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solo venture, when he was 23, was to China for 3 months, returning
via Thailand and Sri Lanka. This gave him a powerful sense of
independence and he was invited to address students about his work
in special effects and model-making for television, about life in
the West and his opinions of China and the Chinese. This personal
interest became evident in all the countries he has visited. A
working trip to Australia allowed trips to Melbourne, Sydney, the
Great Barrier Reef - when he gualified in skuba diving, Ayers Rock
and a four-day "walkabout" near Katharine in the Northern
Territories. He continued on to Japan, where the longer he stayed,
the more alien he felt. Japan is however, ideal for hitch-hiking,
as the lorry drivers are so keen to practise their English, even
arranging the next 1lift (and English lesson) by radio-telephone.
The next excursion was to Tibet via Bangladesh, starting with
aircraft engine failure over the Himalayas and then, partly by bus,
partly by lorry and partly on foot from Katmandu to the capital,
Thasa, which itself has no roads. In fact, Tibet's second Yeltyl
is only the size of Petworth. The country retains its Buddhist
culture despite the Chinese occupation. There were brief
-eferences to a visit to New York with two friends when, posing as
ournalists, they obtained first-class hotel accommodation, to
Mexico and to Spain.

'he evening ended with three extracts from Anthony's journals,
which gave a philosophical and emotional, as well as factual
account of the journeys - 6-7 pages written very day - and an
opportunity to ask questions and look at scrapbooks and photograph
albums.

This was a most unusual and expressive travelogue, worthy of the
chosen title "The things that dreams are made of" and we look
forward to the time when Anthony will have more travels to tell us
about.

KCT

ANY MORE FOR ANY MOORE?

Somewhere around Petworth in 1848 my Great Grandfather, Thomas
George Moore, was born. When he was twenty-one or two he married
Harriet Elizabeth, probably Charles and Caroline Ayling's daughter
from Tillington. The first children were baptised there - Emma
Caroline in 1870 and Frank in 1872.

Disabled Servicemen from St Dunstans

"Some 1imbless and blind".
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Photograph by G.G. Garland.




Family legend has it that Thomas George spent some time on the
restoration of some of the beautiful ceilings at Petworth House.
He was certainly recorded as lodging at Petworth Park when his
third son Arthur was baptised in 1875. Perhaps he had been
apprenticed to a local painter in the years before his marriage -
at any rate, he was always documented as a painter.

In the 1881 Census return Thomas and Harriet had another son aged
three with the unusual name of Naldrett. His baptism isn't
recorded in Petworth so perhaps work had taken the family to
another parish. However, in 1881 they were settled in Back Street
— later to be known as High Street - with baby Ethel Maria, .eight
months old. In 1883 the last member of the family, my maternal
Grandmother was born. Helen Edith was baptised on October 5th that
year. Tragedy was soon to overtake the family though. Six months
later on April 15th at the age of thirty-five, Thomas George was
buried. Four days later his thirteen year old daughter Emma
Caroline was to follow him.

In 1900 Helen Edith or Edie, as she was known in the family,
married a young hairdresser - James Augustus Barnard. They very
soon had a daughter Sybil born at Pound Place. Then they moved to
Chichester where my mother Queenie Isobel was born at 1 St. John's
Street. Two years later in 1909 they were living in King Street,
Emsworth and running a Hairdressers business in the High Street.

Photograph by G.G. Garland.

Two photographs in the care of The Petworth Society and inscribed
‘Copy for Mrs. Moore, High Street 1893' show a young soldier with
his horse, probably in the 16th Lancers. Could this be Arthur?
He'd be about the right age. His only other documented appearance
so far is at Edie and James' marriage at Christchurch, Greenwich.
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Wwhat could have happened to Frank, Naldrett and Ethel. Mr. Durrant
remembers Granny Moore living in the High Street.
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Can someone else throw light on any more Moores please?

=~

Mrs. S. PASSINGHAM,
"Meadows" ,

36 Summerhill Road,
Cowplain,
Portsmouth,

Hants. P08 B8XE.
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POPPY DAY Would our men
Ever shoulder a gun
Once again we remember L 3
That day in November And yet politicians
When slaughter In highest positions
And carnage was over; Thought the death toll in France
When men out of mind Was but few;
Some limbless and blind And the men who knew best
Returned to Sat back like the rest

The White Cliffs of Dover And so then began
World War Two

They had all volunteered _ . ‘

Since everyone feared Again we're victorious,

The jackboot might Happy and Glorious,

Echo our streets: The dead live in

They all lived like moles Crosses in rows

In their secretive holes Bor 3 was Eheiplan

On hard tack Before life began

And no special treats That man only reaps
What he sows

At places like Ypres . .
Many a warrior sleeps We know war's no fun

1 '
Killed by the gas-laden bomb, And now that it's done

And then thousands more, i wonder . oo,
As if in encore, s peace here to stay?

Gave their life As in all the past years
I set here 1n tears
In one day

On the Somme I hold on to my poppy
AND PRAY ....

Some had seen Ken Wells.

Their friends slain

In steel-riddled rain LAST VALENTINE'S DAY

As they ploughed through

The mud and the stench Bob Lewis remembers this hunting song as being sung to him by his

But what kept them sane mother. It would certainly seem to go back to the mid-nineteenth

Were the photos they had century and is probably local. It would have been sung after the

Of a wife or a comely young wench conclusion of a hunt and is one of a number of examples of this
kind of song each particular to a particular hunt. Bob Lewis sang

Again we remember it himself when the Copper family were last in Petworth in the

That day in November autumn of 1988. The essential character in dating and locating is

When we had the foe Jim Norris "who cared not a pin". Does anyone know anything of Jim

On the run Norris, or has anyone ever come across the song before? Any light

We had won the Great War on it would be appreciated.

And SO never no more

Peter.
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COLONEL WYNDIIAM'S
FOX JIOUNDS.

Moxoar fr.. /7" 4/4,,,/#/1%///%:/ :
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WEDNESDAY &v %Z:Z’&# %A’?’;/

THURSDAY

Fripay

7,
SAT1URDAY 25 /_?//7;,41;4 et -
— Eaih day at Half-past Eleven o' Clock.

A fixture list from 1855. Courtesy of Mrs Barbara Calder.

LAST VALENTINE'S DAY

Last Valentine's Day bright Phoebe shone clear

We had not been a Hunting for the space of one year.
Last Valentine's Day bright Phoebe shone clear

We had not been a Hunting for the space of one year.
T hunted Black Clover that horse of great fame

For to hear the horns blow and the cry "Tally Ho".

Ho, Ho, Ho, Ho, Tally Ho!
Hark Forward, Huzzah! Tally Ho!

Hark, hark, into cover Col. Wyndham he cried
He had no sooner spoke than a fox he espied
Hark, hark, into cover Col. Wyndham he cried
He had no sooner spoke than a fox he espied
There's a cry of the hounds and a crack of the whip
And that being the signal our hounds they let slip.

Ho, Ho, Ho, Ho, Tally Ho!
Hark Forward, Huzzah! Tally Ho!l

= A6 =

Then up stepped Jim Norris who cared not a pin

He pushed at the stream and his horse tumbled in.
Then up stepped Jim Norris who cared not a pin

He pushed at the stream and his horse tumbled in.
But as he crossed over he spied the bold Ren

With his tongue hanging out turning back to his den.

Ho, Ho, Ho, Ho, Tally Ho!
Hark Forward, Huzzah! Tally Ho!

Our horses and hounds they all were so good

As ever broke cover or dashed through a wood.
Our horses and hounds thev all were so good

As ever broke cover or dashed through a wood.
So raise up your glasses and round let us drink
For while we are hunters we never shall shrink.

Ho, Ho, Ho, Ho, Tally Ho!
Hark Forward, Huzzah! Tally Ho!

WITH THE LECONFIELD BETWEEN THE WARS

My memories of the Leconfield Hounds go back before the 1914-18
war. I was about nine when my sister and I first went out with my
uncle Colonel Osmaston. It may have been 1910, my memory is patchy
about exact things but I can remember it vividly. Our idea was to
keep near the Master and never lose the hounds. We succeeded only
too well: Lord Leconfield eventually exhorting my uncle in his
usual forthright way to "keep your children in your own pocket".

Lord Leconfield's
Hounds at Ifold
House c1911.

Lord Leconfield
(centre) with
Fred Napper and
Sam Speed.










the four-foot wire netting that would surround them. Initially the
birds would need to be fed four times a day, at seven in the
morning, eleven in the morning, three in the afternnon and seven in
the evening. The basic food was a proprietary brand of biscuit
meal called Carta Carna. I'd go round too and kill rabbits, cut
them up and cook them, scalding the meat with the rabbit juice,
then grinding up the rabbits in a mincer. If you could get plenty
of rabbits you could mix the minced meat with rice, the biscuit
meal, or oatmeal. The chicks would be put out in the field at a
week old and by the time they were a month old you'd cut the
feeding down to three times a day, seven in the morning, one
o'clock midday and seven in the evening. A familiar task during
this period was to get the young chicks back into their coops at
night for fear of predators. On hot evenings they would sit on the
base of their coops not wanting to go inside, and you'd get them
back into the coop moving as stealthily as you could so as not to
alarm the others. It was a tedious and time-consuming job shutting
up the coops for the night. If the birds were left out they would
be vulnerable to aerial predators as soon as it was light. During
the day you had to have someone about the enclosure all day, most
likely a young lad in his teens with a shotgun looking out for
hawks, magpies and stoats. There wouldn't normally be trouble with
foxes in the daytime. As the birds grew we'd keep feeding them
twice a day but only corn. When the chicks were eight weeks old
we'd wire in some ground in the copse and put them in there,
propping up the wire to let them get out but putting it back down
at night. The young pheasants would soon take to roosting in the
trees. Moving the birds into cover was quite a task; we'd go to
the coops in the wired enclosure, put a sack to the front of the
coop, move the coop gradually onto the sack, then put the whole
thing on a kind of stretcher, shutting up the coop and moving the
whole thing. You'd need two for this of course.

Poachers? No, I never had any trouble: perhaps the odd person in
a car might have a gun, take a quick pot at a bird and make off.
You couldn't do a lot about that. When I married I moved away from
Waltham Park to Winters End between Lodsworth and Lickfold, still
Leconfield of course, then to High Hoes. Winters End was just off
the road: gamekeeping was a solitary job, you were left to work on
your own to get on and do it. It was a job you had to like because
in the season it was daylight to dark - an eighteen hour day.

The keeper had to be on duty for a shoot, making sure the beaters
drove the birds in the direction of the guns. There would always
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Part of Ray Sadler's dis

play of model gypsy vans and Gavioli organ.
Petworth Fair 1989.
Photographs by Peter Hammond.




Seaford College Swing Band at Petworth Fair.
Photograph by Tony Whitcomb.

The Edwardians at Petworth Fair.
Photograph by Tony Whitcomb.
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Photograph by Tony Whitcomb.

be a big shoot for the Christmas House Party at Petworth House but
Lord Leconfield, while he certainly shot, preferred hunting,
invariably being out with the hounds on Boxing Day. Lady
Leconfield came shooting for a while but it was something of a male
preserve. Partridges? I never raised them: this was done at
Perryfields, just up the river from Rotherbridge.

Vermin had to be kept down because they preyed on the young
pheasants and would take the eggs too. Magpies particularly had to
be kept down. I remember once running out of cartridges when I
found a place where magpies were roosting. Hawks again had to be
watched; there was little or no legislation then. Rats I didn't
find a great problem. You'll always get them where there are
chicken but poison seemed to deal with them guite adequately.

Rabbits it was a keeper's duty to keep down; they'd eat away at
new growth and Mr. Wilcox, the woodreeve, kept a keen eye on the
rabbit population. If there were a lot on your patch a letter
would come from the Estate Office pointing this out. Once a month
we'd go in to collect our money from Mr. Whitcombe at the Estate
Office. If we wanted cartridges or anything like that we'd get a
chit from the Office to take to Austens. No straighter man than
Mr. Wilcox ever lived. I remember my father wanting to pay him for
a hundred faggots we'd had. "Arthur, I don't take money," he said
and he never did. Shooting ended on the first of February and
there was a brief "close-season" before the annual cycle of
pheasant-rearing began again. This was the time to really have a
go at the rabbits. Yes I remember the old game-cart. It was used
for mac's and cartridges and, for a small shoot, birds would be
hung on the hooks. For bigger occasions Arthur Adsett had a larger
cart invariably drawn by a mule.

After the war I went back to High Hoes for twelve months but when,
in the following spring, Leconfield wanted me to move back to
Winters End I left. It was just too isolated. There was no water
there then, just a well on the common. It wasn't only the water:
after all there had been a ninety-three foot well at High Hoes.
Tommy Keen, a retired gamekeeper, lived next door at High Hoes and
I used to draw the water for him. I often saw him with his
ingenious rubber tubing invention, a gadget that pulled the saw
back for him on the return stroke so that he could work on his own,
cutting up logs. He was a clever old chap, making all sorts of
different things and was well over ninety when we were at High Hoes.

- 23_




A SUSSEX WORTHY. Meet My, Thomas Keen who hails fram the Petworib
district and, despite the fact that he is in his ninetieth year, continues
with the eraft of laddermaking at which he s an expert, He is &cen
here being watched by an admiring youngster as he shapes A new rung

Mr Thomas Keen, a photograph taken from a Magazine.
The photographer is very probably George Garland.

Things went to pieces during the war: the pheasants had been
poached and the stock had largely reverted to the wild. It would
take some years to get back to what it had been, and in some ways
it never did - look at the number of magpies you see about now!

Arthur Bryer was talking to the Editor.

SOME MEMORIES OF MY FATHER'S TIME AT KIRDFORD

My father (Rev. E.M. Sidebotham) came to Kirdford as Vicar in 1938,
from being priest-in-charge at St. Peter's Crawley, where for four
years he had been preaching to some of his former milk customers
having farmed at Ifield for ten years after the First World War.

Father, the dairy farmer

It was his farming experience that led him, all through the years
of the Second World War, to keep six cows on the Glebe land
adjoining the Vicarage, about five or six acres, I think. The old
stable block was altered to accommodate three cows. The little
herd consisted of three Channel Island cattle and three Dexters,
the latter because they are a very hardy breed which can stand
out in all

weathers.

Dexters are

fairly short

in the leg,

and I can

remember one,

Jael, (all

our cows had

Biblical

names) had an

udder which

nearly touch-

ed the ground,

and it was

quite diffi-

culE te:get a

bucket under

her at milk-

ing time.

My parents

had a Land Mother and Father milking the cows.

Girl to help Photograph by George Garland.

them.

Firstly they had a relation of my father's, then when she joined
the ATS, Elsie Charman, who lived just across the road at Malthouse
Cottage, came to us. It was while Elsie was with us that a funny

thing happened, a story which travelled all over the world.
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?;iliigszgng Station carly every SORniLY O pick MpHEREShewSpapere Zitzi:ziziéngarisszTi Ziig;;z;.Wliztizzhiiaize;hz Ei:gzﬁ of the
Girls' Friendly Society (GFS) and there are many still living in
[ u m ra . : the village who look back on their years of membership with
g L A 4 9 ¥ 4 R _ affection, and talk about the fun they had. At a time when
——— . -;:\."'ﬁ_v‘w ; - ] youngsters seldom went out of the village, it really catered for
) their needs. When it was decided to have girls in the church
choir, Mother and the older members undertook to make all the robes
for them. The vicarage 'Nursery', above the kitchen, was a hive of
activity.

Refugees from the War

Like many in the village with room to spare, wWe had evacuees during
the early war years. We also took in some Jewish refugees from
Dantzig, who were eventually able to settle in America.

My mother's parents, living in Cheam, gave up their home and came
to us permanently.

Grandfather is able to do "his bit'

All through the war years my Grandfather had a regular Monday
morning job in term-time - to go down to the school to carve the
weekly joint for the school dinners, and make the most of the
meagre ration. Like many of his generation, he had been taught to
carve properly, and did an excellent job. I think Miss Lily
Durnford was the school cook then. She and her mother had come to
Kirdford when their home in Southampton was bombed. They lived in
part of what is now Pennygate. Grandfather had his own special
carving knife, which also had to be sharpened up with the knife
powder each Monday morning. He really enjoyed feeling that he had
a useful role to play.

Water supply to the Vicarage

When we first came to Kirdford, there was no mains water supply.

We all had wells. The Vicarage well was opposite the cowshed, and
while there was a motorised pump there, it still had to be hand
pumped in the house. I can remember standing in the scullery,
pushing the handle packwards and forwards, counting away. I forget
how far we had to count to fill the tank. (My husband's comment -
50 times each time one flushed the 'loo.) I also remember that the
well ran dry the very first Christmas we were there. I think the

Father's other talents main water supply came to the village in 1939.

A talented musician and ente i 1
rtainer, his Friday evening 'Soci -
were popular at the village hall. . i i

These evenings were a mixture
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North Street as we would go. Then we'd go to Miss Gould at
Stringers Hall, Mr. Staffurth at Ryde House, then finish up at Grays
in Angel Street. It took in all about three quarters of an hour.
In the winter we'd go home, in the summer go off round the
Sheepdowns.

ly brother had a little job working Saturdays and evenings for Mr.
Dancy the outfitters in New Street and I wanted something similar.
My mother often used to go up Mr. Letchford's shoe-shop on the
corner of Saddlers Row and eventually Mr. Arch. Pullen who managed
the shop for Mr. Letchford suggested that if I were looking for a
job there would be something up there for me Saturdays and some
evenings. The next Saturday morning he introduced me to Mr.
Letchford the proprietor and Mrs. Letchford and I was shown what I
would be expected to do. The first thing was to clean Mr. & Mrs.
Letchford's shoes. He always insisted on having the instep
polished underneath. I soon settled in but after a week or two the
Schools Inspector came round to see my parents and say that as I
wasn't yet twelve I wasn't old enough to work. I was very put out
as little jobs like that weren't easy to come by. Mr. Letchford
said he was very sorry but I would have to go, but I was afraid
someone else would get the job. Anyway Mr. Letchford said they
would be guite happy to wait the five or six weeks until I was

twelve, so it wasn't long before I was back. BAmong other things, I
was expected to sweep the shop out before closing time, deliver
shoes that had been repaired, and clean the windows from time to
time.

A great difference between then and now is that Mr. Letchford had
two men, Mr. Clear and Percy Balchin at work repairing on the
premises. They were in a room at the back, reached through a door
from the fitting room on the left. It was a small room with an
outside door now, I think, bricked up. Into here the hides of
leather were delivered. Part of my job was to help make the
templates: when a shoe was to be repaired you'd put a piece of
paper over the bottom and go round the shoe with a fine rasp. It
was a job to be done when there was no one in the shop; it gave a
pattern for the repairers when they cut the leather.

Shoes when they came in for repair had to be labelled up, the names
being tied on to the laces to indicate to whom they belonged.
Obvious as it may seem, this was absolutely vital: otherwise there
would be chaos when the shoes came back from the repairing room.
Shoes when repaired might be collected from the shop, or sent out
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Bacons on the left.

An Arnold postcard.

Sadlers Row in the early 1920s.




Mr Wootton centre.
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by carrier, Mr. Saltmarsh for instance from Sutton. I didn't see
much of the carriers as I wasn't there during the day. Shoes for
Tillington and Upperton were collected by Mr. Sid Whitney when he
came to Petworth to deliver his milk. He'd turn right into
Saddlers Row, there was no one-way system then, and park outside
the shop before going up to the Square to park outside Eagers and
deliver his milk. Alternatively I would deliver locally in the
evening when I had come home from school. Occasionally I'd take
shoes to Mr. Turner at the Westminster Bank. 1I'd go up to the
side-door of the flat, ring the bell, and after a while one of the
sash windows would fly open above me. The maidservant would then
lower a wicker-basket on a cord. I would put the shoes intoé the
basket and she would haul them up. It saved her coming down to
answer the door. Another trip would be to Miss Nevatt in Sheepdown
Lane; she had lodgers, the curates often staying there and they
had their shoes repaired at Letchfords. Sometimes I'd go down to
Station Road and walk up through Howards Meadow and the allotments
to the agent's house at Littlecote. I might perhaps be sent up to
Mr. Steggles the chemists to buy Evening Star cigarettes or on my
way up from school I might have been told to call in at Dr.
Druitt's at North House to pick up some repairs.

Saturday mornings in summer I'd help put out the sunblinds, they
were on brackets and more like curtains to today's way of thinking.
You had to get them absolutely right or they'd end up the wrong way
round. Saturdays, if it were busy, Mr. Pullen might settle with a
customer, then move on to another one, leaving me to parcel up the
shoes and tie up the parcel. Mr. Letchford wasn't often in the
shop when I was there but he would sometimes be in the little
office on the right, still much the same as now. As I have said,
the great difference then and now were the men at the back, you
could hear the muffled sound of them working as a kind of
background noise. At quiet times we'd alter the window: the
display changing of course with the seasons, and Mr. Pullen would
pull back the big sliding glass panels and climb up into the
window. He had the shoes ready for display and I would hand them
up to him in the window. All shoes were leather-soled in those
days: I think the first rubber soles "Uxhide" came in while I was
at Letchfords. They couldn't be repaired: once they'd worn out
that was that.

Shoes would noramlly come up from the Railway via Mr. Ricketts the
carrier. They'd come in large wooden crates which were emptied,
re-addressed and sent back. They would be left outside the shop
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house. My elder brother would eventually work in Lancashire
deputy head gardener to Lord Derby .

Percy Pullen was talking to the Editor.

NEW MEMBERS TO 26/1.

Mr. E. Andrews, 1 Glebe Villas, North Street.

Mrs. Auld, 50 Sheepdown Drive.

Mr. and Mrs. Bulland, "Widden", 1 Market Square.

Mr. G. Berry, 49 Sheepdown Drive.

Mr. K. Boxall, 3 Cedar Court.

Mrs. S. Brydone, 42 Parsons Green Lane, London S.W.6.

Mrs. Chalton, 3, The Heys, Wharfedale Drive, Eastham, Merseyside.

Mr. R. Chandler, Woodpeckers, Pinewood Way, Midhurst.

Mr. Clark, Field Cottage, Bridgefoot, Kirdford.

Mr. J. Forwood, Roundabouts, Pulborough.

Miss C. Ganson, Badgers Cottage, Byworth.

Mr. B. Goldsmith, 12 South Grove.

Mrs. Groat, Ivydene Lane, Ashurst Wood, East Grinstead.

Mr. Gillett, Bacchus Gallery, Lombard Street.

Mrs. Hatislow, 11 Orchard Close.

Mrs. J.L. Hill, The Wabe, 13 Grenville Park Road, Ashtead, Surrey.

Mr. and Mrs. Humber, Upper House, West Burton.

Mrs. Huttly, Homestead, Stroud Green, Wisborough Green.

Mr. and Mrs. Huggett, Allendene, North Mead. (Petworth Players)

Mrs. F. Johnson-Davies, Brackenwood, Telegraph Hill, Midhurst.

Mr. and Mrs. Lampard, Pannell Cottage, High Street.

Dr. and Mrs. Leigh, 402 Soanes, Haslingbourne Lane.

Mr. M. Morton, c/o Midhurst and Petworth Observer.

The Rev. and Mrs. Morris, The Rectory.

Mr. and Mrs. Morrish, Allfields Farm, Balls Cross.

Mrs. S. Passingham, 36 Summerhill Road, Cowplain, Hants.

Mr. A. Peacock, "Petworth", 37 New Garden Street, Stafford, Staffs.

Mr. and Mrs Price, Box Cottage, Balls Cross.

Mr. Strudwick, 1 St Martin's Crescent, Scawby, Brigg, Humberside.

Mr. E.A. Surfleet, Surfleet Transport Books, 97 South Street,
Lancing.

Mr. and Mrs. Wareham, 54 Hampers Green.

Mrs. J. Wood, South View, South Lane, Houghton, Sussex.

This does not include former members who have rejoined.
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