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Spring programme. Please keep for reference.

Tuesday 6th March : Alison Neil presents "Truly Yours', the story of Charlotte Bronte

Leconfield Hall 7.30 p.m. £5 light refreshments, raffle.

See reverse of this sheet.

Saturday 7th April : Petworth Society Book Sale at the Leconfield Hall 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Admission free.

The Society Book Sale has become the talk of the town but it does depend on your generosity. If you have books for us,
ring Peter (342562) or Miles (343227).

And in the evening:
Peter Jerrome :
"In search of Petworth's rector-bishops' : 1625 to 1642.
Admission £2. Refreshments, raffle. 7.30 p.m. Leconfield Hall.

N.B. The proposed talk by P.A.L. Vine will not now take place.

Visit. Sunday March 25th : The Petworth Society at Petworth House.
2.15 p.m. No charge for admission to House or Grounds.
N.B. Members may wish to take advantage of the special Mothering Sunday Menu at Petworth House. Selection of entrées

and desserts while special main courses include Beef Pot Roast, Roast Poussin, Fish Chuits, Fresh Salmon or Vegetable
Charlotte. Or try the House Cream Tea served from 2.00 to 4.00 p.m.

WALKS  Sundav 29th April : Audrey's Clymping Walk

Cars leave Car park at 2.15 p.m. Instructions will be given.

Sunday 27th May : Miles and Steve's "bound" walk
Leave Car Park at 2.15 p.m.

Wednesday 30th May 7.30 p.m. Leconfield Hall. Annual General Meeting

Speaker to be announced
See posters

Organisations Notice Board
Petworth Cottage Museum

Would you please consider becoming a Friend? Your annual donation would entitle you to a card for free admission to
the museum, and you would be helping to maintain one of Petworth's places of special interest.

Enquiries: Mrs Kate Wardle, 151 Whites Green, Lurgashall, PETWORTH, GU28 9BD. Tel: 342354.

or becoming a steward? — Ring Jacqueline 342320 or Peter 342562.

The Evening Group

Ladies: Discover the Evening Group, meeting on the third Thursday in the month. Interesting speakers, refreshments and
a warm welcome. Next meeting March 15th Red Cross rooms. Jennie Peel : Backstage : setting up a production.
Enquiries 342223.

Announcing : A Memorial concert in memory of the Hon. Mrs Primrose Minnitt and Mr Robert Minnitt. Requiem Mass
by Clive Muncaster. The programme will feature the Korean violinist Min-Jin Kym, poetry, prose and works by Handel,
Mozart and Mendelssohn.

Introduced by Martin Muncaster. Admission free. At St Mary's Friday 20th April at 7.30 p.m.




FRI’.‘!M THE CREATDR DF

..-‘BELLA - THE STORY OF ‘MRS BEETBN'
‘THE SIXTH WIFE’ & ‘THE JUST- WILLIAM LA[IY’

THE STORY OF

EHARLDTTE BRDNTE

Society Tuzsday, March 6th.

7'30/%

Admission £5 Wine. Raffle
No reservafions - early arrival advised







at Petworth. The one big event of the year, Club Day, with its funfair, was looked forward
to with great anticipation. North Chapel Band was there.

CRoSS RoAns, LURGAS

Lurgashall Crossroads in the early century.

By contrast, Petworth was very much the bustling business and social centre as well as
being under the influence of the big Estate, unlike Lurgashall. While the village's Friendly
Society was moving into decline, the Leconfield employees ensured that the Petworth Park
Club flourished. The schools were large, with separate buildings for the infants, the older girls
and the boys. There were plenty of elaborately organised fetes and garden parties, with the
church a major contributor. Trade receipts gave graphic illustration of the range of
commodities available and how very different today's purchases would be. The Petworth
Cottage Museum is a continuing portrayal of home life at the time.

Electricity, the motor car, radio and two World Wars would soon open up both village
and town to a wider world, so that today, Lurgashall is less of a village and Petworth, less of
a town, which is why the talk proved so fascinating and the book will stand alongside the
diaries of Florence Rapley as an important commentary on a way of life now disappeared for
ever.

KCT

Copies still available at £9.95.
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All this — and mince pies, too!

We approached the Christmas Evening with more than the usual apprehension. With 28
inches of rain falling over the past 3%2 months, homes flooded, roads closed, the weather, as
always, was to blame.

Were people in the mood for coming out, even if they could get out? Would Gilt and
Gaslight get through? What could Peter and I put on if they didn't turn up? Peter remembered
that last year we came out of the Hall into deep snow and the Company, unable to negotiate
Fox Hill on their homeward journey, returned to spend the night at Trowels. Tonight there
was fog as well. It seems nothing deters the Petworth Society audience. Soon after 7, the Hall
was comfortably full, albeit in semi-darkness because the players, arriving late(ish) and out
of diesel, needed to refuel (no filling station in the Town any more) and to arrange the stage
lighting. I guess it all added to the atmosphere. Audrey and Rita were doing a brisk trade on
the raffle — 1 4 extra-special prizes. Wine glasses were at the ready. Loretta was warming the
mince pies down in the kitchen.

Only 5 minutes late — or was it 10?7 — Peter did his 'Mr Chairman' bit, the curtain went
up and for the next hour, song followed sketch followed solo item followed dance routine,
followed song What a pace! How slick the continuity! What versatility! What talent!

"You've never had it so good!" is a new revue remembering the years from VE Day to
the Common Market. Music from Vera Lynn to the Beatles as well as the great musicals: West
Side Story, My Fair Lady and others. There was nostalgia but also reminders of times which
were not so good and perceptive social comment, now evident in hindsight, which gave rise
to the question — how far have we come?

By half-time and certainly when the raffle was drawn, we were aware of the benefits
of the Hall's newly-installed sound system, provided by a most generous donation.

So, for the second half of the programme — and we were all in the mood for more —
audience participation in the familiar 'old' (depending upon one's age) songs became less
inhibited, particularly when D.... G.... found himself the surprised and, one assumes, happy,
recipient of an attractive and extrovert vocalist on his lap!

KCT

Peter — and the Percys

History was not one of my strong subjects when I was a schoolboy. Since then, teaching
methods and emphases have changed for the better, but I'm also sure that it is a subject that
one grows into with age, perhaps aware of one's own minor place in history. In a rapidly
changing world, I look back to childhood and the events, even now regarded by younger
generations as history. Idevelop an interest in my ancestors and in what the towns and villages
I have lived in were like in the past.
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[t’s Christmas quiet. The street outside has been swept clear by the bitter wind. The
coal that was left in the scuttle on October 3 1% will survive until the end of March and a new
season. Back into the scullery. There’s a bedraggled bunch of honesty moons on the chair;
they've been outside with the seaweed. Ican’timmediately see the latter. Perhapsit’sretired.
We really need something to forecast when it’s not going to rain.

Down to the cellar. Mercifully it’s not sabject to flooding. Time to look at that funny
metal stencil thing J.J. Tipper S.S. No one seems to know the significance of it, but it was
found under the floorboards at 346. Tools await spring work in the garden — in theory. They
will be disappointed: the “staff” bring their own pre-1910 versions. The axe stuck in the
chopping block, the decaying sack with the heavy path pounder, a brick crumbling a bright
reddy tint on the floor.

Best to have a quick look upstairs while I'm here. The sewing-room. Mrs. Cummings
working on Christmas Day? If you like, but I never feel she’s in the figure, more in the general
aura of the cottage. The photographs of Michael Cummings, a reminder of old discord —
unhappiness perhaps purged now, well over a century on. Perhaps too a certain residual
unease reflecting off small town Victorian morality. Marriages shouldn’t break up and there
were no innocent parties.

The bedroom has the chest of drawers pulled away from the heater. Night storage
warmth isn't much comfort to Mrs. Cummings; she would have suffered some cold nights at
346. She would still have been there in the cold winter of 1929. I remember Bill Ede telling
me years ago that that particular winter was very hard and “put men out” (of work). They’d
gather on the Red Lion corner, rather like the men looking for work in the parable.

Arare sign of life outside: a couple coming down the hill from the Library lane opposite.
I wonder what Christmas would have been like at 346 ninety years ago. A dribble of cards
perhaps. A tree? Idoubtit. A brace of Estate pheasants? Would Mrs. Cummings have been
sufficiently high in the staff hierarchy? Would she need to be? The minutiae of life that are
so quickly lost. The New Manual of Prayer for Catholic laity here on the chest of drawers,
and beneath the Manual there's a Missal. Workaday editions, worn by years of use. Someone
has written all over an inside cover page ..... “God gave His Mother to be as much our Mother
as she is His Mother”. Someone else wrote this, but the sentiment probably takes us a little
nearer to a 1910 Christmas at 346.

To the attic, the familiar look from the eyrie window on to a deserted High Street. Not
quite — a couple bend to peer in an antique shop window. A studied leisure and I'm an
unacknowledged intruder in their private world. Red Riding Hood fixed to the wall with
drawing pins — well a large poster of her at any rate. The glazed hot water bottle that idles the
winter away and only comes into its own when the cold evenings have gone. Part of the
Museum'’s eternal contradiction. Time to go downstairs again, all’s much as I would expect.

Down the stairs, past the permanent exhibition just down from the landing. The two
handkerchiefs featuring the ass and the industrious girl, the cigarette card album featuring
Edwardian Garden Flowers, open at lavender, snapdragon, scabious and monkey flower. Into
the scullery: the roller towel and the parsimonious plates, the yellow box with the carborundum
stone, butt of endless George Garland yokel jokes. Imaginary old men going on improbably
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Demise of an old friend. The "Round the Hills" oak tree has lost its hold on the
waterlogged ground and toppled into the brook.
This photograph of it was taken by George Garland in January [940.

about “conundrums”. The word itself seems to evoke a more leisured world than this, while,
as for carborundum .... many of our visitors have never come across a copper.

Talking of lavender, it’s here in the garden, still sparsely flowering. The elastic
eucalyptus somewhere over the wall sways in the wind. The tall old-fashioned phlox are just
browned stems now. A memory of talking to a group of visitors over the top of the phlox in
high summer. It seems aeons away on a day like this. Coming up to the true millennium,
Hardy's Darkling Thrush but that would be a hundred and one years now — 1899. “The
century’s corpse outleant” the last word a Hardy coinage perhaps?

Qut of the brown gate, the one Mrs. Cummings used to lean over and watch the children
coming down from the Infants’ school. People don’tdo things like that now I suppose: there’s
more pressure on time. Kicking against a triangular plastic sandwich package in the street
outside. *Oops, we've ordered too much,” it’s been reduced to ten pence. The heavy
bonhomie of supermarket chains. Would Mrs. Cummings have been happy to take that on
board in exchange for night storage heaters? I expect so.

P:

If you would like to try being a steward, say, once a month, please ring either Jacqueline
(342320) or Peter (342562).

Beating the bounds not the boys

I suppose that Petworth could be described as a 'traditional' sort of place. It may not seem like
it to those who have lived in the town all of their lives but change is usually rather gradual
and in many instances hardly perceptible. We all notice the major alterations such as shops
closing and new buildings going up, however it is the little things that pass by without notice,
they don't go out with a bang but just seem to fade away. To see examples of just a few such
changes take a look at a pre-war calendar and try to recall the last time many of the red-letter
days were celebrated. Do you remember Oak Apple Day, what about Commonwealth Day?
The Good Friday customs of skipping and marbles are just about surviving among school-
children but for how much longer? Other non-religious customs dating back to pagan times
have been observed in Petworth within living memory, the displaying of garlands inexchange
for gifts of sweets or small coins on May Day was certainly once a regular scene on the streets
of the town, I wonder when it died out? A much more recent tradition, driven into obscurity
by the heavy-handedness of the authorities was the custom of children collecting loose
change from Goodwood race goers. Of course times do change and new generations have
new priorities but sometimes it is worth reintroducing old traditions and celebrations just to
see if younger people will re-adopt them. Many of the customs that we believe to be extinct
are merely lying dormant in the memories of an older generation and with a little encourage-
ment they may be awakened and revitalised before the fragile thread that connects them to
the present day is lost forever.
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A view of Coultershaw with the fountain in operation. From a slide by Rolf Rowling.

Clearly the presence of the latter label removes any possibility that the book could be returned
to Mudie's and it is quite likely that once the condition of the book had deteriorated beyond
a point where it could no longer be loaned out by Bryant's then it would have been offered for
sale and in this case it ended its days at The Institute.

We have until now dealt rather briefly with the commercial libraries at Petworth,
however the PIL is far more likely to have its origins in the rather less clearly documented
charitable or institutional libraries which operated in the town during the nineteenth century.
In many instances it is difficult to distinguish one organisation from another. It seems that
quite often their services overlapped, elected officers may have served more than one library
and on several occasions as one society was dissolved the lending stock would be absorbed
into a successor. That the PIL was a natural fusion of earlier libraries is beyond doubt, and
by simply studying the books that we have it is possible to identify previous owners and on
some occasions it 1s apparent that the books may have passed through the hands of several
earlier institutions.

Occasionally it is difficult to distinguish between charitable and commercial libraries
and this is no more apparent than in the case of the Petworth Book Society, which in 1839
could count among its 29 members a large proportion of the most influential residents of the
town. The society appears to have been established with the single aim of providing
appropriate reading for the subscribers and the rules of the Petworth Book Society appear to
have been kept deliberately simple. Each member would be allowed to borrow a book in a
strictly rotational order, and it was the duty of individual subscribers, having had the use of
the book for a maximum of 10 days, to pass it on to the next member whose name appeared
on a printed list which was attached to the book, or return it to the library with a penalty of
one penny for each day beyond the 10 allowed. No record of any librarian of officers has
survived and were it not for the fact that new books would require ordering and loan penalties
collected one could assume that this mutual organisation would require only the most
elementary administration.

Following the period covered by the Petworth Book Society we enter what appears to
be from this distance in time an age of some change. The principles of circulating libraries
had gained huge credibility in Britain during the early years of the nineteenth century, and at
Petworth we see something of a flurry of activity. From the middle years of the nineteenth
century the libraries become intrinsically connected to the Working Men's Institutes and
consequently with the Victorian ideals of self improvement and education. We'know that
Thomas Seward had established an Albert Institute in rooms above the property which stood
on the site of what is now Austens in Market Square even if little is known of this organisation
and we can only assume that he operated a library from there.

At about this same time an entry in the 1862 edition of Kelly's Directory records a
Working Man's Institute operating from premises in Tillington Road though it appears that
the activities associated with this institute were held at the Town Hall. Perhaps the Tilllington
Road premises were not large enough, who knows? The same edition of Kelly's lisis a
'Subscription Reading Room' operating from the ground floor of the Town Hall, what
connection this may have had with the Tillington Road Institute, if any, is unclear, though we
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in later Home Guard years it was a family joke that my father, with his other concerns, was
a bank manager in his spare time. Of course they always had staff, a maid and someone to do
the garden, even at North Mead. We had a live-in maid at Easebourne in the early days and
we gave her material to make herself a dress. Unfortunately she was a good-looking girl and
saw to it that the neckline was cut far too low. My mother was alarmed and the offending flesh
had to be covered up.

Inthe 1930s Mother had a long-haired dachshund. I remember once taking her overthe
Gog and back. She was a terrible hunter and would simply take off and disappear for ages.
Having once more lost her completely I was standing at the stile in Bartons Lane, vainly
whistling for her when Lord Leconfield came along with his big black Labrador. ""The longer
you wait for your dog, the longer it will keep you waiting," he said. With this magisterial
comment he strode off. He meant, of course, that if I went home the dog would find her own
way back and he was probably right. The conversation gives some idea of traffic I+ cls; you
couldn't even think of such a thing today. Lady Leconfield, incidentally, 1 only seem to
remember on horseback: she had the most perfect carriage. On another occasion the dog went
missing at Whiteways in Arundel Park. Afteranage of trying to find her, we gave up and were
driving off down Bury Hill and saw her chasing after us. We were always a little concerned
that our dog looked so like a fox with her reddy brown colouring and bushy tail. The worry
was, of course, that a farmer might shoot her by mistake.

I always liked talking to older people. Some things they told me were true, others
probably not, but they were part of Petworth tradition. I was told that a passage led from the
cells at the police station to the Town Hall, and that the Town Hall had once been open like
the Butter Market at Chichester. Also that the old Horsham Road had once come over the Gog
between the Goannah Lodges.

When war came, my father assumed charge of the local Home Guard. He had been right
through the 1914-1918 war, first in the Royal Fusiliers, where he won the Military Cross and
finally in the Royal Flying Corps. He was rather put out that the bank would not release him
for active service: they declared him to be in a reserved occupation. The thing was that with
so many firms leaving London to go into country houses locally the bank was doing a lot of
ity business'. Extra staff came down and Petworth was an important branch.

When the Home Guard was formed and affiliated to the Royal Sussex Regiment, my
father took charge, with his World War I rank of Captain, rising later to Major. He soon had
his men doing manoeuvres, drill, shooting - he was himself a crack shot and the Home Guard
used to shoot into the hills at Bury, they used also to go to Kithurst and the Chalk pits at
Amberley and there was a range in Petworth Park itself. Most weeks there was a route march,
and there were guard duties every night at salient points. My father took the Home Guard very
seriously and very much objected to the way it was portrayed on television in Dad's Army.
H.Q. was at Red House off Grove Street, now demolished, and Dr Brydone was in charge of
the medical platoon. I remember the last time I saw him I was driving my car and met him
coming the wrong way up a one-way street in Horsham!

In 1940 invasion was seriously expected: the cellars at Petworth House were
provisioned with a view to a final stand against the invaders. Phosphorus bombs were
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Coultershaw
Beam Pump

Water wheel driven pump
installed in 1783 to supplement
the water supply to Petworth
House and town.

Still working and capable of
delivering a 'hogshead a
minute.'

Located on the A285
12 miles south of Petworth.

Open April — September, first
and third Sundays and Bank

Holiday Mondays 11 a.m. — 5 p.m.

Parties are welcome any time
by arrangement. Phone the
curator Robin Wilson on
01798 865 774.
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Petworth
Cottage Museum

Walk into a Leconfield Estate
cottage as if it were 1910!
We like to think the gaslit
atmosphere at the home of
Mrs Mary Cummings, seamstress
at Petworth House is unique
but decide for yourself.

Open April -~ October
Wednesdays to Sundays and
Bank Holidays 2 — 4.30 p.m.

Parties are welcome by
arrangement.

Admission £2.00.

346 High Street

Petworth

Telephone 01798 342100.






