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‘Warning. Bridge dangerous. Keep off'. Rotherbridge, possibly in the early 1950s. Hungers Lane is

just out of shot to the right. See 'Fatal Accident at Petworth' on page 47. Photographer unknown.

FRONT COVER BACK COVER
Soldiers on Bury Hill in about |900. A facsimile of an advertisement in the Farmers
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A late Victorian lantern slide. Weekly in 1975, See page 33
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CHAIRMAN’S NOTES

[ have sometimes allowed pictures to speak for themselves. hence there is no formal
account of the Society dinner at Petworth House, returning after a brief absence. |
hope the slightly adjusted format will become a pattern for future years. Similarly, I
give no detailed commentary on the rededication of the Boys’ School memorial, 77
years to the day since the tragedy. the service was beautifully conducted by Father
Mark and there was a very large attendance in indifferent weather that mirrored
that of the day itself in 1942. While not technically a Society event, there was a
particular resonance for many Society members.

We do not normally make formal recognition of the passing of members but 1
feel an exception should be made in the case of Jenni Leslie. For some years Jennie
with her husband Kim have made the monthly journey to Petworth from their
home in Middleton to receive books brought in on the day of the Book Sale and
box them ready to be sorted for the next month. It was appropriate that three Book
Sale regulars made the journey to Middleton for the funeral service. The Society
has lost a great friend and a regular attender at meetings and walks. It is good to
know that KKim says he is prepared to continue to come up and help us.
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Thank you for the music — the songs we’re singing

Rosemary Thompson

We understand that singing is good for us, not only for its physical benefits, but
when singing with others, the social aspect can be important too.

Choirs have sprung up everywhere in the last few years, but the Tillington
Funsingers are a bit different. They are actually not a choir, but just a group of
people from Tillington and the surrounding area who said that they loved to sing
but weren’t very good and only wanted to sing for fun. Now, four years later that
small group has grown and they still meet to enjoy their music, refreshments and
each other’s company. They do not ‘perform’ (except last year for the Petworth
Friendship Centre) but are going to entertain us at the Society’s Christmas Evening
on December 16th, along with contributions from other talented friends. .

Come and join them for entertainment, raffle and refreshments.

Epitaph
Miles Costello

The following elegy appeared in the Birmingham Journal of 21 May 1864. [ wonder
if anyone can shed light on the whereabouts of the tomb, or indeed the identity of
either Honest John Crump or the anonymous author of the lament.

Petworth Churchyard.

Once ruddy and plump

But now a pale lump

Beneath this soft clump

Lies Honest John Crump,

Who wished his neighbour no evil,
Although by death’s thump

He is laid on his rump,

Yet up he shall jump

When he hears the last trump

And triumph o’er death and the devil,

Opposite. Petworth Boys' School gardening in about 1917, See page 44,
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is now. I used to attend the dancing lessons given by Miss Whitcomb at the Club
Room in the High Street next to the White Hart pub. 1 remember learning the
Charleston there with a girl named Vera Curtiss who lived in Middle Street. We
had to perform our dance in the Iron Room where Vera was dressed as the man
in top hat and tails and me as the lady with a long red wig and flowing dress. 1
still had the wig until very recently as well as the record player that we used. Miss
Whitcomb lived in Percy Terrace in Grove Street.

When we moved to South Grove the houses were brand new and Mum chose
the one that I live in now. The green in front of the houses was tarmac in those
days. All of the tenants were local families — there were Tipladys, Charmans,
Garratts, Smiths, Wakefords, Savage, Talbot, of course Georgie Garland, Ball,
and Bartlett just to name a few, of course there have been many other families
come and go over the vears. After all, I have lived here for ninety years and seen
many changes. When we moved in, there was hardly anything between us and the
town. Wyndham and Dawtrey Roads and the ‘new’ estate across the road would
come much later.

When South Grove was built there were no electric lights or gas in any of the
houses. In fact we had a large oil lamp which father had brought with us from the
High street which he had used when hairdressing. There were two black stoves
in the house for cooking and heat and a copper in the corner of the kitchen for
heating water for washing clothes or the bath.

The old gasworks were just across Station Road and when a dog was put down
by the vet it would be sent to there to be cremated and you knew when it was
happening because we could smell it at South Grove. Ern Andrews, who lived
next door to us worked there. We bought our coke from the gasworks where it
had been :1]1'L".Ni}' used once and we would push a pram down and Mum would try
to work out who was on that day, as if it was a friend they would put a sack of fresh
coal in with the coke.

When | left school at fourteen it was a Saturday and the very next day I started
work at Daintrey house in East Street. The house was divided into two in those

day,s the Daintrey’s having one part while the other was occupied by the two Miss

Hastings who | worked for. The job was live-in and I was expected to do all of

the housekeeping and cooking, a lot of work for a still young girl and for which
| was paid eight shillings out of which 1 had to give my mum some as she did my
washing. [ was really quite lonely and so occasionally my sister Daphne would
come and stay the night to keep me company and we would sleep top to tail in my
bed. My employees did not know that Daphne stayed over and probably would
not have approved so we would rise early and she would be gone long before the
rest of the house were up and none the wiser for it. On a S;lim’(lﬂ}' I was allowed

company for tea if | liked.

8 Petworth Society Magazine No. | 78

After about eighteen months my employers informed me that they were moving
away and asked if I wanted to go with them but of course I was still voung and |
didn’t want to go, so I looked for another position, There was nothing local so 1
;lppliud for and gota job at | lenley Common near Fernhurst. Well, the house was
a good couple of miles off the main road and quite some walk just to get there.
[ had to be up at 6 o’clock each morning and have everything out ready for the
cook. I was a between maid or a ‘tweeny’ as they are sometimes called and not
much more than a skivvy. It was hard work but once a year the family would have
a week away and | would go with them. The first year it was Hayling Island and
the second the Isle of Wight, it was quite a treat. Because the cook didn’t come
| would do the cooking which I suppose was something of a promotion even for
a short while.

When the second world war began on we had an evacuee move in with us while
Dad went and stayed with a relative of his in London. Dad had learnt to lay bricks
and so he was helping to repair bomb-damaged buildings. I remember him saying

that most of the damage was to corner buildings which were quite often public

'Shortly after the
casing fact

work — | kind of deliberately missed the van tha

loan Fines (en the right) and some o

during the second world war.

Petworth Society Magazine No. [ /8













was published in the newspaper, 3rd May 1951. It concerned a man who lived at
Turners Hill, near Crawley, who used to have his orchard wassailed in the spring.
This cannot be an anomaly, because in an item in the Worthing Herald in 1926
about a band called The Downland Musikers, it was reported that they played

the old Sussex Wassail song: ©...which was sometimes sung at the ‘wassailing’ of

the orchards in the spring.” ® Furthermore, apple trees were also wassailed in the

spring at the Surrey village of Newdigate, which is just about eight miles from
Turners Hill. These three references are surprising, because books about folklore
say that wassailing only took place in midwinter, between Christmas and Old
Twelfth Night; and vet, around Crawley at least, it was carried out in the spring,
on both sides of the Sussex-Surrey border.

Curiously, although wassailing disappeared in most parts of Sussex (and Kent)
in the late 19th century, it continued to be carried out in some places in the other
cider-making counties, such as Devon, Somerset, and Herefordshire. The custom
was maintained at Duncton until about 1919, and in nearby Sutton a group of boys
went wassailing in January 1922, to help raise money for a certain local hospital.®
But elsewhere in Sussex, for example at Pulborough, the term ‘wassailing’ had, by
then, generally just come to mean carol singing.

In 1935, an article in the Sussex Agricultural Express noted that: ‘During
Christmas, the farm labourers of the western part of this county, after the day’s
toil is ended, assemble in a group for the purpose of wassailing the apple trees,’ &
~ but it seems now unlikely that this was still happening in the 1930s, and I think
the Eastbourne Herald was probably being wildly optimistic when, as late as 1940,
it said that the tradition had °...lingered in Chailey parish and possibly lingers
soill =

The beginning of the end of wassailing had begun more than a century earlier,
when Napoleon Bonaparte was defeated at Waterloo in 1815, and suddenly there
were all those French wines coming to Britain again. Cider apples had been the
principal crop of rural West Sussex for about five hundred years by then, especially
during the wars with France — and big orchards needed lots of workers. But
following Waterloo, the demand for cider dropped, many orchards were sold and
levelled to be used for more profitable crops, and so the number of labourers
working on the cider farms began to fall. Indeed, by the census returns of 1841,
there was nowhere in Sussex where cider was still being made on a commercial
scale; and when the old gang of wassailers at Duncton went out, on what was to
be the last round of the orchards they ever made, in the winter at the end of 1919,
there were only three of them left, and their chief, the son of Richard Knight, no
longer even lived in the parish.”

This winter then, of zo1g, almost certainly marks the passing of a hundred

years, since the last time the orchards were wassailed the old way at Duncton, or
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indeed anywhere else in the county.

The orchards there had been famous for their

cider apples — and other farms in the region, at Kirdford, Wisborough Green,

and Bignor had all had equally significant orchards, and so it secems likely that if

wassailing had not survived as long as it did at Duncton, then it would have been

last recorded at some other village in this part of the county, between Kirdford,

Northchapel and Sutton, because,

growing Sussex cider apples.

WSG — West Sussex Gazette

With the exception of the items in the Sussex
Daily News and the Daily Mail, all of the
information from newspapers here comes from
the British Newspaper Archive online,

I. Brighton Gazette |2 October 1865.

2. Eastbourne Gazette 27 December |882.

3. WSG |5 ]4[‘.u£_'.|'y 1891.

4. The Folklore of Devon by Ralph Whitlock,

1977

5 Ad\fem.,| es of a Quiet Man' by Arthur

Beckett, in SL;SH:‘.\' County Magazine Vol. 4, page

233;and also in his book with the same title,

published in1933.

6. My source was Mid Sussex Times 22 July

1 890.

7. 'Of Howlers and Howling' by W. . Dore-

Dennis, in Sussex County Magazine Vol 26
-ember|952, page 572

8. Still at Horsted Keynes early |880s: WSG

4 M: 1920.

9. ‘Wassall the Trees' by L. N. Candlin; in Sussex

County Magazine Vol. 25, December |1951.The

phrase ‘'making sweet music’ was also often used

by huntsmen to describe the discordant sound

of the cries of hounds, mixed with shrill hunting

horns, as they pursued the fox or a deer

10. Bexhill-on-Sea Observer 25 December

1915,

1. WSG 25 December 1913.The word ‘enow’

means enough

12. Sevenoaks Chronicle and Kentish Advertiser

2 February |917.

13. Daily Mail 24 December 1919.

14. 'Disappearing Sussex' by Miss E. Kensett, in

West Sussex County Times 20 May 1922,
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clearly,

this region has the best farmland for

I15. Sussex County Magazine,Vol. |5, January
194 1. The man was born in 1836 and grew
up on Kings Farm and Princes Farm in VWest
Chiltington. The letter was written by his son.
16. WSG | | January |906;
‘vowling's WSG 29 April 1920
17. WSG 29 April 1920.
18. WSG 4 January 1951.The Mrs Paddick
articles were written as by 'A Sussex VWoman'
the same one who wrote about howling in the
Daily Mail in 1919: Lilian F. Ramsey:

WSG |8 January 1951,
20. 'Apple Tree Wassailing' by M. Large,
Proceedings of the Dorset Natural History
and Archaeological Society Vol. 93, 1971, pages
252-257.
21. pagan; WSG 24 December |93
22. tree must die: Bexhill-on-Sea Observer
12 January 1924
23. Worthing Herald 8 May |926.
24. Newdigate: Dorking & Leatherhead
Advertiser |6 November 1901, which quotes
Black’s Guide to Surrey (1883).
25. Chichester Observer |10 |January 1923,
26. There was a letter in WSG 6 January|910
about children in Pulborough who called
themselves wassailers when they were just carol
SINgINg.
27. Sussex Agricultural
1935,
28. Eastbourne Herald 28 December 940,
At Chailey, trees were wassailed on Christmas

Express 20 December

Eve.

29. Sussex Daily News 8 January 1919,
According to a letter in WSG 3 May 1951, the
last time the trees were wassailed at Duncton
was in 1919.

PETWORTH SOCIETY CROSSWORD

Compiled by Debby Stevenson. Solution on page 4/

ACROSS

6 Farm worker gets the hump
a long way down the field

(?)

7 ...and feeling very down in
this place (5)

1o First patron saint of
England commemorated on
20th November (6)

11 See 8 down (5)

12 Toronto Scottish dog
mascot buried at Brinksole (4)
14 Herb of regret (3)

15 & 19 Mottisfont Priory is
famous for thse (4, 7)

17 Church feature lost in

1947 (7)

19 See |5 (/)

22 Cosy corner of a pub (4)
23 Suit: |ulr\ clue (3)

24 Animal's |E3'-'; joint (4)

War nurse — subject of
Soc ety lecture (

31 An unusual h ‘mme{l
feature in David Bramwell's

lecture (9)
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Horticulture and the Regency lady

Keith Thompson

We had a number of titles for Kate Felus’s talkto the Society in September. . . : . <F Left.

T , One of Humphrey Repton's Red Books.
This one, measuring 22 x 285 mm.,, is now in
Doncaster Museum and Art Gallery,

The posters announced ‘A Lady Gardener of the Eighteenth Century’, the
Activity Sheet “The Eighteenth-Century Lady Gardener’ and when she started,
Kate put up ‘Humphrey Repton and Horticulture as recreation for the Regency

Lady’ on the screen. Below.

Woburn Abbey, Bedfordshire. A detail from
page 220 of volume | of The County Seats of the
Noblemen and Gentlemen of Great Britain and
Ireland, by Francis Orpen Morris (1870). Original
held and digitised by the British Library. Both
personally. Repton, making sure what his clients wanted, created his ‘Red Books’, s T N B  pictures from www.commons.wikimedia.org,

The last time Kate came to speak for us was in the bi-centenary year of
Capability Brown’s birth. Humphrey Repton is considered Brown’s successor and
last year was the bi-centenary of his death. But the ways in which they worked
were very different, Brown sending in his own team and secing a project through

T T A T AT e e T AT

e

with ‘before and after’ pictures, often with overlays inserted following discussions
with his clients. He was a gifted watercolourist, depicting polite society in family
garden settings with children being given important roles, being allocated their
own plots, chiefly for growing vegetables, and, it was hoped, being taught
patience, as was fishing.

What about his lady gardeners, who were newly liberated in a changing
society? They wore appropriate clothing for their hands-on work. Botany was
in their educational background. New plants were coming in from all over the
world. The pursuit often made up for something lacking in their lives caused by
dissolute husbands or deaths. ‘Pink Feasts’, precursors of the later lower shows
were increasingly popular.

Among the cighteenth century gardening ladies were Charlotte, Countess of
Bridgewater and Georgiana, Duchess of Bedford. Her Duke had commissioned
quite a modest project for his first wife, but Georgina received a lavish Red Book

depicting Italianate terraces and water features. Their holiday retreat in Devon,
Eastleigh Cottage, was on a smaller scale, quite different from Woburn.

Their legacy lives on today. There is the Duchess of Northumberland’s grand-
scale garden at Alnwick. Lady Exeter’s at Burghley, the Duchess of Norfolk’s
at Arundel and, of course, Lady Egremont’s at Petworth House, all worked by
hands-on lady gardeners.

Our thanks to Kate for her thoroughly researched talk and for answering
questions afterwards, setting us up for the Annual Dinner at Petworth House the

following day.
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Cockshutts and the Bun House

No. 3| in the continuing series of old Petworth traders. Miles Costello

Echoes of The Bun House no longer resonate around the Market Square and
the scent of freshly baked bread which once hung thick in the air has long since
disappeared. The building on the west side of the Square is now an art gallery
but is still fondly remembered by older inhabitants as Knights Bakery. Knights
were the last in a line of bakers stretching back a century who had traded from
the premises. Charles Richardson can briefly be found operating as a confectioner
with ‘refreshment rooms’ from his Market Square shop in 1878 though he is
swiftly followed by one Edgar Barlow who has added beer and wine retailer to
his list of occupations. Barlow’s tenure may also have been short lived for just five
years later Frank Hardham is plying his trade from the property. Unfortunately
Hardham is as anonymous as his predecessors though he is commemorated in a
photograph which shows his name clearly displayed above the shop door.

The early twentieth century saw Sidney Harris take charge of the bakery
and the adjacent beer house, though at the outbreak of war he enlisted into the
Royal Army Service Corps where he spent the duration appropriately working
as a master baker. Sadly like so many of his fellow servicemen he didn’t make it
home for he was caught in the influenza epidemic of 1918 and died in a military
hospital at Hastings. His daughter Faith was born after her father’s death and
Alice his widow carried on the business for a short while before selling it to Robert
Cockshutt.

The new owner clearly saw potential in the business and a period of investment
culminated in 1928 when extensive alterations were made to the property. It is
likely that it was following these improvements that the bakery became known
locally as The Bun House or as Mr Cockshutt proclaimed in a local newspaper
advertisement ‘Ye Olde Bun House’. The Cockshutt reign ended when the business
was sold at auction in Petworth in October 1936. The sale particulars described
it as a ‘licensed premises with an old-world style and elevation to the Square and
considerable frontage. An extensive property with bars, tearooms, shop, bakery,
and living accommodation, in the possession of a six-day beer and wine licence.
Offered as a going concern, with vacant pne\'xrssjun.’ The auction would result in
the property being divided and the beer house purchased by Tamplins the brewers
who would continue with Cockshutts olde-wotld theme by calling the newly
acquired business The Old Square Tavern. The sale would also bring master baker
Fred Knight to the Market Square and with him stability for the next four decades.
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The west side of Petworth Market Square decorated for Queen Victoria's Diamond Jubilee
celebrations in |897. On the far right is the Half Moon inn and the name 'Hardham' is discernible
above the black door to the right of the London and County Bank.

A photograph by Walter Kevis who may have been able to persuade bystanders to remain still
for the long exposure, but the ghostly shape in the foreground suggests he had no such authority
over the local dog population.




Has the PSAM taken on advertising?

Peter Jerrome

Strictly speaking an ephemeron is something that lasts only a single day but
the use of the word has been extended to describe something that despite its
‘ephemeral’ nature, has survived to become of interest. Falling perhaps into this
category are a large number of ‘special offer’ tickets ranging from the immediate
pre-decimalisation period into the 1970s and "8os. Why have they survived? Not
with any view to P sterity, but simply because somehow they were never thrown
away: that's the point of ephemera. In this case they were kept to be used again, or,
more likely, with the specific product name cut off, the numerals might be used to
promote something else.

Some vyears ago the then Chichester District Museum used some of this
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_ QUALITY FOODS
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material in an exhibition. Of their very nature these promotions have a certain
cachet. Almost half a century on, they reflect the last throes of the old pre-decimal
coinage and, indirectly, the inflation that would follow. Much of it is Danish Bacon
Co. material, the Pound Street shop' (now Kissed by Betty) operating under the
company logo ‘Maid Marian’. The Lyons Premium Tea coupon will be a separate

promotion.

|. See Peter Jerrome, Elegy for a Small Shop, (Window Press, 2015).
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Below.

'‘Mrs' Counley, centre, a long-standing house-
keeper at Petworth House in the early part of
the twentieth century. Her two companions
are certainly members of the Whitcomb family
but are unidentified. For 'Mrs' Counley (Mrs

is a courtesy title) see P Jerrome, Those that
are never seen — below stairs at Petworth House,
Window Press, 2018,
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Below.

Another photograph of 'Mrs' Counley,
probably taken at the Whitcomb House

in Pound Street. Again, the identity of her
companion Is unknown.

Both photographs courtesy of Michael Wall,
photographer unknown.

A time-worn photograph of Mary Thayre's
shop in North Street, Petworth. In the doorway
are her her daughters Minnie, left, and Daisy.
Photograph courtesy of Michael Wall,
Photographer unknown.













A few of Roger Wootton's black pocket-books in which he has kept notes of the various projects (Lady Egremont’s words) ‘My husband Max was working in the US during
he has been involved in, both for the Leconfield Estate and the National Trust, the time that the wedding preparations for his sister were taking place. He
remembers his mother ringing him up in Washington with the words “I’'ve found
this marvellous new man.” Max’s first thought was that his mother might have a
possible husband in mind. This was not the case: she had found the new Clerk of
the Works — Mr Wootton’.
Another event in my first year was the Sussex Cattle Society Show on the 15th
of June 1976 described by John Giffin in the last magazine. It was the famous
hot summer — so hot that I remember the bulls being hosed down. There was a
definite South African/ Rhodesian slant and it was a very ambitious and successful
event. The marquees and refreshments were provided by Sussex Cattle Society.
By the mid 1970s with rising agricultural rents, tenant farmers understandably
wanted corresponding farm improvements which were encouraged by government
grants available at that time. Major investment was nceded, new buildings for
overwintering cattle, silage facilities, grain stores, beef units, and the rest. Only
a few tenants insisted on sticking with what they had always had but they were
very much in the minority. A programme of upgrading of farms was instigated:
Battlehurst, Butcherlands, Buckfold, Fisher Street, Hallgate, Crawfold, Marshalls,
Keyfox, Hortons, Kilsham, [.imbo. Mitchell Park, Moor Farm, Osiers, Parkhurst,
River Park, Strood, Soanes Farm, South Dean, almost all needed some attention.

The Estate would itself be the main contractor but we would use independent

Fms Gl sy local contractors extensively.

Fi

o In 1976 Petworth House was being run with Lord Egremont’s secretary Miss
) ; =5 ]

Gordon Williams acting as co-ordinator, supervising the opening of the house
and passing the takings to Mr Brownsey the Leconfield Estate accountant and
thence to the National Trust. Also, in that year, we discussed with the National
Trust Architect Mr Bevil Greenfield the condition of Petworth House roof, which
was leaking in several areas particularly over the Turner Library. This I recollect
had 46 water buckets strategically placed to catch the water, and all the bookecases
were shrouded in protective polythene.

Petworth House roof was an assortment of different areas, the outer visible roof
slopes were clad in green Cumberland slates while the inner unseen slopes were clad
in Welsh slates ot tiles which discharged water to valley gutters which in turn led
to downpipes or parapet gutters. A programme of works was instigated starting
with phase one over the Turner Library and work commenced in 1976 providing a
new roof in the form of a crown flat over a complete area in aluminum with all the
surface water discharging to the perimeter parapet gutters and downpipes solving
the leak problem to the Turner Library and the chapel underneath it. Over the
ensuing 15 years or so a programme to undertake the complete Petworth House

roof repairs in phases was developed to which 1 will refer in future articles.
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‘I wasn’t hit. I was at Salonica’

The September book sale. Peter Jerrome.

‘Caraway seed?’ she enquired. I thought we’d probably still got some in stock.
But the old man was already wading through fields of the stuff in Salonica.
1917 perhaps. ‘Looks like a carrot when it’s growing but the smell stuck to us

: |
for days, puttees, everything.’

A familiar if somewhat frustrating feature of the monthly book sale is the un-
pretentious volume that would cost upwards of fz0 to buy but lies forlorn on
the 2 table when time comes to clear up.* The spine is beginning to detach,
some pages are uncut and others damaged through careless opening. The paper
is browning and has a musty smell. We have a piece of wartime memorabilia too
measured and reflective to be dismissed as propaganda.

Here is an account of war in a situation quite contrary to that of the Western
Front. The battleground, such as it is, is Macedonia and the front-line enemy
Bulgar and German. It is a land where constant conflict has destroyed any sense of
continuity and you may find the bones of a dead soldier bleaching on the top of a
low hill, a land where you can look across to distant Olympus, home of the gods.

The writer is clearly of commissioned rank and has an avuncular concern for
those in his charge. He has some connection with the supply chain and as such is
hardly likely to ‘suffer from neglect’. He sees Macedonia in terms of a recurring
contrast between bleak present reality and unrealised potential. Camped beside an
orchard of pomegranates, figs and apricots, he is among those kept awake by the
raucous cries of bull-frogs. Someone hurls a Mills grenade into their midst. Is the
result more disturbing than the original problem?

It is crucial to distinguish between spring and contaminated stream water while
he is disconcerted, coming from Egypt, to find corrugated bivouacs as substitute
for tents. There is the pointless lottery of war: a Bulgar fires a random shot into
the air and causes serious injury to someone drinking a cup of tea behind the lines.
The real enemy is fought with mosquito nets and daily quinine. “The deplorable
insect that sits on the side of the bivouac hanging its head so sheepishly in the
morning when it has spent all night in taking blood out of one’s body and putting
poison in.’

Endless journeys across an unforgiving terrain have offered the tantalising
prospect, always denied, of eventually facing the enemy. Thinking of home, why
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are those who are wounded put on a
higher pedestal than those the land
itself has damaged? The exchange,
‘Oh, 1 thought you were wounded,’
jars. ‘I wasn’t hit. I was at Salonica.’
‘And that kind of thing is irritating
to 2 man who knows that every few
weeks for the rest of his life there will
come a time when he will wish with
all his heart that he had lost a leg or
an arm rather than endure the misery
which is his portion.’

And there was the constant move-
ment, apparently for its own sake
and with no obvious relation to the
fighting. A long march, and then to
be told, ‘You won’t be needed now,
but we've got heaps of blackberries
here and perhaps you chaps would
care to make some jam...” “You may
find it hard to believe, but it is written
in the history of the regiment that “we

settled down in that camp and proceeded to make jam.””’

Time to look at the hospital ships as they pass, green and white with a great red
cross, wishing to be aboard one of them but aware ‘that there is the widest possible
difference between realising that a thing is desirable and setting to work to obtain
it.” Hospital ships still had free passage.

In the end the writer is invalided home via Malta, ‘not through any skill of the
enemy but through the nature of the land.” Presumably he had been in Macedonia
since the autumn of 1915 helping with the retreat of the Serbian army.

I. Peter Jerrome, Elegy for a Small Shop, (Window Press, 2015).
2. Harold Lake, In Salonica With Our Army, (Andrew Melrose, July [917, reprinted November 1917).
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Stansted, September 30

Peter Jerrome

A leisurely trip to the Sussex/Hampshire border, rather shorter than some, Down
through Chichester, back through Harting and Midhurst. Time to negotiate a
giant cheese scone in the Pavilion tea room at Stansted. Channel Island lilies (naked
ladies) pink beside an old wall, a border with the bumble-bee heads of helenium
and the pink daisy flowers of echinacea still defying the dying season. Uncertain
weather, but we’re soon exploring some extraordinary trees. A huge cedar, long
dead, smooth of bark, is like a piece of statuary and home to a bat box. A giant
sequoia with its cardboard-like corrugated bark, a Tibetan cherry tree from China,
a giant tulip tree from America... In no time at all it’s time for the volunteers
to open up — it’s one o’ clock. Through the Dutch garden to the chapel with its
curious mix of Jewish and Christian symbolism. The steward tells of a short-lived
college at Rowlands Castle, but the times were not ripe for such a fusion of faiths.

[nto the great house, the upper storey let out, finance is crucial. A rebuild in the
original Queen Anne style with cement infilling between the bricks as a present
memorial and practical reminder of a disastrous fire. Books in serried ranks in
the library. I always think them somewhat forlorn, leather-bound decor. Books
cry out to be read but so few are. On to the boudoir, a fur coat laid with casual
artifice on an ottoman in front of the hearth. The music room with a table set for
dinner, and the Earl of Bessborough (¢. 1907) pnm':l_\'c‘d in black chalk, looking
on. Thirty-five children from Portsmouth were here during the last war we are
told. Then the revelatory servants quarters, the second footman’s list of duties, the
red and black livery. Spartan single beds in cramped bedrooms. The housekeeper’s
spacious room, Mrs Counley would have appreciated that at Petwe rth, the copper,
a machine for ice brought in from the ice-house. Last day of the season, Christmas
to come, but first Halloween — great houses now have to appeal to any taste. Too
much to take in, so much missed in a single visit, I take away the feeling of a
pleasant relaxed atmosphere, understated you might say. Another Debby and

Gordon excursion. Do | need to say more?

Opposite above. The red brick house at Stansted with its Portland stone quoins dates from
1902-3. Designed by Arthur Conran Blomfield, it occupies the precise site of an earlier house
dating from the fourteenth century which was destroyed by fire in 1900.

Opposite below, An ornate range, a more modern electric oven and glazed brickwork in the
early twentieth-century kitchens. Photographs by lan Godsmark.
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when we were younger, in our best clothes Mum made us wear, with money for Below. A young bugler and people of all ages thoughtful around the memoria

. . . i . cite |aft fre laft rioht Tornv P - sl AL e f
collection and 1 think there was a downstairs as well where 1 went, can’t possibly Opposite left, from left to right. Tony | +John Wake

; H : . " ; Opposite right, Peter lerrome delivers a short speech, watched approvingly by Lord Egremont
tell vou what we did with the collection money.” Her sister Sue Roberts had a }pp = Y 73 - : ed approvingly by Lord Egremont
e e ; i E ; : Photographs by lan Godsmart

slightly different take with Sunday school *...the Reverend Bending taking the

service then halfway through children filed out and went to the hall for Sunday

School good old days.” Sue felt it was important to mention that following Sunday

School it was a family tradition that she went to the nearby Golden Café where she

would buy a block of Cornish ice-cream to be had with their Sunday lunch. Trevor

Brash had memories of a foot-pedalled harmonium and a bible class which always

finished with the same hymn that went:

Day is dying in the West / Heaven is touching Earth with rest / Wait and
worship while the night / Sets the evening lamps alight, through all the sky.

‘Shows how often | must have sung it.’

The Petworth Boys School memorial stone dedication

September 29,2019
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The Petworth Soctety annual dinner

Petworth House, September 18, 2019. Photographs by lan Godsmark.

48 Petworth Society Magazine No. | 78




BUILDING SURVEYOR/
CLERK OF WORKS

required to take charge of buildings department
on a large agricultural estate in West Sussex.
Applicants should be aged between 30 and 50,
must be capable draughtsmen and have good
knowledge of design and construction of agri-
cultural  buildings. Formal qualifications not
essential.

Apply in writing with full detalls to:
Messrs. Smiths Gore, Estate Office,
Petworth, Sussex.




