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Constitution and Officers

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 a community spirit". It is non-political, non-sectarian and non-profit
making.

Membership is open to anyone, irrespective of place of residence who is interested in
furthering the object of the society.

The annual subscription is £9.00. Single or double one Magazine delivered. Postal
£11.00 overseas £15.00. Further information may be obtained from any of the following:

Chairman
Mr P.A. Jerrome MBE, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth [STD 01798] (Tel. 342562)
GU28 0DX
Vice Chairman
Mr K.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth (Tel. 342585) GU28 OEW
Hon. Treasurer
Mr A. Henderson, 62 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343792) GU28 0BX
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont, Mrs Carol Finch, Mr lan Godsmark,
Mr Philip Hounsham, Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker, Mrs Deborah Stevenson,
Mrs Patricia Turland, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Miss Callingham,
Mrs Stevenson, Mrs Aziz, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Ray and Valerie Hunt
(Byworth), Miss Biggs (Sutton and Bignor), Mr Bellis (Graffham), Mr Derek Gourd,
(Tillington and River), Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth), Mr David Burden
(Duncton)
Society Scrapbook
Mrs Pearl Godsmark
Coultershaw Beam Pump representatives
Mr S. Boakes, Mrs J. Gilhooly, Mr A Henderson, Mr T. Martin.

For this Magazine on tape please contact Mr Thompson.

Society Town Crier
Mr Mike Hubbard 343249
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Chairman’s Notes

A new year, a new cover from Jonathan, Magazine 135. Subscriptions remain the same
but we 've had to give it a measure of thought, particularly with the current economic
situation. For some years this Magazine has been heavily subsidised by the monthly
Book Sales — September sees the 100", If the Book Sales were to fail we'd face either a
drastically curtailed Magazine or a swingeing subscription increase. We'll think again

Jor 2010; meanwhile adding an extra pound toward the Magazine fund works wonders.

We don't have a formal obituary column, but there are two tributes in this issue,
both heart-felt and reflecting two quite different but equally distinctive contributions to
Petworth life, as also of course two irreplaceable losses.

[ was interested in the January lead story in the Midhurst and Petworth Observer
concerning the find of 103 Roman coins dating to the reign of Hadrian. I have no idea of
the possible value of these coins but, while deferring to informed opinion, it would have
been nice to have had a little more reference to Petworth; it is after all Petworth’s
history that they will eventually illumine.

22" January 2009

New Season at the Cottage Museum!
Starts 1° April
Join the Team
One afternoon a month
2-4.30
Enquiries Peter 342562

April to October
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With Billy Benson’s ‘Food to Enjoy’ the only refreshment trailer, supporting games of
luck and skill saw Dean Ridley’s catch a ball; Mick Ridley’s shooter; Philip Crecraft’s can

cans; and James Crecraft’s catch a duck.
Peter Hammond

St. Edmund smiles

The Society has managed Petworth fair since the mid-1980s, without mishap except for the
mindless arson incident in 2005, something that no amount of forward planning could
possibly have anticipated. Three years on the despair of that night loses little of its edge. This
year saw the fair’s first serious encounter with the forces of Health and Safety, an echo,
according to some, of events during the summer. More probably the encounter was inevitable.
At any rate initially somewhat alarming. Rowena Tyler’s expert tuition guided us through the
necessary hoops. “’Elf and Safety” has had, and continues to have, a bad press and tends to
be judged on its undoubted excesses, but it does have a certain logic all its own, and, like it
or not, the fair has to adjust to site safety plans, emergency and communication plans and risk
assessments. One initial advantage we had was that with a quarter of a century’s experience
behind us we were able to provide an accurate prediction of numbers, something a new event
finds difficult or even impossible. Petworth fair will always coexist uneasily with a modern
compensation culture but that’s a bit like saying that Petworth streets were built for horse and
cart. These same streets have to live with cars and lorries and Petworth fair has to live with
the appendages of a culture that is basically alien to its spirit.
With the correct procedures apparently followed, one or two alterations were necessary.
Most obviously the official opening would be at four o’clock, an hour later. An event
exceeding six hours in duration would need additional toilet facilities. A possibility would have
been to seek a dispensation to keep the public toilets open for longer. Something of a double-
edged sword this: if the public toilets are vandalised then the fair takes the blame. As it was,
some cowardly idiot broke a window in the back of one of the caravans. Four o’clock then.
Then there was the required presence of six yellow-jacketed stewards, four to be on duty
at any given time, armed with mobile phones and fired up by a pre-event briefing in the Hall.
In fact mobiles aren’t at their best in the Square and personal contact would be quicker and
probably more efficient in such a confined space. An example, perhaps, of a general ruling
failing to apply to a particular situation. And is a superabundance of yellow jackets more
likely to inflame than otherwise? Ours not to reason why, Health and Safety has a rationale
all its own; the laissez-faire of an earlier century or even a quarter of a century ago has no place
here, and to be fair, the yellow jacket business is as much about marshalling crowds in a
possible emergency as it is about supervising the fair.
All in all the difficulty isn’t so much jumping through the hoops it’s the perceived
attitude of authority. As an unpaid, voluntary, organiser you feel not so much that you’re
doing something public-spirited as that you’re threatening a sacred inertia.. That in a perfect
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“Is your father’s name Dick?" Photograph by George Garland.

Pyecombe Smithy April 1947, see:
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graph by George Garland.

See article by Miles. Photo

world there wouldn’t be events like Petworth fair, they’re an affront to a kind of divine order,
an almost celestial world where nothing ever happens. Yes, this is an unfair caricature, but
it’s all too easy to feel, all too easy to abandon the struggle .....

9.45 on the 19™. The Square’s as full of cars as usual, bustling in and out as if in
conscious defiance of the impending closure. It’s a gloriously clear day with bitter cold
forecast for Friday and Saturday. But the fair’s on Thursday. By 11.30 it’s possible to put
in cones as cars move out. Inevitably the odd car will still be left after 12 o’clock. The Harris
advance party is already in the Square, itching to getstarted. “Do you get uptight?”” Fred asks
me. Difficult to answer. I've done it for too long for that but I’'m always pleased when the
lastunwilling car leaves, and the Square transforms into a juddering, but organised, battlefield
of manoeuvring equipment. Once the fair’s in, it’s in. The main problem then will be a 38-
tonner trying to negotiate the Cut; the fairmen will deal with that. There’s a red admiral
butterfly lying wings extended in the middle of the Square. I try to move it from the tarmac
butitremains supine. And does Fred getuptight? “Justa little at the beginning, I always do.”
Well, if he does, he hides it well.

It’s 3.35 on the day. The safety briefing for the yellow jackets is over. The stewards
have been allotted, two each, to the three access roads. Mike Hubbard is preparing to make
the official Opening. There’s a story here too. It’s Mike’s firstappearance in his new Petworth
Society outfit. In fact the final buttons were being sewn on in Midhurst just an hour or two
before. The hat and long stockings are to be ordered separately and will be available in days
- but not for the 20™. ““A fair by prescription .... Eleanor Perci .... King Edward’s travelling
justices beyond the memory of any man living ..... let the merriment begin.”

“Let the merriment begin ....." Inside the Hall the clogdancers have already started,
Lorna, it appears, has so many groups this year that they will perform in separate classes with
differing levels of achievement. At4.30 it’s time for Jonathan Cann with his Punch and Judy
- just the two performances this year. He needs to be in Burgess Hill by 7.15 because he’s
producing a musical version of Scrooge. As always he’s the complete professional. I’m not
due for high-vis duty until six o’clock, so [ sit and watch, a lone adult at the rear. The seats
aren’t full; perhaps modern children prefer high-tech games. Those who do watch, however,
do so with a wild enthusiasm that eventually causes Jonathan to emerge from the booth and
ask them to keep their seats. They're not naughty, simply totally caught up with Mr. Punch.
And Mr. Punch is the arch-subversive. There on the Town Hall stage is the rampant spirit of
the old fair, a two-fingered salute to political correctness, compensation culture and the rest.
The rampant spirit of a fair that has polarised the town over centuries. You love it or you hate
it. Ifyou’re indifferent you're just not Petworth. Mr. Punch nonchalantly hurls his baby down
the stairs, then his wife. The latter has dutifully been down to “Somerfield” for sausages - in
the next performance she simply goes to “the shops™. Mr. Punch’s world spins wildly out of
control. In vain he urges his young audience not to tell anyone. The sausages are undertaking
an Odyssey of their own, breaking all known rules of hygiene, and others that the E.E.C. has
yet to dream of. And an escaped crocodile? At Petworth fair? Where are the yellow jackets?
Then there’s a strangely frightening ghost and Toby the Dog. Mr. Punch compounds a
disastrous day by clobbering the policeman. Mr. Punch is a reminder that man can legislate
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as much as he likes but the dark and the irrational will always be with us. At the close
Jonathan comes out and gives the children a brief homily to the effect that the violent and
deceitful Mr. Punch is not an example to be followed. Did the old Punch and Judy men do
that I wonder?

Petworth Fair 2008. Photograph by Peter Hanumond.

Time to go out into the fair. It’s busy. The chairplanes seem particularly popular this
year and the weather is perfect. For once St. Edmund is smiling on us. Dave Weeks, the
barker, is immaculate in his topper and silk waistcoat. Someone says he was at Loughborough
earlier in the week. By seven o’clock the Hall is packed for Annie Junior - a preview. By eight
o’clock it’s the now iconic fair event. The Town Band playing Sussex by the Sea as the
Gallopers rotate, a commemoration of one of the lowest points in the fair’s history of a
thousand years, but also a solemn reaffirmation of the ageless fair. Something at once robust
and fragile, something all too easily to be lost. “A real village atmosphere, just like the old
West Chiltington Flower Show,” say the Harris brothers. And so to 2009.
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Petworth Fair before 1914

In the days before 1914 Petworth fair day was one of the highlights of the year. The children
were given a day’s holiday from school and some employers gave their men a half day off so
that they could go to the fair. The following incident will reflect perhaps the fair of 1911. The
two young bakers, working for Mr. Harris at the Market Square “Bun Shop”, were Ted
Shoubridge and Harry Clews. They were busy moulding the dough for the next morning’s
bread when Superintendent Fowler walked into the bakehouse and informed the two lads that
a stall pitched in front of what is now the National Westminster bank was cheating, and he
wanted the stall brought down. “You leave it to us,” said the two lads. Superintendent Fowler
told them that if the stallholder shouted for the police, they would not appear.

When the dough was made, Fred and Harry went out into the fair to find their pals. One
stood at each corner of the stall, another gave a cough, they all kicked out and down came the
stall, In those days the only lights were flares. These caught the canvas of the stall alight,
causing a small fire which the stall owners scrambled to put out. They shouted for the police
- to no avail. The fair always closed down at midnight and just before then Superintendent
Fowler came down and asked Andrew Smith to give the lads a free ride on his roundabout,
this to be the last ride of the evening - always double the length of the others.

On another occasion one of the rides was of the roundabout type but consisting of
bicycles. The only means of propelling it was for the riders to pedal the bicycles. The group
of lads paid their pence and mounted the bicycles. They then began pedalling. When the
stallholder rang the bell to say that their time was up, the lads took no notice and kept on
pedalling, so that the other riders were unable to leave the ride. The lads became so hot that
they threw off their jackets to the watching crowd, my mother being one of them. Cheered
on by the crowd, the lads pedalled on until they had to stop, they then jumped off, grabbed their
Jackets and disappeared into the crowd. Needless to say, they were not allowed on this ride
again.

Come to that I can just remember the fair being lit by flares.

Joy Gumbrell.

[Joy Gumbrell submitted this piece a week or so before she died. For an appreciation see
Miles® article. Ed.]

Noah, St. Julian’s and the Bogong Moth.
The December Book Sale

It was a good sale in the end, far better than we might have anticipated given the weather. But
it was very hard work. The rain never stopped, it was quite relentless. The queue had to be
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Anyone who's coming in will have been in. Do the inhabitants of the Leconfield Hall ark send
outaraven? A dove? We've got to clear what’s remaining and brave the elements. Perhaps
Noah didn’t do book sales. Come to that, did he have Bogong moths aboard the ark? It’s been
an unremitting day but all things considered we’re not far short of normal. As I said in the
last Magazine, the Book Sale’s a pretty resilient animal.

&)

Deborah’s Crossword

Down
1 There was once an inn
here north cast of Petworth
(3.4
2 Petworth river (9)
3 Tuming away from the
outside world —
hospitalised maybe! (6)
4 C19th landlord of the

. . Angel who wrote “Tales of

Old Petworth™ (10)
UL RO TR | e e o cabbage ()
B B B E B 6 Eastertide treat (3)
7 Not much to cling to (6)
9 & 24 ac Exclusive,
centuries old game still
played at Petworth (4,6)
=il 13 Insect in Balls Cross
31 pub crawl? (4,6)

17 Bizarre feature at C18th
Petworth House with live
and stuffed animals (9)
18 The “close bosom-

Across 15sec2 ac

2 & 15 ac Action taken by 16 “Cold Comfort Farm™
C19th farm labourers character (4)

against the use of 18 Church recess (4) ) : Z
machinery (3,5) 19 Gray wrote one in a f‘“ﬁ‘;;’:,“’:dm?;‘)mg sun
5 Cloth once produced in  country churchyard (5) ;“] P c:m:Mr
Barton’s Field area of 20 Sharpen flint (4) during the First World
Petworth (6) 24 sec 9 dn i EE”

8 Skilled crafisman who 25 Be a member e.g of 22% ) e Gt
played an essential partin  Petworth Society (6) bot mus;mm @

carly transport (11) 27 It’s only human to do 23 Useful T
10 Slice of bacon in s0 (3) amundinmught(ﬁ)
Shopham or Stopham (3) 28 Take Martin to see an 26 Set of il
11 Breed of sheep (6) carly form of @ draugh

12 Petworth’s emigration  entertainment (11) i

scheme sent hundredsto 30 Where Elgar lived 22 Could bea “I’,h“"ys‘" a
start a new life here (6)  near Petworth (6) Sussex Cinque Port (3)

14 Ericaceous plant which 31 Spooky (5)

grows on local heathiand

4
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Solution to 134

Across

2 View, 5 Sussex, 9 Awl, 10 Magic Tricks, 12 Sutton, 13 Camera, 15 Mire, 16 Shear,
17 Ache, 19 Cast, 20 Slake, 21 Beer, 25 Teapot, 26 Lavant, 28 Loder Valley, 30 Ult,
31 Moated, 32 Yam,

Down

1 Chatham, 2 Inmate, 4 Wiggonholt, 5 Sack, 6 Etc, 7 Allsorts, & Estate, 11 Read, 14 Jack
Rapley, 18 Chestnut, 19 Cattle, 22 Ramster, 23 Poor, 24 Sawyer, 27 Band, 29 Duo.

Joy Gumbrell

Few who knew Joy Gumbrell will not have heard of her passing shortly before Christmas. She
was known to so many in Byworth and Petworth that it does not seem quite right for any
individual to make an attempt at a reflection of her life and no doubt those who knew Joy will
have private recollections unique to their relationship with her. I can however relate my own
personal experiences of Joy and how her life became somehow intertwined with so many
others.

[ must have been really quite young when I first met Joy or more correctly Miss
Gumbrell as she was known to so many children. Certainly it would have been to do with the
Congregational Chapel, probably Sunday School, though not Boys Brigade for I was not a
member. Miss Gumbrell was ever-present at any visit to the Chapel. Larger than life both
physically and symbolically she appeared to be a constant in what to a child was a rapidly
changing period of growing-up. Joy managed to lend an air of authority to Chapel
proceedings without implying any sort of threat. A skill that no doubt she found useful many
times over the years.

Other than Chapel, occasional visits to the Greens at the Black Horse at Byworth would
necessitate calling at the village shop to buy a handful of sweets. The expedition from North
Street to Byworth along the Shimmings Valley, crossing the brook by the Virgin Mary Spring
and then the long haul up the hill to the village seemed an adventure equal to anything found
in the dog-eared copies of National Geographic which littered the waiting room at the surgery.
The little shop with its shiny brick path, low ceiling, diminutive windows and musty smell
seemed perfectly placed in the world that [ knew. A friendly welcome from Miss Gumbrell
and an enquiry after my family would divert the eye from the tiny stock of ageing tins and other
consumables that adorned the shelves. It would be at least another thirty years before such
businesses, their integrity crushed under the weight of ever increasing legislation, would
become a sad and pointless relic of a passing age.

A gap of many years took place. Joy still visited Petworth several times a week. In fact
she visited everywhere. Having at last shaken off the shackles of the shop she was able to
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spread her wings and would often relate to me the experience of visiting places that she could
only have dreamt of during her childhood at Byworth. I particularly remember Joy recalling
with enthusiasm a visit to the London Eye. “ButJoy you have already told me about that trip”,
“No Miles,” she replied in her broad Sussex accent, “I have been again and it was just as
wonderful as the first time”. Such was her love of new and renewed experiences that I do
believe that she may well have visited the ‘Eye’ for a third time before her final illness. A
wonderful gift of Joy's was that she never forgot a name and even after many years she would
be able to pass the time of day with to all intents and purposes a stranger.

Joy was enjoying writing when our paths crossed again. She had always threatened to
write her story but like so many other things I don’t think she ever got around to it. I knew
that she had a huge store of memories not just from her own life but also those told to her by
her mother. I had no idea what she had written herself and felt that it was essential to record
her recollections as a matter or urgency.

For a good part of 2003 I spent each Tuesday aftemoon with Joy. Joy’s first passion
in life was her faith but coming second, third and fourth were her love of talking, of that there

Joy Gumbrell in later vears. A study by Keith Sandall.
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can be little doubt. My abiding memory of our Tuesday ‘chats’ is that I would sit down in her
front room, turn on my recorder and ninety minutes later the tape would finish and the
distinctive click *off” of the machine would indicate the end of the session. Joy would hardly
have drawn breath and I would certainly not have made any contribution. T was superfluous
to requirements, merely an onlooker as Joy recounted anecdote after anecdote. Stopping dead
on the 90 minutes she would refuse to waste a further word that was not recorded for posterity.

Joy by her own admission was no lover ofhousework. An early Tuesday afternoon visit
had resulted in me sitting on the settee while we had our usual *chat’. Ninety minutes isa long
time and [ must have moved about and ended up at the opposite end of the settee to where I
had begun. Anyway the session ended with the click of the tape recorder and I gotup to leave.
Unfortunately I had repositioned myself immediately beneath the ceiling light shade and as
[ rose my head went up into the shade and a great shower of dust rained down upon the
proceedings. Joy seemed totally unconcerned by the event and just muttered something about
fidgets before seeing me on my way. Needless to say I was a little more careful about where
[ sat on my next visit.

Joy’s art of recollection was legendary. Not only could she recall her own infancy nut
she could through tales told her by her mother and grandfather project an image of a time
dating far beyond any human memory. Joy’s own recollections began at a ludicrously young
age as she recalls in PSM 113 [suppose that my very earliest memories are from when [ was
about fourteen months old and Mr Hanger was quitting Hallgate Farm. Mys Steer —who was
my surrogate grandmother — had taken me up to the farm where they were turning the old stuff
out of the house. We had gone to the backdoor where there used to be a trap under the kitchen
window which went down tot he cellar, all sorts of junk had been thrown out of the cellar but
Lcan remember quite clearly there beings lots of brightly coloured fancy biscuit tins, why they
have stuck in my mind all of these vears I will never know but that was certainly my earliest
HI{.’HH}.Fjl’.

Joy’s father died before she was three years old and she told me that she had only vague
memories of him. Father had evidently suffered from a weak heart since he was a boy when
he had caught rheumatic fever helping an old uncle clean out a well. Anyway Father
eventually died from a massive heart attack. Another early memory is of being with her
mother when Queen Mary visited Petworth. She seemed to be a very tall lady and was dressed
in grey from head to toe. According to Mother she asked me a question but I never answered,
Mother was mortified by my lack of respect and insisted that 1 should have answered. “Yes

Your Majesty”. [ was only three vears old at the time.

Having started school at the Petworth Infants and then going on to the Girls” School in
East Street Joy recalls a much slower Petworth than today, a place still at ease with itself. Like
Petworth very little had changed at Byworth since her parents’ and grandparents’ time.
Grandfather Courtney still farmed the Bailliewick near Shimmings and the bus driver
announced “Byworth Harbour™ at the stop at Byworth Corner. Joy recalls the great fuss made
on Byworth bonfire night celebrations when the Guy would be wheeled around the village in
acart. We would make as much noise as possible and shout out *Guy, Guy, stick him up high"
at the top of our voices. The first bonfire that I went to was in the meadow at the bottom of
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it. He said, “Is your father’s name Dick?” I said, “Yes”. “And have you a sister Dorothy?”
Again [ confessed. He said, “Well, look here, [ know your father and sister. If you promise
not to do this again ....” [ did, and kept my promise. He was the blacksmith from Pyecombe.
Forty years later I took my sister Dorothy and paid him a visit and thanked him, and he had
not forgotten and reminded me what the consequences could have been. I knew all the time
but we still drank that water. [ was excused when my turn came round next.”

Tennis at Wiggonholt

[ trust the “irrespective of residence’ applies to contributors, because two items in PSM 134
spurred me into action again The account of the ‘Last walk of the season’ to Wiggonholt,
and ‘Tennis at Petworth’. Like me, not many people will immediately see the connection, but
there is one.

Several years ago I was commissioned to carry out research for residents of Wiggonholt
(blink and you’ll miss it) and it turned up a wealth of fascinating information for such a small
parish. Itwas an *outlier’ of the more southerly Ecclesdon, which belonged to Fécamp Abbey,
and a church has been there since at least 1230, usually sharing a priest with older Greatham.
These included Robert Woodhouse, who (like fellow clergy Richard Ball in 1593 andRichard
Boley) asked to be buried in the chancel when he died in 1558, and among numerous legacies
left money for road repairs and ‘the Mariage of poor maydens'. Boley was overseer to the
1601 will of his parish clerk, Francis Lording, who left his cassock to his son Nicholas; one
of Boley’s sons, William, also followed in father’s footsteps, for when he died in 1637 he was
parish priest at Coldwaltham.

There were probably about 7 houses in 1627, and 30 male residents over eighteen in
1641. There was an inn or alehouse (ofextremely ill repute) recorded as far back as the 1480s,
and it was subsequently known as The Split Crow (any suggestions for a sign?) and the far
less interesting Hare and Hounds. The church inspection book of 1636 contains the comment
that ‘The flaggon for the Communion wyne is unfitt & unseemly being like an Alehowse quart
pott; too many visits to the local, perhaps.......... When Richard Chamber wrote his will in
1600, although described as ‘husbandman 'he left instructions that his wife should keep their
youngest son, Edward ‘at schole at learninge the space of fower yeares'. There was a weaver
in 1602, a rope-maker in 1604, and brick-making was carried out locally from the late 1600s,
although the kiln had fallen out of use by 1762.

Wiggonholt House occupies what could be the site of the original *home farm’ of the
manor, which included tenements further north. The first build or enlargement can be dated
toatleast 1688, a Francis Goble was there in 1703, and the Penfolds were occupants from 1796
to 1902; Hugh enlarged the house further in 1811, and family memorials can be seen in the
church. The family had lived in the manor from the 1290s.

So there’s some snippets about Wiggonholt, but what about the tennis? Some early
court records survive for Ecclesdon and its associated manors, and these include Wiggonholt.
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TOWN HALL PETWORTH,

_ ONE WEEK ONLY!
Commencing MONDAY February 18th, 1889,

Trmars epen ench eveming ot 500,  Clasmence at 8. Saturday ot 8 & &
Tickets at Mr, EDGAR’S, Front Seats 2/- Second Seats |/-

THe ROYAL SPECTRAL
 OPERA COMPANY,

AND

GRAND ILLUSORY ENTERTAINMENT.

‘Under the following dmlhﬁl‘!hl.‘d Patronage... Admiral Sir George Willes & Lady ‘Willes, Admiral
L‘O- Hoskins, ®x.,Captam E. ur, €4, woic., and Oficers of H.MLS. Doke of Wellington,
mc.ﬁ and Officers of H.AMLS. Excellent, Commander the Hon. Corzon Howe, and
[&] of HOMY, e, Captain ], R. T. Fullerfon, and Officers LMY, Victosia and Alber,
_ Captain H. Sum, PRF G!n. Sir G, H. Willis and Lady Willis, Mrj.-Gen. W. Stirling and Offiecrs

“ AL Col P ALALT wynm, Col. |- H. Matland, c.n., and Officers R.Ea Culs .,‘\.1‘\1‘;!&&.-.1#
Officers 1st B L S. Lot Reg., L1-Col. G. H Banbiury, and Officers 20d Bt. Con. Rang., Col. H. R. Tuson,
.8, A-Dic., and Officers R.M.AL, Maj, H. G. Newcombe, w.a., Rev. Di. | C. Edghill, Chaplain- -Gen.

And the Elite:of the Town and ’\elg!xhwrhuod

This extraordinery and beantifol Entertainment has
Just been given in London for Five Snccessive Months
with the Greatest Saocnss.

H‘Qm-m"‘mmmm n Fooloriaineeen 1hat has tadew A e Bald on the pulie, mmy-. wnm?;

e, wd wherry il Ay wrteel, 1l el e et In:-rn! Patroneys sud
B e ey e 0wt Eoritress fhyscs Toumar.

THE LARGEST ILLUSORY ENTERTAINMENT TRAVELLING
The Bnturtainment js Destgnad 1o

REFINE, INSTRUCT AND AMUSE.

Anil winn wot merely te bognils 1l Bortinge bear, bus alurds bod fo ntellectual caltan,  Tie Ao wyagea s Ladies
and Geutle of Jepown i Cuetr Profossion, aud the

ILLusiONS loiTERALLY TRANSGEND EVERYTHING

direotion, The Moahaslosl atd Optical Coutdivatoes are s perfect ma moadern skill san rendar them and
m furodnow effoots of the meost marvollons charseter ;| and no ressonalile expenso hea boon epared o conder the
a7 b4 = enbire entertaiumest the sory bust of it clam iy cxistence.
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Messrs. MONCK & KINGLEIGH.

SRS

Top entertainment at Petworth in 1889. How was such an ambitious programme received?




The rngramma for ann mning s a unns:--
=> MONDAY. =
@he late Pys. Benry Tlood's pathetic Story

ENTITLE D:-

-+ ‘EAST LYNNE. #-

> TUESPAY. =
The late Eharles BDichew's Exquisite Story,

The text of Dicken's beautifal work is clasely followed, the Costumes carefully produced, and
no expense or trouble has been spared to make this the most sterling and legitimate

production of its class in existence.

““The Finest Charity Sermon in the English Language.'~Dean Stanlcy.
N.B.—During the dream, which commences with the appearance of Marley's Ghost, Scrooge
and the Spirits are supposed to be invisable to the other characters,

» AWEDNESDAY,. "=

An adaptation of Miss Braddon’s attractive Novel,

LADY = AUDILEKYX"S
¢ SECRET: #

e A ek = R T S

-

s> THURSDAY. =

GOUNOR'S MOST LOVELY AND POPULAR OPERA

T N
= FAUSTE "
o
The Great Work which has caused such wonderful excitement both as opera and drama, and
which isstill running with so much success at one of ourgmetropalitan theatres, will be given

with all the principal Solos, Duets, Trios, Quartettes,Jand Choruses in a manner never

ecqualled by any similar company.

> FRIDAY. =

TRZ ARIAT LIADVON 3VELIII,

T Wi ,',. { X ?“3:’
BEEES:

One of the most attractive performances ever placed upon the British Stage, and when produced
with the aid of Improved Mechanical Appliances, of the Spectroscope,
forms a most Astounding Entertainment.

= SATURDAY. =

@IIB @nrﬁimq @tnthm*
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: Or, THE PHANTOM SWINDLER.
Arranged rxpressly for this Entertainment, introducing the most eccentric changes ever witnessed §f

A Farce of Farces, introducing heaps of Glorious Fun and & New Personage
Mr. ALLBONES.

e

THE HAUNTED HOUSE.

| In the above Sketch will be introduced some of the most Extracrdinary and Incomprehensible f

P.P.P. OR THE POOR POET'S PLAGUES, |}
|
!

Effects and ITlusions ever brought under the notice of the public.

The Company consists of the following selected Artistes:-

SOTRANOS -

MISS ANHIE CLEVELAND
MISS RUBY CLENN

MISS JESSIE CLARE
MISS MINNIE HARTLEY
MISS MARIE WALTON

PLAKTST

MR. C. ELLIS

TENOS: .
MR. J. B. SINGLAIR
AND

MR. C. RICHOLSON

PRINCIPAL BARITOSE;

MR. T. G. PARTRIDGE

W COMERIANS s COMIO VOCALISTE:

MR. HARRY SMITH
MR. CORDON NELLDON

AND
MR. CHARLES KINGLEIGEH.

Imagine my surprise when among records of changes of tenancies, overcharging by the miller,
brewers and cobblers, over-stinting on the commons, stray animals and various violent and
criminal incidents in 1483 John and Robert Shory were fined 2d apiece for being
‘common players at tennis against the regulacions’. On Wiggonholt Common, perhaps?

By a curious coincidence, a seasonal edition of Postscript arrived soon after offering at
an unmissable knock-down price: “Tennis: A Cultural History' by Heiner Gillmeister (Leicester
University Press, 1998), Gillmeister being ‘a world authority on the history of ball games .

There I found the origins of ‘the ball game’ (as it was first called) traced back to
medieval monastic cloisters in the middld of the twelfth century. the ball was at first struck
with the naked hand, which was latrer gloved and there was no net. By the fifteenth century
lengths of sloping roof were attached to gable walls, or supported on posts, or even replaced
by a tilted comn sieve, so that the game could come outside and be more flexible. The game
was so generally popular that laws were passed by Edward I11(1327-77) and Richard 11 (1377-
99) forbidding ordinary people to play ball games. Edward was particularly alarmed in the
1360s that all kinds of 'frivolous amusements were distracting men from practising their
archery. At Winchelsea in 1427 an ordinance stated ‘Item, that no manner persones play at
tenyse, dyse, cards quoit, nor at the bowlys, nor at any other unlawful game in the stete, nor
at the towne grene, upon payne of every person so founde plaving xiid, as ofte as they soo play ',
And we thought the Puritans were killjoys!

References to t he costs incurred from ‘7enes " are quoted by Gillmeister from the 1490s
account books of Henry VII, and over a century earlier the French king John II paid out a
considerable sum for his losses at the game. The origin of the word seems to be in the French
tenez!’, as a warning cry by the server, similar to ‘fore!’ in golf.

Never have the early inhabitants of Wiggonholt seemed so alive as the moments when
two locals were batting a ball about on the village green, and some nosey parker snitched on
them to the next court!

Annabelle Hughes

' Extracts from ordinances quoted in 7he Sussex Bedside Anthology (1950) pl54

A balloon at Petworth in 1783

Biaguin’s certificate of having rec’d the air balloon found by John Gower

[ the undermentioned Michael Biaguin of No. 33 Noble Street, C ‘heapside, London do hereby
acknowledge to have this second day of January one thousand seven hundred and eighty four
had and received of and from John Jennings of Portsmouth Common in the country of
Southampton a certain quantity of oil silk of a globular form which being on the 25" November
last filled with inflammable air, was called an air balloon and was suffered by me from the
Artillery Ground to ascend in the air with directions their appendant informing such persons
who might be resident in the neighbourhood where it should fall that it was my
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property with my address at Noble Street as above mentioned which sd. balloon when the
inflammable air was exhausted afterwards on the same twenty fifth of November fell at or near
Petworth in the county of Sussex of which [ being informed caused to be paid to John Gower
the person who found the same the sum of three guineas as a consideration for his finding and
returning the materials to me at London which he promised to do but instead thereof without
my consent and knowing it was my property sold the said material to Mr. James Drake

victualler of Portsmouth Common in the county of Southampton from whom by the hands of

the said John Jennings I now receive the same,
Michael Biaguin'
P.

! There follows the signature of a witness. The name Biaguin is doubtful, the signature and
the document description on the outside clearly differ. The signature certainly suggests a
final “I"” and possibly Biajgtoni. Document from photostat courtesy of Jumbo Taylor.
Clearly the materials for the balloon were valuable, clearly too, John Gower, whoever he
was, had been disingenuous to say the least. Whether James Drake recovered his money
from Gower is not stated, as too, whether any action was taken against Gower. [ This would
seem to reflect the pioneering days of balloon flights, the 1780s is definitely early for such
attempts - even unmanned. Ed]

307 The Cowyard

I was most interested in Mrs Skeates’ letter in the last Magazine. When [ first became a
postman at Petworth it was March 1957 and one of my first rounds took in North Street,
Hampers Green and Fox Hill. Mr Tom Ward and his wife lived in 307 The Cowyard, North
Street — behind the park wall. As we started deliveries at 6.30 in the moming and the
Leconfield yard gates were not open until later, Mr and Mrs Ward had their letters delivered
in a box in the park wall.

At the time I was living with my parents at Barlavington where my father was head
poultry man for Mr James Bragg. There were fifteen thousand chickens, free range. MrBragg
would not keep chicken in battery houses. It was November 1958 and Mr Bragg was carting
mangolds in a tractor and trailer. As most people will know, Barlavington roads are very
narrow and I was riding my 650cc Panther and sidecar. With all the water and mud on the road
we were on top of each other before you could say ‘Jack Robinson’. My sidecar wheel went
up the bank, shot me off, and pinned me under a load of mangolds. They had to get a block
and tackle and cut my post-office uniform off me. My lower back was black and blue but
fortunately I had no bones broken, although [ ended up in Petworth Cottage Hospital for a
fortnight. Tom Ward from 307 The Cowyard was in the next bed. [ had never met him before,
but he took to me like a duck to water and, as I got better, the matron said, “Would you share
Tom with Mr Denyer”
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Lancaster House — an etching by Charles Leazell.
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Ingredients. Onion and garlic of course, chorizo, tinned tomatoes (always preferred by
professional chefs) chicken thigh meat, chicken broth, the two last prepared immediately
before and prawns. Vegetables can vary according to the season; green beans, peas, red,
yellow and green peppers, sweet corn and mushrooms, the two last very much with the
vegetarian version in mind. Presentation is all-important. We’re not looking at a ricey pot-
luck. Decoration does matter. Crevettes (large prawns) carefully arranged on the top, with
cherry tomatoes, parsley and lemon wedges. The last impact on the whole dish and are
important. And the paella needs to be served from the bottom of the pan so that the top
arrangement remains intact.

I’ll give arecent example at Tillington Village Hall. I arrive with equipment folded and
ingredients ready prepared. I take some twenty minutes to set up, then an hour to cook the
paella. Atthis particular function there was a band at the far end of the hall and the tables were
placed lengthways along the side with the centre space left for guests to mingle. I take up my
position near the entrance facing the party, and very much an integral part of the proceedings.
Once ['ve prepared and served the meal - plates can be hired or disposable, it’s time for me
to quietly pack my equipment and leave.

John Robbins was talking to the Editor.

N.B. Petworth boasts two quite different John Robbins. [ spoke to the “other John Robbins™
a few issues ago in connection with the Petworth Rifle Club. [Ed]

“They won’tputclock on!” by the Rambling
Reporter

[This article by “J.P.B." appeared in the old Southern Weekly News in April 1938. I have
omitted subheadings and pictures. EdJ

Lucky people at Ebernoe will have an extra hour in bed on Sunday morning. They
believe in “God’s Time” in this village - a straggling collection of cottages where there is a
dislike for this comparatively “new fangled™ idea of summer time. So tonight (Saturday) they
will not be putting forward their clocks! Ask them the time tomorrow and they’ll tell you
“B.S.T.” after consulting their watches and adding on the extra hour. But find two of them
together and everything is referred to in terms of “G.M.T.” all through the year. Ebernoe is
funny that way. The church clock will be changed to “B.S.T.” to-night by a sexton who
refused to change his own clocks when summer time comes around. Fortunately for them
there are no trains to catch! The nearest station is at Petworth, seven miles away.

Old David Baker is a revolutionary. “For fifty years [’ve had the same clock and ['ve
never changed it until recent years,” he told me. “And you’ll change itthis week-end?” [ asked
him. “Well, I’ve seen 73 Christmases go by so the time doesn’t trouble me much, so after a
day or two I expect [ had better put it on,” said Dave.
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“Ebernoe time". Anagency study of Lphraim Holden 1939. See " They won 't put clock on.”
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I'was not considered musical at school and during singing lessons was told to go away
and chop wood. The family had an old squeezebox accordion my grandfather had brought
home from the 1914-1918 war. Possibly I was a little less than tuneful. Major Solomon
Jokingly offered me a penny to play out of earshot of the Old Poor House. The May Queen
ceremony was kept up by the school and I was one of two boy attendants to Sheila Moore.
I was about eight then. Curiously, I met Sheila Moore again at Sutton Open Day a year or two
ago, as also her two girl attendants.

We had evacuees at the school, first from London, then, in greater numbers, from
Portsmouth. Because it was such a large influx Mrs Quintrell came up from Portsmouth to
take over the seniors and things tightened up considerably. Irememberaboy bringing his dog
to school to sit next to him and his being told to take it home.

Wartime (and later) travel was by bicycle. I'd often ride to Midhurst to see my
grandmother. Travelling further afield meant the train from Petworth. After leaving school
[ trained to be a mechanic and did some day release at Horsham. I cycled into Petworth,
leaving the bicycle at one of the houses by the station. A friend of my parents lived there, and
this saved what [ would have had to pay at the station.

During the war we were told where to shop - for Sutton it was Petworth; we weren’t
supposed to go into Chichester. I heard that the cook at Major Courtauld’s set off for
Chichester on the service bus and was stopped at Duncton Hill. Shopping wasn’t a sufficient
reason for a visit to Chichester. She was turned off the bus and had to walk back. Ialso had
a grandparent at Petersfield and the situation was different there: the branch train from
Petworth pulled in at the side not at the main line and no-one bothered to enquire whether the
journey was necessary.

AfterIleftschool and my father came back from the war, an attempt was made to revive
the old Burton Park Cricket Club. I remember the Club playing the girls of St. Michael’s
School at cricket. Some of the girls were really quite good, particularly the slow bowlers.
They were coached by a Captain Dalton from Petworth. The men were challenged to play the
girls at lacrosse but they found it a rather bruising experience. Another attempted revival was
the old Sutton F.C., so successful during the 1930s.

In those days, just after the war Sutton still boasted a working men’s club and reading
room. There were two baths on the premises and Clem Goodyer used to stoke the boilers to
heat the water. [ can still see the big heap of coke outside.

In my last year at school (aged 13) my present from the Children’s Christmas Party tree
was a set of spanners. I wonder how many children today would appreciate such a welcome
gift?.

Brian Verrall was talking to the Editor.
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The Herbert Shiner School, 1961-2008:
R.ILE. (1)

I had been teaching science at Freshwater, Isle of Wight for six years, during which time I had
married and our two children, Julia and Andrew, had been born. Ithad been a happy beginning
to my career and it has been a joy to maintain a very cordial relationship with many (very!)
old pupils of those days.

But times were hard financially and I was looking for promotion and an increase in
salary. As a teacher of a mere two years’ training, my prospects were poor and the Island’s
Deputy Director of Education suggested I took a supplementary course, lasting a year, at
Portsmouth College of Education. Livingin “digs’ during the week and returning to Rosemary
and the children (aged 2 and 4 by then) at weekends was not easy, especially for those left at
home, but the course was enjoyable and set me up for job applications.

The first, for a biology teacher in a Southampton girls” school, was unsuccessful, but
[ was called for interview for the post of Head of the Science Department at a new Secondary
Modern School being set up at Petworth, opening in September, 1961, with an initial intake
of 72 11 year-olds.

The school was still being built and so the interview took place in the Leconfield Hall.
The headmaster-designate, Mr Robert Stirling, travelled down from Yorkshire and joined the
interviewing panel which included Dr Cyril Read, Chief Education Officer, Sir Herbert
Shiner, Chairman of Governors, Major Mant and other Governors such as Mrs Pennicott and
Mrs Beaufoy and Mr Donald Fisher, a Junior Education Officer at County Hall, later to
become headmaster of Midhurst Grammar School before moving on to be appointed Director
of Education for Hertfordshire.

To my surprise and dismay, the only other interviewee had been a fellow student of
mine at the City of Worcester Training College and for some reason he had taken a dislike to
me then. He already had a ‘graded post” which took him above the basic salary scale and
clearly felt he had the job in his pocket. His confidence had led him to look in King and
Chasemores’ estate agents and surprisingly, he suggested that we had lunch together after the
interviews.

As my interview began, it soon became clear that until the school population had grown
with each annual intake, [ would not only be teaching science, but othersubjects, which included
maths., remedial English, boys’ P.E. and games, rural science (gardening) and religious
instruction. The other four members of staff would teach French, music, girls’ P.E. and games,
geography, history and needlework as well as some maths., English and R.E. Mr Fisher asked
me how [ would address the current concern regarding the divergence of science and the arts
in secondary schools. In view of the foregoing, I thought the answer was self-evident.

Major Mant, noting that [ had spent my National Service in the R.A F., asked me to what
rank I had ‘risen’. ‘Senior Aircraftsman/Acting Corporal’. He had no further questions!

After the usual delay while our individual merits and faults were discussed, I was called
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Sutton End farm in 1950. See “Pithy-wood and waste paper.”
Photograph by George Garland.
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“Seven of a kind.”" A Garland study from the 1930s.

back in and offered the job. There was no sign of my fellow interviewee when I re-emerged
and I then had lunch with the headmaster in the very busy and grand Swan Hotel.

In the following summer term, Mr Stirling worked in a room at Culvercroft, where he,
his wife and two children, had a flat until the headmaster’s house had been built at the end of
a drive behind South Grove. At that stage, there were plans for a second phase of school
buildings to cater for the school as it doubled in size. Also in Culvercroft, was MrJack Pinder,
the school clerk, recently retired from being personal secretary to the managing director of
Plant Protection, Ltd., the [.C.I. branch at Fernhurst. He was a most remarkable man, an
engaging personality, full of fun, an entertainer with Punch and Judy and conjuring tricks and
amusician. He became fully involved with the school and a close friend. He wrote the school
hymn and the tune for it — ‘Culvercroft’ and got Cyril Winn to write a descant.

The school building in South Grove was still in the process of erection when the first
pupils arrived on September 5" 1961. Almost all of the upper floor was available: four
classrooms, the future art room, used for assembly and dining and the eventual needlework
room, which served as furniture store, headmaster’s office and staff room. The first comment
from visitors was always about the view of the Downs and not about the organised chaos
inside. So far without a hall, P.E. lessons had to take place on the playground, wet or fine, hot
or cold. Cross-country running was across the playing field to Grove Lane, down to the
Haslingbourne junction, right to Station Road and back up to the path into South Grove. No
traffic concerns then! Football and hockey, cricket, stoolball and rounders, were in Petworth
Park, a long walk up and back. Memories are of Mr Roper, miserably huddled in duffle coat,
refereeing from an imaginary touchline and Malcolm Birchall, a pupil and a model of self-
control as he got up from the large cow-pat into which he had skidded on being tackled. In
fact, it was two years before the playing field was ready, as the first sowing of grass seed was
washed down into the field below by heavy rain.

The deputy headmaster was Mr Ivor Astley, who had been at a large comprehensive
school in London and the senior - and, for a year, the only mistress, was Miss Daphne Taylor,
from the Bourne School, Southbourne, near Chichester. The other assistant teacher,
appointed to take French, was Mr Edwin Roper, also from London.

We had been told that Council houses being built in Wyndham Road would be
allocated to teachers, but, like the school, they were not ready and, in any case, the Council
official at Newlands was not aware of the arrangement and not at all sympathetic. There was,
no doubt, a long list of local applicants already.

I managed to find a cottage to rent in the woods at Little Bognor — River Valley, where
we stayed for three months until a problem arose regarding Rosemary’s health and Dr Peter
Bell felt it to be essential that we should be somewhere less remote. [ was ‘commuting’ by
motorcycle, but Rosemary and the children had to walk quite long distances before catching
the bus. We were extremely fortunate that the flat above the East Street Dairy (now shops
called East Street and Octavia) became available and we were welcomed with open arms by
the Misses Di and Gertie Wareham, tea and cakes awaiting us when we moved in after
Christmas, when everything at River Valley had been frozen solid and snow had prevented
us from getting in or out until the morning of the move, cheerfully carried out by Mr Frank
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the succeeding book and look in rather greater detail at the early-mid summer of 1936. Even
then I need to remove all sorts of material from the equation - weddings, flower show entries
and prizes, cricket and stoolball match reports, and the like. At a superficial view we seem
to be looking at a lost idyll, a magical summer of village revels, fétes, W.I. garden meetings
and Shakespeare in the open air. But was it really like that? Take, for instance, the always
uncertain British weather as a symbol and try to peer beneath the surface and we will probably
see our own times in a clouded mirror. Human nature does not change very much. Such
truisms can be trite; they can also, on occasion, be disconcertingly accurate.

Leaving the contents to one side, we may first consider the “scrapbook™ itself. Like its
predecessor it was not originally intended for the job - “pressed into service” might be a
suitable expression. Where the previous book covered a year in 116 sides and was originally
a large lined exercise-type book this one covers the best part of two years in 188 sides and is
a reminder (if one were needed) that the whole Garland enterprise was always conducted on
something of a shoestring. Ifa certain thrift came naturally, an equal economy was vital. The
book is itself a period piece. Produced by Knight and Co., Local Government Suppliers, it
is a report book for the Inspection of Nuisances to notify the local council on sanitary facilities
but particularly on cesspools. We might imagine that the title of Sanitary Inspector was
already in the 1930s usurping that of Inspector of Nuisances and if we were to be really bold,
we might conjecture that Harold Roberts, a great friend of Garland’s, who worked at the local
R.D.C. office might have fished the redundant book out of some dusty cupboard. No doubt
we will be wrong.

The new book starts, as did the previous one, with the Sutton May Revels. Assembling
at the top of the hill by the Old Rectory members of the Folk Dance Club led the procession
through the village, preceded by the Rev. H.C. Newman in the guise of Jack-in-the-Green.
The Queen of the Revels followed mounted on a white pony, followed by the village school
children dressed in snowy white. To the tune of Mr. Miles’ accordion the dancers performed
the Helston Furry. Halting at the W.I. hut the dancers then offered the steamboat or Garland
dance. After the May Queen had been crowned, the children (trained by Miss Nellie Miles)
danced the old Maypole dances to Mr. Miles’ accordion. Afterwards Mr. R.J. Sharp and his
Boxgrove Tipteers sang folk songs. Tea followed in the W.I. hut and after tea the company
were entertained by the Elwin Marionettes,' a folk dance party followed with dancers
participating from neighbouring clubs. Music was provided by Mrs Rolt, Mr. R.J. Sharp and
Mrs Hudson and during the evening Miss Frances Wilkinson sang old time folk songs to her
guitar. Garland explains that he can only report the final stages of the day as he left before
it ended.

A village idyll? We certainly have a well-organised event with a strong local base and
the potential to attract significant interest from outside. But perhaps all was not quite as it
seemed. Already at the beginning of his report Garland is looking wistfully back almost twenty
years (presumably immediately after the war) to the inaugural May Revels. How different
they were! They had been started by a Miss Compton who lived in the village at that time.

''I do not know this group [Ed.]
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Sutton May Revels ¢1936. See “Shakespeare beats the weather ™.
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Punch and Judv at Petworth Fair in 2004. Photograph by Keith Sandall.

New Members

Mr. G. Bristow
Mr. P. Carver
Mrs. J. Fisher
Mr. P. Heater
Mr. D. James
Mrs. J. James
Mr. M. Miles
Mrs. M. Phillips
Mr. A. Slater
Mrs. C. Stoneman
Mr. R. Tooley

24, Toronto Road, Petworth. GU28 0QX.

268, North End, North Street, Petworth, GU28 9NL.
Copse Cottage, Coombe Lane, Wormley, Surrey.

11, Garland Close, Turner’s Field, Petworth, GU28 0QZ.
Alfriston House, Middle Street, Petworth, GU28 0BE.
299, North Street, Petworth, GU28 O0DN.

April Cottage, Byworth, Petworth, GU28 OHL.

10, Burton House, Burton Park, Duncton, Petworth, GU28 0QU.
29, Linden Road, Littlehampton, BN17 7AH.

Edgehill Farmhouse, Byworth, Petworth, GU28 OHR.
18, Toronto Road, Petworth, West Sussex, GU28 0QX..

Mr. and Mrs. B. Verrall 2, Greenfield, Sutton, Pulborough, RH20 1PP.
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