magazine

No. 146, December 201 |




magazine

No. 146, December 201 |

GOG VIEW, PETWORTH, i o Amold, Petwornl

“Very disappointed there are no views of old cottages and quaint corners'’.
N

s postcard by Arnold of Petworth is date-stamped 28th October 1904, It probably reflects

/ing In the Upton fields away to the right of the group.
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Chairman’s notes

From a purely personal point of view, the quarter was notable for the publication
of Peter dead drunk in an edition of a hundred individually numbered copies. A
distillation, no more, of what we have in Magazine recollection for the period
from 1900 to 1939. It’s something I've wanted to do for years. Will there be any

copies left by the time you read this in early December? ['ve no idea. If we sell the

hundred out, we might just break even, rather as we did last year with We don’t do
nostalgia, a less adventurous (and expensive) foray into the unknown. Window
Press 100's may be a way forward in an increasingly testing economic climate for
local books. All being well, we'll try again next year.

We have the, now almost obligatory, new cover for the new issue and accounts (or
photographs) of Society events. The memorial concert for John Grimwood was
not, of course, a Society event, but one of which the Society was particularly

aware, making a donation towards John's memorial seat. Andy and Annette’s BBC

trip is to come as | write. Nothing on Florence E. Pullen in this issue (see PSM
145) but I will address this in 147.

The winter programme had a flying start with the welcome return (after sixteen
years!) of Alan Readman (see Keith's report). Chris Hare talks of smugglers in
November, while Rohan McCullough gives us the Tale of Beatrix Potter in
December. If you loved Alison Neil, I think you'll love Rohan too; she comes on
Alison’s recommendation.

To end on a sad note. Agnes Phelan died on the 14th September. She was 102.
Not a Petworth person, Agnes lived in Walthamstow. In a long life she will have
seen extraordinary changes. With Agnes what is effectively the last link with Mary
Cummings has gone, although Dorothy Wright still has childhood memories of
Mary at a somewhat later date. Agnes had actually lived in the cottage in High
Street with Mary and Mary’s two granddaughters in 1919 - for a whole fortnight!
She came down to Petworth at the age of 89 to share her memories with us. She
did so with boundless enthusiasm and good nature. As long as the museum exists
and, with attendance up again for another year, the immediate future looks
secure, Agnes lives on as part of the spiritual fabric of 346. The photograph of
Agnes in the Museum Guide as a girl of nine in her confirmation dress is a
reminder not only of the remorseless passage of time but also of an infectious
personality that once met was impossible to forget.
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Agnes Mary Phelan
5th February 1909 — | 4th September 201 |

The Petworth Society quiz
Petworth House
Wednesday 7th September 2011

Who was the first king to live at Buckingham Palace?

Who said that an army marched on its stomach?

What and where is Lyonnesse?

What brand of cigarette was advertised by pictures of a butler named Jenkyn?
Who was the first man to swim the Channel?

Who or what is John Dory?

What is a Nippy?

What is a Siberian crab?

Who was Robin Hood's lieutenant?

10. Jack’s mother threw her beans out of the window. The next day an enormous
beanstalk had sprung up. How had Jack come by the beans?

11, Who said, “Curiouser and Curiouser”?

12. What colour are the buds of ash trees?
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. When was khaki generally adopted as the field service uniform of the British
Army?

. Which flowers first in England — primrose or cowslip?

. Who painted the Rokeby Venus?

. Who said, "Man is born to trouble as the sparks fly upward™?

. What was Tintoretto’s home city?

. Which of the following fish are found in freshwater?
Bass, Mullett, Perch, Pike

. From which poem comes the line ‘Some Cromwell guiltless of his country’s
blood™?

. Who was Aramis?
. What is the highest card in a “Yarborough” hand at bridge or whist?

. Which of the New Testament writers is said to have been a physician?
. Who lived in a tub?

. What is Bristol milk?

. What is peculiar about the way in which Pepys refers to his wife all through
his Diary?

Taken from George A. Birmingham: Can You Answer This! Benn May 1927

“And so to mimsy Petworth”.
Reflections on Peter dead drunk

“The housekeeper at Petworth had given me detailed instructions about coming
from my home in Derbyshire, down on the train to Kings Cross, then by taxi
across unknown London to Victoria. [ had the exact time of the train to
Pulborough, where I had to change to go along the branch line to Petworth,
watching at each of the little stations to see which would be Petworth. There |
would be met. And so | came to Petworth — just a name to me then. The other
travellers alighted and disappeared, the train moved off and I was left alone. After
about five minutes a horse-drawn carriage pulled up and a voice said, “Are you the
new housemaid for Petworth House?” | would know the driver later as Bill
Barnes. We set off for Petworth House up the slight hill from the station and into
the old town.”
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[t was 1981. The Magazine was something new in a Petworth context. It was still
the “Bulletin”. A television crew had been to Petworth House to make a
programme about servant life in the 1920s; suddenly such topics were fashionable.
And Cilla Greest had actually been there. Fifty-five years ago, sixty perhaps. It's
all now eighty-five years ago, ninety perhaps. Would Cilla talk for the Magazine?
Melicent Knight was a friend of Cilla’s but doubtful if she would agree. We could
but try. Cilla was above all a private lady bemused that anyone should be
interested in what she could remember. She’d ask her husband, but, no, she didn't
think so. Come back in a week. Not particularly optimistic, Melicent and I set off
across the road from Percy Terrace with some misgiving. Cilla couldn’t see that it
would do any harm. And so we began.

It’s 2011. I'm having a newspaper photograph taken to publicise Peter dead drunk.
Kate, the photographer, and [ walk across a sunlit Market Square. s Petworth
changing, losing its distinctive character, becoming like everywhere else?
Certainly everyone seems preoccupied, wrapped up in their own affairs. Kate
recalls photographing the greengrocer sitting out in the Square to protest about a
bus ferrying people to Sainsburys. I remember it too. Twenty years ago? It must
be, but in Petworth time, just yesterday. Reviewing a local hostelry, a newspaper
critic' takes on Petworth itself. “And so to mimsy Petworth . . . an agglomeration
of antique shops and estate agents . . . I didn't like the town”. Mimsy doesn't
appear in the two volume Shorter O.E.D. so I have to get out the magnifying glass
and consult the Compact O.E.D. Mimsey — there’s an ‘e’ and occasionally 'z’
instead of ‘s’. Prim, prudish, contemptible. Can you divine Petworth’s primness
or prudery on a lightning visit? Perhaps he just means contemptible. | suppose
the answer is that Petworth is as ‘mimsy " as its people make it. | would like to
think, too, that those who have some feeling for what went before will be better
equipped to shape the present, even perhaps the future, than those who are too
“busy”. That, if anything, is the enduring message of Peter dead drunk.

P
I. A.A Gl Sunday Times
PS. Peter dead drunk would probably make a good Christras present — if, at £33, a trifle expensive.

At the time of writing | have no idea whether | will have any left when the Magazine appears.
Please ring me on 01798 342562
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[an and David’s Ambersham Common walk

Heather in profusion and all in late August bloom. Ambersham, apparently, once
doubled for Scotland in a Dr Who adventure. Harebells too. Ling has the larger
bells, the common heather is smaller. White heather is predictably sparser. The
weather’s perfect, bees on the heather. We look back a year or two. Ambersham
Common: the only time the Society has ever cancelled a walk. The car park under
inches of water, Station Road a cascading flood.

Dry sandy paths, golden gorse, silver birch and young conifers apparently self-
sown. To look across from the edge of the common to Tillington rising in the
distance. A grassy field with the edge dense with the flat white heads of yarrow.
The apparently bland surface of the heathland landscape is an illusion, fortunately
Nigel is on hand to probe a little. There at the side of the path is the distinctive
lair of a funnel web spider. No sticky secretion here but a series of taut threads.
The lightest touch will signify possible prey, a heavier touch the spider will ignore.
We note several such thrums; the funnel web spider is very much a heathland
species. There's a colony of slavemaker ants, large ants capturing smaller ones and
making them and their offspring work for them. Worlds within worlds beneath
that “bland” surface.

10 Petworth Society Magazine No. |46

We see no one as we walk the paths but there are definitely people about —
somewhere. Some dowdy late stems of agrimony, a stray ragwort; rush and deep
ruts remind that this parched landscape can sometimes be a very wet one. Back
across the road, a determined-looking posse of walkers carry on down toward the
Heyshott crossroads. The black and red berries of what appears to be a dogwood
briefly detain us. Nigel points out a woodpecker hole in a dead silver birch stump.
The bird will probably return next year. The swathes cut for pylons may be
unpleasing to the eye but have an unlooked-for benefit - they offer permanent
glades for butterflies and other insects to flourish out of the heavy shade of the
woods. Back to the cars. The information panel tells us we've visited a SSSI. If
there’s been no sign of the Dartford Warbler or the rare sand lizard, we've
certainly seen a little beyond the superficial. Thanks very much lan and David.

“Pale brown acorns”.
David and Linda’s last walk of the season

Turn right off the London Road for Osiers. We draw up in the golfers’ car park.
Perhaps the last of a succession of glorious mid-October days. Scuffing pale
brown acorns across a dry autumn path. Cascades of scarlet holly berries;
apparently birds from Germany are coming over to feast on British berries. How
did they find out? Sloes in sombre profusion. Does anyone pick them now?

If we keep to the footpath we'll end up on the Balls Cross road, but with tea
promised from Osiers, David leads us off the public footpath and up towards
Palfrey, a century ago a Peachey Estate outpost. There's a large expanse of grass
on our left, perhaps, David suggests, once used as rick standing. To our right, the
high reeds of Palfrey Pond, used, no doubt by the farm carters. We leave Palfrey
to our right and look over the green autumn fields. Is that a buzzard high in the
distant clouds, or a kestrel? It hovers like a kestrel, or is it a bigger bird?> A
buzzard, short legs, long wings. “Chunky”,

We're on the edge of Ebernoe Common; as we move on Palfrey appears in
different aspects, virtually hidden through the trees, or in clear view to the right
across the fields. Look the other way and there’s the tower of Petworth church
rising in the distance like a gaunt tree stump, but too uniform to be natural. To
the right there’s high ground in Petworth Park. A balloon appears overhead,
seeming almost motionless in the still air. Back up the path, through the woods,
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then a warm welcome from Janet and Chris at Osiers, cups of tea, homemade jam
and scones, apple turnovers and a selection of cake. Chairs in the sunlit mid
October garden. Janet's white nicotiana have transmuted into giants, dwarfing the
border. Nicotiana sylvestris, says Tom, with myriads of tiny brown seeds.

No one’s in a hurry to leave the garden or our genial hosts. Walking back to the
cars, I think, can you really describe a buzzard as “chunky”?

Rehabilitating Tobit’s dog — the September
book sale

“Over the monthly sale cycle hundreds, probably thousands, of novels pass
through our hands, hardbacks, softbacks, some old, some new, outrageous,
thoughtful, formulaic, or all of these things . . ."

So I wrote in the last Magazine. Just occasionally something seizes my attention,
but not very often. This quarter however, | find Stella Benson's Tobit
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Transplanted (1931)." 1read it years ago, although I suspect it finds only the odd
reader now. Generally thought to be Benson's best novel, it was also to be her last:
she died at Tonkin in 1933 at the early age of 41. It's a retelling of the story of
Tobit in the biblical Apocrypha but transmuted both in time (1928) and place
(Manchuria). The characters are no longer Jews exiled to Assyria, but White
Russians, fleeing from the Bolsheviks into Manchuria and what is now North
Korea. Relying on her extensive travels in the region Stella Benson produces an
entertaining tour de force.

The book of Tobit, usually taken as a romance? rather than sober history, was
written, possibly in Babylon and, probably, originally in Aramaic. The storyline
has always attracted readers, writers and artists. Tobit, living in exile in Nineveh,
has a prestigious position with the king of Assyria, a position he somehow
contrives to combine with strict adherence to his ancestral faith. Inevitably his
religious observance brings him into conflict with his employer, but on the king's
death Tobit is reinstated through the good offices of Ahikar, his nephew.
Unfortunately the situation recurs, through Tobit's insistence on burying the
mortal remains of one of his countrymen. Worse, while doing this, he is blinded
by contact with sparrow dung, and it is left to his wife Anna to keep the family
from destitution.

Tobit, dejected to be brought low by his good deeds, prays to die, as does Sarah,
daughter of Ragael, whose seven husbands have all been killed by a demon. The
prayers arrive simultaneously at the heavenly court and the Archangel Raphael is
dispatched to earth to sort matters out.

Tobit has money in trust with Gabael a relative, but at a considerable distance.
He needs it badly and sends his son Tobiah to fetch it. A “man” is hired to
accompany him on the journey, Raphael incognito, while Tobiah's dog joins the
party. Autacked by a giant fish, Tobiah kills it and is instructed by Raphael to
remove the heart, liver and gall. The gall will clear film from eyes and smoke from
the burning heart and liver will drive away demons. Meeting Sarah on the way,
Tobiah falls in love with her, marries her, banishes the demon with the burning
fish offal and stays with Sarah’s family while Raphael travels on to collect the
money. Returning with Sarah and her dowry he uses the gall of the fish to heal his
father. Despite appearances to the contrary, God looks after those who observe
his law.

To transfer all this to Manchuria/ Korea in the late 1920s requires a certain
ingenuity but Stella Benson never loses her nerve. Wilfred, Chinese-speaking but
trained in England as a lawyer and struggling with a Wesleyan conscience, takes
the role of Raphael and, with some help from providence, brings everything to a
satisfactory conclusion. The author is helped with the maelstrom of different
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granddaughters in 1919. She told me that the three girls hired bicycles for their CHRISTMAS CROSSWORD
holiday from Morley’s. See further: William Albery: The hard fate of the Country
saddler. Sussex County Magazine 5 (1931) page 167. 19 “When
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An uncertain view

This etching attributed to the artist David Strang is simply called ‘Petworth’ and
dated 1901. If indeed it is a view of Petworth it is difficult to be certain as to the
exact location that the artist is attempting to record. There is nothing to suggest
that the view is anything but accurate though of course the drawing may possess a
certain element of “artistic licence’,

[ would welcome any thoughts on the location of the view. My instinct is that
it may be North Street looking south but there is no sign of the church in the
distance, or the Park wall. Perhaps the rather wild foreground is simply intended
to frame the view and so may not be of any relevance. The small building in the
centre which appears to be straddling the fence could perhaps be the famous
‘wooden-legged house’ which Lady Constance Leconfield refers to in a Petworth
Parish Magazine of 1931. She describes the building as “a house in North Street,
the upper part of which, supported by wooden posts, stretched over the path into
a garden. At an open window, over the doorway, a shoemaker used to sit, plying
his trade.”

If you recognise the view or have any suggestions please let me know.

Miles Costello.
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Dora Older’s diary (4):
June to December 1915

Inevitably Dora’s thoughts are very much with her brother Arthur. | n June he returns for
four days’ leave before returning to his regiment at Bedford. By mid-July he leaves to join
the Mediterranean Field Force, bound, apparently, for Alexandria. His fiancée arrives in
Bedford just in time to see him depart. On August 3rd the family hear that he has passed
through the Bay of Biscay. “This has been crossed out by the censor,” Dora observes, “but
not enough that we can distinguish it.” On August 12th the family receive a postcard to
say that he is at Alexandria. By mid-September he is in hospital at Alexandria recovering
Jfrom fever. Writing in early October he reports his first walk (about 100 yards) to see if he
has any letters. He finds only a parcel. The next post reports that he has received thirteen!
By now he is convalescent but still very weak, and on November 13th back in England at
Graylingwell Hospital, Chichester.

With Arthur very much in mind, Petworth takes a back seat and Dora leaves long gaps
between entries. She is never in any sense a dedicated or introspective diarist. Once again I
have omitted minor entries and regularised the use of capitals.

Wednesday June 23rd

Alexander (sic) Rose Day in all big towns, | have been to Chichester today where
they were selling roses in aid of the Military Hospital there. The roses are sold in
towns for charitable purposes, started a year or two ago by Queen Alexander.

Wednesday July 14th

The 126th anniversary of the taking of the Bastille was set apart in England for
selling French flags in aid of the Destitute of France through the war. Wednesday
being an unsuitable day in Petworth it was kept on Monday the 12th.

Monday August 2nd

Bank Holiday.

Have been to Worthing today for a blow by the sea.

Sunday August 15th

There was a Fruit and Vegetable Service in the Church this afternoon for the

children of the parish to bring offerings to be sent to the sailors in the North Sea.

Thursday Sept. 2nd
[Cousin Ephraim] has a new motor cycle and side car.
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Friday Nov. 12th

A Hospital Depot has been started in the Audit Room Petworth House — for
making splints, bandages, dressings, swabs. I have been three afternoons this
week. The Depot is open three days a week, Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.

[In November the family make several visits to Arthur in hospital at Chichester. “He looks
rather nice in his hospital suit of saxe-blue flannel, white flannel shirt and a scarlet tie.
This is the regulation dress of all soldiers in every hospital.” On December 9th Arthur is
home for six weeks’ furlough, and Dora is able to give more details of Arthur’s illness . . .|

He has lost his stripes, and is reduced to a private through staying too long in the
trenches in the Gallipoli Peninsula, when he was too ill to carry out his duties, and
the consequence was, when an order was given to Stand To, an officer found him
without his equipment on and his men in disorder. Of course, a very serious
offence if he had been in good health.

We are very much put out but his great mistake was in staying in the trenches
until he was unable to carry out the responsibility of looking after his duties.

... in the evening he was sent to hospital sickening with fever and of course the
knowledge of being reduced from Sergt to Pte went very much against his
recovery.

Courtesy of Mr Alan Older,

“The farm on the hill”

The war was at an end. [ would be eight or nine. If, perhaps, I'd once been taken
to Southsea, I'd never otherwise left Fishbourne. The site of the Roman villa was
my playground, the “tide” as we called the sea, within easy distance. Mr Ledger,
the farmer, still cut his lawns with a scythe, while the hay in the fields, no longer
hand-scythed, was still turned by horse. Corn was stooked the old-fashioned way
and threshed in winter with the big, double barn doors east and west thrown open
for the wind to carry off the chaff. The railway was a quarter of a mile away and
we'd walk up the single track, officially trespassing of course, but the track wasn't
electrified then. No-one bothered too much if we picked up the charred corn
where the sparks from the locomotive had caught the field alight and brought the
seed home for the chicken. What our mothers did object to was our insistence on
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MORLEY

Angel Street, Petworth.

Morley's Corner a hundred years ago. Presumably the figure in the doorway is Mr Morley himself.
A hand-coloured postcard by Arnold of Petworth, postmarked 27th March 191 1. See Old Petworth Traders (8)
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Lifting Andr ith’ for chyard with the help of A : ants.
ifting Andrew Smith’s tombstone in Kirdford Churchyard wi e help of Andrew;s descendants With(sut) the Petwarth Saciety on Ambersharm Comman in Augiist

L=R are Mick Maguire, Albert Ayling, Brian Clarke
Photograph courtesy of Tony Sanders, Photograph by lan Godsmark.
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The audit room at Petworth House set out for the Society’s Annual Dinner in September. Peter's town walk in September,

Photograph by lan Godsmark

Photograph by lan Godsmark
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The John Grimwood memorial concert in October. View from the balcony. Lord Leconfield? Harold Roberts offers no identification.
Photograph by Pearl Godsmark. This study from the 1930s has clearly been torn from a board or mount.
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A humiorous Petworth postcard probably dating from between the wars.
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295

Titchfield Series Convrieht

standing on the bridge over the railway where the track forked to Midhurst to
wallow in the smoke that rose from the shunting engines. Bread and jam
sandwiches and we could be out for the day.

But here I was, alone on the service bus to Petworth. I had been put on at
Chichester and would be collected at Petworth. Why the change of scene?
Looking back, I suspect that Mother was having another baby — not a subject for
an inquisitive eight year old in 1945. Petworth. It's as vivid to me nearly seventy
years on, as it is difficult to recall in any detail. It remains simply an over-powering
impression. Names are long gone except for Lily Hall with whom [ was to stay:
Her husband worked as a cowman on the farm and there was a son named David
who was roughly my own age. Rightly or wrongly the farm is indelibly fixed in
my mind as being on a hill. Whenever I think of it [ think of Jack and Jill and of
the water being drawn from the well. The bucket as it came up seemed alive with
“pollywogs” which [ understood to be mosquito larvae. I imagine the water had
to be boiled before use. | don't know. I didn’t ask, and no one was going to tell
me. At Fishbourne we children were quite used to drinking stream water when
we were out playing.

My abiding memory of Petworth is the hill to the farm and the cobbles.
Perworth meant cobbles. I'd never come across such a thing before and I can still
feel the strangeness of first walking on them. My mother had given me sixpence
spending money but [ think this had to last for the time of my stay, some three
weeks. Once I went into the chemist’s to spend some of my sixpence on Horlicks
tablets. Unlike ordinary sweets they weren't on ration. [t was while at Petworth
that [ learned to play cards — rummy, but what I did otherwise | can’t remember. 1
certainly never became involved with the farm; [ never saw the cows being milked

by hand then of course. Women tended to stay at home in those days and [ was
probably kept largely indoors.

| have the idea that Mother and Lily had met when they were working at
Goodrowes in Chichester with farm machinery. Not unlikely with so many men
away at the war. There was a field next to Goodrowes where a circus appeared
periodically. I never liked circuses.

The Petworth weeks passed and it was back on the bus and Fishbourne again,
and the evacuees, “refugees” I tend to call them. They were a little older and a
little wilder then I was. Fag cards in abandoned shelters, standing them up against
the wall and flicking cards at them. What you knocked down would be yours. Or
“flicker” which depended on how far you could flick your card with the index
finger. In addition to pre-war cards, there were “Turf” cigarettes from which
you'd cut out the blue back on the inside packing to make your card. Footballers
and other personalities of the time. The evacuees had “acquired” a real bow and
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pictures, more often we’d go up to the tack room after tea and help clean mud and
dirt and wipe off the leathers.

Hunting went on after war was declared in 1939, stopping, [ would guess about
1941. Henry Webber, the head groom, also lived in the stable complex. As the
war progressed, the stables themselves tended to be used by the military for
storage and the few horses that remained went down to Flathurst on the Horsham
Road.

Bill Barnes, who, in the 1930’s, had driven Lady Leconfield as required, and
taught the Leconfield ‘s two adopted children to ride was called up, but Dad who
had badly ulcerated legs caused by long years of breaking in horses, was declared
unfit for service. By this time he was driving for his lordship but the shortage of
petrol restricted Lord Leconfield’s driving to essential meetings around the county
and, with the stables largely dormant, Dad worked in the Gardens when Bill
Barnes was called up. I was often up in the Gardens myself and would take Mrs
Streeter her Sunday papers. She had a kind of aviary at the back in what, I believe,
had once'been an old dairy.

Mrs Barnes and her son Mervyn remained in the stables flat, and I or my
brother Jim would sometimes stay the night up there to keep them company. 1
suppose I would not long have left school at this time. The war had brought great
change: up to 1939 the stables had been fully occupied by named horses, many
bought by Lord Leconfield on trips to Ireland; he would select them personally
and have them shipped over. The agent for this was Harold Field, a corn and seed
merchant who had premises where the motel is now just off the Westhampnett
roundabout. Dad would sometimes meet Field at the meet, although the latter
wasn't a regular supporter, and they would exchange notes about how the horses
were progressing. Dad’s involvement certainly didn't end there; the horses, when
they arrived from Ireland, needed to be broken in and this was no light matter. He
and Bill Barnes did this together out in the Park in front of the House.

With the war ending, Dad would resume as chauffeur and inevitably this would
lead to a certain bond between master and employee. Lord Leconfield remained
pretty fit until his last illness. At this time his lordship bought one of the then new
Land Rovers and either Dad or Mr Cross would take his lordship out, say to Annie
Blaker high on the downs at Tegleaze then leave his lordship to make his own way
home with his dog, looking in on his tenants or his workmen on the way.

Jumbo Taylor was talking to the Editor:

42 Petworth Society Magazine No. |46

The Petworth Society quiz — answers

George IV

Napoleon

A sunken world off the coast of Cornwall
Kensitas

Captain Webb

A fish

A waitress in a Lyons Corner Shop

An apple

Little John

. He'd sold his mother's only cow
. Alice
2. Black
3. During the Boer war
. Primrose
. Velazquez
. Job
. Venice
. Perch, Pike
. Gray’s Elegy
. One of the Three Musketeers
21, Nine
. St Luke
3. Diogenes
. Sherry

. He never refers to her by her Christian name
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A rather more expansive view of Saddlers Row than on our cover picture
It may be a few years later in date. G. Pellett has the shop on the corner.
The postcard carries no attribution.
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