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he Stag Inn 1939, See "lrate tradesmen at Balls Cross.”

Original photograph by George Garland.
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Chairman’s notes

An older Petworth will remember fraught bypass days. Town Hall meetings that
generated heat but an uncertain light: deeply held conviction and rampaging ego
in uneasy conjunction. As chairman of this Society I sought to strike a balance
between my own, essentially partisan, convictions and an attempt at consensus, It
would be presumptuous to claim that the Society helped to soothe tensions but
we did try.

[t's 2015. Do I see another potentially damaging division? | hope not. Certainly |
see an older, perhaps bemused, Petworth looking at a new generation of movers
and shakers and saying, “Who are these people? Do I know them?” It’s a cry that
has echoed through these ancient streets before, and will, no doubt, do so again. It
would be all too easy for this Society, conservative (small ‘¢’) and tradition based as
it is, to take up the cry. It cannot and must not.

Petworth will always accept, indeed requires, new faces and new ideas but new
voices do need to engage with the spirit of the town they claim to serve. The spirit
of a town will be, of its very essence, indefinable, but elusive as it is, it is there.
Petworth is not the same as anywhere else: no self-respecting small town can see
itself in these terms. If new voices are perceived, however unjustly, as a mere layer
on the surface of the town, the whole town becomes dislocated.

With Magazine space so desperately short [ have had to withhold a great deal of
material until March, and I do not offer a separate account of the Society dinner.
Suffice to say that Tom Dommett gave his usual sparkling update on a season’s
archaeology in the Park. He has the seemingly effortless gift of conveying
fascinating technical matters in plain language. The weather had been unkind and
Capability Brown had been more efficient in removing buildings like the Duke of
Somerset’s stables than a 21st century archaeologist might have wished. Master of
the Queen’s Horse, racehorse owner, Newmarket habitué, virtually all physical
trace of the proud Duke’s stables and formal garden had fallen to Capability
Brown'’s diligence,

The weather was reasonable, the meal perfect, the company jovial, the quiz just
right: the dinner remains perhaps the quintessential Society event.

Re Magazine 161 Jeremy Godwin notes Richard Peters’ tendency (page 14, 15)
to spell double consonants as single. Hence “cuting” for “cutting”, hence “toping”
will be topping a rivet i.e. putting on or removing a top. Jeremy also notes that
John Dawtrey was buried in the Bartons in 1936 as was his wife Alice (1932)
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Re Tony Penfold’s note about the dog’s grave in the Gog. Gina Clark writes, “1
have this photo of myself [Barbara Rainbow] with Tony's niece [Celia Manning] in
front of me. Pat Standing is on the left of the photo and the boy is, I think, John
Tiller. The photo will have been taken about 1952." [I do not know this
photograph but it will probably have been taken by George Garland. Ed.]

Peter

Mr Mike Hubbard — a letter

“Criccieth”
11 Dawtrey Road

7/9/2015
Dear Peter,
It is with great sadness and reluctance that [ write to resign as Society Town Crier.

[ have held the post for eight years having originally told you that I would give it a
go for two. | am now 79 and not too good on my pins, but have had many a good
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laugh. I've twice been told to “bugger of” by shift workers who have been
disturbed by my crying and ringing the bell. When I started a lady said to me in
Austens, “Mike is it right that you have taken on as Society crier? You're over 70.” I
told her that William Gladstone was well in his eighties when he secured a fourth
term as Prime Minister and coped very well.

As Town Crier | have met lots of nice people, attended at weddings, fetes, twice
at hundredth birthday celebrations, Bignor Park, Midhurst, often at Bronnie
Cunningham’s Art Shows, Ebernoe Horn Fair, Ivan Wadey’s Macmillan events at
Butcherland. Ivan has been a friend of mine for over fifty years.

All the money given to me has been donated to charity: The Royal British
Legion, R.S.P.C.A, the Blind, the Nepal Earthquake Appeal, the Salvation Army
and Help for Heroes.

I must also thank my wife June who has kept my uniform in tip top order with
all the washing and ironing, also the lovely feathers in my tricorn hat after they
were soaked and needed very special care to dry them out without damage.

The first event I did in the town, I hired a costume from a fancy dress shop in
Storrington. On leaving home quite chuffed with my turnout I was met by two
young boys who shouted, “Are you a pirate mister?” A third boy said, “No, he ain’t
a pirate he’s got two legs and no parrot on his shoulder.”

Peter, I shall miss the crying but have had a lovely journey doing it, having had
lots of fun with lots of people. I wish all the best to my successor and hope that he
will enjoy the appointment as much as I have.

Yours sincerely

Mike

Meanwhile I'm sure everyone will join me in wishing Mike a happy retirement. Ed
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lan’s Bignor Hill walk.
20th July

The walkers gather in the car park, ready to leave a Petworth which seems awash
with visitors. One of summer’s minor ironies. The walk is scheduled for Bignor
Hill but Ian says the heather on Ambersham Common is in full bloom. Sudden
change of plan? Ian decides to stick with Plan A.

Cars travelling south on a sunny afternoon, narrow roads through the sleeping
sunlit southern villages, then up the narrow track to the summit. We’ve been here
before, certainly, but not of late years. Time to look at Jon Edgar’s sculpture in
progress then to the sea glinting in the distance, to descry the Isle of Wight, the
high-rise flats at Bognor, then, turning round, Pulborough away to the right and,
yes, in a haze, the blunted tower of Petworth church.

Soon we re tramping the stony paths between fast ripening crops. It’s a warm
day, but up here there’s a steady breeze. Barley heads sigh in the wind. A great
stand of rosebay in full pink bloom. We think of the army of colonising seeds that
same wind will soon carry away. Up a slight incline: two walkers have come all the
way from Storrington but will be picked up at Bignor.

Into the enveloping shade of Houghton forest. A notice voices opposition to 75
proposed holiday lodges. We meet no one in the quiet woods. The inevitable dog’s
mercury and honeysuckle hanging down into the path. Again we're walking
slightly uphill. Eventually we make way for a lone cyclist. lan has somehow
brought us round in a circle. Anyone for an optional minor circuit? Freya the
deerhound sits this one out. A runner plods by. We're back at Bignor.

%

Linda and Ian’s Ambersham walk.
16th August

Last month we'd almost chosen Ambersham in place of the advertised Bignor Hill
but after a hurried consultation we’d decided to stay with Bignor Hill. lan thought
the heather would still be in bloom in mid-August. Ambersham is familiar
territory but walks don’t have to cover uncharted ground for us, there’s a certain
comfort in the permutation of path, track, heather, gorse and grey sand that is
Ambersham. We don't take the A272 but come via Selham. There’s a glider
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Anne of Cleves house ¢. [927
A photograph by George Garland. The famous motor-cycle and sidecar are parked outside
Mrs Garland appears to be reading a newspaper!
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itself.

All too soon we re making our way downhill to the magnificent Southover
gardens. Still basking in the late summer sunshine — blue salvias en masse, a
magnificent dahlia border, a knot garden with densely planted geraniums. Finally
to Anne of Cleves House. Somehow I contrive to miss the introductory talk. I fall
into conversation with the gardener — Peter as it appears. He knows our plant it’s
Tithonia “Torch” the Mexican sunflower, a half-hardy that can be raised from seed.
I finally catch up with the genial Martin and he says the same.

[t appears that the house was simply one of a number made over by Henry VIII
to Anne. We have the run of the house. A kaleidoscope of impressions, I can’t
even begin to describe it.

I don't really know what the Society is supposed to do (have I ever?) but
whatever it does or doesn't do, it puts on great outings. Thanks very much Debby
and Gordon.

Reflections on the counterpane.

19th September

Perhaps it needs the sun to bring the late September Museum to life. Perhaps not.
The early afternoon sun suffuses the upstairs bedroom, casting the shadow of the
window frame on the counterpane of the bed or on the glass of the sampler on
the far wall. The stone hot water bottle offers silent premonition of winter to
come. Crucifix and holy water, a Roman Catholic lady's humble bedroom in 1910.

There are voices downstairs. I later find it’s two marshalls from the Alzheimers
walk in Petworth Park. I don't usually “do” upstairs and am never quite sure I'm
not repeating what visitors have already been told. Here’s a couple from Horsham.
After a while we go up the narrow stairs to survey the town from the I ligh Street
heights. What are these two round holes drilled in the floorboards? I don’t know; I
was told once it was something to do with rats. I can't really see how.

Somehow I find myself conducting a tour of the garden. The erysimum strike a
chord - “Bowles Mauve"” someone says. A modern hybrid but they seem to fit and
they've bloomed solidly since Easter. The gazania have opened to greet the
autumn sunlight. They've big robust glossy leaves, but will they last the winter
again? The late sowing of antirrhinum is still in reluctant bud. Can you still await
blooming at “slow sad Michaelmas” - or come to that do Michael and his angels
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CHRISTMAS CROSSWORD Petworth on film?

14 Cheering sight on a cold night The British Film Institute (BFI) has made available on the Internet, free of charge,

(3.4)

15 One of Santa's reindeer - has a
bit of a turn as he cuts a caper! (7) ' are interesting because they illustrate places as they used to be, or a way of life
16 An original item to find in your

a number of old amateur films which have come into their possession and which

el which is of interest to social historians. Petworth currently features on two of
o ' them.
To watch these films you need a computer on which you search: “BFI”. When

e I given the option you then click on “BFI Player” and this will take you to “Britain
Winston? (5) on Film. Explore the Map”. If you click to explore the map, a map of England
comes up, and if you click on the place that interests you, all the amateur films set
in that place will come up. In the case of Petworth there are currently two. The
first is “Do You Know Your Sussex?” (1955) which I haven't yet watched. It is half
an hour long and apparently features Petworth amongst other places. The other,
shorter, film is “Portrait of Petworth” (1971) which, perhaps unsurprisingly,
concentrates particularly on the traffic problem. Amongst other local scenes it
shows cars of the period driving through the cut between the Leconfield Hall and
the supermarket, as they did in those days. No indication is given who made the
film.

Of course, you can click on other places to see what films come up, Midhurst or

ACROSS 20 A jolly fellow! (4) SOLUTION TO FARMING Pulborough for example, though for some places all you get is another reference
“All | want for Christmas'? rds (1) CROSSWORD b . ‘ £ : 3
e s o to Do You Know Your Sussex?” because it features several places. I understand

| | Siar Iz & - . : = .
livered in one (4) ACROSS that more films are being archived by the BFI on a regular basis. Perhaps there are
! : 4 Ploughing, 7 Limbo, ¢

10 Run, | | Raddl

magic makes for Society members with cine film of events in the area which the BFI might be
(4)
25 Dep story — as in a nativity

.4, interested in “digitizing’ for public release. Your old home movies could yet win
play for example (8 | A ' you an Oscar.

DOWN 30 Southdown
2 How Mary an allec

on the long to Bethlehem? ( : ) A
o | Sussex, 2 Ensnare, 3 Tiddlers,

Andrew Brooke
DOWN

3 She's top of the tree! (5) | |
5 Loom, 6 Harvest, 8 Frog

4 For a good apple crop this she : _Il SO 6. ety L

\ ! |2 Leased, |5 Hu / Stag Parl

Jat Christits (7). : - George Eade — Druggist and Chemist

19 Rivulet, 20 Bigenor,

5 See lac ; ; o
22 Mare, 24 Nobody, 25 Crow

6 Help - Santa's got stuck up
therel/(7) | am looking for information about a George Eade who was a Druggist and
Chemist based in Goswell Road, Finsbury but who was born in Petworth in about
1815/ 16.

He married Ann Ashdown on the 6th May 1841 at St George's Church,
Gravesend. Ann was born in 1815/16 in Gravesend.

The couple had nine children — George in 1842, John in 1843, Mary Ann in 1845,

7 An unusual gift — six of them! (5)
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“My guide seemed puzzled ...”

I was two years old when I was evacuated. My mother brought me down from
Putney. It would be the very beginning of the war. I was one of some six evacuees
taken in by a Miss Scrimgeour who had a big house on the hill at Woolbeding. The
others, I think, were a little older than I was. | remained with Miss Scrimgeour for
a couple of years or so until [ was four. I hardly saw my parents during this time
and my elder sister was evacuated to Sunderland where my mother had a relative.
I saw so little of my sister that in later years when [ saw her it took some time to
work out who she was. I don’t know whether Miss Scrimgeour died but I was told
that [ was going to Petworth House. It was 1943,

Obviously my memory of Woolbeding in hazy but I do recall lying in bed in
what seemed a kind of conservatory with other children and looking through the
glass to the Downs. There was a matron and [ would lie there watching explosions
in the sky above me. Yes, I went to school after a while. Stedham? Midhurst? |
don't know.

Petworth memories are a little clearer. The most persistent is of being hidden
“under the stairs” when there was an air-raid alert. Coming back to Petworth
some three years ago, [ asked about this. My guide seemed puzzled, then took me
down into the cellars — not usually open to the public and | realised I had been
placed in the cellars. | can remember Sunday morning church at Petworth and
coming back to the House to sit round while someone played the piano. Then it
was time for dinner. Lord Leconfield? Perhaps the name rings the faintest of bells

no more. When the war ended [, with another boy, was still at the House. My
parents seemed curiously reluctant to come for me and I hardly knew them.

I ended up being fostered by Mrs Denyer at Upperton while my companion
went to Duncton. Mrs Denyer had two children, Helen and Colin, rather older
than I was, twelve or thirteen perhaps. The house was sharp on the right as you
turned the bend. I never saw Mr Denyer — perhaps he was still away in the war. |
got on very well with Helen and Colin and we'd follow the bend and go down into
the Park to play. Mrs Denyer was extremely kind to me and was effectively a
surrogate mother. She was a lovely lady and each morning she’d take me down the
hill to Tillington School. I don't remember much of that except, curiously, the
orangey flock overcoat [ had at the time. [ was ten when I was finally collected by
my mother. We went to Pulborough to meet her and return to Streatham where
my parents were now living. I now had two younger siblings. The war had totally
dislocated my relationship with my parents and I left home altogether when I was
sixteen.

[ didn’t keep up with the Denyer family but I went back once unannounced
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"The open road!' Bignor Hill 20th July.

Photograph by lan Godsmark as are the four following
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"Petworth Fair' at the St Mary's Flower Festival in August. "The Cottage Museum Garden." St Mary's Flower Festival,
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'|\'J';.\ Mar jorie Short
Bottom — Mrs Pullen’s

Manorie's pencil note has faded badly
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when [ was passing through with my wife. It would perhaps be ten years on. I
knocked on the door but there was no answer. I waited about and no one came.
was left only with memories of a lovely lady.

John Napier was talking to the Editor
With thanks to Janet Austin for putting us in touch.

Postscript:

Speaking to me later on the telephone. jJohn remembers climbing a tree in the orchard at
Woolbeding with some older children, falling on some barbed wire and cutting himself badly just
over the eye. He was "told off" for his pains and still carries the scar. At Pe -th he has a vague

memory of a picnic on the lawns, the children sitting in a circle, some of them reading.

I

On finding Sabina Melville

Regular readers of this Magazine will remember Sabina Melville's five pieces on
her early days at Roundwick Farm, Ebernoe.! As Editor of PSM I had been given a
typescript originally handed to Frances Abraham at the Ebernoe School Reunion
in 2006. At a distance of several years and having been preoccupied at the time
with organising the event, Frances had little recollection of being given the
typescript and only an address for the writer.

Several years on from 2006 I felt the typescript would be of interest to this
Society and wrote to the address given. There was no reply. I published in
instalments, making very minor corrections and stated that we would
acknowledge copyright if Sabina Meville or anyone else established contact. No
one did.

The PSM has a wide and sometimes random readership and this Magazine can
end up in some unlikely places. While waiting for an appointment Lesley Burgess
happened on a stray copy of PSM. She picked it up to pass the time and was
astonished to see her Aunt Sabina as a contributor. Sabina had died in a nursing
home a year before. Born in 1923, she had been in her early nineties and had been
the second youngest of the Baker family of 13 at Roundwick Farm, Ebernoe,
Lesley’s mother, now in her 91st year, being the youngest. As often the case with
such large families, the eldest had already left home before the youngest arrived
and the family became widely dispersed. Most seem to have left the immediate
area except for Maurice who may have attended the 2006 reunion and seems to
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have been involved in some way with cricket at Ebernoe. Lesley did not know all
her uncles and aunts, of whom one went to New Zealand, another was killed at
Anzio in 1943 while another served in the Grenadier Guards and died in 1946.
Perhaps of all the family Lesley remembered her Aunt Sabina although she saw
her only very rarely. Sabina had served in the A T.S. and married a soldier. Lesley
could remember as a very small child going to see her aunt and uncle near Capel.
As Lesley’s father managed a farm at Milland and worked Sundays such visits were

very unusual. Lesley could however remember coming home from work when her

parents were living at Passfield near Liphook and finding Sabina on an unexpected
visit. Lesley does not remember seeing her again but she remained her favourite
and would always ask for news of her. She remembers her as homely and
approachable, something that comes over from her writing.

|.PSM |56-160.

Roundwick Farm in 1925,
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In search of Eleanor Boniface

Below is a story from Some People of Hogg’s Hollow by Eleanor Boniface. Given the
shortage of space in the PSM, this may appear a little extravagant in so far as the
setting of the story is in Milland, which is where the author was born, but I have
taken this step to try and draw attention to this important yet elusive writer, and in
the hope that somebody may be able to tell us something more about her.

It would seem that Eleanor was born in 1880 and spent her younger years in
service in Liss, and later at Liphook in 1911. She married in 1918 but her life after
Liphook is mostly unknown, except for her books and poetry. At some time she
became immersed in Welsh folklore and tradition, and so it seems possible that
she went to live in Wales.

Her first known work and, arguably, her masterpiece, is Some People of Hogg's
Hollow (Blackwell 1924) — now an extremely rare book. Eleanor also wrote a few
stories for Sussex County Magazine in the early 1930s, and these, like her book, are
entirely narrated in West Sussex dialect. She is also the author of S’Nellie’s Welsh
Fairy Tales (Welsh Outlook Press 1929) — a collection of tales which were originally
published in the Welsh Outlook magazine, and definitely not aimed at children. 1
am indebted to Shaun Cooper for sending me a copy of his article about Eleanor
Boniface which was published in the Milland News last year, and we hope to have
a much fuller article about her in the PSM in 2016.

Mrs Jolly
by Eleanor Boniface

Mrs Jolly — and a more inappropriate name she could not have had — has been
partly bedridden these thirty years, but the sky and nature still appear bright to
her, and her neighbours and their doings are still of vital, though critical interest.

Many years ago a departing Vicaress said to me, “Do if you can go and see Mrs
Jolly sometimes and read to her a little. She is such a good church-woman: read
the Bible and — oh, just children’s stories; she is, I fear, rather simple.”

For years [ went, for she “didn’t mind,” she said, if I did, for no one else came to
see her; and we solemnly went through Collect, Epistle, and Gospel for the day,
with a low “thank you” at the end of it.

All other reading she flatly said “No” to, nor would she talk. After many aeons
of boredom on both sides, one sunny afternoon when the heat was intense and
life hardly seemed worth living, I grew desperate, and at the end of Gospel before
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the last time she played the old cockney. She died the following year, in hospital at
Chichester.

Shaun Cooper

L -

“Mabel Constanduros at home in West Burton.”

Photograph by G, G, Garland

[News of the passing of Raymond Harris came only as this Magazine was in printing.
An appreciation will appear in March. Ed.|
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