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IT'WORTH SOCII

Nigel Flynn, the Society town crier, opens Petworth Fair as the Harris brothers make final
adjustments to their Gallopers, 20 November 20 7. Photograph by lan Godsmark.

FRONT COVER BACK COVER
Seventeenth-century cottages in North Street, A hitherto unknown wood engraving by

Petworth. Reproduced from W, Galsworthy Gwenda Morgan. Its subject remains obscure
Davie and E. Guy Dawber, Old Cottages and but it was used as a bookplate in Gwenda's

Farmhouses in Kent and Sussex, B.T. Batsford, own copy of Cranford by Mrs. Gaskell.

1900, plate 21. Reproduced courtesy of Chris Vincent.
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THE PETWORTH SOCIETY

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, irre-
spective of place of residence who Is interested
in furthering the objects of the society.

The annual subscription is £14.00, single or
double, one magazine delivered. Postal £18.00,
overseas nominal £25.00. Further information
may be obtained from any of the following,

CHAIRMAN
Peter Jerrome, MBE, Trowels, Pound Street,

Petworth GU28 0DX. Tel: (01798) 342562

VICE CHAIRMAN
Kerth Thompson, | 8 Rothermead,
Petworth GU28 0EW. Tel: (01798) 342!

HON TREASURER
Petworth GU28 OBE Tel: (01798)

MEMBERSHIP SECRETARY
Gemma Levett, |8 Greatpin Croft,
Fittleworth RH20 | HX Tel: (01798) 344640,

COMMITTEE

Dona Carver, Lord Egremont, Carol Finch,
lan Godsmark, Gemma Levett, Celia Lilly,
Ros Staker, Debby Stevenson,

Pat Turland, Linda Wort.
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CHAIRMAN’S NOTES

[ have to tell you of some significant changes in the organisation of the Society.
Mrs Celia Lilly will now be honorary treasurer while Mrs Gemma Levett has taken
over as membership secretary and will join the committee. Please help her by being
as prompt as you can with subscriptions. Gemma will attend the March and April
book sales as will Mrs Lilly. Messrs Austens have again kindly agreed to receive
subscriptions. Sealed envelopes please: Austens cannot give change or answer
subscription enquiries.

Bexley Printers, who have produced the magazine since zoio are leaving
Petworth so the arduous task of preparing the magazine for publication will be
taken over by Jonathan Newdick on the same basis. It has been a pleasure to work
with John and Sally at Bexley and we wish them every success in their retirement.

This magazine is one of a series which stretches back to 1974. Ideally, successive
issues reflect a distinctive Petworth tradition that takes account of those who once
trod these ancient streets and do so no more, while at the same time looking to
strike a chord with some at least of those who walk those same streets today. It is
presumptuous to hope that some in the future will engage with these pages. I can
say only that they are there.

Every small town has been moulded by its individual history: every small town
has to adapt to change. No small town will comfortably reconcile the two. If 1
sometimes feel ‘Can we have our Petworth back?” I am only one in a chorus of
different voices.

Barton Lane or Bartons Lane? If the former is the preference of the residents
there can be no quarrel with that. For many, however, the name Bartons for the
road to the Bartons graveyard, consecrated in 1805 on the very eve of Trafalgar,
will remain the preferred choice, the plural Bartons being found at least as carly
as the 1570s. Rather similarly, ‘Round the hills’ will, for Petworth people, still be
popular parlance, following the usage of generations. I would once more plead for
this area not to be littered with unnecessary and obtrusive signage: the urbanisation
of Round the hills would strike at the very heart of Petworth’s distinctive character.

CORRECTION
The photograph on page 31 of issue No, | 70 was of William and Emily Sebbage's diamond rather
than golden wedding.
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Inside out — an alternative view of Petworth Fair

Miles Costello

It seems slightly surreal spending the afternoon and evening in the hall, after
all, the proceedings are part of the fair but can equally feel quite separate from
it. The cheap bunting hanging from the ceiling is bright and gaudy but hardly
compares with the coloured lights outside. No music to compete with the
canned tunes of the rides — perhaps something to be considered for another vear.

[ndoors the weather is irrelevant and yet is everything to the showmen outside.

A colourful detail of Harris Brothers' Famous Southdown Gallopers at Petworth Fair:
Photograph by lan Godsmark.
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expected to leave at noon, still there at dusk. It's a Sunday mockery of the one hour
limit. I've known one remain throughout the fair, engulfed in the equipment, and,
for the day, irremovable. Miles has given the Society back-up an overhaul: the
lower rooms at the Leconfield Hall are standing room only and there is clearly
scope to be more ambitious next year. A vibrant town hall infuses the outside fair.
Nigel the Society town crier gives the fair a rousing start and later tells me that a
visiting aficionado of bells says that the bell is made (something of a tautology)
of bell metal, bronze with a rich admixture of tin, while the cast iron clapper is a
replacement. That’s why the bell doesn’t sit squarely to the ground.

Time to walk round and talk. Billy Benson’s here today. I haven’t seen him for
a year or two but the refreshment stall always comes. Billy, The Harris brothers,
Keith and L areall survivors of that first hesitant revival in 1986. Isitreally our 3 2nd
fair? Fred Harris later reflects that in the 1960s Mr Benson senior would spend
days preparing for Petworth: think of logs and wedges for the sloping terrain.
Harris Brothers were not part of the fair then but their Petworth credentials are
impeccable. Had they not been retained for events like Queen Victoria’s Diamond
Jubilee in 189772

The bungee trampoline seems to be doing well. Robert, who knows about
these things, says there are long intervals while the gear is readied for the next set

of customers. I never thought about that. Thirty vears and the clerk’s still learning.

A showman's engine at Petworth Fair in 1987. Photograph by Keith Sandall.
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That’s the way to do it!

The Petworth Society Christmas evening. Keith Thompson

One has to wonder if our Christmas evening had been billed as “The history of
Punch and Judy’ what would have been the response?

[t was a cold night, only a week before Christmas Day itself and the lift in the
[econfield Hall was out of action. But the poster said ‘It’s magic — Bertie Pearce
entertains’ and that was all that was needed to pull in fans from far and near.

No mention of Punch and Judy at the start — just the familiar remarks about
the venue, certain characters present and previous engagements in Fittleworth,
Midhurst etc., together with sleight of hand trickery, all of which immediately
captured the attention of everyone, especially the youngsters, who became involved
with the destruction of the Daily Telegraph and its restoration to its original pristine
condition.

It was the Daily Telegraph which published a list of *Englishness’ in which Punch
and Judy came twelfth. Every year there is a gathering of 200 Punch and Judy
men in Covent Garden on May 2nd to commemorate Samuel Pepys’ recording
in his diary in 1662 of watching a Punch and Judy show. But the roots go back
hundreds of years before that. There were buffoon actors in Roman times wearing
masks which remind us of Punch today. Travelling players in Naples are recorded
as featuring Punchinella, a dishonest miller. The universal clown character was
adopted by countries all over Europe with their own versions. Punch was a string
puppet, originally, and his wife, Joan (not Judy) was based on Mrs. Noah.

These were dark shows, performed for the upper classes, with the authority
figures depicted as objects of amusement, but they became disaffected and the
‘inferior’ members of society responded to the appeal in huge numbers. Punch and
Judy ‘brought the house down’ — down to the stalls from the bar up above when
the performance resumed after the interval for refreshment.

New characters were added to the plays: a lover for Punch, a hangman and
the beadle and, gradually, others more sympathetic, such as Joey the clown, the
policeman, Toby the dog and, of course, sausages. Punch magazine was founded in
1841 with Mr. Punch on the front cover.

Then there is the swozzle, the curious device placed in the operator’s mouth
to produce the distinctive voices. Interestingly, Jonathan Cann, who brings his
Punch and Judy show to Petworth on Fair Day, does not use a swozzle, which
does make the dialogue easier to understand!

Petworth Society Magazine No. | 7] 9







Those that are never seen. ..

A new title from the Window Press

Readers of this magazine will be aware that for several years it has been the
practice of The Window Press to produce a small local book, in a limited edition,
usually of 2 hundred copies and individually signed and numbered. As the Press
sells virtually at production cost there is no margin for bookseller’s discount and
the books are available only from the Press itself. Presentation is meticulous, the
books carry no ISBN and are strangers to the internet. They do not re-appear at
the monthly Petworth Society book sales.

Thaose that are never seen... seeks to examine life below stairs at Petworth
House from 1880, but for the period from 1918 has the backing of interviews
conducted in the 1980s and ’gos which were featured from time to time in this
magazine. Lady Egremont contributes a perceptive foreword. We have not this
time produced a limited edition but the initial printing is of 100 copies, leaving
open the possibility of reprinting. We would like local members, if they so wish, to
have the opportunity of buying copies from the first printing and there is an order

form on the enclosed Book Sales sheet.

Egremont’s Countess

The late Sheila Haines, a longstanding Petworth Society member put an immense
amount of work into researching the life of Elizabeth Ilive (her surname is
vatiously spelled), sometime wife of the Third Earl of Egremont, and mother of
several children by him. Sheila had already written extensively on the Petworth
Emigration Scheme and on Thomas Sockett in collaboration with Leigh Lawson.
For the present project Leigh enlisted Alison McCann with her unique knowledge
of the Petworth House archives and Jonathan Newdick whose distinctive
presentation skills are very much part of an impressive biography.

If the Third Earl of Egremont is a somewhat enigmatic figure historically this
owes as much to his character as to the fact that much personal material pertaining
to him was destroyed following his death in 183 7. Hitherto, his consort Elizabeth
has proved even more elusive and, to an extent, she still so remains. Certainly

she was not an obvious partner for an immensely powerful and vastly wealthy
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nobleman like Egremont, and important details of her early life remain resistant
to research. Did she spend part of her early life in a London workhouse with her
mother? Where did she acquire whatever education she had? Her father, a London
printer, was in his sixties when she was born and seems to have played little part,
while a somewhat feckless brother would be little help in later life. Elizabeth was
NOt an actress or singer, sometimes a way into an aristocratic marriage. She would
somehow meet Egremont while in her teens and quickly have several children by
him, not all surviving, and she would be in her thirties before Egremont finally
married her in 1801, The couple formally separated two years later, the suggestion
being that Egremont’s constant philandering caused the split.

The couple would never live together again; Elizabeth continuing in some
style in London, although some contact remained. She died in 1822, well before
the Earl himself, almost a generation older.

The book draws attention to Elizabeth’s scientific acumen, almost unknown
for a woman of her time and something encouraged with some reservation by the
Harl. Her invention of a cross-bar lever would be awarded a silver medal by the
Royal Society of Arts, while her work on the cultivation of potatoes was well in
advance of her time.

[t is a strange story and the authors have thrown as much light as they can

- = 3 1’! A '
- Elizabeth Ilive, » 5 =
Egremont’s C’untess

4 4

- . -
Sheila Haines
Leigh Lawson
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on this extraordinary woman. Much remains obscure. “What is certain is that
Elizabeth’s connection with the Earl gave her the chance to exercise her intelligence
and pursue the interests that she had® (page 105). Particularly attractive are the
illustrations: much use being made of material from Pet worth House Archives to
reflect Elizabeth’s dealings with various London commercial houses. Beautifully

reproduced, they are very much a feature of the book.

Elizabeth llive, Egremont’s Countess (ISBN 978-1-9997421-0-2) is available from the National Trust

shop in Petworth House and from the Petworth Bookshop. It is priced at £14.99.

Perryfields

[ was living at Portsmouth during the war but had been brought up with my parents
and three brothers at Perryfields, a remote settlement a mile or so up river from
Rotherbridge Farm. Because of the bombing I came back with my two children to
live at home with my parents. The settlement was two small cottages joined together
with separate washrooms at the back and a bucket lavatory in the shed.

To get to Petworth we'd walk in line with the river to Rotherbridge, up the
lane and on to Station Road. Groceries would be left at the farm for us to collect:
Mr. Jarvis from Pound Street! delivered. Coal came the same way, left at the farm
for my brother to bring up with the horse and cart, Mr. Whitney at the farm was
always very helpful.

Our neighbours at Perryfields were Mr. and Mrs. White. Water had to be
fetched from a pump, reached by walking across a field. My father didn’t work for
Mr. Whitney but as a gardener at Gore | {ill, Byworth. There was a bridge over the
river at Perryfields (now replaced) and I remember it being closed off once a year
and padlocked. For that day no one could go over it: I think it was something to
do with the Leconfield Estate.

Perryfields was lonely but there were more people walking about in those days,
Yes, we'd go shopping in Petworth but it was a long way. Mum and I would
walk in with the pram. The copper had to be filled with water and the washing
left out on the line to dry. It was possible to cross the bridge to Cathanger, over
the railway line, and walk up the lane and into Graffham but I can’t say I ever
did this. There was a huge garden running along the river. When Perryficlds was
demolished about 1970 the garden was taken back into the farm.

| The shop is now a Chinese takeaway. Jane McFarlane was talking to the editor
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Three silverpoint drawings made by Jonathan
MNewdick in the barn at Perryfields: carpenter's
marks on a post and brace by the north door,

and two hinges which once held the same door.
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A Blockhouse called Dryazell

The December Book Sale

Books coming into the monthly sale usually have no obvious history.The flood of

paperback novels is resolutely anonymous: read once and passed on. Occasionally
an older book suggests otherwise. A pencilled note of price, decimal or otherwise
will indicate a change of owner; there may even be a name, an address, a gift
inscription or a school prize plate: ‘3rd prize (equal), English session 1920-1.’
‘How we baffled the Germans, the exciting adventures of two boys in South West
Africa. Four colour plates. Nelson’s Library for B()_\'s,"

If the 1914-18 war can be seen as a clash of European powers, it would be
fought over a wide area and German South West A frica (now Namibia) was a long
way from the Western Front and the mud of the trenches.The terrain, however,
if different, could be equally unforgiving, a barren landscape of ‘kopjes’, low
mounds of sand, pointed or flat-topped, and in the ‘rainy season’ prone to stifling
heat, heavy rain, and, illogically, periods of severe drought. A wilderness broken
only by the occasional ‘blockhouse’, concrete or wooden, one appropriately called
‘Dryazell’; and ‘outspan’, isolated patches of rough grazing.

It’s 1914 and news of the outbreak of war in Europe reaches the farm where
Jimmy Walch and Freddie Moore are working for Stein, a bullying German
farmer. Memories of the Boer War will be fresh, attitudes probably ambivalent:
understandably, the author does not expand on this. Stein 1s implicated in a plot
to annex part of the Union of South Africa and incorporate it in a German client
state, Stein’s two former employees playing a role in frustrating him. The two ‘boys’,
actually in their late teens, are introduced without preamble and remain essentially
cyphers to reflect the adventures to follow. The plot develops with a number of set
piece episodes that look forward to the later Biggles stories. Often separated as they
are, coincidence, reasonably disguised, brings the boys together from time to time.
The author, clearly himself \\'t:l]--ﬂcqwlintc'.d with the background, has to explain the

unfamiliar setting to his young readers. A map would perhaps have helped.

If the book is very much of its time, it is in this that its interest lies. In a sense
it reflects a vein of post-1918 triumphalism that blends uneasily with the stark
horror of the war years. The ‘clear eyed, bright faced’ Jimmy and Freddie grow

Opposite.'lt was a foolhardy thing to do to race for the blockhouse in full view of the approach-

ing horsemen’ — a typical full-page watercolour illustration from How we baffled the Germans.
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hell! You can see why I looked up to him as my hero.

My brother also taught me things about the countryside; birds nesting was one
as egg collecting was allowed in those days. Petworth Park had one large lake near
the road but we could not get in because of the wall so he showed me how to. The
lake had an overflow that ran through a pipe under the wall and road coming out
into a small stream. The pipe was large enough for us to crawl through which we
did, coming out near the edge of the (very private) lake. I often wondered what
would have happened if they had decided to lower the water level which they
could have done while we were in the pipe, it was a long pipe.

Harry Burgess's brother died in the school bombing. (See PSM 169, September 2017)

29th September 1942

It was a drizzly September morning in Hampers Green and | remember my
mother calling out that [ had left my handkerchief behind. Men had been working
on the school roof and, sitting at my desk, I idly watched a few particles of dust
falling. Perhaps the men had come back. Hardly time for the thought to register.
I’d glimpsed a plane flying low over the school, the window being strapped to
prc\'cnt splintering. ‘It’s a Jerry,” I thought, or perhaps muttered to the boy next
to me in the double desk. I can’t remember who. Miss Weekes, the junior school
mistress shouted for us to make for the wall on the eastern side but there was
no time before the roof fell in. All in a split second. I cannot recall any sound.
Curiously the east wall remained standing.

[ was trapped under a beam and couldn’t move, except for my fingers which
I waggled about trying to attract attention while I shouted, or rather squawked
for help. I was seven. It seemed hours before I heard a voice say “There’s one
here.’ I can still hear it. Jack Townsend, the postman and Augustini, a Canadian
from the camp were pulling the wreckage off me and my mother was looking
anxiously on. I knew Augustini from from parties given to the local children by
the Canadians and would know him well afterwards. I was soon on a stretcher,
put into an army ambulance van and taken to the Red Cross in East Street, then
on to the Royal West Sussex Hospital at Chichester. As | remember, Terry Lucas
was there too. Other boys were sent to Petworth Cottage Hospital. I was kept in
for a week.

R.eg Withers.
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[t was so sudden that I can remember virtually nothing. I was knocked unconscious
and in hospital for several months, eventually going away to recuperate. I do know
that several people left the town in the wake of the bombing — they simply couldn’t
bear to keep passing the site.

Peter Carver;

Reg Withers and Peter Carver were talking to Janet Duncton and the editor:

Hot lunch or pﬂcked meal?

Sue Wass (née Pellett)

When the bombs fell on the boys™ school in 1942 it made our house at North
End temporarily uninhabitable. My parents Reg and Sue Pellett ran G. Pellett &
Sons, a wholesale and retail tobacconist and confectioners. My Uncle Albert, a

partner in the firm, was in the army. The shop lay between Bowyers the chemists

, c PELLETT & SONS.,
AL = WOLESALE. TOBACCONISTS, —po

A wealth of signwriting on G. Pellett & Sons' delivery van in 1938. Photograph by George Garland.
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‘The Divine and the Donkey — or Petworth Frolics', reproduced here courtesy of the British
Museum, London.

This cartoon by C.Williams was first published by W. N. Jones at 5, Newgate Street, London

on |st February 1814 and it appeared in the satirical magazine The Scourge in that year.

When reproduced in black and white in this magazine (No. |28, June 2007) the following text

accompanied it: The Prince Regent and his friends are portrayed as playing an elaborate and

boisterous joke at the expense of the then Rector of Tillington [James Stanier Clarke], himself no

stranger to the Prince.

Reading from left to right the text in the speech balloons is as follows:

‘Il drink another bottle to the Allies — Huzza love and wine for ever I

‘Come one more bumper to the Allies!’

‘Bravo my Boy — we have provided you with an Allie for the night my Buck. | hope you will agree
together

‘What Margery — did you want to hear the News from the doctor’s lips’

24 Petworth Society Magazine No. |71

‘Come let's drink a Bon Repos to them'

‘Why Jenny you must not kick in this manner when you have got your Bedfellow with you'

Oh dear! Oh dear! | shall die with laughing! What will the Parson say when he finds what a
strange bed fellow he has got’

‘Bon Repos to ourselves for there will be a rare duet of snoring & braying

The spelling and punctuation is unchanged from the original.
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Below. The collapsed Tillington tunnel on the
left and, on the right, the tunnel after being
rebuilt, Bottom. The commercial puddled clay,
Phoslock, being applied on the Upper Pond.

Photographs by Martyn Burkinshaw.
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herbicide to control and reduce the presence of this plant which, if left unchecked,
can cause vast amounts of damage to watercourses. Last year, in order to ensure
that we were able to work on the stone pitching and undertake dredging, we had
to drop the levels of the lake. As a result the pennywort had a much harder time,
which is why no herbicide was applied. We also have another invasive species in
the lake, which is a sweet flag iris. Alhough this has been in the UK for a couple
of hundred years and can be considered ‘naturalised’, in the Upper Pond it causes
an issue as it also outcompetes native flora, in this case mostly because the geese
find it unpalatable compared to truly native flora. The aim for the management of
flora around the lake will be to reduce the invasive species and reintroduce species
which have been lost to the lake. There will always need to be a certain amount of
vegetation within the lake in order to help filter the water to improve its quality
and also to act as a habitat for the invertebrates (such as dragonflies), fish, and
zooplankton which live in the lake. It is possible that there may need to be another
Phoslock treatment in the future to help keep the water quality good but, ideally

by fixing the inputs to the lake, we may be able to negate the need for this.

oS
o

Of Sheila Kaye-Smith and Easter Eg

Shaun Cooper

‘It has been Sheila Kaye-Smith’s virtue to make her novels timeless. She

deals in timeless things, the soll, trees, rivers, corn, food, and drink. She has
timeless themes, birth, death, love, jealousy, patience, maternity, friendship.
But best of all, she is a creator of a little world. If there is one certain passport
for a novelist towards immortality, 1 think it is this — that in these books is
created a world with its own towns, streams, roads, hills, farms and ancient
houses, a world whose citizens have a cosmic life of their own, a life related to

other worlds but coloured uniquely in their own colour.”

This quote by Hugh Walpole, in 1928, is on the back cover of a recently published
biography of the author, The Shining Cord of Sheila Kaye-Smith. She was known as
a Sussex writer, perhaps the best who ever wrote about the county, the author of
mote than thirty novels, most of which are set amongst the fields and farms of
the Sussex weald or that of Kent. Her novels were translated into many different
languages and read all around the world. She also wrote a few non-fiction books,
including two about Jane Austen, as well as three collections of poetry, many short
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Right. Sheila Kaye-Smith as she appeared Wills's Clgurattes
on a ‘Famous British Authors' cigarette card
produced by W. D. & H. ©.Wills in |937. Each
card carried a portrait on the front with a brief
biography of the author on the reverse: Sheila
is in good company — alsa in the series of 40
cards are H. G.Wells, P G. Wodehouse and
Somerset Maugham, although there are others
who could now now be called famous'
Opposite. A studio portrait of Sheila (on the
right) with her sister Mona from around 1897,

when Sheila was about ten years old.

her time at Platnix Farm, 7The Lardners and The Lanrelwoods (1947).

The Children's Summer, and its sequel, Selina Is Older (193 5) are about Sheila’s
childhood, particularly the summer holidays on Platnix Farm. In both books,
young Selina is very obviously based on Sheila herself, and her sister Moira on
Mona. Thea appears as an older girl who lives next door to them, her real name is
Una but the two children call her Baa, and she even comes to stay at Platnix with
them. Indeed, if you read the text closely enough, it can be seen that Baa was going
to the farm long before Selina first went there. However, Sheila’s other older
sister, Dulcie, is not mentioned or even implied in either book, although, almost
certainly, she must have been going to Platnix long before any of them. Sheila
began writing the two short stories which later became 7The Children's Summer just
after Mona’s premature death in 1924.

The reason why that last paragraph is a bit confusing is to do with the great
mystery of the Sheila Kaye-Smith story, which is, that, bearing in mind she and
her sister(s) had so many happy holidays at Platnix Farm for maybe six consecutive
years and Sheila clearly loved the place very much, then why did they suddenly
stop going there, and the following year go to a different farm instead? From
reading all of her books, it seems that Sheila herself did not discover the real reason
until well into her adult life, yet she never states in any of her autobiographical
work what it was that happened. Rather, it was the end of the time they had their
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holidays at Platnix which upset her so much and inspired her to become a writer,
and all of the novels and stories she wrote before the deaths of her parents,
in the early 1920s, were, to some extent, about Platnix and Westfield, though
disguised under different names, and her characters the people she had known
there. Then, from the mid-1920s onwards, elements of the real story of what had
happened that fateful summer’s day in Westfield in the 189os began to appeat
in her fiction and, judging from recurring themes in some of her last novels,
notably 7The Hlidden Son (1941) and Tambonrine, Trumpet and Drum (1943) it
would seem that Sheila may have finally gained the full account — probably from
Thea—and perhaps also, in realizing that she herself had not been to blame, after
all, her redemption.

The Lardners and the Laurelwoods is also about a genteel townie family who used
to spend their summer holidays on a Sussex farm, and Sheila started writing it
shortly after Thea’s death in 1943. This wistful and precious nc wel begins when
the Laurelwood children, who are all now adults, return to the farm with their
mother, twenty-five years after their last childhood holiday there, and meet the old
friends they haven’t seen for so long. My theory that as the Laurelwoods clearly

represented the Kaye-Smiths, and that as K and L are next to each other in the

alphabet, it followed that the real Lardners probably had a surname also beginning
with K initially met strong resistance from the upper ranks of the Sheila Kaye-

Petworth Society Magazine No. |71 37







Liberated Edwardian ladies spinning down North Street on their bicycles in the early years of the
twentieth century. No. 307 North Street is the building with six chimney pots behind the leading
cyclist. Photograph by Walter Kevis, Garland Collection.
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abandoned cars. The cars had been driven up into the garden by way of a somewhat
unauthorised track across the fields beyond the allotments. Dad was a mechanic
cum chauffeur on the Leconfield Estate and could not resist finding a home for
these timeworn vehicles, most of which would find 307 their final resting place.
Among the undergrowth was an old London cab, the type that was open at the
front to allow the storage of luggage. An old grey Standard Vanguard was another
resident of the garden, no doubt one of Dad’s projects that never really came to
fruition. Sadly, the garden has all but disappeared under the tarmac entrance to
Thompson’s Hospital along with the driveway built to allow parking behind the
North Street houses. The low garden wall that fronted the road has also gone and
with it the memories of the many children who had sat upon it and waved to the
passing Goodwood traffic.

Immediately north of our garden was Thompson’s Hospital. It was, like
Springfield House, beyond a high wall and really a mystery to us children. The only
inhabitant that we were aware of was Annie Benham who lived in the nearest room
that overlooked our garden. She seemed ancient and always wore black. We rather
cruelly convinced ourselves that she was a witch and would avoid her at all costs.
Beneath the almshouses were the now sadly lost allotments for which the bottom
end of North Street was well-known. There was Mr Fowler and Mr Cobby, Charlie
Peacock and Mr Pratt the bandmaster, at least one of whom could always be found
working on their allotment, though they were strictly out of bounds to us children.

Our part of North Street was very much Leconfield Estate territory in those
days and there were only a few privately owned houses. | may be mistaken but
| believe that there is now only one Leconfield house in the entire street, that is
between the junction of the Horsham Road and the Rectory Gate, a real change in
quite a short time. Many of the inhabitants seemed very old to us, which was not
surprising as there were three almshouses and very few children. It was however a
wonderful place to grow up and in those days seemed quite remote from the town
which of course it really wasn’t.

On an untelated note but associated with the same article you published a

photograph of a man with a sandwich-board advertising a dance at the town Hall.

The photograph appears to have been taken in the back garden of our present
home at g South Grove, which by coincidence is where the Petworth photographer
George Garland was living at the time. The photographer is unknown and it does
not seem to be by Garland, however, according to my neighbour John Wakeford,
who has lived here all of his life, the subject may be a Mr Warner who lived at
number 8 South Grove before the second world war.

Miles.
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an area close to Ypres in Belgium. On the 27th October the battalion was ordered
to the front and became part of the First Battle of Ypres. During the fighting
there were many casualtics and rthe war diary records ‘we arce NOLSrong ¢ I1:ml:;]] L)
counter-attack ver, so have abandoned all our wounded.’

George was one of the wounded left behind and was taken prisoner by the
advancing German troops. After a harrowing rail journey, in one of several cattle
trucks, lasting three days he was imprisoned at a prisoner of war camp at Gustrow
in Northern Germany, some 450 miles from Ypres. The winter of 1g1r4-15 was
|J|I|||_1’ cold with heavy snowfalls, (n'in'l!_ln' WS Armon g the first Prisoners il this
camp and had to endure this weather i a leaky tent with only a thin blanker for
warmth and with inadequate food. 1tis not surprising that after only five months
on forcign soil Private George Peacock succumbed 1o pncumaonta and, without

drugs, George died on 29th December 1g1 4,

George Garland — torty years on

Born m 1goo, George Garland died in 1978, forty vears ago this year, Onee
known 1o cvervone, he s now, for many, a name, | 1']1:'lll,l!t11 in the Garland
Collection held by the West Sussex Record Office — thousands of 2lass negatives
augmented by the extensive surviving work of Walter Kevis who left Perworth in
1gof. The two Perwarth photographers are remembered in the rwo downstairs
rooms at the Leconfield Hall

In some ways |N'1'||;J§)'- | -.rJ]II'.H‘, man, !!Llr'll('lll:ll'l\ atrer the 11:';|I|: ol Mrs
Crarland (Sally) i 1965, Georpe Garland’s |HI|l|I{ face was convivial if a touch
cecentric, His fund of Sussex stories would be a feature of many a local Variely
show 1 rthe early days of elevision and before, *GGT? had a somewhat lonely

imterest inoan older Petworth but a ]]U".l War town HI'lIJIIIt'l{ ]:'. the se ||f:f:] 1:|111||J]11'?'

Petwaorth Society Ifi.::.'-;/.l-l' e |/

was probably in little mood for reminiscence or retrospection.

\s a young man Cieorge Grarland had an ambition to write freelance but he soon
ir|u|1:| that his work was more likely to sellif he could lustrare i B and soon his focus
was on picture rather than word. He gradually established a rapport with mdividual
newspaper and magazine editors, By the 19305 he was working for che Wess Swsex
Gazette and the Brighton sister papers the Sauthern Weekly News and Sussexe aily
Negw, e did hiotle work for the Medbarst L imey (now the Obserer). |(:'|1rJ|I|11_&’ wWias
YTy lt'1'1Jlr|r'|.1I" ancd Crarland’s \_\:rl|-.|||1' AT AT Lt le ii:iin'r:i_ |l'[]l|l'(i 1o extend
cast trom Perworth and towards the coast. Sally, who he had married i 1927,
collaborated both with writing reports and photography. She was particularly
skilled as a photographic printer. George had an instinctive sympathy with older
people and some of his best journalism is 1o be found i lare hie recollectuon or
obiuary, whether written by him or his wife, Fither way, the Garland newspaper
Ie |1r1||'\ arc a treasure trove of, often Vi FOTELN, IMCory and ancedote,

GG ook little activi part in the Perworth Society's carly years althoueh |
went with himi to s inaugural mecting in 1973 his health was alreads fatling
fast, e had given LY achve ]J{|<'I||:-_|:||!||‘- and his mrerest i an older Petworth had
hecomnie perfunctory., \ Prize possession was a, then unigpue, walley proot of |, ).
Cireentield’s Tales of Ofd Petwarth vescued from certain oblivion on the bar counter
of a local mn, To his erear savstaction the Zafer would be issued i hoolk Torm Dy
the Window Press in 1976,

Crarland’s classic |N_'I'I|u| as i |1||n|:|l:"||".|l>||tl wonld |1|‘n]1:1|1l\ e considered
1 163 08; 1 |1r|".1 Wil |,u'|llu| SaW ol |I1]IIH[|_‘J ol horizons, s contact with the
national |‘:!|H 'S Wik |J:'tt11|||1l_‘-'. Intermiticnt ;||1|| his worlk sertled mto a localised
routine. Personally, I have always preferred his hesitant vision of the 1g2os when
e was '1|'||_:'_:'11r1:' Lo make an il]t!\:n I.)l There 1s an almost |il||‘1|lJ|l||'l||:l Sense ol
the local fields and the men who worked them, as also of the rigid social divide
sull de rigucur, on the borders of which Garland, wlerated as an observer and
recorder, operated. He would sell society pictures to the shilling weeklies’, fatler,
Live, Bystander and the rest as readily as he would srudies of men workinge the helds
1oy the AT H|||||}|| ;Il]i] ||:ti|~. |1I't"-‘.. \ \\'!IH]L' I|Hit'|!<'||11:'11r ‘.\lrl'![l |.J\. [ EAVECn 1
hwa extremes, the one as captive to its social context as the other

[n later vears the old humour would surface but it looked back to the vanished
Petworth Garland had known as a young man. In somewhat unfair and irreverent
retrospect he would talle of the old Petwaorth Five Brigade, summaoncd by the Town
Hall fire bells, watting impatiently for the station bus to return to the Marker
t‘:niu.ll'i ter release the hur“-v*._ or the separale e IJHI[l'!:| Fistate e B I_:':H]t s GV EDN
more tardy than the town men, turning hack because the capram had forgoten

his pipe or perhaps the famous story of the fire at Coultershaw Mill i 1926 when

a7




a request for refreshment was refused by mine host of the Railway Inn? on the

grounds that prior notice had not been given.

I suspect that Garland was too much of an individual to have felt completely
at ease with the Petworth Society, although his long association with Petworth
Lawn Tennis Club, Ebernoe Horn Fair and the famous Lodsworth Chess Club
may suggest otherwise. Certain fixed calendar dates were almost sacred to him: the
ploughing matches at Petworth or East Grinstead or Horn Fair. And, of course,
weddings. Was there a couple for miles around who had not experienced Garland’s
leisurely insouciance? It is difficult to evaluate his influence on the 171 issues of
this magazine. It will go far beyond the cover presentations of classic Garland
photographs. I like to think of him as a presiding spirit.

|.In Petworth Most of the Time (Window Press 201 6), | dated this in errorto 1974,
2.See Not Submitted Elsewhere (Window Press 1980). Reprinted 986 and the only Garland
photograph book still in print.

3.'mine host' was George Garland's stepfather, Henry Streeter.

George Garland at work in about |960. Photographer unknown.
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