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surprises. Everything will be open to the public; booking
necessary only for The Pirates. Free entry : Souvenir Programmes
may be purchased.

Posters and leaflets will appear soon with details.
Enquiries: 07986.392 extension 134 (daytime).

GWENDA MORGAN

This obituary appeared in the Independent Newspaper of Saturday
January 12th and 1s reproduced here by permission. 2

GWENDA MORGAN was one of the most accomplished and original
wood-engravers of her generation. She was born at Petworth in
1908, and lived there all her life; the rolling Sussex countryside
was her constant source of inspiration. Her wood-engravings with
their downland farms and villages and the people and animals who
inhabit them portray a way of life which has all but vanished as
tractors and silos have displaced horses and hayricks.

Christopher Sandford once said that her engravings reminded him of
romantic scenes in needlework, embroidery and tapestry. There is a
sense of order and formality in her work that does indeed bring
such scenes to mind, and the apparent simplicity of her composition
and technigue disguised a sure eye and a firm hand with the
engraving tool.

In a rare excursion into auto-biography Gwenda wrote:

Just before war broke out in 1939 I joined the Women's Land Army
and came out in May 1946. Many jobs in those days were done by
hand that are now done by machine. During the first winter of the
war I was mostly helping with milking the cows and cleaning out the
cowsheds, but in the spring of 1940 I went to a farm where I did
general farmwork including haymaking, harvesting, threshing,
muck-spreading, singling sugar-beet in the spring and pulling,
trimming and loading it in the autumn...

When the pigman left I had the job of cleaning out the Danish
house where all the sows were kept.

My favourite job was harrowing with one of the horses.

From the fields there was a beautiful view of the South Downs.

I have always loved the Sussex countryside.

After nearly seven years of farmwork I was glad to be able to

get back to wood-engraving.

Petworth Fair 1990

a) Harris Bros. "South Downs Gallopers".
b) Harris Bros. German built Chaircplanes.

Photographs by Peter Hammond :

Basingstoke.
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This picture is probably by Walter Kevis and comes from the early century.

Can anyone throw any light on it or recognise any of the people?

Rapley).

(Courtesy Mr J.E.

Gwenda Morgan studied at Goldsmith's College School of Art until
1929, and then went on to learn wood-engraving under Iain MacNab at
the Grosvenor School of Modern Art. It was MacNab who gave her the
encouragement she needed and Christopher Sandford records that
MacNab wrote to him at the Golden Cockerel Press recommending her
as his most talented pupil. He also put forward her name for
membership of the Society of Wood Engravers (which had been founded
in 1920) and the Royal Society of Painter-Etchers and Engravers;
and he introduced her to Joan Shelmerdine who, with her friend
Flora Grierson, ran the Samson Press - which commissioned Gwenda's
first book, Pictures and Rhymes, published in 1936.

Gwenda Morgan illustrated relatively few books, which is probabbly
why her work is not nearly so well-known as it deserves to be.

With characteristic modesty she recalled that she did few books
because she always preferred to do prints for exhibition and to
work for the Samson Press. Joan Shelmerdine had started the Samson
Press in 1930 and in 1936 her house (and the press) were gutted by
fire, and when she started printing again after the war at
Woodstock, near Oxford, she turned to printing greeting cards and
other smaller items on her Colombian press. It was these which she
commissioned Gwenda to illustrate until she gave up the press for
health reasons in the early 1960s.

Of the books which Gwenda Morgan did illustrate, Gray's Elegy
(1946) is surely her masterpiece, and Christopher Sandford (who
commissioned her to illustrate four books) looked upon it as one of
his favourite Golden Cockerel productions, Grimms' Other Tales was
published by the press in 1956. It was one of the last books
published by the Golden Cockerel Press, and the blocks were
over-inked and printed on unsuitably rough paper, much to the
artist's disappointment, for they are among her favourite work.

Gwenda's father owned Austens, the hardware shop in Petworth. When
her mother died he married again, and after his death Gwenda
continued to live in Petworth with Una, her beloved stepmother,
only a year or two older than Gwenda, until her death in 1987.
Gwenda never really got over the death of her brother Owen, killed
in a motorcycle accident in his twenties.

Gwenda Morgan was a most modest and self-effacing person, whose
fame in later years (we published The Wood-Engravings of Gwenda
Morgan at the Whittington Press in 1985) was almost a source of
embarrassment to her. The confidence and sureness of line in her




The Petworth Society was founded in 1974 "to preserve the
character and amenities of the town and parish of Petworth,
including Byworth; to encourage interest in the history of

the district, and to foster
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CHAIRMAN'S NOTES

There is again more to be crammed into this Magazine than the
allotment of pages will bear, so that we may not have room for more
of the "lost" Tales of old Petworth. I hope we do. Certainly we
will inelude in this issue some more extracts from Florence
Rapley's Diary. Events over the last quarter are basically covered
in separate articles but there is no independent account of the
successful combined meeting with the West Sussex Archives Society
of December lst. The Hall was well-filled with members of both
Societies, exactly the point of the meeting.

You will note an increase in subscriptions this year. I hope no
one will find this unduly onerous. The situation is that
subseriptions alone do not really cover the cost of the Magazines
and the Society's normal running costs are met effectively, not
from the subscriptions, but from the various events it organises
during the year, and numerous individual donations over and above
the subseription itself. Even at the new rates this situation will
still roughly obtain but at any rate the shortfall should be cut.
An extra donation however small gives us just that little margin.

As you know ours is a very hard-working committee and we have
co-opted Mrs Linda Wort to join us. It makes us one over strength
for the time being, but I am sure Linda will be of the greatest
help to us.

A number of members have died during this quarter but as you know
we do not carry an obituary column. This is always well handled by
the Parish Magazine. I feel it right however that in this issue we
should particularly think of Gwenda Morgan who died in January.

The 1991 cover has been designed by Jonathan to utilise one of
Gwenda's characteristic wood engravings. Gwenda was an artist and
illustrator of great talent, wide renown and some diffidence. Her
work will always be a part of Petworth's continuing inheritance,

Peter. 1st February 1991.

ADVANCE NOTICE

The second SEAFORD COLLEGE ARTS FESTIVAL will happen on March 16th
and 17th. There will be exhibitions, drama, concerts, a production
of The Pirates of Penzance, an Historical Exhibition and Tour of
the College, Children's Hour, cafés, buskers and perhaps some






















your life time". I am now B0 years old and have never witnessed
such an event, it's almost an honour to have been granted that
wonderful experience. I have spoken about it over the years but
have yet to meet someone who has witnessed 'the meet of the swans'.
Surely someone has?

K.A. Vigar (Mrs)

HYMN TUNE "PETWORTH"

This hymn tune "Petworth" was written by the eldest daughter of
Thomas Leppard, the saddler whose shop at the corner of Angel
Street and Middle Street later became Morley's. Nellie Elisabeth
Leppard (Partridge was her married name) was born in 1875 in East
Street and attended a small school which must have preceded the
Misses Austin's school in Pound Street. She was a talented
musician and at twelve years old was already the organist of the
Congregational Church, continuing there until the family left
Petworth in about 1895. She trained at the Academy in London and
continued as an organist and music teacher throughout her loeng life
but her love for Petworth and her many memories of the life there
were never forgotten. Asked to write a tune to suit the words of
Charter Piggot, the well known non-conformist preacher, for the
Methodist School Hymn book, she called it "Petworth'".

In her eighties, she often talked to me of Petworth and how, as a
child she remembered driving in the ponycart out to Lavington with
her father and being left to play in Botany Bay whilst he drove up
to the Harness Room of the stables to repair or deliver work.
Petworth had a strong Temperance Band of Hope and their outing to
Lavington Park included a service in the church where she played
the organ and then tea on the lawn was provided by Mr Wilberforce.
Earlier memories were of taking her younger brothers and sisters
for picnics on the Sheep Downs with water from the Virgin Mary
Spring to drink with the bread and cheese they took with them and
the chance of bringing back a bunch of wild thyme to their mother
and earning a penny in return.

She made it seem a magical place, all her recollections of it were
happy ones but there is still a hint of nostalgia in the tune.
Listening to it, I am not surprised that she called this me lody
after her childhood home.

J.J.
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ADVENTURE

N. E. PARTRIDGE.

1 Curist rides to the holy war again,
Leading His own to & new campaign ;
For love of God and for love of man,
Who will be with Him and lead the van ?

2 The Master leads as of old He led
The hero band of our hallowed dead ;
To help the poor and the overborne,
Who rides with Him in the breaking dawn 1

'3 To free the body as onee the soul,

Making life happy and sweet and whole,
To give to labour its heritage,
Who will with Him in the work engage 1

4 To give to the children smiles for tears,
Glad rest for care to the hoary years,
To woman peace, and to manhood power,
Who follows Him in the present hour ?

5 For Christ is out, and He turns not back,
Though fierce the war and though long the track,
Till He makes an end of want and woe ;

Who, then, is ready with Him to go ?

6 Yes, Christ is out, and when He comes in
He comes vietorious over sin,
As Lord and brother of lovebound men,
Who will go with Him and stay till then ?
William Charter Piggott, 1872-1943.
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I wanted to laugh aloud all the time. I must be so very tired but
it would not do for me to yield to it although others may and be
considered suffering martyrs.

Notes
H.E. Watson - agent to Lord Leconfield. "One of the
head female servants" - Lucy Lovell aged 74 years
(Petworth Parish Magazine).

Mr Rossiter was a family friend.

Mr Dawtrey's horses: Walter Dawtrey farmed to the
north of Petworth at this time.

He that biddeth him 'God speed'.... 2 John 11.
Florence Rapley always criticises the Goodwood
racegoers.

"My bovs in blue" - her son Walt and his friend Algy both
on leave from the Royal Navy.

"I testified against them on that day when they sold
victuals" Nehemiah xiii 15. "Unnecessary bike stuff
and smokes" items sold at her son Steve's shop in the
garden.

Extracts courtesy of Mrs Kingsley : Westcliff-on-Sea.

FLORENCE RAPLEY'S EARLIER LIFE

Florence Annette Charlotte Tiplady was born on 25th March 1856 and
baptised at Petworth on the 6th April 1856. Her mother Clara (née)
Pannell came of an old Petworth family but of her father William
Tiplady little is known. He does not appear a local man and the
name Tiplady has northern origins. On Florence's baptismal entry
William Tiplady's occupation is given as "17th Lancers". He
appears to have been dead by 1878 when Florence married. The 17th
Lancers had returned from the Crimea after the conclusion of
hostilities and would be sent to Ireland in April 1856, thence to
India in 1857 to help suppress the Indian Mutiny. William Tiplady
may have been a new recruit: he is not mentioned in his regiment's
Crimean Medal Rolls or in the Crimean War Muster Rolls. At the
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Found Corner, 1967

This and the following three wood engravings by |
Guenda Morgon aré reproduced from ' The Wood - engravings
of (wendx orgar " published by The Whittington Press, 1585
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the Pannells lived, probably on the north side of the road near the
Fox and Hounds. William Pannell was a labourer and the house
doubtless by no means a grand one. It is less likely from the
census returns that the Pannells lived in one of the three cottages
across the road and known collectively as World's End. The
indications are that Florence would have been an able pupil at
school but no records survive for this early period. There appears
in the Diary a definite but undefined connection with Upperton, so
11th April 1912 "went to Momument up road where my relatives walked
daily - all my young life and the tales I listened to centred in
Upperton". It would appear that the Pannell family had Upperton
roots. In October 1912 Florence despite everything feels
constrained to go to the Monument. "A finer day but on account of
the weather and my weak back did not go to Monument" (2nd October).
On the 9th however she writes, "Took my weak back and went to the
Monument". An isolated reference to childhood seems to come on
22nd December 1909, "Elphick Nevatt is dead. He was always
pleasant and he would call me one of his young friends". It would
be very helpful to know who Florence's godmother was - of her she
writes (2nd February 1910) "her kindness never failed me and she
seems to be here today - it was remarkable".

My Home Feb 20th 1879

Were it not for a single tantalising sentence at the Diary's very
beginning there would be no reason to suppose that Florence Rapley I have a dear and happy home
had ever lived anywhere but at Petworth. She has after all a In the country's fine sweet air;
shrewd knowledge of the town and its inhabitants that no one could Far, far away from din of town
acquire without a lifetime's close contact. However on 9th July Or fashionable Square.
1909 she writes apropos of a visit to Midhurst, "I met a poor With bustle just enough to stir
orphan woman who knew Watlington and she was pleased to met someone The routine of my life;
who knew the familiar spots". Watlington is probably the small And make me what I ought to be
town in Oxfordshire, less likely the wvillage in Norfolk. Florence A happy seven weeks wife.
was certainly inGrove Street for the 1871 census but her Faces both new and old I see,
grandmother's death in 1872 may have led her to take a position in For the station lies hard by;
service in a great house - there are several possibilities at So you may judge how many folks
Watlington. Perhaps her godmother's influence was helpful ... Are passing constantly.
perhaps. The truth is that the years from 1871 until she married I watch the train move in and out
Stephen Rapley in 1878 are a complete blank. The following poem Mid whistle and mid roar
written by Florence soon after she married reflects her life at the Many are running "to and fro"
old tollhouse at Coultershaw, where she would live for some years As the prophet said of yore.
before moving to Heath End further up the road. And at the left of my loved home

There stands a busy mill
The photograph shows Coultershaw Tollhouse in the late nineteenth The ponderous wheel from morn till eve
century. The lady may be Florence Rapley but it is difficult to be Werkediwith siccesshnl SR
sure.
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By a gentle river lying near,
Cheered by the sun's bright glory
And telling in its shiny depths

A great though silent story.

Upon its water sails the barge
With its wealth of jet black treasure
From the Wharf near-by, if you have the cash
You may purchase coals at pleasure.
A pleasant view is seen

of horses, trees, and goodly fields;
With pasturage so green.

Aand when the river overflows

As it does in time of rain;

The water roars upon 3 sides

Like the loved and mighty main.
But He Who maketh small the drops
And rules the raging water,
Protects with His enfolding arm
His unworthy son and daughter.

And I can see the parish church
Where we were joined together.
I'll own it looks a long way off
In the inclement weather.

Yet to that church we'll try to go
As often as we can.

For there it is we hear it told
How God loves sinful man.

I have a little garden too

And a very small flower border.

I hope to see both very soon

Put into neat trim order.

I have six fowls whose love for me
Is not disinterested.

Qur natures are as different

As night is from the day

He slow and thoughtful while I act
In an impulsive way.

And yet I think we are agreed

To serve our God in Heaven.

And though we very often sin
Through Christ it is forgiven.

So day by day we'll try to live

No bitter anger feel

But all within be calm and peace

_26_

When we together kneel.

I1f called by death to leave my home
I'll pray to be resigned

And that the Comforter be sent

To him I leave behind.

The poem takes up several themes that intensify over the thirty
vears that elapse between poem and Diary. Her friendship with Miss
Bryan from Lombard Street may well date from early married days,
probably even before. It was with Miss Bryan and her mother that
Herbert Tugwell the curate lodged when he came to Petworth.

Leaving Petworth in 1890 to serve as a missionary he would later
become a bishop in West Africa. Even twenty years on Florence can
write (15th March 1911) "sat at the back door patching men's
clothes and thinking of Bishop Tugwell whose Birthday it is". She
still corresponded with him on such special occasions. An echo of
the early 1880s seems to be this entry telling of being given a
1ift home from an evening church function. "I got a lift back in a
motor car with Jim Lambert a very old friend, one of the boys we
used to care for in Mr. Tugwell's day". (7th March 1912.) It was
Charles Holland the Rector "who gave me the great holiday of my
life at Black Rock, Brighton where I was loved and my wishes and
health studied not for the work I did but for my own personality".
(26 April 1910.) The date of this holiday is not known -
presumably it would have been before Florence married - perhaps as
a schoolgirl in the late 1860s.

Florence seems to have known the various curates well and often
mentions their Birthdays or occasionally some particular memory of
them so (14th ARugust 1910) "Very fine and hot the kind of day Mr.
Bell loved". She would keep in touch with them long years after
they had left Petworth. They would correspond and she would
remember their Birthdays and send greetings. She wrote too to
Herbert Jones, Mr. Penrose's predecessor who had moved to Hitchin,
so 7th Rugust 1911 "Wrote to Canon Jones for help with work" - he
would of course reply.

The beginning of the diary seems to reflect a certain estrangement
from St. Mary's which gradually eases over the period to 1912. She
writes (29th January 1910) "Mrs. Steggles died, my church mate, we
sat side by side so many Sunday evenings and we both left going to
Ch. at the same time". The reason for this estrangement is not
clear - but she would return only diffidently to St. Mary's in the
early days of the Diary. By 1911 however she was attending
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Spring Programme. Please keep for reference.

Thursday February 28th

Mrs Pat Hill
"English wWildlife"

Talk and Film
Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m.

Thursday April 11th

Maureen Davis-Poynter
"The ever-changing scene at
Chichester Festival Theatre
Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m.

In conjunction with

Tuesday March 12th

Mrs Marion May
"The Society of Dependents"”
(Commonly known as Cokelers)
After the interval we will
look at one or two items of
"Petworth Olderv" -
particularly relating to the
Dependents.

Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m.

Petworth Players Refreshments.

Raffle. Admission £1

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

Wednesday May 15th

7.15 p.m. Leconfield Hall

SPEAKER Dr. Mike Pope
"The coming of the railway and
electric telegraph". Slides.

(with especial reference to Petworth)

WALKS and VISITS.

Sunday March 17th

Norman Thomas National Trust
Administrator at Petworth House
will show members how work is
proceeding on the North Gallery
Leave Market Square at 2.15
Walk to Church Lodge

Sunday April 7th

Richard Chandler
shows the Petworth Society
round Shimmings.

Leave Square at 2.15
NO cars.




Sunday May 12th Sunday June 23rd

David and Linda's "The Coultershaw Beam Pump"

Stag Park Walk
A special "at home'" for
the Petworth Society

Leave Market Square Followed by short walk
at 2.15 p.m. along the river.
Cars Cars leave Market Sqguare
at 2.15 p.m.

Please note:

SUNDAY APRIL 14th

PETWORTH SOCIETY CLEAN-UP OF ROADS AND VERGES

In association with Petworth Parish Council.
Meet Car Park at 9.30 a.m.

Also
SUNDAY APRIL 28th

"THE STREETS OF PETWORTH"

A guided walk around Petworth for the Wisborough Green Horticultural Society -
but anyone else 1s most welcome. Meet in Car Park by the Arcade at 2.30.

NOT TO BE MISSED! 21st, 22nd, 23rd March

PETWORTH PLAYERS PRESENT:

"THE SOUND OF MURDER"
By William Fairchild

LECONFIELD HALL 7.30 p.m.

Tickets at Davids. £3 or £2 concessions.

Peter.
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THE PETWORTH SOCIETY

Annual Subscription 1991/92.

Subscriptions for 1991/92 are due on March 15th, and
should be paid to the Hon. Treasurer:

Mr. P. HOUNSHAM,

50 Sheepdown Drive,
Petworth, West Sussex GU28
Membership Secretary:

Mrs. R. STAKER,

2 Grove Lane,

Petworth, West Sussex GU28

Local members may pay direct to Anne

E. Streeter & Daughter,
Lombard Street.

Rates are: Single Bulletin delivered, single or
double membership : £5.00

Postal = £6.50
Overseas : £7.50

enclose my subscription for 1991/92 £
cash/cheque and (optional) I add

toward the Magazine fund (delete if not applicable).

* Tf you have already paid for 1991/92 please
ignore this reminder.







Basically the troops were being held here for posting. There
wasn't much for them to do and some of them became rather rowdy.

We never saw any sign of this. Our visitors never encroached on
the altar area and were never less than polite. When they left for
the Dieppe Raid we saw them going off in their lorries, leaving the
camps virtually empty. We didn't know where they were going, and I
don't expect they knew either. The night of the Dieppe Raid we had
only two or three in and I don't think the canteen went on after
the Canadians left. Other troops came later in the war but we
didn't deal with them. I never saw any of the Canadians again,
many of course were killed at Dieppe but who survived and who
didn't of those we had known in the little church, I never knew.
usually go to the special Dieppe service held every year in
Wisborough Green church and I always think of those polite young
men writing home so many years ago.

E.

TWICE IS ENOUGH!

My father, Charles Saunders, started work driving a local doctor's
pony and cart but before long went to serve in the Boer War. When
he returned from the war he worked for Lord Leconfield as a groom.
We lived at this time at Byworth where Mrs. Long's shop was later,
but there wasn't a shop then and of course there isn't one now. We
simply had a couple of rooms at the back. We would later move to
the little cottage in the garden of what is now Windmill House in
High Street. Mark Mills would later live there. As a Boer War
veteran my father was on the Reserve and was, I bhelieve, the first
man from the town to be called up in 1914. A telegram arrived
instructing him to enlist and he was off. He was noted for his
smart turn-out, not surprising as his regiment was the 11lth
Hussars, the Cherrypickers as they were called. Once he left I
didn't see him again until he came back on leave in 1916.

When he returned from the war he went back to his old job working
in the stables with Lord Leconfield's hunters. His Lordship had
some twenty hunters and each groom had charge of a couple of
horses. There were a lot of men working there, Mr. Boxall, Mr.
Pullen, Mr. Hill, Mr. Watson and Mr. Wakeford and that's by no
means all. What did they have to do? They kept the horses
exercised and cleaned them up and fed them when they came back from
the meet. The harness too would need to be cleaned off with soap
and water, ready to be shined up the next day. The horses could
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come back late: there was no over time then and it could be
7 o'clock at night before the horses even got back to the stables.

Charles Saunders with Miss Elizabeth Wyndham, Petworth House 1920's.
Photograph courtesy of Mr C. Saunders.

The men simply had to hang around until the hunters came back.
There was no horse transport, horses came back on four hooves not
on four wheels. Lord Leconfield, his huntsman and the whip had
second horses specially taken out to replace their own tiring ones.
No, the stable men didn't take the horses down to the meet, the
huntsman, whip and under-whip would take the hunters down to the
Kennels. The stable complex was a buzz of activity then: the tack
room was on the left as you went in by the great gates, all the
harness was in there and there would often be several men working
away.
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out and join the rest of the family taking with them the two
remaining children Dorothy (23) and Robert (15). As Mrs Wansbrough
says, their life would be so vastly different from the sheltered
orderly life of the Bank Manager and his family, with their trusted
servants, their place in society, their relatives and friends

(pp34) .

It is clear from the letter that the work was very hard, but the
family persevered. "Duncton" the original settlement was sold in
1920 because it was no longer big enough to support the family. I
do not think any of the original family that left in 1908-1911 ever
returned to Petworth but one of the grandchildren came back in 1970
with written directions from Robert while Inez Davies came to see
me in August 1982. The Davies family have always remained very
aware of the Petworth connection. Edward Davies died at Duncton in
1918; his wife Caroline lived on until 1941.

Duncton
Balburrup

Via Bridgetown
West Australia.

25 March 1912

My Dear Pitfield,

I wrote you an account of our voyage out and first impressions of
this Country and now we have experienced a summer in the Bush for
after 3 months in the suburbs of Perth, the Boys had finished
building this house and we all joined together, making a compact
little household of eight. My wife, Katie and Dorothy do all the
housekeeping etc, and I make myself generally useful, indoors and
out to both them and the boys. I am out in the open air the
greater part of the day. The climate in the summer is, I do not
hesitate to say, about the best this old world can show. They say
this has been an exceptionally hot summer but I have thoroughly
enjoyed it. Owing to the drier atmosphere, I suppose, I have not
felt the heat as much as I should have in England at 20 degrees
less and then one wears any old clothes one has less such
superfluities as collars etc. The sun is very powerful, but
somehow, with a good helmet on head I loved to be out in it
clearing, roadmaking or tramping around and needless to say feeling
about 45. I fancy the winter is more or less wet, especially more,
but the water fall is a very important matter. The River only runs
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for about 4 months and is dry for the rest of the year, excepting
deep permanent pools here and there. There are two large pools in
the land above ours and the owner lets us bathe in one and draw
good water from the other, as much as we like.

There is great good fellowship between neighbours in these far out
parts. Of course neighbours are pretty far off, our nearest 4
miles, the one I have just mentioned farms about 20 miles off. It
is very funny having everything so far off. There is a small store
23 miles off but anything else, or Doctor, chemist etc is 40 - we
drive once a month to a Sunday service : Wesleyan, 15 miles, but we
have the C. of E. service by ourselves at home every Sunday
evening. Two Sundays ago, we drove 20 miles to a C. of E. service,
expecting the Communion, getting up at 5.30, starting at 7, with 3
horses and arriving in time for 10.30. The parson being a new man,
didn't know about the Communion and so we were disappointed. We
take our grub with us and have picnic meals.

We have put up another Water Tank, 5000 gallons, and are looking
forward to seeing it fill up when the rains come. Once get this
full, and our previous 1000 gallon alongside it for overflow, and
we hope to keep ourselves permanently supplied. The Boys have just
finished fencing a Paddock of 600 acres, 5 miles around, or the
size of Petworth Pleasure Park with the Tillington paddocks.
Doesn't it seem strange that they coolly turn their horses loose in
such a space, thickly timbered, when they come in from a ride or
drive. It is astonishing how well they catch them again, they wear
bells on their necks. The last month has been an important period,
the burning time, when they set alight to the Paddocks they wish to
burn to clear off all the dead stuff off the ground, then when the
rains come the green grass springs up. A paddock is burnt about
every 4 years. The whole country is dotted with these fires, which
often get well off into the Bush, making the air very hot
especially at night. We have done a fair amount of burning
including a firebreak round the 600 acres, we burn a line round the
paddock in the outside Bush, which stops any outside fires from
afterwards getting in. There is a wonderful fascination about the
Bush life. Nothing but trees for hundreds of miles and yet one
soon gets to love it. A pocket compass is an important part of
one's equipment if one goes into the open Bush beyond the fences,
as one can get "bushed" or lost in a very short space especially on
a cloudy day, when one cannot take one's bearings from the sun. I
have instituted myself Inspector General of Fences! and often tramp
round the fences to see no trees have fallenon them and that the
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kangaroos have not succeeded in smashing through them. There is a
smaller species, sitting about 4 feet, called the "Brush" that is
fearfully troublesome and seems to go crazy in its efforts to

break through. The other day one knocked himself so silly that he
came close to me and tried to get through at my feet, so I gave him
a good hiding with my stick. He then had one more try at a safer
distance from me and then decided to postpone further operations
till he had had time to think things over a bit.

Fruit growing is developing much in this s/west part for the
European markets especially London. The apples cannot be beaten
anywhere but of course success will depend much on the care
bestowed upon sorting and packing well. Apples, pears, peaches and
nectarines etc. are the best ones. We have heaps given to us. K
made 119 pounds of Peach Jam the other day from one lot. When they
have satisfied domestic requirements with those too ripe for
packing, they feed the pigs with them. Fancy hundreds of fine
peaches given to the pigs! We have 30 or 40 acres of splendid

for orchard of which we hope to have several acres ready for
planting this coming season.

The boys work hard and are as strong as navvies, you can imagine
the sort of work it is to bring 1100 acres of virgin forest into
cultivation. To put up the 5 miles of fencing to the 600 acres,
they have first to clear the line before digging the postholes,
then select and cut down the proper trees and split them up into
posts and then cut a cart track all round to cart the posts to
their places. This is only preliminary to putting up the wire
netting fence. However they work splendidly together.

From what I see in our weekly paper, I think we are more
comfortable far away out here than in the old Country. The Labour
party is now bossing it out here, but they are finding out the
great difference between gassing about an impossible milennium of
man's manufacture, and having to really carry on government in a
responsible way. The result is that they are not so bad as was
feared (but I don't trust them in the long run) and that their
labour supporters are always pitching into them about the ideals
that they now shirk as impracticable.

I hear that there are no end of changes in Petworth. Half the
people would not know me now, including all in the Bank but Stubbs.
Remember me kindly to him please and other old friends.

Out here the invariable drink at meals, including dinner is Tea.
How would that suit you? I draw the line at dinner and drink water.

The girls have become fine horsewomen. Katie bought her own horse

before we came out, so I gave Dorothy a beauty, thoro'bred dam and
Arab sire.

The Boys won't let me ride. It is too dangerous to take it up at
my age with so little experience. An English horse would come to
grief in no time here, either in saddle or harness.

I suppose Lord Leconfield's marriage has made a difference to
Petworth. I always heard Col. Rawson very highlv spoken of.

With kindest regards and remembrances from all of us.
Ever yours sincerely,
Edw. Davies.

"LOST" TALES OF OLD PETWORTH (2)

SUNLIGHT VERSUS STARLIGHT.

Oh, how I pity each ghost

That's forced to wander through the night,
And dares not guit its weary post

Until the sky is streaked with light.

If after death, I'm doomed to roam,
To expiate my sins in life,
Oh! may I quit my silent tomb,
When all the earth's with sunshine rife.

So much I love the sweet sunshine
That naught can for its loss atone,
For it my weary spirits pine.
With it I never seem alone.

I would not with King Oberon live
For all his power and wealth untold,
Nor all the pleasures fairies give,
Nor all the gems their caverns hold.

For all the pearls in Neptune's cave

I would not leave the flowers of earth;
I would not dwell beneath the wave

For the sea's stores of priceless worth.




Earth's flowers to me are dearer far
Than all the splendour of night's sky;

Ah, sweeter than the brightest star
That sparkles in its realm so high.

The sun, then, ever let one see:-
In life or death I'd shun the night:
And if a ghost I'm doomed to be
Oh, may I wander in the light.
So says J.0.G.

I have read the following verse somewhere.
"It is a thought whence comfort springs
That ever o'er our head
Are hovering on angels' wings
The spirits of the dead."

To be continued.
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