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PETHORTH SOCIETY

Spring programme : please keep for reference.

SUNDAY 28th APRIL

The PETWORTH SOCIETY welcomes back
The TORONTO SCOTTISH REGIMENTAL ASSOCIATION

Rough schedule of events: there will be an official programme of the day's
events when all the details are settled.

10.30 a.m. Market Square Arrival in six coaches of Canadian party, comprising
some 230 ex-Toronto Scottish Regiment veterans and their wives, with the pipes
and drums of the Regiment's pipe-band. Welcome by Petworth Town Band.

10.45 a.m. (approx.) Parade forms up under Colour Sergeant Gill of the

Queen's Regiment. The parade will comprise the Toronto Scottish pipes and
drums, a colour party bearing the standards of the Toronto Scottish and
Petworth British Legion, Toronto Scottish veterans, British Legion veterans,
Petworth Fire Service and Red Cross, Petworth Town Band. Petworth Cubs, Scouts
and Brownies will line the route to the Church. Parade moves off to St. Mary's
Church via Park Road.

11.00 a.m. Service of remembrance in Petworth Parish Church.

12.05 p.m. (approx.) Brief ceremony in front of the war memorial
Parade then reforms under Colour Sergeant Gill and marches back to the Square via
East Street and New Street.

12.30 p.m. (approx.) Official welcoming ceremony 1in the Square
Lord Egremont welcomes back the Toronto Scottish on behalf of the Petworth
Society and the people of Petworth.

12.45 p.m. and onward. Running buffet for the Toronto Scottish
given by Petworth British Legion and prepared and served by the Petworth Society.

The Canadians have a large number of optional visits during the afternoon see
programme - but they will also be very keen to meet old friends and converse
either in the Leconfield Hall, in the Red Cross Rooms or of course over a drink
at the British Legion.

2.15 p.m. approx. The Toronto Scottish pipes and drums give a marching display
in front of Petworth House. As on Jubilee Day there will be admission to the
Park via the Grand Entrance.

The Toronto Scottish display will be followed by a display from the Knockhundred
Clog-dancers and some traditional English Maypole dancing.

Later in the afternoon the main party will adjourn to Petworth Junior School to
meet more Petworth people and some of the schoolchildren, and have light refresh-
ment before departing for London. Times and details to be arranged.

This schedule is subject to alteration. We will try to see that most people in
Petworth receive a detailed printed programme whether they are members of the
Society or not. Members who live away but who would like a programme as a
memento can write to me in early April. There will be no charge but I would
appreciate return postage and a reasonable-size self-addressed envelope. Could
I also at once thank members who have made donations toward entertaining the
Toronto Scottish and say of course that we are always pleased to receive further
donations from those who remember the help given by the Canadians in the darkest
years of the war.

Peter.




SPRING ACTIVITIES:

SUNDAY 14th APRIL

J"s Bennyfold
Walk. (See Bulletin 32)

Grade B/C

Cars leave Square at 2.15

SUNDAY 19th MAY

Jumbo's Stag
Park Walk.

Grade B/C

Cars leave Square at 2.15

Monthly meeting:

Annual General Meeting:

THURSDAY 28th MARCH

Eva Alexander
with herself and

puppets.
Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m.
50p admission.

Refreshments. Raffle.

WEDNESDAY 15th MAY

A.G.M. 7.15 p.m.

Followed by a talk by
Alison McCann, archivist
at Petworth House.

"Sermons, stuffed birds
and savages."

The extraordinary career
of the Rev. Mr. Ferryman.

ALL WELCOME.










GROWING UP AT KILSHAM

It was September 1942 when Dad (Jim Sayers) gave up his job near
Steyning to come back to Petworth where he had lived as a boy. So
six of us children, Mum and Dad came down Kilsham Lane on a lovely
sunny day. With blackberries thick on the hedges we children
(three boys and three girls) were delighted to be living near the
river and the old swing bridge.

Not so mother. I think we came from a comparatively modern house
with electricity and flush toilet to tilly lamps and loo down the
garden. Very primitive to say the least and nearly 4 miles to walk
toc town.

Still she got on with things without complaint (at least to our
ears). Dad was cowman on Rotherbridge Farm for about 16 years,

we had a lovely happy childhood with all the countryside to wander
about in with Peggy our Alsatian dog. We used to swim in the Rother
in those days, sharing it with the cows - or playing in the keeper's
boat which always leaked and was forbidden of course.

When it rained really hard we didn't go go school because the river
rose very gquickly and the bridge was under water in no time.

Mum and Dad both worked very hard, and so did we children for that
matter. There was no water laid on so we had to draw it from the
well, enough to fill two milk churns to keep mum going for the day.
There was wood to be chopped and sawn, we all had jobs to do.

Everything had to be carried down from Petworth of course, also
paraffin to get from Rapleys Garage up on the Duncton road.

Dad grew everything we needed in the garden, although he always
insisted he never liked gardening. I don't ever remember mum hav-
ing to buy any greengrocery.

He also mended all our shoes, even we girls had to have studs for
walking up our rough lane. I quite see the sense of it now, but we
hated it at the time and couldn't wait for summer to wear plimsolls.

When the weather was too bad to be in the garden Dad would make pegs,
cutting cocoa tins to make the bands. It seemed he was always doing
something. I think his only relaxation was a spot of fishing. He
would catch pike or eel sometimes.
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Photograph by G.G. Garland.
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After Mr. Whitney retired from Rotherbridge Dad worked at Frog
Farm and we moved up to the Rotherbridge Lane cottages next door
to the Keeper.

Then when Dad retired he and Mum went up to the Park Lodge at
Tillington for a while. By this time all we children had left

home.

Dad has been gone several years now and Mum lives at Rudgewick
with my brother John.

From:- Mrs. I. Stevenson, 20 Ruskin Way, Cowplain, Portsmouth,
Hants.

GETTING RID OF MY COUGH

I only really came to Petworth because I had such a terrible
cough and the doctor told my mother that the London fogs weren't
doing me any good. I had been to Petworth before as it was the
home of my mother's parents but of course actually living there
was a rather different matter. It would be in 1904 when I was
seven that I was sent to Petworth to breathe the purer country
air. Moving to Petworth certainly had an effect on my later life
but I'm not sure about the cough - I've still got it and I'm 87
now! I remember my mother taking me to Clapham Junction near the
house where we lived in Ashbury Road and putting me in charge of
the guard for the trip to Petworth. I sat by the window watching
the houses and fields go by and didn't stir at all until we had to
change at Pulborough for the branch line to Petworth. I had been
strictly warned on no account to speak to anyone and I didn't.
I'd made the trip before of course, but to be on my own was some-=
thing quite different. When I got to Petworth there was a horse-
driven cab waiting to take me the mile and a half to the bus
office in Market Square, then I walked up Lombard Street to Knights'
the bakers, my mother's parents. I don't think people always
understood the situation and they used to call me Mog Knight al-
though my real surname was Clement. They often seemed to think I
was something to do with one of the aunts!

Why was I called Mog when my christian names were Annie Beatrice
giving me the initials A.B.C. before I married? Well it couldn't
have been because my name was Margaret could it? 1In fact I was
the third child of a family of six and when my sister Flo was born
I had a rag doll that an old aunt had made me. I used to call it
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yeast. I'd go in at the Chruch Lodge entrance, Mr. and Mrs.
Bishop had the lodge in those days, go up the long stone passage,
clonk, clonk on the stones and go into the still-room on the left.
They made a lot of fancy things there for Petworth House but a
single ounce of yeast, it was always the same amount, wouldn't
made any bread to speak of. Perhaps they used it for some special
rolls. It cost a penny an ounce and we rendered an account
quarterly.

Winters seemed more severe then than they are now. If the lake
froze in Petworth Park Lord Leconfield would allow the Park to be
kept open at night and we could go up there when we closed the shop.
Oh yes, I could skate and I had my own pair of skates, most people
had. I think I must have left them at Petworth when I moved. Peo-
ple wouldn't have their own skates nowadays unless they lived near
an ice-rink. I think that goes to show what I mean about winter be-
ing more severe. It wasn't just one year either; there were seve-
ral years when skating was allowed, but the ice had to be really
safe, several inches thick before Lord Leconfield would allow skat-
ing at all. We had to walk from Lombard Street up to the Cricket
Lodge in Tillington Road, there being of course no tunnel entrance
to the Park in those days. Bicycle lamps would be used when it got
dark and there would be a fair old crowd out there.

I suppose I belonged to most things. There was Daisy Whitcomb's
concert party which rehearsed over Thayre's shop in North Street.
We'd begin at the Iron Room, then go "on tour" round the villages,
Kirdford, Balls Cross places like that. Even at that time we hired

a car to take us. I can't now call many of the names to mind but I
know Horace Steggles was one of the troupe at one time. During the
war we girls had to do male impersonations because all the boys were
away and I can remember one musical monologue of mine, "My book, my
pipe and Jack." Jack was a little Jack Russell. To do the monologue
I had to borrow Daisy's brother's suit. When he came home on leave

I had to get it back post haste. Probably he wasn't all that annoyed
though as we later married!

Skaters in Petworth Park 1929.
Photograph by G.G. Garland.

Mrs. Upton at the Grays was another who loved to put on shows. I
always liked to go up there and take part in the theatricals. I
was the youngest one there and after it was over there was always
a big supper. Mr. Upton was very kind and always pointed out

what were the nicest things to eat. The drawing-room would be
cleared out and there would be a ball. I remember once Granny
Knight sent a baker's boy up to collect me as it would be midnight

=37 =




At Zeke's grave in the Gog woods c1953.

He was only a few months old

Zeke was a black labrador belonging to the men of 577 Squadron.

when he was run over by a lorry.
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scription on it and put a metal emblem on it in the Squardron's red and green colours as a

memorial to Zeke.

The stone still remains there.

Photograph by G.G. Garland.

before it was all finished. Mr. Upton went to the door when he
rang and said to him, "You can't take her away now, you'd better
go down into the kitchen and have something to eat with the ser-
vants." So my escort had to wait.

Another fairly regular trip was down to the Rectory to have tea
with Mrs. Penrose the rector's wife. As she was also an "Annie"
she called these occasions "Annie's tea-parties". I was also a
lieutenant in the Girl Guides and we would often go away to camp.
I remember we once stayed at Bishop Otter College in Chichester.
As the Captain was Mog Upton, things were a bit difficult when
people asked for "Mog". We had to say, "which Mog do you want?
Mog Knight or Mog Upton?"

When I married I ran a little sweet shop in North Street where Mr.
Boss' antique shop is now, my husband's father had an ironmonger's
shop between the sweet shop and Messrs. Fox the outfitters. My
husband himself had a workshop in Barton's Lane. In old Grandad
Thayre's time it had been more of a blacksmith's but by this time
the business was more mechanical: iron-work, weeding that kind of
thing. My shop was more perhaps of a little general store than
anything else - cigarettes, some groceries, the sweets and, kept
to one side, paraffin!

Mog Thayre was talking to Aundrey Grimwood,

SOME REMINISCENCES OF THE CANADIANS

1) The Prairie Plumber

The Prairie Plumber was a Canadian soldier who came to England
and eventually married a local girl, going to work for his father-
in-law as an assistant plumber. Because he came from Canada and
talked so much and so often of the praries he rapidly became known
as the "PrairiePlumber". I can remember working with him on some
new council cottages at Bury. It was winter-time and we had got
to the stage when the roofs were on but there was a great big
opening where the fire-place would eventually be. It was cold

and we used to make a fire lunch-time from old ends of timber

and sit round it as we ate. To prevent it smoking we nailed a
piece of plaster-board across the top rather like what we used to
call in the old days a "blower" in other words a piece of sheet-
netal that would 1ift up on a hinge and prevent a lot of the smoke
coming out into the room. At lunch-time as we sat round the fire
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some hundred yards or more in which to stop. It is doubtful
whether they would have stopped gliders landing, although they
might have pulled them up rather abruptly. The poles were either
taken up at the end of the war, or simply left in the ground
until they rotted away.

At three points in the town; at the top of Shimmings Hill, just
south of Somerset Hospital in North Street, and opposite York Cot-
tage in Pound Street, a series of holes, in practice concrete pits
some two and a half feet deep were excavated, these were some one
foot square across the top. To allow traffic to pass these holes
were filled with removable concrete slabs. In the event of attack
these slabs would be removed and angular pieces of steel inserted
which would in theory prevent the passage of motorised vehicles
such as tanks and armoured cars. These angular pieces would have
been constructed from old railway lines and, while never used in
earnest, were certainly used in exercises.

In the wall in the west side of the road both in North Street and
Pound Street gun-ports were cut out which would give protection

and a reasonable field of fire in the direction the enemy might be
expected i.e. up or down the road. The gun ports are still visible
in Pound Street and North Street. The position overlooking Shim-
mings Hill was on the top of Mount Pleasant but there were no gun-
ports here, just sand-bag protection.

At four other points on the roadway, leading into Petworth, there
were a number of cylindrical concrete blocks each approximately
the size of a 40 gallon barrel, and stacked ready for use at the
road-side. The largest size were to be stood upright in the road,
so that a tank might theoretically run into it and spin out of
control. A smaller type in the shape of an inverted mushroom,
would rock back on its base when a vehicle made contact with it.
Both types had a hole in the middle and could be manhandled with
iron bars if necessary. The mushroom type were also popularly
known as "concrete dollies". Some of the larger type are still
in the Brook below the Withy Copse, at the tunnel entrance to
Petworth Park in the old Cow Yard, and at Coultershaw. After the
war many were used by farmers as milk-churn stands. Some of the
concrete dollies are still to be seen in the Pheasant Copse.

A single perimeter barbed-wire fence comprising two separate rings
of wire as a base with a single ring on top to form a triangular
shape protected at least part of the town but not all of this was

=, Rl

H.M. Queen Elizabeth (now the Queen Mother) meets the Toronto Scottish at Pitshill in 1943.
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and appear here courtesy of Mrs.




Pitshill 1943 (3)
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permanentlyinstalled. It ran from the top of Shimmings Hill at
its junction with the Withy Copse footpath, around the southern
and eastern boundaries of the Copse where it remained more or less
permanently. It then proceeded northwards in an irregular line
approximately half-way up the slope between the brook and the path
to a point behind the Rectory Garden, to swing then north west to
be attached to the garden wall of Somerset Hospital. It continued
along the south side of the garden of Somerset Hospital to meet up
with the tank trap in North Street. This portion of the line was
not laid permanently but could be set up in an emergency. Such
was the north-eastern section of the fence; 1t was intended to
carry on the fortification to protect the town from the south but
this does not seem to have been effected with any degree of con-
viction, although there were sporadic lengths of barbed wire at
certain key points such as Red House.

Other defensive gun positions, not manned of course in normal cir-
cumstances, were set out in places where the maximum field of fire
could be obtained over a given area. Such places were the eastern
boundary of the Rectory Gardens overlooking the Shimmings Valley,
the eastern boundary of Somerset Hospital garden overlooking the
northern end of the Shimmings Valley, the western end of the tunnel
entrance into Petworth Park and the western boundary of the south
lawns adjoining Petworth House, including the Gardens. A particu-
larly advantageous site was that surrounding the Red House head-
quarters situated due south of Petworth Police Station (and now in
the grounds of Lund House) - this would give an excellent field of
fire over the whole of the southern area and also to the west.

The nature of the weapons to be deployed would vary: two pound
anti-tank guns on most of the key positions, with an assortment

of light or small arms i.e. bren-guns and rifles in 1940 and
possibly a few two inch mortars. One item of ordnance which it
was hoped to have included in the defensive system was a mortar
known as the Blacker Bombard which was currently being developed
at Coates Castle under the direction of Colonel Blacker.

There were two basic L.D.V. observation posts: one at the Gog
(see Bulletin No.37) and one at the north end of Petworth House.
The latter would seem to have been manned by L.D.V. members who
were also Leconfield Estate employees. The following is an entry
for a typical night in 1940, taken from a notebook kept by them.
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PETWORTH CINEMA (10Q)
The beginnings of the Regal

J. Taylor.

Mondays as usual were devoted to bill-posting around the villages,
which took me most part of the morning, and before I had my lunch,
several posters and streamers needed to be changed on the cinema

front hoardings. One mid-day I had nearly finished when two well
dressed gentlemen stopped to look at what I was doing on top of
an old step ladder, which I admit was a bit wobbly, but they just

= o0 =

waited for me to finish and come down. They asked me if I was the
owner of the Cinema and I said that I was, I thought at first they
were two film travellers, but I was soon able to dismiss this, be-
cause film travellers only came to see me on their own. Some did
use the sharing of one car but they would never come together. I
was given a business card and noticed they were directors of a small
circuit of cinema operating somewhere in the Portsmouth area. I
asked them if they would mind seeing me after lunch, and said that
I should be at my small cycle office in the Golden Square. This
they agreed to do. I changed my clothes after I had my lunch,

and made myself respectable, just as I would do for an evening
show. I then waited for them to arrive, but I had forgotten to
tell them exactly where my office was. However as everyone knew
this, they would have little trouble in finding me and at about
2.30 p.m. there was a knock on my door and these two gentlemen

came in. I offered a chair to each, and there being only two
chairs, I sat on my desk and just waited for one of them to speak
first. I soon found out what they had come for. They were look-
ing around small towns to build cinemas, and Petworth was one of
the towns on their list. I told them I hoped in the very near
future to be able to do exactly this myself, but found it almost
impossible to find a suitable site, as the Leconfield Estate Co.
owned most of the properties and land in the Petworth district.
They informed me they had already been to the local estate agent
and hoped that a site would eventually be found. I simply told
them they were wasting their time because I had the first refusal
should anything become available, and living in Petworth all my
life I knew every inch of any available land that might be going.
They impressed upon me that if I did not do something about it very
soon, they would and we shook hands as they left. I then just sat
down in a quandary. I kept on saying to myself, "This must not
happen to me." After all I had started from scratch and had al-
ready put many years of hard work into my cinema concern. I must
confess I had many sleepless nights worrying what to do for the
best. I eventually came to a conclusion. The best thing for me

to do was to make an appointment to see his Lordship himself.

The very next day I sent a letter to his private Secretary asking
him if he would be good enough to make an appointment for me to see
his Lordship on a very private matter. Within the next few days I
had a letter asking me what my business was. So I wrote another
letter stating that I wanted to buy a small piece of land to build
a modern cinema and would he therefore make the necessary arrange-
ment for me to see him. Another letter came stating that his Lord-
ship had passed my letter over to his land agent to attend to, so







made a separate entrance from the main road for coming in and go-
ing out, divided by a centre island, and that all electrical work
was to be wired in metal and steel conduit. This I agreed. The
next thing to do was to find a builder and get other estimates and
furthermore that I should trade locally. Within 10 days I receiv-
ed estimates from several builders which varied in price from one
to two thousand pounds, so I took the middle estimate. The next
thing I had to do was to find the cash to build, leaving the value
of the land as security. So remembering my old organist friend

in Tillington, I decided to go to him for help, as he was a Direc-
tor of a Building Society in Bognor. After waiting about a month,
owing to a committee meeting, I received a letter from the Society
stating that I had been recommended by the finance committee to
get a mortgage payable over a 25 year period and that payments
would be made in stages as the building progress, and would I
please let them know who the builder was. I eventually signed a
contract with Mr. Boxall a Builder in Tillington. So Tillington,
more or less, was closely connected with the building of the cinema,
and within two weeks of signing the contract lorries, shovels,

pickaxes started to appear making an opening into the site from
the main road.

T.S. COLLINS (to be continued)
A _SHEPHERD'S DAUGHTER (3)

WOODING AND WASHDAY

Our Saturdays and some summer evenings were often taken up with
collecting woodte burn on our fires, as there was not much money

to spare for coal. We usually went with other children, all after
the same thing.

We would go to the woods at the foot of the downs and pick up dry
sticks or break down dead ones and make up bundles tied with string,
sometimes carrying them on our shoulder and then for a change we
would lay them on two long stout sticks and one carrying in front
and one behind. Occasionally we would take them halfway home then

go back and fetch some more, so we would not have so far to go the
next time.

We had to get a store in for the winter and sometimes we would run
out when the weather was extra cold and we had to kick the snow
about to find the wood. Sounds rather hard nowadays but it was a

i

Army photograph.

An offical Canadia

Canadian pipers on parade c1944.
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way of life then and we really enjoyed it. OQuite a lot was needed
on washday, that was one of our chores, chopping it up for the
copper fire.

Washing was a full day's work in those days. First boiling the
water, then washing the whites by hand, followed by a boiling with
soap and soda added, then taken out and rised twice, some "Reckits
Blue" added to the last rinse. Finally the coloured things washed
and rinsed, then came all the cleaning up.

Thank goodness we did not have to carry our water far then, for
there was a tap at the back between the two cottages. This was a
great relief to all especially mother.

We did not have hot water bottles but mother used to put bricks 1in
the oven to get hot, then wrap them in a piece of blanket, they
kept warm for quite a long time. TIroning clothes was a slow job
too, with the little hand irons, propped up on a brick in front of
the fire, usually doing one or two garments before changing for
another hot iron, wiping the ashes off with a cloth.

CHRISTMAS

If there was one time of the year we looked forward to more than
any other it was Christmas. How excited we were, it just could
not come quick enough for us, and we were guite big before we
found out who Father Christmas was, then somehow a lot et the
magic went. However, before we were enlightened about that, we
were no trouble to get off to bed Christmas Eve and hung one of
our black stockings over the foot of our brass bedstead. Then
long before it was light next morning, one or the other of us
would wake up and feel at the foot of the bed to see if He had
been, then it was not long before all were awake and chattering
with excitment, feeling all the lumps in our stocking and wonder-
ing what was inside.

Mother, knowing there would be no peace until we had looked inside
them would come in with a lighted candle and take us all into her
room, where we all sat around on their bed and emptied our stock-
ings. They both pretended they had not seen them and looked as
surprised as us, and father would say "my hi, fancy that now".

Our presents usually consisted of things like hankies, tin toy
scales with perhaps a few small sweets to weigh on them, a
cracker, sugar mouse, pencil, and always an apple, orange and
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Mother darns it, where it's worn rather thin,
Puts a bow on, to hide a misfit,

Then puts a clean pinafore over it all,

Just to hide, where she darned a big slit.

fly settle on your nose, and not know how to knock it off, eh?
How would you like to crawl upstairs then fall from top to bottom
eh? How would you like to crawl across the carpet and pick up a
pin, then have it snatched away just as you begin to enjoy your-

(> 1 = 3 ] 5N
self? 1Isn't it enough to spoil any baby's temper, eh: I know that dear mother's most clever and kind,

At patching things right to the end,
But I cannot help wishing that clothes wore right out,
That nothing was left her to mend.

In another amusing act involving the older children, one boy was
dressed up as a grandmother with bonnet and shawl, and children
standing each side of her sang,

There's quite a long history attached to my boots,
Once, in the dim past they were new.

Tis three years ago, since they came as a gift,
One Christmas, for good sister Sue.

"Granny's come to live with us for the sake of peace and
guiet,

She says she's fond of children too, and thought she'd
lake' to trey: it

Now granny's growing young again with Tom and Dick and
Fanny,

She'll never leave us any more, we're all so fond of granny."

She wore them nine months, then bequeathed them to Poll,
They got much too small as you see,
Then Meg had a turn, then Betsy, then Nell,

: : At last, they descended to me.
Then granny would dance all round the stage with the children hang-

tagSon bekind nt Listnging, Dad soled them and heeled them, quite dozens of times,

Put clumps on to make them quite stout,
But still mother says the uppers are good,
At this rate, they'll never wear out.

"Whoopsala and away we go, on the back of granny O,

Trot and canter to and fro, that's a good old granny."

My next to youngest sister once recited a very nice poem which was
very popular, she was especially chosen for it as she really was
the youngest of six girls, it went:-

Oh, how just for once, I would like all new clothes,
Instead of the leavings of others,
Why, even this pinny, which may look alright,

; ; : Is made from an apron of mothers.
'I'm the youngest of six and all of us girls,

Let me tell you a few of my woes,
For now, as you see, I'm getting quite big,
I never have any new clothes.

I sometimes have wished that my sisters were boys,
And all of them younger than I,
For trousers, and coats, would not turn into frocks,

: However much mother might try.
Mary-Jane is the eldest, and Polly comes next,

So Jane has the frock when quite new,
Then after a while, when it's shabby and worn,
It's passed on to Polly, then Sue.

I must now say goodbye, and run away home,
Or mother will be in a fix.
She finds me most useful in doing odd jobs,

: Although I'm the youngest of six.
When till at last, every tucks been let out,

And all round the bottom is frayed,
Dear mother unpicks it, and makes a fresh hem,
And for me, the whole thing is remade.




WAR DAYS

When I was seven years old the 1914-18 war broke out. I was not
0ld enough to understand fully what it involved, but I remember
our parents talking to the neighbours about it and looking very
worried, and one day mother received a letter from her relations
in Staffordshire. After reading it, she turned her back on us,
picked up her apron and cried in it, we were very worried and up-
set as we had never seen her cry before, she always tried to hide
such grief from us. When she had recovered sufficiently she told
us her favourite brother had been killed, that seemed to bring
home to us the real seriousness of the war.

Then there was a plane crashed not very far from our village,
killing two airmen, we thought this was terrible.

After a while Bignor Park House, quite close to our village was
used as a kind of army hospital, and I can remember seeing the men
lying in beds on the verandah, as we walked through the Park. As
they improved they would sometimes walk along to our school, many
still on crutches, and we would sing to them.

Then one day someone called to see father about being a special
constable or warden to help the effort, or course he agreed, and
when asked if he could ride a bike as it would be a great help,

he replied "no sir, but I can ride a horse", which made him smile.
I do not remember what his duties were exactly but he wore an arm
band.

With a lot of men being called up to fight, some of the older
children were allowed to leave school at twelve years old instead
of fourteen, to work in their place, my brother was one of them.
One of his jobs was to go on the downs, where the ground had been
sewn with corn, and scare the birds off the seeds, "rook scaring"
it was called and he used a very noisy rattle for this. Sometimes
he had to pick up stones lying in the fields and stack in lumps to
be collected, we would sometimes go and help him.

Mrs. E.J. Pentecost (to be continued)
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Petworth Fair from lapsing November 1940.

Photograph by G.G. Garland.




Drinking beer in jam-jars because of a shortage of glasses.
Kirdford September 1943.
Photograph by G.G. Garland.
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Bignor Park House from the rear, an early century view
drawn by Rendle Diplock after a photograph by Walter Kevis.




Lady Leconfield
AT HOME
Wednesday, December 8ih,

3-30—-06 o'clock.

The well known Raconteuse
Miss RUTII DRAPEIR

will give a sclection from her stories.

R.S.V.I*.

LFom REFIUHALS ONLY,)

Lady Leconfield "At Home". (See page 22).
The card probably comes from the 1920's.
(Courtesy of Messrs. Anderson, Longmore and Higham)
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HIGH BUILDINGS, EBERNQE AND THE CHITTY'S

A wedding in the Chitty family. Ebernoe about 1935.

Last September a cousin and I went on pilgrimage to Ebernoe, to
visit our Grandparents'grave in the Churchyard, and while there
met Mrs. Walters, who has encouraged me to write a few memories

of our Grandparents, George and Annie Chitty. How sad it is that
when you are young you pay little heed to the whys and wherefores
of family movements, and unless your parents are given to chat
about their childhood, much of the history is lost. How I wish we
could have had taped conversations and coloured pictures to record
the past, for much is now forgotten, our parents are gone and the
questions go unanswered.

My mother, Louisa was 16 years old in 1901 when the family moved
from Harting to High Buildings. She was the one girl in a family
of 10, and came after four brothers, so right in the middle of this
big family, and no doubt was kept at home to help her mother cope.
She did go into service as housemaid but not until she was 19 years
old. Her older brothers were already at work, at least two were
employed at a Bakers in Harting and were in lodgings there. T hey
used tocycle home to High Buildings on their day off and Uncle

Jack got very wet on one of these journeys, resulting in his being
very ill with rheumatic fever. After some weeks he was well enough
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NEW MEMBERS

Miss. H. Alsford, Barton Cottage, Barton Lane, Petworth.
Mrs. Anstey, Tylands, Selham Road, Lodworth.

Mr. R. Barber, 188 St. Johns Way, Thetford, Norfolk.

Mr. E. Holden, 11 Cabbett Road, West Borough, Guildford.
Mrs. D. Hill, 13 Hampers Green, Petworth.

Vida Herbison, "Coopers", Green Lane, The Street, Jevington,
Eastbourne.

Mr. Howard, Warren Hamlet, Storrington.

Mrs. E. Johnson, Pound Cottage, Station Road, Petworth.
Mrs. King, 56 Greatpin Croft, Fittleworth.

Mrs. R. Messinger, 9 Bramble Bank, Frimley Green.

Mr. Rea, "Ingleborough", Barlavington.

Mrs. I. Stockman, 72 Hammer Hill, Lynchmere.

Mr. and Mrs. Tatner, Badgers, Fittleworth.

Mrs. J. Downer, 47 Brittany Road, Worthing.

Mrs. E.M. Garman, 7 Mant Road, Petworth.






