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THE PETWORTH MILLENNIUM MAP

The map has been hung at the top of the stairs in the Leconfield Hall.

Prints of the map are on sale at

The Parish Council Office, The Old Bakery on Tuesdays and Fridays 9am to 12 noon
also at
The Tourist Information Centre, Market Square.
Print £5.00
Print
in cardboard tube £5.50
By post, on application to
The Parish Clerk, Petworth Parish Council, The Old Bakery, PETWORTH GU28 0AP
£6.50 (including postage and packing)

Please make cheques payable to the Petworth Parish Council
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‘Not Chillinghurst this time ...’
David and Linda’s Stag Park Walk

The Petworth Society walkers emerged in some force from a long winter hibernation,
descending on an unsuspecting and extremely wet March Stag Park. A brief break in a spell
of squally weather, with heavier rain forecast for later. 'Not Chillinghurst this time,' says
David, walks in Stag Park allow various permutations on a theme. We set off from Limbo
Lodge, cars nicely parked inside the gates, skirting the two 'Spring' ponds and in no time we're
at Figgs, Upper and Lower. Some can remember the 'junior' pond in process of reinstatement
just a year or two ago. There has been winter draining here, removing coarse fish prior to
renewing the trout stock ready for April 1%, start of the season. That's why the landscape's
deserted; we've pre-empted the fishermen this year. The ponds take two weeks to fill from
empty. It's all rain water: there are no natural springs at Figgs. The original ponds were put
in no doubt when a supply of fish for Lent was crucial. David says the water level at Figgs
can fall in a hot summer. In that case pumps keep the necessary level of water and oxygen.
At a junction of two paths there are insulators on a tree and wire now bitten in beneath the
bark. Like the occasional concrete standing they're relics of almost sixty years ago. Last week
David and Linda went round in shoes, today it's real boot weather. The fields looking to the
wall that runs along the Upperton-Lurgashall road are standing in water, while turning to
follow the line of the wall, there are white violets in the lee. Wheeling round for Jacksons Lake
some of the wild daffodils 'Lent lilies' are double. The familiar punt at the water's edge, but
the bluebells still to come. Tramping the wooden bridge over the swollen khaki waters and
up the slope. Glasshouse Pond, a haven of coarse fish in an empire of trout. Carp, perch, roach
... from here they travel to other ponds, hence the draining.
Chillinghurst away in the distance, unknown and alone, happier perhaps to keep its distance.
[t does not encourage familiarity. We go on instead to Stag Park farm itself. Huge balls of chalk,
apparently to go on to the Downs as part of the Jubilee celebrations. It begins to rain, diffidently
at first, then blowing straight into us. The familiar dovecote and the sheep careering up the green
slopes of March. The rain begins to penetrate. Carrier bags make impromptu cover forunprotected
heads. Well, we almost got away with the weather and it's been a great start to the new season.
B

Solution to March Crossword

Across — 1 Kingley Vale, 8 Erica, |0 Expanse, 11 Legging, 12 Roman, 13 Cotted, 15 Bignor,
19 Round, 21 Angelic, 23 Didling, 24 Thyme, 25 Bellflowers

Down — 2 Iping, 3 Energy, 4 Viper, 5 Long Man, 6 Belloc, 7 Fern, 9 Arise, 14 Trundle,
16 Idget, 17 Rocket, 18 Mangel, 19 Ride, 20 Drill, 22 Layer

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.108 9







Book Sale notes 1) ‘Etiquette for Men’

March 9th

Certainly the best selection so far, a few at £2 and a significant number at £1 or 50p
with, of course, the great army of 25p. Thinking of the December record, not seriously
challenged so far, we could perhaps approach it this time. Both downstairs rooms at the Hall
absolutely crammed with books, more under the tables waiting to fill up. Restocking is an
absolutely crucial operation; the rows must never be allowed to feel slack. What do we do
with what's left over? Don't simply assume it's simply put out next time. Ideally we aim
to have the initial display as completely new, older stock only being used to fill. This time
we've a few auction lots and a school library clearance to say nothing of what has been
brought in or otherwise acquired. Books on silver marks and coins, Irish plays, Country-
man's Magazine from the 1940's, the virtually uncharted ocean of assorted fiction. What
to weed out? Not fiction so much as out of date text books, part works, obviously used
children's books — with the last appearance is all — no one buys a scruffy children's book.
Cooking isn't quite as difficult but cooking's changed radically over the decades and this is
reflected in what people buy. Odd titles noticed amongst the crowd. Etiquette for Men —
it's a hundred years old ....

March 10th

The March wind blows leaves and wrappings from the Market Square up against the
fire doors. The platform boxes packed ready to go. Some books to be 'lost'. The detached
spine of abook on the carpet. 'Etiquette for Men'. Very busy yesterday and December's record
stands no longer.

April 13th 2) 'Our own carrier bags...7'

People waiting to get in. It's cold so we open just a few minutes early. Putting out
the big sign. A good strong stock of 50p on the heavy tables on the north side, areasonable
selection at £1. I'd have liked a deeper range of older material but that's the way it goes.
The great mass at 25p. The fiction is eight-deep on the great central block of tables. We
wonder if everyone can see to the middle rows but people seem to manage. Dealers
quickly eying up things, making little piles of books, aware that being early is all. Miles'
new bookcase of 'specials' is decimated. A bustling busy hall that doesn't thin for an hour
ormore. Already the essential refilling, particularly on the centre fiction block. Reserve
stock in platform boxes under the tables. It's just the brisk start that we need, you never
look back after that ....

In odd moments we think of next month. Five weeks from now. Our own distinctive
Petworth Society carriers perhaps — or very clean attractive paper-back fiction in a section
on its own? People go off with the list of monthly dates. The number of 'regulars' increases
every time. Oh, and March's record is past history, December totally forgotten. It's been a
very good day.
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“To help the Petworth navigation ....” (1789)

This slightly indelicate poem appears by courtesy of the Mullens Harrison family archives.
We reproduce below the heading of the surviving manuscript copy. The identity of “Mrs S”
is not clear, possibly the prolific Charlotte Smith from Bignor Park who could certainly be
described as “alady well known in this county.” Itis only possible to guess at the original Latin
superscription, now badly mutilated. The poem seems to reflect an actual incident and the
bishop will perhaps be the elderly Sir William Ashburnham whose long tenure of the see of
Chichester would end with his death in 1797 - see Alexander May: History of Chichester
(1804) page 484. For Charlotte Smith see a convenient summary in Bernard Smith and Peter

Haas: Writers in Sussex (1986). We can only conjecture as to the poem'’s reception at the
offices of the Lewes Journal.
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On a lady who purchased a large lot of Pots des Chambre at a Bishop’s sale

With truth, if grave historians speak,

The Queen of Persia’s fair domain,

Once dream’d that she had sprung a leak,
And delug'd all the thursty plain.

Sure fair Eliza' in a dream

Was warn'd of som such inundation,
And fearful of the impetuous stream,
Has made this ample preparation,

! "Eliza" is not known
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Mysteriously the Ladies eyde,?

And mark’d the lot with reddy pencils:
While every heart in secret sigh’d

For those Episcopal utensils.

Tho’ prud’ry frowning turn’d her eyes,
And terrify'd the maiden aunts,

Eliza boldly view’d the prize,

E’er eager looks betray her wants:

Such urgency! And such a cass!?

What could restrain, or what affright her?
With unities of time and place

She would have us'd the Bishop’s mitre.

Thus she all piddling niceness spurns,
Nature derides such affectation:*

And river nymphs must have their urns
To help the Petworth navigation.®

December ye 21st 1789

Editor's note:

The following is taken from the memoirs of Chief Petty Officer Harry Tiplady, born
and broughtup in Byworth and Petworth. Originally I had intended toreproduce only the very
beginning leading up to Harry’s recruiting in Market Square in 1904, but as the ensuing account
of his early days in the Royal Navy is so vivid I have continued it until the end of his initial
training, The memoirs continue until Harry's retirement at the age of 67 and were written perhaps
in the late 1960s or early 1970s. This extract appears by kind permission of Harry’s grand-
daughter, Mrs. Ruth Cairns. Thope I have read Harry’s handwriting correctly; I have regularised
the use of capital letters for ease of reading and once or twice smoothed the text a little, but one
or twoslightly difficult passages remain. The following words may not be familiar to everyone:
Clews: the series of cords by which a hammock is suspended or the lower corner of a square sail
Dirty box: more usually ditty bag, a bag used by sailors to hold smaller, personal articles, ditty
box was a similar piece of equipment used by fishermen
Duck: a heavy fabric usually white used for sailors’ clothing and small sails
Huckaback: a coarse cotton or linen used for towelling

? Eyde — eyed

3 Cass, apparently “case”

* Affectation — an emendation. MS has affection which neither scans nor rhymes
* Navigation — a reference to Lord Egremont’s canal building
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The old Swan Inn about 1870 showing the great slate sign which faced the west side of the
Leconfield Hall. The sign now occupies a proud position in the Leconfield Hall itself.

A sailor with red, white and blue ribbons....

I was born of humble parents, my father being a bricklayer’s labourer. In fact, as regards my
mother I did not know her at all, as I think [ was too small when she passed away. After that,
and at the time of my birth, we lived in Byworth, a little village just outside Petworth. After
a while we moved to Petworth, where 1 went to school at the bottom of North Street. I
remained here until the age of thirteen when I went to work for a coal merchant, railway agent
and furniture remover by the name of Mr. Charles Ricketts, who lived and had a number of
horses and vans and stables at High Street, Petworth. My job at this stage was to take a horse
and van to Petworth railway station, a mile and half out of the town. There I would shovel
aton of coal into an open van and then take it up into the town, or deliver it to various people.
The price at the time was one shilling and sixpence a hundred weight, and also, may I add,
that at this time, there was a branch line, London, Brighton and South Coast railway, running
from Chichester to Lavant, Singleton, Midhurst, Selham, Petworth, Fittleworth and Pulborough,

joining the main line at Pulborough for Victoria. It was on one of these mornings, when I was

delivering coal at Mr. Eager’s shop, the drapers in the Market Square at Petworth, that I saw
a sailor with red, while and blue ribbons in his cap and also medals, and wondered what he
was. Afterwards, of course, I found out that he was a recruiting officer (a Chief Petty Officer)
of the Royal Navy. His name was Mr. Barwick. When he saw what I was doing, he
approached me, and commenced telling me all about the Royal Navy, saying that I could
attain the same position as himself, which I eventually did of course, so he gave me some
papers to take home to my Dad, to sign. As my Dad could not read or write, he simply had
to put a cross. Little did I realize that at that moment that was to be my life's destiny, from
then onwards until the age of 67.

So he took me into the Star Hotel, and gave me a drink, and the following morning I
was sent to Portsmouth with a number of other chaps he had secured, and persuaded to join.
There we were met by another Petty Officer, who marched us into a little hut, outside the main
dockyard gates, which was at that time the Recruiting Office. The little hut is still there, but
[ have no idea what it is used for though I have seen it hundreds of times since. So, after a
lotof formalities, we were marched into the Dockyard Surgery fora medical inspection. After
passing the doctor successfully we were really in the Royal Navy although we were notkitted
up and still in civilian clothes. The next thing we were taken by a Petty Officer to Portsmouth
Harbour station and then by train to London, then by the London, Chatham and Dover railway
to Chatham, then on to the Chatham barracks — HMS Pembroke. The following morning,
after sleeping in the barracks, all of us “new entries™ were marched down to the barrack gates
where the cells were situated, to witness punishment, which consisted of the birching of a
rating for some crime he had committed. This was as a deterrent for us new entries.

Now commenced the real part of the Navy. First we were taken around to the stores
and issued with a blue serge suit, a blue cap and ribbon, HMS Pembroke, one pair of boots,
two flannels, two canvas hammocks, with brass eyelets, two bed covers, one blanket and a
ball of spun yarn, and the first thing they taught us was to make a set of clews from the spun
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From Northchapel we tended to go to Lurgashall church for Sunday morning service.
My father used to read the lessons. On the 3™ of September 1939 Mr. Milner, the rector,
brought his radio into the service, I think all other programmes had been held back pending
an announcement at eleven o’clock. The announcement of war was at once devastating and
frightening coming as it did a bare twenty years after the Armistice. There was no formal
service that morning, simply prayers and a hymn. I was already in the A.R.P. and got on my
motor-bike and went to Petworth to help with newly-arrived evacuees. As I recall a majority
of these went in the Northchapel direction. The allocation wasn’t done as you might expect
in the Iron Room but in Golden Square. For some reason I connect it with Lancaster House,
but perhaps it was in the Congregational Chapel.”

One of my wartime jobs was to ferry expectant mothers from Petworth House to
Burton Park for delivery. They seemed more afraid of the countryside than of the Germans
and as often as not returned immediately to London with their babies. There was anevacuee
children’s hospital at Hilliers and part of my work involved helping there. The food was
excellent in wartime terms, but many of the evacuees didn’t like it, asking for “bread and
marge.” Dr. Ball took first-aid classes there. One early morning in August 1940 1 was in
the garden in Northchapel and saw great waves of German planes passing overhead going
towards London. It heralded the full-scale onslaught of the following month. I remember
too gardening with my mother at Lavender Cottage and hearing the sound of guns — it was
coming from Dunkirk. Several small bombs fell in the Northchapel area and I have a vivid
memory of Northchapel Home Guard running down the road past our cottage, pitchforks
at the ready, in pursuit of a German parachutist. In the event the parachutist turned out to
be a barrage balloon that had broken loose and blown down from London. One cottage in
Northchapel was hit by a buzz-bomb and three people killed. One day an aircraft machine-
gunned Petworth, bullets ricocheting off roofs, I wenthome as if nothing had happened: you
became almost blasé about things like that. As an A.R.P. member I was present at the
aftermath of the Boys’ School tragedy. A mobile kitchen was installed justup the road from
the school, but as a woman ambulance driver I was taken off duty: it was left to the men
to drive. I saw the plane flying back toward the Downs. It was quite a small one. Some
felt it had mistaken the chimneys of the House laundry for those of a factory, but no one
really knows. People were stunned by the tragedy: it helped in a strange way that in a sense
you simply couldn’t bring yourself to believe that it had actually happened — but of course
it had.

I married in 1941. My husband farmed Brownings at Kirdford, which has been
farmed by three generations of the family. My husband was in the Royal Marines and
from 1941 to 1945 we met when and where we could. I went to live at Brownings in 1946
with my two sons. My third son was born at home in 1949. My husband died in 1969.
There has been a settlement here at least since medieval times: there are the remains of
a moat and some indication of early tile-making. No doubt it was here when Edward VI
first came!

Hermione Nicholls was talking to Marian and Peter.
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Perworth Ladies' Hockey Club 1934-5.
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Growing up in Petworth in the Twenties

My family came to Petworth in 1920 when I was five. My father Frank Calnan to start an
engineering business with his brother-in-law Frank Brooksbank. It was known as The Petworth
Engineering Co, East Street which later became SCATS. I remember vividly the approach
to Petworth the long straight Horsham Road with banks covered in primroses and the lofty
church spire in the distance. We shared the house adjoining the business with my aunt and
uncle recently returned from Malaya. I think Petworth folk regarded us as somewhat "fishy
furriners" as they could quite often smell burning incense, a habit brought back by my aunt.

My mother was not very well at the time and my aunt who was quite a bit younger had
no experience of running a home, so Bertha Skinner came to us as housekeeper and became
amuch loved friend. I remember her splendid cooking and among other things the lovely drip
puddings under the joint. She also took me for lovely walks and taught me a great deal about
the countryside. Later, when we moved house she moved to a house nearby where she looked
after Mr Pitfield the solicitor. In my late teens 'Dumps' as she was affectionately known
frequently invited me to supper on Saturday night when another of her young friends Reg.
Spooner would often join us. We always had interesting food and homemade wine, usually
elderberry. She was a great winemaker and always had mysterious large vats brewing in her
kitchen. Another great friend was dear Lily Hunt who lived at the delightful Myrtle Cottage
in East Street. Her husband George worked in the P.E.C. for a short time but died quite young,
I think from war injuries. Some of the men who worked in the firm were Cecil Puttick from
Fittleworth, Cecil Lanaway from Northchapel, Cyril Holloway from Tillington, Norman
Knight and Mr Phelps who ran the office.

The business was fairly comprehensive as it was started before the grid and involved
the installation of electric lighting plants, pumping plants and the wiring and plumbing of
many properties. It also involved the drilling of artesian wells, agricultural implements and
tractors, and last but not least motor cars. The work was often at some distance and with a staff
of 20 my father collected a number of old cars for the men to use. He had a succession of
Humbers, and I remember a Belsize, Morris Cowley, and several others, some with the most
beautiful brass lamps and other fittings. I learned to drive on a Morris and my first opportunity
to drive alone came when my father needed to deliver a new car to Major Courtauld at Burton
Park. My father was very cautious and to my disappointment drove very slowly but although
there was little traffic at the time I managed to get another car between us and hang back, so
that eventually I could have a sprint. ;

It was always a great pleasure to accompany Pa when free from school on his visits to
the various jobs, and I learned to steer from the passenger seat so often that I found it quite
difficult to change to the orthodox position when the time came. I well remember atime when
out with Pa, we found we had too little petrol to get up Bignor Hill as the petrol tank was at
the back. Pa was always prepared for emergencies and soon had a little petrol in the lid of a
tobacco tin, and instructed me to sit on the running board and slowly feed this into the
carburettor as we ascended the hill. We reached the top without further trouble.
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the horse justleaving!™ There is one stretch of 150 miles that is perfectly straight with no bends
atall. Very dangerous of course, because drivers fall asleep and go off the road. Early morning
and dusk is also dangerous because kangaroos bound across the road and cause accidents.

I'm sure at first they must have wondered if they had done the right thing in coming.
The house we were having built for them wasn't quite finished and so they had to live with
us in our house that was not air-conditioned. Quite a squeeze! Ducky didn’t lose his sense of
humour though. The first time he came into the butchers with me the conversation went like
this:

Ducky: “It’s a funny thing, but you don’t see sausages hanging up in butchers shops

out here in Australia, like you do in England™

Butcher: “Yes you do.”

“Well, I've never seen any."”

Butcher pointing to some. “Well, what’s that then?”

“They’re not hanging UP, they’re hanging DOWN!"

After that he was definitely IN with the butcher and whenever [ went in there without him, he
would say, “Where's the old bloke today then?

Ducky soon bought a Mini Minor and then had to pass a written test on the local road
rules to get his West Australian Driver’s Licence. One rule he had to know was all the one-
way streets in Perth: this gave him a bit of a headache. The children enjoyed seeing Grandad
doing his homework, even though he wasn’t impressed. He said, ‘I told the copper there was
no way I was going to drive the 600 miles to Perth to get tangled up in their one-way streets
but he said I still had to know them”. After he passed his test he got a job picking tomatoes on
one of the plantations out of town. The plantation belonged to an elderly Yugoslav couple,
with very limited English, and their daughter Rosa, who interpreted for them. I've always
thought Rosa must have been a talented linguist because she was married to one of the young
technicians who worked at the Tracking station and he had a very thick Scottish accent, and
she coped pretty well with Ducky’s Sussex accent as well. It wasn’t long before Ducky became
‘one of the family’ and he and Nora were invited to christenings and anniversaries. He never
worried about the language barrier. After all, he'd had plenty of practice coping with this
whilst delivering bread at the Polish camp in Petworth. 1 remember him once getting
‘involved’ in a Golden Wedding celebration there, but that's another story!

Nora and Ducky’s house was finished and they soon settled in and made friends. They
were, in fact, invited to more parties than we were. Carnarvon, in spite of having all the latest
technology up at the Tracking Station, didn’t receive television until 1972. Consequently, we
had parties and musical evenings and lots of other social activities. They were also pretty
popular as baby-sitters. When Mr. and Mrs. H baby-sat my friend’s four boys it was quite an : _ . _ o RS
event. The elder boys made cakes to entertain them with and to get Mr. H in the mood to tell At Fh : G - iy ey
his stories: not that he ever needed any encouragement! They still remember him telling them i, . + o 37 ' :
the best way to catch a rabbit is with a brick, a carrot and some pepper. Apparently, you place
the carrot on the brick; sprinkle a lot of pepper on it and then wait. The rabbit hops up to
investigate the carrot, sneezes, knocks himself out on the brick and then you can catch him.

CTORIA-Kihe or

roit QUEEN V’

F

Mrs Ford's Coronation Window. Percy Terrace 1937.

Photograph by George Garland.
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Petworth Tudor Revels 1938.
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The youngest son Simon spent a morning across in the ‘bush’ with all the right equipment but
sadly no rabbit obliged! His brother Adrian went to school and told for ‘news’ that he knew
a man who got up every morning and bent iron bars before breakfast! I must say Ducky went
a bit pale when I told him the Headmaster had invited him up to the school to give a
demonstration! I was only pulling his leg of course. They became de-facto parents (and
grandparents) to a lot of young people who were working in Carnarvon and missing their
families. Also when anyone had their mothers come to visit they would take them round to
Nora and Ducky to be well fed and entertained while they were at work.

Ducky was supposed to be retired but all that sunshine seemed to give him a new lease
of life. He bought a lawn mower and had a long list of gardens he kept tidy for pocket money.
One of these was at the Carnarvon Men’s Club where he became the cellar-man as well as the
gardener. Of course since coming to Australia he had lost his nickname Ducky. But just at the
time he started at the Club, Benny Hill's song * Ernie, The Fastest Milkman in the West’
became popular and the locals thought Ducky’s accent was exactly the same as Benny Hill’s
so they called him *Ernie’ which I think really pleased him. Another garden on his list was the
Courthouse and one of his favourite stories was of the time just before he and Nora left to move
to Perth. As he was weeding, a stranger walked over to say “Hello” and Ducky thought he was
the new gardener, so he proceeded to tell him all he would be expected to do. The stranger just
grinned and nodded and afterwards Ducky discovered he was the new magistrate!

Nora too was enjoying life in sunny Carnarvon. Her excellent cooking was in great
demand and for quite along time she baked delicious apple pies for one of the cafes. She joined
the Country Women's Association, which is the Australian equivalent of the Women'’s
Institute and also had fun in the Friendly Corner and made lots of new friends. She cleaned
the brass at the local Anglican Church and really enjoyed that.

When the Tracking Station closed down early in 1975 we moved down to Perth. Ducky
was so happy in Carnarvon he didn’t really want to move, but Nora said she hadn’t travelled
10,000 miles to live 600 miles from her grandchildren, so they applied for a pensioner flat in
Perth. They were very fortunate to be able to move into a brand new flat just after Christmas
the same year, just twelve minutes drive away from us. After our exciting life in Carnarvon
where we had been very much involved in the American space program and had met several
of the astronauts when they had visited, Perth seemed pretty dull to us all. But Nora and Ducky
soon settled into their new life, joined a club, went on outings and made lots of friends.

They had a memorable trip home to England in 1979 where they had a wonderful time
catching up with family and old friends. I know their short time in Petworth staying in Grove
Lane with Audrey (Grimwood) was very special to them, especially the surprise party that
greeted them on their arrival. Ducky couldn’t wait to get up the Red Lion to see all his mates.
[ know he was a bit surprised at the price of beer and told Doug Dean he was only trying to
buy a pint, NOT the pub!

Another high spot for Ducky a year later, was a visit from his old school mate Timer
Whitcomb. They spent many hours down memory lane and had almost talked themselves
hoarse by the end of the visit. One thing they enjoyed doing was trying to remember all the
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idea of the importance or lack of importance of places in Sussex during that period. Sussex
tokens are dated between 1652 and 1670.

The tokens were usually struck in copper or brass, the commonest denomination was
the farthing, followed by the halfpenny, which did not appear before 1666. Farthings vary in
diameter from 14mm to 22mm (mostly 14mm to 16mm), and halfpennies from 17mm to
20mm. The vast majority are round in shape, although I know one of Aldingbourne, which
is octagonal, and one of Chichester, which is heart shaped.

Originally the tokens were struck for traders, shopkeepers, and in particular, innkeepers
and alehouses. A few were issued by the local authorities of the day. A greatvariety of trades,
professions and occupations is indicated on the tokens, either in words or by designs used, or
more frequently, by the representation of the arms of one of the local trade guilds or London
Livery Companies, then at about the height of their influence. The businesses of grocers and
mercers occasioned most of the need for tokens, with bakers, drapers, tallow chandlers and
ironmongers also prominent. At thattime itisestimated that the average shopkeeper's income
was about £45 per annum, a labourer about £15, and an important merchant in excess of £200
per annum. It is thought that the vast majority of tokens were made in London. The
manufacturers doubtless had agents, travelling widely up and down the country, who perhaps
showed samples of their work already completed and took orders.

The basic type of seventeenth century token has an inscription of legend each side
surrounding either a central device, a group of initials, or further inscription. Legends are often
continued from the obverse to the reverse. The central part, or field, is usually separated from the
outer legend by a dot, lined or cable-patterned border. Tokens nearly always bear the name of their
issuers, whether traders or local authorities. The place name of issue is nearly always present. The
face value of the token is typically in the centre of one side if it is a halfpenny, but farthings are
commonly not denominated. The issuers initials are usually in the centre in the form of a triangle,
with the first letter of the surname placed above two letters alongside each other: the husband's usually
on the left, the wife's on the right. It should be noted that with capital letters, an I was always used
foraJ,aV foraU. They have a wonderful variety of spelling for place names. Thus for Arundel,
which issued 8 tokens, we have ARVNDELL, ARANDELL, ARONDELL, AROVNDELL,
ARVNDLE, and my favourite ARNDELL, you can hear the Sussex accent coming across.

In towns where several traders had businesses in close proximity to one another, tokens
of a known issuer would be acceptable in other shops, and boxes with small compartments
were used to separate the different ones. Nearby villages would no doubt have accepted each
others tokens. For most traders £1 worth of face value, or even less, would be sufficient.
Togive an idea of the vast numbers issued, London had in excess of 4,000 separate issuers.

Seventeenth century tokens are not now easy to find and are mainly to be seen in
museums and private collections. Having said that, hundreds of tokens that had been lost or
thrown away have been unearthed by metal detectors in recent years. They provide a
fascinating insight into the local history of the time.

Nicholas Sharp will be talking to the Society on Wednesday May 22nd
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Three queries:

1) Aplaquein Tillington Church commemorates Henry Stiles, gentleman, who died in the
city of Moscowlin 1711 and bequeathed fifty pounds to the poor of the parish of Tillington,
also his brother Thomas, who died in 1713 and left an equal sum. They were the sons of
Richard and Jane Stiles of Tillington.

1) Does the charity still exist?

2) Who were Henry and Thomas?

3) What were they doing in Moscow and how did they get there?
2)  Judy Sayers found this postcard in a set of supposedly 'Fittleworth' pictures. It is not
obviously of Fittleworth but can anyone shed any light on it?

3)  The Southerton Family

Mrs Joan Anderson is looking for information on the Southerton family. Her ancestor
William Southerton was a tailor in Petworth in the 1820s and is mentioned in Pigot's Directory
for 1826. He died in 1832. In 1841 William's widow Lucy was living with her granddaughter
at World's End. Another daughter, Frances married John Aggett in Devon and emigrated to
Australia in 1855. Frances' nephew was the English cricketer James Southerton who went on
the first England tour of Australia and holds the record of being the oldest ever Test cricketer.
Mrs Anderson may be contacted at 8 Salisbury Street, Subiaco 6008, Western Australia,
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ADDRESS to the Cuarvoney of the Perwonrtn

ScuooL, on February the 10th. 1840, being the Day

=]
of the Marriage of Her most Gracions Majesty Queen
Victoria, with His Royal Highness Prince Albert, of

Saxe Cobourg.

My dear Children,

WE are met together to-day to celebrate the event
of our Gracious Queen VIC 'ORIA’S MARRIAGI.  As
christians we are bound to rejoice in the happiness of
every-body, and as christian subjects we ave particularly
called upon to pray forand tojoin in that of our Sovereign.
You have often heard people talking of her, and I dare
say have listened with pleasure to many accouuts of her
gentleness and goodness.  You know she is very younyg,
not many years older than some of the eldest among you ;
and you have been told that young as she is she has been
placed by Providence in a situation of many ditliculties
and many trials, for the government of all this large and
powerful country rests upon her. This is one great rea-
son why every Sunday when you go to Church you pray
for her. You are taught to do this, first, that you may
be reminded that she is your Sovereign, and that it is
God who has made her so; that therefore you are to love
and honour her : and secondly, becauseas itis only by the
arace of God we can do any thing which is our duty,

there is especial reason that we should earnestly ask that

L)

Petworth schoolchildren are addressed on the occasion of Queen Victoria's marriage in 1840.
First page only reproduced here.
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Cruising the Wey & Arun Canal

As we drove to Loxwood in the rain we did feel slightly saddened — was this going to be
another wet Loxwood trip? We need not have worried for as we boarded the 53 foot long
"Zachariah Keppel" the sun came out, the sky was blue and the birds were singing! Our
skipper Don Gibson gave us a quick safety talk and then we were gently cast off to explore
the canal in all its glory. We soon passed the moored tour boat named "John Smallpeice"
which takes up to ten passengers. As we sailed, by the bluebells were a sight amid the fresh
new green leaves of the trees, we chugged on to the Brewers Lock where we watched the crew
members Dave and Len do their work, winding the heavy gates open and shut to allow the craft
through safely. We had dropped down about eight feet, a friend of Tom and Gordon's chatted
to them from the towpath. We passed a beautiful cherry tree which had not been ravished by
the high winds we have been having and as a contrast a copper beech was resplendent against
the different greens of the trees, cow parsley, primroses, milk maids, stitchwort, bluebells and
cowslips adorned the towpath - not many people to be seen but I suspect the rain had
something to do with that. We passed a marker post saying Wey thirteen and a half / Arun
nine and a half, these we were told were paid for by supporters at a cost of about one hundred
pounds and the side that shows on the towpath often has the name of the sponsor on it. On
past the "May Upton" another trust boat which is used to clean up the debris floating in the
canal. Soon we had to negotiate the second lock, called Baldwins Knob and once again we
watched as Dave and Len wound the gates to let us pass. On we sailed past two volunteer
workmen making up a better towpath, they were using a small mechanical dumper truck with
caterpillar wheels — T thought about the people who had originally dug the canal by hand.
What would they have made of this machine?

Another milestone this time Wey fourteen and a half/ Arun eight and a half. No we had
not travelled far but it was so peaceful even though there was a buzz of conversation inside
the boat — it was obvious that everybody was really enjoying the trip — under the new bridge
— what a lovely way to spend a sunny April morning — in the distance a rape field shone
through the woods in a vibrant swathe of colour. All too soon it seemed we arrived at the half
way mark, the Drungewick Lane Winding Hole, where the crew turned the vessel using a long
heavy metal pole. We disembarked here to get a closer look at the site of the new aqueduct,
which is being restored where the original one was until 1957 when it was destroyed as part
of the flood defence measures. Work when finished will enable boats to sail a total of six miles
from Loxwood. Soon it was time to board for the return trip which although over the same
part of the canal, was just as interesting seen from the other side! As we slowly made our way
I noticed the wonderful reflections of the tree trunks in the river and the water marks on them.
Lovely blue sky and sunshine still. Everybody agreed that it was a very interesting morning
and well worth another visit when the aqueduct was operational. Ian then thanked Don and
his crew before we disembarked, some to go home to lunch, others (who had pre-booked)
were eating at the Onslow Arms nearby.

P.G.
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New Members

Mrs. Sheila Allen
Mrs. V. Bradley

Mr. & Mrs. G. Fisher
Mr. N. Goodenough
Jill Grigor

Mrs. G. Huggett

Miss H. Johnson
Mr. D. Mant
Mrs. C. Miell
Mrs. M. Murray
Mrs. A. Rice
Miss J. Sadler

Mr. & Mrs. E. Willcocks
Mr. & Mrs. Anderson
Mrs. L. Bostock-Smith

Mr. & Mrs. D. Burrell
Mrs. C. Finch

Mrs. C.R. Higson

Mrs. G. Hill

Mr. J. Stafford

Mr & Mrs. A. Woodcock

Blackbrook Farm, Petworth, GU28 9NY.
1, New Street, Petworth.
37, Old Park Road, South Enfield, Middlesex, EN2 7DD.
Scaldwell House, Scaldwell, Northampton, NN6 9JS.
The Old Shop, Stopham, Pulborough, RH20 1EE.
14, Burns Gardens, Middleton-on-Sea, Bognor Regis,

PO22 6QS.
Bamboroughs, Lombard Street, Petworth.
Selwyn, 77, Camrose Way, Basingstoke, Hants., RG21 3AW.
Wood End, Lower Street, Fittleworth, Pulborough, RH20 1SE.
Holmwood, Chichester Road, Midhurst, GU29 9PF.
Martlet House, Lombard Street, Petworth.
9, Willow Court, Fishbourne Road East, Chichester,

PO19 3HL.

The Garden Cottage, Graffham, Petworth, GU28 OPT.

8, Salisbury Street, Subiaco, 6008, Western Australia.

The Greenways, Loxwood Road, Plaistow, Billingshurst,
RH14 OPE.

2, Church View, Angel Street, Petworth, GU28 0BG.

17, Hampers Green, Petworth.

6, Boderton Mews, Burton Park, Duncton, Petworth GU28 OLS.

356¢, East Street, Petworth,

Oakfield House, Angel Street, Petworth, GU28 0BQ.

19, Kendal Close, Littlehampton, BN17 6SZ.

A Hundred Years Ago!

Kirdford August 28" 1902

Considerable excitement was aroused in Kirdford village Thursday afternoon last
when a large balloon was seen hovering immediately over it. The balloon proved to be a war
balloon named Acacia 1902 which had ascended from Aldershot in the afternoon in charge
of an officer and sergeant of the Royal Engineers on a trial trip. It was the intention to have
descended at Petworth but owing to contrary currents the descent was made at Sladelands
Park. After careful packing up the balloon was conveyed to Billingshurst and hence by rail

home again.

[From The West Sussex Gazette, slightly emended.]
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