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Chairman’s notes

A seasonal cover and a colour centrepiece for this issue, Pearl managing to catch
the garden at 346 High Street before the heavy rains of early October.

Debby's quiz takes the place of her usual crossword while the solution to 141 will
appear in the March issue. Otherwise I can be brief, everything should be self-

explanatory.

Peter
21st October 2010

NB: Old Petworth traders (5) has had to be held over owing to shortage of space.

A Chairman’s pipedream

The Leconfield Hall between 10 and roughly 10.40 on the second Saturday of the
month is something, that in my experience, is quite unprecedented in a Petworth
context. Book sale morning is not like any other Petworth morning. Many, |
know, wait until things have quietened down, but that early melee needs to be
physically experienced if just the once. And yes, the Book Sale makes a profit, and

yes, without it, pressure on Magazine and subscriptions would become intolerable.

Profit certainly. But there are demands on that profit. Hall hire, storage rent but,
above all, the famous van. How many small charities like ours run a van? An
extravagance perhaps? In practical terms the Sale would be unthinkable without

the van. Butit’s expensive. Insurance, fuel, road fund, but, above all maintenance;

the van is not in the first flush of youth. A sponsor? We might be thinking no
more than “mentioned in dispatches,” possibly Magazine cover publicity, livery on
a newer vehicle ... dream on ...

P
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A View of Edwardian Lurgashall

It is almost 10 years since The Window Press first published A View of Edwardian
Lurgashall by H.S. Roots and copies of the book have become increasingly difficult
to obtain. With the growing interest in local and family history there has been a
clear demand for the book both within the current community at Lurgashall but
also from the diaspora who through family connections have a keen interest in the
history of the village.

It is to cater for this demand that a reprint of A View of Edwardian Lurgashall has
been undertaken. Prefaced by Peter Jerrome the book contains the recollections of
Harold Roots, who having left the village in his youth looks back many years later
to a period before The Great War when Lurgashall was still very much a self-
contained community, enjoying a pace of life suited to the relative isolation of the
village. Roots has a remarkable power of recall which enables him to transport the
reader on a virtual tour of the village that he left many decades earlier. While the
characters that Roots knew as a child have long gone these recollections are
witness not as one would expect to how much has changed in the village during
the twentieth century but rather how little the outside world has encroached upon
it.

A
VIEW OF
EIDWARIDIAN
LURGASTIALL

Copres of A View of Edwardian Lurgashall can be

ILS. ROOTS SR obtained post free for £12.99 from:

Miles Costello
38 Hampers Green
Petworth

GLU28 INWY

milescostello@hampersgreen.fsnet.co.uk
Tel: O1798 343227
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Eashing Chapel Bell Tower:

Phatopraph by David Wort

impossible here. Coherent context there certainly is, but there’s a heavy deposit of

material finding a home: elaborate ironmonger’s fagade from Hartlepool, the
Singer car (prices from £120), the thunderbox with twin seats at a judicious
distance. The Anderson Shelter — we talk to a jovial volunteer who remembers
the old metal table shelter with everyone clambering under the table and half
waiting for the ceiling to come down. Weavers at work and some shelves of

second-hand books. An empty supermarket flat “This box to remain in the hall for

spare books.” Familiar territory for one visitor at least.

“Pinks — finest on the South Coast,” “Pratts Curried Prawns” presumably
canned. The Eashing Congregational Chapel with its freestanding wooden bell
tower, its lecterns and WWI memorial tablet - sacrifice too soon forgotten. The
1902 schoolroom, perhaps after the initial prefab, attracting most attention. A
lone hop plant signifies the area’s hop-growing part. “Hops are related to the
nettle family and are used for flavouring beer.” A metal divider to keep adult
sheep and lambs apart at feeding time. Oatlands station on the centre boundary,
no trains are running today. Actually I've hardly started . . . perhaps you should
pay a visit yourself.

P
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The Society Dinner

Certainly a full house but not really a waiting list. In a way it’s a relief not to have
to disappoint. I suspect that this year some members being a little late looking at
the application form have decided it’s pointless to apply. In fact it’s probably
always worth a try. Curious to think that the original dinner was a one-off Jubilee
event in 2002 and this is the ninth. June has never really challenged the mellow
sunlight of September and we've kept to the later date for some years now.
Turner sunsets from the west front and we've been pretty lucky with the weather.

Variations on a theme. This time it’s Andy (National Trust version) offering
some thoughts on the chapel and a chance to look down from the family balcony.
There is the ambience of an Italian theatre, with the great carved curtains of John
Seldon, a local man. Parts of the chapel go back to the fourteenth century and
survive from an older house built in a different alignment to the present. Not
surprisingly, Charles Seymour, sixth Duke of Somerset, wanted his own family
connections incorporated with the Percy family monuments and the trompe I'oeil
“stained glass” on the north side reflects this. Other stained glass in the chapel is
very ancient. Looking down, the chapel seems like an arena in which the officiant
would be conscious indeed of the Proud Duke raised high above him. A more
modern note is the standard of the Life Guards placed in the chapel in the 1950s to
celebrate Wyndham connection with the regiment over the years.

All too soon we're off for drinks, time to savour the view of the Park from the
west front. Then into a beautifully set out restaurant — is the food better than ever
this year? Debby’s quiz. 1suppose if this Magazine in some ways encapsulates the
Society, the dinner is the quintessential Society event. Nine years on, and it seems,
ST.l'Ul"J.gL’I‘ with EVery year.

P

Peter’s tour of the Town — September 19th

It is openly said that those of us on Petworth Society walks often wonder if we
have been on the same walk as Peter recounts so evocatively here in the Magazine.
This time the boot will be on the other foot. He won't realise that this was the
tour he led one Sunday afternoon in September 2010. However future local
historians will love to have this first-hand account of Petworth on a particular day
with “local historian Peter Jerrome, catch him if you can” (quote from the book
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Petworth Royal Observer Corps

Paul Wakefield's enquiry about the Petworth Royal Observer Corps (PSM 141)
elicited some interest but proved surprisingly difficult. The special constable
picture on page 22 was more puzzling than might have been expected.

We now have:
Back Row L-R — Ted Saunders, Reg Whitcomb, N/K, N/K
Front Row L-R — Les Eager, Mr Lanaway, N/K, N/K

Paul writes further:

“In the large group (page 21) we have:

Back Row: 5th from left Jack Underhill

Front Row: 1st left Arch Gibson, 7th Stan Collins, 8th B.G. Peel, the Head
Observer.

E. S. Glover, a local bank manager may also be in the group.

Lt. Col. B. G. Peel CBE, DSO, was a retired World War 1 Officer, Jack Underhill
was chauffeur to Dr Kerr at Petworth. Ted Saunders worked as a bricklayer on the
[.econfield Estate, while Arch Gibson was chauffeur to Lord Leconfield. Stan
Collins managed the Regal Cinema at Petworth.

Ron Thatcher joined the ROC after the war, and told me that they met for training
meetings in a room over the Petworth Dairy in East Street. At his home in
Fittleworth, was a large oak table with large round legs, and this was taken to the
dairy, for them to use as an instruction table. The wartime post had been
removed, and there was not a proper post site for a few years, until the
underground post at Duncton was built.

Paul sends also this poem from the Journal of the Royal Observer Corps from September 1942

Ed.
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“PLUPERFECT” — by C.C.P. 2/Q3 Petworth

Observer Bolitho Montgomery Gadd

Is really a rather remarkable lad.

By studying closely at book and at plan,

The planes in the air became plain to this man.

He knows the Koolhoven, the Storsch, the Defiant,
The Caudron, the Breda, the Stinson Reliant.

Be they British, or German, or Russian, or Dutch,
He always reports them correctly as such.

In that break in the clouds, be it ever so narrow,

He never confounds a Bombay with a Harrow;
When a Junkers eight eight, and a Blenheim he sees,
He says they re as different as chalk is from cheese.

He never provokes the next post to “see red”

By plotting a plane directly over their head;

To Centre he makes his reports short and sweet,
And he can estimate heights to a couple of feet.

He has never reported the "hum” of the wire,

Or the moon as it rose as "‘a hell of a fire”,

Or that motor bikes “sounded like several fights on”,

Or the stars in their courses as “bombers with lights on”.

He is never excited when watching a fight,

Or frightened by things that go bump in the night;
No plane which he’s passed on as “friendly by sound”,
Does the dirty on him as its bombs hit the ground.

He “signs” when he comes, and he “signs” when he goes,
He never takes ill, or gets cold in de dose.

His A.O.G.O. doesn't suffer from strain,

By his nagging for fur-coats, cigars and champagne.

He uses the “glasses” for studying planes,

Not back-bedroom windows, or “birds” in the lanes;
He never calls H.Q. a "perishing blighter”,

Or guides in the Hun with the light of his lighter.

When winter has come and snow covers the ground,
Asleep in the shelter he never is found,
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But always alert in the open he stands,
Although icicles hang from his nose and his hands.

He doesn'’t leave empty beer-bottles about,
Or dribble his tea down the telephone spout;
As well as this, [ record, that, to boot, he

Is always as punctual as can be on duty.

So Observer Bolitho Montgomery Gadd,

Is really a very remarkable lad.

But listen, dear reader, between me and you,
Can it be that Bolitho's too good to be true?

Reprinted from The Joumal of the Royal Observer Corps Club, September 1942

A Petworth House Christmas children’s party
in the 1970s

Gerald Webb from the woods department on the Leconfield estate would pick
Mum and me up from Lurgashall. We hadn't then moved into Petworth itself.
When we arrived we would take off our coats and go into a room with trestle
tables loaded with sandwiches, iced Christmas cakes, crackers and a big Christmas
tree. We were never far away from one of the cakes and Lady Egremont would
give us the decorations from the cakes to take home. Mum also brought a doggie
bag to bring back some sandwiches, a piece of cake and a cracker for Uncle Sid

who worked in the woods. Then we'd go over to the house itself where a conjurer

was waiting for us and the house staff were standing in front of a great fire. After
the performance we returned to the room where we had had our tea for ice
cream,

Now the Petworth Town Band came in and played carols and other Christmas
music. They were followed in by Father Christmas with a sack of presents. Santa
would sit by the big Christmas tree and call out our names and the presents would
be given out by Lord and Lady Egremont,

All too soon it was time for Mr Webb to take us back to Lurgashall. The
Christmas party was the beginning of Christmas for us; that or the day before was
always when we’d put up our decorations for Christmas. It went on until [ was
sixteen and too old for the party.

Jackie Carver was talking to the Editor.
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Laying up the Regimental Sovereign's Standard of the Life Guards in the Percy Chapel at Petworth
House 24th July 1955. See "The Society Dinner”

Dr Bell, Bishop of Chichester (centre) the Rev. L. H Yorke, rector of Petworth, second from left back row

Photograph by G. G. Garland,
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David Wort copied this photograph on our visit to the Rural Life Centre in Ausust, The notice

ninned to the press: “Ye Olde Cyder Mill A. E. Baker Tillington™ seems completely at variance with - ) A -
In full cry’ See"In my spare time.

the picture here. The photographer (bottom left cormer) appears to be W. Singleton from Stroud
¥ | ok Qe i PHEE el G Photograph by Mr Peter Millroy.

near Petworth but is otherwise unknown. Has anyone any idea?
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This view from High Street gives a deceptive impression of space. The Goods Yard at Petworth Station January 26% 1966, Compare the earlier account of the
station in “'For God's sake shut the windows.'

Phetopraph by George Garland
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January 26" 1966.

Photograph by George Garland

30 Petworth Society Magazine No. 142

A shepherdess in the 1940s

[ have lived in the area since the early 1950s but | was born near Bexhill on the
other side of the county. We were a farm-working family and I was soon at work
helping my brother with the milking. It wasn't long before I became increasingly
involved with the farm sheep. Young as I was, I was soon introduced to all aspects.
Yes, a shepherdess — by no means unusual at the time. Shearing, trimming feet,
spraying, and, of course, lambing. The last might well be an all night job.
Fortunately we lived right by where the sheep were kept and I was soon
responsible for everything that concerned the sheep.

In some ways work with the sheep fluctuated with the season, and I was also
expected to help with the cows, milk, rear the calves and even have a go in the
farm garden.

Oh, certainly we'd put the skin of the dead lamb over an orphan when the ewe
had lost her own lamb. Recognising the skin the ewe would usually take to the
newcomer. I'd turn the sheep on their back to look at their feet or trim them — no
light job for a woman. Feet would be trimmed with secateurs and foot rot dealt
with — cutting off the infected part and applying the blue cleaning solution. Foot
rot doesn't kill but it does impede movement. Hobbling is a sure indicator.

We had a dog of course, but the farmer always kept the shepherd’s crook.
Times were rough but | loved sheep and had a particular attachment for the lambs.
We were at Ninfield just outside Bexhill. I can clearly remember walking up the
road by the church and being told: “war has broken out.” It was September 1939
and | was already working on the farm. War or not, life on the farm would go on
much as it had before.

One big difference was the Canadian presence, billeted nearby. I was the
youngest of a family of thirteen, and Mum used to do washing for the troops.
When the weather was wet, there would be washing hanging up to dry all over
the house. In turn the troops, particularly the cook, would smuggle things like
pies out to us. The Canadians were based in a large house nearby with high walls,
turned for the duration of the war into a barracks. Later on, Scots Highlanders
replaced the Canadians.

If the sheep were not out to grass we'd feed them hay cake or mangel, the latter
pulled out of the ground and put through the crusher. Turning the wheel was
really hard work, something to think about even for the strongest man. I'd give
anyone a packet of fags if they'd do it for me. The Canadians were always free
with cigarettes and they became a kind of currency. Pigs I never liked but new-
born lambs, messy as they might be, and coming often in the middle of the night,
[ never tired of. I much preferred lambs or, come to that, calves to piglets and,

Petworth Society Magazine No. 142 31













shops in the town they probably sold lots of other things. Around the corner in
East Street was the Girls' School and opposite was Petworth Engineering and then
Streeters radio shop managed by Tommy Tucker. Denman’s furniture shop was
on the same side before you came to the Post Office. Opposite the Post Office by
the drive to Stringers Hall and The Hermitage was Wilson Hill the chemist. Back
across the road and right on the corner of Trump Alley was the little Dairy run by
Bill Wareham’s sisters. We used to come out of the pictures on a Saturday and a
whole crowd of us would go up to East Street and have a meal at The Dairy. That
came to an end when Mr Collins the manager at the cinema realised what was
going on and began providing food himself which of course was much easier for
us kids — our loyalty was cheaply bought!

Nell Smith and Jean Wadey nee Hayton were talking to Miles Costello

MNote.

Two separate Barnes families worked with the Leconfield horses. See "A Long Day You Might Say”
> ! 5 }

in the present magazine.

b5

“Wiremen 1/3d an hour . . .

The faded sepia photograph of 27 men with its pencil annotation on the reverse
“Petworth House electricians 1906,” reproduced in PSM 133 (opposite page 15)
elicited no response in 2008. It would, perhaps, have been rather surprising if it
had, it being virtually certain that the men would have been brought in by the
contractor during the installation work. Even Lord Leconfield would not have an
establishment for 27 electricians!

Alison McCann'’s recent discovery of material relating to the installation
confirms a date of 1906. While Janet Austin’s researches relating to “an unusual
Petworth House” guided tour for the National Trust confirm what was always
more than a mere hypothesis: the photograph reflects the transformation of the
former brewery house premises to an electricity plant. The new material is
copious and often far too detailed and technical for adequate discussion here, but
it is certainly possible to offer an impressionistic background.

Two key documents relate to the 1906 installation; both are bound folios, one a
tender for supplying electric light to Petworth House and other related buildings,
mainly, but not exclusively, within the wall. The other is a specification of work
needed to transform the old brewery house for its new role. It details work to be
done by excavators, masons, tilers and slaters, plumbers, glaziers and painters.

38 Petworth Society Magazine No. 142

Two views of the cowyard prior to the alterations,
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Whether these particular tradesmen are included in the group photograph is
uncertain. While the tender for providing supply is £2780.14.9, foremen to be paid
1/6d an hour, wiremen 1/3d and labourers 1/-, this does not take in alterations to
the building which were very extensive. Possibly some of the work would be
carried out by Lord Leconfield’s own men. The formal supply tender is
typewritten but the specification for alterations handwritten. There is a penalty
clause allowing £25 a week for failure to complete in time, but a time allowance
for necessary extra work. The engineer is Mr. T. Ekin, who will make a site visit
to meet contractors at the Estate Office at 11.30am on Tuesday December 19th
1905. “The train leaves Victoria LB and SC Railways at 8am arriving at Petworth
Station at 10.57am. An omnibus meets the train at Petworth and conveys
passengers to the Estate Office which is 2 miles from the station.”

There were to be four circuits:

1. Petworth House itself

2. The Gardens

3. The Kennels

4. New Grove — the residence of H. E. Watson, Lord Leconfield's land agent.

Presumably the supply would run underground. There would be an over-riding
distributing switchboard and main switchboard in Petworth House itself,

controlling the servant quarters, stables, huntsman’s house/kennels, laundry, Mr
Sutton’s house, Mr Whitcomb’s house and Mr Pull’s. Mr Sutton was clerk of the
works and I would guess the house to be the present Estate Office complex. Mr
Whitcomb the office secretary’s house was in Pound Street, Mr Pull was the

gardener. Provision is made for picture lighting: “A large number of pictures will
be lighted individually by means of wall sockets placed as close as possible to top
or bottom of the frames.” Lighting of the North Gallery will be held over for the
now. A total of 2057 lamps are detailed of which the Petworth House circuit has
1692.

Mr T. H. Ballard is retained as electrician: the typewritten letter of engagement
survives and is reproduced here. A lengthy accompanying document gives the
technical specifications for his duties: George Ford's article "A couple of two
pound jam-jars” (PSM 95, March 1999 pages 29-33) preserves a boy’s hazy
recollection of earliest days. George's father seems to have acted as Mr Ballard’s
assistant, not as George suggests, as his predecessor.

I am grateful to Alison McCann, Janet Austin and, of course to Lord Egremont
for his permission to make use of uncatalogued Petworth House material.

P.
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This photograph by E. Wallis appeared in the West Sussex Gazette in November |980. The
signalman is identified as G, (George) Soal. The tool bag and oil can (under the Whitbread
advertisement) reflect a maintenance wisit from the Signal Department at Horsham and the
photograph would later appear in Keith Smith and Vic Mitchell's Branch Lines to Midhurst (1981).
Mr Soal's sranddaughter is anxious to trace anyone with recollections of Mr Soal,
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And so we came to Portsmouth Harbour, the sea and the ships. So many ships in those sheep and cows hadn't moved in a fortnight.

the harbour, masts and funnels like ever-widening spiders” webs, and a huge And did I join the Scouts? I'd really enjoyed the fortnight, but it didn't offer
floating crane. Soon we were each loading our kit aboard the ferry, and its paddles anything my friends and I weren't doing already. Or so we felt. I never did join.
were threshing the water, out across Spithead and toward the distant island. It was

a trip I'd remember always. If only we could keep going like this for ever . .. All From written recollections by Jumbo Taylor.

too soon we were tied up on the jetty at Ryde and loading all kit on to a waiting
lorry. It was four o’clock when we arrived at the camp site, a quarry field
reminiscent of home. Tents and equipment were unloaded while the more ’ .
experienced set up the tents, lita Fi?‘e a}:nd got water on the boil. Inno time the Answers to Debby s Sussex QUIZ
tents were up and our bedding laid out on waterproof sheets. We would be four
to a tent, with two bell tents and a miniature marquee. Tea that night was more
of a picnic. A game of rounders then off to bed with all the strangeness of
camping out on grass. As we lay and watched it gradually become dark we could
hear the quiet murmur of many voices contrasting with the silence of a summer
night, broken only by the occasional curse as someone tripped over a rope on their
way to the latrine. Quiet soon took over and with it the happenings of the day
passed before us.

Early morning was a time to savour, boiling water and helping with breakfast.
I've never lost the taste or smell of porridge cooked in a large billycan over an open
fire or on a primus. It took a lot of Quaker oats for thirty or more hungry
children and adults. It would be boiled until thick, then sweetened with golden
syrup and brown sugar. We were always back for more. Then followed bacon,
eggs and baked beans on blue enamel plates followed by mugs of hot sweet tea.

After washing up, the days were spent visiting places or points of interest on the
island. Carisbrook Castle, Freshwater, the Tennyson memorial, the Needles or
Alum Bay, or simply walking the spongy sweet-smelling downland turf.
Alternatively, we might split into two groups and track one another, the first

. Blackdown
. Jack Fuller
3. Miller
. Jonathan Creek
5. Dell Quay
. Martlet
7. Gingerbread
8. Didling
9. William Blake
10. Percy Bysshe Shelley
11. George V
12. Weald & Downland Museum
13. Bluebell Railway
14. Dragons Green
15. 25th July
16. St. Wilfred
17. Good Friday
18. Loxwood OR Wey & Arun Canal
19. Parham House (garden)

group leaving a track of red wool tied to bushes and removed by those following,

then we’d track back. Treasure trails were somewhat similar, following clues
buried in the turf or in bushes. And, of course, rounders, cricket, football and
swimming. A torpedo factory was pointed out to us, an indication, if we had

20. Bognor Regis and Worthing
21, Littlehampton

22. Leonardslee

23. Windmill

24. John Galsworthy

realised it, of what was to come.

All too soon came the day to break camp, we’d had a memorable fortnight and
were about to make the magical journey in reverse. Back through Midhurst and
Selham, following the line of the river, South Farm, Rotherbridge, George Duck 25. Pumpkins
and Mr Whitney had cut their corn, as too Mr Carn at Cathanger. Now it stood 26. Bracklesham Bay
neatly stacked in stooks in curving rows, golden yellow in the afternoon sun and 27, Stanmer
ready to be picked up by horse and wagon and taken to the nearest rickyard or dry 28. St. Richard
field corner. The blackberries were ripening now and the next week I'd be up the 29. Batemans
Clutter Pit hunting for jam jars, a halfpenny for 11b and a penny for 2Ibs. And - Sculpture
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High Street viewed from the attic window at the Cottage Museum.

An unattributed photograph from the Museumn collection
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