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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 £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 OEW
Hon. Treasurer
Mr A. Henderson, 62 Sheepdown Drive, Petworth (Tel. 343792) GU28 0BX
Committee
Mr Stephen Boakes, Lord Egremont, Mrs Carol Finch, Mr lan Godsmark,
Mr Philip Hounsham, Mrs Anne Simmons, Mrs Ros Staker, Mrs Deborah Stevenson,
Mrs Patricia Turland, Mrs Linda Wort
Magazine distributors
Mr Henderson, Mr Costello, Mr Thompson, Mrs Simmons, Miss Callingham,
Mrs Stevenson, Mrs Aziz, Mr Turland, Mr Boakes (Petworth), Ray and Valerie Hunt
(Byworth), Miss Biggs (Sutton and Bignor), Mr Bellis (Graffham), Mr Derek Gourd,
(Tillington and River), Mrs Goodyer, Mrs Williams (Fittleworth), Mr David Burden
(Duncton)
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 Mike Hubbard 343249
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Chairman’s Notes

Magazine 137. It's tempting to echo the 137" psalm “By the waters of Babylon”.
Almost as many Magazines as there are psalms. Who would have thought it in the mid-
seventies?

Several people made fleeting oral identifications for the centre spread in the last
Magazine. No one wrote anything down. Does it matter? [ don’t know. As an editor
however I have to see it as an opportunity lost.

Perhaps the old sage was right after all:

“There is no remembrance of former things,
Nor will there be any remembrance
Of later things vet to happen
Among those who come after.” Ecelesiastes i 11.
Perhaps.

On a quite different note I would imagine myself to be quite safe in offering the
Society s unqualified opposition to Car Parking Charges in the town. Such an
imposition, at this time, indeed at any time, seems short-sighted in the extreme and in the
last resort probably self-defeating.

P.S. Does anyone know the location of the old Petworth W.1. Scrapbook? [ last
saw it in the late 1970's.

P.P.S. Petworth Fair Friday 20" November
Health and Safety Regulations require stewards on duty while the fair is open. We
simply do not have a comfortable number — we do need a few more this year. For the
Sfuture of the fair please help.

Peter 27" July

THINKING OF STEWARDING

AT THE COTTAGE MUSEUM
NEXT YEAR? FOR A NO
OBLIGATION INTRODUCTION
PHONE PETER ON 342562.
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In the yew forest. Two photographs by Gordon Stevenson.
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Outside it’s raining and it’s raining hard. The Jewellery Tower, our next venuc,
apparently closes Tuesdays. It’snews to Andy. Inany caseit’s getting very near to lunchtime.
We later learn that an intrepid trio from our party do gain admission but for the rest of us it
will remain a mystery — this trip at least. It’s tiring in the street: wave after wave of tourists,
mobiles, cameras and flailing umbrellas. On the bridge a piper plays and visitors are
photographed with him. There are hot dog stalls, cold drinks and the rain slants into the grey
river.

It’s not long before we’re at the Banqueting Hall in Whitehall, our final port of call.
Again not exactly as anticipated; we’ve certainly booked in but a last minute (and, I would
imagine very remunerative) booking has skewed the arrangements. The upstairs room with
the extraordinary Rubens ceiling is being set-up for a Japanese fashion show on the next day.
Asithappens, watching the cat-walk being assembled has an interest all its own. And Charles
I stalks the paths of history here as he did during the morning, He it was who wanted
somewhere for the elaborate masques he delighted in, and sometimes appeared in. Inigo Jones
and Ben Johnson collaborated here. Ironic that in 1649 he would walk through the room to
execution on a scaffold erected outside the very building on which he had lavished such
attention. No guide here. I’'m handed one of those contraptions where you can press a number
and listen to a commentary. To be fair, some of our party find them useful —I simply hand
mine back.

And so down Arundel Street to the waiting coach on the Embankment. The rain’s
erratic, but savage when it comes. It later appears that some places in London have had rain
so intense that the like had not been seen since 1865. It pours into the uncovered upper deck
of sight-seeing buses and river craft. Then there’s the long war of attrition, coming out of

London. Battersea, Wandsworth, wondering, as one always does, what lies behind those
crumbling shop facades. The rain sweeps the road ahead of us. All in all quite a day.

I have given a longer than usual account partly because there was so much to report,
but partly, too, because so many members wanted to make the trip and were disappointed. I

believe Andy has some kind of repeat in mind — but with variations.
B

Deborah’s Crossword 136 Solution

Deborah is taking a well-earned rest for this issue but the Crossword will be back for

December.
Across 2 Digs, 4 Martyr, 8 Oak, 9 Mount Caburn, 11 Lewths, 12 Gumber, 14 Serf,

15 Soars, 16 Ashy, 18 Ouse, 19 Gnats, 20 Bees, 24 Findon, 25 Plough, 27 Ancient Ways,
29 Roe, 30 Bignor, 31 Yews.

Down 1 Flowers, 3 Southdowns, 4 Myth, 5 You, 6 Skylarks, 7 Energy, 9 Mows, 10 Arun,
13 Fritillary, 17 Shepherd, 18 Offham, 21 Sisters, 22 Yoke, 23 Tups, 26 Star, 28 Chi.
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With the Petworth Society in the West Hall of the Palace of Westminster. Andy instructs his group, centre of picture.

Photograph by Pearl Godsmark.




Thirty very short stories — continued.
Jonathan’s article in the last Magazine created considerable interest and we are pleased to have

this image of the rarely used upstairs fireplace at the Cottage Museum as a further example of the
process pioneered by Robert Rauschenberg and used for the book illustrations. We also take this
opportunity of reproducing the corresponding short story, essentially in the form in which it appears
in the book.

THE POET

New Haven, Connecticut, USA

ONE WINTER AFTERNOON A YOUNG AND QUITE SUCCESSFUL POET SAT WRITING
at his desk. Although it was not yet dark outside, the light shining on to his
papers made it seem so and, from the window, his garden appeared black except
for a red glow which was the reflection from a fire of coals burning in the cast
iron grate.

The doorbell rang. At first the poet ignored it but when it continued he
replaced the cap of his fountain pen, walked through the hall and opened the
door. On the paving stones stood a woman. A woman so lovely that, uniquely,
the poet could find no words. She said ‘Good evening’, walked up the steps,
crossed the hall and sat on a chair opposite his in the study. He closed the door,
followed her and sat facing her. He had never seen her in his life before and at
first he took her to be Ingrid Bergman but this was foolish: beside the star this
woman was a galaxy.

She sat perfectly still, apart from looking around the room and then
back at him. She kept her coat buttoned to the chin but the poet knew that
underneath would be the finest cotton and underneath that such silks that no
man could touch with his hands.

When she began to speak it soon became clear that she was telling her
life story. Tears formed in her eyes and she took a white handkerchief from her
coat pocket although she did not dry them. After some time (it could have been
an hour, or even more) she stood up, looked at the poet one last time, turned,
and left the house, closing the door quietly behind her.

The poet sat anaesthetised and the coals grew cold in the fireplace. He

began to think it had been a dream until he found a white handkerchief on the
floor. He picked it up, held it to his face and wept.

For days after this he tried to write down what he had heard and what
he had seen that late afternoon but it was all a long way beyond words and even-
tually he burned all his papers and he never wrote another word of poetry
again.
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Editor’s Postbag
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Email: 16poynter@miltondrive.fsnet.co.uk

5 Milton Drive, Shepperton, Middlesex ST17 0JJ Tel: 01932 56023017
June 2009
Boxall Ancestry — Petworth/surrounding areas

Does anyone have details of a Mrs Boxall whose name appears on a staff list outside
the Blue Room at Petworth House dated 8 November 19117 Her initials/position.

The Petworth Magazine for June article “Poor Relief” a Mrs Boxall bequeathed her
cottage to the Church Wardens at Luggeshall in 1679. Does anyone have more information
of her/family? On Page 15 of the Magazine, there is a picture of 2 Boxalls at Lodsworth
brickyard prior to 1914? I believe the family lived in Red Lion Yard at some time.

Any news on the Boxall family would be appreciated.

Y ours sincerely
Mrs B Poynter (nee BOXALL)

7 RU AVEC NOUS

Nick Taylor has found a button bearing this coat of arms. Can anyone recognise it from
drawing and inscription?
Gordon Strudwick writes:
Dear Peter,
Leconfield House — Australia

While on holiday in Australia Nancy and [ noticed a winery named Wyndham near where we
were staying in Maitland N.S.W. and as it was a name of wines we have enjoyed drinking in
England we decided to visit it. Soon after leaving the main road we passed a sign advertising
a Bed and Breakfast accommodation named Leconfield House. We found this intriguing
thinking about our roots in Petworth, Petworth House and the Leconfields. At this stage we
still hadn’t made the connection between the winery and Petworth.

At the winery while talking to one of the owners we mentioned the house we had passed
and he then told us that the original Leconfield homestead, near the winery, was built for the
cattle and sheep station (farm) and nearby coal mine in the early 1800s. The old house is now
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large print. I was very jealous as it had a character called ‘Daphne’ in it. Sadly this was
destroyed in the London bombing with all our other possessions. My son is going to try and
get me a copy. %

Regarding my nights stay at the Whitings; I often wondered where Mr & Mrs Whiting a_nd
their two daughters, Joan and Angela slept, completely forgetting there were two flights of stairs.

1 enc]ovsc a photograph of my father sitting in his Rover car - (hood down) and seem to
remember my mother having other photos of Petworth—one in particular of sister Daphne and
I sitting at the back of the car in our “Sunday best” and waiting for toddler Pamela to be dressed
and thgn we were off for our usual Sunday afternoon picnic. It seemed in those days we had
very warm sunny summers, but cold snowy winters.

Mr Pardoe with Rover car in London 192()s.

Neither Daphne nor I went to school in Petworth but I do recollect our mother teaching
us our ‘Numbers’ and ‘Letters’ each day.

I think the reason my parents moved to Petworth (after sharing my grandparents
Woodwards house at 95 Chettenham Road (or Grove) in Southend, was due to the shortage
ofhouses after the 1914-1918 war. They managed to get the house in Petworth aftermy father was
discharged from the Army. They probably rented Grove House which was usual in those da)./s.
My mother always spoke fondly of Petworth and, I think, very reluctant to leave (I can quite
understand why), but my father was very anxious to start up his business and move nearer to
London. They were only able to do this by exchanging houses with a retired school master.

Yours sincerely,

Beryl H. Bent

née PARDOE
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MacNamara’s Band and other matters

Jack Bartlett was a very sociable man and well known in Petworth a few years ago. Always
happy to take his accordion out to different local events, he was very much to the fore with
any local activity or entertainment. Working, as he did, at Petworth Post Office in East Street
he was a senior clerk when the Office was officially downgraded, Freddie Dean continuing
as postmaster. Jack Bartlett took a postmastership at Attleborough, a long way from Petworth
and when Mr Dean retired, applied for the vacant position. He was successful and returned
to Petworth.

It was typical of the man that he should look to start a Social Club at the Post Office,
members paying sixpence a week to cover hall hire and general expenses. Jack’s son John
has lent Keith Thompson a number of photographs of the Social Club and the Scouts, the latter
being another of Jack’s particular interests. Don Simpson, working at the Post Office, and a
member of the Social Club, is in a good position to comment. The photograph we reproduce
shows Phil Sadler, clearly “doing™ Marie Lloyd (note the bird-cage), Mrs Margaret Bartlett

with a Scottish song while the other two figures are Ern. Thomas and a heavily disguised Don
himself. “1 can’t remember what was happening here but I do remember one sketch
“MacNamara’s band”. We had accumulated all kinds of musical instruments and 1 was
standing in the centre of the Old Iron Room conducting. I had a cardboard podium which
would eventually collapse under me. Audiences were family, friends and anyone who cared
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Another View of Bury

Once again the PSM has turned me to my keyboard! Reading Jenny Dover’s memories [ was
spurred on to share what I have found in explorations of Bury (and West Burton) roofs, and
from outside observations of those houses I have been unable to access so far.

I have been able to examine twelve buildings in Bury itself in some detail, one in West
Burton and outlying Horncroft, as part of a project for the Barlavington estate. Of these, five
in Bury proved to be medieval types (pre-1550) four (including a puzzling barn) are
transitional (1500s) and three dated from the 17th century and later. Crossways or Old Cross
Street Farm in West Burton seems to fit the 1634 date over its door, and Horncroft is a complex
building with origins in the second half of the 1500s.

The oldest building I have recorded in Bury is the old Black Dog, and this can probably
be placed within the 1300s, although it has suffered innumerable modifications over the
centuries. Fogdens is the only example with a crown-post roof, and one of the type known
as the ‘wealden’, like Yeomans at Bignor; Old Cottage (East and West), Street Cottage and
Smiths were all built before 1500 with open halls but side-purlin roofs. Kesters, Copyhold
and Hollow Farm were also built with open halls, but after 1500.

An impression of Ferry Cottage at Bury in Bob Dudden, the last ferrvman’'s time.
See PSM 136. Courtesy of Bury Wi Centenary Book 1958.
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This uncaptioned picture probably reflects Petworth's Japanese Bazaar September 1901.
See Petworth Time out of Mind page 85 and 86.* Can anyone recognise the location?
* (Window Press 1982).




William Percy Pardoe outside Grove House, Petworth about 1925.
Photograph courtesy of Mrs Beryl Bent. See: A white enamel mug.

From external observations, Lillywhites and Sydenham Cottage in West Burton would
appear to be the oldest properties, with five others dating from the 1500s, and another seven
from 1600 onwards. However, | am always prepared for surprises!

The Arundel archivist Heather Warne and I have compared notes on Bury, as she has
examined some of the early manorial documents held among the Castle muniments. From
these studies and early mapping, backed-up with my understanding of the buildings, it looks
as though medieval virgaters (the upper echelons of manorial tenants) were living out at West
Burton, with mainly cottagers and labourers clustered in the village, working on the open
fields that surrounded them. This situation seemed to be perpetuated when the upwardly
mobile Cooke family established themselves at West Burton by the early 1500s, surrounded
by those who wanted to emulate them and perhaps be swept along on their coat tails. When
asurvey was taken at West Burton in 1669 there were 29 houses and 15 barns. This compares
with 27 in Bury, with seven cottages and 27 barns.

This is a huge simplification of a complex process that developed from before the time
that ‘Beri-minstre’ was granted to the Abbey of Fécamp by William the Congqueror, the year
before the Domesday survey of 1086. The name hints at the existence of pre-Saxon
significant (?burial) ‘mound’ and an Anglo-Saxon minister as a base fora group of priests who
served the peasants in the surrounding countryside. Petworth was almost certainly the site of
another of these minsters. The Domesday estate included areas up in Coldwaltham,
Fittleworth and in Wisborough Green, with some seventy households and a church- successor
to that minster. West Burton was the subsidiary hamlet or settlement (zon) to the west of the
mound (burgh or bury).

A.F. Hughes

The Abbey held English estates before the Conquest, and its English headquarters were at Steyning,
where there are the remains of their splendid church.

The Victoria County History —
new perspectives

The Victoria County History (VCH) started in 1899 with the laudable and ambitious aim of
providing a definitive history of every single parish in England. A lofty ideal and a massive task.
The work, a century and more later, remains ongoing. The Sussex project was quickly in hand, two
general volumes for the county were published in 1905 and 1907. This was to be followed by asingle
VCH volume for each of the six “rapes’ or ancient historical divisions of Sussex. Lewes, Hastings
and Chichester were published between 1935-1953 but work then lay in abeyance for 20 years.

When the new West Sussex County Council was formed in 1974, it was felt appropriate
that the new Council look to the conclusion of the work. Arundel, Bramber and Pevensey
rapes remaining to be completed, Pevensey, of course, lying outside the Council’s remit.
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A photograph by Louise Adams for the Chichester Observer series.
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Collecting books for the Book Sale can throw up all sorts of allied material. This is one of a series of twelve animal studies
mounted on thin brown card possibly from a book. Spotting may indicate a certain age. If, in reproducing this particular study,
we have infringed someone's copyright we will redress this in the next Magazine. There is no obvious signature.
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Photograph by G. G. Garland.

to the rear.

Note “Morley’s Corner”

Five years and four months short!

My father was born at Dales Farm, Northchapel in 1896 and attended the old school in the
village which closed in 1916 : Dad had left long before that, at the age of twelve. As my
grandfather was the tenant at Dales, a Leconfield farm, it was natural that Dad would himself
go to work there. It wouldn’t be too long, however, before Dad was called up for the 1914-
1918 war, while his elder brother, Charlie, remained at Dales. Charlie had been rejected for
service because he had varicose veins, a wise precaution in the event because my father talked
of forty mile route marches in France in a single day. I still have a scroll commemorating his
service in the Machine Gun Corps from 1915 to 1918. Like so many of his generation, Dad
was reticent about the war. He had seen too many good men blown to pieces to wish to dwell
on it. When he came back he returned to the farm. Uncle Charlie’s son was in the army in
the second world war but was less fortunate than Dad had been. Shot in the ankle he had died
of complications.

My grandfather [ cannot remember at all, but I can still see my grandmother - sitting in
the front room at Dales. She was short and rather stout. When my father married he moved
to Hammer Cottages off Pipers Lane. They were tied : one went with Upper Frithfold, the
other with Dales. He would remain there until 1941 when the family left Dales, selling all the
stock. Dad had worked with horses from a boy and always preferred to work with them if he
could. In early days at Dales he and his brother had even bred their own colts. Horses were
Dad’s life you might almost say. I remember one old man telling me of seeing Dad on the road
with a waggon and a pair of horses. He was only fourteen. It would be 1910. A horse was
part of the family and, of course, the use of horses was universal then. At Shillinglee, when
the estate was in its heyday, Lord Winterton had twelve horse-drawn dung carts and twelve
waggons. Dad could use a tractor but, as I have said, horses were his preference.

Next stop from Hammer Cottages was Mitchell Park Cottages, again tied. Dad was now
working for Mr Dadswell and from here I'd walk into Northchapel School — thought nothing
of it — and as soon as I was old enough I'd bicycle in. Gardening was my favourite subject,
['ve always loved gardening. MrJimmy Ayling would take us on Tuesday afternoons. Atthat
time the school had gardens to the rear and allotments where the playground now is. A couple
of boys would be allotted a particular piece of ground to look after. I never liked being shut
up in school, I suppose I'd always been used to the open air. There was a junior Young Farmers
Club at the school and I joined the local Y.F.C. when 1 left. It would later fold. As far as I
know Ebernoe is the only remaining Y.F.C. which is reasonably local. Mr Willmer, the rector,
was a great stalwart of the Y.F.C. and he would always be present at any local event.

[ left school in 1948 and went to work at Mitchell Park farm, Dad being already there.
When the cowman left a year later. Mr Dadswell, the farmer, suggested I replace him, which
I did. A further move was to Charlie Moss’s Peacocks Farm where I continued as cowman
until the farm was divided up, with Mr Moss moving to Hortons Farm. [ stayed at Hortons
for twenty five years. Had I not been forced to retire through arthritis I'd have had some fifty
years milking cows. As it was, | was short by some five years and four months.
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a payment be made from the funds of the Society for band, favours, dinners or other expenses
from the Annual General Meeting, that attendance at the Parish Church for divine service and
to hear a sermon be discontinued for the present ....”" “For the present ...” it would be forever:
the old pomp of the Angel Blue was gone and would not return. A brief shift of the annual
day to Trinity Monday, probably because of competing events which called on the attendance
of members, turned out to be a temporary expedient. It was only a year before the decision
was reversed. Unusually high sick payments in 1879 led to the sale of some 3% Consols but
this seems to have been a minor blip: the Old Blue’s problems were not in essence financial.
Committee meetings in the summer were put off to eight o’clock; business must have been
perfunctory. In October 1879 there were just three certificates both longterm, in November
Just two.

A sign of the times was an application in May 1883 for the Society to pay a doctor’s
bill. The committee ruled that they had no power to allow such a claim. In 1885 the financial
year was altered to run January to January and the Rules revised. Provision is made for
widows living away from Petworth to produce once a quarter a certificate from a clergyman

b |

William Melville, the Church
Street tailor, a stalwart of the
_ Old Blue in later years.
_‘g_ Photograph by Walter Kevis.

4
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attesting that they are still alive. The records are largely silent on widows, suggesting thata
separate book existed which is no longer extant. We may assume that the new regulation is
a relaxation rather than the contrary.

There are a handful of new members but these are very much pillars of the local
community. A.A. Knight, the clerk at Brydones the Market Square solicitors is one, there are
some members of the influential Whitcomb family, James Weekes the saddler, the Maybanks,*
father and son, Mr. Eager the Market Square draper and towards the end, Henry Streeter mine
host at the Railway Inn, proprietor of a livery business in East Street and Frank Rogers,
churchwarden at St. Mary’s and chemist in Market Square.” The impression is of a rather
exclusive club coexisting a little uneasily with the long-established essentially working-class
older members.

In 1886 a deputation from the Old Blue was instructed to consult re the Old Blue
joining the Amalgamated Friendly Societies in the town for the annual day. Clearly the Old
Blue, mindful perhaps of its distinguished past, had hitherto held aloof. The end is in sight
but it would be a lingering death. By 1900 membership is in the low thirties with only one
member in the 20 to 30 age range. Curiously, however, although a number of members have
survived from the 1860s, a handful even from the 1850s, only one falls within the 70 to 80
age range. The Old Blue struggled on until it was wound up in 1909, the funds shared out
strictly according to seniority and some widows receiving quite significant sums. The Old
Blue was at last no more and Petworth had lost a significant piece of its history. Ironically
the Old Blue had expired exactly at the time when Lloyd George was introducing his new

Insurance Acts.
P

 See PSM 134, pages 49, 50
% His shop formed the north side of the present Austens

New Members

Mrs. J. Deacon-Ford  Orchard House, High Path, Easebourne, Midhurst GU29 9BD.
Mrs. M. Enticknap "Belmont’, Harborough Drive, West Chiltington.

Mrs. J. Gadd Fitzleroi Farm, Fittleworth.

Mr. & Mrs. A. House 18 Orchard Close, Petworth.

Mr. F. Humphrey “The Bungalow’, Adversane Lane, Adversane, BillingshurstRH149IN.
Mrs. E. Lockwood 5 Boderton Mews, Burton Park, Duncton GU28 OLS.

Ms C. Nash Oat House, Home Farm Court, Shillinglee.

Mrs. P. Poynter 5 Milton Drive, Shepperton, Middlesex TW17 0JJ.

Mr. & Mrs. K. Smith  Woodmans, 1 Tower Place, East Wittering, Chichester PO20 8QT.
Mr. & Mrs. J. Sullivan ‘Shambles’, Rothermead, Petworth GU28 OEW.

Mrs. D. Wadey 32 Churchill Grove, Newtown, Tewkesbury GL.20 8EL.
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is for Ifold
The seat of the Earl
Who thinks he’s no end of a dog

This curious, anonymous, poem clearly comes from the mid-late 1930s and reflects a
privileged, enclosed world that at a distance of seventy years begins to look very remote.

srhaps, ] ¥ > was very muce sider Georee Gar 's lens is the bes . .
Perhaps, although he was very much an outsider, George Garland’s lens is the best With the girls

commentary we have. Some of the allusions are still quite transparent, others (to me)

completely obscure. Perhaps some readers will help annotate it.  Ed. i is'for Joan

A Hunting Alphabet

A

is the Admiral

So dashing and gay
Where ever the hounds
He’s not far away

is for beastly Botany Bay
When hounds get in there
You're done for the day

is for C......e

The chaperone’s fear

A child’s guide to knowledge
Also we hear

’s for the D S

His Lordship gives vent to

If you get in the way

And do what you’re not meant to

’s for the Earths

Where refuge is sought
Now don’t dig them out
And do be a sport

is for Florence

A rare good sort

She gets given horses

So they needn’t be bought

’s for the girls

A light hearted throng

So don’t be too hard on them
If they do wrong

is the “Hope you’ll come soon” Brigade
They head all the foxes
And to jump are afraid
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Who rides remounts you know
She’s a bit of a card
And a good’un to go

’s for the Knuts

Alas! they are few

They 're not wildly exciting
But we make them do

’s for his Lordship

Our Master so kind

He rides such good horses
They go like the wind

is for Muzzy

He is such a dear

We all hope that he

Will be Master next year

’s for Ned Farmer
Though he holla & shouts
Of his skill in the Kennels
We none of us doubt

are the Obstacles

Though they abound

Cheer up! good people
They’re always pulled down

A heavy old buster
Who lays down the law
And thinks he’s a Thruster

is the question

Who’s the Master to be
Why! who could be better
Than charming Muzzy

PETWORTH SOCIETY MAGAZINE No.137




is for Rowcliffe

He is a good sort

When hounds meet at Stovolds
We do see some sport

is for St. John

By some known as Frank
A Master of Harriers
Quite without swank

’s for the Thrusters
Good luck to them all
They show us the way
Though they ride to a fall

is for Us

The writers of rhymes
With both packs we’ve had
Some jolly good times

1s the Voluntary

Once cut by us all

So don’t be down hearted
Pride must have a fall

*s for Will

With voice piercing & shrill
Lor” he do make a noise
When he thinks they will kill

are the excellent runs we have had
There’s nothing like hunting
To make the heart glad

is for you'

Oh! why does it leave us
We all have our day

So don’t let it grieve us

is a letter impossible quite

Our brains are exhausted
N{J more can we \VI‘“C

' So Ms. Youth?
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