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Summer Programme.

Sunday 21st June Sunday Sth July

Visit to Applesham Farm, Lancing
Wild Flowers
Depart Car Park 1.45

Mini-bus and car

Anne's Garden Walk
Leaves Petworth Car Park

2.15 p.m. £3 toward expenses.

Sunday 2nd August Sunday 13th September

Audrey's Late Summer Walk

Could be Burpham! Steve's early autumn walk
ould be Burpham!

Leaves Petworth Car Park

Leaves Petworth Car Park
2.15 p.m. 2.15 p.m.

Wednesday 23rd September Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m.
Alison McCann gives the Garland Memorial lecture:
"The Garland Collection : Whither next?"

For Kirdford Sponsored Walk and Petworth Festival see main Magazine.

Please note Sunday June 6th

The Gardens of New Grove 2.00 to 6.00 p.m.

Tea and cakes, Music by pupils of Hindhead Music Centre.
Plant Stall. Admission £2

Museum open till 6.30 p.m.
Proceeds to Petworth Cottage Museum.

Window Press Special Offers - Summer 1998. Please add £2 postage and packing. Available from the Window
Press, Trowels, Pound Street, PETWORTH GU28 ODX.
TALES OF OLD PETWORTH £7.50 £5.00

TREAD LIGHTLY HERE £12.95 £6.50
The Streets of Petworth

NOT SUBMITTED ELSEWHERE £7.50 £5.00
Photographs by George Garland from the 1920s

IN THE FEAST OF ST. EDMUND THE KING £14.95 £7.50
Petworth Fair from 1189

There are also a handful of copies of So Sweet as the Phlox Is - the Diary of Florence Rapley 1909 - 1912 at £20.

Also available:

The men with laughter in their hearts £7.45
Old and new Teasing and True £9.50
Petworth Time out of Mind £5.50
Cloakbag and Common Purse £3.95







lost letters and newspaper articles.

One might have thought that there could be little in the evolution of a small middle-
England industrial town, finally absorbed into the modern, urban sprawl that is Milton
Keynes, that would interest the people of rural, some will still say, feudal, Sussex. And yet,
as the story unfolded, we picked out things that we could identify with: the decline of pride
in a job well done, however humble or routine; acceptance and rejection of the divisions
between class and sex; the impact of the wars on communities and individuals - those sent
to fight and those left behind. Petworth has its own story to tell, remarkably similar in many
respects.

Yes, 'All change' is appropriate here as well.

But of course, it was Brad. and Eric who brought it to life for us, with relaxed warmth,
poignancy and humour (Peter even dared to suggest ‘charisma’).

KCT

*Miss Jekyll driving furiously’... Edwin
Lutyens and two lady gardeners. March 30th

Keith being unable to come until half-way through, I found myself in the unusual position
of Magazine reporter. Sitting in the darkness of the balcony (no room anywhere else) |
wondered how on earth Keith manages to make notes. A speaker absolutely on top of his
craft, interesting facts flying everywhere. Edwin Lutyens (born in 1869), was a delicate boy
and had no normal schooling at all. He went to Kensington to study architecture at the age
of sixteen. The parallel running of lives, drawn together as if by some kind of spiritual
magnet. Gertrude Jekyll - rhymes with "treacle”, an artist of great potential but thwarted by
her failing eyesight. As a young girl already a precocious potter, needlewoman and expert
(as apposed to dilettante) photographer. The crucial role of William Robinson of Gravetye
near East Grinstead. Lutyens and Jekyll as an unlikely artistic partnership, he more than
twenty years her junior. Gertrude's furious driving through the narrow Surrey lanes, none
but Lutyens would drive with her. I thought of the biblical Jehu (2 Kings 9), but Mr Smith
had too much fact to be bothered with allusions of this kind. Lutyens' failed marriage to Lord
Lytton's daughter, she, brought up in India and a devotee of Indian mystical religions, he a
determined practical joker who smoked a pipe in bed. (So, for that matter, did George
Garland on occasion, I recalled).

Early work with village halls, that at Thursley, Lutyens' home village is now a private
house, the characteristic Lutyens features of gable ends and a massive chimney-breast, often
with intriguing windows. A procession of greathouses, notall built by Lutyens by any means,
and Jekyll-Lutyens gardens, Vann at Chiddingfold, Great Dixter near Rye. Walls with
protective "roofs" to prevent water and frost penetration.

An interval, then more. Knole near Sevenoaks, a house like a medium-size village.
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A House that perhaps only Vita Sackville-West knew in its entirety, even the butler would
notknow the bedrooms. The story of the Sackville girls' half-Spanish ancestry. The fortunes
of Knole and the role of a more compliant press than we have now. Virginia Woolf, Lady
Viplet Trefusis, husbands hiring a plane to pursue their wives to the continent, Nigel Nicolson
writing his own account of his parents' lives, attracting criticism for this, but facing squarely
a modern dilemma and pre-empting a less scrupulous writer doing the same without the
personal knowledge and, ultimately, the loyalty. y

Lutyens later designing the Cenotaph in Whitehall, his influence on war graves
abroad. Flowers in Crete in the cemeteries watered three times a day under the merciless
sun. The Germans' inability to subdue the mountains of Crete... It would take most of a
Magazine to do justice to one of the best talks this Society has had in twenty years. Another
audience bursting at the seams and Keith, thankfully, back on duty next time. On coming
home I thought of a copy I have of Harold Nicolson's Paul Verlaiane (1920). Thére, inside
the cover, is the VS bookplate and Sackville signature, and on the title page, Harold
Nicolson's signature. History as, I have so often said before, is a matter of connections.

P

I Sotiite
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PAUL VERLAINE
BY HAROLD NIGOLSON

-Riche de mes seuls yeux tranquilles,
Vers les hommes des grandes villes :
Ils ne m'ont pas trouvé malin.

There is a good deal about Knole and the Sackville family in the Rev. C.N. Sutton's
"Historical Notes on Withyham, Hartfield and Ashdown Forest (1902)". The book is as
interesting perhaps for what it omits as what it includes! P

Dr. Nick. Sturt - classic plant-hunter

Until he expressed his disappointment with the title Peter had imposed on his talk - Wild
flowers of old Sussex - compared with those for his own books, I had forgotten that Dr. Nick.
Sturt always had others in a similar vein up his sleeve. This time he suggested "Faded blooms
from Mother Nature's garden". "Notall sunflowers here" or "Men with garlic in their hearts”.
This is the sort of thing that establishes an immediate rapport with an audience eager to hear
and see more about plants referred to in years gone by, by collectors such as Amold, Bauer
and Borrer, James Hardham and notably, the Revds. Thomas and Henry Sockett, father and
son, the latter Rector of Sutton for 51 years. Nick posed intriguing questions about brief
references to, for example, orpine in "the paddock” at Petworth in 1805, monkey orchid, at
Petworth (Bauer), wild cranberry, Sutton (H. Sockett), the blue form of scarlet pimpernel,
wild liquorice. Did the Romans bring the spiked Star of Bethlehem to Fishbourne in the root
balls of vines? Via Bath?

Thinking of modern clothing and footwear and even the walkways provided by
English Nature at Sutton Marsh, he wondered how botanists fared in the past. He had a
reference to "Cornish boots" but could find no information as to what they were or whether
they were available outside Dartmoor.

There was an alarming tale of a student almost swallowed up by the mud at Thorney
Island while trying to obtain a specimen of eel grass, once the food or migrating Brent geese,
which grows below the low water line and even manages underwater pollination.

It was with a sense of relief and encouragement that we heard that this is by no means
astory of decline and extinction. Indeed, some species, once rare, now thrive, such as Danish
scurvygrass, which seems to enjoy the central reservation of motorways. Others, once
common, are now rare and we were urged to look at the rue-leaved saxifrage on the wall near
New Grove. We were also challenged to rediscover wild tulip, flea sedge, common
moonwort (a fern), and helleborines and orchids, especially the man and lady species.

A serendipitous evening! KCT
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PETWORTH FESTIVAL

July 1998
AT A GLANCE
Sat 4 & Sun 5 July Kite Festival in Petworth Park

Friday |7 July 6.15pm

“A Passion for Photography”
Talk by Professor Harker Farrand

Saturday I8 July  Two exhibitions open today:
Margaret Farrand's “Photographic Art”
and Jonathan Newdick's
“Within Walls" and “Desideratum”

Tuesday 21 July 7pm

Festival Service:
“The Song of Heaven"

Wednesday 22 July 7.30pm
8.00pm

Scenes and Arias
Jazz at The Cricketers

Thursday 23 July  1.10pm
7.30pm

Organ Recital
“Foreign Devils”
with Lars Tharp & Tony Scotland

Friday 24 July 2.15pm
7.30pm

The Estate Walk
Cosi Fan Tutte

Saturday 25 July  from 9.30am
12 noon
7.30pm

The Bells of St Mary’s

The Bingham String Quartet
The Music Ensemble of London
Choir and Orchestra

Sunday 26 July 2-6pm
6pm
8pm

The Secret Gardens of Petworth
Violin & Piano Recital
The Square Dance

Monday 27 July 2.15pm
7.30pm

Country Walk
Prizewinners’ Recital

Tuesday 28 July 1.10pm
8.30pm

Organ Recital
Stan Tracey Trio at the
Bobby Wellins Jazz Club

Wednesday 29 July 7.30pm

U A Fanthorpe reads her poetry

The box office will be at the Tourist Information Centre,
Market Square, Petworth GU28 DAF.

Personal bookings from Monday 1*® June to Wednesday 29" July.
Opening times: Monday to Saturday 10.0am to 5.0pm
Sunday 11.00am to 4.00pm.

Telephone: 01798 343523, Pay for bookings within 48 hours.
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Peggy’s Harwoods Green Walk March 22nd

First walk of the new season and the weather just about right - cool but with the sun breaking
through. Into Stopham by the first turning, passing the church almost unnoticed away to the
right. To join others in the know where the road comes toan end. There are goatsat Harwoods
Green Farm, a distinctive "fudge" in colour. Large creatures mingling briefly with the
walkers. Narcissi in the farmhouse garden but it's the wild daffodils we've come to see. The
sound of firing across the valley; some kind of country fair, clay pigeon shooting breaking
the silence of a Sunday afternoon and four-wheel-drive vehicles apparently navigating a
muddy slope. At this distance they're silent. People immersed in a world of competition in
which we, as remote onlookers, have neither interest nor part.

A few stray bluebell heads may be an earnest of more at Stag Park in a fortnight.
Harwoods Green was once busy. It's not quite clear when it all came to an end. We passed
the old shop a while ago - no doubt like that at Bedham it was a room in a private house.
A sideline for a wife perhaps or a precarious livelihood for a single woman or widow.
Brickworks too - there's brick in the path - sending out the finished product on the canal
it's said. I've heard of people walking into Petworth from Harwoods Green to shop on
Saturday afternoons and then walking back, through the Gog woods. How long ago? I've
no idea.

Large desiccated stems of last year's Japanese knotweed, brought in as an ornamental
in Victorian times, now something of a menace. There are some, it seems above the high
Angel Street wall of Egremont Row. Looking to a Victorian castle across the valley - now
flats someone says. Billingshurst expands away to the left. Primroses, broom and a field
of young broad beans. Gallops - this is training territory, a mixture with wood clippings. The
daffodils in the woods are past their initial freshness now. It'sa very early season. A cottage
with light-blue window frames right out in the woods.

Suddenly we're at Pallingham Quay, in the old days no doubt the entrée to Harwoods
Green, the river meandering round, an outlet going off with a bridge over it, then the canal
itself, a few puddles of stagnant water, some weary reeds, another bridge. This one appears
to have been rebuilt with red brick over a stone foundation. To live here and need sometimes
to row to your car, parked safely out of the water's reach. The young nettles of March. The
sound of running water, on along the dry lane.

Up the hill, back to the broad bean field and the cottage by another way. Bearing
away right. A ring roller's marks on the dry field, barley seeds coated withred. Daffodils
everywhere in the woods. A view of Pulborough church and (someone says) the radio
mast at Fulking. Chanctonbury, Rackham and Bignor out of sight to the right. A great
broken ring from the roller slung in among the daffodils. It's huge, it's probably lain there
for years.

What a first class start to the season. Thanks very much Peggy.
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At Chillinghurst April 5th.

Photograph by David Wort.




Mole-catching at Duncton cl1925.
Photograph by George Garland.
(See A useful sideline).

With David and Linda in Stag Park

Very much weather to catch some of the wintrier moods in Jonathan's Exhibition ofdrawings
at Petworth House. This walk would be an introduction to a sequestered world. As soon as
we pulled into the yard at Stag Park Farm the sky clouded over and the rain scudded into grass
that was already glistening wet. A lot of cars and every likelihood of being soaked. David
and Linda would stand the usual Stag Park walk on its head, not concentrating on the lakes.
Jonathan had not geared his exhibition to them, portraying rather the countryside and its
buildings.

We set off ona path behind the great barns, seeing the long cottage plots from the rear.
Little Barn first, then skirting the head of the newly cleared Cocks Pond, on the way to
Chillinghurst, the very centre and spirit of the exhibition, and a vision that seemed to
permeate in some way all the drawings. White blossom. To walk in the ruined garden. Still
the rain holding off. Foliage beginning to come up amongst the saplings and old fruit trees,
the last lull before the garden becomes clogged with undergrowth and, eventually,
inaccessible. Solomon's seal, a few daffodils, survival of cultivation, Chillinghurst has been
deserted now - what? These last forty years? Robin talking of having lived there, memories
substantiated by some snap-shots of chicken and a motorcycle.

Having to tear the company away from Chillinghurst, over the windblown fields. The
barn at Ragham where the pheasant gear is kept. Walking across a rare public footpath in
this land of restricted access. The orange gas cylinders (used, David said, in incubating
pheasants), taken into Jonathan's vision of Stag Park and like the pylons incorporated in it.

Fallow deer fleeing across a bridge in the woods. Copse Green, blackthorn hanging
overastillpool. A pink magnolia. A ladderstanding illogically in apond and leaning against
a red brick barn. Peacocks and oil-drums, the former reclusive, the latter uncaring.
Bennyfold wood, to look across to the Northchapel Road by the turning to Ebernoe, seeing
the wall from the inside. Away on the hill Aldsworth House, Robin remembering catching
moles asa boy inthe 1950s - or helping to at least - in these very fields. The dovecote coming
in sight again, lambs in the wet wind-blown grass. The Scots Pine in the field by the farm:
we've done well: it's hardly rained. A lot of people will view Jonathan's exhibition from a
new angle. Thanks very much David and Linda.

P,

And The Petworth Society at the Gates .....

We're due at the Palace at 10.30. The car will pick us up at 8 o'clock. In the darkness of 7
o'clock the telephone rings. Denise, bringing the two girls from Washington has pulled up
sharply to avoid a squirrel at Fittleworth and the vehicle behind has ploughed into the back
of the car. Fortunately everyone's alright, if a little shaken, but there's a fair amount of
damage. The squirrel, it seems, has decamped. Ian's due up to preserve "the departure"
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thatbecause the Percy family had anciently held the patronage of the living of Petworth, they
(and their tenants) were immune from tithes. The living of Petworth had been forfeit to the
crown in 1403 and in 1445 made over by Henry V1to Eton College as part of the endowment
of the college, then in building. The gift of the living did not return to the great house until
1693. Master Bownde, the new rector, ifhe is indeed the writer of this note can find no legal
reasons for the claim. Clearly the Earl's steward is "trying it on". The indications are that
the Rector's reaction was justified, there were no legal reasons for the Earl to claim
exemption.
(For Alexander's predecessor Nicholas Smyth see Magazine 88.)

I am grateful to Alison McCann for some help with this document and to Lord Egremont
for permission to reproduce it here.

B

February at the Petworth Cottage Museum

Hibernating under covers and with shutters closed, Petworth House in winter is a distinctive
world of its own, difficult to reconcile with the bustling scene that will meet the eye when
the "House" opens. In its much smaller way the Cottage Museum will undergo the same
transformation. Visitors impose a kind of discipline, an expectation. Sometimes however
it's good to look behind the scenes and reflect. February at the Cottage sees no need for the
strategic drapes that hide storage heaters, and there is no comforting fire in the "Petworth"
range. A watery winter sun occasionally lights up the darkness of the cottage, that same sun
that will stream in on summer afternoons.

The renovation of the attic is nearly atanend, A chestof drawerssits in the downstairs
sitting room waiting to be taken up to the attic and there's a folding bed in the kitchen with
arolled mattress. Brian's put in a new handrail to ease the rather forbidding staircase. The
miniature treads on the stairs need to be negotiated rather like a ladder, forwards up,
backwards down. The attic is a new attraction this year. Thinking about the "rat run" under
the solid attic boards; this, some say, shepherded rodents between houses. Is it true? The
view from the casement is as yet mainly a profusion of tiled roofs, but the blue green leaves
ofaeucalyptus agitate in the wind. Across, right, the great mass of Petworth House to which,
on most days, Mrs. Cummings the sempstress would make her way across town. To the right
of the great house, you might say, rises the other cardinal point, the now-lost spire of St.
Mary's Church. You would be wrong; as an Irish Catholic Mrs. Cummings’ religious
allegiance lay with the new needle spire in Angel Street. To the left, as one looks from the
window, High Street, this Monday morning is quiet with none of the bustle one imagines
there to have been in days before parked cars blocked one side. Certainly, if bustle there
ever was, it's quite gone now. Paint pots and brushes in the aitic; Brian's not quite finished
yet. Three girls sleeping there for a fortnight in the summer of 1919, chattering and
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Mprs Leversuch, housekeeper at Petworth.
A photograph probably taken during her time at Petworth.
(See In Search of Mrs Leversuch).
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BACK TO MUFTI.—Mr, H. E. Blain, the chairman, presenting certificates of service to
the women who worked on the omnibuses and Underground railways during the war at a
farewell social gathering at the People’s Palace.—(Daily Mirror photograph.) Part ofautogmph letter from Fred Streeter to Mrs Leversuch 1939.
Mrs Leversuch receives her Certificate 1919.
These two pictures are reproduced from photocopies and may lack definition (Ed).




Lord Cowdray (right) inspecting officer cadets at Midh :
urst Grammar School
Photograph by George Garland, chool about 1926.

(Compare "A Petworth Boy at Midhurst" which recalls a later period 1937 - ).

comparing notes. Two beds and the claustrophobic low tie-beam that divides the little room.

Masonry dust on the mantel-shelf in the bedroom below. There's something a little
artificial about Mrs. Cummings sitting sewing in one room and allowing strangers to wander
about in the bedroom. What self-respecting Edwardian (or Georgian) lady would counte-
nance that? There's alayer of dust too on the tiny spectacles by the bed, lying onabook. Years
of intricate sewing, often in indifferent light, may have affected Mrs. Cummings' eyes, this
was an occupational hazard for the sempstress. Perhaps she didn'tread books anyway. Many
people didn't in 1910. Many don't today. Glazed tiles in the window-sill wait for Mrs.
Cummings' plants. What would she think of the vicarious attention showered now on a very
ordinary life, picked out from a myriad others simply because of where she lived? A solitary
person, perhaps, alarmed to find her name falling so glibly from the lips of strangers. The
rag rug in the bedroom will need a good shake. Thinking of a similar one I knew, years ago,
made by Mrs. Earl in Lombard Street, out of old silk stockings, I was told. Her husband was
Walter Kevis' nephew and it was of course Walter Kevis who copied the portraits of Farrier
Sergeant Major Cummings that feature in the Museum. Connections... the Museum is about
connections, particular ones like this - or quite general ones, the décor striking a cord with
the casual visitor, "My granny had a cellar just like this in the 1940s..." Brian's dust sheet
trails along to the landing, an umbrella hangs incongruously on the door latch. "Mrs.
Cummings"! sits as usual in the sewing-room but the Museum is closed, and the presiding
spirit seems for the moment to have departed.

A museum like this is a strange idea if you think about it. Stopping time is something
you canonly do inamake-believe world. Theragged high-back chair with the tumbling block
pattern is destined, it seems, always to remain like this. Mrs. Cummings will never get round
to repairing it, and the date on the envelope with the red penny stamp will always be August
1912. "For repair" is the written instruction on it. A "time-warp", a "step back in time",
excusable platitudes in the visitors' book. We cringe at the clichés but carefully foster them
nevertheless. "The best £1 I've event spent," is perhaps my favourite comment. This year
it's one pound fifty.

The door from the kitchen has swung to. Without the gas, the stairs are as dark as they
would have been nine decades ago. Candles rather than gas mantles would have been de
rigueur upstairs [ suspect. Red Riding Hood is in darkness too, the poster's rich colour lost
in the gloom.

Rust on the kitchen range downstairs; a heavy downpour has brought a little water
straight down the chimney. With the "Petworth" not going, it hasn't evaporated but we can
soon sort the rust out. Perhaps the chimney needs acowl. Dr. Crippen has been apprehended
on board ship; the news was fresh last summer too. The cat basket is empty and its phantom
incumbent even more ethereal than usual. "I've got a cat you could have. It's a ginger tom."
The kitchen's cluttered with the bed and mattress waiting to go up into the attic. The table
is pulled out from the wall. Turning the stiff brass tap, cold water falls into the stone sink.

A few dahlias are sitting out the winter in the cellar. Thinking of Florence Rapley
digging up her dahlias at Heath End in the autumn of 1911. The brass gas lights begin to
tarnish in the damp. They need to; they have always looked improbably new. Anunlikely
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New Members and Rejoining
(not alphabetical)

Mr and Mrs M. Carver

Mr M. Sayers
Miss Hemmings

Mr and Mrs P. May
Mrs J. Wood

Miss V. Benham

Miss J. Dover

Mrs E.A. Drake

Mr and Mrs A.R. Clew
Mr and Mrs R.W. Muir
Mrs E. Rowland

Mrs W.J. James

Mr N. Simms

Mr and Mrs N.J. Smith
Mr and Mrs Carr

Mr and Mrs P. Herrington

Mr M. Gosland

Prov. P. Foley

Mr J.M.A. Booth
Manor P.I.C. Payne
Mr and Mrs J. Bates
Mrs H. Bourne

Mr A.E.J. Sanders

Miss S. Bojanowski
Mr and Mrs Denny
Mr and Mrs Beard

Hilliers Lodge, Horsham Road, Petworth GU28 0HB.
The French Room, High Street, Petworth.

49 Marleycombe Road, Camelsdale, Haslemere GU27 3SN.

24 Madeline Road, Petersfield, Hampshire GU31 4AL.
5 The Gardens, Fittleworth, Pulborough RH20.

The Curries, East Street, Petworth.

527 Upperton, Petworth, GU28 9BG.

81 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth.

The Old Rectory, Petworth GU28 0DB.

54 Greatpin Croft, Fittleworth, Pulborough RH20.
Church Cottage, Damers Bridge, Petworth GU28 0AW.
Tolland Cottage, Kirdford, Billingshurst RH14 ONJ.

61 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth GU28 0BX.

Ivy Cottage, Balls Cross, Petworth.

38 Wyndham Road, Petworth GU28 0EQ.

Horseshoe Cottage, Upperton, Petworth.

5752E Eighth Street, Tucson, Arizona, A285711, USA.
Rose Cottage, 310 North Street, Petworth.

Whitehall, Old Cleeve, Minehead, Somerset TA24 6HU.
Avenings, Golden Square, Petworth GU28 0AP.

11 Littlecote, Petworth GU28 OEF.

Malthouse Cottage, Kirdford, Billingshurst RH14 0LU.
43 East Ham Road, Littlehampton BN17 7AP.

5 North Street, Petworth.

PO Box 473, Mendoncino, California 9546Q, USA.
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