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This postcard by Earle of Petworth offers a familiar view, but
the figures make it unusual and probably rare.
Certainly pre-1914.
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REGISTERED CHARITY No. 268071

Annual Subscription March 2013 to February 2014

Subscriptions are now due and should be paid to:

The Hon. Treasurer
Mrs Sue Slade
Hungers Corner Farm
Byworth
Petworth
West Sussex GU28 OHW

Rates are:

Delivered locally £10.00
Postal £13.50
Overseas £16.50

Cheques payable to The Petworth Society.

It assists enormously if you pay promptly. Equally if you do not wish to renew your
subscription it does help greatly if notice is given.

Tel. No. enclose my subscription for 2013/2014 £

cash/cheque and (optional) I add _ toward the Magazine fund.

(delete if not applicable).

*If you have already paid for 2013/2014 please ignore this reminder.

Subscriptions can be paid at the Book Sale on Saturday March 9th when we will have a special
desk in the foyer from 10-12 noon in the Leconfield Hall. If more convenient subscriptions can
be left at Austens in Market Square. Sealed envelopes please. Austens cannot give change or
answer membership enquiries. Please mark envelopes PETWORTH SOCIETY.




PETWORTH SOCIETY ACTIVITIES SHEET

Spring Programme — please keep for reference

As you know we have been considering the format of the monthly meetings, a Society institution since
the late 1970s. These will begin again in October and we have a pretty lively line-up of speakers.
Meanwhile Rohan McCullough returns in March with her intensely individual interpretation of Vera
Brittain’s Testament of Youth, while the ever-popular Allsorts make their long delayed return in April.
Neil Sadler returns, by popular demand, for the AGM in May. There are two spring walks while John’s
Northchapel Postman’s Walk (part 2) is booked for the summer. We have three summer outings under
consideration (details in June) while the Annual Dinner will be as usual in September. We are working on
a fresh approach to the Society back-up for the November fair, while the Book Sale continues as normal,
thirteen years and no sign of flagging.

Independently of the Society, but of interest to members, will be a new Window Press book of
photographs by George Garland coming in the autumn. It is the first for a quarter of a century, Old and
New, Teasing and True (1988), out of print for years, being our last venture into this field.

MONTHLY MEETINGS — LECONFIELD HALL — 7.30PM - REFRESHMENTS - RAFFLE

[vionday 25th March:
Rohan McCullough: Testament of Youth — the story of Vera Brittain. £8.

Saturday 27th April:
The Allsorts. £8.

Wednesday 31st May:
Annual General Meeting Neil Sadler: Getting to know the Canals! With lan’s pictorial review of the year.
NB: 7.15pm Free admission.

WALKS
Leave Petworth car park at 2.15pm.

Sunday 24th March:
lan and David’s early spring walk.

Sunday 26th May:
David and [an’s late spring walk.

SUBSCRIPTIONS — due with new Magazine. A donation does help with Magazine costs. Payable at
the March Book Sale, at Austens, or of course, by post to the Treasurer.

I hope you like the programme I have outlined. As I have observed before, a Society such as this, now in
its fortieth year, has to be judged on its ability constantly to reinvent itself.

Peter
17th February




The Petworth Society Book Sale — 2nd Saturday in Every Month

SATURDAY

March 9
April 13
May | |
June 8
July 13
August 10
September |4
October 12
November 9
December 14

The
Petworth
Society

BOOK
SALE
Calendar

2013

Thank you for supporting
the Book Sales

If you wish to donate books we are happy to
collect, or you can drop them in on a Book Sale day

Telephone:

Peter on 01798 342562
Miles on 01798 343227
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Chairman'’s notes

The Garland lecture

David and Ian’s Bedham walk
The December book sale

Fresh milk on tap

End of season at 346

Canoeing on the Rother 1923
Debby’s South Downs crossword
Myth, legend and plum pudding

In praise of the Petworth Society book sale

An anxious night
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Further thoughts on the washhouse
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NEW MEMBERS

Mr & Mrs F. Cooper, 26 Nell Ball, Plaistow, Billingshurst, RH 14 0QB

Mr & Mrs E. Liddle, 54 Elmleigh, Midhurst, GU29 9HA

Mr & Mrs . Wilkinson, | Lyons Green Cottage, Shillinglea Road, Plaistow, RH 4 OPQ
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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 cormmunity 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 objects of the society.

The annual subscription is £10.00, single or
double, one magazine delivered. Postal £13.50
overseas £16.50. Further information may be
obtained from any of the following.

CHAIRMAN

Mr PA. Jerrome, MBE, Trowels, Pound Street
Petworth GU28 0DX.

Telephone: (01798) 342562,

VICE CHAIRMAN

Mr K.C. Thompson, | 8 Rothermead, Petworth
GU28 OEW.

Telephone: (01798) 342585.

HON.TREASURER

Mrs Sue Slade, Hungers Corner Farm,
Byworth, Petworth GU28 0HW,
Telephone: (01798) 344629.

COMMITTEE

Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont,

Mrs Carol Finch, Mr lan Godsmark,

Mr Roger Hanauer, Mrs Celia Lilly,

Mrs Ros Staker, Mrs Deborah Stevenson,
Mrs Patricia Turland, Mrs Linda Wort.

MAGAZINE DISTRIBUTORS

Mr Henderson, Mr Miles Costello,
MrThompson, Mrs Simmons,

Miss Callingham, Mrs Stevenson,

Mrs Angela Azis, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes
(Petworth), Ray and Valerie Hunt (Byworth),
Mr PWadey (Sutton and Bignor), Mr Bellis
(Graffham), Mr Derek Gourd (Tillington and
Upperton), Mr Poole (Fittleworth),

Mr David Burden (Duncton), Mrs Brenda Earney
(Midhurst/Easebourne).

SOCIETY SCRAPBOOK
Mrs Pear| Godsmark.

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

For this magazine on tape please contact
MrThompsan.

Printed by Bexley Printers Limited, Unit [4,
Hampers Commeon Industrial Estate, Petworth
Telephone: (01798) 343355.

Published by The Petworth Society which is
registered charity number 26807 |.

The Petworth Seciety supports The Leconfield
Hall, Petworth Cottage Museum and The
Coultershaw Beam Pump.

WEBSITE
www.petworthsociety.co.uk

FRONT COVER designed by Jonathan Newdick. It shows cattle near Rotherbridge about 925,
Original photograph by George Garland. See Canoeing on the Rother ...
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Eighty years on.
David and Ian’s Bedham walk

Up Fox Hill towards Battlehurst but off right to Bedham. An almost cloudless
early autumn day. We park off the road at the hairpin bend. David and Ian have
found the path ahead virtually impassable so it's downbhill to the right. Even this
was surprisingly soft, with the occasional fallen tree to negotiate. On a Bedham
walk it’s almost impossible to avoid a kind of temporal palimpsest, overlaying
Rhoda Leigh's' 1932 portrait of a Bedham that the modern world had still scarcely
touched with one’s own impressions in 2012. Eighty years on. And how accurate
was the picture she drew? Certainly accurate enough to upset some of the locals,
although it didn't bother John Hunt.? And did Rhoda Leigh exaggerate just a little?
The low fields on our right would be ablaze with daffodils — the Lent lily — in
spring. Did eight keepers from the “Heldham” estate really have a pitched battle
against marauding gypsies with a stray shot piercing a keeper’s hat?

The walk is a series of variations on a consistent theme: the two narrow tarmac
roads through from Fittleworth. Through a network of public footpaths we keep
in touch with both, skirting the quarry at Little Bognor, crossing the private road
to Warren Barn, crossing a vast field at Fitzleroi, the stubble ready to plough in.
By Fitzleroi the tall yellow hawkweed leans out from the bank into the road. It's
surprising on such a day as this how little traffic we've seen and the woods are
quite empty. Elgar’s Brinkwells is far away down a track to the right. Up into
Bedham, you're never far from a slope, Manor Farm to the left and what must be
the cottage “Rhoda Leigh” shared with her friend. Then the poignant view of the
ruined church, darkened now by encroaching trees. The bell tower propped up,
the walls standing but devoid of a roof. Was there an attribution or was it simply
Bedham church and school? Rhoda Leigh says only half the building was
consecrated. A tree destroyed the roof in 1987. The last use had been for a family
wedding. Even in Rhoda Leigh's time the Harvest Festival had been shifted to
afternoon to fit in with the priest-in-charge. He had more pressing duties in the
evening. Odds and bits of tradition. It’s very still, no sign of life. Thanks very
much David and Ian — back on the road in March.

. Past and Passing (Heath Cranton 1932).
2. See PSM 63 (March 1991) pages 28-33.
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Bedham church about [950.
Courtesy of David Wort,

By Jove, it’s the December book sale!

Malcolm was entitled to feel a little superior. A year older, he was at a new school.
His English master claimed that today’s reading would be tomorrow’s classics.
Capt. W. E. Johns replacing Dickens. Or so Malcolm said. Did this apply also to
Arthur Ransome? Hardly. Children in boats were too suggestive of model yachts
on the Round Pond and an impression of impossible opulence. Just William
perhaps? A little lightweight compared to Biggles, Gimlet and Worrals. The
Public Library in Kensington High Street could be a little daunting for a ten year
old, a feeling compounded by those apocalyptic inside cover warnings about
contact with infectious diseases. Looking casually at the selection of Percy F.
Westerman. Not for me. Biggles ruled.

Passing years. Here’s Percy F. Westerman's The Sea Girt Fortress. A story of
Heligoland'. A first edition. A good copy, might perhaps be worth as much as
£15. Not this one. In the technical parlance “reading copy only.” Of the six black
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and white illustrations only one survives, decorative covers badly water-stained,
insect damage in the end pages. Inscribed “To Ray from Kenneth, Christmas
1914.” It's “escaped” from the Crusaders Library at Guildford. If “No 14” means
anything it may imply that the Crusaders Library was a rather select one.

Westerman, who died in 1959, was a prolific writer of boys’ adventure stories,
with a particular penchant for the sea and The Sea Girt Fortress is a relatively early
example of his work. It might have read a little uneasily by Christmas 1914, and a
little more so as the war progressed. The hero, Jack Hamerton, on leave from the
Royal Navy, twenty, square-jawed and mature beyond his years, teamed with his
conveniently commanding American companion Oswald Detroit, hires a boat for
a cruise in the North Sea. By a series of extraordinary mischances the pair find
themselves, devoid of their white ensign, plunged right into the middle of
German preparations for war. “By Jove, we've tumbled into the anchorage off
Heligoland.” Unsurprisingly they are taken for spies, imprisoned, and given out as
missing. A somewhat improbable lapse in normal German efficiency leads to
Hamerton escaping, freeing his friend and fleeing into the monstrously fortified
island, a forest of artillery, giant airships and advanced preparations for war. The
pair are recaptured, separated again and put into more secure quarters. There is a
violent storm and a Zeppelin breaks loose, wrecks Hamerton'’s prison and allows
him to take off across the North Sea clinging on to the partially disabled airship.
To what extent this precipitates the outbreak of war is not entirely clear, but full
scale hostilities now ensue, at the end of which, “It was universally conceded that
the great English-speaking nations should rule the sea.”

A year ago, [ drew attention to Walter Wood's “The Enemy in Our Midst”
(1906)* with its warning vision of the German army attacking across the North
Sea and turning London into a blood-stained battlefield. It was a good example of
a whole genre of such books reflecting contemporary international rivalries. A
young P. G. Wodehouse mocked such apocalyptic presentations, but their final
demise came with the actuality of war itself, one of attrition rather than rapid
movement.

By Jove, I've rather rambled on. The December sale? Extremely busy but you
do need to sell a lot of books at 50p. Charity shops charge a lot more.

P

|. Blackie 1914,
2. PSM 147 (March 2012). See |. F. Clarke: The Great War with Germany |890-1914.
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Fresh milk on tap and other matters

1. This note appears on the reverse of a Frith postcard of the Town Hall and Bank
a hundred years ago — unexceptional except for the complete absence of vehicles.
Addressed to Mr E. Stringer in Southwick it reads:

“Dear Edgar
I thought you might like to collect Town Halls. Hope you enjoyed
your holiday. We are. I asked for a glass of milk dinner time and they
went out and milked a cow. Know (sic) more fresh milk for me. We
have been to Midhurst today. Ada went in the trap with Mrs Lugg and
[ went on my bike, lovely ride, had Queenie’s card this morning.
Eve”

2. This snapshot was found amongst a clutch of negatives in a spare envelope at
the Leconfield Estate office. Dies anyone recognise the boy? We would be happy
to return the negative.

3. Roger Packham sends this fascinating newspaper report:

Brighton Herald
17.6.1848

MUTINY IN PETWORTH GAOL

The water-wheel of the Petworth Prison being out of repair, the prisoners have
been employed in distributing water about the prison in pails, instead of pumping
it as heretofore. Circumstances of a suspicious character having come to the
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knowledge of Mr Mance, the Governor, the male prisoners were questioned,
when it appeared, from the confession of one of them, that while engaged in
carrying the water about the building, slips of paper were exchanged by the
prisoners, the result of which was an agreement that while the Governor was
absent from the prison attending the forthcoming Quarter Sessions at Horsham,
they would murder the turnkeys and escape. These slips of paper by which the
prisoners communicated with each other, were, on examination, found to have
been torn from the Bibles and Prayer-books. A gipsy names Downes, who was
undergoing an imprisonment for two years for burglary, was the ringleader: and
on the discovery of the plot, he was soundly whipped, by order of the Visiting
Justices, in the presence of the remainder of the prisoners, the turnkeys and other
officers of the prison being armed in the event of the prisoners attempting
violence.

A meditation on wallflowers.
End of season at 346

30th October, the penultimate day of the museum season. This year we’ll close in
mid-week. Unusually the fire’s already lit: there’s been a school visit in the
morning and the parlour’s welcoming. It’s a truism that the fire makes all the
difference. The telephone rings: we may be eligible for PPI. compensation. I'd be
a little surprised if Mary Cummings had a credit card.

Some time during the afternoon, if there’s a lull I'll put out the wallflowers,
stocky, stubby little plants, just the right size. In fact I'll put them out now and
return to the welcoming fire inside. Just the smaller wall bed, leaving the main
plot free for spring planting.

Three wallflowers put out and visitors peer around the water butt. Visiting 346
can be a tentative business. Quiet late season afternoon? Not really, a succession
of couples in a fairly regular order. Most seem to have come from a distance. “We
thought we'd come before you closed.” Candles upstairs (almost certainly). The
view from the attic, the Roman Catholic connection, solitary nights, the tumbling
block pattern, the tight-furled Union flag in the parlour. Agnes Phelan in her
confirmation dress, the cellar that offers a refuge to what hasn’t found a home
elsewhere. To recall the now vanished summer garden: clary means little to the
visitors but it set its old-world stamp on everything. Did the cosmos grow too tall
in the end? You might say the same about the coreopsis. The “famous” white
dahlias of 346 have been left to brave the winter underground.
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inexplicable. Time to stop for tea at Selham Mill at a house nearby “with a very
cheery friend of ours who sings well and drives a lorry.” A rather curious mix of
virtues one might think, but it is, after all 1923. Now it’s broad and open river to
homesteads by “a wooden footbridge which had collapsed but was kept afloat in a
precarious manner.” It can only be Rotherbridge. Clothilde spends the night in a
barn.

The next morning sees clear air, white clouds and a strong wind for the mile
through the open fields to Coultershaw where “the lady miller, the miller, and the
lorry man helped me over the portage,” then on down though a canopy of branch
and undergrowth, Clothilde struggling with the strong current, then shooting
through a ruined lock, in the sides of which trees were growing, before moving
out into open water under Shopham? bridge. The lock by Fittleworth Mill being
filled with reeds, Clothilde is placed on the mill pool. The writer recalls the pool
where he had bathed before the war; and past the scene of “the famous punt
story’.” Clearly he is known at the mill and spends his second night in congenial
company.

The next morning he follows the old canal to Hardham Mill coming back on
the Arun to Stopham Bridge “a massive causeway with round-arched waterways
and parapet line broken by cut-water buttresses.” From Stopham he travels to

Pulborough, Houghton Bridge and the Black Rabbit at Arundel, rigging sail to go
against the strong current . . . “Creeping . . . under the banks on the inside of the
bends where the water [is] slackest” then, still fighting the current, to Ford and
Littlehampton. The writer appears to be the architect Bertram Charles Glossop
Shore (1890-1967), living later at Northiam in East Sussex. He would work on
several Sussex churches in the 1950s and early 1960s and was the author of Stones
of Britain — a pictorial guide to those in charge of valuable buildings (1957).

7

The magazine for Lovers of Nature and Outdoor Life. Published by Country Life.
2. The text has Stopham which has been corrected in ink to Shopham:

3. A private joke which would be as opaque to the magazine's readers as it is to us ninety years on.
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DEBORAH’S SOUTH DOWNS CROSSWORD

ACROSS

& Flowery decorations for mad
animal (9)

7 Shelter for walkers at Gumber
Farm (5)

10 Animal footprints make old
pathways (6)

11 The point of a fork (5)

12 Biting pest (4)

14 Going back a long way in the
sheepfold (3)

15 Small whirlwind (4)

17 Downland water supply for
sheep and wildlife (7)

19 Bronze age constructions —
often burial mounds (7)

22 Shine like a worm? (4)

23 View from the top! (3)

24 Formed by dancing fairies! (4)
27 Careful — he likes to bask on
sunny days (5)

29 Reconstruction of prehistoric
farm on Hants border (6)

30 Number of sisters near Birling
Gap (3)

31 Important area of trees at
Kingley Vale (3,6)

DOWN

1 Mount where the Battle of Lewes

was fought (5)

2 Lit up on the Downs on special
occasions (6)

3 Lines linking historic sites (4)

4 Downland estate and village
owned by the National Trust (7)

§ Areas where there is no right to
roam! (2,2)

8 Hill near Goring where miller
John Olliver built his own tomb (8)
9 Small spade for weeding —
potatoes maybe! (4)

13 Large beer cask (3)

15 Head of grain (3)

16 Downs above Seaford
College, (the name means sheep
pasture) (8)

18 Scrape the ground — like a
horse (3)

20 | never get between the
pines But | smell the Sussex -—
(Belloc) (3)

21 Village in AdurValley, once an
important river port (7)

23 Work the land (4)

25 The South Downs are the
ideal place for lovers of this (&)
26 Thick — like the vegetation at
311 (5)

28 Squirrel's nest (4)

29 Pale brown — like a hen from
Orpington!! (4)

SOLUTION PETWORTH
SOCIETY 2012 CROSSWORD

ACROSS

6 Dora Qlder, 7 Peter, 10 Seat,
Il Bit, |2 Seraph, |3 Weir,

|4 Yea, 16 Tombola, |8 Lightly,
2| Sun, 23 Bush, 26 Tavern,

27 Nub, 28 Woof, 29 Aside,

30 Dead Drunk

DOWN

| Dover, 2 Castle, 3 Beatrix,

4 Reproach, 6 Liberal, 8 Expertly,
9 Ashy, |5 Postmans, |7 Be
Steady, |9 Imbibed, 20 Arundel,
22 Nine, 24 Seward, 25 Round
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An anxious night

My grandfather had always wanted land in the Ukraine: in his native Poland he
had a collection of unrelated uneconomic smaller pieces. By selling these he was
able to buy in the Ukraine. It was hard. I remember hearing of my mother
making mud bricks for outhouses by hand. I was fifteen in early 1940 when
everything changed. The Ukrainians were already taking what they could from
the Polish settlers and we were powerless to stop them; but nothing prepared us
for what was to come. Yes, it was totally unexpected. We were some 25
kilometres in from the Russian border. It was six o’clock on Sunday morning and
the family were still in bed. The intention of the Russian soldiers was clearly to
catch everyone at a disadvantage. At gunpoint we were told to pack, put on a
horse-driven sleigh and taken first to the church then to the station, some 20
kilometres away. Here we were herded into cattle trucks, covered to protect the
animals. There were no toilet facilities and a single small window placed high up
on one side. In practice it was virtually impossible to see out. We were two days
waiting at the station while the convoy was assembled. Our dog had followed us
from the farm: the soldiers simply shot him. We had no food initially other than
what little we had brought with us. We were travelling three weeks. We carved
out a hole in the floor for a toilet and there was no water other than a bucket at
rare station stops. We made makeshift beds from pieces of board. We couldn’t
see out but were clearly travelling east through Russia. And it was cold. We
arrived in Siberia on February 24th, my sixteenth birthday.

Once in Siberia we were taken a couple of miles or so from the station where
we were given a choice — of a kind. A small wooden house for ourselves or a
share in a bigger one. The houses had formerly been used by wardens. My father
chose the smaller house where we could operate more as a family unit. The offer
may sound generous but remember that there were my grandparents, parents,
three uncles, my brother and sister and three neighbours from the Ukraine all
crammed into a small wooden shack. For the first time in three weeks, however,
there was the chance of a wash —a kind of communal steam bath. We had arrived
on a Friday and on the Monday the overseer came round to apportion work.

[ 'was to cut wood in the forest with seven native Russian men. It was two or
three miles away. The overseer told the Russians that if they harmed me, reprisals
would be severe. They didn't. We worked two to a saw, summer and winter. In
deep snow I would have to dig away to expose the trunk, or even submerge myself
in the snow to work the saw. Sometimes I had to be pulled out with a rope. One
night my feet had become so swollen that even my father could not take my boots
off. When the boots were cut away my feet and legs were black up to the knees.
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% _ne woman tour-de-force...

Rohan
McCullough in

Vera Brittain’s
haunting autobiography

Testament

of Youth

unning performance

, TﬁfE oUTH © %
o _

MONDAY 25 MARCH
LECONFIELD HALL ~ 7.30pm
ADMISSION ~ £8
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Having battled her way to Somenville College in the face of parental
opposition, Vera Brittain abandoned her studies at the outbreak of the First
World War to serve as a volunteer nurse witnessing the horrors of trench
warfare. In 1918, with many of those closest to her dead, she returned

to Oxford and later devoted her energies to the causes of pacifism and
feminism, writing and lecturing world-wide.

In 1933 she published Testament of Youth. This haunting autobiography
conveyed to an entire generation the essence of their common experience
of war. It was a best-seller in both Britain and America.

“Rohan McCullough’s performance brings my mother’s :
famous book on the First World War alive, bringing /’ %
out the poignancy and profundity of the narrative. She / ol
has a sensitive understanding of my mother's writing, { =

and sometimes seems almost to become the young
nurse who wrote the diary.. | strongly commend her
presentation.”

Shirley Williams, HOUSE OF LORDS, 16th JULY 2001

“This one woman tour-de-force... Rohan McCullough’s
stunning solo performance” TIME OUT

“Informative and moving.. a model of elegance and economy” THE TIMES

“Her beauty itself was striking but she impressed too with her pinpoint
accuracy, her expressive face and her air of authority”
CHELTENHAM FESTIVAL OF LITERATURE

Rohan McCullough trained for the stage al Bristol Old Vic Theatre
School and began her career in the original cast of the legendary
musical Hair and Jean-Louis Barraull's Rabefais. More recently she
_has been seen as Antigone in Oedipus At Colonnus (Manchester

Qﬁ&l Exchange) and appeared with the Royal Shakespeare
‘Company in Les Liaisons Da !

. . oo " (4};
RUNNING TIME: 60 or 90 minutes. For more information or to book the production please contact
Indigo Entertainments tel: 01978 780211 or email: indigo. ginnet
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Setting up the Gallopers at Petworth Fair 2012, Robert Harris in white overalls.

Photograph by lan Godsmark
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| SATURDAY 194 NOVEMBER, |

By CHARTER SINCE 1273

Ron Pidgley’s imaginative artwork for the 1994 fair
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A doctor was called and frostbite was diagnosed. If the normal skin colour did not
return by the morning, I would lose my legs. It was an anxious night and worried
as I was, I eventually fell asleep. When morning came my legs had returned to
normal.

When Hitler attacked Russia in 1941, Stalin’s attitude toward Poland changed.
Poles were allowed to leave Siberia. But where were we to go? We had been
moved several times within the Soviet Union and were now within sight of the
Persian border (now Iran). It was to be Persia for us. The family, less my
grandmother who had died, travelled overland, this time in a train with seats. We
were several months in Persia and relatively well-treated, certainly in comparison
with Siberia, before we moved on overland to Karachi in modern Pakistan but
then under British rule. Before long we were moving on to Bombay where we
spent two or three nights before being sent to a camp outside the city. There were
some five thousand Polish people including a thousand orphans of the war. While
in the subcontinent I at one time worked in a small factory making underwear. I
had no previous experience of factory work: I simply had to pick it up as best I
could. In Bombay we were simply waiting and were there, as it seemed, for years
and years. We were given money to buy utensils to cook with and to buy food
locally but the kitchen was desperately small; the family had a tiny house in what
had once, we thought, been army quarters. My father had now left to join the
Polish army but we were still essentially a family unit. We were in India when the
war finished. Elements of the Polish navy were stationed locally and that was how
[ met my first husband. We were married in India and I had two children there.
My husband’s intention was to take me and the children to live in Scotland but his
ship foundered in the Irish Sea and he was drowned. I received some payment but
did not know what it was for. I did not realise until later that it was for my
husband’s death.

We were repatriated to Hereford in England from where my father, having left
the Polish army, came and brought us to the Polish camp in Petworth Park, Hut
No. 6. At first Polish soldiers cooked for us, then we were given money to buy our
own food and cook for ourselves. It was then a matter of finding work locally. 1
went to Kirdford Growers, working in the packhouse, not in the fields, sorting and
wrapping apples and putting them in boxes. I filled in by doing housework in
Petworth. We were taken to Kirdford by van in the morning and brought back in
the evening. My mother was able to look after my son; my daughter had already
started school. She soon became fluent in English; I have myself never found the
language other than difficult.

At the camp we had one hut made over for use as a church and the services of a
Polish-speaking priest — the Mass said in Latin of course, with some of the service
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display of stationary engines, Ray Sadler’s marvellous fairground models. A man
at Horsham had small fairground equipment. Mr Hammond would contact him.
The Christian Fellowship offered Street Theatre and an evangelist bus would come
from Horsham. David Sneller would echo older tradition by mounting a display
of toys in his Market Square premises, just as Eagers the outfitters had done on
fair day for generations. There would be free entertainment in the Leconfield
Hall, candyfloss, popcorn and hot chestnuts in the Square and Mr Flexman's
agricultural steam engine from Fittleworth. Ideas came and went. Phil Collins?
He was on tour. Alvin Stardust? He had a prior engagement. The District
Council were not prepared to allow a roast either ox or venison, while there was a
police suggestion that the whole thing move into the Car Park. Committee
meetings were becoming crowded and the fair began to dominate the minutes.
September saw the first appearance of the Harris Brothers, initially Fred and John.
Their influence and fairground knowledge would soon become crucial. They
were prepared to bring a big machine. In the event the Gallopers were not ready
and it would be their newly purchased Chairplanes. A big machine conferred a
certain gravitas.

All went well on the day, the rain holding off until the very end. So far so good,
but we soon learned, if we had not already suspected, that fairs are not like
anything else. “Ground” is ground and what were the rights of the original
licensee? We would have to ensure that just anyone could not simply descend on
Petworth on the day. Attendance must involve prior agreement and a nominal fee
to the Society. An original emphasis on exhibition needed to be replaced with a
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more dynamic approach. As it happened exhibitors who were not self-financing
would soon fade away, attractive as they were: it was impossible for the Society to
pay expenses let alone an appearance fee. By July 1988 it was possible to minute:
*“From resurrecting a corpse two years ago, we were now dealing with an event
that was desperately healthy.” Twenty five years and more on, is this still true?
Was is ever true? I have to be honest: I just don’t know.

* |ndicates quotation from committee minutes. David Sneller had been a committee member
from the very beginning.
|. Now the Kevis Room.

A few copies remain of St Edmund Smiles Petworth Fair revived | 986 2011 = 120 numbered
individually at £12. Available at the Book Sale or direct from Peter.

The three 2012 photographs are courtesy of Keith Sandall.
The Garland photograph of Arch Knight with Canadian soldiers comes from the early |940s.
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levels. Sutton was just one of a number of such out-lying gravity supplies. At
Bunchell’s Copse just up from Hilliers on the Horsham Road, a 6000 gallon
concrete reservoir had been constructed, fed from ten different adjacent minor
springs.

Another task was land drainage. Mole draining was a speciality of his. At
Keyfox on the Balls Cross Road, where land drains in the fields had probably been
laid early in the nineteenth century, clay tiles had been backfilled with brushwood
or, if available, shingle. To supplement this, some two centuries on, a “mole”
shaped like a bullet was driven at right angles to the existing land drain to enable
surface water to flow into them. It could be difficult, particularly at somewhere

like Keyfox where Sussex marble lay just below the surface.

Tillington a hundred years ago
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