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Chairman’s notes

We offer a retrospect of the 1897 Jubilee celebrations in this issue. Diamond

Jubilees are rare indeed. You will also see that Debby has a break this quarter. Her

new crossword with solution to 147 will appear in September.

We have had some thought for the summer programme, given that this is a
particularly busy period nationally. While we are still finalising the details, it will
clearly be skewed somewhat toward late summer/September.! We have trimmed
the price of the Dover Castle trip as tightly as we can but it does look altogether
exceptional. The annual dinner on Wednesday September 5th features a
conducted visit to the Old Library with Andy Loukes. The appropriate forms are
with the present Magazine.

Jon and Ros Hitchens tell me that the pony featured in the last Magazine was their
Welsh cob, kept at Hallgate Farm, Byworth and always up for a trip to the shop for
a sweet!

Two notes from our Treasurer:

As from 2013 receipts will only be given to members who pay their annual
subscription in cash and

On 22 March a number of members paid their subscription when they
attended the Petworth Society meeting. Unfortunately, the Treasurer has
ended up with £10 to the good and has mislaid or forgotten the detail of the
donor ‘giver’. If any member can remember paying their annual
subscription on that night would they please contact the Treasurer so that the

mystery can be cleared up.

Peter

April 20th

I. Note however Debby's |uly boat trip and our guided tour of Ebernoe Common — bath in July.
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The Diamond Jubilee

Sunday, June 20th, was appointed as a General Thanksgiving Day, and all the
Services in our Church partook of that nature. The National Anthem was sung as
a processional at both Matins and Evensong, and special hymns and prayers were
used at all the Services. The Congregations were large and the Services bright and
hearty. The only drawback was the collapse of the Organ in the middle of the
morning Service. Mr. Tesh made the best of the Harmonium, and the Choir
exerted themselves to their utmost.

We regret to say that the tuner who came on Monday reports that much in the
Organ is beyond repair. He was forced to remove several of the notes altogether,
the wood of the reeds being completely eaten away with dry rot. This makes the
Organist’s task of playing more easily imagined than described.

The festivities on Tuesday were brilliantly successful. Everything went off
without a hitch. Thanks to the energy of the Jubilee Committee, and particularly
of the Secretary, Mr. Whitcomb, and his coadjutor, Mr. Otway, the arrangements
throughout the day were as perfect as they could be. The weather was all that
could be desired - true Queen’s weather.

The children of all the Schools, bearing magnificent banners, assembled at the
Market Place, at 10.15, where the Band of the 2nd Batt. Royal Sussex Volunteers
was playing. At 10.45, the Church Choir, in their robes, proceeded to the Market
Place, where the National Anthem was sung by the whole concourse of people,
accompanied by the Band. The Choir then returned to the Church singing
“Onward, Christian Soldiers,” followed by the children and a large number of
adults. The Service consisted of a Te Deum, the special prayers, and the hymn
written for the occasion by the Bishop of Wakefield.

At 11.30 punctually, the children sat down to an excellent dinner, in the Park, to
which they did ample justice.

The dinner for the Town's people commenced at 1 p.m. and was very well
done.

The Afternoon was spent by most people in all kinds of amusements, but by a
large body of ladies in preparing and decorating their tables for the free tea, which
commenced at 4.30 p.m.

The decorations in the Town were very pretty, and in the evening when the
houses were illuminated and the Torchlight Procession paraded the streets, the
effect was excellent.

In fact, everything passed off admirably, the only unfortunate occurrence being
an accident which befell Mr. Otway, just after tea. In cutting up some bread he cut
his thumb very badly. Dr. Beachcroft quickly attended him, and it is hoped that no
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serious results will follow.

The day will long be remembered by Petworth people as a most enjoyable one,
and the hearty thanks of the Town are due to those gentlemen who took such an
infinity of trouble to arrange everything, and who made the festivities the splendid
success that they were.

Re-printed from Petworth Parish Magazine: 1897.
[Capital letters as in original. Ed]

>
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Salmon a la Natural, Mayonnaise of Balmon.

Mayonnaise of Lobster, Dressed Crabs.
e
Ronst Capons, Boned Turkeys,

Ox Tongues. York TIams.
Draised Fillet of Venl. Fore Quarter of Lnmb,
Fillet of Beef. Pressed Beef.
Mutton Cutlets a la Russe,
Raised Pies, Veal and Ham Pies,

Venison Pasty.
b7 i
(Hot) Peas. French Beans. New DPotatoes,
e
Lobster Salad. Tomato Salad, Potato Sulad.

Plain Salad
—

Leconfiold Jelly. Wyndham Pudding,
Jubilee Trifle, Macedoine Jellies, French Pastry.
Froit Tarts, Meringués, Strawberry Iec,
Blane Mange, Custard.

——

Cheese. Butter. Salad.

Dinner Menu. 897 |ubilee.
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“There on the day”

The B.B.C. radio announcement was portentous if not entirely unexpected. “This
is London.” There followed martial music, Land of Hope and Glory. It was the
6th February 1952. George VI, ruler of a vast empire, was dead. Information
came almost entirely over the air waves, television sets remained rare. Our radio
was upstairs on a mantel piece. It had a kind of trumpet and we children stood on
a stool to be nearer the trumpet. Dick Barton, special agent, was missing from his
usual 6.45 to 7.00 evening slot.

My father’s job for the printers De la Rue involved a regular night shift, going
off to work at five in the evening and returning at six in the morning, leaving my
mother with three children overnight. My parents never seemed to me ardent
royalists as such but they did have an awareness of the times and my mother
decided to take me with my younger sister up to Westminster for the lying-in-
state. No light matter, looking back. We came up on the bus from Dulwich in
south-east London on a cold damp night. To us children it seemed to be freezing
and the fog lay heavy on the river, although, curiously, it was still possible to see
the outline of the Houses of Parliament. Lines of waiting people extended on
either side of the bridge. There was almost complete silence and the night
seemed to grow ever colder. The queue was desperately slow but never
completely static. I don’t remember actually entering the great hall of
Westminster but I do remember a great feeling of space, almost of emptiness, the
coffin in the centre, draped with the Union flag, the guards at each corner with,
presumably, the royal standard. It would be easy enough now to check details, but
that is no substitute for actually having been there. We neither rushed nor
lingered as we filed past the coffin. The lying-in-state went on for five days. The
computer tells me that we were just three of the 305,806 who filed past. I think
the Hall closed at two o’clock in the morning to allow for private family visiting.

It was well into the following morning before we arrived back in Dulwich. Almost
certainly I missed school the following day.

The atmosphere on Coronation Day was, of course, quite different. The local
authority gave every child a celebratory propelling pencil decorated with the
colours of the Union flag and with a crown on top, also a mug. Every child, it
seemed, except me. Being a state scholar at Dulwich College, I was technically a
fee-paying pupil and hence not eligible. Ours was a small street and the
Coronation party would be in the larger adjoining street. The day had dawned
grey and dismal and we watched the preparations on the television in a local pub.
Most unusually for the time children were allowed inside to watch on the tiny
black and white television that they had. All of a sudden, however, we were off to
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for a pond at Burton.
There’s little colour and no sun. The old waterfall has been diverted and is now
forlorn. Bloated hazels in the hedgerow, is that a badger sett across the path? The

recent rain on parched earth has made the paths slippery. The bluebells are sparse:

some put this down to a mild winter. We come down a steep muddy slope to
emerge almost at Sutton crossroads. Some divert along the road back to the Mill,
but the main party take the Bigenor Road and turn off at right angles. We look
across to Petworth church amongst the grey clouds and, almost lost in the gloom,
the Station Road crane. Thanks very much David, lan (and Linda).

“Peddler” Palmer — a Sussex character

Mr C. Davis writes from Bridgend:

“Pedlar” (or Peddler) Palmer was born on the 27th September 1879. He joined
the 1st Battalion Royal Sussex Regiment at the age of nineteen and served in
Malta, South Africa and India. He was in the mounted infantry detachment whilst
fighting in South Africa, when he was thrown from his horse and injured his spine.
This ended his military career and he was discharged as medically unfit at Sitapur,
India in 1903.

When the 1914-1918 war began he was soon with the Remount Unit in
Petworth Park which prepared horses for service in France. After the war he
started a fishmonger’s business travelling through outlying villages with his flat
cart, pony and fresh fish. It was there that he met my mother, a widow, living at
Brownings Farm, Kirdford. Her husband, my father, had died just after the war
ended. They married and moved in for a while with his sister Mrs Remnant in
Grove Street, Petworth.

He gave up his fish business and went to work at the Heath End Sandpit, on
occasion filling in as town crier. There are several well-known George Garland
photographs of him “crying”. He was then offered a job as “lengthman” with the

West Sussex County Council having responsibility for the road from the bottom of

Duncton Hill as far as Lyttelton Farm, as a family we would move to the Dog
Kennels at the top of the hill. Eventually he took a similar job at Sutton.

At the outbreak of war in 1939 he worked on building the beach defences along
the south-coast.

As a stepfather he was the best anyone could have had. He was awarded the
South Africa medal and clasp (1901-2) with bar for the Transvaal Campaign.
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Dora Older’s diary (6): 1917

[1 have used almost all of Dora’s entries. If they are widely spaced and usually made on
Sunday, they will reflect Dora’s long day at the shop: her brother Arthur’s absence on active
service obviously having its effect. Ed. |

February 11th 1917 (Sunday)

Change in the weather. No frost last night — after eight weeks of sharp frosts 17,
18 or 20° each night. This is the coldest winter we have had for 22 years — there
has been skating on the pond in the Park for a fortnight. Hardly a holly berry to
be seen this winter.

Sunday Feby 18th

The enemies’ submarines have been so busy sinking all food supplying ships that it
has come to food rationing in this country %lb sugar, 2/4lbs meat and 4'%1bs bread
or equivalent of flour per head per week.

The sugar and meat are quite within the limit for us, but the bread we have
consumed through the cold of the last few weeks has been a great deal above the
limit. We are beginning to feel the pinch of war.

Saturday April 7th 1917

Sergt Major Whitley! — or rather Lieut. Whitley now — who was billeted with us,
has been drowned on his way home from Salonika whether he was torpedoed or
not we do not know, his people have had no particulars.

April 1917

We have had a letter from Arthur: after anxiously waiting for some days. He came
through the Battle at Gaza, Palestine, quite unscathed. The 4th Sussex were
chosen to lead the attack on the Turks and was in a hot quarter for some hours.
They lost their Colonel, one Major, two Captains, eleven Lieutenants and about
200 casualties amongst the men — two Petworth men being killed and several
wounded.

Sunday May 6th

55 ships were submarined last week. Our food supplies are becoming most
serious.
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Out of time?

Jonathan Newdick’s new book Out of time? continues the theme of topographical
drawing for which he has become well-known. It is also the catalogue for an
exhibition of his work, much of which will be seen for the first time, at The Weald
& Downland Open Air Museum at Singleton from June 30th to July 12th.

The following extract is from the foreword by Alexandra Harris, writer, critic,
lecturer in English at the University of Liverpool and one of BBC Radio 3's New
Generation Thinkers.

“These drawings re-invigorate a topographical tradition which has run
continuously through English art, from the exquisite draughtsmanship of Paul
Sandby in the eighteenth century, through Samuel Palmer’s lichened barns at
Shoreham, to Eric Ravilious’s leaning fence posts in the 1930s. Like his
predecessors, Newdick is a recorder of places on the verge of change, but he is not
only a recorder. He is an interpreter of the secrets and stories inherent in the
landscape, and a creator of forms which might express them.

Turning the pages of this endlessly absorbing book I am struck by its spirit of
exploration and experiment. Topographical art has a reputation for playing rather
safe, but look at the quiet audacity of Newdick's compositions. The focal point is
often the gaping black hole of a barn entrance. Not many artists could pull that
off. Nor would many take the risk of devoting nearly half a sheet to a stretch of
chicken-wire fence, as Newdick does in one drawing, honouring the idiosyncrasies
of each little wire hexagon.”

The texts which accompany the drawings on pages 19 and 20 are:

Page 19. The wind in the wires sounds like a distant musician practising for the Mount
Airy Fiddlers” Convention in North Catolina. In a galvanised fence post there are holes
where the bolts should be. As it blows across these it reminds me of the Memphis Jug Band
on a difficult day. These two together are almost there, but there is no rhythm section.
There is rain though and I begin to see the practical value of watercolour over graphite. 1
pull my coat over my head and drawing board and in my little tent I am given the
percussion. Who needs iTunes and a plug in your ear?

Page 20. There seems to be a fragile allegory of the new world economy and traditional
cultures, the one barring the progress or continuation of the other. Yet the typography
perhaps suggests something — the weak ephemerality of the computer-generated and the
solid trustworthiness of the hand-crafted. It’s a long shot but you never know.

Out of time? will be published on June 30th. A large-format paperback of 152
pages, it contains 66 pencil drawings with accompanying texts and the price is
expected to be £24.95. It will be available from bookshops or direct from
Jonathan. (Telephone: 01798 342 113; e-mail: jonathan@jonathannewdick.co.uk).
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Jonathan Newdick. Barn at Glatting Farm, Sutton.

Pencil on paper

Petworth Society Magazine No. [48




|

a
=t
i
B,
<
X

h

e e 5
iy SRS

Ea he 1897 |ubilee. Preparing the quee for the dinner.
Jonathan Newdick. Harris's Fun Fair maintenance yard at Ashington Ihe, 1627 Jubics el e

5 From a unique mounted print by Walter Kevis. Mo negative survives.
noil on paper
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Another unique mounted print. The scene in the Park on the great day.

A similarly unique print.
Again no negative survives,

22 Petworth Society Magazine No. |48 Petworth Society Magazine No.|148 23




THE QUEEN'S

mAmMOND. RUBILEE

PETWORTH.

JUNE 22ND, 1897.
rogramme:
EVENTS of the DAY.

T“ E B ANB of the ond VOLONTEER BATTALION ROVAL SUSSEX REGIMENT
will meet in the \l arket Pl at 10,30 am. and play uatil 11 o'clock,
when the « h|||{| 1 of the varions Schools will fall in and march to the

Purk for Ihnm-r.

AT LBIO THEUE WILL 1 ‘\‘

8t | 'ON 2uizee|.| A19D0G YLIOMIa] $T

Public Dinner

In Petworth Park, whon BTy |.l|i i &e. of the Town :lll||'ll[,bb‘ :rl) Ul dine iozether in g spacious I'Il-rr'l
l'rh--'.--l e presidenc --‘-||llf”i|ll “\fi'\ S} who has kindly o «il!lll!h‘ll!{

SPIRTS: AMUSBML'NTS

Yea u’z// ée dm)m_' /'ree fo all fesidents of the Parish of Petworth,

17, which MUST be applied for on or before Thursday, June 17th.

(Tea Ticketa Gd. each for NON-PARISHIONERSE can also be had up to the same date from the Becretary.)

b SPORTS w t & v'elo r which
DANCING and OTHER AMUSEMENTS WLL FOLLOW
A Steam Merry-go-round, Swing Boats, Shooting Galleries, &c., have becn engaged.

TORCHLIGHT PROCESSION

e Che fo

THe COMMITTEE INVITE THE INHABITANTS TO DECORATE AND ILLummATE THEIR HOUSES ON THE OCCASION.

Dinner Tickets--Gent!emen, 2,.-'6; Ladies, /=3 Juveniles under 16, 1/6 each.

whioh should be obinined on or bhefore Thursday, June 17th, from the Hon. Scorotnry,

C.HH.EI WHITCOMBE

GOD S.A.'V'E TI-IE G.'U'EEN

TETWORTH

ST g} |'ON 2uizede|,| A131205 Yliomisy




1897

‘.’ v - i =, - Al R, \Oj‘ 1 bes % o~ -~
D lemonc ®* @ubllée,

DINNER

O 5

A i
¥ :.‘!"’1&

HERBERT E. WATSCON. ESQ., CHAIRMAN.

Front cover of celebratory menu card, only one copy of this is known to be extant,
Mr Otway and fellow caterers. formerly in the possession of the late Mr Fred Streeter

No negative of this Kevis print survives but one or two original mounted copies are still in private hands
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The scene in Market Square on the morning of the 22nd June 1897.
Photograph by Walter Kevis
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Thoughts from a small shop (2)

“That’s got a huntsman on the front too . , .”

Half-forgotten they'd materialise out of an empty street, as if like Melchizedek
of old, they had no generation. But they had. We’d received the goods, probably
still had most of them, but it was time to pay. At best an awkward bulge in a tight
weekly budget, at worst a possible break in the dam. We should have known he
was coming, but, out of sight, out of mind. We’d be aware of the regular weekly
cheques, but he might be monthly, bi-monthly, or, even more impenetrable, six-
weekly. Of course we should have marked their comings and goings on the
calendar, but who wants to anticipate a bill> “They” were the few remaining
periodic travellers, remnants of a once proud army. If, formerly, they'd proudly
represented a single firm, now it might be an untidy contortion of different ones.
And the pride was gone; the glory departed. Light years ago, smart-suited, even
bowler-hatted, their predecessors would have come by train and stayed overnight
at one of the cheaper, respectable hotels. Now there was the company car.
Gentlemen all, but bringing with them, if not a sense of doom, at least the feeling
that an era was ending.

And it was. He takes his time, patiently trimming the ragged three pence off
dog food coupons. We'd never get round to trimming them and the customers
would never even think of it. He'd first gone on before the war and retirement
was now a whisker away. The next call would be ten weeks. He'd probably have a
whole new area. The rounds changed more or less every call now. The last
customer had been “ofthand”. We'd probably say rude. He can talk easily here,
we've known him a long time. He smiles. Rude? It seems like pouring custard
over a medieval knight.

In retrospect the glorious company of travellers takes on the mantel of the old
prophets. Each had his distinctive voice; some almost soft, some strident; all
playing a descant on the same theme: the old order passes. “A supermarket sprang
up bang next door. Next thing the bailiffs were in. They’ve only got to touch you
with the writ and even if it simply falls to the ground, you're deemed to have
received it.” He picks up the empty manilla envelope that held the account and
touches my shoulder with it. It falls to the ground. Do supermarkets spring up
overnight? Well, only figuratively. But the point remains. Ilook up the street. It’s
empty. And that I suppose is the whole point. Less histrionic perhaps but just as
telling.

“This shop on the coast used to buy no end of tins of biscuits from me for
Christmas. Last year he got the usual lot in. A week or two later he said to me,
‘I'm not going to shift these — look at them sitting there on the shelf.’ And he
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I was only on fifteen shillings a week at Rapleys, of which I gave my mother ten
and kept five for myself. After two years my mother said I really ought to pay
more so I began to look for another job. I found one at Norwood Farm,
Graffham, initially at thirty shillings a week, rising to thirty-eight. Although my
Dad worked on a farm, [ had to learn pretty quickly. Mrs (or Miss) Pink was my
new boss and something to do with Pinks Paraffin or so I thought; certainly very
much a lady farmer. She had a milking herd of twenty Guernseys which she often
milked herself. She also had a land girl working there. I'd go in alternate
weekends to give the land girl time off. I'd bike in to work. People were buying
motor-bikes, but that was completely out of the question. I did, however, buy
myself a new bicycle from John Caine in Pound Street.

In acreage Norwood was a small farm and was largely self-sufficient, growing
mangolds to feed the cattle, making their own hay, and harvesting their own corn.
When I first went there, they had an old David Brown tractor but this was
replaced by a new Ferguson. I would drive both on occasion but the resident
foreman did most of the tractor driving.

Don Walbridge was talking to Thelma Briggs and the Editor

|. See'No fires in the rickyard PSM 139 (March 2010) pages 37 and following.

Pear| Walbridge with Duncton chalk pit in background and Duncton Hill with white railings.
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George Garland

[Although George Garland died in 1978 when this Magazine was in its infancy, I see him
as a presiding spirit. In a sense, or so I like to think, the 148 issues so far form a
continuation, however modest, of his photographic legacy, if in a rather different medium.
In PSM 147 I drew attention to his bound set of the Sussex County Magazine and to the
feeling I had of failing to make the use of it that he might have wished. A similar stricture
might apply to his “Sussex” books, no great quantity, but the main classic writers. They
reflect a parochial interest in the county, east and west, that modern communications have
largely dissipated. Here I take a look at an earlier venture into this genre and, by common
consent, a very fine example, John Halsham’s Idlehurst (1898). When Halsham died in
April 1937, the Sussex County Magazine wrote. “Sussex has lost the most distinguished of
its interpreters.” |

George Garland in later life.

Phetograph taken by Ivon Hitchens
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women still dressed in their sombre black. There was also a butcher, a baker, a
milk round and a shop selling general non-food items, while the Dependants had
their own cycle shop on the corner. The post-office was at the top of the Green.
If there was an air raid the postmaster would put out a red flag. How would he
know? [ suppose they phoned from Petworth. You might hear the Petworth siren
if the wind was in the right direction but I wouldn’t think you could have relied on
it.

I was eleven when the war finished. Northchapel had its own band then, brass.

I was in the choir at church. The Working Men's Club was an important focus of
village life as it still is. During the war there was a big annual Bring and Buy, the
proceeds going to comforts for the troops. The Club origins went back to two

redundant army huts from the 1914-1918 war, brought to Northchapel and then
expanded. As the licensing hours had evolved they were somewhat peculiar. Asa
working men’s club there was no point in being open weekdays or even on
Saturdays before 12 noon, when men would look in on the way home to dinner
after the working week. Hours would be 12-4 and 6-10. There was an agreement
with the landlords of the Swan and the Half Moon about signing in guests and the
times this would be done.

The Carter family have been in Northchapel certainly for over a century. Brick
laying was a family speciality. My Dad was one of fourteen children, twelve
surviving. He was the youngest and had been at the old Northchapel school when

it closed during the 1914-1918 war, moving on to the new school which replaced it.

On leaving school I was apprenticed to Chapman, Lowry and Puttick and did a
course at Guildford Technical College, cycling to Haslemere initially but then
getting a motor-bike. On my way into Haslemere I'd regularly pass someone of
my own age in Lower Street. When I was in Germany on National Service a
friend said, “There’s a bloke in the Q. M. stores who thinks he recognises you.” It
was the chap I passed every day on my way into Haslemere.

Football and cricket were very much a part of Northchapel life. At one time
football was played in a field at Hortons Farm, while Northchapel had a cricket
team good enough to take on Sussex Club and Ground. The sports secretary at
the time had contacts with the L.C.C. and, in the 1950s, the bus company would
bring a team down to play Northchapel at cricket. They'd bring wives and
children down with them in two London double-decker red buses.

My grandfather was still doing a “walking” postal round, he would be about
eighty. Starting at Hortons Farm he’d go by the Frith as far as Pipers Copse, Old
Park (now pulled down), across to Freehold, out to Ebernoe House, down
Ebernoe “Street” to cross the cricket field to Colhook, making his way then to
Laundry Cottage, Keeper's Cottage and Wet Wood - a circular tour starting about
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8 o'clock and a good six miles on my reckoning, winter and summer. My
grandmother would become anxious if he was not back by eleven. Sometimes,
say at Pipers, he'd leave the post in a box at the end of the road, but if there was
something like a large parcel or a registered letter he’d have to go all the way up
the lane.

Jehn Carter was talking to David Burden and the Editor;

Northchapel Home Guard.
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Tillington cricket pitches

Tillington has had at least three cricket pitches. The first was provided by the
Mitfords in the field just west of Pitshill’s south-east lodge with gate to New Road.

‘New” when the Mitfords took in the route of the old Upperton Common Road
north of Dean Dip, in the early 19th century. Gentlemen could do that providing
they provided a substitute at their own expense and agreeable to their colleagues
the JPs in Quarter Sessions assembled. Opposite the south-east lodge, the path
leads east to Tillington. This field has a natural terrace (rise of ground) to north
and west and fine views of the South Downs.

The second was on Upperton Common just north of the road (the New Road’s
north point), about 100 yards west of the junction with the road to Upperton and
Lurgashall. This ground was in use in the 1930s, but has been choked by bracken
since or before 1980.

The third is the present, in a field made available by the Leconfield Estate, just
at the top of the hill from Tillington Church towards Upperton. It, too, has a fine
view of the Downs. Its pavilion was re-built a few years ago after vandals burnt
the first one down.

|leremy Godwin

And it's goodbye from him ... Harry (oris it Harvey?) the hedgehog,

Photc oh by lan Godsmark
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