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having very little in terms of visitor response. Our aim should be to have our
visitors enriched, inspired, to go away with some of the magic rubbed off on
them.

Jo Cartwright was talking to the Editor.
The Society Dinner on September 7th will be a Capability Brown evening with special access to the

Brown Exhibition and other items celebrating his tercentenary — details on separate sheet. Jo has
kindly offered to give a brief talk at the Annual General Meeting on \Wednesday June | 5th.

Petworth House and Lake.

“A landscape evolving over a thousand years.”
\Walter Kevis took this study over a hundred years ago. He left Petworth in 1908.
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A head start

Jon Edgar, as you will have read in the March Magazine, is a sculptor. He is also a
very accomplished speaker. As he wrote in his article, he covered various aspects
of his work, leading up to a quite unexpected climax.

Jon's plan is ‘no plan’, which may be why we started with a view of South
Georgia and a portrait of Duncan Carse, the actor and adventurer, whose home in
Fittleworth Jon looked after. There he met Peggy Synge and her sister, Ann Wilson
—now 101 — and modelled heads of them both, fired in terracotta.

300 years since the birth of Capability Brown, designer of Petworth Park, Jon
turned to painted portraits of the landscape designer, with the problem of
deciding their authenticity. To model the head of someone dead, at a distance of
300 years, one has to work forensically, researching descendants and the
characteristics of present-day Northumbrians — the eyes and long faces for
comparison. Brown was born in Kirkharle. Jon was to be working on the head at
Uppark in March. And there is a Petworth interest in Brown.

Another link is Petworth marble, examples to be seen in columns in Chichester
Cathedral and St. Augustine’s chair in Canterbury Cathedral (1350), reputedly
carved from a single huge block, but clearly of cleverly assembled sections, since
the seam is only inches thick. Members of the audience knew of the font in
Kirdford Parish Church. It’s a fragile stone, difficult to carve, which is why Jon
prefers Portland stone.

So to the Downs and North Wood Slindon in particular. Attempts by others to
carve large blocks of chalk have not lasted more than ten years. Jon aims at
permanence, hence the massive Portland limestone block and ‘a plan which is no
plan’. Many people, especially children, were invited to chip away, which enabled
Jon to see a sculpture emerging and make the final contribution.

Interval time and we returned to see a stand set up for a head to be modelled in
clay. A volunteer from the audience? The obvious sitter was present — but Peter
didn’t exactly volunteer! Here was a master class in sculpture, but hardly ideal
circumstances for either sculptor or sitter.

The sitter must be made comfortable, physically and (preferably) mentally.
There is a central wooden peg for the clay to be built up in small amounts with
certain datum points in mind: chin, nose, lips, ears, first from each side, then from
the front: ears again and lastly the neck, always looking for new profiles. The more
the sculptor can engage with the sitter, the more will the characteristics emerge.
Jon doesn’t take measurements. He won't allow calipers in his classes!

Was Peter’s ‘head’ recognisable after 20 minutes? [ wasn't near enough to be
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the audience, and the audience with them, so much so, that when Chris couldn’t,
and didn’t, remember the words of a song he had sung only a week previously, he
then went on to sing, word perfectly, one he hadn’t sung in years. It all seemed so
natural.

A delightful evening. Thank you both so very much.

KCT.

Linda and Ian’s first walk of the season.
17th April

A good crowd in the car park. Sunday morning had seen a rare break in the dismal
April weather but after lunch the sun was more reticent. The March and June
Magazine reports span the long winter lay-off with the memory of Janet and
Chris’ October hospitality to take us over to a new season. We park in the already
congested Upperton Road and make our way through to the cemetery then right
and across the narrow single track lane to walk up the incline towards the
vineyard. No time to pay our respects to the resting place of Thomas Seward' that
indefatigable conscience of late Victorian Petworth. The vines are still in brown
winter quietude.

Snow Hill in the 1930s.
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Right again and we're walking through the Hollow and into Upperton. The
Parish Notice Board has no notices but a profusion of rusting redundant drawing
pins. We take the high lane that shields pedestrians from the narrow road:
primroses and daffodils are still in bloom. We're soon splashing down into an
unwelcoming April park with the view across to the lower lake and the deer in full
possession of the lowland. Snow Hill> was once up on the rise but who remembers
it now? Certainly not the Sunday visitors passing by. Once home to the Leconfield
woodward then to successive families of gamekeepers, it hosted a large gnarled
buddleia, taken out no doubt when the house was demolished. I remember the
house as cool dark and empty, windows broken and deer skins drying in the loft
and a pair of chaffinches in the buddleia. 1971 perhaps.

This end of the park can be solitary but not today, we look over the paddocks to
the corona of Tillington church. It’s an unusual view, possible perhaps only in the
barrenness of winter. We stop at an unusual square brick structure protected by a
series of grills. Something to do with the lake? We're soon at the Second Lodges,
Hungers Lane to the left but we continue along the main road then up the lane
and up into the churchyard. It’s a walk where familiar and less familiar overlap. We
think we know the local, but not perhaps as well as we think we do.

B

| For Thomas Seward see Tread Lightly Here (1990) page 57-59.
2. For Snow Hill see PSM 44 June 1986 and PSM 144 June 201 |

The “baneful herb?”
The March book sale

The Book Sale cannot be an exercise in the sentimental. Appearance is certainly
not all but it does matter. No dust cover, title worn away and spine hanging off. A
prime candidate for the dreaded figure of the “Collector”. “To Think of Tea” by
Agnes Repplier! is a collection of interlinked essays which becomes a hymn to tea.
After paying due homage to immemorial China, we begin with tea’s first
appearance on these shores, a little before Samuel Pepys, our author insists. And
was the fragrant leaf more beneficial with an egg beaten into it? Or the food at
Westminster School so grim that spent tea leaves added to the standard bread and
dripping gave the latter an added zest?

William and Mary’s punitive import tax would lead to a century and more of
smuggling and the inevitable casuistry. Here was an offence in law that bore little
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or no relation to any known moral code. And what of Dr Johnson, tea-drinker
extraordinaire? Who else would have any use for a teapot that held two quarts?

Tea was the “baneful herb” that parted the American colonies from the mother
country, and that same herb would be William Cowper’s solace when he closed his
door for the night, safe at last from unwelcome contact with the outside world.
“No telegram, no telephone.” One doubts that the Internet would have appealed.
Hazlitt, Sydney Smith, De Quincey, Lamb, names evocative of a literary past more
than half-forgotten but dedicated tea-drinkers all. Did some heretic suggest
making tea with holly leaves? Economy gone mad. As the writer drily observes,
holly can grow anywhere with encouragement, it can also “as a matter of fact,
grow in defiance of encouragement.” Here’s a quintessentially English book with
an American author. American tea-houses of the 1930s she finds a contradiction in
terms. “Jade and ivory” sandwiches filled with alligator pear and cream-cheese —
but tea? Only grudgingly. One last vignette of a forgotten England. “In fancy we
can see all England raising her tea-cups when the clock strikes five.” No more
perhaps. “No dust cover, title worn away and spine hanging off.” Not good
enough for the Book Sale, but a brand plucked from the burning, nevertheless.

And the March sale. I thought you'd never ask ... highest total in sixteen years
by some margin. [Comfortably exceeded in April. Ed.]

£

|. Jonathan Cape 1933, First US. Edition |93 |
Agnes Repplier (1855-1950), is known as a leading exponent of the “discursive essay,

Concert for Petworth Cottage Museum 1995

The Cottage Museum is now very much a feature of modern Petworth, as the recent 20th
Anniversary Exhibition showed. It was not always so. This press release, not published in
its entirety at the time, reflects those heady days when the Museum lay halfway between
dream and reality. March 1995. [Ed. ]

Newly painted Leconfield Hall was packed on Friday evening (17th March) with a
highly appreciative audience to hear the brilliance of the Paraguayan harp played
by virtuoso Francisco Yglesia.

The hall and stage were bedecked with flowers by the obvious artistry of Ann
Bradley, who organised the concert.

Francisco Yglesia, formerly a member of the well known group ‘Los
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Paraguayos’, in his introduction mentioned that the harp was traditionally
accredited with magical properties — there was certainly magic in the air that
evening,.

Starting with the haunting Peruvian ‘Condor’ most of the works played were
from South America. Glissando followed glissando as Francisco displayed the
versatility of the harp. A Paraguayan milk train was musically portrayed as were
the tubas in a marching band. Other well known tunes followed, ‘La Cucuracha’,
‘Rancho Grande’, ‘Besa me Mucho’, Amor’ and many others. In his wide ranging
voice, Francisco sang many of the songs, also inviting audience participation.

At one point he performed the amazing feat of playing two harps at once, one
on either shoulder. Then came the soulful ‘Don’t cry for me Argentina’, followed
by more sweeping arpeggios in ‘Bell Bird’. Finally, as it was St. Patrick’s Day,
Francisco played ‘Danny Boy' and "When Irish Eyes are Smiling’.

During the interval the audience enjoyed a glass of Pimm’s. The concert was in
aid of the Petworth Cottage Museum Trust. Peter Jerrome, Trust Chairman,
thanked Francisco for his brilliant performance. In the understatement of the year
he said — “I think they liked it”. Mr Jerrome also thanked Ann Bradley for
organising the concert and for the beautiful flower arrangements. He stated that
the Museum Trust had just been accorded charitable status. They were aiming to
open the museum next Easter — a thrilling project.
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Entertaining Sussex in the fifties —
George Garland as “Old Mark”

George was a long-standing friend of my father David so, over the years, we heard
a great deal of George’s inexhaustible repertoire of Sussex stories. These usually
concerned the doings of “Old Mark” and his decrepit friend “Old Bill” — and they
were always told in the authentic Sussex dialect of which George was master.

Indeed, he was regarded as THE authority on Sussex dialect — and some of his
stories of village life were recorded for the BBC archive of vanishing dialects. This
was probably in the early fifties. I well remember George coming back from a
recording session at Broadcasting House and telling us all about it. My parents
lived at Parkhurst, so our home was a handy — and perennial — stop for George on
his way back from Haslemere station.

But George also appeared on stage as “Old Mark”, complete with shepherd’s
smock, gaiters and boots, pipe or straw in mouth, a very battered hat and a
shepherd’s crook. He had only to appear — very slowly — and owlishly regard the
audience in apparent bafflement for the laughter to begin. And he knew exactly
how to “milk it”, for a good minute, before he actually spoke!

I saw his act on many occasions for it was “Top of the Bill” in the Concert Party
that George set up in the forties to bring “Old Mark™ to a proper audience. The
Concert Party ran for years and was very popular. By the mid-fifties it was playing
all over the Weald and a long way up into Surrey. | know — for [ was lucky enough
to become a part of it.

In the early 1950s [ was The Champion Boy Magician — and had a silver cup to
prove it! My conjuring tricks were much in demand for W1 events and Old Folks
Suppers and Harvest Homes in all the local villages. I also helped my father,
David, with his splendid Marionette Show — which was hugely popular around
Sussex for years. I still have his beautiful marionettes, meticulously dressed by my
mother, Elizabeth, and lifelong friends to me. I can still remember the Running
Order of the acts.

Marmaduke was the Compere (his voice fruitily recorded by George Barker, the
poet). Then came Lapsang and Suchong, the Chinese Bell-Dancers — Bertie the
Boy on the Flying Trapeze — The Maestro (Pianist of International Repute) — The
Parade of the Tin Soldiers — Freddy on his Unicycle (always operated by me) -
Pongo the Dog with a Need (for a lamp-post!) — Billy Bones and his Graveyard
Friends — Bingo the Boy Balancer — Hiccuppy Henry and his Juggling Sealions
Professor Weights, the W()]-ldls Strongest Man — and Madame Chifﬁ)nclli, hitting David and Richard Gill at the Petworth Darby and Joan Party Iron Room December (95
the high notes in Extracts from the Opera ... It was a skilful and delightful show - Photograph by George Garland
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allotted task.

After cutting the telephone wires, we knocked at the door which was opened by a fascist
thug, Schneider. Bailey and I danced a three man tango with him into the kitchen. We

crashed into the dresser which toppled over. The iron man was eventually subdued and
hogtied on a floor littered with shards of broken crockery.

Elsewhere, a couple of chaps sat on Baker and others ransacked and unlocked drawers
of the study desk for enemy intelligence.

With us was a mild mannered Observer —a dab hand at radar calibration but not cut
out for the rough stuff. He was appointed guardian of the priestesses who were on their
knees in the library praying to Hitler’s bust. One of them grabbed a phone from a
sideboard and began to phone for the police. Her screams were effective in so much as to
give the impression that the law was on its way. Everyone scarpered, leaving Bailey
and I to tote the roped and writhing Schneider to the Bentley and thence to Petworth
Square where he was debagged and photographed”.

The successful raiding party had celebrated in a pub at Bury for sometime before

it was realised that the Observer was missing. In the rush to get away, he had been
overlooked, not least because he had discovered that he could not achieve his task
which had been to daub the bust of Hitler in green paint - he had forgotten to

bring the tin of paint!

The raid — but not its ultimate conclusion — was faithfully placed on the front
page of the Daily Express of 14 December. The raiding party had to return to
Kingdom House in order to see if they could negotiate the release of the hapless
Observer who, by this stage, was in the arms of the local police. Mr Baker agreed
not to prosecute if the League’s documents were released, which they were,
having been copied. The Commanding Officer at Ford decided to treat the raid as
a school boys” prank but forbade any further communication with the press.
However, those in the raiding party were grilled by MI5 agents who appeared
convinced that the young naval officers were Communists.

The stolen papers revealed one big surprise in that Air Chief Marshall “Stuffy”
Dowding (the commander of RAF Fighter Command during the Battle of Britain)
was revealed as a disciple. And what happened to the bust of Hitler? Who knows,
perhaps it is buried somewhere in the garden.

This story was originally written in January 2011 by me, the then and current
owner of Kingdom/River House. Three years later, [ was approached in our
driveway by a middle aged lady with a Canadian accent who enquired “was this
Kingdom House?” Luckily, the name she gave for the house was familiar. She
turned out to be the youngest daughter of James Battersby who, having been
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The Petworth Society hosts the return of the Toronto Scottish-Regiment to Petworth in April 1985.
The Regiment would make several return trips to the town while the Society made a reciprocal
visit to Canada. We were greatly helped by the Royal British Legion. The Toronto Scottish had been
among the very first on the scene when the North Street Boys' School was bombed in 1942,

[he Memaonal Service at the Church.

Both photographs by Tony Whitcomb.
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Cambridge Devised Theatre

[he
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Lady Connie and the Suffragettes. Strict instructions not to smilel Despite appearances the reluctant sitter very much enjoyed his

Actors and Director discuss the production with a very interested audience, 9th March sessions with Jon Edgar, See "A head start”
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Chris Hare and Ann Feloy in the Leconfield Hall.
| 9th April.
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interned during the war, came to live at Kingdom House as one of the disciples of
the League of Christian Reformers. She was undertaking research about her father
(who had sadly committed suicide some ten years after the raid) and his time
immediately post war with a view to publishing a novel and having a film made
based on her father’s life and his internment.

Malcolm Ring

When Mary Metherell (Rhoda Leigh) first moved
to Bedham

In ‘One last summer with Rhoda Leigh’ (Part 2) in PSM 158, Dec. 2014, I wrote
that Mary Metherell and her friend Ethel probably moved into Bedham Cottage
around about 1920 — due to the fact that in Past and Passing (1932) it says they had
moved there eleven years earlier, and because Ethel’s mother had died about 1918.
However, a bit more information on this point has come to light.

Last year | bought Phyllis Catt’s autobiography ‘A Miller's Daughter’ which was
also in the PSM 1991-1992. In Chapter 2 (PSM 65) she mentions Past and Passing,
telling how she met Elsa Metherell at school in Brighton, and Elsa had said she
often spent holidays at Bedham. Phyllis states that Elsa wrote Past and Passing — but
as I've shown, it was by Mary Metherell; and Elsa was the daughter of her half-
sister. Mary's mother had first married John Colby, in 1870, and they had had two
children, Averil and John. Their father died in 1877, and Mrs Colby later married
Kinneard Metherell, and Mary was born in 1886. Her mother died in 1890, and in
1898 Averil married John Metherell, and they lived next door to Mary and her
father, in Brighton. Averil’s daughter Elsa was born in 1905.

Phyllis Catt writes she caught flu in 1917, and left her boarding school in Hove
the following autumn to begin at one in Brighton. “In my first term a senior girl
sought me out (she was a day-girl) and told me she often spent holidays at
Bedham. Her name was Elsa Metherell ..."

So the implication is that either Elsa spent her holidays with Mary, in Bedham,
or stayed with relatives of her maternal great-grandmother, who had been born in
Kirdford — although if Past and Passing is anything to go by, it’s more likely that she
stayed with Mary. According to the 1911 Census, Mary and her father were then at
18 Talbot Road, London; but from at least as early as 1915 it was only him and a
servant living there. As Elsa said she often spent holidays at Bedham, it seems she
had been going there for years, and so all this suggests that Mary and Ethel were
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elusive than Jukes. What fair or ill wind blew him into the town is impossible to
say, he was probably born at Ashford Kent in 1853 but somehow manages to evade
the enumerator’s pen during the subsequent years for no record is found of him in
any official record until he appears in Kelly's Directory for 1882. It seems
improbable that Dixon tried to set up a business in the Golden Square in direct
competition to Jukes, times were hard enough as they were, without taking on
one of the largest grocers in the town. We can somewhat cautiously assume that
William Minter Dixon took over the business from Samuel Jukes and continued
trading much as the earlier owners had. Whether Dixon was any more successful
than Samuel Jukes or indeed the two Challen Brothers before him is doubtful.
Otways in the Market Square had outgrown their premises and were looking to
expand, the vultures were circling. Dixon probably lasted a couple of years but
hardly more and no doubt he disappeared as quickly as he had arrived for by 1887
he has given up being a grocer and is found operating as a wine, spirit and beer
merchant in the High Street of Sevenoaks in Kent and with that ends our
miserably inadequate knowledge of William Minter Dixon.
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A classic piece of George Garland whimsy from the |930s.

Original Caption:
“This batch of week old chicks threaten to emu

ate the children of the famous nursery rhyme."
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[t does what it does

First stewarding of the season and already it’s the last day of April. Sunshine and
showers. Time for the garden if weather and visitors permit. The sun glints on a
fragment of blue earthenware. I'm soon driven in by a shower. Richard’s upstairs
with two visitors. It’s just gone three o’clock and I look round the “parlour”. Does
anyone use that word now? With the sun gone in, it’s dark and even the fire fails to
warm the room. | like the Victorian kerchief newly framed on the wall opposite.
That’s new. For years it had been unframed, largely unnoticed, in the exhibition
space on the stairs. Ella Lee had handed it over to me with strict instructions to
look after it. I had, but only after a fashion: this is much better. Ella had been a
housemaid at Petworth just before the war, married one of the gardeners and
gone back eventually to Burnley. I look round: the heavy Staffordshire horseman
has been with us from the beginning — twenty years now. So have the two
postcards on the mantle shelf. I pick one up. I've never looked at the back, neither,
[ suspect, has anyone else. “Dear Beat.” It’s sent from Winchester, Christmas Eve
1906. “Thanks for letter and pretty card, first I had this year. Rose wants to know
what has become of you, it is so long since she heard from you. I am afraid we are
going to have a miserable Christmas. Christmas wishes from your loving Kate.”
Servants talk perhaps. Other people’s lives. We'll never know. Perhaps that’s how
Kate would have liked it. Why should Christmas be miserable? An electronic
message might have ended up in the “Cloud” and answer the question. Better not
perhaps. The card has £1.50 pencilled on the back and has clearly done the rounds.

Our visitors have come downstairs and broken into my reverie. They like the
comforting sound of the clock. A call to order in an increasingly frenzied world.
Pearson of Petworth. “Never out of High Street in two centuries.” I wonder.
Pearson clocks are unusual. The former Boys' Institute in East Street had one in
the early 1930s. What happened to it? Everything was cleared — perhaps with the
coming of war — perhaps a little before. A few of the library books ended up in the
cellar at Petworth House. The inanimate can ask questions but it cannot answer
them. Back into the garden, the sun’s out again. The wild columbines are full of
pale green spring vigour. All too soon they’ll be a nuisance. Last year self-sown
calendulas were everywhere. This year there isn't one to be seen. Pulling out
speedwell, an early candidate for “weed of the year”. Last year’s winner was
shamrock. Love in a mist, candytuft, clary to come. The little girl hasn't flushed
the W.C. I tell her it doesn’t matter. The Cottage Museum does what it does, as |
hope the Petworth Society does too. Next Wednesday 4th May the Museum will
be 20 years old.

P
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