a respectable audience. Well-to-do families often had their own
particular mission to which they devoted their fund-raising energies. If John Pitfield often
consigned yet another plea for funds to “another day” he may perhaps be forgiven: there were
somany. Not all envelopes, however, carried demands. Very much to the point is a note on
Petworth House headed notepaper. “For the collection tonight L Presumably his lordship
would be missing the service.

Sometimes church and horticulture meet. Miss Sutton seeks a contribution in kind for
her “I wish™ stall at the 1909 Rectory Féte, or Mrs. Beachcroft, the doctor’s wife, requests
produce for her stall at the Japanese Bazaar in 1901 - put on to help with the debt on the church
schools. Horticulture was a kind of freemasonry within a select group. So writing on May
27th® Mrs Spicer, the doctor’s wife. “I hope you remember that you once rashly told me to
ask you for any plants | wanted at this season of the year. I have not got a single
chrysanthemum in the garden and if you have a few to spare I should be very grateful, also
have you any heliotropes to spare? [ have some very nice seedling coreopsis Suttons special
sort to spare if you would care for them. They are just ready for planting out.”

The Edwardian age was a great one for gardening and no nursery worth its salt lacked
the exotic. John Pitfield was deluged with horticultural catalogues from all over Britain.
Thomas Rogers at Femnbank, Lodsworth “within 20 minutes walk of Selham Station™ could
stand comparison with anyone. Fern, fruit trees, perennials, he had everything. “He also
wishes to draw notice that Goods can be delivered by his own carts with 8 or 10 miles of the
Nursery, if a sufficient quantity is ordered....” It seems surprising that “Tommy” Rogers
should ever find the time for chess!”

Mr. Davies, the manager at the London and County Bank in Market Square was, like
the doctors, a member of the charmed circle. He writes, “Dear Pitfield, Thanks so much for
the delicious pears you have so kindly sent us. This is the time of day that I most enjoy fruit

® No year given, an indication of the ephemeral nature of this kind of material
' See George Garland and the Lodsworth Chess Club in this magazine
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1 am not sure about the rainbow but this colowrful study of the Old Mill at Coultershaw is dated 24.6.19 and initialled J.R.H.




Mabel Wadsworth apparently at Petworth Station between the wars.
See "Lawn mowings in the grotto”.

and I have been indulging in them with great pleasure. Kind regards from us both.” Did Mr.
Davies, soon to leave for Australia® really have a particular time to enjoy fruit or did the
thought help to fill out a brief note? At an interval of a century it is as impossible to say as
it would have been at the time.

Ata distance of years remarks that would have seemed anodyne at the time, now reflect
a world that has utterly changed. Here is part of John Penrose’s Christmas message to his
parishioners: “Parents, do not let home celebrations prevent you from coming to Church with
your children. Masters and Mistresses, please give every facility you can to your servants to
share in the Christian observance of the day. ‘For unto you was born this day, a Saviour which
is Christ the Lord.”” We may recall just months before Florence Rapley noting in her diary
(9™ April 1911)”: “went to Duncton in morning Mr. Carruthers spoke on the breaking of the
spikenard box and the advantage of being contemplative - one wonders why all rectory
servants are not allowed to contemplate ateach service instead of being expected to slave away
at housework ....”

With an interregnum at the Rectory in 1906, D. Nicholson, the gardener, applies to
Suttons of Reading for a 21 shilling collection of vegetable seeds. As churchwarden John
Pitfield is asked to authorise this. The original letter and return envelope remain inviolate.
Dilatory? We may have to think so.

From 1914 the material diminishes in quantity and finally peters outaltogether. Messrs.
Suttons’ seed catalogue for 1915 has a patriotic cover with crossed Union Jacks and a definite
accent on growing vegetables. Mr. Pitfield’s new speedometer costs a princely £3.10.0, and
the Bishop is seeking parish funds to heat the special churches newly built for the troops at
Seaford and Shoreham. These were each capable of holding a thousand men and hosting five
parade services each Sunday. The chaplains, however, have reported that, “their work is
seriously hampered by the impossibility of holding other services in the early morning or in
the evening owing to there being no means of lighting or warming the Churches.” Owing to
calls for greater economy, the War Office is unable to help. While the return from and
envelope remain intact, a note on the incoming envelope reads “? Collection on Jan: 2"/16.”

While the correspondence reveals virtually nothing of John Pitfield’s personality; as we
have seen it often casts a sharp light on contemporary attitudes. “The day of small things” -
the prophet may have urged his hearers to disdain it, but he had a particular project in mind,
he was not enunciating a general principle. Local history must be a re-imagining of “the day
of small things™ or, if you like, a leisurely stroll along forgotten byways. Dilatory John Pitfield
may or may not have been, but he and his correspondence can be a stimulating guide along
those byways.

*PSM 63
" So Sweet as the Phlox [s (Window Press 1993), page 107
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When [ entered the smoking-lounge on the upper deck one morning, I noticed a
clergyman sitting at a small table poring over a chess board. I am fond of chesa, so I stood
beside him watching the development of a problem. He looked up and smiled, and said: ‘Good
mormning, my name is Tatchell—do you also play chess?” Afterwards he explained to me that
when he is alone at sea in similar circumstances, and feels he would like to strike up
acquaintance with someone, he just sits down and sets up the chessmen on a board. ‘It nearly
always comes off”, he continued, “and I find thatif people like chess, then, frequently, they and
[ will have much in common!’

To be quite accurate, I had noticed Frank Tatchell on the first day out, and I had taken particular
stock of him as [ observed his action at the time. This was to cut a little slit in the lining of his coat,
extract a bank note, and then with the aid of a small *housewife’ set to work to repair the damage.

He was a real traveller, who travelled simply and roughly, because, as he himself said:
‘If you travel first-class you miss all the fun, and meet nearly all the wrong people!” I liked him
immensely, and he was the poor man’s friend who had the reputation of ‘never turning away
anyone who might ask for help at his door’. Another example of his generosity was shown by
a notice which he once hung in his vicarage window. It said: ‘Tramps whose boots are done
for can obtain a new pair here’, and | remember that he was wearing stout, nailed boots when
first I met him. He knew the value of a good. strong pair of boots for travelling in rough places,
and his travels took him all over the world.

That’s all for now— Mac.

Lodswerth Vi
Lodsworth before 1914 — a Frith postcard.
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Chess at Petworth in 1890. Percy Arnold seeks permission from Lord Leconfield to use the
Town Hall for an exhibition of simultaneous play by Mr H. W. Butler and My G. J. Humphrey,
both from Brighton.
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A Fittleworth enquiry

George Garland had a number of pictures
by the Fittleworth artist P. H. Padwick. He
thought a great deal of them although they
always seemed to me a little sombre. I think
that George made a specific bequest of
them in his will, [can’tnow remember. Has
anyone any recollection of Padwick?

P

New Members

Mr. J. Alleston 328b, Percy Terrace, Grove Street, Petworth, GU28 0BB.
Mrs. J. Bottone Arun Lodge, 5, Mason’s Way, Pulborough, RH20 1DZ.
Mr. and Mrs. A. Francis 4, Bramfield Road, Felpham, Bognor Regis, PO22 7LX.
Mr. and Mrs. M. Oakland Mill Farm Cottage, Lurgashall, GU28 9ER.
Mr. E. Pawsey Windmill House, High Street, Petworth, GU28 0AU.
. and Mrs. L. Pocock Squires Holt, Lombard Street, Petworth, GU28 0AG.
.and Mrs. T. Redman  North End House, North Street, Petworth, GU28 9NL.
. N. Talman 9, Camavon Place, Andover Road, Newbury, Berks., RG14 6LP.
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