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LETTERS
& Mrs. Leslie Tidy,
7129 Ottawa St.,
Midland, Ont.
Canada.

The Petworth Society, L4R 1C3.

Mrs. V. Sadler,
52 Wyndham Rd.,
Petworth, Eng.

Dear Mrs. Sadler:

We have recently arrived back to Canada after our 40th yr.
Pilgrimage to Holland. We all agreed that it was a rewarding but
tiring tour. However most everyone agreed that our most exciting
and most heart warming day was spent with the people of Petworth.

You made us more than welcome and we enjoyed every minute in
your town.

A very nice lady approached me near the tea room at Petworth
House and gave me a photo of the Gatehouse where we were stationed
in the Park.

I have had some copies enlarged for the Toronto Scottish photo
archives.

I was so excited that I did not get the ladies name and address.
I believe she said her or her brother lived there at one time.

I am enclosing a copy and would like very much for her to have
T o3

Thanks again for our wonderful time at Petworth. May come to
visit again in Aug. All the best.

Les & Hazel Tidy

June 13, 1985

41 Lynvalley Cres.,
Scarborough, Ontario

Canada MIR 2V1
Mr. Peter Jerrome,

Chairman of Petworth Society

Bear Sty-

I am the wife of a Toronto Scottish vet, that was visiting

Petworth on Sunday April 28th, during the Holland Liberation
Pilgrimage.

We all certainly enjoyed our visit, and were overwhelmed at
the very sincere welcome we received.

The reason I am writing, is that when I returned to Canada,
I realized that I was missing a whole film from my camera that I

had taken in Petworth. I'm sure now that when I changed films I
put one down, to put the other one in, and neglected to pick it up.
We went on to the Junior school, and I took some there, but they
were numbered from #I on so I know that T had just changed films.
This is a disc camera, & the film is flat, and about 3 inches
square. I know that the chances are very remote but just in case
it was lying around somewhere, I'd sure love to have it. My
address 1s above.

Very sincerely yours

Mrs. Ted White

June 21, 1985.

Mr. Peter A. Jerrome,
Chairman Petworth Society,
Trowels - Pound Street,
Petworth, West Sussex,
England.

GU28 - ODX

Dear Sir:

I had the privilege of attending a ceremony at Petworth on 28
April 1985. I was not at Petworth at the time the regiment was
stationed there, but heard so very much from the other members of
their stay at Petworth, the good times and the bad, (the school
being bombed) .

As we were winding our way through the small roads to Petworth,
five bus loads, I kept thinking how embarassed we would be, if but
a few turned out to welcome us. However, to my surprise and pleasure,
we had a beautiful welcome. I will never forget the love and emotion
shown on our trip and stay that day at Petworth. I was taken aback
by the welcome we received. The members of our association talked
about the trip and welcome and will for years to come.

I would like to say thank you all so very much for all the
work that went into preparing the welcome. The various people that
helped in the preparation of the meal that was served and of course
the minister of the church for his sermon and welcome. I can not
go on mentioning and singling individuals, as I am sure it was a
joint effort. However, I would like for you to pass on for me, to
everyone who took part, from the children up to the senior citizens
the band played for, our heart felt thanks. I am sure we will meet
again.

I would like to say, as I had at the time at the school, that
we will as long as there is someone left in our association send you
a Canadian flag when that one has to be replaced. Don't hesitate
to let us know when it is in bad shape and we will replace it with
our pleasure. Yours truly, Jack Bateman




GEORGE WAKEFORD B,E,M., BEEMASTER

1 started beekeeping in the summer of 1963. I remember it because
of the bad winter in the early months of that year. I had helped

to unearth a colony of bees on a farm adjoining where we lived but

I didn't at that time have any knowledge of beekeeping. I simply
phoned up my old biology master Allan Dugdale for advice. Together
we looked at the bees and I bought them. Allan advised me to join
the Wisborough Green Asscoiation which I did there and then. We
took the honey off the colony but the honey jars I would need to get
from the secretary. This is how I came to meet George Wakeford for
the first time. When I asked him for the jars he was most apologetic,
"I'm dreadfully sorry, I can't let you have any" - he didn't know I
was already a member. When I cleared this up I got my jars.

The second time we met was when I was putting some of my honey into
the Billingshurst Flower Show. George was exhibiting too but there
was no guestion of rivalry. He carefully showed me where I was going
wrong, putting as much right on the day as he could. The trouble he
took with my exhibits you'd hardly think he had exhibits of his own.
I didn't win but I did learn a good deal.

I left school that summer but as I didn't start work until the
September I spent every day of that summer holiday with him.

By this time he'd given up the timber-cutting which he'd done for
years, away from home nights at a time, sleeping out under canvas
as often as not when the weather was warm. I wouldn't describe him
as retired though, he was still putting in seven days a week with
bees and gardening. During the winter he would also pick up many
other jobs, though mainly gardening. One winter he worked for me
cutting chestnut and making fencing stakes. He was secretary of
the Wisborough Green Association for about 25 years until he was
made President in the late 1970s. The Association had some hundred
members of very different beekeeping attainment. Some might have a
single hive at the bottom of the garden, while others might have
twenty. Some members looked after their own bees but a significant
proportion had George Wakeford look after their hives for them. When
I first knew him I asked him how many colonies of bees he looked
after and reckoned it was over four hundred. If someone had a swarm
they could call on George. 1I've known him go as far as Shermanbury
and Henfield or Wormley in Surrey. He drove himself at this time
but was rather inclined to let his attention wander to the roadside.
"Look at that..." he'd cry pointing to some plant or bird. Nature
fascinated him but didn't improve his driving!
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George Wakeford in 1975.
A photograph by William Gooddy lent by Mrs. Curtis, Wisborough




His relation with those whose colonies he managed varied from person
to person. For some he simply made a regqular call at the beginning
of the season to put in the "Supers" or honey chambers and would be
on call if the owner had a swarm and needed someone to deal with it.
Extracting the honey was another familiar job as was feeding the
bees in the winter. When I first went with him he'd do the extract-
ing in people's homes taking his own equipment.

George never forgot his upbringing at Palfrey and would go back to-
ward Ebernoe on the slightest pretext or without any pretext at all!
Tom Haffenden was one of his oldest and closest confederates from
the very beginning and eventually I bought Tom's bees because his
eyesight was failing. I was at this time looking to build up my
stocks with a view to keeping bees commercially. I put some of
these bees on Ebernoe Common and we kept them near Birchwells where
George's grandmother had once lived.

d.

People were always phoning up to say that they had a swarm and ask-
ing him to go up and take it. He always looked to find someone who
wanted to take them. He'd usually use a skep to transport them,
sometimes a box. He was in his mid-sixties when I first knew him
and remained a very strong man till he was in his mid-70's. I'm
told he was still playing cricket when he was well past fifty. It
was reported that no one had ever seen him drop a catch. I only
once ever heard him swear; he was the most mild-mannered of men.

Tt was about fifteen then and George, myself and a boy of nine were
taking some bees out from behind a patch of lead on a roof. As we
were peeling the lead back George asked the boy if he would move his
coat for him. The boy threw it down rather carelessly and the coins
in the pockets went all over the place - some cheques too!
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George Wakeford was the best handler of bees I have ever seen but I
remember one occasion when even he had to flee before their fury.
They had been put in specifically to pollinate blackcurrants at High
Noons and a barbed wire fence had been put in front of the hives to
keep off some bullocks in an adjoining field. There were six or
eight colonies I can't remember. We began at the furthest one and
found the bees more than a little touchy, the second were more touchy
and the third hive even worse. What finished us off was the un-
comfortable fact that by the time we started to deal with the third
colony we were under attack from the first two as well. It could
only get worse as we proceeded along the line of hives. We were
already badly stung and decided that discretion was the better part
of valour George always reckoned that the first two or three







similar substance, he would attach the cloth to a rod and poke it

up the chimney - or if he wanted to keep the bees, (as he often did),
he'd get up on to the chimney and poke the cloth down so that they
would come out onto another cloth laid out on the hearth, then up an
incline into a skep. Bees always go upwards, never downwards.

Peter Wakeford.

RE BER R WAK

George was used extensively by the police and by the council to deal
with swarming bees. A swarm of bees needs careful handling and can
be dangerous in inexperienced hands. I remember once we had a sun-
blind jutting out into the street at the Middle Street shop and a
swarm of bees had settled on the end. It was a public hazard; some-
one might bump their head against it with potentially serious con-
sequences. George was of course sent for and in no time was calmly
saying, "there she is", in that characteristic way he had. The

gueen was in a matchbox and George Wakeford had everything under
control.

What most impressed itself on me was his patience. When I was begin-
ning beekeeping I'd go over to Wisborough Green with my queries (and
I'd plenty of those) and he'd explain and if necessary explain again
and again. Other things too I remember, like going to the Honey Show
with him last October and him bringing a box of apples to give away.
1t was of course Benn's Red that rare variety he had once been given
and from which he had struck sc many cuttings over the years. I re-
member too his knowledge of wild flowers and of country lore. One of
them was (if I remember it right) "If ocak's out before the ash we're
in for a soak" but "If ash is out before the oak we're in for a
splash”. I remember the cap he always wore, the unbuttoned shirt
and the way he called even gquite senior people "boy". I always felt
guite pleased to be addressed in this way.

There was a minute's silence at the Wisborough Green Association
meeting on the 12th July. George Wakeford will be very much missed
both for himself and for the help he so freely gave.

Bill Hazelman.

A QUESTION OF STATUS

An Outing from Petworth
to Goodwood House

This was about twenty years ago. Goodwood House had a librarian,

I was told on good authority. He was approachable, and repaired

old books for anybody. I visualized a poor scholar, and as I had
been wanting for some time to have some books repaired, searched

the telephone directory to make an appointment ... estate office

... estate company ... and the Duke's private number. No other
number was down. I rang the private number, imagining the butler
might well put me through to the librarian, a refined, medieval man
with leather patches reinforcing the elbows of his jacket - probably
a genealogist into the bargain - working for his patron in a small
room in a turret surrounded by parchments and glue. However, there
was no answer, and I put my books into the back of the car and drove
over. I had not seen the house before.

Turning in at one of the entrance gates I bowled along a straight
tree-lined road through the splendid park; my car, although rather
small, seemed conspicuous and vaguely impertinent. I felt like an
intruder. There was nothing for it but to drive up to the front
door and at once parry the possible disapproval of the butler by
asking to see the librarian. The butler's heart, I hoped, would
melt a little, presuming one scholar to be asking for another.

The road led past stables. There was a board which said No Parking
on the Grass. The car now crunched along a gravelled carriageway
which swept up to and away from the front facade of the house. All
appeared to be deserted, blinds were down. It was definitely out
of season. Around the stables, the house and across the park there
was not a soul in sight, except for a gardener sitting on a machine
mowing a smooth area of lawn that the carriageway bordered. I drew
up beside him, and chanced my arm.

"Could you tell me how I can find the librarian?"

He regarded me through the car window with heavy incomprehension.
"Librarian?"

IlYeS = "

"There isn't one."

I raised my eyebrows. "There is, actually."

He shook his head, as if he would have invented a librarian to
humour me if it were possible -







MR, J,H, KEEN CARPENTER AND CLOCKMENDER

Carpenter.

Dad always wanted to be a carpenter as a boy what money he got he
bought tocls with. His ambition was to be a ship's carpenter,
but his Father burnt all the tools he had collected so that he
couldn't go.

He was very clever with carpentry. Quite a few children of our
age had toys he made - Quoit Boards and Rings, Bagatelle, Dolls

Houses, Shops and Jigsaw Puzzles. He had a treadle machine in the
cellar which aided him a lot.

Pictures of Foxhound Meets and various others were used for puzzles.
They were pasted on 3 ply wood from tea-chests at Knights the
Grocer. I have to this day a stool he made when I was about 2 years
old made from cheese crates a good % inch thick. T use it to stand
on cleaning my windows to this day.

Keen sisters with their home-made cart.

o e,

also did a lot of fretwork and one particular masterpiece was
overmantle with a mirror in the centre and pagoda like cubicles
the side and centre which took small ornaments in them.

He made a little van and Mum used to take the three of us to her
Mother's at Pulborough during the 1914-1918 war. It was siX
miles and Daisy and I had to take turns in having a ride.

2. Clockmender.

Another hobby was mending clocks. They came in all sorts and condi-
tions. Cuckoo, American,various Mantlepiece, Grandfather and Alarm.
One clock he repaired was an old round shop clock and it went for
years. He made a long pendulum with thick wire and a round piece

of plywood and painted gold which was regulated to get the correct
time. The weights which had to be attached to a long chain, one
weight was a Borwicks Baking pPowder tin and the other was a Carbide
tin filled with stones and the 1lids soldered on and a staple loop
to take the chains through and painted black. It was my job every
night to wind the weights up to keep the clock going.

He bought a Grandfather clock off a Mr. Cooper on Ebernce Common.
No idea what he paid for it. It was in a terrible state and had
been painted with a horrible brown paint. He stripped all this
off, cleaned and polished the wood which was lovely oak, cleaned
the clock face and works, got it going and now it's beautiful and
inpossession of my niece for her son when he gets older.

From Mrs. A. Luff,
16 Sheralds Croft Lane,
Thriplow,
Royston,
Herts.

"MEMORIES"

1) GROWING UP IN PETWORTH

I remember on reaching the age of four years - May 1918, my Father
coming home from World War I. I was very puzzled about this strange
man suddenly making himself at home, as it had just been Mother and
me, and although she had repeatedly told me that my Daddy, a soldier,
would come back one day, it took me quite a time to adjust to this
strange man living in our house.







Later on my Aunt and Uncle moved down into our little town and
Uncle Bill became our town crier. I can see him now in his tall
polished hat with a cockade on the side, his smart top coat, the
ringing handbell, and Uncle's loud voice calling "O Yez, O Yez, O
Yez, this is to give notice etc."

Saturday evening was always bath night, and what a performance it
was! Mother would light the copper in the kitchen to heat the
water, and around six o'clock it was ready. The bath was under the
kitchen window, with a sink and cold tap alongside. A large wooden
1id covered the bath, and was Mother's "work top". At bath time,
up went the lid, pegged up to the wall, in went the hot water, and
then in went me, to be scrubbed clean and ready for Sunday.

On Sunday we donned our "best clothes" and attended Sunday School
morning and afternoon. Each child had to take a turn at pumping

the organ for the morning service. It was very boring sitting
behind the scenes, especially if the sermon was dry and long. We'd
often be in a day-dream, to be rudely awakened by the parson glaring
down at us and wrapping on the pulpit, then we would have to pump
like mad so that the congregation could sing the last hymn!

The "great days" in our childhood were Leconfield Day and British
Legion Day. These were held in the Park, everyone would meet in

the Market Square, all wearing flower button holes, then we'd march
to the Park alongside the town band. Arriving at the Park we'd

find swings, roundabouts and cocoanut shies waiting for our enjoyment,
and the beer tents already doing a roaring trade. In the afternoon
there'd be races for prizes and dancing round the Maypole, what

times they were!

My Dad was a member of the band, but I could never understand why a
little man like him chose to play one of the largest instruments,
the euphonium!!

The other "great day" was our Sunday School outing to Littlehampton
or Bognor, we not only had the thrill of a visit to the sea-side,
but also a ride in a real train, later we travelled in buses. The
only problem was how to raise enough spending money for these great
occasions. Fortunately for us our outing would take place after
the four days of racing at Goodwood. We'd gather outside as the

coaches were coming back from the races and shout "Throw out your
rusty coppers"!!

Toronto Scottish visit April 28th.
Photograph by James Clevett (Littlehampton).
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A photograph by George




This proved a wonderful way to make a quick penny, and many times

we'd finish up with several shillings worth of coppers, sometimes

as much as 10/-. The idea caught on quickly, and the crowd became
larger each year, until finally banned by the police as being too

dangerous.

When I got to the big girls school, my parents were full of hope
that I might win a scholarship, which would give me a better chance
of getting a good job when I left school at fourteen years, and al-
though I was very bright at reading and writing, the third R -
"rithmetic always defeated me.

As I approached my fourteenth birthday, I remember Mother saying
"Tt will have to be service for you Girlie" and domestic service

it was, there was no other choice. I left school at fourteen years
of age and my first job was as daily maid, hours 8 a.m. - 7 p.m..
My wage was £2 per month, out of which I had to buy my own black
stockings and afternoon collar and cuff sets, as well as giving
Mother a little as I was still sleeping at home.
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It was customary for the neighbours to show interest in youngsters
who were starting out in the world. One such was a real country
comic who lived in our row.

ge G

8

We met in the street one day and he asked me how I was getting on

in my new job. I told him all about it and that I was earning £2
per month. Harry's good advice on hearing this was "That's right

my gal, you take care of your pennies and you'll be surprised how
the pounds will "creaseate"! He knew what he was talking about, but
his meaning would mystify the listener!
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I must record a few of his gems while I'm on the subject.

He'd had a lot of trouble trying to grow a good row of peas, as
the birds would pick the seed out as fast as he sowed it.

The next year he proudly announced to his old pals, "I've got the
better of them sparrers this year, I've planted my peas at the top
of the garden and put the sticks down the bottom"!! He would also
boast that he grew the biggest "taters as the holes in the middle
weighs a 1 1b!" One of his favourites was that every time he
bought a new pair of boots, he had to wear 'em two or three weeks
before he could get 'em on"!
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F.M. Pugh (to be continued).




PETWORTH TOWN BAND — TOWARDS A HISTORY

The Brass Band Movement or for want of a simpler term Town or Vill-
age Bands have through the ages provided a means for the working
man to express himself musically. But unfortunately it has been
given by some people the "Last of the.Summer Wine" or cloth cap
image. This of course is not true as many small bands have pro-
duced fine musicians. Petworth being no exception in that in gquite
recent years it has given one man the start in music that took him
to the position of Regimental Bandmaster Royal Marines Plymouth
Division.

The formation of Petworth Town Band is not very clearly written.

It appears that a number of men from Petworth played with the Sixth
Volunteer Regiment at Arundel which was formed in 1859 and disband-
ed in 1879. This gave them the inspiration to form a band of their
own in Petworth in 1865, and it is on record in the archives that
the then Lord Leconfield gave the sum of five hundred pounds it is
thought for the purpose of forming a Town Band. Also on a wall in
the Leconfield Estate carpenters shop is written "William Whitcombe"
left Town Band 18 Sept. 1865. So it can be seen from this informa-
tion that Petworth Town Band has been in existence for 120 years.

The Band prior to the 1914-18 war won many contests and prizes
under their Bandmaster a Mr. Jerry Tiplady. Between the wars it
flourished being the highlight of the surrounding community play-
ing at town and village functions, light music in the afternoons
and music for dancing quite often on village greens in the even-
ings. Two known Bandmasters of this period being Jim Sadler and
George Tickner.

In 1946 the Band was reformed by the late Mr. Percy Savage unfor-
tunately with very little money, instruments or music, the latter
two being given for salvage to help the war effort. To raise

funds on Christmas morning 1947 about eight musicians played carols
in and around Petworth, amongst the instruments were two violins
and one clarinet. (A strange Brass Band).

In the 1960s the Band once again struck a bad patch with only a few
members turning up for rehearsals and it is with great thanks to
the late Mr. Bert Pratt that Petworth has a Town Band today. At
this period generous help was givento the Band by the then Presi-
dent Commander De Pass which enabled them to purchase new uniforms.

After the retirement of Bert Pratt the Band continued to flourish
under the direction of Mr. Fred Standen until through ill health
in 1983 had to hand over the baton to the present Bandmaster, Mr.
Tony Deaken.

The Band continues to keep busy on varied engagements. One of the
highlights being before members of the Royal Family at Cowdray
park Polo on Gold Cup Day. Many of its members having to travel

a round trip of some forty or fifty miles at their own expense to
attend such functions.

The main expense to the Band over the past five years has been
purchase of instruments e.g.

Two Euphoniums at £ 850.00 each
Two Cornets at € 250.00
Three Tenor Horns at £ 575.00

and Two Bass Tubas at £2000.00

The Band's President Lord Egremont provides a room at Petworth
House for storage and rehearsals on Monday evenings.

Jack Holloway

WORKING AT THE INTERNATIONAL STORES

When I left the International Stores in 1935 it was still conducted
very much on the old-fashioned principle of being served by the
assistants, as opposed to present-day ideas of serving yourself.
You would say what you wanted and the assistants would get it for
you. The centre space was basically left vacant with the fixtures
and shelving hugging the walls. The counters ran round the peri-
meter. As you went in there was a long counter to your left for
bacon, cheese and fats, while another counter catered for jams,
marmalades, teas and biscuits. There was a counter just for fruit
and I can remember bananas at a penny halfpenny each. On the

right hand side as you entered were the patent medicines, sweets
and sugar. Just inside the door on the right was the cash desk
where Edna Nairn and Miss Rapley would sit. There was at that time
a door in the corner so that effectively the cash desk controlled
the two exits.




I NTERNATIONAL
PROVISIONS STORES

The International Stores c 1930.
Photograph: by George Garland.

There was a great deal of manual work to be done and the Inter-
national then carried a staff of some sixteen to eighteen, includ-
ing a number of men. There was a delivery service and Mr. Field
was employed to go round taking people's orders. As T have said,
the store operated as did all others in those days, on the prin-
ciple that you would indicate what you wanted and it would be cut
or picked out for you by the assistants. Bacon might be rashered
in a variety of different thicknesses and would be cut as you
waited. The cheeses were of the old-fashioned kind, needing to be
skinned before cutting. Butter was still done in pats. A customer
would order a pound of Sylvan Glen for 1/2d. and it would be cut
straight from the block. It was rather similar with sweets: they
would be on the shelves in boxes and jars and weighed out for you
as you wanted them, at eight pence a pound. Christmas was a
particularly busy time because people would begin from about mid-
November to take out their clubs. They'd start in January, paying
in at the desk at a rate of so much a week, a shilling perhaps.
This would be marked down on a special card, separate from the
weekly account. At Christmas time the club orders would come in
like a flood: people wanted things like dried fruit and peel for
Christmas puddings or glace cherries and sultanas for cakes. We
might have to work till 10 o'clock to get the club orders finished
but there would be no extra money for the time we had spent.

SRR

Every week two of the staff had to go out the back and down the
steps into the warehouse. Here they used to weigh up the different
sugars, flour, rolled oats, soda, all sorts of things which were
weighed up out of great bins and bagged up in small gquantities to
be ready when the customers wanted them. Items like flour were
bagged up in l4lbs. 3lbs. and 6lbs. units and stacked up in great
piles ready for the counters. The sugars too, granulated, moist,
caster, lump and preserving, also needed to be bagged up.

Each counter tended to be a unit on its own and individual staff
would be responsible for filling up before they went home. As you
served a customer, you gave them a numbered white ticket, wrote the
price on the ticket and initialled it. The cashiers had spikes and
as the tickets were brought to the cash desk to be paid, the num-
bered tickets would be stuck down on the spike. If a number was
missing they would know that particular ticket hadn't been settled,
and they would call out, say, number seventeen, to check. Customers
would tend to pay after a visit to a particular counter, then go

to another counter, collect another ticket, pay, and move to another
counter. It was almost like a series of different shops under one
roof. It did take a while longer than modern shopping but of

course one counter might have several different items, i.e.

bacon, cheese and butter would all go together and come on the

same ticket.

Fixtures were mainly attached to the walls and the customer would
look at the outside of the containers and order from the shelf.
Sometimes the prices were printed on the box or jar but often we
just had to remember. Biscuits were another item for the customer
to point to and for us to weigh out. For weighing we had the old-
fashioned scales with brass weights.

Every Saturday evening the windows were emptied and the display
cleared away in readiness for a fresh one on Monday morning. We
were never allowed to start on this till a quarter to eight (we
closed at eight) and if people came in during the last guarter of
an hour we had of course to serve them. We hardly ever left work
on time. We closed at six o'clock weekdays, except for seven
o'clock Friday and eight o'clock Saturday. Half-day Wednesday we
closed at one o'clock. I was 17 years old when I started at the
International, having worked for a while at Coates Castle when I
left school. I biked in from Duncton in all weathers and never
earned more than twenty-eight shillings a week.

Nora Hollingdale was talking to Audrey Grimwood.
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rheir property, or otherwise in their possession, would be willing
-0 allow me to recover them. Alternatively, in some instances a

notographic record could provide sufficient information. If you
n help, please contact the writer, Dr. M.I. POPE, at the

idress given below.

34, The Avenue, Hambrook, Chichester, Sussex PO18 8TY.
“hone BOSHAM 573676.

"THE OLD BLUE” - The Story of a Petworth Friendly Society.

1) A period of grace. 1794-1822

"The Society of Good Fellowship and Friendly Society" was insti-
tuted at Petworth on Whit Tuesday the 10th June 1794. It appears
to have been far the senior of the many Petworth Friendly Societies
and even when its fortunes faded as the nineteenth century wore on
it seems to have retained a certain respect. In deference probably
to the antiquity of its founding it was known as the "0ld Blue"
and, with reference to its home base, as the "Angel Blue". Blue
would be the colour of the sashes worn on its procession to church
on the Annual Day. The 0ld Blue was sponsored by the local gentry
who no doubt felt that a Friendly Society was an important instru-
ment of self-help and might ease the burden on the Poor Law legis-
lation. The "0ld Blue" would appear to have been a fairly sober
society of its type: 1t was quite usual for friendly societies to
be based at public houses and they would be encouraged by publicans,
cuen sometimes to the extent of founding societies on the publican's
own initiative. On a club night the publican might find his room
rent returned several times over in liquor consumed. Most Petworth
public houses in the nineteenth century would have had a resident
friendly society; there were certainly local societies at the
Masons and the Swan, while local lodges or branches of federated
cocieties like the Oddfellows or Foresters would also have a public
house as their home base. An exception was the Petworth Park
Friendly Society founded in 1856 exclusively for Lord Leconfield's
workmen. The "Petworth Park" enjoyed the greatest prestige and
held itself somewhat aloof from the town's various other friendly
societies, but prestigious as it was, compared to the "Old Blue",
the doyen of them all, it was a mere upstart.

With the Petworth Society in Stag Park May 1985,

Although recognisable Friendly Societies can be traced back as far
as the latter half of the seventeenth century, by 1794 such socie=-
ties were expanding rapidly and it would not be at all unusual for
those whom the Rule Book (revised in 1859) describes as "the yeomen,
farmers, tradesmen, artificers, husbandmen, and labourers" of
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Pound Street June 1985.

wr
pel
|
o
=
4
c
a
| S
s ]
G
[T
el
Y
o
o
c
+
i7)
w
=
<L

Petworth and the surrounding villages to bind themselves together
for their mutual protection and benefit. Friendly Societies were
very much their own masters and, at this early period, subject to
no outside control. It was a consequence of this freedom however
that if they failed financially through inadequate administration
they could expect no outside assistance. The officers were fre-
guently unlettered men and even the more sophisticated societies
had no experience of what would now be called actuarial matters.
The calculation of possible benefit liability in relation to in-
come was at best very random and governed not so much by informed
calculation as by the necessity to keep the subscription rate as
low as possible in the hope of attracting new members. Competition
between different local societies tended to keep rates artificially
low. A fair average contribution was a shilling a month while
benefit might be as high as a shilling a day.

Nothing is known of the "0Old Blue's" foundation other than the date,
but it is likely that the founding members in 1794 were of an age
and relatively young. Friendly Societies did not usually admit
members over the age of 40, (the "Old Blue" had an upper limit of
44), because with advancing age came a greater likelihood of making
a claim on the Society's funds. In fact the early years of such a
society might be relatively untroubled with the building up of a
considerable capital fund hardly eroded at all by members' claims.
Indeed the early years of such a society as the "0Old Blue" might
well be termed a period of grace.

A Society's difficulties would begin when the founder members
reached an age when sickness and infirmity became more likely.

New members might be difficult to attract because their own con-
tributions might be used to pay for the older sick members, while
they themselves could not be certain that the society would survive
until that time when they might be sick and ailing themselves. As
the affiliated orders such as the 0dd Fellows and the Foresters be-
gan to spread in the middle decades of the nineteenth century, men
would become increasingly attractea by the greater financial stabi-
lity offered by these federated societies, self-governing lodges or
courts enjoying the support of a nationwide organisation, and in-
creasingly wary of joining local independent societies like the
Good Fellowship. The stifling of a society through its overweight-
ing with sick and elderly members and the consequent failure to
attract new blood was a recognised problem, and it was not unknown
for younger members quite cynically to disband an unaffiliated
society and form another expressly excluding the older members.

The first surviving minute book does not start until 1822 but it is
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punitive admission fees and hence the purpose underlying them might
be frustrated. A continuing supply of new blood was essential for
any Friendly Society to survive. (to be continued)

(Documents courtesy of Messrs. Anderson, Longmore and Highham.)

Mo the CoMMITTEE of the FRIENDLY SOCIETY
at FITTLEWORTH.

WE the Minister and Parish Officers of the Parish of whose

Names are hereunto subscribed, do hereby certify, That

‘one of the Members of the said Society, now residing in the Parish aforesaid, hath been very ill with
which incapacitated him from following his usual

Occupation of a from to

185 Days, at ls. per Day.---

Snatoten .
Choxrchivarden.
Cycrseer.
Seervard.

Surgeon and Apothecary, who have attended

during his illness, do hereby confirm the above Certificate.

N. B. This Certificate must be returned the first Monday in every Month to the Commitiee.

————
Phillips and Bryant, Printers. Petworth.

A blank certificate for Fittleworth Friendly Society from the 1850's.
No "01d Blue" certificates are known to survive from the early nineteenth century
but it is likely that the "O1d Blue" adopted a somewhat similar format for their
certificates from an early date. = 34 5
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The old Swan Inn on the right.

Photograph by George Garland from an old print.




NEW MEMBERS 10 Z20TH JULY

D. Betts, 49 Cambridge Road, Horsham.
and Mrs. R.A. Boakes, 112 Stockbridge Road, Chichester.
Boyd-Baker, 19 Goulding Avenue, Willowdale, Ontario, Canada.
and Mrs. P.M. Bowles, "Feldmore", Wyncombe Close, Fittleworth.
and Mrs. Bradley, Beards Cottage, Jacobs Lane, Haslemere.
Miss J. Brown, 2 White Hart Cottages, Petworth.
Mrs. A.C. Brown, St. Peter's Cottage, Angel Street, Petworth.
Mrs. B. Calder, 9 Belvidere Street, Aberdeen.
Mr. and Mrs. N. Callingham, Red Roses, High Street, Petworth.
Mrs. P. Catt, The Swan Inn, Huntington Kington, Hereford.
Mr. and Mrs. J. Dymer, 1077 Oddstad Boulevard, Pacifica,
California.
Mr. and Mrs. Fowler, 335 Grove Street, Petworth.
Mrs. Gartrell, River Hill Lodge, Petworth.
Mr. and Mrs. J. Holloway, Littlecote Lodge, Petworth.
Mr. and Mrs. H. Howard, 10 Martlet Road, Petworth.
Mr. T. Ingman, 3 Churchwood, Fittleworth.
Mr. and Mrs. W.J. Marmion, Archway House, High Street, Petworth.
Mr. J. McNiven and Mrs. A. McNiven, White Hart Place Cottage,
High Street, Petworth.
Mrs. . Nicholson, "Hallgarth", Healaugh, Richmond, North Yorks.
Mrs. Poste, 8 Wyndham Road, Petworth.
Mrs. S. Pope, The Angel Hotel, Petworth.
Mr. and Mrs. K. Price, 9 Rothermead, Petworth.
Mrs. E. Pritchard, Hall Cottage, Duncton.
Mr. and Mrs. A.J. Peacock, Mile Cottage, 263 Limbo, Petworth.
Mrs. Salmon, The 0ld Rectory, Fittleworth.
Mr. and Mrs. Scutt, Wyndham Road, Petworth.
Miss Steer, 356c East Street, Petworth.
Mr. A.G. Wakeford, 42 Norwood Road, Effingham, Surrey.
Mr. and Mrs. O. West, 5 Heath End, Petworth.
Mrs. M. Woodgate, 119 Rotunda Road, Eastbourne, SusseX.







