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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.

Mlcmbership 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 £15.00. 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 0EW

Hon. Treasurer

Mr A. Henderson, 62 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343792) GU28 0BX
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont, Mrs Carol Finch, Mr Ian Godsmark,
Mrs Audrey Grimwood, Mr Philip Hounsham, Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker,
Mr J. Taylor, Mrs Deborah Stevenson, Mrs Patricia Turland, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Mrs Grimwood,
Mrs Aziz, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Ray and Valerie Hunt (Byworth),
Miss Biggs, Mrs Dallyn (Sutton and Duncton), Mr Bellis (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
See Chairman’s notes.
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Chairman’s Notes

As vou will see from Keith's AGM report we have two new committee members, Mrs
Carol Finch and Mrs Patricia Turland. They were elected at the meeting. There was
already one vacant place while Mrs Betty Hodson had decided to retire. When Betty
Joined us in 1984 she had already been with us for so long that her becoming a
committee member was something of an afterthought. I remarked at the time. “Anyone
who goes to anything the Society does will know Betty and it is unlikely that anyone will
be very surprised that we have coopted her. Perhaps the only surprise is that we haven't
put her on the committee before.” Betty was a member of that definitive committee that
masterminded the first Toronto Scottish visit in 1985. Although she will be much missed,
I know that she is anxious to keep up her links with us.

For health reasons John Crocombe feels he cannot continue as town crier — at
least on a regular basis. There is no question of allowing the office to lapse. As I see it
we have two alternatives: either a straight replacement — much the tidier solution — or a
kind of college of criers consisting of those who have done the job once and who would,
when called upon, do the job again. I await suggestions.

Apologies. as every year. to those who have missed out on the annual dinner. With
a fixed number of 88 disappointment seems inevitable and this year’s list is even longer
than last year's. The Charleston trip will be over by the time vou read this but is already
Sfully booked. Time perhaps to think of next year's excursions.

Two general points. First lorries. [ imagine that most members will applaud a
movement toward width limits, always assuming that irvegular but necessary deliveries
to local businesses can continue. The point recently made that width is not the whole
problem, excessive length being at least a comparable and compounding difficulty, is
clearly a valid one.

Lastly a cloud on the horizon, and one that is probably not going to pass over.
Opinions on the desirability or otherwise of a South Downs National Park have always
been divided. What opens a very disturbing perspective is the suggestion that Midhurst
and Petworth be perched on the edge of the National Park. As I write in mid-July these
are early days and I await the response of the Parish Council. Clearly as a Society we
do have to be very concerned. No doubt by the time you read this, our course of action
may be a little clearer.

Peter 20% July

Confessions of a town crier

Having thought it wiser to relinquish my role as town crier for medical reasons, it has been
suggested that [ commit a few thoughts to print for the magazine. I first got involved when
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“The red potatoes darken green ....”
Early summer at 346

June is advancing and the Museum garden slowly venturing into flower. Salvia “Forest Fire”
in the larger bed. I would have liked the old-fashioned variety we had two years ago, but it
wasn’t available this year. Poor germination apparently. White ageratum at the front of the

plot, then a mixture of calendula, nicotiana, antirrhinum and African marigold in the side
border.

Aged 71, he

' ild. His fatherwas a I st farmer, he family moved to Lurgashall when
was christened Octavius because he was the 8" child. His father was a Fernhurst farmer, but the famil 2

, ‘,, ....__ R
Octavius was still very young. Before hewas 11 years oldyoung Octavius was driving a plough on his father’s farm. For 48 yea

The Museum goes its own way, as impervious to direction as a small shop or a Westie.
They’re my personal comparisons, you could invent your own. Eleven years on and the sense
of novelty is gone; the Museum simply takes its turn with other town attractions. No special
treatment. It can be very busy; it can be slack. Logical attendance patterns? Particular days?
A will of the wisp.

The red potatoes darken green in the kitchen handbowl - metal not plastic of course -
and a wooden handle. We may claim to arrest the passage of time, but even that crucial
compass point of 1910 is not immune. 86 years have already hardened into 97. The high-
backed chair with the tumbling block pattern still sits unrepaired in the sewing room. A kind
of victory over time? Or you might say it’s upholstery not sewing.

As in 1910 so in 2007 a rare incident can punctuate the slow succession of the days. A
pigeon has been reported at a Museum window. Time for action. lllogically perhaps I
envisage it as being downstairs. Itisn’t of course. Pressed hard against the glass pane its feet
are standing on that same wide window sill on which Agnes Phelan sat in 1919 watching a
band pass in the street below and briefly putting to one side her book 7am O Shanter. A
pigeon is a very solid presence in a confined space but fortunately it’s as keen to escape as I
amto see it off. Some debris in the hearth and some chewed leaves from the Christmas cactus.
Mrs. Cummings coming home from a day at the great house would have found a lot more
damage.

Full sun at the evening Museum. High Street’s quiet compared with Pound
Street. In 1910 a car would attract a gaggle of spectators - not now. Into the garden. There’s
asmoke trail ina clear blue sky. In 19107 346 really needs an air exclusion zone. [t’s a fragile
illusion. Chives, marjoram, sage, bay, curled and flat-leaved parsley. Time for watering but

not with that big metal can: there’s a lighter one in green plastic in the W.C. Yes, a fragile
illusion.

i

' : 2ek hole of his ife in the
he worked at Park Farm, Lurgashall, and while there married - on 11/- per week! He has lived the whole of his long life in
Lurgashall district, and may now be found in an old Sussex cottage near Gospel Green.

Here is Octavius James Madgwick, who lives out in the Gospel Green district, almost on the Sussex-Surrey border.
A Garland character study from the 1930s.

“A LURGASHALL DISTRICT WORTHY
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“Bananes de Martinique” -
the June book sale

Thatquiet period after lunch. The Hall windows open, the eternal line of traffic easing southbound
through the Square. By half-past one it's picking up again, but we’re in the shadow of the three
o’clock closure. The pick of the books has long gone, frenetic has given way to leisurely. Have
we enough empty boxes to take away what’s left? Our customers have gone off with a fair few.
The Penguin section’s a wreck. The last remnants of the £1 table will probably go through largely
to the end now. A few will be reincarnated as £1s at the July sale, the rest simply merge with the
ordinary stock. A child’s running about, another screams from a push-chair. Well, we’re a Book
Sale notalibrary. Early morning they simply wouldn’t have made it through the crush. The fiction
table’s ebbed a few feet and we had brought up a good twenty boxes as reserve stock. Ilook under
the counter, “Bananes de Martinique”, one of the boxes soon to be filled.

Survivors. In a sense all the books here are survivors of some sort. - from fétes,
clearances, coffee momings, unsold stock. If something’s worth saving, the chances are we'll
find it a new home. And there’s the flotsam that goes with older books, never, ever, money
as I have observed before. Here’s an Eastern National Omnibus ticket. 8¢ return. On the
reverse, “Look out in the Black-out.” It must have survived for over sixty years. What story
could it tell? It remains, of course, silent.

If we’ve regressed to the
1940s, here’s another survivor, .
very badly battered and from 1947. LO OK 0 UT
An unusual translation of Alain- : .

Fournier’s Le Grand Meaulines.' I N TH E BLACK‘O UTﬁif
Spine in tatters, illustrated dust ! ’
jacket vanished. So battered it | BE’ careful cros: ‘ag roads
would let the side down if we put
it out for sale. But Le Grand Meaulnes - my favourite book? I just have to save it. “A” level
French at Midhurst so long ago. Vera Lucas starting us off with Le Grand Meaulnes and then
La Princesse de Cléves. Neither anything to do with the set syllabus but what an introduction.
[ re-read them both at intervals. Alain-Fournier’s beginning is like nothing else I know. Of
course Fournier couldn’t quite keep it up, reality had to encroach on the mystery. Perhaps
that’s just the whole point. As a reflective Meaulnes says later, “I am convinced, now, that
when I discovered the nameless manor, I was at the height of what stands for perfection and
pure motive in anyone’s heart, a height I shall never reach again. In death alone, as I once
wrote to you, I may hope to find again the beauty of that day.”

Alain-Fournier was killed in the 1914-18 war.
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| The Wanderer translated by Francoise de Lisle. Illustrated by John Minton, Paul Elek. 1947. The more
usual translation is The Lost Domain by Frank Davison
* Page 158-9
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it, even at Midhurst, Haslemere, Billingshurst, Chichester and Horsham. As a general rule,
the further we were from home territory the more difficult it became while in the end it simply
didn’trepay the time and effort. [t was my lastyearteaching at East Grinstead. [ leftten copies
at a bookshop there, sale or return. I came back a few months later. Ten returns.

In our different ways Jonathan and I had achieved our aim. Perhaps as important, so
had anailing George Garland. He died in 1978. Atthis time the Petworth Society handwriting
group (long since disbanded) had been formed to read documents written in the “secretary
hand”, standard for the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. A number of articles on
individual subjects appeared in the Society Magazine at this time. Over a period, however,
efforts became concentrated on the elemental struggle between succeeding Earls of Northum-
berland and their tenants over emparking and copyhold law. The extraordinary figure of
William James of Upperton slowly materialised from centuries of neglect. If anything or
anyone captured the very essence of Petworth’s long past, then it was William James and his
story. Jonathan was once more prepared to design and draw. The Window Press was at large
again. Very much in the format of the Tales, Cloakbag and Common Purse would, we
supposed, do much as its predecessor. We printed 2,000, a long run for a local book. I still
have some - as fresh looking now as when they were delivered in 1979. The book was quite
well received there was even some talk of it being translated into German, For all its interest
however, it lacked the popular appeal of Master Greenfield and it was slow on its home base
and very difficult away from it.

With George Garland so recently departed there was a resurgence of interest in his
work. He had been taken for granted for too long. His negatives, to the number of some
seventy thousand, had passed to the Record Office at Chichester. As Garland’s executor [ felt
a selection of his work might be an appropriate memorial. The Record Office approved the
idea and Jonathan and [ went ahead. At this time there was no suggestion of a series of such
books and I don’t know why I took the decision to concentrate on one particular period of
Garland’s work as opposed to offering a general review. In retrospect it seems a curious
decision. I suspect it was simply that the pictures from the 1920s interested me the most. They
still do, although it is generally considered that Garland’s quintessential work comes from the
1930s.

I soon found a difficulty inherent in the material. Garland’s captioning ranged from the
grudgingly informative to the laconic and from the laconic to the non-existent. “Haymaking
June1924” might be a median example. The more I thought, the more it seemed that here was
an opportunity. By 1980 memory of the 1920s was receding fast but it was still available: I
knew this from interviews for the Society Magazine. I selected a nucleus of photographs and
set about talking to those who remembered. Sometimes two or three together, more often
individuals. It soon became obvious that Garland’s world of the 1920s was a very insular one,
difficult to reinvisage let alone to recreate. Insular without a doubt. Those half-ubiquitous
tractors contracted to a single Sanderson Model “G”, or Mr. Balchin’s “International” at
Limbo. And those men weren’tlegion. Garland portrayed the same menagain and again, Jack
Townsend, Bill Lodge, Edward Cooper, Jack Luff. In truth it was a very enclosed world
indeed.
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Society epic.”

Photograph by Pearl Godsmark.

An encounter with |

“The Cathedral of ironwork.” Crossness June 24", Photograph by Roger Newberry.
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And Garland himself, While, in time, he would become a Petworth institution, born in
1900, in the 1920s he was still a young man, still a peripheral figure. Never more so than when
lurking on the perimeter of that aristocratic round of house parties, hunt meets, hare coursing
meetings and point-to-points. Here were possible exclusives in sepia for The Tatler, Queen,
Eve and other society magazines. “Lady X shares a joke with Colonel Y.” Again we printed
2,000 copies. It was the golden age of the “book of old photographs.” This time we had an
outside appeal; narrow as was Garland’s vision, it was emblematic of a whole period. In 1980
it was easier to getreviews, even perhaps an instant of television space. Paperback again. The
title Not submitted elsewhere reflected Garland’s early attempts at placement. “Perfect”
(unstitched) binding. Nof submitred seemed to strike a chord.

Perhaps we should try a second photograph book. People had liked Not submitted.
We hadn’t reckoned on more than one book. Proud Petworth and Beyond (1981) reprised
the 1920s, but also featured the 1930s. If anything Prowd Petworth had a more general
appeal than its predecessor. It would however have been better sewn in sections; we were
not to use perfect binding again. Proud Petworth has been out of print for many years
now. Petworth Time out of Mind (1982) followed celebrating Petworth’s pre-Garland
heritage, then we returned to the 1920s with Petworth: the Winds of Change (1983), once
more looking back to the 1920s. Istill preferred that period. Some thought the title a little
grandiose, but I saw Petworth as a microcosm of a larger world and I thought the title fair
enough. We weren’t making very much but we weren’t losing either: there was enough
for me to issue a book of my own poems 4 Bag with Holes (1982) echoing a bleak saying
of Haggai. An attempt to combine the experience of running a small shop with an
awareness of modern biblical scholarship. Did I expect a response? The odd review.
Geoffrey Grigson at least was complimentary. An excursion into a world as insular as
Garland’s of the 1920s and as remote. I left it at that: ['d done what I wanted. I still have
some copies.

Locally almost unnoticed among the succeeding Garland books was the most success-
ful we ever did - in commercial terms at least. Alison Marshall made contact with us. Her
father had been a noted early century photographer at Waterlooville and while by no means
all his work had survived, there was sufficient for a conspectus. Herbert Marshall had
specialised in postcard views and had also captured pictures of the first trams. Alison had
wanted to produce such a book for years but it had eluded her. She ran an art and accessories
shop in Waterlooville and had begun to ask her commercial travellers. Would Eyre and
Spottiswoode be interested? Probably not, but there was a small local press at Petworth which
seemed to specialise in books of this kind. Curiously the traveller had Petworth connections,
rather distant by this time, and with the Angel! We liked Alison Marshall, she liked us and
we agreed to do the book. I would undertake the introduction and captioning. Jonathan the
layout and printing arrangements. [ didn’tknow Waterlooville and the occasional visit didn’t
help much. Turn of the century Waterlooville was lost for ever while oral tradition, relatively
prolific at Petworth, was reduced to a few scraps. Waterlooville: a modern village went
through several printings and Alison was delighted. Copies aren’t easy to find - recently one
on e-bay in Singapore attracted a significant number of bids.
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Despite their reputation as being rather strait-laced I found the Dependants quite
humorous. They could certainly take a joke. Long before my time, when the muffin man was
aregular visitor to Northchapel, some of the village boys rang a similar bell and retired behind
a hedge, waiting for the black-clad Dependants to appear with their plates from the Stores.
There was, of course, no one there. The brethren took it all in good part. When my husband’s
family, who lived directly opposite the Stores were down with measles between the wars, the
Dependants came over with rice puddings, trifles, anything that would help. This was a
regular practice of theirs locally.

While I was still at the Stores, the drapery moved in with the furniture and the space
made was let out as a café, selling fish and chips and operating a milk round. The premises
were always called by the name of Brown, Durant, but I never knew why. You say there were
the original partners when the Stores were opened. Combination you say was the old word
for the Dependants’ commercial activity, but I do not remember ever hearing the expression.

The Dependants were unworldly and in some ways very trusting. When we came they
banked weekly and a lady customer took the money into Haslemere on the bus. We didn’t
know this and were quite surprised when she came into the shop to ask for the takings. She
caught the same bus every week and returned by the same bus. She was quite put out when
we hesitated. “I always do, it, don’t you trust me?” It wasn’t of course a matter of trust, more
amatterof changing the system. One of the men would take the money in weekly. “Who wants
a haircut?” was the phrase. Grocery and drapery were banked separately for accounting

purposes.
Dorothy Talman was talking to the Editor.

“The Lord was good to her ....”
A reading of WSRO Add. Ms. 42155

When I was preparing Jo/n Sirgood's Way' in the mid-1990s, the Dependants were already
quiescent. Formerly dominant at Loxwood, Warnham, Northchapel and elsewhere, the sect
is now largely remembered for its extensive commercial activity. By the 1990s they were
represented by their last surviving elder, Alfred Goodwin at Loxwood. Over the years the
sect’s experience with outside reporting had been, at least in their eyes, almost entirely
negative and they had the reputation of being secretive. Alfred himself had been initially
reserved, but came to be persuaded that sympathetic recollection of a significant past might
be preferable to oblivion. He helped greatly with both reminiscence and documentation.
When I had finished the book, I moved on to other things, but recently the chance discovery

' Window Press 1998. The Dependants were commonly known by the nickname “Cokelers”, a name
they did not readily acknowledge
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An alternative view of Tillington old rectory taken by Walter Kevis in 1904. See “Croquet set in box, "




" How many canyou identify?
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of a transcript I had made of a Dependant notebook at the County Record Office reminded me
of Dependant days. In the event, having made the transcript, [ hardly used it, having copious
other, and earlier, material to hand.

The notebook, from 1912, written by Eliza Stemp, is, by Dependant standards,
relatively late. John Sirgood, founder of the Society of Dependants had been active on the
Surrey-Sussex borders from the mid-1850s. He died in 1885. Springing originally from the
Peculiar People in Essex, themselves a breakaway Methodist movement, Sirgood’s Church
had taken on an ethos and an administration that was all its own. He wanted no obstacle
between man and God: the usual adjuncts to religion; sacraments, set liturgy and ordained
ministry were to be swept away as inimical to that relation. Hymns were to be of the Society’s
own composition, using tunes, sometimes sacred, sometimes secular, that already existed.
Worship rested on testimony, extempore prayer, the reading of Scripture and the singing of
hymns. The spirit might be manifested in any of these activities. Sirgood’s converts tended
to be, at least initially, unsophisticated and largely uneducated, his own attitude was
unremittingly populist. He was, however, no dreamer and well aware of the challenging
nature of his ideal. The spirit might come or it might not. It was certainly not something to
be turned on and off like a tap. Given two or three Sunday services and others in mid-week,
there might certainly be dry periods, in biblical terms “no open vision.” Sirgood knew that
his ideal was a counsel of perfection but he persisted and he made no compromise.

A sister from Lord’s Hill,* Eliza in her notebook unconsciously suggests some of the
strains that were part and parcel of Sirgood’s initial insight. Arriving in Brighton by train,
Eliza was soon very much at home, even among strangers. Sunday morning service offered
the usual Dependant patterning of hymn, testimony, Scripture reading and extempore prayer.
There was, too, some indication of the spirit at work: “The brethren spoke and got much
refreshed ...” while, ... “a dear sister read the 4" of Ephesians and the Lord was very good
to her.” “Refreshed” and “the Lord was good to her” are effectively technical terms here -
indicating the activity of the spirit. Afternoon service was followed by a “nice prayer together
in the tea-room™ and this in turn by evening service. A particularly Dependant note is struck
by a chorus “We shall soon hear the trumpet and then we shall with Jesus reign and no more
partagain.” Both the end itselfand the next world were very real for Sirgood and his followers.
In the early days the founder had often had to implore his disciples to return home in the early
hours, so intense was their expectation of the end.

The Dependants’ reserved attitude to marriage, or, perhaps more accurately, their
preference for celibate communal life, would over the years exact its own retribution. Already
by 1912 the Dependants bore signs of an ageing community. Significantly Eliza spends
Monday morning visiting infirm, older members. In the evening she attends a house church
at Portslade.

Leaving Brighton on the train, Eliza reflects, “Oh, how my heart did swell with love and
gratitude to God for all his loving kindness to us all that he had made such provision for all
mankind and there was a few upon earth that was living in the enjoyment of what was

" A Dependant stronghold just south of Guildford
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two brothers. We would work togetherat all sorts of jobs. We had one tractor boughtin 1937
for £98.00. A recon. engine could be put in for £22.00. They bought another tractor on spade
lugs. The other was on rubber tyres. Both were Ford Standard for ploughing. One day they
went to Guildford Market so Peter and I went to a field with the iron wheeled one so he could
show me how to plough with a 2 farrow Lister Cockshot. He said, “This rope trips the plough
down, do it at the other end of the field, bring it back up. This lever on the drawbar holds on
forward off back. This one puts the front farrow deeper or shallower. Twisting this one puts
back deeper or shallower.” Three turns of the field he said, and he would see me after dinner
as he was going to market with Dad. Get on as best as you can. As years went by we got more
modemised with better gadgets. The farm went in for acres of sugar beet - ruddy wet, muddy
Job. Once the beet was ready to lift you spent days knocking dirt off, topping them ready to
take down to Petworth station and put into a truck to go to the factory. If you dropped the
station master a good drink you got a good place to unload, if not it was in an awkward place.
On one occasion Mr. Parker and I got in a hurry to finish a truck before the 12 o'clock goods
train time. We went to the Railway Inn pub for a pint. We could hear the train whistle blow,
blow, blow and next minute in walks the guard swearing like hell - yes, you guessed it - the
station master was in the pub with a few pints in front of him.

Nobby Blackman.

[A rather less robust piece from Nobby is in PSM 61, September 1990. Ed.]
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Wisborough Green 1951. A drawing by Harold Roberts.
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Says Virtue, “Think you, Madam Fame, EECOLLECTIONS OF A.E.W. MASQN WHEN HE LIVED AT TILLINGTON. EARLY
Your Ladyship is much to blame; SCENES OF "THE WINDING STAIR" LATD IN THE VILLAGE. MY MEMORY OF

Jove bids you always wait on me,
And yet your Face I seldom see: MASON TALKING ABOUT "AT THE VILLA BOSE" WITE THE LATE REV GOGGS,

The Paphian Queen employs yr Trumpet RECTOR AT TILLINGTON AT THAT TIME. MASON'S ASSOCIATION WITH E.V. LUCAS
And bids you praise some handsome Strumpet;
Or thundering thro’ the Ranks of War
Ambition ties to you her Ear.” AFTER MASON MOVED TO NEW GROVE, PETWORTH, I INTERVIEWED HIM
Says Fame, “Dear madam I protest
[ never think myself so blest

As when [ humbly walk behind you; AND CIGARS. THE PICTURE OF A.E.W. (WHO WAS ALWAYS KNOWN LOCALLY

WHEN HE WAS LIVING AT CARDINAL MANNING'S OLD EOUSE IN TILLINGTON.
FOR "THE BOOKMAN'". OF MY TWO MOBNING VISITS AND OF HIS GOOD WINE

But ‘tis so mlghry hard to find you — AS '"MAJQR" MASQN) AND "SANDOW" HIS BIG RETRIEVER DOG, AND OF ITS
On such obscure retreats you lurk,
To seek you is an endless Work™ — SUBSEQUENT PUBLICATION IN AMERICA TOGETHER WITH MASON'S OBSERVATIONS

“Well,” answered Virtue. “I allow UPQN ITS PUBLICATION THERE. I ONCE HEARD HIM SFEAK AT A WOMEN'S
Your Plea; but hear, and mark me now:—

I know the best of Wives and Mothers,
Who never passed a useless Day ABILITY IN THIS SPHERE. MASQN'S HABIT OF WALKING UP AND DOWN THE LANE
In Scandal, Gossiping or Play;-

Whose modest Wit classified by Sense,
Is lively cheerful Innocence; MY VISIT TO "PITSHILL" TO PHOTOGRAPH THE HOUSE WHEN KING GEORGE V

INSTITUTE GATHERING AT NEW GROVE, AND WAS MUCH STRUCK BY HIS

LEADING TO QUARRY FARM WHEN HE WAS THINEKING OUT PORTIQNS QOF HIS BOOKS.

Whose Heart nor Envy knows, nor Spight, WAS GOING TO STAY THERE FOR GOODWOGD RACES. MY VISIT TO "PITSHILL"
Whose Duty is her sole Delight;

Nor ruled by Whim, nor slave to Fashion,
Her Parents’ Joy, her Husband’s Passion.” HIS SELECTION OF A PLACE FOR THE PHOTOGRAPH. CHANGING THE PLACE WHILE
Fame smiled and answered, “On my Life
This is some country Parson’s Wife,

Who never saw the Court or Town, ARRANGED THE GROUP. BE QUIET SIR THE PHOTOGRAPHER IS DOING HIS BEST
Whose face is homely as her Gown;

Who banquets upon Eggs and Bacon -
“No, Madam, no — you’[e quitc mistaken: THE KING'S THANKS ON THE LAST DAY OF GOODWOQD, AND OF THE MANNER IN

TO PHOTOGRAPH THE HOUSE PARTY. MY INTRODUCTION TO THE KING, AND

HE WAS CHANGING HIS HAT. HE WONT LET BE TAKEN IN THE ROSES. THE KING

JOR YOU. YOU CAN TAKE AS MANY AS YOU LIKE BUT I WANT MY LUNCH.

[ beg you’ll let me set you right; VEICH T VISITED HIM 70 KECEIVE THEN!
*Tis one, with every Beauty bright;
Adomed with every polished Art
That Rank, or Fortune can impart; WAY TO CRAIGWELL HOUSE, AND HOW I FOUND MYSELF ON THE SIDE OF THE
‘Tis the most celebrated Toast,

That Britain’s spacious Isle can boast;
“Tis princely Petworth’s noble Dame OTHER NEWSPAPER MEN WAS DRIVEN AWAY, THE DAILY MAIL SENT AN AEROPLANE
*Tis Egremont — Go tell it Fame! -

PHOTOGRAPHING THE ROYAL AMBULANCE AT PULBOROUGH WHEN HE WAS ON THE

DRAWN BLINDS. OF MY LATER VISIT TO CRAIGWELL HOUSE AND OF HOW I WITH

ATTER THIS AND GOT SOME PICTURES.

[l have used quotation marks to divide speeches. These are absentin the original - but the poem George Garland's notes for a talk about his early career. Can anyone fill out this synopsis?
is much clearer with them. Ed.] [ will do what I can in the next Magazine. [Ed]
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ABEL NEVATT,

Baller., Bounivy, Gipuen

Perworth fashion a hundred years ago — a page from Abel Nevatt's Catalogue.

New Members

Mr. and Mrs R. Baker The Cottage, Upper Diddlesfold Farm, Northchapel, Haslemere,
GU27 3BZ.

Mr. and Mrs. Blackman 378 Byworth.

Mr. D. Claisse 148a, The Mews, Bellemoor Road, Southampton, SO15 TRA.

Mrs. M. Jones 12b, Primley Park, Paignton, Devon, TQ3 3JS.

Ms. A. Wadey 5, Pound Close, Petworth, GU28 0HX.

Miss E. Evans Hon. Librarian, Sussex Archaeological Society, Barbican House,

169, High Street, Lewes, BN7 1YE.
Professor R. Potter Acacia, Shortfield, Frensham, Surrey, GU10 3BJ.
Mr. and Mrs. R. Thorp 60, Sheepdown Drive, Petworth, GU28 0BX.
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