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telephone. They might as well have been on another planet. We can never gauge what Mrs.
C. felt about winter nights. Acceptance was all perhaps. Early to bed and then the welcome
harsh light of morning. And you’d not want to use the thunderbox on a winter’s night.

The darkness makes for a greater sense of intimacy. To sit talking in the parlour,
visitors, local and from a distance, materialising out of a cold dark empty town. No matter
what Eliot said, November is the cruellest month. Quince in the handbowl in the stone sink
shines a luminous yellow, and medlars. Some people know what the latter are, some don’t.
The idea of something needing to have rotted before you eat it isn’t an easy one. Medlars can
be something of a blind spot.

P.

‘It’snot acircus, 1t’s a fair’ Petworth Fair 2004

The fair’s on a Saturday this year and it's now Friday morning. There’s a good sprinkling of
cones already in the Square and it's only eight o’clock. Presumably Harris brothers put them
out when they loosened the bollards in the Cut last night. The rusting iron “hats” for the bollard
holes have already been abstracted from the downstairs cupboard in the Hall, as too has the
bus stop, making its annual pilgrimage across the Square to New Street. It’s a still clear day,
one of the big yellow fair posters is lying crumpled and wet with dew by the Leconfield Hall
seats. Another large one for a local women’s wrestling tournament has suffered the same fate.
Vandals don’t like advertising to be too bold, it seems. Perhaps it offends their sensibilities.
Being a vandal may demand a certain delicacy. Or perhaps not. The grass growing round the
bollards looks undisturbed but in fact Robert and co. have eased and oiled them for quicker
removal. One was very difficult - there’s always one. Once back home I have a string of
telephone callers - the fair’s being promoted on the radio.

11.30 Friday. How fragile the fair tradition is, so often threatened over a thousand
years. 1'm talking to Fred Harris as we look for the marker nails in the road on the east side
of the Hall. Have they too been there since Doomsday? Well, the Harris chair-o-planes have
only been coming since 1986. Will the scaffolding in Aladdin’s Cave foil the precision of the
Harris calculations? What appears at first to be a major problem does not raise its head again.
It's that eerie period when the Square’s virtually emptied of cars but the machines are still to
come in. Steve the traffic warden’s done a good job. Still a cold, still day with just a hint of
prim sunshine, ideal for setting up. The fair has coped (just) with its old enemies - nineteenth
century clergymen and prosperous tradesmen - or Arundel borough disputing the rights in the
seventeenth, buttoday’senemies are grindingly subtle. Insurance, licences, safety legislation,
lack of capital, will they eventually unite in an unstoppable flood that sweeps tradition away
before it? The anonymous finally achieving what no one has managed in a thousand years.
Or perhaps the fair will transmute in some unimagined way? A corollary of these difficulties,
of course, is the media interest. Petworth fair is a survival, an anomaly, in a standardised,
aseptic age. Just what television and radio are looking for. Is Petworth really the oldest
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enlisted in the British forces but it would appear that he fell into the hands of the Spanish

authorities and died in one of Franco's prisons.
s

Deborah's Petworth Crossword

Across

7 An enclosure for hens
(3)

8 C19th Petworth
broadsheet edited by
Thomas Seward (4)

9 Bill of fare (4)

11 Illegal dealer, who
might have clandestinely
used Hungerds Lane (8)

12 Backstitch from east to
give a sheepish answer (4)
13 Shepherd and Turpin's
gun! (4)

14 Park Road chapel
which has something in
common with Mr. Scrooge
(8)

16 & 18 Oriental sounding

library located in High
Street in early C20th
(1,7)

21 Temporary home for
Grinling Gibbons whilst
working at Petworth
House (3,5)

23 Due about now — don't
forget! (4)

26 Underground entrance
@

27 Main route to
Coultershaw before
Station Road was built
(4.4)

28 Bartons Lane
clothmakers did this
when making the local
“Kersey” material (4)

14 PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.119

29 You'll find her in 6 dn.
)

30 & 10 dn Petworth
Friendly Society (3,4)
Down

1 He might have had a bed
for the night at the
workhouse (5)

2 Noble sounding
Petworth family who
owned a grocers shop in
New Street (6)

3 C18th house in Pound
Street, until recently local
council ofiices (8)

4 & 20 “Proud Duke” who
is said to have travelled
through Petworth in an
ornate sedan chair (7,7)

5 Males at heart of a
strong belief — discover a
building! (8)

6 Native American fruit
bearing shrub, naturalised
in this area (9)

10 see 30 ac

15 Shown deep area of
Petworth? (5,4)

17 Pessimistic feeling in
Mr. Garland's studio?! (8)
19 Save slob — pardons (8)
20 see 4 dn

22 Once commonly used
draught animals (4)

24 Poet who described
himself as “A boy that
sings on Duncton Hill” (6)
25 Could Denis be
sneering? (5)

George Garland in the 1970s pictured with “Parker” the cat.
See “An alternative to floristry.”
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“Turn left and confront the narrow view of the Gog ...

The Bartons. August 21st 1931. Photograph by George Garland.

Solution

Across

| Canal Cruise, 8 Radio, 9 Nigel, 12 Sere, 13 Barn Owl, 14Iona, 15 User, 16 Warbler,
17 Cull, 21 Unapt, 22 Delve, 23 Thirty Years

Down

2 Addle, 3 Ado, 4 Urge, 5 Salve, 6 Crop Circles, 7 River Rother, 10 Aurora, 11 Follow,
12 Slur, 13 Bawl, 18 Laugh, 19 Tyler, 20 Fair, 22 Doe

Petworth thoughts

How do you see Petworth if you live outside the town? Come to that, how do you see Petworth
if you actually live there? Nothing but antique shops? Or cowering away behind those high
walls? Such judgements have always come easily - perhaps a shade too easily. “This
barbarous and outlandish spot” wrote one visitor two hundred years ago. A hundred years
on and E.V. Lucas would find the spell cast by Lord Leconfield somewhat oppressive.
“Present in the very air of the streets as is the presage of a thunderstorm.” Some have thought
it never stops raining at Petworth, the troops billeted here in 1914 had renamed it “Wetworth™
by the time they left in the early spring of 1915. A visitor in 1936 found it rained whenever
he came. He was not deterred: he felt that the rain gave Petworth its special character. “Tread
lightly here. The very air is heavy with memories.” When I’ve been away people have said,
“Petworth? Just that wall and Mr. Streeter.” Well, Fred Streeter’s been a long time gone now
but the wall remains.

And now. “It’s full of antique shops.” Well, it is at present, but nothing’s permanent
except for Petworth itself and, you may think, the wall. Can we however, already in 2005,
detect aslight change? Antique shops to boutique style shops? Too early to tell. One thing’s
pretty certain, however, the old family shops will not come back, the occasional newspaper
letter column lament notwithstanding.

Change and permanence. Some things remain. A certain spiritual obstinacy, or the
medieval field system the old peasants ridged and terraced. Look at it when the shadows
lengthen. The old allotment ground to the south is largely gone, the orchards with their
spindly lichen-covered trees. And the church spire taken down in 1947. Time may dull the
pain of the school bombing in 1942 but it’s still there beneath the surface. Look in the newly
refurbished Leconfield Hall and see the Canadian Maple Leaf flag, once flown from
Parliament Buildings in Ottawa. It’s there to commemorate a shared sorrow. The Toronto
Scottish Regiment were among the first on the scene that Michaelmas day.

Some survivals are fragile: the Ebenezer Chapel, still functional, tucked in on the bend
facing the high wall of the old stables. Sometimes Petworth offers a delicate balance of old
and new. The Petworth Cottage Museum recreates a worker’s cottage in 1910. But winters
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was carried out to secure the boundaries of the land and with extensive preparation of the
ground including setting out of footpaths and the installation of numbered grave markers the
cemetery was duly opened.

The vestry had based much of their decision on adopting the Horsham Road location
upon the savings made through avoiding the need of a cemetery chapel, and so itis with some
surprise that just six years later in 1863 a very brief statement in the minute book announces
that a vestry will beheld to consider a proposal to build a cemetery chapel with money given
to the Rector by Lord Leconfield for that purpose. No debate is recorded and the assembled
vestry votes unanimously to thank Lord Leconfield for his generosity and the matter is not
mentioned again in future minutes. By the end of that year the chapel has been built and a
plaque put in place to record his Lordship's generosity.

Having built the chapel the ownership of the building may have been uncertain from
the very beginning. After all Lord Leconfield had given the money to the Rector not to the
parish, so it could be assumed that the building would have remained in the ownership of the
succeeding Rectors, however the chapel was built on land purchased by the parish to be used
as a cemetery and must surely then have belonged to the parish. It does seem likely that this
latter theory is correct and the only question really is who are the rightful successors to the
church vestry, the Parochial Church Council or the Parish Council?

Once ownership of the chapel has been established then the legality of any development
becomes an important issue. What is evident is that under the Land Clauses Consolidation
Act (1845) the trustees of a closed cemetery can let, lease or sell any portions thereof that have
not received interments. Clearly the chapel has not been used for burials and so would fall
within the remit of this act. It would appear that the act simply requires that the ownership
of the cemetery be passed to a board of trustees who then have responsibility for it and who
can dispose of the unused portions and the proceeds used for the maintenance of the remaining
portion.

An alternative and probably simpler method of disposing of the chapel would be for the
leasing of it under An Act to Amend the Laws Concerning the Burial of the Dead in England
18 & 19 Victoria. (14" August 1855). The act allows for a burial board with the sanction of
a secretary of state to lease any portion of the burial ground that has not been used for
interments. This amendment also seems to enable the parish to avoid having to transfer
ownership of the cemetery to trustees; it may however require the establishment of a burial
board.

The success of any of the above suggestions depends of course upon the presumption
that the parish council is the legitimate successor to the parishioner's churchwarden and
overseers of the parish.

Once the issue of the chapel has been concluded it should then be possible to consider
the matter of the cemetery as a whole. If it should be necessary to pass ownership of the
property to trustees or a burial board, or if responsibility remains with the parish then certain
duties should be carried out, which judging by the state of the cemetery have not been. The
aforementioned act of August 1855 is quite unequivocal on who had the duty to maintain the
cemetery,
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Punch and Judy was an innovation at Petworth Fair.

Photograph by Keith Sandall.
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Our vice-chairman and the puppet-master in earnest conversation at Petworth Fair.

Photograph by Keith Sandall.

In every case in which any order in council has been or shall hereafter be issued for
the discontinuance of burials in any churchyard or burial ground, the burial board or
churchwardens, as the case may be, shall maintain such churchyard or burial ground of any
parish in good order, and also do the necessary repair of the walls and other fences thereof.

Incidentally it may be worth pointing out that the parish cannot interfere with the grave
stones or tombs in any way unless that they be in such a condition that the ground cannot
otherwise be put in decent order. This order may be interpreted to imply that no authority can
lay down or remove gravestones simply to make them safe without at the same time
maintaining the surrounding ground.

Whatever the outcome of the legal process to establish ownership of the chapel it is
hoped that this opportunity to restore the cemetery, which incidentally has received burials
as recently as 1988, will not be wasted.

Miles Costello

Philosophy at the Smithy

There is a picturesque smithy down the Sussex lane where I live, and there on a hot summer's
afternoon one can take one's ease on a seat of old tree trunk, under the cool protecting branches
of the large chestnut tree which, at a certain time of the day, casts a big shadow over the smithy
door. And sitting there one can hear words of wisdom flowing from the lips of the shrewd
Sussex men who are my neighbours in the place.

In winter time one can join the company around the fire inside, for William, the smith,
is partial to the company of his fellow men, whether he is working or not; and he is none the
worse a workman for it all.

Standing by the smithy fire a day or so ago, and mighty glad to be sheltered from the
biting no' easter that was raking the hedges outside, I had William as my sole companion, and
conversation between us ensued much as follows:

Myself: 'Did you see thatat NONAME bench the other day a man was fined five pounds
and two guineas costs for selling a twopenny packet of cigarettes after 8.0'c 7'

William: 'Yes! and I thought the punishment was out of all reason to the gravity of the
offence'.

Myself: But this man had transgressed in a similar way before, it seems'.

William: 'Yes! soitsaid in the paper. But the customer could have boughtthe cigarettes
from a machine outside the shop if he'd thought to do so; and after all the shop was still open
for the sale of other things'.

Myself: But William, we have a government, and they make these laws and if people
are not going to keep them afterwards this same government must surely have been wasting
its time 7'

William: 'Very likely they do waste their time, pretty often’.

Myself: 'But surely a man like you, who is the prototype of Longfellow's famous hero,
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ative as a positive. Once I came
it was wrongly labelled. In my
t ribs of the poor little

away of turning them to the light so that you could see the neg
across what appeared a negative of a dead baby but thought
Junch time I made a print of it. The caption was right. The prominen

thing quite put me off my dinner. I simply couldn’t eat that day.
Yes, | enjoyed working at the Studio. It was never dull: you never knew who might

come in or what would happen next. And the Garlands. Mrs. Garland so kind and George
always his own man, awkward, but humorous, never to be hustled out of his rhythm. 1 could

not and will not ever forget either of them.
Heather Greene was talking to the Editor.

A Petworth Childhood (3)

night family because both Mum's sisters were to
h weddings. In April Aunt Chris married George

Messenger who was in the regular army, and in July Aunt Syb married Len Page who worked
on Duck's Farm at Little Common. We liked both our new uncles but we weren't too happy
about Uncle George taking Aunt Chris away because whenever he had come to Hill Top to
see her, he had brought her a box of Black Magic chocolates which she shared with us.

By this time, Aunt Chris had worked at Pitshill for fourteen years and in appreciation
of her service, the Mitfords paid for her lovely wedding dress, her 'going-away' clothes, her
bouquet and the flowers for the church. She planned to have four bridesmaids: her friend
Connie, Aunt Syb, Uncle George's sister Dora and myself. 1 was looking forward to meeting
Dora who was the same age as me, but unfortunately, she went down with measles just before
the big day. I had to walk up the aisle on my own, although the two adult bridesmaids behind
me kept an eye on things and all went well. Uncle George's brother John was his best man.
Molly Chandler, the organist, played Aunt Chris's favourite tune, 'The Londonderry Air', as
we came out of church. Bill, who was three years old, presented the bride with a lucky
horseshoe. There was a lovely wedding reception held at Tillington School. Uncle George

was a corporal in the Worcestershire regiment and looked very smart in his dress uniform. His
mother and two brothers had travelled down from London for the day but his father had stayed
happy at missing all the excitement.

at home to look after Dora, who was very un
I wasn't so nervous at Aunt Syb and Uncle Len's wedding as I felt I was an 'old hand'

at being a bridesmaid. Uncle Len's two sisters Hylda and Betty, were the adult bridesmaids
and is brother, Ken was his best man. The reception was held at home at Hill Top and so once
again that garden was the setting for some lovely family photographs. Both weddings were
in Tillington church as Mum and Dad's had been several years earlier.

Although Petworth was only fourteen miles from the South coast, it was considered a
safe area and a suitable place to send evacuees from London. The local police came around
and documented how many people were living in each house and how many bedrooms we had.
Then told us how many evacuees would be allotted to us. Their mothers accompanied children

In 1938 there was lots of excitement in the K
be married and I wastobe a bridesmaid at bot
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Photograph by George Garland.

Petworth "IMPS" in conceri at the Iron Room in February 1938. See “Fiddlesticks.”
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under five, but those over five came alone. Many children were separated from their brothers
and sisters and the whole experience must have been a terrible trauma for them. Some had
never been o the country before and the wide-open spaces and cows frightened them.

Not every host family welcomed evacuees with open arms. Some hosts were elderly
with families that had grown up years earlier. Some had never had children and had no idea
how to cope with these city children. We waited excitedly to see what our evacuee would be
like and I was very happy when they brought us a fourteen-year-old girl called Violet (Vi).
She was just getting used to us when our next-door neighbour brought Vi's brother Georgie
around and asked us to have him instead. She needed to have a girl, because she would have
to share aroom with the daughter of the house. I was very disappointed but we soon got used
to Georgie, who was the same age as me. Vi spent a lot of time in our house so we came to
know herreally well. Georgie was a big tease and once chased me around the back field and
puta large dead bird down my back! I can still remember what that felt like. Georgie was the
youngest child in quite a large family and the only son. The relatives of the evacuees were
able to visit them about once a month on a free coach from London. Georgie and Vi's sisters

used to visitand they fascinated us children as they were very glamorous and wore fancy hats.
We thought they were great fun.
The issue of gas masks for everyone was another thing to happen right at the beginning
of the war. They came in 'square' cases with a long strap and we carried them over our
shoulders. We were required to carry them with us at all times, and sometimes at school we
would have to practice putting them on and carrying on with our lessons. The smell of the
rubber was awful and we were always jolly glad to take them off. If any girl arrived at school
without her gas mask she would be sent home to get it. Rita and I, both normally very law-
abiding girls, decided to 'forget' our gas masks on the same day. We reckoned that if we took
our time walking home and back again we should miss the first lesson, which was scripture
reading the Old Testament through from the beginning wasn't very inspiring! The teacher
accepted our excuses and sent us home and all would have been well if we had gone straight
there. Unfortunately, we pushed our luck by going into Hazelman's to buy some sweets
(lollies) to eat on the way. To my horror, we met one of our neighbours in the shop and she
was carrying my gas mask. She had seen Georgie, who had asked her if she would drop it into
the school on her way past. I then remembered that he had been walking behind us when we
had been hatching our wicked plan. Of course he looked innocent and pretended he was just
being helpful when I tackled him about it. It certainly spoilt our fun, because Rita had to walk
home alone and I had to go straight back to school: we never tried that trick again.

When school broke up for Christmas 1939, Vi and Georgie went back to London. The
feared bombing hadn't happened and as Vi was able to leave school their family decided they
should return home. They both came back to Petworth for visits when they were adults and
I was able to speak with them both when I was in England in 1994. They remembered Mum
and Dad with great affection and had pleasant memories of their short time in the country.
Georgie told me that he had been evacuated to another part of the country later on in the war
when the bombing started.

The blackout was another thing we had to contend with right from the beginning of the
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to you, Head A .R.P. Warden Fowler, and you, too, Billeting Officer Tom Poulton. When you
have visitors to inspect your shelters in future charge 'em a small fee. If people are willing to
pay shillings to inspect the Roman Villa at Bignor surely they will pay sixpences to have the
privilege of inspecting Heyshott's Air Raid Shelters for its children ?

But, if you do adopt this idea .... remember you let the press in free !

From: Garland, Petworth.

This Garland article would seem to come from the early 1940s and is a good example of the
type of morale-boosting newspaper reportage of the time.

Petworth Brownies 195057
Photograph by George Garland.
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East Street from "Denmans". A Drawing by Frances Burton, 1976.
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EMPIRE THEATRE CHATE

6-15 MONDAY MARCH 3

STARRING THE ONE AND OMNLY F f ‘

PHYI.I.ISE i

IN PERSON
LA ROCHELLE LO
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L}aﬁ‘ﬁmE .Elr))l(xou G(;L

LENMARTEN -

But did he actually go in? George Garland at Chatham in 1958.

New Members

Mrs. S. Dunnett 73, Noyna Road, Tooting, London, SW17.

Mr. & Mrs. G. Gresham Cooke The Old Post House, Tillington, Petworth, GU28 9AF.

Ms. J. Langbridge & 4. Montier Terrace, Angel Street, Petworth, GU28 0BQ.

Mr. J. Rastrick

Mr. P. Burden 47a, Selsdon Road, West Norwood, London, SE27 0PQ.

Mr. & Mrs. T. Etheridge Hinton, New Bridge Road, Billingshurst, RH14 9LS.

Mrs. S. Foreman 16, Kew Gardens, West Meads Drive, Bognor Regis,
PO21 5RD.

Mrs. A. Knowles Myrtle Villa, Village Street, Newdigate, Dorking, RH5 5DH.

Mrs. P. Pike 3, Riverside, Shoreham-by-Sea, BN43 SRU.
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