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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 £9.00. Single or double one Magazine delivered. Postal
£11.00 overseas £13.00. Further information may be obtained from any of the following:

Chairman
Mr P.A. Jerrome MBE, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth [STD 01798] (Tel. 342562)
GU28 0DX
Vice Chairman
Mr K.C. Thompson, 18 Rothermead, Petworth (Tel. 342585) GU28 OEW
Hon. Treasurer
Mr A. Henderson, 62 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343792) GU28 O0BX
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Mr Miles Costello, Lord Egremont, Mr Ian Godsmark,
Mrs Audrey Grimwood, Mrs Betty Hodson, Mr Philip Hounsham, Mrs Anne Simmons,
Mrs Ros Staker, Mr J. Taylor, Mrs Deborah Stevenson, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Mrs Grimwood,
Mrs Hounsham. Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Mrs Adams (Byworth),
Miss Biggs, Mrs Dallyn (Sutton and Duncton), Mrs Williams (Graffham), Mr Derek
Gourd, (Tillington and River), Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth)
Society Scrapbook
Mrs Pearl Godsmark
Coultershaw Beam Pump representatives
Mr S. Boakes, Mrs J. Gilhooly, Mr A Henderson, Mr T. Martin.

For this Magazine on tape please contact Mr Thompson.

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. Itis suggested
that such personal and business cries be made for a small donationtoa charity to be nominated
by the crier himself .
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Chairman’s Notes

The usual fall Magazine. I hope you'll find something to interest you. You'll see the
monthly meetings are particularly strong this year. Good speakers can be expensive and
the Book Sales give us a certain freedom. Attendance was well up last year and may well
be again.

The 30" Anniversary Dinner will be nearly on us by the time you read this. Once
more we were punctilious, rigid might be a better word, about first come, first served, but
inevitably some members had to be disappointed. There was of course the same dilemma
with the recent boat trip. It's a situation that will recur. Hopefully it will work out with
reasonable fairness over a period.

A word about Petworth fair — on a Saturday this year. The eight minute television
slot in January highlighted its regional, effectively national, significance. Yes, of course
it's an inconvenience, but then most worthwhile things have an element of the
inconvenient. In time at least, it remains a link with that unknown Petworth of crusading
days. It's a Petworth treasure : make the most of it.

Peter July 20"

Television coverage for Petworth Fair 2004.
Photograph by Keigh Sandall.
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I Horsham was once
famous for this traditional
cake (and produced three
different kinds!) (11)

9 Petworth and Ranville
for instance (5)

10 Lively dance — for
horsey people maybe! (5)
11 Complaining type —
sounds as if 10 ac. might
do them good! (3)

12 & 12 dn. Downland
hamlet near Amberley
(5.5)

14 Refreshing drink made
from a baler (3)

15 Beautiful village at the
foot of the Downs (6)

16 Saxon king believed to
have had a castle at
Arundel (6)

] I

I

18 Spirit once regularly
smuggled into Sussex (3)
20 Choose from a
selection (5)

21 Sound sheepish (3)
22 Strong smelling shrub.
once believed to keep the
Devil away (5)

24 Month when
Heathfield's traditional
“Cuckoo Fair™ is held (5)
25 Skilled craftsmen who
gave their trade name to a
Petworth pub! (11)
Down

2 Pretty village on the
Rother. where paper was
produced at the water
mill (5)

3 Means of lighting still
employed in the Cottage
Museum ... (3)
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4 ... and a cheap hand
made covering for the
floor (3,3)

5 Prepare to sail from
Brighton (3)

6 First Saxon king of
Sussex who landed at
Selsey (5)

7 Resent state interference
with a Roman road (5,6)
8 Early form of
punishment, which gave
its name to a Midhurst inn,
once frequented by
smugglers (6,5)

12 see 12 ac.

13 Composer of “the
Planets”, whose ashes
were interred in Chichester
cathedral (5)

17 Wooded sandstone
ridge behind Petworth,
where there are ruins of a
small church (6)

19 The heart's taken out of
Midhurst — amongst other
things! (5)

21 C19th poet who
frequently visited the
south coast and bathed in
the Arun at Littlehampton
(5)

23 Move fast through the
middle of Arundel (3)

24 Little donkey! (3)

Solution to 116

Across

7Duke, 8Lurgashall, 9Roberts, 11 Ostler, 12Snow, 13 Dyeing, 14Rapley, 16 Amuses,
20 Heaths, 22 Name, 23 Arbour, 25 Hauteur, 26 And Duchess, 27 Lees

Down

I Furriner, 2 Benbow, 3 Florence, 4 Harold, S Chattels, 6 Glee, 10 Stag, 15 Peteorde,
I'7 Midhurst, 18 Somerset, 19 Etch, 21 Spruce, 22 Needle, 24 Rank

Some household hints

The following are taken from a notebook, mainly of culinary recipes, kept by the Ede
family, local farmers. It comes from the early nineteenth century. Capital letters as
in original.

Recipe for the curse of Wounds or Bruises

One ounce of Elector' Qil

One ounce of Swallow Oil

One ounce of Oil of Spike

One ounce of Oil of Worms

half an ounce of Spirits of Wine and Camphor
To make Blacking
/2 1b Ivy Black? boil'd in 2 quarts Beer and 2 table spoons fulls of Sweet Oil Boil'd together
about %2 an hour and about ¥ 1b of Coarse Sugar and the Whites of 2 or 3 Eggs.

To cure hams

For a pair of Hams weighing from Twenty to Thirty Pounds take 31bs of Common Salt

41bs treacle Y4 1b of Prunnella® firmly pounded and mixed well together and rubbed with

the brine for 3 weeks or a month.
For Cureing Bacon
For a Pig weighing 10 score a peck of Salt 2 1b Salt Petre 15 Ib Coarse Sugar rub the hind and
fore Gammons with the Salt Petre and Sugar the third day after being killed using a portion
of the Salt at first and the remainder at different times when you move and rub it.

For Chapt hands

Sweet Oil, Bees wax and Butter in equal quantity of each simmered together.

! Probably the same as electuary, a medicinal syrup. Oil of swallows and oil of worms were made by
crushing in a pestle and mortar, then refining the resulting oils

* Harvested ivy berries?

* Probably the same as prunello, finest dried prunes or gages
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FOR SCRUBBING KITCHEN TABLES AND !‘Lﬂﬂﬂé.m :
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KLMURNL EVANS, ENGEAVER AND PRINTER, KACQUET COURT, FLRET STV ERET, mmm 0

A characterful late nineteenth century advertisement.

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.117

The Rev. J.T. Penrose. Two notes

Members who remember the account of the life of John Penrose, rector from 1906-1919,

(PSM 99) may be interested in the following newspaper extracts. The first is from the

Midhurst Times 16" May 1919 and reports the rector's farewell sermon at St Mary's:
Rector's Farewell Sermon.

There was a large congregation at the Parish Church on Sunday morning, when the
Rector (the Rev. J.T. Penrose) preached his farewell sermon. He took as his text the 3rd
chapter of the Epistle of St. John, verses 20 and 21. "For if our heart condemn us God is greater
than our heart, and knoweth all things. Beloved, if our hearts condemn us not then have we
confidence towards God." Sometimes, he said, when they did the right thing their friends
were apt to mock at them, but what did that matter if they could look the world in the face?
That was one of the heaviest crosses their loving Master Jesus Christ had to bear, but he had
confidence towards God. If they wanted to possess that confidence they must try to realise
thatthey were all God's family. As the sailor looked up to the sun and stars to find his bearings,
so must they look up to God. There was the unfailing guiding star which, if they could only
follow, they could not go astray, but there was no encouragement for the man who followed
his own will and made excuses. It was with great humiliation they laid down their work when
it was finished, but he would leave his in the hands of God, knowing that it could not fail. He
would always have to pray for forgiveness for his carelessness and ignorance, but he knew
that God would forgive and fill up what was wanting.

Two others deal with Penrose's heroic death in his native Ulster, a death which made
national headlines and resulted in a Posthumous Vellum Award from the Royal Humane
Society. The first extract is from the Coleraine Chronicle for the 9™ October 1926:

Aged Clergyman's Fate.
Gave Life for Others.
Bathing Tragedy at Ballycastle.
Belfast Visitor's Bravery.

Ballycastle was the scene on Saturday afternoon of a deplorable bathing fatality. Inan
heroic effort to rescue a lady who was in imminent danger of drowning, an aged clergyman
named Rev, John Trevennan Penrose, LLondon, lost his life.

It appears that four ladies, viz., Mrs. J.R. Williams, "Ardaghmore;" Miss Kathleen
Branigan, Quay Hill; and the Misses Kealy and Kelly, Rathlin Road, two teachers employed
in the Cross and Passion College, Ballycastle, were bathing at the Strand, when the Misses
Branigan, Kelly, and Kealy were carried by a current out of their depth. Miss Kealy managed
to get to the shore, and as the other ladies were in difficulties she went for assistance. A
number of people came on the scene, among whom was the deceased clergyman, who had
been playing golf on the adjoining links. Getting hold of a lifebuoy he dashed out into the
water, but as he was approaching Miss Kelly he was seen to collapse.

Prior to this aman named Jenkins had rushed towards the boat-slip to get a boat put out.
A young gentleman named M. Walter Knox, Belfast, was sitting in the vestibule of the Marine
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Hotel, and over-hearing Jenkins say that there was a woman drowning at the Strand he
immediately ran across to the scene, and went out and was successful in bringing in the
clergyman and Miss Kelly. Miss Branigan in the meantime had been brought further ashore
and was assisted out by Miss Kealy. Artificial respiration was immediately carried outonRev.
Mr. Penrose by police and coastguards, under the direction of Dr. Boylan, assisted by a
visiting doctor, but this proved futile.

The theory pronounced at the time, and afterwards substantiated at the inquest, was that
deceased's death was due not to drowning, but to heart failure, this being indicated by his
collapse and the fact that at that time he was not out of his depth.

Strong comment was voiced at the inquest proceedings on the fact that a number of men
and youths who were on the scene of the occurrence made no effort to go to the ladies'
assistance, allowing a venerable gentleman of seventy-two years to make an effort at rescue.

The Rev. Mr. Penrose's action reached the highest pinacle of heroism, inasmuch that
he sacrificed his life in an effort to save another, for "greater love hath no man than that he
should lay down his life for a friend."

Two other extracts come from the Northern Constitution of the same date:

The Funeral.

Ballycastle paid fitting homage to the noble sacrifice of the late Rev. J.T. Penrose on
Tuesday afternoon, when the funeral procession passed through the town from Dalriada
Hospital en route for Cushendall, where the interment took place. As an expression of the
universal public sympathy all the business establishments were closed and blinds were drawn
all along the route. There was a large attendance of the public, which included the members
of the Urban Council and the local clergy.

Urban Council's Sympathy.

At Ballycastle Urban Council meeting on Monday night, the Chairman (Mr. Wm. M.
Belford, J.P.) said he was sure that they were all acquainted with the sad tragedy which
occurred on Saturday, and he thought that they as a Council should pass a vote of condolence
to the friends of the deceased, the Rev. J.T. Penrose. They should also express their deep sense
of appreciation of his heroism — a man of his years — seventy two — facing what practically
meant for him certain death in his effort to rescue one in imminent danger of drowning. He
also mentioned that the funeral would take place from Ballycastle on the following day and
he thought that the least they could do would be to attend the funeral of one who had given
his life so nobly in the cause of humanity.

[Both newspapers give a full account of the inquest. Ed.]

First extract courtesy of Mr Tim Austin, remaining extracts courtesy of Mr Brian Holland.
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Petworth Fair 1925. Photograph by George Garland.




Petworth Fair 2003. Photograph by Keith Sandall.

‘A silver and lapis tabernacle door ....’

The immediate post-war years saw moves toward producing a new visitors' guide to Petworth
parish church. As with so much at the time, Miss Mayne at Archway House was a prime

-mover. It would, however, be the mid-1950s before Colonel Maude produced an updated

version of the guide. Three separate documents, all apparently from early 1947, reflect Miss
Mayne's efforts to pick up still lingering traditions. Of the three, one is a simple, typed
memorandum outlining Violet, Lady Leconfield's personal recollection. The second consists
of replies from the Rev. G.W.E. Manners, formerly curate at Petworth, to specific questions,
while the third and most inferesting, is an informal letter from Mrs. Powell, wife of Valentine
Powell, incumbent from 1919 to 1931 to Miss Mayne. The Rev. Manners makes one
reference to Powell's successor Mr Provis, but the latter does not seem to have contributed to
the discussion. Mrs Powell's letter, despite, or perhaps, because of its very allusiveness, is a
significant piece of history and vividly reflects attitudes in the 1920s. She is replying on behalf
of her husband who is unwell and confined to bed.
1)  Copy note by Lady Leconfield 8.1.47

Re Aumbry.' _

I do not remember whether or no it was a memorial to Bishop Jones? but when Mrs.

Flower® presented the silver Venetian sanctuary lamp I had that silver & lapis

Tabernacle door and gave it for the Aumbry. Idonot know what century it is, but it was

bought by Sir Percy Wyndham when in Rome and given to me. It had evidently been

a tabernacle door before and was just what you now see let in the wall.

I had an idea that Mr. Powell had always kept a sort of Diary of the Church in the Vestry

but that Miss Mayne would be sure to know of.

YiL

' An aumbrey or aumbry (more usually aumbry) is a cupboard in which sacramental vessels are kept,
* H.E. Jones, rector from 1897-1906, afterward at Hitchin. Professor of Moral Theology at Kings
College London and later Bishop of Lewes.
? Mrs Flower is not at present known.
2)  Replies by the Rev. G.W.E. Manners
Aumbrey
Inmemory of Bp. Jones. Other details already supplied by Miss Magne, by letter, direct.
Organ Two rebuilds, the first being the most radical and important:- *
1910 - by Norman & Beard - Organ moved from Thomas Chapel to present position
over Baptistery. Choir organ added.
1938 - by Ivimey' of Southampton - Pedal pipes removed from behind choir-organ to
present position in Baptistery.
War Memorial
The actual memorial nitch (sic), window etc, commemorate 1914-1918. Names of the

'IVIMEY (?) The word is almost illegible.
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fallen 1939-45 have been added to the Roll of Honour on this memorial. Numbers of
names: '14-18 =75, 39-45 = 20 (exclusive of those killed in the raid, whose names have
also been recorded).

Spire

Originally designed for a church in Brighton. Tower raised by 1/3 of its height at same
time. The architect was Sir-GitbertSeott, (Sir) Charles Barry?, at that time retained by
the Earl of Egremont. Plans drawn in the estate office.

Font (at the west end of nave)

Found in the Rectory Garden, Tillington, and presented to Petworth Church by the Rev.
W. Gogg,® Rector of Tillington. This took place during the incumbency of Mr. Provis
(The Manor House, Limpsfield, Surrey) from whom further details might perhaps be
obtained.

Egremont Memorial (Back of N. Aisle)

Figure designed by E.H. Bailey, R.A., who was responsible for the statue of Nelson on
the Trafalgar Square Column.

(Further details of interest might be got from George Garland,* who is compiling the
new town guide, and has been culling information about the church, I believe).

2 The correction is by Colonel Maude.

3 Mr Goggs - long serving Tillington Rector in the early 20" century. Gogg is an error.

4 There is no evidence that this project was ever completed.

3)  Letter to Miss Mayne from Mrs. Powell
The Rectory, Horsted Parva, Uckfield, Sussex Epiphany 1947
Telephone Isfield 214
My dearest Grace,

Thank you very much for the two nice letters - and a lovely goldfinch card!

My poor Val is still hard up with remains of his flue. His temperature refuses to stay
put! He has been in bed 3 weeks last Saturday - and still the beastly thing crawls up
and down and of course it makes him so weak and rotten. We thought this morning
he was all right again! Normal for 8 hours! butno! Up again this afternoon - itis really
sickening. -

About the Aumbrey - Val did write a "log book'" about things like that. But where
it is I know not - if Mr. Godwin' has not got it. The lovely little door was given to Val
for it by Lady Leconfield - who had bought it a some Red Cross Sale’ and had it by her.
I think Mrs. Flower gave the Aumbrey lamp we're not quite sure about the lamp (as she
did also the Venetian® Point lace on the Altar - it (the lace had belonged to her
grandmother and was part of her wedding trousseau!) And the Aumbrey was all put
in as the memorial to Bishop Jones. (I am sure Val wrote all that in the log book!)
The little Font! was found by Mr. Goggs in his garden! and he could not bear it should

! Incumbent in 1947.
2 This clause has been struck out by Colonel Maude and annotated, '"No, see Lady L's note."

} Reading uncertain.
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be left there and he gave it to Val - who as you may remember, used it a the Mission
(which Fr. William Carey took and all three heavenly pilgrim ladies!*) at the first public
Baptism we had of dear Mr. Steer's boy (Egdean) a teaching service the font at the
entrance to the Church and in full view of the whole of that vast congregation - (shall
you ever forget it!) and Mrs. Stubbs® thought the steam from the hot water in the Font
was incense!!!! Oh dear, "Those were the days"!!

And then we left the Font there!

(Ithink Betty Shakerley's Eve was christened init! No doubt quite illegal to have two
fonts in a Church! Val says! - but the other one was no use for the Mission Baptism -
poked away as it is - and not very obviously near the entrance!

: Darling - it is sweet of you to ask us to stay - but I fear we couldn't. Val is too
invalid-y I fear.

But I will try to get over sometime perhaps - for an hour or two - when he is better
and I can get away.

At present I do not leave the house except for feeding hens - or verger-ing the
church!!!! ;

I do not expect we shall move before June! Our house can't possibly be ready for us
until just then if as soon!

I heard from dear Mrs. Randolph this morning - she says she was 80 on Christmas
Day!

But we all 6 on.

Well I must close this chatter!

With very best wishes from us both.’

*1 cannot elucidate this reference.

* Wife of Manager at Westminster Bank. The suggestion seems to be that Mrs. Stubbs would not have
approved.
¢ Word illegible.
! Colonel Maude adds the following note: "One lamp given by Mrs. Flower. The other by Mrs.
Northey(?) in remembrance of her sister Mrs. Simpson of Red House.

The Black Horse/Half Moon Tap

Two lesser-known hostelries they may be but for a period spanning some three centuries these
alehouses afforded relief and refreshment to what can only be described as the 'lower classes'
at Petworth. Never great inns or hardly even public houses as we would know of today they
occupied and thrived on a small piece of land now almost totally concealed from public view
in the very heart of the town. It is almost certain that both of these alehouses operated from
the same site, and even possibly the same building though at different periods stretching back
over three hundred years. While references to the older establishment The Black Horse are
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difficult to find, we can, by piecing together the little information available, develop a rather
vague history of the property.

We begin, as is so often the case, in the seventeenth century, with Lord Leconfield who
suggests that Benedicta Ayre wife of William Ayre owner of The Crown Inn built an alehouse
at the rear of The Half Moon Inn on a site known as The Wellyard.' This property is fairly easy
to locate as it is an elongated piece of land stretching north from the Market Square between
the modern National Westminster Bank (the site of the Half Moon Inn) and the adjacent
property which houses the dentist's surgery (an ancient copyhold named Teelings). With this
in mind we can effectively site The Black Horse in the area behind the Ebenezer Chapel in
what is now Park Road.

There is nothing to indicate that Benedicta Ayre gave the alehouse a name and despite
both Miss Beck and Lord Leconfield mistakenly suggesting that this was formerly the site of
an alehouse named The Ship we find that the first recorded reference to the property appears
in Crow's great survey of the town conducted in 1779 when the site is described as "The Black
Horse alehouse, brewhouse, stable-yard & small garden"." The occupier at the time of the
survey is named Holmes though apart from this brief reference he will remain anonymous to
us. By 1803 the fortunes of The Black Horse appear to have changed for in a conveyance of
1803 the property is described as "late the Black Horse"" With only these two references to
the alehouse it is difficult to establish how long the Black Horse operated, 1779 being the only
unambiguous date.

It is unclear what the property was used for during the first three decades of the
nineteenth century though we know that it was purchased in 1836 by the third Earl of
Egremont from a man named Steer, and shortly afterwards it became known as the Half Moon
Tap, a popular alehouse used locally by the lower orders as well as offering comforts to
visiting grooms, ostlers and servants, as their masters enjoyed the hospitality of the adjacent
Half Moon Inn."

Effectively incorporated into the estate controlled by the licensee of the Half Moon Inn
it is sometimes difficult to separate the smaller establishment from its powerful neighbour.
However a surviving inventory tell us that the Half Moon Tap consisted of a "Public Parlour"
containing an iron stove, a brass roasting crane, assorted shelving, and 2 motion beer machine
in a mahogany sink lined with pewter. The beer machine is noted as being "out of order" at
the time of the inventory. For comfort the parlour has a deal settee, 2 wooden chairs, and a
"stout deal table". Accessories usually associated with alehouses include 4 iron spittoons,
various ale measures, a corkscrew and 2 tin funnels, 25 assorted jugs and finally a set of
dominoesin their box. The ground floor of the tap continues with a scullery, a pantry, a parlour
that appears to be private, and a lobby. The first floor has two bedrooms and another in the
attic. While the front of house has "two signboards with lettering", the compiler of the

' Leconfield, Petworth Manor in the Seventeenth Century
" PHA 1464

i PHA O.G. 10/M/3

vPHA O.G. 13/20
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inventory finds no reason to tell us what is written on them.

[t would appear that the tap was operated under the same licence as the neighbouring
inn and while there were certainly occupiers of the alehouse, they would probably have bee;1
as much connected to the livery business as to the licensed premises. The building was
eventually demolished in 1900 at the same time as the Half Moon Inn.

Owners or occupiers of The Black Horse/Half Moon Tap ¢.1650 - 1900

Benedicta Ayre ¢.1650
Holmes. 1779
Egremont/Leconfield 1836 - 1900
Dempster, Charles 1874
Pyecroft, Sophie 1898
Meachen, A (occupier) 1855, 1858, 1862
Streeter, Henry (occupier) 1881
Miles Costello

Adders in the well

My father George Knight Turner was born at Chichester in 1898, but as far as I know, lived
most of his early life at Petworth. He died in 1980 and was by profession a school teacher.
He was in some ways a little reticent about his early life. Going through a drawer recently my
wife and I found a file of items relating to the period of the 1914-1918 war, mainly enlistment
notices, ration books and the like, relating to his work as a student teacher. and to his time at
Midhurst

GrammarSchool.

Surviving

photographs

seem also to

suggest a period

at Ebernoe

School, but of

this I had, up till

now, noinforma-

tion. An attack

of polio, which

left him with a

withered arm,

meant that he

was not allowed

to serve in the

1914-1918 war. High Hoes in 1925
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I was born in 1926 and my firstimpressions of my grandfather George Turner will come
from the late 1920s and early 1930s. The whole family would take advantage of the long
school holidays to stay with my grandparents in the country, George Turner being a
gamekeeper for Lord Leconfield. As you know it was Leconfield practice to move
gamekeepers from one “beat” to another every few years. In 1925-6 Grandfather was at High
Hoes.

By 1926 he was at Winter’s End (Lodsworth) where he stayed until 1932. My
memories of Winter's End are hazy but very vivid. I think we had a taxi from Haslemere
station. I can remember making a sea of feathers with my brother on the common land in front
of the house.

At Winter's End 1932

Chickens ran free at the front of the house and in the picture four faggots can be seen
in the right hand corner ready for use. My brother John and I (Eric) always enjoyed feeding
the chickens with corn. “Tip” the dog would always listen out for anything passing the house
and then jump onto his kennel to bark a warning to them.

Grandfather was at Brinksole from 1932 to 1934. I think we would come to Pulborough
by train and then catch the bus to the Welldiggers.

One Sunday afternoon we all left Brinksole for a walk in Flexham Park. During this
walk Granddad noticed ahead that a car was parked more than the permitted fifteen yards from
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Tip on his Kennel

the road, always on “duty” he paced the distance to be sure then asked the owner to kindly
move the vehicle. We then continued our walk.

On Sundays we all walked to Petworth church for morning service which my Grand-
mother did every Sunday in the year. It was nice to have the freedom of the woods to play in.
Once again we always had chickens to feed and the added fun of feeding the pig with
household scraps.

Perhaps my most vivid memory
is of men cutting timber in the woods
at Brinksole. A supply of water was
laid on for them from the nearby
reservoir, but I'm not sure why. In the
main photograph my brother and I are
sitting astride a felled fir tree. Wisely
we've laid a sack across the trunk.

Grandfather retired to New
England. He was 70. The house has
now been demolished. New England
was very isolated with only wood to
burn for heat and cooking and oil
lamps for lighting. Water was drawn
fromawell whichfirst had tobe cleared
of snakes as the whole property was
in a very run down state,

When Grandfather died in 1937
he was buried in Duncton churchyard.
My grandmother bought a plot of
ground at Bepton and had the present
New Cottage built.

George Turner at New England 1936
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she preferred. Both Nancy and her sister Margaret taught at the East Street Girls' School at
Petworth. They were bright girls and would have been quite young when they taught there.
I suppose that they were really pupil teachers and not much older than their students.

As I have said I spent most school holidays at Petworth and consequently I got to know
the town and its inhabitants quite well. Gus Wakeford the milkman would come along Grove
Street with his two-wheeled float. The whole thing was terribly unhygienic by today's
standards. The milk was served in different sized measures and these would hang from the
outside of the urn. You could purchase any amount from a quarter of a pint upwards. The
milk of course was straight from cow, no pasteurisation in those days though we children
never seemed to suffer from it.

The Sheepdowns were very different then in the years after the Great War. No houses
at all, just the most beautiful downland grass cropped short by the sheep that grazed upon it.
I had such wonderful freedom to wander at will for things were so much more relaxed then
and not surprisingly holidays at Petworth were eagerly looked forward to.

Down the road from us and opposite The White Hart pub in High Street was the forge,
now just a cottage, where we children would spend hours watching Mr White the blacksmith
shoeing horses and wondering how the great nails and searing heat of the new shoes didn't
hurt the horses. Next to The White Hart stood the Club Room, a venue for popular dance
lessons. The property has remained virtually unaltered since those far off days between the
wars. Along Middle Street and at the corner of Angel Street was Mr Morley's cycle shop and
Just into Angel Street was the shop that housed Olders' the grocers. I have an abiding memory
of Miss Older who served in the shop, a very precise lady. She always wore several blouses
and a tie. Back down High Street and before it swings into Golden Square was Mrs Palmer's
little sweet shop. I remember Mrs Palmer clearly for she was a rather rotund woman who to
all intents and purposes appeared to be as round as she was high.

With grandfather's interests at Brown's Field seemingly never ending, the long walk
down North Street was not uncommon and I got to know that end of the town very well.
Grandfather once showed me into the little building next to the workhouse that was used as
the tramps' ward; the room was virtually bare apart from wooden benches that lined the walls.
Grandfather told me that the reason the ward was even more austere than the main workhouse
was to deter tramps from coming to the town. I don't think that policy worked for there always
seemed to be lots of tramps passing through and even a bare room must have seemed
comfortable compared to an open field.

After the workhouse closed it became a preparatory school with Miss Muirson as
headmistress. When she retired the school continued for a while under new owners but
eventually came up for sale again. By this time I had married and my husband who was
training to be an architect was very interested in buying the property and converting it into
flats. Unfortunately he couldn't persuade his family to invest in the project and as is well
known Harwoods bought it and demolished the lovely old building to make way for a modern
garage complex. 7

While grandfather Henry Cooper died in 1936 the family connection with Petworth has : P
remained firm. Henry built the very house in North Mead in which we are now talking and ﬂ'_w‘ W 19

-

26 PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.117 George Turner at Brinksole June 1933. See "Adders in the Well."
Courtesy of Eric Turner as are the following three pictures.




Ebernoe School June 1909. George Knight Turner fourth from right top row, aged eleven.




John Turner (left), Eric Turner (right) at Brinksole in 1933.

in which my daughter and her husband live. While I never lived permanently at Petworth I
have always had an affinity with the town and I eventually returned to Petworth to live some
fifty years after saying goodbye to grandfather Cooper for the last time.

Mrs Mary Boyt was talking to Miles Costello

‘Maria seems to like you ....”

To us, as a large family, Petworth fair was always supremely important, the highlight of the
year if you like. Perhaps age changes perspectives a little, but I've been going for nearly sixty
years, and if it had been going during the war, no doubt I would have been going then. Oh
yes, I've occasionally been away on November 20, but I'm one of those who can say that if
Petworth fair had never existed my life would have been quite different. And I would never
have wished it different.

I was sixteen, the year, I suppose, would be 1953, and I was at the fair with a friend.
The roundabout was in full swing (not Harris Brothers' Southdown Gallopers at this time) and
a party of girls were among those enjoying themselves. They were complete strangers to me
but one of the girls caught my eye. I didn't know it then, but they were Italian and working
at Hawkhurst Court, then a private school run by Mr Lloyd Monsell. The girls did cooking
and cleaning. Why this particular girl? Her eyes? Her smile? I don't know. Ken Temple
who was with me said, "She's looking at you." I didn't know whether she was or not, but as
they came down from the roundabout it appeared, not only that they were Italian, but that one
of them had a little English. Eventually she said, "Maria seems to like you."

At least this was a promising start and it was arranged that we'd go for a short walk -
up Lombard Street, over the road by the obelisk and into Bartons Lane. Round the Hills, of
course, would be out of the question in the impenetrable darkness of a November night and
in any case we'd only just met. At any rate Maria seemed sufficiently impressed with me to
give a telephone number at the school. I'd never heard of Hawkhurst Court at this time.

At sixteen I'd already been left school some time. Although originally I'd won a
scholarship I'd left school to go out to work as soon as possible and gone on with Boxalls, the
Tillington builders, initially labouring but with a view to bricklaying. Boxalls at that time
expected you to bring your own pickaxe and shovel - and to use it to some purpose. Much of
the work involved digging trenches for the footings of buildings, mixing concrete, or simply
feeding bricks and mortar to the bricklayers. In those days everything was dug out manually.
If there were mechanical excavators in use, it would be in the larger cities and towns.

My friendship with Maria was going well, but there was an early crisis. Her father wrote
from Italy to say that the family were thinking of emigrating to Argentina. The family, in
[talian terms, meant everyone, two parents and all six children. There was a general exodus
from Southern Italy at this time, not simply to Argentina, but to Australia, the United States
and, of course, England. Given the power of family ties in Italy, it was something Maria had
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The Merryweather appliance in 1971.

Some unscrupulous maltsters — a letter

3 South Grove, Petworth, West Sussex
24th June, 2004

Further to our conversation the other Saturday, I enclose some information on
Adversane. As I think I told you, I was born in one of the cottages constructed from the old
malthouse, shown before its conversion in last quarter's magazine. Strangely enough, my
mother heard her firstever wireless broadcast from that same cottage when she visited heraunt
as a small child back in the early 1920's, so the malthouse had been converted to dwellings
by that time. However, there were still some features of its early use in evidence then, such
as a gutter which ran through the main living room.

According to William Albery's “A Millennium of Facts in the History of Horsham and
Sussex", Alfred and Dennett Allen, who were the 19" century owners of the malthouse, stored
huge quantities of malt in secret vaults, thereby cheating the revenue of thousands of pounds

of tax and making themselves a small fortune. (My father explored these vaults, which were

at the southern end of the malthouse.)

Debbie Stevenson writes:'
Dear Peter,

I Re photographs centre pages Magazine 116
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Plus ¢a change ...

The Allens owned malthouses in Horsham, Pulborough, West Chiltington and Wor-
thing, as well as Adversane. Their illegal trading was discovered when an employee at the
Worthing malthouse tried to blackmail them! He needed money to buy the railway hotel and
tried to extort it from the Allens by threatening to tell the authorities about their illegal
business. The Allens ignored him, so he carried out his threat and informed the Excisemen,
who swiftly raided the Worthing malthouse. At first they could see nothing suspicious and
were on the point of leaving when one of them noticed one of the brothers had his eyes fixed
on a point of the wall close to a kiln. There was a small area of soft mortar in the wall there,
and closer investigation revealed a frame of brick work which lifted right out, revealing a hole
Just big enough for a man to get through. This led by a short underground passage to a large
arched space in which there were two vaults full of malt. It transpired that, once these hidden
vaults were filled with new supplies, the removable bricks were replaced in the wall and filled
in with quick drying mortar. The capacity of the illicit vaults was equal to the legal ones, so
for every bushel of malt on which the Allens paid duty, they sold a bushel duty free.

News of the Worthing raid swiftly spread to the Allens' other malthouses, including
Adversane, all of which had the same cunningly contrived secret vaults. During the night
loads of malt were taken from the malthouses down to local rivers, (the cart wheels wrapped
in rope to deaden the noise of the convoys!), and tipped into the water. For several days
afterwards people could be seen getting it out and taking it away to feed their pigs!

The Revenue succeeded in seizing £12,000 worth of malt which was taken to the Tower
of London! The Allens' trial was set at the Court of Exchequer, and they were closely watched
to ensure they did not leave the country. However, the day before the trial they boarded a
steamer for France, closely followed by detectives in another steamer! Being the cunning pair
they were, they doubled back and caught a boat back to England, and while police searched
for them in Paris, caught a train to Liverpool and escaped to America!

The trial went ahead without them. They were found guilty and fined £110,000,
although they were liable to a fine of £375,000! They remained in America until the Solicitor
General reduced the amount of their fine to £10,000, which they eventually paid and came
back to England! Why it was reduced so dramatically I don't know. Perhaps the Solicitor
General had benefited from their activities in the past!

My father's parents lived at Adversane at the turn of the century, with four of their five
children. (Dad was youngest and born at Parbrook, near Billingshurst.) My grandfather was
manager of Juppsland Farm and the family lived in a cottage down Westlands Lane, which
is now sadly no longer there. My Aunt Joan, who died in 1995 at the age of 97, told me some
of her memories of that time, when Adversane must have looked as it does in the photograph,

It could only have been a few years later that Eleanor Farjeon, who lived at Gillman's
near Parbrook, Billingshurst, used Adversane as a setting for her children's book, "Martin
Pippin in the Apple Orchard". She begins one chapter,

"One evening at the end of the first week in September, Martin Pippin walked along the
Roman Road to Adversane. And as he approached he said to himself, 'There are many sweet

corners in Sussex, but few sweeter than this, and I thank my stars that I have been led to see
it once in my life."
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though, Mr Hazelman would lend Dad his car and we would have a few days at Fareham,
which is in Hampshire near Gosport and Portsmouth. Two of Granny Knight's sisters had
married sailors and Aunt Ada and Uncle Son lived at Fareham with their sons John and Teddy:
Bill and I loved staying there. Teddy was about five years older than me and was full of fun.
He used to take us to play in a nearby recreation ground, which had a children's playground.
This was a novelty to us as we had never been to one before. Sadly, when he was sixteen,
Teddy caught pneumonia and died. Maybe penicillin would have saved him but it wasn't
available to the general public until many years later. John was a bit older and had joined the
navy as soon as he was old enough. He was ata Naval Training College nearby and often came
home and joined in family outings with us.

While we were there we always visited Aunt Annie and Uncle Ted and family who lived
at Gosport. Aunt Annie was a real character and always had us in fits of laughter. She was
very different from her two sisters, Ada and Nell, who were much quieter. She always wore
'saucy' hats and John and Teddy would always look forward to seeing which hat she would
be wearing that particular day. Uncle Son and Uncle Ted had been retired for years but there
would always be plenty of naval talk. The guns in the First World War had deafened Uncle
Son but he lip-read a bit and could always understand Aunt Ada who told him what was being
said. During our stay, we also went across to Portsmouth on the ferry. It was only a short
distance but we found it quite exciting and I always found it scary at night when we were
coming back. The sight of all the ships in the harbour with their lights on gave me a very
strange feeling. Maybe it was a premonition that one-day I would board a ship and travel
twelve thousand miles to Australia!

Bill and I always referred to John as 'John the Sailor' and we thought his uniform of bell-
bottom trousers, tunic, and sailor hat was fantastic. I do wonder how comfortable those tight tunics
were though, especially in hot weather. Once, John visited us at Angel Street and we went on
a picnic around the Sheep Downs. When we got home he realised he had forgotten to give us
a bar of chocolate that he had slipped inside his tunic. Ithad melted and he was in a dreadful mess.
Mum had a very difficult job trying to peel his tunic off over his head so that she could wash it.

Petworth Fair Day was one of the big excitements of the year. It was, and still is, held
in the Market Square on November 20®. The Fair has been held on that date since 1189. We
children used to save up our pennies for rides on the roundabouts and we looked forward to
Dad winning a coconut on the coconut shies. For me, as a young child, the excitement started
about two days before the Fair. Gordon Knight, the grocers, always had a mechanical display
in their window at this time. A girl would be putting her hand in and out of a seed bin and it
looked as if she was scattering seed to chicken that were pecking it up. I would stand there
for ages watching this and thought it was magical. And Eagers always had their Christmas
display of toys in their window by Fair Day. One year I was very lucky as [ actually received
the doll that I had set my heart on. For the adults, the main attraction was meeting up with
people they only seemed to see once a year at the Fair.

To be continued.

Written by Joan Dench and edited for the Magazine by Miles Costello.
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