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Constitution and Officers

The Petworth Society was founded in 1974 "to preserve the character and amenities of
the town and parish of Petworth including Byworth; to encourage interest in the history
of the district and to foster a community spirit". It is non-political, non-sectarian and
non-profit making.

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

The annual subscription is £7.00. Single or double one Magazine delivered. Postal
£8.00 overseas £9.00. Further information may be obtained from any of the following:

Chairman
Mr P.A. Jerrome MBE, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth (Tel. 342562) GU28 0DX
Vice Chairman
Mr K.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth (Tel. 342585) GU28 0EW
Hon. Treasurer
Mr P. Hounsham, 50 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343461) GU28 0BX
Hon. Magazine Secretary
Mrs B. Hodson, The Cottage, Whitelocks, Sutton
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont, Mr [an Godsmark, Mrs Audrey Grimwood,
Mr Andrew Henderson, Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker, Mr J. Taylor,
Mr E. Vincent, Mr Graham Whittington, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mrs Mason, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Mrs Hounsham,
Mr Boakes (Petworth), Mrs Adams (Byworth), Mrs Hodson (Sutton and Duncton),
Mrs Williams (Graffham), Mr Vincent (Tillington and River),
Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth)
Society Scrapbook
Mrs Pearl Godsmark

Society Town Crier
Mr J. Crocombe, 19 Station Road (343329)

Note: The crier may be prepared to publicise local community events and public notices for
you, even snippets of personal news such as births, engagements or lost pets. It is suggested
thatsuch personal and business cries be made for a small donation to a charity to be nominated
by the crier himself .
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Chairman’s Notes

[ like to think that each Magazine has in some ways a character of its own, arising out
of the way that quite separate articles work together to make a coherent whole. Such
thoughts are probably just imagination but they occur all the same. Different people
will no doubt see different lines of connection, some, doubtless, no line of connection at
all! [ think this issue has its own quite distinctive flavour.

Have you given the millennium any thought? I imagine that there are aspects of
the "hype" with which we're already thoroughly weary and that this can only get worse.
Nevertheless the Society probably should in some ways bestir itself. I am not convinced
that organising a town celebration is our proper function although we might help. Our
efforts will be better placed elsewhere. Two initial thoughts - first a video of Petworth
as the century changes, or some particular aspect. Such a video would be available for
members. lan and Pearl have some tentative thoughts. Secondly the Magazine issue
Jor June 2000, all being well, will be number 100. Quite a milestone in any case.
Perhaps we should try to make it something special. These two suggestions play to our
traditional strengths but we're open to others. The year 2000 will be the 100th
anniversary of George Garland's birth for instance.

Peter 24th July.

Help for the Petworth Cottage Museum

we need an enterprising volunteer
to build up and administer
an association of

Friends of the Petworth Cottage Museum

Friends will pay a modest sum annually
preferably under deed of covenant
in support of this interesting local charity

Please write to the chairman
Peter Jerrome
at Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth, GU28 0DX
or telephone him at 01798 342562
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She was always there for us with plenty of love no matter what we did. I don't believe she
ever had a holiday apart from going to relatives and the odd day out to the seaside which was
a great treat. She was a very special mum.

Pauline Chandler (Phelps)

A visitor to Petworth in the 1890s

James John Hissey wrote anumber of books on his travels in England in the 1880s and 1890s,
attractively produced and featuring the author's own illustrations. His books can sometimes
be found on the second-market but they tend to attract a fair price £30 to £40. Hissey was
fairly prolific ; a series of such books appearing from 1884 onwards covering much of the
country. His favoured mode of transport was dog-cart or phaethon. Painting a broad canvas
as he does, Hissey like so many leisured travellers of the period, makes little attempt to
penetrate beneath the surface, offering a few general impressions on an overnight stay, often
filled out with fairly general comment or personal reminiscence. In one of his later works,
On Southern English Roads (1896) Hissey comes to Petworth and makes the following
observations. I have omitted some passages of personal reminiscence which have nothing
to do with Petworth and are of no interest for this Magazine. In December I will append his
comments on Fittleworth. There is effectively no parallel to his account of the Roman
Catholic Church in building and local reaction to it although Charles Holland's comments
in St Mary's Parish magazine which are reproduced in Petworth: Time Out of Mind (1982)
may be of interest.

On leaving Midhurst Hissey writes:

Now our road dipped down through a deep cutting in red sandstone, and a further
descent brought us to a spot marked as "Halfway Bridge" on our map. A very pretty spot
it was, at the foot of a tree-clad glen, a tiny valley with a wide, winding stream flowing
through it, that worked an ancient mill-wheel with much droning and creaking.

Then it was uphill again, and a short drive through an open country brought us to
Petworth, where at the "Half Moon" — an ancient inn that has outlived many generations
of travellers — we found comfortable quarters and luxurious loose-boxes for our horses.

As there was still an hour or so of daylight left, we set out, sketch-book in hand, for
a ramble round the old town, that just escapes being quaint, but is full of picturesque little
bits, that appeal, however, more to the artist than the architect. Atone part, where the houses
suddenly ended and the country began, we found before us adeep and wide valley, over which
we had a fine view of the distant wooded uplands, and looked down upon the roof-trees of
farmsteads in the vale. I do love these little rural towns ; for one thing, they have no dismal
suburbs ; at once where the houses end the country begins — the genuine country, too.

On the crest of the hill, where we stood admiring the pleasant view, we noticed a fine
church in the course of construction. This had more of the real medieval feeling about it,
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An early alarm was the night watchman tramping up the stairs in the middle of the
night. He came round twice with a torch. We had been told about this but the first night
he woke us up and frightened us out of our lives. He sounded so loud as all the hall and the
stairs were polished wood. Then we remembered and burst out laughing, putting our hands
over our mouths so that he wouldn't hear us.

We were not allowed to use the front of the House. We came in the big gate that had
been used by the huntsmen before the war. We then crossed the cobbled yard into the House,
going through a room with toilets on one side and wash basins and mirrors opposite. We then
passed into a hall. We had to leave our prams on the ground floor and carry our children in
blankets up the spiral staircase. We counted the steps one day and it came to over a hundred,
I can't remember exactly. There was a lovely view, out of the window, of the park and lake
- fields and pond we called them. We were given a spirit lamp to boil the children's milk and
make teaand prepare breakfast, butdinnerand tea were downstairs in a room with a marvellous
view and French doors opening out on to it. There were patches on the wall where the pictures
had been removed. You say it is the Marble Hall, Food was cooked for us in the kitchens.
Itwas good but quite unlike anything we were used to, so we didn't really appreciate it. Jugged
hare, pasta, fish with parsley sauce. I've alwaysbeen rathera finicky eater and I've never drunk
milk, so it was all rather difficult. No alternatives were offered and I was often hungry and
went off to the general shop or the bakers to buy what I could in the way ofrolls, sandwiches
or fruit. The milk pudding I saved for baby after dinner. Another problem with the system
was that it left us absolutely nothing to do for ourselves: I'd be walking about with the pram
mostdays. [ might walk on the Downs (Round the Hills) or round the Square but it wasa long
day. My husband managed to get down once or twice but he couldn't stay at the House itself
and found it very difficult to find anywhere that would put him up for the night.

Once we were having our meal in the dining room when I asked the footman who was
serving us if I could have a jug of gravy for the baby. "I don't know," he replied, "I'll have
to ask the chef." Nothing seemed to happen and I took matters into my own hands. I took
a jug, went through the door the men came from and asked the waiter where the kitchens
were. He directed me and I went through a door down some steps and along a long tunnel.
On either side were tins of food, sugar and other things. Eventual ly I arrived at the kitchen,
a big room with ovens down the sides and a huge table in the middle at which the staff were
working. All round were shining copper saucepans and other utensils. It was quite clear
that visitors to the kitchen were very unusual. I was asked what I wanted, then the chef was
told. He muttered something apparently in French and pointed at several pots, probably in
the bain-marie. I filled up my jug and went off, The funny thing was that when I got back all
the girls wanted some. The little thatwas left I boiled up next day for baby on the spirit stove.

I never felt very much at ease on the rare occasions that I met Lady Leconfield, she
asked us once how we were getting on and arranged a visit for a small party of us to see the
greenhouses. I suppose the man who showed us round would have been Fred Streeter but
I didn't know at the time. One of the expectant mothers said, "I shall have a peach on my
baby's nose if I don't have one," but nothing was said and the ripening peaches remained
where they were,
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Red Cross Nurses about 1914.

"

See "It's the chap in front of you ...

Identifications in note at end of article.




[RON ROOM, PETWORTH
A GRAND

GARNIVAL

DANGE

in the above on

SATURDAY. MARCH &

at 8 p.m.

Roy Phelps & His Band
CARNIVAL NOVELTIES

Tickets 3/-

"Major A.E.W. Mason at work in his study at New Grove, Petworth, his Sussex home.
Major Mason's new novel, The House of the Arrow, has just been published by Hodder
U-NEED-US," 707t Arwadsl Strest, Portamouth, Hants. and Stoughton". Original Garland caption from the mid-1920s.
A.E.W. Mason is mentioned more than once in this magazine.
Poster for the "Aces" band - late 193057 Photograph by George Garland.
See "The Aces and other matters."
















Added note

Photograph of Red Cross Nurses ¢1914 see illustration.
Front Row; 1-5 from left.

Miss Stapylton, trained nurse (?), Mrs Kerr (Commandant), Mrs Lambert, Miss B. Skinner.
Middle Row: 1-8

Mrs Pull, Miss Sutton, Mrs Walker, Miss K Summersell,—, Miss Gaydon,—, (?) Mrs Smith.
Back Row: 1-5

Mrs Sainsbury, Miss Older, Miss Nash, Dorothy Cooper, Lucy Chandler, —.

These identifications were probably made in the early 1960s. Some are certainly accurate,
some perhaps less so. Spellings may not be reliable.

Topping Up the Stock-Pot

Mr. Grant, the chef at Petworth House, came to my parents' home at Hunston to interview
me, or, perhaps more exactly, to talk with- my mother about my working at Petworth. The
vacancy would have come through the Servants' Register Office in East Street, Chichester.
[ was fifteen and had worked for a time in the kitchen at Sir Philip Reckitt's house at Compton.
(This family were the Reckitts' Blue people.) It was a fairly small establishment compared
with Petworth and Sir Philip was away a good deal. I can't quite remember how I came to
leave: it was something to do with my having to come home in the dark on my days off. I
had to change buses and my step-father, who was somewhat over-protective, didn't like the
idea.

On first impression I rather liked Mr. Grant. I certainly didn't feel overawed by him,
although I later found that he could be quite strict. In fact, of course, I didn't decide about
the job, that was a matter for my mother and Mr. Grant. Exactly the same thing had happened
at Compton except of course that that had nothing to do with Mr. Grant. Nor did I go to
Petworth straight away, I imagine that Mr. Grant will have written to offer me the post. 1
don't remember.

There was a place in West Street, Chichester, opposite the Cathedral where the bus
from Hunston stopped and I could pick up the Petworth bus. There was no one to meet me
in Petworth and I walked up from the Square to the House as directed. Despite my step-
father's anxieties, I never felt at all worried by this. I went in by Church Lodge. It would
be early in 1937.

The very day I arrived I walked in through the kitchen door and was astounded. The
kitchen was much bigger than the whole ground floor of the house I'd been brought up in.
I soon realized something else: the food was so much better than anything I had been used
to. "Halfpenny buns" for tea (yeast buns with currants) or pieces of cake or sponge. I'd been
used to plain-bread and butter - perhaps a little jam.
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Peckham children arriving at Billingshurst Station in 1939. The children are carrying luggage labels as identification.

See extract from Gwenda Morgan's diary.

Photograph by George Garland.




Evacuees at the Virgin Mary Spring. September 1939,

Photograph by George Garland.

I was one of two junior kitchen-maids in a staff of four - or five if you included the in-
dispensable Fred Baigent who worked in the scullery. The two leading figures were Mr. Grant
and Olive Tomkin the cook. Olive was probably in her late twenties, although as a girl of fifteen
I thought she was relatively "old". She certainly seemed quite senior and she certainly knew
what she was doing. My title was "vegetable cook" and that was exactly what I did.

After lunch it was part of my job to scrub the kitchen floor and I and the other kitchen-
maid took turns with each side alternately. The hard side was the east side; it was longer
and the grease came off the range on to the stone floor. My solitary memory of Lady
Leconfield is indelibly connected with scrubbing the floor, Her ladyship came into the
kitchen looking for Mr. Grant. I was on my knees scrubbing and, never having seen her
ladyship before, had no idea who she was. Could I tell her where Mr. Grant was? I had to
say that [ didn't know. AsIhad noidea who she was, I didn't address her as "Your ladyship".
She just looked at me and said, "Do you scrub all this?" When I replied, "Yes", she said, "Oh
dear, poor little thing." I can remember it to this day. Mr. Grant later told me, "That was
Lady Leconfield you know." Scrubbing was done with a kind of liquid soap. I scooped it
outofatin, rather like ajelly. We had kneeling-pads, but neither of us used them much, what
with the pad, the buckets, brushes and soap-tin, it all simply got too much.

Some vegetables I particularly remember. "Chinese" artichokes, globe is perhaps the
more familiar name, were steamed in big copper fish kettles. Fred Baigent had to take the
vessels offthe high shelf for us touse. We had to go and find him in the scullery. We couldn't
reach them, let alone lift them. He'd always say gruffly, "I haven't got time," and then just
did it! Sometimes the artichokes would be used whole, the outer leaves being eaten as a
delicacy with melted butter, or the outer leaves might be discarded and the heart used as a
savoury on toast; Miss Elizabeth Wyndham was very partial to them and might take one if
my back was turned. Very awkward if twelve were required and there were only eleven left.
Despite this [ got on extremely well with her.

Spinach was something else that made a deep impression on me, no doubt because 1
had to prepare such huge quantities. It boils down so, and it was a matter of filling several
large cooking pots, I had to wash it, strip out the central stalks, cook it, then take it out and
drain it. We had hundreds of coarse washing up cloths in the kitchen, one use for which was
to put the spinach in and press out the liquid. The idea wasto end up with a flat block, capable
of being cut into virtually solid chunks. The cloths were used for all sorts of things and
constantly washed and rewashed. We even wore one round the waist to protect our aprons.
It would be secured with a large safety-pin at the back and folded over at the top. Aprons
were our own property and bought by us, so we were careful with them, although laundry
was done for us. The white apron was worn over a green overall and we wore white
elasticated caps. Potatoes were prepared by Fred in the scullery, He would leave me a bowl
of them ready peeled for me to carry the cooking on a further stage according to the menu.
Peas were another chore; I particularly remember Goodwood Week, shelling them
endlessly. We might be feeding anything between thirty and fifty guests in a evening.
Another tedious job was sieving carrots for purée. It wasn't used on its own but as a
component of other dishes.
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sort of village where children had skates. The village shop gave children like us, who lived
slightly out of the village, papers to deliver on our way back from school, or letters perhaps.
In this way we'd pick up the occasional halfpenny - more then useful. I was much troubled
as a child with chronic bronchitis and was away from school a good deal. The doctor, who
was at Fernhurst, suggested I went away for a few months to my aunt's house at Turners Hill
near East Grinstead, and in fact this did me a lot of good. It did mean however that I didn't
receive any prizes for good attendance at school. Lady Philipson Stow would come down
to the school and look at the sewing and knitting and award prizes. For exceptional
attendance pupils might also receive a silver watch.

When I left school I went to work for Mrs. Barlow at West End on the way to
Haslemere. I was "between maid", and this meant that L used to clean the other staff's quarters
and in the afternoon give a hand in the kitchen; West End had a fair number of servants, to
say nothing of gardeners and workers on the home farms. There was a cook, a house parlour
maid, a housekeeper and one or two juniors like myself. On days off my mother would come
over to pick me up in the pony cart. During the war she'd used it to pick up soldiers on leave
at Haslemere Station or to take soldiers from the village to the station. My mother died when
I was fifteen and a half but as my sister Emily was thirteen she stayed at home to look after
Dad and the boys. Later [ worked briefly in Petworth for Mr. Spurgeon the vet in High Street,
doing the housework and sharing the cooking with Mrs. Spurgeon who was a great rider to
hounds.

Petworth always seemed somewhat remote from Lurgashall. It was easier to go to
Haslemere even if the actual distance was much the same. I never came in to Petworth for
the November fair, although no doubt some Lurgashall people did. Lurgashall had its own
annual fair on the village green with roundabouts, coconut shies and other things but I don't
remember much about it other than pushing my brother along to it in his pram. A local
fairground family ran it. At other times they'd come round with pegs and things and we'd
exchange the rabbit skins we'd put by for "something out of the basket". Mr. Humphrey from
Roundhursthad a little horse and cart and brought round fish, dried haddock, kippers - things
like that. Later some people came up with a van from Bognor but by this time the Aldershot
buses called at Lurgashall and the old remoteness was fading fast.

Mary Etherington was talking to the Editor
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