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From Edison to Ipod

It is always good to have a meeting addressed by one of our own members on a subject dear
to his heart and there seems to be a special atmosphere on such occasions.

So it was when Tim. Wardle filled the stage with items from his collection reflecting
the evolution ofrecorded sound. Moving from machine to machine, lowering and lifting pick-
ups, adjusting volume controls and even angling his microphone to make the sometimes rather
indistinct voices clearer, while maintaining the flow of information and explanation, laced
with dry but warm humour. Tim held the attention ofhis audience throu ghout. And it was probably
the largest audience we have seen, certainly for many years, with virtually every seat taken.

Starting with Edison, the pioneer, we heard his recording on foil of “Mary had a little
lamb’ with his experimental phonograph of 1877. Wax cylinders followed with the voices
of Sir Arthur Sullivan, and then Alfred, Lord Tennyson, the latter reciting ‘The charge of the
Light Brigade’ in 1890.

Emile Berliner brought in disc recording, still through a horn, in 1887. To realise that
we can still hear famous voices from the past is a moving experience, even of recent
personalities such as Sir Harry Secombe, but to hear Caruso, Dame Nellie Melba and then
King George V with this fatherly message to children on Empire Day in 1923, followed by
Queen Mary’s own contribution was special indeed. There were the troops singing their way
to France in 1914, with ‘Home, sweet home’ and ‘It’s a long way to Tipperary’, a 1916
recording of ‘Roses of Picardy’, specially for our Chairman and the original Dixieland Jazz
Band with ‘Tiger Rag’ in 1919.

There were difficulties in recording speech and full orchestras. Violins had individual
homns attached, but with the invention of electrical recording in 1925 came the great step
forward, illustrated for us by two Paul Whiteman recordings, made before and after the
introduction of the microphone. The difference in sound quality was impressive.

More delights were to come: Yehudi Menuhin, at the age of 16 in 1932, playing Elgar’s
Violin Concerto, with Elgar conducting; Rachmaninov in 1927, Louis Armstrong; A.A.
Milne reading ‘Pooh’ to Christopher Robin; Noel Coward and Gertrude Lawrence: even

‘singing’ dogs and a recording of remarkable quality on cardboard made in 1932.

With World War II came vinyl records and 33'/srpm long players, followed by tape
recorders — although the first experiments with these had been made as far back as 1898.
Similarly, stereo was first demonstrated in 1881, but the first commercial records in the U.K.
did not appear until 1958. Popular music became available on 45rpm. Now we have digital
recording, the CD and the Ipod, a compressed version.

Extracts from records kept coming: Alma Cogan, Bill Haley and his Comets, Elvis, the
Beatles. Max Bradley had brought along some vintage machines and accessories too, which
added to the interest during the interval.

A hobby often becomes a passion, but to be able to share the emotion with others,
especially a mixed audience of 130, is a rare achievement. Tim did it brilliantly — supported
by Kate with a steady supply of relevant images projected onto the screen. KCT
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Jeremiah tests the Rechabites. A Band of Hope motto card for 1902.
See “The Society Temperance Evening."

From beneath the stone —
a Sussex botanical mystery

[t was nine years ago that Dr Nick Sturt entertained and educated us in the then unrefurbished
Leconfield Hall and so, with the audience in tiers instead of rows, it was a fresh experience
for many this time, Nick included. But, as before, he started by taking Peter to task for the
title he had given the talk in the Activities Sheet and on the posters. He also remembered that
his first visit had resulted from Peter’s ‘leaving no stone unturned’ in his search for speakers
and here he was again, emerging from beneath his stone.

‘Sussex Botanical Mysteries’ had a wide appeal. There were the botanists, amateur and
professional, familiar with plant names, both vernacular and botanical. There were those who
revel in the beauty and detail of Nature, captured in photographs. And there were those
intrigued by any mystery — not that Nick was able to solve them all by any means.

The botanists will not need me to quote the species involved and the rest of us would want
more than a passing reference (in the dark) to register permanently in our memories. The second
group were well satisfied, with the wider views of the plants in their habitats, illustrating
the difficulty of spotting an unusual one in the general profusion; followed by a nearer shot of
a plant on its own and then, the close-up of the miraculous details within the flower.

The mysteries? Nick posed the questions with examples of the plants concerned. Why
do they suddenly appear and just as suddenly, disappear? Often there are answers, especially
when human activity interferes, but not always. How do hybrids occur between species that
have different means of pollination? What is the purpose of the water reservoir at the base
of the teazle flower? Folk in the past have used the liquid as a cure for warts, but that s hardly
an answer to the puzzle. Why are so many species common in West Sussex and not in East
Sussex and vice versa? Why is the Arun Valley such a hot-spot for rare Sussex plants?

Global warming and man’s interference do give cause for concern for the future of
many scarce plants, even commoner ones, but change is inevitable and there are hopeful signs
too. In one spot, Golden Dock appeared to have been wiped out by another introduced,
invasive plant, but when a space appeared, the Golden Dock returned; dormant seeds had
survived. Danish Scurvygrass, once confined to the coast, has now spread along A roads and
motorways, no doubt encouraged by a dose of salt each winter. New approaches to the
management of downland pasture promise to bring back and maintain threatened species,
including agricultural ‘weeds’.

The final mystery is how Nick and Elizabeth, his wife, manage to carry out all their
botanising, which currently entails listing all the plant species in Sussex, in 2km squares,
alongside their professional careers in teaching. We must be grateful that there are still such
people following in the steps of Arnold, Borrow, et al. and we appreciate having Nick back
again to remind us.

No questions? Maybe because there are no answers — at present.
KCT
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David and Linda’s bluebell walk.
April 22

Along the London road in the sunshine. At long last that uncouth monster, the Petworth
Society, or at least the walking part of it, is sloughing off its winter hibernation. Turn off at
Hoad’s Common lodge and over that boneshaker ofa cattle grid. Fields of rape in full bloom.
Not as restful to the eye as the blue flower of linseed but very much part of the modern
agricultural landscape. Whatever would George Garland’s old characters have made of it?
A bluebell walk is always something of a gamble but this time we’re in luck : the
bluebells are absolutely at their peak. Right into the centre of Stag Park —we haven’s visited
for, perhaps, three years. We're going to walk a lopsided figure of eight crossing the single
public footpath that runs from Ragham to the London Road. Most of the walk will be on
private land. It’s that window of opportunity for the spring flowers before the bracken takes
over. the fronds are already appearing. Like an ape’s hand I always think, although my
knowledge of primate hands is, I have to say, a little limited. Stitchwort, celandine, bugle,
primrose, dog’s mercury, spurge, wood anemone, violet, yellow archangel, cuckoo pint,
milkmaids. broom and even the occasional dandelion. But the woods are ablaze with
bluebells. The scenthangs on the heavy air. It’s humid, almost sultry, in the woods. And it’s
dry. Even the deep wheel ruts are dry and the stream parched. A tractor in the woods enjoying
its Sabbath rest. They’re thinning trees. Piles of sawdust. Are the doomed trees aware of that
sinister red mark? All quiet — the animals are warned off by the sound of the walkers. A
pheasant feather by the path, a deer glimpsed at a far distance. And over all that heady scent
of bluebells, different vistas : an incline of pure blue studded only with some huge moss-
covered boulders, or on the flat studded with the hard white of stitchwort. No sign of the pink
campion, perhaps, we're a little early. Back from the very edge of the Upperton-Lurgashall
road and off back through the rape fields to the Sunday afternoon road. Thanks very much

David and Linda.
P

Solution to 127

Across

6 Tillington, 8 Stet, 9 Ogle, 10 Icon, 11 Harvests, 14 Yokel, 16 Antiques, 18 Meet, 19 Cast,
21 Rood, 22 Empire Hall

Down

1 Scots Crown, 2 Burton, 3 Statuary, 4 Bignor, 5 A Good Egg, 7 Lod, 11 Hikes, 12 Three
Moles, 13 Maintian, 15 Lickfold, 17 United, 18 Merlin, 20 Baa
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Deborah’s Local Crossword

Across

7 & 8 Troubled P.C. might
laugh on finding way to a
traditional agricultural
competition (9,5)

10 & 15dn In Greek
mythology its opening
unleashed evil into the
world (8,3)

11 It’s 49 miles away from
Petworth according to the
New Street milestone (6)
12 Area of ancient
woodland east of Petworth
4)

13 A warm glow in
December’s dark days (6)
17 Feature of the Pleasure
Grounds at Petworth
House presently
undergoing restoration (7)

19 & 24 Fragments of an
old pound remain in this
part of the town (7,4)

22 Enclosed — as the Park
or town gardens (6)

24 See 19

28 It used to be where the
Sylvia Beaufoy centre is
now (6)

30 Artist commissioned
to depict 10 and 15 above
the grand staircase in
Petworth House (8)

31 19*/20" century
composer who lived for
some years in the
Petworth area (5)

32 Large mirror
sometimes used to fill in
wall space in large houses
(4.5)
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Down

1 Gather remnants after
harvesting (5)

2 Temporary fencing (6)
3 Sang like the birds (8)
4 Old-fashioned sweet (7)
5 Where a farmer might
store 2dn (4)

6 Disabled farm vehicle
produces a thespian (5)

9 See 26

14 A fixed pattern of
behaviour typical of a
stag (3)

15 See 10 ac.

16 Grove, Star or
Stonemason’s (3)

18 She can always be
found in sun and rain (3)
20 Story or picture with a
hidden meaning e.g. 30
ac.’s portrayal of 10 & 15
(8)

21 Blissfully peaceful rural
scene — could well
describe Petworth! (7)

23 Buy one in the Old
Bakery (4)

25 The St. Pancras area of
Chichester was once a
centre for making this
basic tool (6)

26 & 9 You should aim to
join this Petworth society
(5:4)

27 An heraldic device (5)
29 Young hawk (4)







Miles Costello writes:

Christine Chaundler
Peter,

Could you please ask the Magazine readers if any of them remember a lady from
Fittleworth named Christine Chaundler. Christine was bom in Bedfordshire in 1887 and
became a prolific writer of girls’ school stories. Her heyday appears to have been between
the wars, though her more popular works, which weren’t necessarily girls’® school stories,
were still being reprinted in the early 1980s. Idon’t know when she moved to Fittleworth or
indeed where in the village she lived. I do however know that she died in 1972 when, I
presume, she was still living in Fittleworth. If anybody remembers her I would be interested
in knowing a little more about her.

Diana Knight writes:
Uplands, Church St., Bowerchalke, Salisbury SP5 5SBH
Dear Peter,

I wonder if you would be interested in these photographs which came from the album
of the Reverend Henry Newman. They were taken at Sutton Rectory possibly during the
twenties. [ have always understood that two of the actors were Mrs Patrick Campbell and one
of the Barrymore brothers — John or Lionel.

I think that Mrs Patrick Campbell most be the taller of two ladies — since she was 5ft.
9in. tall and very statuesque. I don’t know who the other people are. Perhaps some of your
readers could add further light?

Mrs Campbell’s daughter, Stella was married to Mervyn Beech, son of the Rev.
Howard Beech who lived in Sutton towards the end ofhis life, so she may well have had a link
with the village.

Roger Nash writes:

Rudgwick Preservation Society has published a booklet on the Geology of Holy
Trinity Church. This unique study, written by Roger Birch, documents the many different
types of stone used in the construction of the church (including the Sussex Marble Font).
This high quality, 16 page booklet has a pull-out laminated front cover with a photograph
of the church showing where to find examples of the various stones, which include recycled
Roman tile and brick. The booklet reviews the building of the church and takes the reader
on a tour of the geological features of each of the stones and where they may have been
quarried locally.

The booklet has been able to be produced at a very affordable price by sponsorship
from Rudgwick Metals, Rikkyo School, Pennthorpe School, Baggeridge Brick, and
Dornworth Financial Consultants.

Price £2.50 or £3.00 by post (UK)
Obtainable from Leslie Hawkins (01403 822967,
lesliehawkins@tiscali.co.uk) or Roger Nash (01403 822581, rjnash@southdownhouse.co.uk)

[An interesting and very well-produced booklet on an unusual theme. Ed.]
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when passing a church I saw hundreds and hundreds of bells, and, with the help of our
clergyman and the Metropolitan, I found out that these were bells which the Russians had sent
into Russia during the German invasion so that the Germans should not benefit by the metal,
and the Bolsheviks had now returned them to this country’.

[ts journey from Warsaw to Petworth was not without incidentbutitarrived late in 1924
and was hung for chiming on the east wall of the chapel. (The bell was actually cast in
Yaroslay, a town NE of Moscow).

Down through the ages there have been ringers and some of the pieces we ring today
would have been recognisable by those who rang the bells in the eighteenth century. Some
of the newer pieces may have caused some head scratching though; they do to some of us!
There was a band at the start of the last century Messrs Burdock, Howard, Lanaway,
Summersell, Sutton and Vincent being members. There is a report of ‘An Impressive
Dedication Ceremony” when the new ring was installed, and the bells were then regularly
pealed by ringers from the locality from 1924 through to the mid 30’s. Then the war
intervened and records start again in the 50's. We have a photograph in the tower of the Rev
Hugh Owen-Jones (+ his dog) with the ringers in the 60’s.

So it’s quite a fradition and one we wish to ensure continues in this 21*C. In ringing there is
always a ready welcome for anyone interested or would like to learn, so if you are inclined
please come along. We meet on a Thursday evening, and of course continue the age-old
ringers’ practice of enjoying a pint after ringing.

Geoff Rix

Crawfold

Over ten years ago | was asked to look over a number of houses in preparation for Peter
Jerrome's history of Ebernoe. Atthe time [ canremember driving past the turning to Crawfold
on numerous occasions, but the received wisdom was that anything old there had been
demolished. In fact the official listing misspells the name (Crawford) and is very terse and
disparaging, although long experience has taught me to regard these records with some
scepticism. Then very recently [ was offered the chance to visit and record the house — and
[ rarely turn down such opportunities.

The house is clearly of several periods, and includes an L-shaped brick building
containing the present front door. To the rear is a large tile hung wing, and these two elements
are linked with a smaller tile-hung range; tile-hanging is almost always evidence for a timber-
framed structure. All the details that could be seen at first pointed to the earliest survivals
being seventeenth century, until a detail was spotted at ceiling height at the point where the
timber-framed parts met the brick building. There was a three-foot length of moulded timber,
painted in with the ceiling: the double roll mouldings and shape told me I was looking at part
of the decorated beam that once extended across the dais or ‘high’ end of the open hall of a
medieval house!
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The mummers entertain old folks at Tillington in 1939. Does anyone recognise them?
See “The Fittleworth Mumming Play.” Photograph by George Garland.

Fittleworth Tipteers 1951, Photograph by George Garland.
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Spurred on to first floor, and then into the roof space, it became clear that a complete
quarter of a high-class early house has survived within the centuries of adaptations and
additions. Among rare details are the unbraced crown struts of the roof and moulding along
the underside of the collar purlin, suggesting a build date in the first half of the 1300s. It is
also clear that a partition to confine the smoke to the lower bay of the hall (now gone) was in
operation for some time, until a ‘new’ wing with a chimney stack replaced the lower end of
the house in the early 1600s.

So who was connected with this building? Crawfold is a fairly extreme example of how
carly names become distorted and mutate. A clue lies in its spelling in earlier records, as
Crafold; this was almost certainly a reproduction of an abbreviation, which would have
appeared as CRA’FOLD. In 1296 Joan de Crabbesfolde paid tax under Ebernoe tithing, and
this has to be the earliest record of this land-holding. Notonly was the tenant a woman, almost
certainly holding as a widow, but she was among the top third of the local taxpayers.

By 1348 the tenancy had been taken over by John Philip, when it was listed among the
land-holdings of the manor of Pallingham, then owned by the FitzAlans of Arundel.
Described as a virgate, he was paying £1 per annum making it one of the most expensive
tenancies. This implied it was one of the largest and most productive of the farms, and it is
probably about this time that the house was built that remains at the core of the present farm.
Laterrecords show that although the farmhouse and 80 acres lay in Kirdford parish, over twice
as many acres lay in Petworth parish.

A Commonwealth tax levied in 1645 shows that Gregory Hurst was then the tenant, and
he probably succeeded his father, as a man of the same name died in 1618. The Hursts
probably replaced half the old house with a ‘modern’ wing. By 1668 the Eede family had
taken over, and they were to remain as tenants until 1900, also farming at Battlehurst and
Medhone. In the stock returns of the late eighteenth century, published by Kenyon (1950) the
value and diversity of Crawfold is emphasised again:

12 oxen, 7 cows, 21 young cattle & colts, 86 sheep, 28 pigs, 2 riding horses, 6 draught

horses, 3 wagons, 5 carts, 45 quarters wheat, 50 quarters oats, 10 loads hay, 28 loads

straw, 2 carters, 2 stockmen

More research remains to be done on this farm, not least that there may be one or two
surviving probate inventories, possibly taken room by room, that will give an indication of
the size and form of the house before the changes made in the 19th century.

Annabelle Hughes

As to Grittenham

Grittenham, now a simple ancient farmhouse in the south-west part of Tillington parish, down
by and a short distance inland, from the Rother, may well once have been a small village in
its own right, like many another with ““ ....ham” in its name; and as Upperton and River, in
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intelligence-gatherers and in a way the precursors of our present MI5. [ have a photograph

of my father dressed in the distinctive Legion uniform being inspected by King George V.

As I have said, the family connection with Monument Cottage did not end with the first

s generation. Granny Pullen went on living there with her daughter Annie and they would be

[ joined by Charles Caplin who married Annie in 1932. In 1926 Charles was living in a cottage
at Shimmings, where he started a nursery, specialising in chrysanthemum plants. Itwasabold

~ —~ L IN venture and Charles made careful plans. Unfortunately he ran into a particularly severe
*A. L/ ) L!—XP 3 winter. The cost of fuel and the loss of much of his stock killed off the enterprise and he
became a postman, retiring in 1961. In later years Charles and Annie moved to Watersfield.
a - ab i x. - -
Shimmings, Petworth, Susse I wonder if any trace of the Shimmings nursery now remains?

One last point. This postcard, according to family tradition at least, shows a Leconfield
Plants advertised here are free from disease and of Estate group. Where are they, whatare they doing and who are they? I wonder ifanyone knows.
i 169 Ve Line L L k - -

best =zeleclion,
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poatage and packing,

T 1 éI' . L
Chryzanthemum Cuttings in Janunary and February

at 1/3 s dozen.

Plants from February to June at 29 a dozen,

JAPANESE VARIETIES.

Edith Cawvell - Chestiut Bronze

Fred Green i Purple

Lady Stradbroke Pale Heliotrope Stuart Pullen was talking to the Editor.

Majestic .. Golden Amber

Pocketts Crimson .. Deep Crimson Washday at Upperton in the thirties

Mrs. R. C, Pulling ... .. Rich Yellow

Last summer [ was sitting in the garden on a sunny morning, and through the window I could

: hear my old washing machine trundling its way through the daily wash. It was a relaxing

Mrs. J. R. Ackroyd T Xeliow sound and my thoughts drifted back to a time when to sit down on washing day was
unthinkable because when I was a child the weekly wash took all day and more.
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up the road next to Mr. and Mrs. Hazelman. I was a little put out because I'd cleared the garden
of stinging nettle and got it all as [ wanted it. When our future in the new cottage began to
look a little uncertain I left. I moved back nearer home territory at Alfold, working briefly for
Lord and Lady Lyle at Loxwood, then when they sold up, | moved, to fruit-farming, Ironically
my final years were spent not so much caring for apples trees as pulling them out!

Ah, that ghostly story we were talking about at the Ploughing Match. You reckon your
readers will forgive it being more Loxwood than Petworth. Well we’ll see. We had the feeling
that something would pass periodically past the back window of our cottage. It was more
visible in the dark but never more substantial than a shadow. One evening we had two friends
of ours, man and wife, in for a cup of tea, and he said casually, “Someone’s just gone past your
window.” We’d become quite used to this and said, *“Oh, that’s old Fred,” it was our name
for him. While we always saw Fred as a shadow, they were insistent that they’d actually seen
aman. The lady was quite alarmed but Fred never had that effect on us and we lived happily
enough with him. We became quite used to footsteps on the stairs. Once I heard three quick
steps then a breath of air as of a coat flying open and a rat-tat on the banisters as if of buttons
hitting against them. One night [ was cutting up wood outside, the lights were on in the shed,
one of my sons was feeding wood to me on the sawing horse, the other throwing the logs back
into the shed. One of them said, “Someone’s just walked through the coal shed door.” There
was no one there, but he was adamant.

One Christmas Eve my wife and daughter were in the kitchen making mince pies. ['was
siting reading a book - about the slave trade as it happened - decorations and Christmas tree
were up. Suddenly the tree began to move, tilting on one side as if someone were brushing
pastit. [twasn’tas if it was insecure or falling over, I had a definite feeling of something being
lifted. The two in the kitchen were somewhat incredulous but I got them both in to look at
the tree. It was as I said.

Apparently the cottage had been built over a footpath and there was a gap in the hedge
where the footpath had gone. Whenever I trimmed the hedge [ used to tie the branches across
to close the gap. Whenever I did this, by the next moming the ties would be loosened.

A little while ago I was talking about this to a lady in Billingshurst who said that as [
was talking “Alfred” had been in touch with her. Well we’d always half-jokingly called him
“Fred” but [ hadn’t mentioned this. He had been very fond of animals, she said. Well certainly
our dogs never turned a hair.

“Fred” never gave me a moment’s unease, and I wouldn’t say I'm particularly
susceptible, but once at Alfold as a boy, [ was really frightened. We boys used to go to choir
practice, go into the church in the dark, hide, then make a clicking noise with the top set of
organ stops. This would frighten the girls no end while we’d be sitting in pitch dark in the
vestry chuckling to ourselves. Mr. Kenyon, the vicar, then appeared, or so we supposed. It
was still pitch dark. “Good evening, Mr. Kenyon.” He made no reply and walked straight past
us and went out through the vestry door, apparently without opening it. This not speaking
seemed quite unlike him, but we followed him and found the vestry door locked. Quite
alarmed we ran to the village green. There was no sign of the vicar. We were in no mood for
choir practice. I was so white that my parents became worried. My father folded his
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All the land is black and white and
grey in the falling snow Grey
pylons and grey poplars. A cold
sewage plant. Someone walking
by a river with a black dog A
grey-green umbrella between
willows. Snowy headlights.
yellow. describing the course of an
unseen road on winter pasture. A
ragged buzzard on a post. Black
mistletoe on high branches and a
city of pallets beside the empty
tracks. A cloud of starlings.
Someone has losta red
handkerchief

La terra e nera ¢ bianca

e grigia nella neve che fiocca
Grigi i piloni e grigi i pioppi

Un gelido impiantodi
depurazione. Qualcuno passeggia
con un cane nero sulla riva di un
fiume. Un ombrello grigio-verde
tra i salici. Abbaglianti innevati,
gialli. segnano il corso di una
strada invisibile sul pascolo
invernale. Una poiana malconcia
suun palo. Vischio nero in alto sui
rami e una folla di pallet vicino al
binario vuoto. Un nugolo di
storni. Qualcuno ha perduto un
fazzletto rosso

7
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Page 2 of The Red Handkerchief.

See: “Oh, it’s Art.”







His control of the Ford was extraordinary - he could put the car into a deliberate skid at 40
m.p.h. He did a hospital car service but as he moved with such difficulty it always looked as
ifhe were the patient! While he waited at the hospital he’d be always busy, hand-sewing soles
or something like that. He was an immaculate craftsman. He would even pick apples,
“climbing” into the tree by swinging his legs on the rungs of the ladder. As for gardening he’d
put cut rubber tyres over his knees to act as pads, and, from a kneeling position, push the spade
into the ground. Fortunately it was a good black sandy loam at Limbo. Eventually he moved
to Southampton with his second wife where they ran a café in the town centre.

John and Chris Butcher were talking to the Editor

I do not know the date or provenance of this. Can anyone remember either seeing or taking
part in the Fittleworth play? From one of the main photographs it is clear that the play was
performed in 1951, perhaps for the Festival of Britain— but after that ...? Was this version
taken down in the 195057

The Fittleworth Mumming Play

KING GEORGE AND THE DRAGON.
Father Christmas

In comes [, old Father Christmas.

Am [ welcome or am [ not?

I’'m sometimes cold and sometimes hot,

But I hope old Father Christmas

Will never be forgot.

Ladies and gentlemen, I am here for a short time to stay

But I will give you a little pleasure to pass the time before I go away.
Billy Twing Twang

In comes I, little Billy Twing Twang,

Just come from the press gang.

I am not very stout and not very tall,

But [ think myself the best man amongst you all.

“Room, room™ [ pray,

For I am the Noble Captain to lead King George and all his men this way.
King George

In comes I, King George, that man of courage bold,

With my broad sword and spear I won ten tons of gold.

[ fought the Fiery Dragon and brought him to great slaughter,

And by the means of this, I won the King of Egypt’s daughter.
Turkish Knight

In comes I, a Turkish Knight,
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Come from the Turkish land to fight.
I'll fight King George, that man of courage bold,
And if his blood’s red, I’ll quickly turn it cold.
King George
Halt, halt, you saucy cock, and don’t you talk such vapour,
Or I'll cut you down with my old rusty rapier.
Turkish Knight
Down on my bended knee I pray all for to be a Turkish slave,
For I’'ve been ragged, and I've been gagged
From house to house, and door to door,
And if I get out of this, I'll never get in anymore.
King George
Arise, arise you Turkish dog, and see
That the champion of old England doth remain.
Valiant Soldier
In comes I, a valiant soldier, Bold Slasher is my name,
With sword and buckler by my side, all to win some fame.
I and seven more fought and killed eleven score,
Marching men, Sir, men of war, better men than you are.

Mummers at Fittleworth in 1937. Photograph by George Garland.
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Valiant Soldier (continued)

Twice through my head I"ve been shot,

My brains they boil almost like a pot.

My head is made of iron, my body made of steel,

My sword unto my knucklebone I'll fight you in the field.

Now broad you stand, you lousy Pole,

And appear as men to men. Behold,

I will neither bow nor bend,

Neither will I take you to be my friend;

And so that King George should have his will,

You, saucy cock, I'd sooner kill.
Turkish Knight

For why? For why? Have I done you any harm?
Valiant Soldier

Yes you have, you saucy cock, and get you gone.
Turkish Knight

Saucy cock, sir. Withdraw your words. You ought to be stabbed.
Valiant Soldier

Stab for stab, I never fear.

Point the place, I'll meet you there.
Turkish Knight

Well, across the water between four and five

I’ll meet you there if 'm alive.
Together (Hitting their swords)

Done for Done.

(DUEL. Valiant Soldier kills the Turkish Knight)
Valiant Soldier

Now, King George, you see what [ have done,

I have cut him down like the evening sun.

Now for a doctor you must seek,

While he lies bleeding at your feet.
King George

Oh, is there a noble doctor to be found

That can do good to raise the sick, and heal the wound.

Doctor

Yes, there is a doctor to be found that you shall plainly see,

As long as I've been doctor on the land and on the sea.

Now I've come to behold King George’s Majesty.
King George

Well, doctor, what can you cure?
Daoctor

What can I cure?
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[ can cure Hippsy, Cippsy, Peasy, Palsy, and the gout,
Pains within and pains without,
Broken arms, broken legs, broken bones of any kind,
And if this young man’s neck is broken, I will set it, or I’ll not
charge you one farthing of my fee.
King George
And what is your fee, doctor?
Doctor
Fifty pounds is my fee
To raise this slain man under thee.
King George
Try your skill.
Doctor
Try my skill, deuce a bit. Get my horse, John. I’ll be gone.
King George
Step back, doctor step back. Fifty pounds I’ll give to thee
To raise this slain man under me.
Doctor
There now, you are talking something like a man.
I have a little bottle in my pocket called Golden Lossy Drops. I put
one drop on his temple and one on his chin, and that puts life into
one leg. There, ladies and gentlemen, that puts life in one leg already.
Now I have some reviving pills. I give him one of these and that puts
life into his whole body. Now, arise, young man, and see how you can
walk and talk.
Turkish Knight (rising)
There, ladies and gentlemen, you see what it is to be slain
And have this noble doctor to raise you to life again.
Doctor
Yes, ladies and gentlemen, I am not one of those quack doctors going
about from door to door telling you as many lies in one half hour as
come true in seven years. What I do, I do plainly before your eyes,
and if you can’t believe your own eyesight that is indeed a sad case.
My father was the seventh son of his father, and I am the seventh son
of my father, and I’ll guarantee there is none can do the cure that I can.
The Prince of Peace
In comes I, the Prince of Peace,
Bid all these wars to cease,
So clap your hands together and let your voices ring,
Long live King George and merrily we will sing.

(This is Ted Goff’s version of the Fittleworth Mumming Play)
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February 12" 1906 concludes with a proposal from Colonel Simpson that the Club be wound
up. On April 26", in return for a payment of £9.2.7 the effects of the late Club are handed over
to the “new Committee”. This is “carried nem. con. (after animated controversy.)” With this
the minute book ends.

“Animated controversy”. Why? The minute book does not explain. Who were the
“new committee™? The town club existing side by side with the Park club? Why the sudden
decision to wind up? Clearly reality was not quite as roseate as Walter C. Rhoades’ vision
of thirty years previously might suggest. The Petworth Park, like the Football Club, was
sailing in very shallow financial waters. Perhaps the real enemy was apathy. The minute book
is very reticent about the players, other than the perennial complaint over the slow return of
subscriptions. There is the difficulty of finding a secretary and the sparse attendance at
committees. Not perhaps the golden age we might imagine. This article like the minute book
suggests more questions than answers. Thaven’tattempted to explore beyond the documents
[ had readily to hand. There is, I'm sure, much more to be said.

P.

New Members

Mrs. W. Batten-Foster
Mrs. P. Copus

Mrs C. Corben

Mrs. M. Daley-Dawson
Mr. T. Edwards

Miss G. Ford

Mrs. J. Fox

Mr. & Mrs. P. Foster
Judith Grimwood

Mr. J. Grimwood, MBE
Mr. & Mrs. B. de Heger
Mrs. J. Ms. S. Holmes
Mrs. J. Ifield

Mrs. J. Lavender

Mrs. H. Mitford

Mr. J. Older

Mrs. R. Orrow

Mr. M. Paterson

Mrs. E. Peacock

Dr. & Mrs. R. Whitehead
Mrs. F. Uffindell

5, Chequers Court, Station Road, Petworth.

Whitecott, Durfold Wood, Plaistow, RH14 OPL.

Weston House, Tillington, Petworth, GU28 ORA.

Marydale, 15, Park Rise, Petworth.

14, Millfield Road, Newport, Isle of Wight, PO30 S5RH.

8, South Grove, Petworth.

41, Peppard Road, Caversham, Reading, RG64 8NR.

Thistledous, Topend, Little Staughton, Bedford, MK44 2BY.

c/o 12, Grove Lane, Petworth.

4, Egremont Almshouses, Horsham Road, Petworth.

Burton Park Farm, Petworth, GU28 0JT.

2, Herons Close, Kirdford, Billingshurst, RH14 ONF.

150, St. Andrews Road, Coulsdon, CRS 3HE.

Rose Cottage, Hillgrove, Lurgashall, Petworth, GU28 9EW.

Victoria Cottage, Hillgrove, Lurgashall, Petworth, GU28 9EW.

George House, East Street, Petworth, GU28 0AB.

Rosewood, 8a, Downview Road, Petworth, GU28 0EU.

Birch Walk, Fittleworth, Pulborough, RH20 2JE

Room 20, Abbas Combe Nursing Home, 94, Whyke Road,
Chichester, PO19 8JF

36, Northend Close, Petworth, GU28 9NS.

Beeches, Hollist Lane, Easebourne, Midhurst, GU29 9AD.
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