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About 1900. A postcard by Walter Kevis, issued by his nephew Herbert Earle about |910.
Kevis left Petworth in 1908.
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2 Petworth Society Magazine No. 143

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
|'1‘-(]k|[]?‘.

Membership i1s open to anyone, irrespective
of place of residence who Is interested In
furthering the objects of the society.

The annual subscription is £10.00, single or
double, one magazine delivered. Postal £12,
overseas £15, Further information may be
obtained from any of the following.
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Mr PA. Jerrome, MBE, Trowels, Pound Street
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Telephone: (01798) 342562

VICE CHAIRMAN

Mr K.C. Thompson, |8 Rothermead, Petworth
GU28 OEW.
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Petworth GU28 OBX.
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Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont,

Mrs Carol Finch, Mr lan Godsmark,

Mr Philip Hounsharm, Mrs Celia Lilly,

Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker,

Mrs Deborah Stevenson, Mrs Patricia Turland,
Mrs Linda Wort.
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(Grafham), Mr Derek Gourd (Tillington and
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SOCIETY SCRAPBOOK
Mrs Pearl Godsmark

COULTERSHAW BEAM PUMP
REPRESENTATIVES
Mr A. Henderson, Mr T. Martin.

SOCIETY TOWN CRIER
Mr Mike Hubbard
Telephone: (01798) 343249.

For this magazine on tape please contact
Mr Thompson.
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Hampers Common Industrial Estate, Petworth
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registered charity.
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Cover designed by Jonathan Newdick using a Garland photograph from February 1936.

“A lane at Strood".
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Chairman’s notes

Welcome to a new year. You'll see we have a new cover and an all-colour
centrepiece, a hint of brightness after a long winter and, for our legion of postal
members, a glimpse of contemporary Petworth. If four pictures of the Allsorts
evening may seem a little excessive, | wish them to illustrate a particular point.
Monthly meetings (now held in the summer) have been going since the late 1970s.
It would be a little while before Keith offered a regular Magazine report but these
have been a feature now for many years. The original thinking was to bring
members together in a way that the Society had not hitherto attempted, and,
familiar as it may now seem, the monthly meeting format was in its time
something of a Petworth innovation.

The beginnings were not propitious: it was an open question after the first as to
whether we should continue. The second, a talk on Lady Jane Grey, (remember?),
set us on firmer ground and we never looked back. Early refreshment was
generous to say the least but has been scaled down over the years while the
essential format remains. Visiting speakers say that, thirty years and more on, it's
more difficult than it was to get people out of an evening and hence many former
venues have simply faded away. In winter there’s television or computer, in
summer there are other things. The Petworth Society, however, remains. All
speakers are aware of their inability to attract a younger audience. I suspect this is
nothing new: it was always so. Another generation will go its own way.

A serious difficulty with a thirty-year tradition is that newcomers, of whatever age
group, are reluctant to penetrate what must appear something of a private circle.
There simply isn’t anything we can do about this except reiterate that everyone is
welcome. The last thing Petworth needs is exclusivity; the Society has always
battled the easy slip into “them” and “us”.

As to material, [ think that, over the years, I can detect a subtle change: it's more
risky than it was to offer something that’s similar to what is already available in
television or DVD — public curiosity about a larger world is, to an extent, sated.
Live performance will certainly draw: think of Alison Neal or the Allsorts but
these tend to be one-off and something to afford perhaps once a year. For the rest
we are beginning to look at a niche market, offering what is not readily media-
available, and that tends to mean local. Miles speaks in April about Petworth inns,
while there is a definite local connection for the AGM. Dorene Taylor in March is
certainly not talking on a local subject but she was so good last year that she just
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had to come again. 1 am working on the 2011-2012 programme with “think local”
very much in mind. [ would be interested in your thoughts.

A word to mark the passing of John Grimwood M.B.E. bandsman extraordinaire.

John's connections with this Society were subtle but profound. J's Bulletin walk

was a feature in the early years, but at his request the identity of “J” remained a
closely guarded secret. His recollections of the “Prairie Plumber” enlivened the
triumphant return of the Toronto Scottish Regiment in 1985. In later years I
would speak to him about his years in the band: "It takes a good bloke to blow
quietly” (PSM 116) John’s considered view of the band since 1946 was a fitting
companion to George Baxter’s classic view of the years between the wars. John
will be sadly missed.

Peter
22 January 2011

Subscriptions

We have held subscription levels this year but even with the Book Sale income
margins are very tight. Postage costs make the £12 subscription for Magazines
sent rather than delivered barely adequate. If you can add a little to the Magazine
fund when you renew it would be appreciated.

Petworth Society Magazine No. 143 5§
















Hunt offering some extracts from previous Court Circulars. It had been the
custom since 1881 for the Queen to send a wreath of primroses on Primrose Day
to be laid on Lord Beaconsfield’s grave. Mr Hunt notes: “When April 19th comes
round, how strange it will be not to see that wreath in its accustomed place.” He
echoes his Petworth counterpart: “With hearts chastened by a great national
sorrow, we have entered upon the solemn season of Lent. Lent is the Church’s
annual summons to the soldiers of the Cross ..."

Would anyone like the two volumes? If not, I will include them in the April sale.

P

An Upperton query

Mrs Anna Arnold writes concerning the Pitshill “Home of Rest” where the
Mitford family are buried. With his father, her husband Simon used to look after
the burial ground, sited on Upperton Common. She writes, “We have spent years
looking for it, but it seems to have vanished.” Perhaps some one can help by
contacting Anna at 55 Newfield Gardens, Marlow, Bucks, SL7 1JR or Peter.
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HISTORIC PETWORTH PEOPLE CROSSWORD

ACROSS

2 & 7dn FPatron agriculturalist and
philanthropist (5,4)

4 Miss Morgan - wood engraver
and war dianst (6)

7 Compose! 0 lived at Bedham

9 Ecclesiastical area (6)
11 Mr Garland (6)
13 God of love, hidden in |dn (4)
14 ... may have fired an arrow at
this lovesick youth (3)

15 Don't put the horse before it
(4)

17 Tie round a girl's waist (4)

18 Sowing machine (5)

19 Season when 2ac and 7dn gave
away hundreds of pies and beef to
the poor (4)

23 Florence -———-, diarist who lved
at Heath End (&)

24 Stiffens the laundry (6)

26 Morgan, Kevis and Garland left
collections of these (I 1)

19 Roberts, draughtsman and
painter best remembered for his
cartoons (&)

30 Colonel who founded the
Petworth Society (5)

DOWN

I Rector during

trying to sav

2 & 16 Spoor

musseis at this.c

(9.9)

3 Turn up to be married and the
ground is damp (3)

4 Brag about one's clothing (4)

§ Carew's sculpture in the lake
marks where 2ac and 7dn’s
favourite one drowned (3)

6 & 25 two Mr Streeters - ane
horologist & jeweller and one head
gardener (6,4)

7 see Jac

B Large water jug (4)

10 Controversial high churchman

and outspoken liberal who founded

the Albert o i [860 (6)
Lord

remem for many acts of

Is of plants and animals

h Lord Leconfield's wife,

shorthy! (3)

SOLUTION TO
CROSSWORD 141

ACROSS
| Gunpowder, 5 Fete, 7 China,
sh, 10 Ewer, | | Globe,
3 Harp, |7 Yeomen, |9 Pedestal,
Wling, 22 Selden, 25 O
6 Percy, 27 Skep, 31 Gibbons,
33 Diana, 34 Fawn, 35 Aphrodite
DOWN
| Gallery, 2 Niche, 3 Opie, 4 Ref,
5 Fred, 6 Chapel, 8 Ally, |12 Beef,
|4 Acted, |5 Realm, |6 Rebel,
|8 Oriel, 20 Anne, 2| George,
23 Neptune, 24 Iced, 28 Khaki,
29 John, 30 Dado, 32 Sea
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Poetry is always something of a difficulty for an Editor. This Magazine demands a Old Petworth traders (5) - JOhIl Tate

definite Petworth slant and probably a reflection of our large wider catchment.
Margaret Green seems here, in the popular phrase, “to tick the correct boxes”. (Saddle I'S ROW)

Fifties Glimpses of a Petworth Childhood

Cycling to my friend’s house was always a treat
On a long hot summer’s day
As tarmac blistered in the heat
Wheels of my bike bursting bubbles on the way.

Mickey the dog would greet me
As quickly to the barn we'd flee
To see the newborn kittens
Nestled warmly in the hay.

Or we'd lose ourselves on the many paths
In woods they called The Gog
But find our way out when we came across
The grave of a little dog.

Sometimes my mum would come with us
And we'd gather twigs and sticks
To build a roaring campfire
So that bacon and eggs she could fix.

We felt as free as the birds above
Without a thought or bother
As we walked down to the Swinging Bridge
Across the River Rother,

Then the Swinging Bridge would rock n’ roll
And send through me a shiver
With rotting planks and a great big hole
That could drop me in the river!

Margaret Green

[Margaret has kindly given us some very attractive note-cards featuring different aspects of “Fifties
Glimpses:” They will be on sale at the March Book Sale — proceeds to the Society. Ed]
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Bill Ede had worked for Tate in the 1920s. The business was a combination of
upholstery work, decorating and undertaking. “He would re-stuff mattresses,
emptying the case, then putting the contents (which had got hard and lumpy by
this time) through what was called a “devil-killer” a drum with a set of fearsome
spikes, something like a chaff-cutter. This would break-up the flock material and
get rid of the lumps. You had to be careful or the thing would chop up your hand
as well.”

Mr Tate operated with neither horse nor motorised vehicle and decorating jobs
involved the two men packing a heavy hand-cart with tackle, even to the outlying
villages; it would be the same with coffins. During Bill Ede’s time there was a
move to High Street and an additional activity — picture framing. At the Saddlers
Row premises John Tate kept his prize rabbits in hutches to the rear. (PSM 32 and
34).

George Garland went to see John ’ ,,///'t-“;( 2542
AMrd P4t iione.
@r. 1o JOHN TATE,

Jainter, & Daperhanger, Upholsterer
% AND UNDERTAKER, %+
SADDLER'S ROW, PETWORTH, Sussex.

Tate on his Golden Wedding in
1935. "He was doing a jig to the
tune of some distant band coming
over the wireless. The set had been
a Golden Wedding present.” (PSM
112, page 50). g Rfrersice VSiiiy Bonas

[I'have not transcribed the invoice as the 7/%"’{' s apogad gf fin fol'
handwriting seems clear enough. Ed.] £ PP el

/f)/ pasle Fe Esreend
Sl SGdackh, ¥ Corieiit,

/;, . }//,;,,/ 2.4 ;’//{/

Fobin ol
C ppltts Sinritly
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John Tate: Saddlers Row July 1905,

Photagraph by Walter Kewis

20 Petworth Society Magazine No. 143

My introduction to Petworth

When my father, a regular soldier in the Coldstream Guards, died in 1926, my
mother and I moved to Sussex when she took up the position of
cook/housekeeper at a farm near Kirdford called Brownings, this was my first
memory, | cannot remember my father at all. I started school at Kirdford but it
was not for long as my mother met a travelling fishmonger called William
“Pedlar” Palmer; after months of courtship they married and we all moved into
Petworth and stayed with Auntie Remnant in Grove Street, I think the number
was 333, it was from there that I went to school near the police station, by that
time my new Dad had sold his fishmongers business and was doing “normal”
work, in between times acting as Petworth town crier, [ have a photo of him taken
by G. Garland outside the old Post Office, his father, my new grandfather kept a
sweetshop in Golden Square, a source of a few aniseed balls whenever I called in.
Our stay in town was not long as Dad had a job as “lengthman” with the WSCC,
his “length” was from the bottom of Duncton hill to Lyttleton Farm along the
combe bottom towards the hamlet of Upwaltham. We moved into one of the
houses at the top of Duncton hill, a little cluster of just eight dwellings, here to
settle down for the next ten years.

The move to the top of the Downs was a move into the country outback with
no electric or gas, no running water. We had a well for drinking and cooking and
rain water for baths and washing, no coalman called, heating and cooking was
done on primus stoves or on an old wood-burning stove complete with oven, the
baker called twice a week and a van with general stores, paraffin and methylated
spirits once a week, other than that you had to be self-sufficient. It was a rather
lonely life as there was only one other boy the same age as me, but it was a life of
freedom. All of the Downs was my playground.

My new school was the Duncton C of E, the head mistress a Miss Botting, the
total number of ‘students’ fluctuated between 90 to a 100 divided into three
classrooms. The lessons were rather basic, but the teachers were very dedicated,
the children along our valley were bussed into school, the driver a man called
Sandy Peacock who was not averse to stopping, taking a 12bore out of the cab and
getting a rabbit for his dinner.

I left school at the age of 14 and started work as an apprentice flour miller at
Coultershaw mill, a 45 hour week, a 5 mile cycle ride and a starting wage of about
37p (7/6) as a working ‘man’ I now started to explore Petworth, having my haircut
at Pelletts, ice-creams at the dairy, dance classes where I met my first love Peggy,
and at least twice a week to the cinema in the old tin hut at the end of the twitten
opposite the Midhurst Road. It was here that Mrs Streeter played the piano to
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accompany the silent films, but as time went by the new talkies, and the new
cinema was built on the Midhurst road, and from time to time a circus would set
up on Hampers Green and in November the annual fair in the town square with its
noise and smell. By now I was in my teens and would attend the ‘flannel’ dances
in the Iron Room getting to know the girls, Joan Dale the watchmakers blonde
daughter, Aggie Adsett and the true love of my life then, Peggy Cate. By this time
we had moved to Sutton, then the war came and [ went to serve with the Royal
Sussex Regiment. I did not marry my teenage sweetheart but a girl from the
north. I finished my time in the army and having done over 22 years and reached
the rank of warrant officer, | was accepted as a member of that select band known
as The Yeoman Warders of The Tower of London usually known as the
Beefeaters, living in the Tower for the next fifteen years and reaching the rank of
Chief Yeoman Warder and awarded the honour of being made a member of the
Victorian Order by the Queen.

I now live in South Wales with my two daughters and son, my lovely wife of 57
years passed away in the year 2000 and though I have a happy life here in Wales,
Petworth and the South Downs hold so many happy memories.

Supernumerary Chief Yeoman Warder C ‘Pop” Davis M.V.O.

[Compare a parallel account by Mr Davis in PSM 23 March 1981 pages 10-12. Ed]

Mr Davis with his late wife in 1973.
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Petworth Fair 20 0.
Photograph by Keith Sandall
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Petworth Fair 2010. Four photographs by Pearl Godsmark of the Allsorts at Petworth.
Photograph by Keith Sandall The first shows part of the audience.
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“Battery Hen." “Lily Marlene."
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A Petworth Park snow scene.
“Carmen Miranda.” Photograph by Tim Wardle,
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The National Trust Christmas tree 2010,
Photograph by Tim Wardle
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Peggy Cate

In September last year I spoke to Gladys Wakeford about her time at The Angel
Shades in Petworth (see ‘Peggy Cate lived with her Grandmother’, issue 141) .
Gladys spoke fondly of a friend of hers named Peggy Cate with whom she had
lost touch many years earlier and wondered if she was still alive, or indeed
whether anybody remembered her. Considering the length of time in question it
was not really surprising that the response was negligible until out of the blue
came a ‘phone call and the following letter.

Miles

Bridgend,
South Wales

Dear Miles,

Ref. our talk on the ‘phone, here are some facts that I can recall about Peggy
Cate and | hope that they will fill in a few gaps.

Peggy was born on 25 December 1920 and christened Margaret Noel Cate.
The family lived on the Bognor Road at the end of the Tangmere airfield.
When Peggy left school at the age of fourteen she came to Petworth to look
after her grandmother at Somerset Hospital almshouse in North Street.

I first met Peggy at Mrs Streeters dance at the White Hart in about 1936.
From there we progressed to going to the pictures together in the Iron Room
where entrance was one shilling. Some of the films were silent and so Mrs
Streeter played the appropriate music on the piano.

By this time things were beginning to get serious between Peggy and me so |
took her to meet my parents in Sutton and then to meet her father and
brothers. In May of 1938 I joined the army and later that year [ went to meet
Peggy at the annual Sea Rangers camp on the Foudroyant a wooden hulk
moored in Portsmouth harbour, she was very serious about her commitment
to the Rangers.

At the start of World War Two | was moved with my unit to various
locations and our only contact was by letter and the very occasional weekend
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always thought dandelion wine was pretty awful but Auntie Brenda made a fair
quantity of it.

Florence, Brenda and Auntie Ted kept autograph books and these go back to
the 1914-1918 war and before. I still have them. Many contributions are from
members of the Rifle Brigade billeted in Petworth at the end of 1914. They would
leave in February of the following year. They did not come back and many, of
course, were killed, but friendships were formed which in some cases survived
long after the war was over.

One last piece of family history. C. J. Daintrey the solicitor, who lived opposite
Florence in East Street was prosecuted for misappropriating clients’ funds. The
Knight family had been among several substantial local losers. Auntie Brenda
once told me that she had heard that an effigy of the offending solicitor was
paraded round the town to the accompaniment of banged dustbin lids and then

burnt, a variation of the old theme of rough music, more usually employed to

castigate a man suspected of beating his wife and children.

Shirley Stanford was talking to the Editor.

[llustrations for this article courtesy of Mrs Stanford]

THIS YEAR! NE EAR! SOMETIME! NEVER!

Ena Lee defies the Kaiser! Petworth January 6th 1915,

Courtesy of Shirley Stanford
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If Cummins cannot go on, it will be better at once to seek for a fresh man...
I thought last winter that Cummins was failing, as he was unable to shoe a
horse I bought... and I had to send him into the town to be shod.

There is a certain inevitability about Mr Ingram’s letter to Michael dated 29th July
1884:

29 July 1884 W.H.Ingram to Michael T. Cummins

Michael T. Cummins

When you called to see me last week, I told you that it was under
consideration as to whether Lord Leconfield would retain you in your
situation. His Lordship has thought the matter over and has come to the
conclusion that you must give up your situation; after what has occurred he
considers that on your own account it would be better that you should leave
Petworth and seek employment elsewhere. I consider that it is due to you
that you should know this as once, that you may lose no time in looking out
for another place.

While his erstwhile employer might have a measure of sympathy, Michael’s
position in a pragmatic age would be desperately precarious. In modern terms
Michael needed help and support and that would not be proferred in 1884. Clearly
unwell and about to lose home, family, and employment, his infirmities and
previous record would work against him being easily re-employed. Michael
simply disappears. He does not figure in the 1891 census but criminal records at
the Public Record Office show a Thomas Cummings convicted of housebreaking
in 1892 and sentenced to twelve months imprisonment, while in the 1901 census a
Thomas Cummings, age 62, born in London, shoeing smith, is in Portland Convict
Establishment. It seems likely enough that in both cases the reference is to
Michael but it is impossible to be sure. If nostalgia is a key word in the visitors’
book at 346 High Street, Michael’s story administers a sharp dose of realism.*

Clearly Mary Cummings’ life had its fair share of frustration, sadness and mixed
memories. One son had died before she came to High Street in 1901. She would
know what it was to be solitary and to be an outsider in an insular town. Easy talk
in 2011 reflects no sort of reality. If nothing else Michael’s painful story illustrates
some of the difficulties inherent in the “personality” approach.

Visitors find it reassuring to identify with Mary Cummings, or to imagine that
they can, and this has to be an integral part of the Museum experience, but in the
last resort, the Mary of all our imaginings is a cipher, a2 myth of our own creation,
a convenient symbol on which to focus some indefinable need that we have to
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identify. A hundred years and more on we can only feel for Michael Cummings as
he becomes another victim of an uncaring society. We may reflect that life for
Mary and Michael Cummings was more complex than we may care to think and
that both are, in practical terms, people we can never remotely presume to know.

P

My thanks, as so often, to Alison McCann and also to Lord Egremont for permission to reproduce
uncatalogued material from Petworth House Archives.

. Census of 1881,

. Uncatalogued box |010.

. Cummins and Cummings appear interchangeable in the documents.

4. See Susan Martin's seminal article 'A very ordinary lady' in PSM 138 December 2009
page |9-23.
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Cecil Knight with hire car 1920s,

Courtesy of Shirley Stanford
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