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Constitution and Officers

The Petworth Society was founded in 1974 "to preserve the character and amenities of the
town and parish of Petworth including Byworth; to encourage interest in the history of the
district and to foster a community spirit". It is non-political, non-sectarian and non-profit
making.

Membership is open to anyone, irrespective of place of residence who is interested in
furthering the object of the society.

The annual subscription is £9.00. Single or double one Magazine delivered. Postal
£11.00 overseas £15.00. Further information may be obtained from any of the following:

Chairman
Mr P.A. Jerrome MBE, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth [STD 01798] (Tel. 342562)
GU28 0DX
Vice Chairman
Mr K.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth (Tel. 342585) GU28 OEW
Hon. Treasurer
Mr A. Henderson, 62 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343 792) GU28 0BX
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont, Mrs Carol Finch, Mr Ian Godsmark,
Mr Philip Hounsham, Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker, Mrs Deborah Stevenson,
Mrs Patricia Turland, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Miss Callingham,
Mrs Stevenson, Mrs Aziz, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Ray and Valerie Hunt
(Byworth), Miss Biggs (Sutton and Bignor), Mr Bellis (Graffham), Mr Derek Gourd,
(Tillington and River), Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth), Mr David Burden
(Duncton)
Society Scrapbook
Mrs Pearl Godsmark
Coultershaw Beam Pump representatives
Mr S. Boakes, Mrs J. Gilhooly, Mr A Henderson, Mr T. Martin.

For this Magazine on tape please contact Mr Thompson.

Society Town Crier

Mr Mike Hubbard 343249
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Chairman’s Notes

The mixture as before? After some thirty-five years I'm always looking to ring the
changes, both in this Magazine and in the programme, with what success only you can

Jjudge. The annual dinner is on Wednesday September 9". Originally a “one-off”, it's

proved so popular that it remains an integral part of the programme. This time we'll
have access to three connoisseurs’ rooms, the Wyndham, Belzamine and Trellis
bedrooms, courtesy of Lord and Lady Egremont. In a way the dinner heralds the
beginning of a new series of monthly meetings and we 've some seriously attractive items
lined up for you. The mixture as before? Well, we do try.

Now excursions. For August we have a reprise of the Godalming narrow boat trip
we made five years ago, see report in PSM 117. Cream tea, inimitable commentary by
Chris Hawkins, give us a sunny day and what more could you ask? The Westminster trip
in July was hopelessly overbooked. Andy could have filled two coaches and then some.
The fact is that we 've limited by the venue to two separate parties of twenty with nine
going simply for the London trip. Another limitation is the availability of the M.P. Andy
has plans for early next year with preference for those who applied for July and were not
successful.

“First come, first served”. We do adhere very strictly to this but it 's not a panacea.
We send out the postals two days in advance of local distribution while most local
distributors deliver the same day that they receive. It's not perfect but we do what we
can.

Peter 24" April

DARE TO BE DIFFERENT!
JOIN THE COTTAGE MUSEUM TEAM.
INSTRUCTION GIVEN.
ONE AFTERNOON A MONTH
2.00 to 4.30
ENQUIRE Peter 342562.
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Plus ¢a change ...

Lord Mayor's Show in 1930,

The Forgotten Paintress

I suspect that [ was not the only one drawn to Richard Smith’s lecture on Margaret Carpenter
(1793-1872) through curiosity and a measure of mild interest. Hers is certainly not a
household name, even in artistic circles, so why has she been forgotten?

Mrs Carpenter had shown exceptional talent from a very early age, as she drew portraits
of her siblings, progressing to watercolour and on through training, to oils. We were treated
to exquisite examples, not only with slides, but also numerous prints on display at the interval:
beautiful ladies, gentlemen of great character, costume, jewellery and military decorations in
realistic detail. Even the naturally portrayed landscape displays a versatility extending
beyond portraiture.

Although of somewhat humble background, Margaret was soon moving in more
elevated circles, painting portraits of the aristocracy, which led to further commissions by
recommendation. Richard’s extensive researches have revealed many fascinating links with
the families of eminent Victorian personalities such as Charles Dickens, Jane Austen and
Wilkie Collins. She commanded large fees and by 1830 her annual income ass equivalent to
£60,000 today, far more than her husband’s. At that time, she was painting portraits of Eton
College masters and pupils, over a hundred in total.

The Petworth connection? In 1860 she visited New Grove, the home of John Henry
Robinson, Queen Victoria’s engraver, whose engraving of Britannia appeared on bank notes
for many years. She was there to carry out commissions for Mrs Robinson.

Highly acclaimed in her time, so why is she forgotten now? Why did she never become
amember of the Royal Academy, despite making two applications? Richard suspects that the
male dominance in Victorian times may have been an issue, but the lack of recognition in the
present day remains a mystery.

A fascinating lecture by ‘one of our own’

Deep thinking — especially if you lisp!

From the age of eight, Rob. Goldsmith has been gripped by the story of the sinking of the
Titanic. He told us about the effect it has had on his life.

At primary school, he made a model of the ship and has since made and collected many
more. Four years ago, he had the experience of a lifetime when he won a competition
organised by Sky TV’s History Channel. His prize was to actually dive down to the wreck,
20 miles beneath the Atlantic.

There had been 30,000 entrants, whittled down to a short list of 6 by random selection,
from which he emerged the winner after a day of interviews.

Dives are made by two Russian-owned submersibles, each holding a ‘pilot’ and two
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Serve with compdte of blackcurrants and langue du chat. Syrup Y21b lump sugar to a pint water SOlutiOIl to 1 3 S
and boil ten minutes.”

Oh I nearly forgot. How did we do? Within striking distance of February. Well, 1did
say that challenging that would be unreasonable - didn’t I?

Across
2 Swing, 5 Kersey, 8 Wheelwright, 10 Ham, 11 Merino, 12 Canada, 14 Ling, 15 Riots,

16 Amos, 18 Apse, 19 Elegy, 20 Knap, 24 Tennis, 25 Belong, 27 Err , 28 Marionettes
30 Bedham, 31 Eerie.

Down

DebOI‘ah’ S DOWHland Crossword 1 Fox Hill, 2 Shimmings, 3 Inward, 4 Greenfield, 5 Kale, 6 Egg, 7 Straws, 9 Real, 13 Stag

B

S

Beetle, 17 Menagerie, 18 Autumn, 21 Penrose, 22 Biro, 23 Dowser, 26 Team, 29 Rye.

Down

1 Downland provides a
habitat for many rare ones . p g
7 Editor’s Postbag

3 Sussex sheep (10)

4 Legend (4

5 Soﬁnds I{ik)c one of the Terry Lucas sends three aerial photographs of Petworth taken some three years ago, of which
flack (3) : we include one with this note. Terry writes that they are taken at a height of 1,000 feet, lower
gogg:ﬂqilipb;%sglxe flying not being allowed. This particular one shows Fairfield with the Grove trees in the
and composers (8) foreground.
7 Essential for walking the

South Downs Way (6)

9 Harvests (4)

10 Another river - that

flows to Littlchampton (4)

13 Flirty liar catches the

butterfly (10)

17 “Softly along the road

of evening, In a twilight

dim with rose, Wrinkled

with age, and drenched

with dew, Old Nod,

the --, goes.”

Walter de la Mare (8)

18 Into vegetarian food

near Plumpton (6)

16 Like camp fire dust (4)
2 Finds it really cool — 18 River that flows to
looking for archaeological Newhaven (4)
remains (4) 19 They dance on
4 One of seventeen summer evenings .... (5)
protestants commemorated 20 .... while these never
on Cliffe Hill (6) seem to stop working (4)
8 Tree once called the 24 Village famous for its 21 Seven siblings at
Sussex Weed (3) September Sheep Fair (6) =, 22 7)3
9 Fortified down, near 25 Constellation that e ( ik
Lewes (5,6) turns the earth (6) 22. ijssp:ecc yRe T
11 Dialect word for 27 Can we stay in these driving oxen (4)

- 23 Puts around — they're

shelters (5) old paths (7,4)
12 Bothy on the Slindon 29 Downland deer (3)  Part of the flock (4)
Estate that shelters walkers 30 Roman Stane Street 2;5 Just one part of 25 ac
(6) crosses the downs over {2 8) e D, W e h ¢
14 Historically a labourer this hill (6) briefly (3) ty Shirley Standford writes:
tied to his master (4) 31 Famous old trees Y Dear Peter,

15 Flies high — like one of  which grow from Kingly : . G : : :
7 dn (5) Vale up Bow Hill (4) Upstairs, looking for something completely different, I came across this snapshot
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of smartly dressed ladies at the seaside and recognised it to be from the same set shown in PSM
No. 133 onPage 20. My Granny, Florence Knight of East Street is on the left inmy photograph
and second from right her youngest sister Emily Collins always known as Auntie Ted, who
lived with her, but I can’t identify the others. I wonder who the photographer was? My father,
Cecil Knight played in Gladys Whitcomb’s band before starting his own dance band. That’s
him in the other photo playing the banjo and attempting to look like Rudolph Valentino!
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WHITCOMB®
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Pam Bruce has been given this photograph of Northchapel in the early years of the last
century. Note the gate across the drive to the church. The location is on the main road through
the village and opposite the Half Moon pub. There were very few motor cars in the village
in the first years of the century, although early parish council minutes express concern with
speeding traffic through the village as early as 1903! The speed limit had been increased to
20mph and the parish council drew the attention of the A.A. to “the exceedingly dangerous
and particularly crooked road* and asked for caution boards to be erected at either end of the
village to prevent an accident occurring. The figures may be members of a wedding party or
even friends of Mr Bright the rector. Has anyone any ideas?
David Claisse writes:

148a Bellemoor Road, Southampton SO15 7RA
Mr P.A. Jerrome
Trowels
Pound Street
Petworth,
Dear Mr Jerrome

I received my copy of your excellent magazine recently and thought that I would write
to you about the scouts photograph in the previous issue.

The ‘lad from Byworth’ is me and no.8 cub is my brother Douglas. The unknown cub
is probably Freddie Wright who was an evacuee from Portsmouth who stayed with Mrs Doris
Pullen at Byworth for much of the war.

We were living in Brighton when war began and my father rented a cottage in Byworth
when France surrendered. We had four and a half very happy years there and [ have so many
memories of them. Most of the scouts in the photograph I remember well. It was good to hear
of Neville Green. I was friendly with his brother Trevor. I wonder if there is news of him?

I look forward to the arrival of the next magazine and in the meantime send you good
wishes,

Yours sincerely
David Claisse

At Encounter On My First Trip to London
(or is it only a Summer Tale?)

To start my tale I must first explain my grammar and spelling is not perfect.
My early education was at Sutton C of E School, (you know the High School on the hill)
but I must say I did know my prayers and National Anthem sang and said most mornings.
The encounter [ am writing about took place at Petworth Railway Station in the late

1940s.
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It would seem to

“Two Spooners two Boxalls ",

Any comments?

predate the 1914-1918 war.

This photograph of Lodsworth brickyard carries the enigmatic caption:

]
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[t was my first trip to London. I was going to stay with my wartime pal, Keith, who had
been evacuated with us at Sutton End. My holiday was to be for two weeks, in which time
I was promised a choice to visit different events each day, ending with a day watching the Test
Match at the Oval. I selected the lightest leather suitcase we had and for security reasons
fastened it outside with a strong leather strap.

Taking luggage I would have to walk from our bungalow at Sutton End to the station,
so decided on the shortest route — up the drive, across the common at Sutton End then through
Burton Park, passing the Waterfall and Black Pond taking the short-cut through Burton
Rough then the footpath beside the main road and finally down the wooden steps to the
Railway Station.

[ had arrived early; my steam train departed at 7.25am to Pulborough where [ would
have to change to the London bound electric train. There was a small queue at the right-hand
ticket pigeon hole —the left was closed. This office was located in an enormous waiting-room;
leading off from this waiting-room I could see another large room and written on the door
LADIES WAITING-ROOM -I could not understand its necessity.

Having bought my return ticket I decided to go onto the single platform by going
through two large doors from the waiting room. Upon one step through a Porter’s arm shot
out “Tickets please” said a very loud voice. He took my ticket and with his clippers bit an
enormous piece out of the cardboard leaving very little of LONDON (my destination) visible
on the ticket. “You be going to London then boy? —be you returning?” he said. As there was
a large R in red on the ticket, I thought he could not be very bright — probably went to school
at Duncton or Petworth!

[ walked quickly to the south end of the platform as [ wanted to see the train arrive out
of the tunnel with its black smoke and steam. The Porter, all this time, kept looking at me from
his position at the waiting-room door; this was also the official exit from the platform. He then
decided to come along the platform to where I stood — then said again “You be going to
London then boy?” “Yes,” I replied (he already knew this, of course). I gave him my ticket
_ another enormous bite came out — my ticket was, by now, nearly in two parts. “The reason
[ have come to you again boy, is I don’t understand if you be going to London, why are you
taking that giant trug basket filled with those large red plums?” “I thought it was obvious,”
I replied, “As you already know I am going to London. The King lives in London™ “Yes,”
he replied removing his cap. I then told him “I‘ve been singing every morning all these years
at school — God Save The King, send him VICTORIAS - so instead of sending the King
Victorias, [ am taking some to him.” The Porter replaced his cap and walked away to the sound
of the approaching train’s loud whistle.

Brian Verrall
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Two “upstairs " pictures at Petworth Cottage Museum.
1) Mrs Cummings in her sewing room.
Photographs by Louise Adams for the Chichester Observer Series.
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2) Bedroom at Petworth Cottage Museum.

How big is your spread?
Thoughts of a town crier

Except for buckles on my shoes, and I'm working on that, I'm in complete working order,
uniform-wise at least. Yes, I'll be crying the Book Sale on Saturday. It’s not something I do
on a regular basis, the Sale is more than capable of looking after itself. Crying the Book Sale is a
relatively brief job: other engagements can take the whole day. I'm thinking for instance of
officiating at Ivan Wadey’s Golden Wedding celebrations at Ebernoe last year with its accent
on the MacMillan Appeal. Charitable work is never far away where crying is concerned.

Other events can be less clear cut. Take, for instance, Sussex Day, June 16". As faras
[ know it’s something of an innovation and last year we had only a day or two’s notice. Just
a day or so to rustle up a presence in the Square. In the circumstances we made a reasonable
show and ended up singing Sussex by the Sea to a somewhat bemused Market Square. I’d look
to do a little better this year.

A crier needs to keep his wits about him. For, to foreign visitors particularly, he can
appear an example of English eccentricity at its most extreme. Take Sussex Day last year for
instance. [ was by the Arcade when a coach pulled in, and [ was using the opportunity to urge
my hearers to put in their swede seed. A German lady issued from the coach and thought I
was announcing the coach’s arrival. “We are not Swedes, we are German”, she insisted. I tried
to explain and became more deeply involved. “So you are a farmer. Why do you dress like
this? How many pigs have you? How many cows?” I then tried to explain that so far from
being a farmer I had only a cat and dog and this made things worse. “How big is your spread?”
killed the conversation completely,. For one German lady at least, English agriculturists are
a breed apart.

Effectively my first function on taking over from John Crocombe (a hard act to follow)
was the 2007 fair. I hired my robes for that. It was an atrocious day. This time I was in the
street and urging people to sow broad beans — is this horticultural slant a good thing? I might
wonder. A stretch limo pulled up and down came the window. “Say, buster, What'’s all this
about broad beans? Are you the mayor of this town?” I explained that [ was simply a minor
official, if that. My new friend wasn’t having any of that, “Don’t put yourself down, you’re
clearly big in these parts. Youtell everyone what’s going on. Anyway I’ll buy your bell. Give
me a figure. How about 180 smackers?” I explained that the bell wasn’t mine to sell and in
any case part of the town’s history. My friend put up his window and drove on, much to the
reliefno doubt of the cars piling up behind him. I seem to remember reading in the local paper
that the Midhurst town bell, not used since the 1920s, was recently sold by auction, being
bought, I think, by the Midhurst Society. I'm very aware always that the Petworth bell was
used by Arch. Knight and probably his predecessor. It will certainly be a century old.

Crying is never a chore, although a prolonged spell can take its toll on the voice. John
Crocombe found that. I've had some very enjoyable days - Bignor Park open day, house and
gardens open for two days. [ mixed in crying with folk singing. Catherine and Michael
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More than a hint of frustration. It’s all too easy to sympathise. Here is an intricate dish
involving a great deal of trouble and care, then ruined by being served lukewarm.

Christmas cake, Marrons au café, Canapés Bengal, Butter biscuits and Chocolat cake
with one last personal note Mrs Shakeup? The handwriting, always a little uneasy, finally
defeats the reader.

Mrs. Cownley, shooting lunches, a long wait outside the dining room. Even allowing
for due caution, we seem to have a chef working at Petworth House. English speaking to all
appearance. The forward hand will hardly be later than the 1930s, but, realistically, could
come from any time in the early century. Mrs. Cownley will provide a rough terminus a quo
of about 1910 but this is surely too early. Born in the early 1920s, Elizabeth Wyndham would
certainly have known Mr. Grant who died in 1938. It’s impossible to say more. A number

of crosses in red pencil may indicate a later use of some of the recipes.
P

For ease of reading I have occasionally made slight modifications in punctuation and use of
capital letters.

Tods of Wool and Barrels of Cider

One of my earlier forays into trying to relate the Domesday record to the locality led me to
discovering the ‘lost’ entry for Treve (aka River) manor. Now [ have to report that [ have been
pursuing another entry, where another Domesday manor seemed to fade away, if not
disappear entirely, leaving its name to survive on just one farm.

For some years I had been trying to find a way in which I could approach the occupants
of Glatting Farm. On the Downs south of Bignor and Sutton, I had eyed it whenever [ was
nearby .......... visiting the Roman Villa, working on other houses in the villages, just eating
sandwiches while enjoying the landscape.

Why was I so interested? Well, Glatting is one of those places actually ‘mentioned in
Domesday ; not a house, that is, but the manor or estate, and so well worth attention. Its land
holding actually compared with Treve (four hides), and it had been also held by a number of
free men in 1066, but there were some noticeable differences. Although the demesne (home
farm) seemed to be about the same size with a similar number of servants (slaves) there were
only five tenants and less than half as much arable, and there was no meadow or woodland,
usually vital elements of the manorial economy. What was going on?

Among a variety of references, Glatting turns up in the 1140s, when tithes ofits produce
were granted to Lewes Priory; it was held with Burton by the lord of Hunston manor in
1332,when there was at least one plough team of oxen; when a Chichester ‘gent’ died in 1629,
itwas part of his legacy to his two daughters (along with Felpham); bought by the Duke of
Somersetin 1718, it was among the endowments of the Somerset Hospital in 1746, and its rent
still goes to the Somerset charity. But it was always described just as Glatting, or Glatting
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Photograph courtesy of Chichester Observer Series.

The town crier “in full cry".
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This Garland photograph seems to come from the late 1950s. Some possible identifications — can anyone improve on this?
Front Row LtoR —
1 Jack Penfold; 2 Elsie Penfold; 3 Mrs Brash, 4 5 Annie Benham; 6 Mrs Thayre; 7 Mrs Crook; 8 Mrs Andrews; 9 Mrs Smith; 10 Mrs Graveney; 11 12 Rector Jones; 13 Mrs Jones

Back Row LtoR —
I Mrs Willmer; 2 Mrs Beaufoy; 3 Beat Hamilton; 4 Mary Minton 5 6 Mrs Moore; 7 8 Mrs Clifford; 9 10 Mr Crook?; 11
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Receipe for Truite Saumonoe Nantuicienne(?). Note comments at bottom.

-
S
~—
=
h
=
=
iy
24
=
o
S
—
¥
U
“
s
W
Q9
-
&o
=
o
U
—
oy
=
-
=2
A
o
=
A
e
r=
=
o~
I~
-~
=
1)
=0
=
i v
=
=,
0]
-
-
=
=
20
A
g
=
W
=

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.136 25













THE BALLET SHOES
Naples, Italy

One morning as he was going to work a man found on the stones a tiny ballet shoe. It was a shoe so small it
would have fitted only a child and yet it was well-made in white satin and very finely stitched. The sight of
the pretry little shoe on the dirty stones was somehow pathetic and it made the man sad. He was quite a
sensitive man and would have liked to have been a poet but he worked at the post office. He picked up the
shoe, put it in his pocket and went into the newsagent to buy a post card and a roll of adhesive tape. He then
wrote on the card that he had found the shoe, added his telephone number and taped the card to the wall.

The following day he found another shoe in the same place and it was exactly the same as the first. As
before he picked it up and was about to amend his post card from ‘one’ to "a pair’ of ballet shoes when he saw
that the change had already been made. The man thought this to be very odd, which of course it was and as
he was standing there wondering what to do a little barefoot girl appeared wearing a white tutu.

The girl was alone, indeed there was no-one else in the street and as she stared up at the man he thought
her quite the prettiest girl he had ever seen and that such delicate shoes must surely belong to her. But as he
put his hand in his pocket to give them to her she began to laugh. [t was a piercing and very loud laugh and
echoed all along the narrow street. Then, still laughing, she tumed and ran on her bare little feet away and
around the corner and long after she was gone the man could still hear shrill laughter from far away.

After a while he took down his post card, put the little shoes on a ledge and decided the best thing to do
was to forger all about them and the pretty little girl. Yet he couldn’t forget her and the reason was that as she
ran from him he could see that, although the stones were filthy, the soles of her feet were the purest white.

Ballet Shoes
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The ballet shoes — illustration.




Buckinghamshire, England

A woman was polishing a dining table in a very big house in the country. The house which was very
beautiful with landscaped gardens and two lakes belonged to a rich man who was often away for weeks at a
time. The woman was his housekeeper and he had given her her own cottage beyond the thododendrons.
She had not always been a housekeeper. Some years before, when she was still quite young, the rich man
had rescued her from a life on the street. Although rich he was kind and compassionate too and besides,
from time to time he would visit her in her cottage when she would return to her earlier trade.

As she was polishing the table the woman became drawn to a huge oil painting which, of course, she
had seen before, but she had never really looked at until now. There was a half naked man in a cloak, some
leopards and some naked women and the rich man had told her that it was nearly 400 years old. She didn’t
really believe him but today, leaving her polish, walking over to it and stepping over the vacuum cleaner
cable, she found herself captivated by it. Enveloped by its aura. It was as if she could walk through the wall
and into its Arcadian landscape.

When the rich man retumed to his house he found the polish and vacuum cleaner where they had been
left and, curiously, he found his housekeeper’s clothes on the floor below the painting. And then he noticed
that a figure of a woman had been added to the painting. The paint was still wet. What tricks was she
playing? But it was so immaculately painted, she couldn’t have done it, surely? He would interrogate her
when he found her. But he never saw her again and he had the figure removed by a professional restorer.

Years later the National Gallery asked to borrow the painting for an important exhibition of Italian art.
As part of the agreement they would have it cleaned and x-rayed. In doing this they found the figure ofa
woman which the old master had painted over, and the extraordinary thing was that it was exactly the same
figure as the man had had removed all those years ago.

Housekeeper
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The housekeeper — illustration.



















1500rpm through a gearbox. The Archimedean Screw is fish friendly and requires only a
coarse screen to collect floating debris which can be removed manually. The generator will
be connected into the local supply network through a meter and the power generated sold
to an electricity company.

The Trust believes the turbine will add to the education value of the site. The turbine
will be contained wholly between the walls of the wheel pit. Protected by a steel grating
visitors will be able to look over the wall and see the turbine operating. The Design Report
will be the basis for a Planning Application, licensing agreements with the Environment
Agency, the brokerage of electricity sales to an electricity company and detailed proposals
from a specialist contractor for the alterations of the wheel pit. The estimated cost of the
installation is 0150,000 which will be a hard sum to fund from grant aid sources.

The Beam Pump first Open Day in 2009 was held on Sunday 5 April. Visitors noted
the clearance of the river banks round the mill pond, the old coal wharf and upstream along
the line of the Navigation. Itis now possible to visualise the activity that must have taken place
at Coultershaw when the mill and the Navigation were working. The Jack Rapley seat has
been bolted to a concrete base on the south side of the pond; the base has been set at summer
flood level and the river bank will be raised to this level in due course. A second seat has been
placed by the fountain.

The timber for a new staircase in the Pump House was generously sponsored by a grant
from the Society and has been built by a volunteer. A new pipe rail barrier has been fixed
round the pump with materials sponsored by the SIAS. JK Engineering has generously
provided a hand rail to the outside steps. Grant applications have been made towards the cost
of providing two lectern type ‘you are here’ interpretation boards to be placed on either side
of the mill pond. The Petworth Parish Council has made a contribution.

Planning continues for the conversion of one of the warehouses into an education
room with toilet facilities and the conversion of the engine house into a gallery for George
Garland photographs, with improved access. Planning Applications will be made in due
course and assistance with funding sought from the Heritage Lottery Fund.

Steve Boakes has resigned as a Trustee after many years of support for the Beam Pump;
the Trust is grateful for the work put in by him and Di and look forward to seeing them at the
pump as visitors. Robert Mynors has been appointed a Trustee and taken over as Treasurer
from Andy Henderson who has looked after the Trust’s finances since it started in 2002. Andy
remains a Trustee and is the main link between the Tru.:;t and tt}e Society.

The Beam Pump will be open as usual on the 1" and 3" Sunday in the month until
September. Inaddition the Pump will open on Heritage Sunday (13 September) — admission
free. All members of The Society are welcome to the Open Evening on Wednesday 15 July
_ come and enjoy a glass of wine and see the improvements for yourself. Make a regular
donation and become a Friend of Coultershaw.

Robin Wilson
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Archimedian Screw Turbine

Jack Rapley's Seat

New Stair case in Pump House
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This faded postcard has the
caption “Repairing Mr
Valentine’s Machine ...
Horsham". The date is not
clear and gives no year.
We seem to have an early
century flying machine of
a type of which we have
several graphic descrptions
in earlier Magazines.

Does anyone know of Mr

Valentine?
Ed.
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> VALENTINES H_m‘l 3

The Last of the Harbour-Masters

There was a deep blue sky over the marshes the night they closed the Fc_r[y. The scarr‘cd face
of the chalk-pit at Amberley was rose-lit with the last rays of the westering sun. The tide was

full, the river a gun-metal ribbon between the silent fields.
[ sat beside Bob Dudden., the last of the “Harbour-Masters™ on the old wooden seat on
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the river-bank as the rose light faded to a purple dusk. Behind us the church pointed its
shingled spire to the one herald star that had appeared high in the sky.

“Fourteen hundred years since first there was a Ferry across that bit of river,” said Bob
quietly. “It’s a long time. Now it’s over.”

My mind groped back down the centuries, seeing the long procession of the men who
had “taken the boat across” from the time of the coracles right up to this, the final day, when
the last of them looked out across the stream to the mooring mast on the Amberley shore; men
who, like Bob himself, were men of the village, men who loved the river, who understood the
river in all its changing moods.

Fourteen hundred years ... but now ill-health had laid its hand on the seventy-five year
old Bob, and the motor traffic which could slip round the lanes to Amberley had made the old
Ferry a useless anachronism. For the greater part of those fourteen hundred years the F erry-
boat had been the property of the Earls of Arundel and later the Dukes of Norfolk who owned
the village, and until thirty years ago, the grass foreshore on which we sat had been a miniature
wharfwhere the barges had put in with coal, sand, timber and other freight for the village. But
the barges too had had their day and passed into history and now only privately-owned
pleasure-craft swung to their moorings as the tide ebbed.

“I've seen some changes ....”" came Bob's voice out of the dusk, and as a thousand stars
joined the lone star above the church, he told me of them.

He told me of the thatched lamp-lit cottages of his childhood and of the six-mile walk
to Arundel for stores. He told me of the fishermen who left Worthing beach in the early dawn
to sell their catch in the village in time for breakfast. “You could hear them call their ‘Herring-o’
way across the Brooks,” he said. “And they sold ‘em for sixty a shilling and glad to get it.”
He told of the *Old Pub’, now a piece of waste ground in the centre of the village, which had
been a busy coaching inn where the London coach changed horses, long before the first bus
chugged its way up Bury Hill. He told of ‘Old Mr. Penfold’, the coffin-maker who, so it was
said, never needed a measuring tape for his work, for he knew to an inch the size of any man,
woman or child who had died. He told me too, of the willow-ringed, spring-fed Manor Pool,
a few yards behind us, whose waters, so ‘the old people” of his boyhood declared, healed
defective eyes.

And finally he told me the story [ had heard from him so often, and of which [ never tired,
ofthe days when, as a youth, he had left the village and the river to join the Navy. India, China,
Japan, the Seychelles; he had visited them all. Once he had escorted the Prince and Princess
of Wales, later Edward VII and Queen Alexandra, to Bombay in the old Renown: once the
Duke of Windsor to the Far East.

Thirty-two years ago in 1926, he had come home, home to the cornfields climbing the
hillside, to the wildfow] on the marshes, and to the river. With him he had broughta Blue-fronted
Amazon parrot from Malta, as a gift for Minnie his wife. For twenty years the parrot had
perched on the branches of the willows and the apple-trees as though it had never known the
hot sun of the Mediterranean. But the parrot, too, had grown old and died and passed into legend.

The mist was rising from the river now, wreathing about the silent pennons of the reeds,
hiding and revealing again the dark stream and the dusky outline of Amberley Castle.
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“Better get in, I suppose,” Bob said, and we walked slowly back to where the wood-
smoke from his cottage fire drifted up into the night.

Sadness was in my heart for that link with the long past of the village which, today was
broken. The future? No man could answer that question. The church spire was gun-metal
now, thrusting into the multitude of the stars. In its shadows lay the earthly remains of the
villagers over the centuries .... the priests, the farmers, the labourers, the carpenters, all those
who had gone before us and left us, the present inhabitants, so rich a tradition of beauty. And
with them too, were the “Harbour-Masters” ... the men, who for fourteen hundred years, had
“taken the boat across’ to the Amberley shore”.

But the church, to which they and we would come at the last, remained the symbol of
all our striving.

From the Bury Women's Institute Centenary Book (1958)

Bury Ferry — illustration from the
Bury Women’s Institute Centenary
Book 1958.

New Members

Mr. S. Barden 6, Egmont Road, Easebourne, Midhurst, GU29 9BG.

Miss G. Costello 4, Old Pond Mews, Hamper Green, Petworth, GU28 9NP.

Mrs. M. Donner 26, Langdale Close, Rainham, Gillingham, Kent, MES 7AQ.

Mrs. Ghika Oxford Cottage, Grove Street, Petworth, GU28 0BD.

Ms. C. Irvine 25, Orchard Close, Petworth, GU28 0SA.

Ms. C. Knight Boxall House, East Street, Petworth, GU28 0AB.

Mrs. S. Lee The Spinney, Dragons Green, Coolham, Horsham, RH13 8GD.

Mrs. S. Martin 19, Abbotts Street, Walsall, WS3 3AZ.

Mr. D. Wakeford  Ivy Cottage, 21, High Street, Pengain, Blackwood, Gwent, NP2 1SY.

Mr. R. Wakeford Tanbwlch, 24, Glanrafon, Bontnewydd, Caernarvon, Gwynedd,
LL55 2UW.
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