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The Petworth House Dinner. September 9*

Was it six o’clock or six thirty for those waiting to see the bedrooms? In the event it
didn’t matter too much, and, in the event almost everyone wanted to see them, making a
conversational way up the wide staircase. Belzamine, Mrs Wyndham and Trellis. Guest
bedrooms still used as needed and by no means mere show-pieces. It’s a while since I've
been up here and in the end, with one thing and another, about a quarter of an hour. Just
fleeting impressions. The view east to the church tower, west to the Park.

Not such a fine evening as the night before. We’ve had sunnier September evenings
for this event. Black clouds underlaying a Turner sunset. The Chippendale bed from 1770,
town well-wishers for Lord Leconfield’s marriage in 1911. Almosta hundred years ago now.
“Petworth people made a great fuss” wrote Florence Rapley. A friend of Oscar Wilde killed
in a shooting accident, a portrait of Violet Leconfield on horseback. A quarter of an hour
doesn’t even scratch the surface but everyone seems happy enough.

Down that majestic carpeted staircase for drinks. The chance to chat on the west front.
Most take it. Our revered treasurer isn’t here this year but we seem to be coping — for the
moment at least. Keith and myself with Jill’s help have arranged the seating. Ten tables of
eight, one of six — a last minute cancellation.

Time to go in. An innovation this year. Jill's very substantial fruit baskets as table
decorations. Whoever draws the slip with the cross wins, and they’re well worth winning.
The meal’s as good — or better — than ever. Then there’s Keith’s quiz. Our table struggle to
17 — the winning table have 27. Have a go yourself - answers on back page.

“Best evening ever”, seems a general opinion as we come out into a darkened Church
Street, the more fortunate struggling with their fruit baskets. Notbad for what was originally
a one-off. 2003 was it?

Bob’s flint walk. September 20"

Not much sun, but little likelihood of rain. Right off the A283 immediately after the Little
Bognor turning thence to park in Brian Dallyn’s field. Hardly Sat-nav. It’s mid-late
September and the field is about to be drilled. Oats probably. “Optimal conditions,” says
Bob. Grass grows in lines where the summer crop has been taken off. To look for “struck™
flints, or, failing that, waste core, pieces from which usable flint has been taken. We're on
the Lower Greensand and most likely to find mesolithic flint at an age of some ten to six
thousand years. Such remains are more frequentlocally, itseems, than neolithic, six thousand
to four thousand five hundred years ago. Pre ice-age palaeolithic flints, even if we could
identify them with any precision, are less likely.
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So how did the day go? Well, whatever reservations we may have had about the
month’s stock, there was a following wind, some days even with much better stock, you don’t
have that. Youknow you have to do it all in the morning, anything in the afternoon is a bonus.
It's a Septemberrecord, narrowly exceeding 2006. A special day? Think about this : a veteran
of our very first sale tells us that it’s 150 years to the very day since Petworth Station was

opened in 1859.
P.

Sylvia’s autumn walk. October 18

To park at Tillington on the verge by the Park wall, weaving a way through the usual rash of
stationary cars. Then to walk through Sunday afternoon Upperton, sweet chestnut lying, leaf
and fruit, in the road. At the junction some go off to see the Monument; others simply wait.
Off into the woods with Blackdown glimpsed across the valley through a screen of trees. A
long narrow path looks down on the steep scarp but we eventually come to walls and steps.
[t’s dark and quiet in the autumn woods, and there’s no sign of a bustling life there must once
have been. Who built these steps, these stone walls, and why? A shortcutto Tillington church
and school? The mossy stones have nothing to say. Is that the long straight bole of a
hornbeam? Do hombeams have long straight boles? In any case that’s not a hornbeam leaf.
That bole’s a sycamore, that one’s a poplar. A little further and we’re suddenly in the main
street of River, once a working village. We think of long years of labour, forming a patina
over time, now no more. A man might live at River — Lurgashall perhaps — it doesn’t matter
where, and need to be at Bury at 7.30 ready to start. No travelling time allowed. A big saw
slung across the handlebars and tied in place, and a heavy tool bag on the back. A house with
a policeman’s helmet outside, why? It would be years ago now. Kingdom House, half-
remembered stories of Blackshirts. Vines glimpsed yellowing green through the roadside
hedge, row upon serried row. Traditional Mitford Estate territory at one time. Inawhile we
pass the “Old Estate Office”, then, later on, Manor of Dean itself away to the right. The
thododendrons are in bud and there are more vines, even the odd bunch of tiny green fruit,
left, apparently, from the gathering. Sheep in the fields; will the vines eventually replace
them? A water trough is overflowing; the ballcock needs attention. A solitary light blue
chicory plant by the side of the path, scarlet holly berries blazing in front of us. Soon we're
looking at the grove in Tillington Churchyard, bathed in the late afternoon sunlight. “Blessed
are the dead who die in the Lord”, the lettering is becoming indistinct. There’s a green dog-
fouling notice on the gate, incongruous but probably necessary. Working villages — once
upon a time — wine country — history throws up some strange Juxtapositions.
Thanks very much Sylvia.
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Svivia's autumn walk. Photograph by lan Godsmark.

What a performance!

The Willows Folk Club from Arundel opened the 2009/10 season of monthly meetings with
an entertaining show of music and banter.

The Society’s Town Crier, Mike Hubbard and another Petworthian, Peter Carver, are
among the Club’s members, Mike providing the links between items with his songs and
hilarious stories with a distinctly Irish flavour, some of which might even have been true,
while Peter surprised some and pleased all with his harmonica solos.

Chris. Davis, the Club leader, has a good singing voice and is versatile on the guitar and
mandolin. Ray (accordion), George and Jasmine (songs and guitar) completed the company,
giving a well-balanced programme of songs, ranging from the more traditional folk to popular
old-time favourites, earning a whole-hearted response from the hall in the choruses.

The whole team came together for the final song, ‘Goodnight Irene’, after which, Peter
(our Peter), having thoroughly enjoyed the evening, promised an ‘exciting” programme of
talks and performances over the next eight months. KCT
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Mr Sherwin

To M. Ovenden

26 Rep. Flower Vase
New Button to Tea Kettle
1 Coffee Pot
Rep. Sunshade
Rep. Sewing Machine
Rep. Tea Kettle
Rep. Lock
1 Mask Oven
Fixing Gas Stove
Turn a Tap and Pipe
Rep. Corkscrew

N O OO NN OO YD

e |

Settled June 22 1876
M.A. Ovenden

[I am not sure what is meant by 1 Mask Oven. Ed]

Old Petworth businesses — a quarterly series

No.1 Ovendens in Saddlers Row.

Ovendens would have been a fixture as the end of the nineteenth century. As retail
ironmongers they would appear from the window display (see Kevis photograph in main
pictures) to have dealtin smaller items and from the invoice reproduced to have placedaheavy
emphasis on repair as opposed to retail. Fa o e ol TR e

Clearly Mr Ovenden (or possibly an employee) was a skilled tinsmith and locksmith. {s pot the files yod ravel ; -

It seems likely that the business closed (or was already closed) when Bacons the shoe shop but the PACE that kills.

moved to Saddlers Row on the demolition of the old houses and shops in front of the church

(c 1896). Actually it's six miles to Pulborough from Petworth! An Edwardian postcard with apostmark
E: 30™ May 1910.
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Across

2 sez 15 ne.
4 see 22 dn.

£ Ome of the crew (3)

Y see 18 dn,

I | Tree with local folk
club connections (6)

I3 This country’s gardens
were the subject of a
spring lecture (6)

15 There's no susch word
as this! (4)

16 He designed 18 dn®
ae, and our Petworth
obelisk (5)

17 It was once used to
cook the Christimas roast
{4)

19 Nice and snug (4)

20 Sought-atter material my
Seplember walk (5)

21 Show appreciition (4)
25 & 2 ac. Chris Howkins
insists it’s not a barge
(6,4)

26 Showing extreme
courage like the captain
of | dn. (6)

28 “The Forgutien
Paintress” specialised in
this kind of work (11)

31 Frequently - as the
poet might say! (3)

32 The season for the
triclitional Stag Park walk
(6)

33 Hope yours is trés
hon! (4)

Dawn

I IHl-fated ship that
provided a topie for a
winter lecture (7)
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Crossword

3 It is one way to sy it {3)

4 Cooked on 16 ac.

perhips (4)

5 Try not to overdo this at

Christmas (1)

6 Some of Jonuthan

Newdick's were exhibited

in Petworth House in July

{8)

7 Was in a reverne — about

a white Christmas? (6)

9 Untamed (4)

10 It can be common o

proper (4)

12 Classic good advice

obtained here (7)

14 Move like one of

Sanla’s reindeer (6)

18 & 9 ac. Outing

destination unseats MPs to

create fine laws (6,2,11)
19 A small bite 1o cat (6)
22 & 4 ac. Made-up
vigitors that delightex
leprdopterists this summer
(7.6)

23 The head of a medieval
Yuletide feast (4)

24 No place like it
cspecially at Xmas (4)

27 Express the joy ol
Christmas in glad music!
4)

29 Get the wrappimg off
quick! (3)

30 Essential equipment of
Petwaorth Society ten kadies
(3)
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Ovendens on the corner of Saddlers Row. See “Older Petworth traders.”
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Here's something completely different : 2.45 at the centenary sale, with some, but not all, of our helpers prior to clearing up.

Note the decimated Penguin section (furthest from camera) and the remnants of the £1 table (nearest camera) with the

vellow £1 tickets.

Photograph by Pearl Godsmark.

Wartime Selham

[ was very interested in Margery Burn's article “We kept the pub” in the September Magazine.
The Sherman family kept the Three Moles all through the war years and Margery’s brother
Joe took it on for a couple of years after Mr Sherman. My grandfather Winkle Ayling, the
Lickfold baker, universally known as the “Bun King”, was also an entertainer and was asked
by Mrs Clem. Morley and Mrs Konig, who farmed Hurlands, if he would do a turn at the
Selham fete. Grandad was a veteran of the 1914-1918 war and a member of the British Legion
so he readily agreed. The aim of the fete was to raise money for parcels to be sent to prisoners
of war. Grandad took me along as stooge and I recited Albertand the Lion, my first appearance
in public as an entertainer. I was six years old.

We had just finished when some German planes came over. There was machine gun
fire and everyone ran for cover. Bombs were dropped at Lodsworth and River and Grandad
and I later found a massive crater on the footpath between River and Lodsworth.

James Morley and Sons were the area’s biggest employers; five of my family worked
for them at one time, my mother being in the office from 1928 to 1935, when she married. She
always remained great friends with Tom and Glad Morley. Glad was a notable pianist and
played for wartime concerts and, in fact, at concerts and entertainments long after the war. She
accompanied Gracie Fields more than once and showed me a picture taken with Gracie.

Margery mentions Selham station and the Three Moles. Both were at the very centre
of local life, particularly during the war. Morleys sent out great quantities of chestnut fencing
and pit props for the mines, hence the train was popularly known as “James Morley’s flier”.
Morleys were also coal merchants and their coal came into Selham station, as did my
grandfather’s bakery supplies and Pinks Lemonade and their distilled water for engines. Tons
of local sugar beet left Selham too.

When Grandad had finished his Wednesday round which took in Ambersham,
Graffham and Selham, we would always call in at the Three Moles for a drink and a laugh with
Alf Sherman. He always said, “Winkle, you are a born comedian as well as a master baker.”
[ would be given a bottle of Pinks Portello and a packet of Smiths Crisps with the blue salt
packet.

Mike Hubbard

Fame at last!

Editor’s note:
[ am well aware that in many wavs this article replicates “A white enamel mug ™ in the last
Magazine, but thar [ would suggest, is just the whole point. Here is the reverse side of the

famous “was talking to the Editor " formula. Beryl Bent has given me permission to reproduce

this account written for family and friends.
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As it turned out Susan and Carole would have fitted in very comfortably anywhere!
After Keith's Quiz with Carole having won the fruit, Susan rather diffidently handed me a ten
page typescript. At first glance it looked a rather forbidding piece of work, a thicket of names
and dates. Family historv doesn 't usually travel well without the particular family interest.
Once home [ began to vead ... and read on.

[suppose that in thirty years and more of editing this Magazine [ have handled material
of all kinds, some of which I have felt it my duty to reject. In its existing form Susan's article
was not really fitted for the formar of this Magazine but, with Susan s permission I have edited
and abridged her text. [don 't like interfering with someone else’'s work, particularly someone

as competent as Susan, but she has agreed this version. While unique is a word that needs

to be used sparingly, I have to say this is one of the most extraordinary and thought-provoking
pieces of research | have seen. [ add my own comments at the end.

P

! The full text is available on www.freewebs/susanhistory or e-mail at martis1(@hotmail.co.uk

[ have a remote family connection with Rose Jane Boxall but it was the chance discovery that
she had been widowed three times before the age of 35 that set me thinking about her [ wanted
to find out more about her and began to see what was available in census records and
directories. I also began to collect certificates. The results were surprising.

Rose Jane Boxall had been baptised in Petworth on the 25th October 1867, the daughter
of Henry Boxall and Eliza Kinggett. Her father, originally from Lodsworth, and bornin 1811,
was sixteen years his wife’s senior. A second Henry Boxall (born 1843) appears to be Henry
Boxall’s son, either by a previous marriage or another liaison. By the 1861 census Henry
Junior is living with Henry and Eliza in the Red Lion Yard at Petworth just off the High Street
at the back of the old Queen’s Head pub, at one time the Red Lion. Eliza had a son too, Henry
Percy Boxall Kinggett, aged six in 1861. He also lived with Henry and Eliza. Rose would
be one of a number of children born to Henry and Eliza at Red Lion Yard. By 1871 the family
seem to have fallen on hard times. Henry Boxall is recorded as an unemployed tailor, and his
son as an unemployed agricultural labourer. Henry Senior died in 1877 and by 1881 Eliza was
supporting a considerable family by working as acharwoman. Rose and hersister Emily (later
Mrs James Henley) were living at home.

The Red Lion Yard was a notorious slum, perhaps the poorest and most densely
populated area in the entire town. Miles Costello is hardly exaggerating when he writes of
it as “‘synonymous with poverty and deprivation in Victorian Petworth. TB and typhus were rife
in the cramped and over-populated hovels that were crowded into this area”™. Looking back
to the turn of the century in 1989 Dollie Mant’ recalled her mother’s charitable connection
with the Red Lion Yard, although she perhaps underplays the sheer wretchedness of the arca.

“It was the custom for charity workers to be allotted a particular “district”; I think the
Rector did this, and Mother had the old Red Lion Yard as hers - a very populous area in those days.
Taking on a “district” was no light matter although my mother seemed to have the light touch

' PSM 108 * PSM 56
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The Red Lion Yard will be away to the left, centre picture.

3.
Does anvone know what the large tower is to the rear of the picturee?

High Street about 190
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Petworth & District Ploughing Match. A general view of the ploughing in progress in the horse plough class. The dry, dusty
condition of the ground can be seen from the photograph. The competitor nearest camera is J.H. Wadey, the champion.
W.R. Dummall, employed by the Hon Clive Pearson, is the further competitor.

-

Petworth & District Ploughing Match. There were only two couples entered in the horse ploughing classes (the lowest since the
Society started in 1906). Here they are in action, Mr A.H. Retallack’s pair in charge of ploughman J.H. Wadey, from Stopham
(nearest), and Viscount Cowdray's fine pair of dapple greys in charge of ploughman J. Feast.

Wadey won the ploughing class, and Feast for the best groomed pair with the cleanest harness.
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charwoman. She has another daughter, Kathleen, a sister to Dora, but also Helena Briggs
Miles aged 2. The two older daughters were already in service. In May 1917 Rose married
for a fourth time, at Portsmouth Registry Office. The groom was Frederick Briggs, a painter
in H-M. Dockyard and presumably the father of Helena. Rose in now living at 23 Tower
Street, Chichester and Frederick in Southsea. Frederick is recorded as a bachelor so if he is
indeed the father of Helena, the delay in marrying is alittle puzzling. Frederick and Rose were
exactly ofan age, and Frederick’s father had been at one time station-master at Shoreham. He
had then moved on to Littlehampton. Frederick died at 2 Denmark Villas, Spitalfields Lane
in May 1925 of “caecinomalous stricture of the oesophagus and secondary cause asthmic
coma”. Rose was a widow again.

In the summer of 1926, Rose, then aged 59, married for a fifth and final time. Her new
husband was Dendy Napper, originally from Wisborough Green, but at one time a baker and
confectioner in Chichester. He appears in Kelly's 1909 Directory. The marriage was brief
and ended in tragedy. Apparently unhinged by the serious illness of his brother Edgar at
Rudgwick, Dendy put his head in the gas oven while Rose was out at work. She had left in
the morning and learned of his death only when she returned in the evening. Vera Dunsby,
lodging with the Nappers at 2 Denmark Villas had been the last person to see Dendy alive.
She had left the house to do her shopping and Dendy had asked her when she was coming back
and she told him. The coroner returned a verdict of “suicide while of unsound mind”.

Rose did not marry again. She was still at Denmark Villas in 1940 and 1950 while in
1954 she is living at 61 Spitalfields Lane. She died, aged 88, in 1955.

Susan Martin.
Editor’s note:
Rose had had a hard life. If her latter years may have been relatively settled, to say that she
had more than her fair share of tragedy seems almost facetious. Even a bare outline of her
life, and that is all that the documentation can provide, gives an overpowering sense of
sadness and all too human frailty. Did Rose ever look back to the Petworth she hael left in
18897 Did she sometimes, while her mother was still alive, come back to see her? Old Mrs
Boxall died at the Red Lion Yardin 1917, If Rose did look back she could have had few regrets.
The Red Lion Yard was no place to be sentimental about. Walter Kevis, who photographed
most of Petworth in his time, lefi no record of the Yard, while Petworth society in all its
carefully guarded gradations would want little to do with it.

In a way we know so much and vet in some ways we know nothing at all. The
documentation raises questions but offers no answer. We have no idea what Rose looked like.
1o hint of her inner feelings. And there are other questions.

Why. for instance, did Frederick Briggs wait so long before marrying her? Rose's early
life in Chichester is something of an odyssey and there may well have been other stopping
places, almost certainly rented. At Denmark Villas, the landlord Charles Tapner lived next
door. We can be quite certain that the Red Lion Yard did not encourage introspection, the
very struggle to survive would see to that, but Rose must, occasionally. dimly, have pondered
on the ways of Providence. “Good old days™? Certainly not in the Red Lion Yard.

B
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“I’m 92 years old and I’ve lived this”.

Thoughts on the 2009 Cottage Museum
visitors’ book

We are approaching the end of September and the visitors’ book is almost full. Perhaps we’ll
get another to see out October or simply wait for a new one next April. The Guide, too, will
have to be reprinted, a few revisions made. Perhaps, funds permitting, it might be completely
redesigned. Whatever we decide, it will be a fourth printing. Attendances this year are
averaging fifty a week, significantly up on last year, and up by a good half on 2007. Clearly
the Museum is no nine days (or nine years!) wonder.

To what extent can a good year be attributed to external influences? It’s a moot point.
Certainly there is a general feeling that in a year of recession like 2009, local attractions are
likely to benefit from enforced economy. At £2.50 (S0p for children) a visit to 346 is hardly,
in modem terms, expensive. The comprehensive guide book, too, at £2.50 isalso excellent value.

A crucial point to take into consideration is that the sky cannot be the limit when it
comes to visitors. 50 a week is comfortable, 70 probably manageable, but 100 would see a
diminution of the essential Museum experience, a reciprocal exchange between steward and
individual visitor or family unit, ideally on a one-to-one basis. Of course it can’t always be
achieved but idealism needs sometimes to challenge finance.

Now the visitors’ book. We have some 650 entries for the first six months, of which
some two thirds are multiple, usually couples, sometimes family groups. Perhaps some five-
sixths of all visitors sign. On a very busy day stewards may not be able to suggest an entry,
but most visitors are happy, even eager, to sign. The book offers four columns, name,
approximate address, how did you hear about us? and comments.

The great proportion of visitors come from the Home Counties but individual visitors
can come, unsurprisingly, from anywhere in the British Isles, Wales, Scotland, the north, west
and east being well represented as too Australia, New Zealand, Canada, the United States, and
most European countries. “Exotics” this year are Algeria and the Cayman Islands.

Probably the most significant column is the third which gives some idea of the success
of our advertising and may suggest new or changed initiatives. Leaflet distribution is crucial
but, as we found last year, only part of a greater whole. There are also the free entry voucher
campaigns, new last year, but likely to become a regular feature. The West Sussex Gazette
helped us this year and last, while the West Sussex County Times is a new venture this year.
While it may be argued that that a free entry voucher does not generate income, it does raise
the profile of the Museum and visitors often make a voluntary donation. A judicious placing
of the voucher offers can enliven the duller months. Experience suggests that the Museum’s
busiest period is likely to be mid-July to mid-September. The local Tourist Information
Centre, the Library and Tiffins in the High Street are important feeders complementing our
use of leaflets. Recommendation from family and friends plays a surprisingly important role,
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as of course does recommendation from Petworth House. Many people now make a trip to
Petworth the occasion for another visit to 346. And why not? Another day, a different pair
of stewards, a new perspective. It’s unlikely you'll find the same stewards twice.

Equally surprising and almost rivalling leaflet distribution, while quite unlike it in its
totally random effect, is the huge number of people who come across the Museum while
simply strolling through the town. This is perhaps the more surprising because the Museum
is somewhat off the main local routes. Then there’s an initiative, quite new this year,
advertising in the bi-monthly Sussex W.I. Magazine, originally suggested by Boxgrove W.L
after a successful visit last year. It’s inexpensive and has already paid for itself. We’ll almost
certainly advertise again next year. Somewhat similarly, if I'm taking groups round the town,
W.1., U3A orother, it’s a good idea to offer a quick taste of 346, give them leaflets to distribute
and hope they see enough to bring back their friends for the full version with fire blazing and
full stewards’ commentary. Indications are that this does happen. Heritage Days with the
offer of free entry, perform a similar function.

Local advertising is clearly a key factor but it’s not always possible from comments in
the book to analyse it accurately. “Brown sign” is probably clear enough, as is “Poster near
church” but something as non-committal as “local notice™ can be interpreted in various ways.
Camp sites and B and B’s are often mentioned, usually without more precise specification and
there is the usual legion of random entries. Here are a few examples from many:

Telford Rural Life Centre, Stag Inn, Balls Cross, BBC Radio Sussex, Lurgashall Post
Office, Parham Plant Fair ... There are many more. The comment, “Your reputation is so
widespread that we just came” is gratifying but with publicity there’s always work to be done.

Then the final column. Your comments. I acknowledge thatit’s not always easy to find
something different to say. I flinch at the dreaded word “nostalgia”. Officially the Museum
doesn’t “do” nostalgia. You have only to read Susan Martin’s article in this Magazine to
realise that nostalgia is a very dangerous word. I don’tknow when the slums in the Red Lion
Yard were razed, sometime between the wars, but clearly for most, ifnotall, of her occupation
of 346, Mary Cummings would have been in close proximity, if only geographically. “Time
warp”, “Step back in time” are standards. “Just like my grandmother’s” takes us forward a
little. “Could not be more authentic” that's better as is “Loved the smells”. Visitors often
confuse the whiff of spent gas with escaping gas itself. It's a characteristic smell ofthe cottage.
“What can we say —just wonderful”, “So, so, so beautiful, L absolutely love the cottage”, “Just
came across you. Really enjoyed our visit - more than we thought”. How many visitors are
lost to us through the misnomer ‘Museum’ — we have no exhibits in a formal sense — just a
coherent context. “A stunning reproduction — a wonderful treat”, “A gem of visual history”,
“Even saw things [ remember using”, “Wonderful to see the other side of life after Petworth
House”, “Proper ‘living” history”, “I'm 92 years old. I've lived this”, “Pity we couldn’t sleep
inMrs Cummings’ bed”. I'm not sure about that one, nor, [ suspect, would be Mrs Cummings.
“I liked Lord Roberts in the cupboard”, “Brings back memories of cottage in Somersct where
we were evacuated in 1940-43" or simply “It feels so warm, so right”.

And lastly the stewards, the backbone of the Museum. Theirs not to stand quietly,
absorbing the atmosphere, but to engage with the visitors and explain. 346 doesn’t explain
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Detail of sewing room at 346 High Street.
Photograph by Louise Adams — courtesy of Chichester Observer Series.
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.. and Petworth.

See Poland, Siberia ..

itself. As I have said already, 346 is a reciprocal experience. Here are just a few comments:
“Brilliant, made much better by enthusiastic guides”, “Enjoyed hearing the history. Two
lovely ladies to tell us”, “Lovely house, so informative, such nice ladies” - or “Extremely
interesting to me as a seamstress myself and the stewards were lovely”. Oh and, by the way
not all our stewards are ladies we do have men as well!

]

P.

Doingajobproperly doesn’ttake any longer ....

My earliest years were spent in the Rogate/Trotton area, my father working for the Lywood
family. Perhaps my first memory is of having my tonsils removed at the old Royal West
Sussex Hospital in Chichester. [t was Christmas and we all sat round a table with cakes and
candles. Then there was the cold winter of 1937/8. Iwould be five. We had akind of scullery
outside the cottage and two robins took to sheltering in there from the weather. One day the
cottage door was left open and they came in and settled on a picture frame, something they
would then do whenever they had the chance. Our insurance agent remarked on how lifelike
they were. “They’re certainly lifelike,” he was told, “they’re real birds.” They stayed with
us until the snow cleared.

My father worked originally for Carnegie then went on for the Lywood family at
Wakeham near Rogate and thence to Dumpford at Trotton. My sister, who was several years
older than [ was, walked with me the three and a half miles across the fields and back to Rogate
school. It would be just before the war. [ left Rogate school at Christmas 1946. There was
talk of a scholarship to Midhurst Grammar School but [ didn’t want to go there. I wanted to
go to Churchers College at Petersfield. What with one thing and another I think I'd have tried
harder if I felta place at Churchers was at stake. Anyway, [ left school at fourteen. [ had never
been to any other school; [ liked Rogate school and it was a good village school of the time.
Employment wasn’t really a problem, or, put it another way, it was already decided that I
would go to work with my father on the farm. Edward Lywood and [ started work together.
[ remember the date, 6th January 1947. My first job was to cut kale for the cows. It was cold
and by the time I'd finished the snow was coming in. The cut kale was never picked up and
the rest of the kale never harvested; it just rotted in the field. The winter of 1947/8 was the
hardest for years. We spent much of our first days simply thawing out pipes in the cow sheds

or trying to. Many pipes burst and [ remember icicles hanging from wires. The weather was
so bad that the milk lorry could not get up to the farm and we had to take our milk in churns
from the farm up to a temporary collection point, the Blue Anchor at Trotton —we’d also take
the Carnegie churns up as well. When the weather lifted, I often worked with the horses but
not ploughing or drilling, at fifteen [ wasn’t yet considered up to that, but I’d be harrowing,
rolling, horse-hoeing: sugar beet, mangolds and swedes. This was towards the end of the
horse era, the farm at this time had one horse and two tractors. Dumpford farm grew cormn,
kale, mangold, swede and potatoes. Casual labouring I suppose you could call my first year —
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the responsibility of shop manageress, cake decorator and bakery assistant in one sturdy frame.

Before he became a master baker, Croydon-born Mr. Shoubridge worked at Whitings
of Horsham and saw service in the 1914-1918 war. And he worked for his predecessor at
Byworth, too, before eventually taking over the business 25 years ago.

The building itself in which the Shoubridges live, work and have their being—
scheduled as an Ancient Monument—has interesting associations. Before two of the three
cottages were thrown into one the Shoubridges’ predecessors lived and traded in the one tiny
building. They even had to draw a curtain between themselves and their customers when they
took their meals—in the shop! Killing pigs, curing their bacon, rendering down the lard; all
these were periodical ancillary activities which, however, the Shoubridges have not continued.

Celebration cakes for weddings, Christmas and similar festivities—even if perhaps
they are not strictly in conformity with present-day decorative standards—are the responsibility
of niece Joy who although she has never had a piping lesson in her life, is nevertheless
successful in producing cakes which are both attractive and saleable.

Have we left the impression that Mr. Shoubridge is anachronistic in these days of plant
bakeries and production engineers? Perhaps he is. But his customers don’t seem to think so,
and that includes nearby Coates Castle, whose Friday order is for 11 loaves.

And we didn’tthink so, as we drove away from this West Sussex hamlet, warmed ona chilly
winter’s day by contact with a man who thinks more of his craftsmanship than of his overheads
and who, notwithstanding, makes a comfortable living from the traditional skill of his hands.

There's only one sad thought to bear away with the crusty cottage loaf and the
flavoursome sandwich tin; the pity that, as yet, there’s no up-and-coming young man to carry
on and develop, with the skill of his hands for the satisfaction of a job well done, the tradition
of the happy village baker.

This article appeared in the January 1961 issue of The Baker.

Answers to West Sussex Downs and Villages

Quiz

East Dean . Barnham 19 Goodwood . Patching
Bury . Bignor . Cowfold 29. Bucks Green
Upperton . Kirdford . Ford 30. Poling.

. Northchapel . Compton 22. Didling 31. Selham

. Goring . Singleton 3. Coolham 32. Warnham
Petworth 5. Henfield 4. Eartham 33. Yapton
Rogate . Charlton 3. Duncton 34. Stopham

. Clapham . Halnaker . Lancing 35. Pulborough
Crawley . Coates . Loxwood
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