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Winter and Spring Programme: please keep for reference.

* Special extra meeting:

Tuesday 5th December 7-30 p.m.

"THE PROSPECTS FOR PETWORTH
HOUSE, PARK, and PLEASURE GROUNDS"

An illustrated presentation with David Sekers, Southern
Regional Director, Hational Trust, and his staff.

Leconfield Hall. Refreshments. Open to non-members.

We would hope this presentation may become an annual event.

Monthly meetings: Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m. Refreshments, Raffle.
Entrance £1

WEDNESDAY 13th DECEMBER Wednesday 17th January
Anthony Pletts:

"The Things that dreams
Petworth Society are made of."
Christmas Evening. A travelogue with
slides and readings.

Wednesday 14th February Monday 12th March

Steve Harris: Trevor Seddon:

"Hedgehogs" "Over that wall"
"Henry and Harriet" Petworth Park and Pleasure

with slides Grounds in the hurricane
and after. Slides.




THURSDAY 5th April

Warden Swinfen
of Radio Sussex:

"Hidden Sussex"
Assisted (if available) by
David Arscott.

Walks: Cars leave Petworth Square at 2.15.

SUNDAY 26th NOVEMBER

Ian and Pearl's Balls Cross Walk.

SUNDAY 18th FEBRUARY

John and Gloria's early spring Walk.

SUNDAY 18th MARCH

Riley's alternative Northchapel Walk.

TORONTO SCOTTISH REGIMENT RETURNED SUNDAY 17th JUNE

* Yolunteer Drivers urgently required to take out-patients to hospital.
Petrol Allowance 20p per mile.
Further enquiries Tandem : 0730 813962.

Merry Christmas!




PETWORTH SOCIETY

SPRING AND SUMMER 1989

Monthly meetings: Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m. Refreshments, raffle.

TUESDAY 14th MARCH

5 ROGER FITTER of Messrs English Woodlands.
"The Role of Trees in Landscape and Forest".
(Slides) .

WEDNESDAY {E}h APRIL. ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING
3 at 7.15.
FOLLOWED BY Mrs. V. BENNETT-LEVY,
"THE ROYAL MAUNDY".

WEDNESDAY 11th OCTOBER
Sir Francis AVERY JONES M.D. F.R.C.P.
Herbs: their importance - past and present.
(Slides)

Garden Visits: Cars leave Petworth Square at 2.15

SUNDAY 23rd APRIL
Visit to Manor of Dean
(by kind permission of Miss Mitford)

SUNDAY 25th JUNE
Joan and Marguerite's Fittleworth Gardens Walk.

SUNDAY leth JULY
Anne's Petworth Gardens Walk.

SUNDAY 8th AUGUST
Visit to Coates Manor and Dale House, West Burton.

Cars leave Petworth Square at 2.15 (unless indicated otherwise)

SUNDAY 19th MARCH

Tan and Pearl's Spring Walk.

EPNDAY 14th MAY RILEY'S BLACKDOWN WALK
Cars leave Petworth Square at 10.40. Meet Northchapel Village Hall
11.00. Return about 3.30. Take picnic lunch.

SUNDAY 3rd SEPTEMBER
Audrey's Circular Whiteways Walk.

§UNDAY 10th OCTOBER
Audrey's improbably relaxed Bury Riverside Walk.

TWO IMPORTANT DATES*

*THURSDAY 13th APRIL. GRANGE CENTRE 7.30 for T.d45.
Midhurst Society Evening; "A real place in the mind."
Songs, poetry, prose-reading, on Midhurst and District. Refreshments.
Tickets €2 but there are 20 complimentary for Petworth Society members.
We will allocate these at Roger Fitter's talk on March l4th.




*SUNDAY 2nd APRIL

" PETWORTH SOCIETY'S ANNUAL CLEAN-UP OF
STARTS CAR PARK AT 9.15 a.m.

PLEASE MAKE THIS A RECORD TURN

LITTER.

ouT!

Please support:

WEY & ARUN CANAL TRUST

MEETING

THURSDAY 16 MARCH 1989

THE LECONFIELD HALL, PETWORTH

Film, slides, refreshments, questions and conservation issues.

HELP !

Helpers are needed to assist the National Trust at Petworth House either looking
after the rooms or stewarding. Work can be paid or voluntary. The Trust are
particularly anxious to recruit from the local community. Previous knowledge
not reguired. Ring Don Little or Norman Thomas on Petworth 42207.

Please note

On the 24 February 1989 the Record Office will close in order to move to new
premises in Chichester. It is hoped that a limited service will be available
from July onwards, but no original documents will be available until probably
the beginning of November. Anyone intending to visit the Record Office in 1989
advised to telephone beforehand.

is

Last but certainly not least: Bill Oakey of Byworth has donated his
oil-painting of the Parfoot brothers working at Fittleworth Forge to the Society
to raise money for the Magazine. This is a very generous gesture as the

painting is valued at well over £100. With the agreement of Mr and Mrs Oakey

the painting is being raffled at Society Tickets will
not be available otherwise. Tickets are

drawn at the Society's Christmas meeting.

various Society Leconfield Hall meetings
Trowels.

meetings during the year.

50 pence each and the raffle will be
The painting will be on show at the

this year, or can be viewed here at




THE PETWORTH SOCIETY

Annual Subscription 1989/90

Subscriptions for 1989-90 are due on March 15th and should be paid either to the
Hon. Treasurer:

Mr P. HOUNSHAM,

50 Sheepdown Drive,
Petworth.

or to the Membership Secretary:

Mrs R. STAKER,
2 Grove Lane,
Petworth.

Local members may pay direct to Anne at

E. Streeter and Daughter,
Lombard Street.

Rates are: Single Bulletin delivered, single or double membership £4

Postal £5
Overseas £5.50

enclose my subscription for 1989-90 € cash/cheque

and (optional) I add toward the Magazine fund.
(delete if not applicable)

* 1If you have already paid for 1989-90 please ignore this reminder.













anything that will hold the firm together during the long winter
months, but when Spring comes we know we'll soon be on the road
again. My brothers and I are the fourth Harris generation to be on
the road and the family fairground tradition goes far back into the
nineteenth century when fairs in the modern sense of pure pleasure
fairs were only just beginning. Before that fairs had a pleasure
element certainly, but more importantly were centres for hiring or
for selling. There might be just a single hand-turned pleasure
roundabout.

Our first call of the season is at Sellinge in Kent, a steam-engine
rally as are almost all our venues now. Leaving our home base at
Ashington we are some time in Kent, "on the road" just as our
family have been for a century or more, sleeping in the caravans.
Hadlow Down is another steam rally as is Waldershire near Dover.
Parham Park is much nearer home of course as is Findon in
September. We may have from between a dozen to sixteen different
venues in a year and we're not on the road continually: sometimes
operating simply out of our Ashington base. We came once to the
steam rally held in Petworth Park, putting up the Gallopers in the
space between the House and the Upper Lake. A marvellous position
for them and we thought the event had great potential. Steam fairs
are something relatively new but they have become absolutely
essential to our way of life, the old Flower Shows and Village Days
of the period between the wars having largely disappeared, at least
in their old form. Hospital Days are something else which is now
just a memory. Events of this kind were an absolutely staple part
of the business, operated almost invariably on a sole agreement.

In those days the family would be on the road from Easter to the
end of November and almost every village had some sort of festive
day - if only a Saturday Flower Show or Village Day - or in the
earlier century a Club Day. For the Harris family life was a
pattern of moving slowly with the steam-engine from village to
village, erecting on the Tuesday, opening perhaps Wednesday, moving
on after the weekend. A few, a very few, of these old-fashioned
venues remain but a mere fraction of what there once were.

Petworth is not like any other of our venues. The very few street
fairs that still exist are held in a parallel street but we don't
now have a single one on our itinerary. At a guess the nearest
parallel to Petworth may be Banbury market, way outside our
homebase in Sussex and Kent although similar fairs survive in the
Cotswolds. Petworth is a very unusual fair for a number of
reasons, and, as far as we are concerned, quite unique.

Christmas Evening 1988

Phil Hounsham, John Patten
Bi1l Vincent, Keith Thompson, David Sneller, Ian Godsmark
Anne Simmons, Betty Hodson, Audrey Grimwood, Peter Jerrome,

Back Row:

Second Row:
Front Row:
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Hurstpierpoint is the only one we have which is even remotely
similar; like Petworth in its precarious clinging to life over the
years but similar particularly in its being held in an enclosed
space, in this case a small recreation ground. It's a tight venue
with trees all round with the fair getting back an atmosphere from
the enclosed surroundings. Trees are not buildings however and
Hurstpierpoint cannot really compete with Petworth where the fair
is hemmed in by the age-old buildings of the Market Square and the
whole atmosphere is steeped in history and tradition. The fair's
origins go back to the thirteenth century and it was already
age-old when it was held over in 1666 because of the plague. There
can be no setting like it in Sussex, if there is a similar one in
the south of England at all. Certainly it's a peculiar time for a
fair, "in the feast of St. Edmund the king" and a real "back-end
fair" in the showmen's language: the last fair on any showman's
itinerary and falling well outside any normal time. A strange time
for a fair but not an impossible one by any means: the buildings
afford a certain protection from the elements and the tarmac does
not become muddy. Imagine a few hundred people walking on wet
grass at Hampers Common in November! One of our former venues was
Goodwood Airfield, three hundred acres of open grassland with no
protection at all. Certainly not a venue for late November!

A further feature that is peculiar to Petworth is the Petworth
Society back-up. It does help the fair in bringing together so
many different sections of the community, coming perhaps to the
Leconfield Hall or the Red Cross Rooms to see what's going on and
ending up with a ride on the Gallopers. It means too that Petworth
Fair now combines the atmosphere of a pure fair with that of an
old-fashioned Village Day. For us it marks a staging-point, the
last fair of the season before we set out on the road again in May.
Petworth is a lot of work for eight to ten men; we leave Ashington
at one o'clock on the Friday, getting home again at four o'clock on
the Sunday morning. The trailers are covered in tarpaulin, the
radiators drained, and the batteries taken off. They will not be
used again until the Spring.

The Gallopers are perhaps our main attraction, and were first
purchased by the family about 1920. They were made originally
about the turn of the century. There is some evidence that ours
were formed from two separate sets just after the Great War; one
set being pirated to make up deficiencies on the other. Gallopers
were invented about 1890 by Frederick Savage, an agricultural
engineer from King's Lynn who had been asked by a client to design







altogether, held if you like in a kind of warp. For this reason
pictures of the fair all have the same timeless character about

them, only changing fashions in clothes enabling a picture to be
set in a period.

Petworth Fair is a survival and the showmen survivors too. So much
has happened to decimate the English fairground tradition in this
century that anything that remains is necessarily a "survivor".
Changing public fashions, periods of social depression and
deprivation and, above all, two world wars have wreaked havoc.

Some ancient fairs like Adversane have simply died out; some were
stoppea for the war years and never restarted. At the outbreak of
the last war the steam engines were stood up - in most cases to
deteriorate until the war ended. Many showmen had neither the
heart nor the capital to renovate and carry on. Lapsed charters
could not be restored. Not for nothing did Mr. Arch Knight at
Petworth put out a plank each November 20th to symbolise the
continuance of the tradition. Some few fairs went on through the
war. Bensons who now co-operate with us at Petworth, going through
the war in the old cattle market at Horsham. We at Ashington were
simply closed down for the duration. The Gallopers came through
the war essentially unscathed although the paintwork was very faded
by 1945. There was a brief revival in fairground fortunes after
the war but another and even deeper cycle of decline set in about
1953. Takings were so poor that the Gallopers were not even taken
out again until 1968! Many fair people simply went to the wall.
The old stand-bys, Dodgems, Noah's Ark, swing-boats and sideshows
continued but, in the face of steadily decreasing public interest,
showmen were faced with a stark dilemma; modernise or give up.
Having the Gallopers made it difficult for us to adopt the first
course and we had to take the calculated risk of not modernising at
all, our roots, as we saw the situation, being in the nostalgia
people felt for the fairs of yesteryear. We held grimly on through
the bad years but only just, and only by pumping in endless hours
of work for little or no reward financially. Over a generation or
more our equipment has now passed from being simply old-fashioned
to being effectively timeless as I have said. The steam-rallies
beginning in the mid-sixties have given us a lifeline replacing the
old Village Days and Flowers Shows that were so much a part of life
between the wars.

Nostalgia is a precarious basis for a livelihood and it's difficult
to feel at all secure, but then part of the very essence of the
showman's life is its insecurity. Think how easily a fair can fall

et

victim to the weather. With a fair it's quite possible to work all
week in fine weather setting up for the weekend. Come the weekend
there's storms and high wind and the event is cancelled. That's
it. No return at all. Sometimes there can be a run of such weeks.
Why do we do it? I think it's what the Harris family have been
doing for generations and it's simply expected of us. People
wouldn't think of us doing anything else. Where we go on our usual
round people treat us as part of the local community.

=5

"People treat us as
part of the local
commumi ty. "

Petworth Fair 1988.

Robert Harris
is on the right.

Photograph by
John Rosser.










them but we get no other overall financial support. Think of the
expense of advertising, or for fuel, coal and diesel for the
locomotives, petrol for the buses - or maintenance on such a large
site, effectively a miniature estate. We may receive grants for
the occasional specified exhibit or exhibition or may, in some
cases, receive a donation for a particular purpose but in practice
are more likely to get a small donation of materials from an
interested party towards restoring some specific item. It may be
wood perhaps or paint.

My own job as curator basically involves every aspect of the
collection. Often I go to see an item likely to be given by a
potential donor. My brief is to see it, assess it, and if suitable
arrange for transport, storage or, guite possibly, immediate
display of the item. I am responsible too for the restoration and
maintenance of Museum stock and for the safe operation of all the
working objects. It's better if things are worked; machines
deteriorate if they lie idle and our policy is to run them if at
all possible to demonstrate their use. A guiding principle of the
Museum is to fill the open days with things that are actually
happening.

A feature at Amberley is the rapidly improving archive collection
of photographs and documents and a library. At present these are
available for research on request. There are photocopying
facilities. At the moment it's necessary to fix up a time
beforehand but I would imagine our ultimate aim will be to have
these facilities available on a permanent basis. We also have
plans of buildings we've been involved with, or account books like
those for the Horsham wheelwright's shop.

As an introduction to the Museum we have a small cinema with a
short audio-visual slide and tape presentation every half hour.
This year we have an entirely new show drawing together a lot of
local interests in that the photographs are predominantly from the
Garland Collection and background music and narration is by Bob
Copper - no stranger to the Petworth Society! The thrust of the

show is to look back at the working life of our area in the 20s and
30s.

Our aim is to make Amberley Chalkpits Museum a time-capsule full of
unexpected surprises - a series of chance encounters with a
different age. The Museum, if you like, is a kind of lost world.
The old-fashioned West Sussex County Council finger-boards at the

A ride on the Gallopers!

Photograph by John Rosser as are all the following.

Messrs Bensons kiddies ride raised over £140 for Children in Need




Norman Hobb's helper!

L -

At the Striker!. On the Gallopers.




Harry and Demelza's Rib-Tickler.

top point the visitor down into this lost world. Above all we rely
on the goodwill of our team of volunteers, without them we should
grind to a halt. Would you like to join them? Ring and talk it
over with us and feel welcome to come to our annual volunteers'
tea-party and rota-filling on Saturday March 11th.

Michael Wall was talking to the Editor.

THE TICKNER FAMILY

I wish to thank the people of Petworth for all their help and for
making my visit to Petworth recently so interesting and pleasant.

I started researching my family in September, 1988 after finding,
while going through my late father's papers a document relating to
a 'Marriage Settlement' made for Sarah Tickner when she was married
to David Rapley on the 22nd April, 1873, at Petworth Parish Church.

I found through searching through genealogists magazines that
several other people were researching the Tickner family, one of
them being Vincent Tickner, who has written two books on the
'Tickners’.

I contacted Vincent Tickner and made arrangements to visit him
where he lives in Brighton, and I also decided to spend a few days
in Petworth to try and find out where Sarah and the family lived.

After a long session with Vincent Tickner, he found there was a
link with my family and that of a Mr. Eric Tickner who lives in
Midhurst. This was very exciting, and I telephoned him straight
away. We arranged to meet, and after studying each others 'Family
Trees' we found that our great, great grandfathers, John Tickner
and Richard Tickner were brothers. We were both so elated to find
that we were actually related.

I decided to stay in Petworth a few more days, I had four addresses
where some of the family used to live, two in Wisborough Green and
two in Kirdford. Eric Tickner was also very pleased I had these
addresses of our ancestors homes and was also very eager to see
them, so after a very enjoyable lunch, cooked by Pamela, Eric's
wife, we set off for the first address which was the home of
Maurice Tickner at Daniels Cottages, New Pound Common, Wisborough
Green. Then we found the house of Percy William Tickner,
'Farnigate' also at Wisborough Green. We then made our way to 3,
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buying such a large house. A large house it certainly was but my
father had an architect's eye for change.

The Burton Estate had a long history, having been held for
centuries by the staunchly Roman Catholic Goring family, the estate
eventually passing by marriage to the Biddulphs. The original
house had been up by the Catholic Church where the sportsground now
is. The Biddulphs had moved up to the Chalet at Burton at about
the turn of the century and Mrs. Biddulph was still there when I
was a girl. I remember going up to visit her on several occasions.
When Sir Douglas Hall took over from the Biddulph family the Roman
Catholic succession was finally broken. It had been a long
succession: I was told that the dairy building was very old and
had been used by the monks from Hardham Monastery when they came
over to take services in the church. The tiny church is very old
with some eleventh century features. An unlooked-for side-effect
of the Roman Catholic succession was that for a long period nothing
had been done to repair Burton church; the Goring and Biddulph
families, as if refusing to acknowledge its transfer to Protestant
use at the Reformation, having denied access to the church for
repair and renewal.

An early ally at Burton Park was Frank Holland, my mother's first
cousin, who was brought in to act as agent. Sutton End was
constructed for him from local materials, stone from the old quarry
at Barlavington, bricks made near Crouch, mortar from sand at the
end of the garden and tiles from old barns on the Estate.

The Burton Park estate was a composite of three different farms
based respectively at Barlavington, Crouch and Lodge Green - the
last effectively the Home Farm. My father and Frank Holland were
not at all afraid of innovation, not for its own sake but in a
practical and pragmatic way. In the early pre-mechanised days the
estate farms were worked with Percherons, notable in having not
"feather" i.e. not having, like Shire horses, a hairy heel. We
reckoned this kept them much cleaner while working. The idea of
using Percherons instead of Shires may have been suggested to my
father by the Burrell family at Knepp. The Burrells were old
acquaintances of his. Red Poll hornless cattle were another new
import, good both for meat and milk and more usually found in the
eastern counties. My father won many prizes with the Red Poll
cattle. Equally unusual, but a feature at Burton Park for
generations rather than an innovation, were the black and white
Jacobs or Andalusian sheep, more agile than ordinary sheep and
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needing a much greater degree of fencing. The Burton Park herd of
deer was, like the Jacob's sheep, something we took over rather
than brought in.

Encouraged by his friend Mr. Hornung, my father established a stud
farm and racing stable at Barlavington. It was good ground for
mares and foals and my father had a number of very successful
horses, once coming second in the Derby and on another occasion
second in the Oaks. His racing colours were primrose with light
blue stripes. Eventually he was made a member of the Jockey Club,
a considerable honour for him. The farm at Barlavington was run in
conjunction with the stud farm and stables while the Red Poll
milking herd was based at Crouch.

I should mention a curious crop at Burton Park: this was the
so-called alder moor in Black Pond Copse - the pond is now dry. An
old man used to buy the alder copse from the Estate, fell the alder
and shape the wood for pattens which he told me were used by the
mill girls in Lanchashire. He'd roughly shape the clogs and pile
them up in a great stack. The cut alder wood was of course a vivid
orange. I would often go and talk with him. I suppose he lodged
somewhere while he was working at Burton Park. He came year after
year, appearing mysteriously and disappearing just as mysteriously.
Perhaps he came and went on the "Petworth flier" - the London
train!

What a house the size of Burton demanded above all was staff;
without staff you simply could not operate such a house. The house
staff alone under Mr. Rayner the butler numbered ten or more at any
one time - two footmen, an oddman (I was never very sure what the
oddman was supposed to do) and a boy. There were also a cook and
three young kitchen-maids, the latter often very miserable and
homesick in such a faraway place. Mr. Rayner was imperturbable, a
butler of the old school. I remember one of my father's changes
was to take a stove out of the hall and replace it with a log fire.
One evening he was not long home when Rayner appeared and announced
in his usual voice, "Excuse me, sir, the house is on fire". It was
indeed. The log fire had caught one of the beams and flames were
licking up behind the sideboard. We soon set to and put the fire
out. On another occasion a housemaid had left cinders in a wooden
box and the box ignited. The house was certainly large but perhaps
not quite as huge as it seems. There was a big central hall which
took up a lot of room. There were a dozen bedrooms which were in
fairly frequent use as guest rooms. My father liked having people
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see her get in there, 'cos that will mean trouble for us". TRight
you are Mother", Dad replied, "I'll have a look at it in a mlngte,
and see how big it is, and then I'll see to it tomorrow night if I
can find some small mesh wire netting, I expect there's some about
somewhere". Granny's expression changed, she hated to be kept‘
waiting twenty four hours for a job she thought required immediate
attention.

The next afternoon we could hear knocking and Mum looked out and
there she could see Granny with wire netting hammer and nails,
trying to £ill in the small gap herself. "Don't she make you ‘
cross, she can't do it herself and your Father was going to do it
for her tonight he told her so, and looks like its going to pou;
with rain any minute. Come on in Granny, Jack'll see to it tonight
he said so". BAnyway Granny carried on in spite of the shower, and
then when she was satisfied that Peggy could no longer wander in
the rickyard, put the hammer and nails away and came indoors to dry
herself. Luckily the shower did not last long, but she had got
guite damp before she took refuge. "Are you very wet Graﬁny?" Mum
asked. "No, and I've managed it, the old cow will be alright now,
she may. have got out if it hadn't been seen to, but I gave my hand
a nasty knock, I shall have to tie that up. Well I'm blowed AmyT
just you look". There looking over the gate was Peggy adorned with
a halo of wire netting on her horns.

We were very tempted to laugh, but this we knew could not be so,
but a deep grin passed over Dad's face when this story was told at

teatime.

F. M. Rowe.

THE REV. ROBERT JACKSON LEAVES PENRITH DECEMBER 1888
(See Bulletin 53)

From the Penrith Observer 1llth December 1888

On Saturday evening, the Rev. R. Jackson, late pastor ?f the Duke
Street Congregational Church, Penrith, was presente§ with a purse
containing 20 guineas, subscribed to by his many friends and
admirers as a token of their esteem and affection. The rev.
gentleman left Penrith Station yesterday morning for Petworth
(Sussex) amid the good wishes of several who had gathered to
witness his departure. On Wednesday evening, Mr. Jackson preached
by special invitation to a large congregation, in the Wesleyan
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Chapel. Before commencing his sermon he said it was to him a great
pleasure to take that week-night service for the first and probably
the last time in that beautiful house of prayer. He had had a
wearisome day in preparing for his removal, but during his ministry
in Penrith their ministers had been so kind and brotherly, and the
christian people connected with that church had shown him so much
sympathy, that he could not but feel indebted to them for giving
him the opportunity of looking once more into their faces. He then
preached an eloquent and appropriate sermon from the words - "And
Johnathan, Saul's son, arose, and went to David into the wood, and
strengthened his hand in God." Mr. Jackson also preached in the
Primitive Methodist Chapel on Sunday evening.

From the Penrith Observer 18th December 1888
VALEDICTORY LINES TO THE REV. ROBERT JACKSON.

Written at the close of his last sermon in Penrith, Dec. 9th, 1888,

delivered in the Primitive Methodist Chapel. His text was taken
from Matthew xvii., 8.

"JESUS ONLY."

Untrained in flattery's worldly school
He acteth all on honour's plan,

Of that bright few who will and can
Apply to life truth's golden rule.

Such men are 'yond the poet's meed,
Their life-work needs no vaunting song;
They love the right and hate the wrong,
And for mankind's improvement plead.

Abjuring paths to selfish gain,
Denouncing avenues to pelf,

He preacheth Christ and not himself,
And proveth other treasure vain.

The casket's rent, the jewel gone,
His face again we ne'er may see;

But in the chain of memory

By brilliant link shall he be known.

Penrith. GEORGE DUDSON.




Robert Jackson was Congregational minister here from December 1888
until he removed to Brighton in 1895. These quotations courtesy of
Jeremy Godwin (Penrith).

J. ALLESTON, 340 Cherry Row, PETWORTH.
and Mrs BENDING, 42 Queens Avenue, Meols, Hoylake, WIRRALL,
Merseyside.
BRYDER, The Gables, TILLINGTON.
and Mrs BODILEY, Saxted House, 5 Tower Street, EMSWORTH, Hants.
Mr and Mrs CLARK, 113 Farhalls Crescent, HORSHAM.
Mr and Mrs DICKER, 4 Warragul Street, LAUNCESTON, TASMANIA.
Mrs S DODD, Bartons Cottage, PETWORTH.
Mr and Mrs DOWDY, 2 Farne Close, BIRDHAM, Sussex.
Mrs ELLICE-CLARK, 0ld Well Cottage, Lower Street, FITTLEWORTH.
Mrs T. FENWICK-SMITH, Archers, Stedham, MIDHURST, Sussex.
Mr and Mrs FISHER, The Almshouses, TILLINGTON.
Mr and Mrs FROLICH, 12 Shorton Road, PAIGNTON, DEVON.
Mr and Mrs GESINK, Hatchetts, BYWORTH.
Mr and Mrs GIBBS, Langhurst Farm, BALLS CROSS.
Mrs HAWKINS, Limbourne Lane, FITTLEWORTH.
Mr and Mrs HOLDEN, 29 Valentines Lea, NORTHCHAPEL.
Mrs J.A. JEAVONS, 14 Waterside Road, PAIGNTON, DEVON.
Mrs J. LEWIS, P.O Box 638, REVERSTOKE, BRITISH COLOMEIA.
Mr and Mrs MONIER-WILLIAMS, Downsview, DUNCTON.
Mrs MUGGERIDGE, 23 Willow Walk, PETWORTH.
Mrs RUSSELL, 31 Orchard Close, PETWORTH.
The Royal British Legion, Grove Street, PETWORTH.
Mrs J. SHORTO, c/o Mrs Gilhooly, Nobies, BEDHAM.
The Toronto Scottish Regimental Association, P.O. Box 75,
CONCORD, ONTARIO, Canada.
Mr and Mrs UNDERWOOD, Potters, BEDHAM.
Mr M. WALL, Amberley Chalkpits Museum, Houghton Bridge, Nr.
ARUNDEL.

Miss WALLER, 19 Pulborough Road, STORRINGTON.







