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Chairman’s notes

An extremely full Magazine. I have simply included what I have room for. The
September dinner sold out very quickly as did the Water Cress Line/Gilbert
White excursion. My commiserations to those who were disappointed but I did
stress the need for an early reply.

I trust the response to the local plan questionnaire will repay the considerable
effort put into the preparation. No doubt the National Park authorities will wish
to have a degree of influence.

Speaking personally, and in these notes I can do no other, I would endorse the
Town Council’s concern about the continuing inactivity at the important Swan
Hotel site. Whatever the outcome, there is no doubt that Petworth needs an
upgrading of supermarket facilities and, ideally, a few everyday retail facilities for
those who have no private transport. That said, we shall not see again the old
jungle of private greengrocers, bakers, grocers and butchers.

Again, speaking personally, [ am uneasy about plans to “improve” Round the hills.
We must be careful not to fall into creeping urbanisation of an area that has been
almost sacred to Petworth people for generations. ‘Round the hills’ is and remains
part of Petworth’s “folk” heritage, as vivid to those who have left the town as to
those who remain.

I should note that the Society have funded the defibrillator on the western side of
the Leconfield Hall.

Peter
21st July
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Petworth — Most of the Time

The Window Press published John Osborn Greenfield’s Tales of Old Petworth in the
summer of 1976, reflecting a Petworth still innocent of the photograph. The Press
itself was an ad hoc creation for the book. Some two dozen books later our
survival as a small independent press is itself something of an achievement.

Although quite separate from the Press, this Magazine has always worked
closely with it. A consistent feature has been the gentle probing of local
recollection. In Petworth — Most of the Time I have tried to convey my own
impressions of a lost Petworth that appears to be receding further with every
minute. Mindful always of Master Greenfield, I have found my old friend’s insular
perspective impossible to replicate and have occasionally been forced to travel,
hence the title. I have however so far followed J.O.G. in leaving a good generation
between my recollections and the present day: I do not proceed beyond the early
1980s.

100 individually numbered copies: I already have some pre-ordered. There is an
order form (detachable) on the Activities Sheet. To celebrate 40 years of the
Window Press we are making a donation toward the production of the present
Magazine.

Peter

The Annual General Meeting

It was the 42nd Annual General Meeting and the 37th for Peter in the chair. He
commented that he had taken over ‘temporarily’ on October 31st, 1978 when
Hilton Oakes had unexpectedly moved away to Eastbourne. The idea was that
someone else would be appointed following the 1979 AGM, but that didn’t happen
and it hasn’t happened since.

Fifty-one members — the best attendance for several years — received the report
of the Independent Examiners which revealed that although there had been a
slight fall in subscriptions, donations and even book sales receipts, while printing
costs, garage rents and hall hire had risen, the financial situation was sound. The
increase in hall fees was largely due to the Society being charged, for the first time,
for the day preceding the Fair, when the Harris brothers needed to be present for
reasons of security. Charitable giving was up, notably to the Town Council for the
provision of a defibrillator. Visits arranged by the Society are self-financing.
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Going round the town on the Monday morning, everyone seems to have been
there, “Lord Egremont wanted to give Petworth a millennium to remember”
(PSM 99 March 2000). Make the appropriate changes and you have it exactly.

The Silver Jubilee of 1935

[The following recollection of the 1935 Jubilee came from the late Joy Gumbrell
and may interest readers. Ed.]

As a schoolgirl I remember the Jubilee celebrations. On the day we were given tea
in the Iron Room!, catered for by Arch Knight*. Afterward we were marched down
Pound Street to the cinema, the old one on the Pound Corner. I don’t remember
the films: there were two of them but I do remember that the entrance to the
cinema was at the front near the screen and that the floor and seats sloped up from
there with a central aisle and that, at half time, someone came round and sprayed
the air with an air freshener from a contraption like the old Flit Guns used for flies.
I still remember the distinctive smell.

After the films we were marched back to the Iron Room to collect our cups and
saucers. | still have mine. It must have been the following Saturday there was a
carnival in the Park, an occasion when the public were allowed to use the Grand
Entrance. I still have the photographs of all the Byworth children in fancy dress -
two gitls with a pram representing a box of King George chocolates or the Bisto
Kids, or a bride and groom, roles reversed. Don Hunt was the bride and Jean Clark
the groom. June was, in fact, the taller of the two. I also remember the wonderful
effort of Austens: their van was turned into a gipsy caravan, the painting done by
Gwenda Morgan, and the Willis family dressed as gipsies. Mr Willis was Austens’
van driver. The only other float I remember was a car, probably an Austin Ten. It
was completely covered with frills apart from a small hole at the front which
allowed the driver to see. This formed the skirt of a crinoline lady and a girl sat on
the roof of the car to form the head and shoulders. There were a number of men
with large comic heads but the rest has faded with time.

I can remember the Sugar Knob® without trees. It was planted for the Jubilee
celebrations.

| The Iron Room stood slightly to the north of the present NatWest Bank premises. [t was a

corrugated building put up to house the congregation of St Mary's while the church was being
renovated in 1903-4.The Iron Room survived until 1963,
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2. Arch Knight had a baker's shop in Lombard Street.
3. At the top of the hill that leads to the Gog/Magog lodges.

Silver Jubilee 1935, Courtesy Mr John Connor.
Almost certainly by George Garland

Another ‘Capability” Brown/Petworth
connection: (in a sentence)

While of course we all know that Lancelot ‘Capability’ Brown, the bi-centenary of
whose birth is being celebrated this year, designed Petworth Park as we have it
today it is worth noting that the great man'’s influence on the town did not cease
there but extended through several generations down to the town'’s rector (from
1859-1896), the Rev'd Charles Holland, whose father Lancelot was so christened
because his mother Bridget’s father was the great designer himself.

Simon Watson (great-great-grandson of the Revid C. Holland; see Petworth Society Magazine no
160:'A Holland Family album’ p. 36) '
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still inhabited and lost along the river. A walk in this landscape is now to tread on a
palimpsest of older memories. Or further back into the 1940s, my father and Mr
Whitney digging in the yard at Rotherbridge for worms. Fishing was casual then,
Today the fishermen have been warned to expect a party of walkers — private land
and nothing casual now.

Past the ongoing works at Rotherbridge, the hedges in the lane to Perryfields
seem taller every time I pass. We're soon at Perryfields but don’t turn off to see
what remains but carry on, ignoring the bridge over the river. Along the late
summer bank: it’s a clammy day. The lock at Ladymead, long stripped of function,
meaning or dignity and stranded in the long grass. Remains of a stone bridge over
the river. When we were here last, there were cows; now the steep sides of the
bank seem to forbid. Sounds of a camp away to the right. We cross the fisherman’s
bridge, skirt a field and we're on the railway track. Pink seems the colour of
passing summer — balsam and rosebay at Ladymead, clover, centaury, pink
convolvulus, knapweed, stachys and the rest. A deer bounds away in the yellowing
corn. On into the shade. The marvellous, but ultimately abortive brickwork of the
bridges, the embankment itself, a monument to idealism and the brutal hard work
of Victorian navvies. Through Kilsham, over the bridge and into the cars. lan,
Linda and Betty had “pre-walked” it for us on Friday. As a local walk you could
hardly ask for better.

Gilbert White and the Watercress line.
6th July

The Petworth Society loves an outing - or should it be excursion? There is

something at once exhilarating and alarming about seeing the Society hordes

swarming over some innocent outpost and transforming it into a miniature

Petworth. We were fortunate with the weather and at Alresford in good time. A

chance of coffee for those who wanted it. We had a reserved carriage while a party

of tots from Sheet Primary School had the next one to us. A study in high-viz and

a sign of the times. A volunteer railway is always spotlessly clean with abundant

cheerful staff, no computer ticket machines and of course a plethora of vintage

advertising signs: Boar’s Head tobacco, Pratt’s petrol and oil “on top in all road

tests”, Spratt’s Bird Seed, “packet and tin only”, Batey's lemonade and the rest. Gilbert White.
Random reminders of a lost past — Old Calabar dog biscuit and poultry feed. Photograph by Gordon Stevenson
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As befits his calling as a correspondent, based largely in Petrograd (St
Petersburg) Reynolds is a keen student of Russian custom. Anticipating the
American Agnes Repplier’s later enthusiasm for tea (PSM 164), he notes the
Russian insistence on fine China: it never became bitter from protracted brewing.
He hymns the omnipresent samovar. “Fresh tea is made from water boiled in a
samovar, an urn heated with charcoal from the house fire, the tea itself brewed in
a very small pot stood on top of the samovar... They [the servants] used to set it
on the table in my room every evening at eleven whether I was in or not. It was
pleasant to know, as one drew near home, that the samovarchik, the dear little
samovar was industriously humming in the little pot sitting on the top.”

While based in Petrograd, Reynolds makes a point of visiting the country
districts and witnesses the gradual decay of the old land tenure system, dependent
on the polosa, a strip or piece of ground, one of many into which the communal
land was divided. These narrow strips might vary in breadth from four to ten feet
but could be a verst’ long, each strip often at a considerable distance from others
in the same tenure so that precious time would be spent travelling between them.
“ know cases in which one peasant has had more than a hundred strips of land,
some as small as four feet by ten and as far as twenty miles from his home.” The
septennial redistribution frustrated initiative as one who had neglected his own
land might benefit from the efforts of one who had not. Have we here in Russia an

echo of the unrecorded history of our own ridged fields in the Shimmings Valley?

And the June sale? Highest total ever for June but a little down on May. The
accepted wisdom “in the trade” is to avoid having sales in June, but whenever did
we take the path of accepted wisdom?

| Rothay Reynolds: My Russian Year: (Mills and Boon |915). A "PopularVersion™ abridged from a
longer, profusely illustrated, book published in 1212.The volume is too unassuming in appearance to
have much chance in the rush of a Book Sale.

2. Marya would be released from prison in 1917 but fall foul of the authorities and be murdered on
Stalin's orders in 194

3. Just over a kilometer:
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AUTUMN CROSSWORD

ACROSS
1 They used to provide the power
to bring the harvest home (5,6)

8 Fruit of the oak — pigs foraged for

them in local woods! (5)

9 Something to aim for on 20th
MNovember (7)

11 In a state of hibernation (7)
12 Too many to count at Findon's
annual fair (5)

13 The Third Earl's favourite apple?
(6)

15 Fairy led the way — stripped
bark off (6)

19 Chichester's October fair is
named after these fruits (5)

21 Cinderella's coach! Buy one
from Slindon's famous auturmn
display (7)

22 How you feel after a Harvest
Suppert (7)

23 The willow gives its name to a
Petworth farm. (Society walkers
have enjoyed autumnal hospitality
here!) (5)

25 The lads who organise
Movemnber 5Sth act

in East Sussex (7.4)

DOWN

2 Me - hiding up in the gods (3)
3 A nice wine — or an old car
travelling from London to Brighton
@) '

4 Greek goddess of magic and
ghosts (6)

§ Thatched hay stacks (5

6 Room for storing preserves etc.
(6)

7 Seal the barrel (4)

10 The less well off, must not be
forgotten at harvest time (5)

14 Zodiacal sign for October
MNovember (7)

16 Another local farm — not sure
where we go from here! (5)

17 They give to |0dn perhaps (6)
18 Did | hear a nobleman suddenly

“

SOLUTION TO WRITERS &
COMPOSERS CROSSWORD

ACROSS

| Cold Comfort, 7 Holst, 8 Dick

10 Woolf, | | Tiger, |2 Just So,

|4 Spiral, |8 Parry, 20 Keats,

2| Ireland, 22 Ennui, 24 Forsyte Saga

DOWN

2 Owl, 3 Duteous, 4 Facet,

5The Raj, 6 Tsar, 8 Deft, 9 Elgar,
|3 Serve, |5 Planets, | 6 Larkin,
|7 Eked, |8 Pain, |9 Yeats, 23 Nag
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raisins for a penny and long finger buns with pink icing. No, I don't think we ever
ate there: the shop was simply too small for that.

As a chemist, my father was in a “reserved occupation” but he was in charge of
the Observer Corps at Pulborough “Obo3” reporting all the time to the Centre at
Horsham. During the war he came into regular contact with Fred Streeter at
Petworth House “the Radio Gardener”, as did my future sister-in-law who worked
at Stopham House. The walled gardens at Petworth would be opened two or
three times a year after the war and Mr Streeter would sit in a large wicker chair
with an equally large hat, answering questions about the plants.

My wife and | were married in Petworth Church in 1958, the Rev. H. O. Jones
and the Rev. Royle from Pulborough officiating. My father-in-law was Mr Frank
(“Nick™) Folkard manager successively of the Westminster Bank at Pulborough
and Petworth. George Garland took the wedding pictures, | remember him having
a pair of steps. It was a pouring wet day and we made our way as best we could
down Lombard Street to the reception in the Town Hall.

Lord Leconfield I well remember coming out to Pulborough in his chauffeur-
driven Rolls Royce. To me, as a boy, it seemed huge. The Rev. Royle was very
popular in Pulborough but had some difficulty with a minority of parishioners. As
patron of the living his lordship was very much to the point. “Do you want to get
rid of him?” No one did. “That’s alright, then,” he said, clambered back into the
Rolls and was off.

One of my main memories of the war is the bombing of Petworth Station —
but curiously it doesn’t seem to be remembered in Petworth itself'. It was 1942
and we were catching the 4.45 train from Midhurst. There was German air
activity. Our train pulled out of the station and “hid” in the tunnel just outside.
After five minutes we resumed our journey. As we approached Petworth we came
to an abrupt halt: there was a sleeper across the railway line and a ganger with a
red flag. We had to get out of the train and walk round a bomb crater, then along
the line to the station. A bomb had hit the platform by the cattle pens, bounced
over the road bridge (bringing down the telephone lines), slithered down the

cutting and blown up on the track. While we were waiting for cars to come from
Pulborough to collect us, we played football (with a tennis ball) in the Station
Yard. We heard the roar of a plane flying low; and a Heinkel flew northwards over
us: we could see the pilot clearly and the black swastika on the wings. As we
watched we could see the bomb doors open and the bombs come out. They must
have landed somewhere to the south of Petworth.

Gerald Corden was talking to the Editor:

| But see Philip Hounsham in PSM 21 (September 1980) page 14.
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The “head" seems less than amused! At the A.G.M.
Photograph by lan Godsmark.
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Not everyone can get round the Virgin Mary Spring! | 9th June, Medstead and Four Marks station on the Water Cress line. 6th July.

Photograph by Janet Austin Photograph by Gordon Stevenson
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Deep in the gardens at Gilbert White's House. 6th July. “Long stripped of function, meaning or dignity!' The lock at Ladymead. |7th July.
Photograph by Gordon Stevensor Photograph by Linda Wort,
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“The marvellous but ultimately abortive brickwork of the 7th July. In Graffham Churchyard. A Sussex war grave
Photograph by Linda Wort See "A request to the Petworth Society”
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PETWORTH SOCIETY ACTIVITIES SHEET

Autumn Programme — please keep for reference

DINNER

Wednesday 7th September:

Please note there is a slight change to arrangements. The response is such that the projected visit to the
Capability Brown exhibition is not practicable. We have reverted to the traditional West front format and a
talk on Capability Brown. Entrance Church Lodge at 6.30pm to 7.15pm. Dinner at 7.45pm. And, yes,
there is a Quiz.

As you will see we have given details of forthcoming speakers on page 52 of the main Magazine:

Thursday 20th October: Kate Felus
Monday 7th November: Fred Delius
Friday 9th December: Bertie Pearce

Date to be fixed.

January/February:

Miles and Peter: Petworth: As you like it? (2)

“How can they get away with this?” [Petworth resident]

2nd March: David Stephens personifies Hilaire Belloc
Details in December Magazine.

ADMISSION £5 — LECONFIELD HALL - 7.30PM — REFRESHMENTS - RAFFLE

WALKS
Leave Petworth Car Park at 2.15pm. Usually cars.

Sunday 18th September
Sunday 16th October — with traditional visit to Osiers.

*PETWORTH FAIR
Saturday 19th November

The Petworth Society Book Sale Calendar 2016
Second Saturday - Leconfield Hall - 10am-3pm - Admission FREE
SEPTEMBER 10™
OCTOBER 8™

NOVEMBER 12™
DECEMBER 10™

Books to donate? Call: Miles on 01798 343227 or Peter on 01798 342562

Note:

Members will have observed with dismay the forthcoming closure of the Tuesday tip. I am a little
surprised at official Petworth’s apparent acquiescence in what appears a fait accompli. But then were
“consultations” ever more than that? P.




PETER JERROME
Petworth — most of

The Window Press celebrates its the time
fortieth year in 2016: see celebratory
brochure with this Magazine.

Petworth — most of the time is now
available either direct from the Press
or from the Blackbirds Bookshop.

Odd copies of the “100” titles may still
be available, but we have no stock of
the Garland photograph books except
for Not Submitted Elsewhere.

ORDER FORM

To the Window Press, Trowels, Pound Street, Petworth, West Sussex, GU28 0DX
01798 342562

Please supply copy(ies) of Petworth — most of the time at £15 (post free).
[ enclose a cheque for payable to the Window Press.
Name (BLOCK LETTERS)

Address

Telephone

I would also like:

Petworth from the beginnings to 1660
Petworth from 1660 to the present day

at the special price of £35. Enquire of the Window Press or pre-order from Petworth Bookshop. Not
suitable for postal ordering.

The Window Press have, to celebrate their anniversary, contributed to the cost of this Magazine and have,
of course, financed the celebratory brochure.

P.




Cockermouth Castle: an atmospheric view.
See "A Cumbrian world."
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A thrilling adventure to liberate Petworth’s
‘discarded” artworks

Our first child Jessica Mary Wyndham was born in April 1979. The name Jessica
has strong associations with the family and the house since Turner’s unusual
painting of that name was bought by Lord Egremont in 1831 and hangs today in
the North Gallery.

The christening took place on a lovely day at the end of July when the family
and godparents gathered in the chapel where the baby was christened by the Rev.
John Greene the rector of Petworth.

The silver Queen Anne Monteith bowl placed on one of the 17th century
carved walnut stands, made for the Kangxi oriental jars, made a beautiful
baptismal font.

Jessica aged three months dressed in a long starched christening robe seemed
unimpressed by the proceedings and yawned throughout the ceremony.

The town band played afterwards while we had tea in the Marble Hall and
outside in the sunshine on the terrace.

It was in 1983 that we first invited Alec Cobbe to stay with us. Alec, a friend,
had a reputation for judgement and taste and was known to be brilliant at hanging
pictures in an imaginative and architectural way.

He had grown up at Newbridge an 18th century Irish house outside Dublin.
While his uncle was out of the house shooting ducks on the seashore, the young
Alec set to work rearranging his family pictures.

After the great boom of the punt gun’s one and only shot rang out he knew it
was time to stop and set the rooms back in order before his uncle’s return.

This early experience together with training in picture conservation at the
Hamilton Kerr Institute made him the perfect adviser.

Alec’s visit proved to be of immense importance.

[t started in train a reorganisation of the picture collection which continued for
the next twenty-five years.

We wanted advice as to where we could hang the two Andrea del Sartos which
had been returned to us after 15 years of restoration at the Courtauld Institute.

Alec remembers looking at the splendid quartet of Van Dycks in the White and
Gold Room and a few other interesting pictures and assumed this was all there
was and that the rest of the family collection had been given in lieu of tax to the
National Trust.

After lunch we started to plan where the Del Sartos might hang and he asked if
there was any odd unhung picture which could be used in the new arrangement.

Petworth Society Magazine No. 165 31



















This is an interesting and unusual tale in that it was related by someone who
actually saw a woman transform into a hare. There are hardly any accounts of
witch-hares getting chased, and maybe wounded, and then being seen as they
transformed back into the more usual human appearance, and so, as is often the
case with witch legends of north western Sussex, there is a twist in the telling.

['have been talking about north western Sussex here as a region that is quite
distinct from the areas around it, and it is. Besides its many witch legends, the
region has a dragon legend on Bignor Hill, fairy legends at Pulborough, Milland,
and on Tarberry Hill, and there is also a very unusual legend concerning the Devil
at the far western end of the county. However, the eastern border of this region is
not the mid-county boundary that divides West Sussex from East Sussex, but along
a line formed by the River Arun and Stane Street. The region east of the River
Arun, as far as the mid-county boundary, also has some fairy legends, on the
Downs, and a legend of the Devil, and of a dragon, near the Surrey border, but
only three witch legends. One of these concerns a shape-shifter at Dial Post who
could make herself invisible, even in daylight. But the point here is that some areas
of the county either have very few recorded witch legends, or none at all, and yet
there are also regions, like north western Sussex, where these archaic traditions
and superstitions survived for much longer than anywhere else in the country, and
were actively maintained and adapted by the imaginative wealth of our own very
local home-grown storytellers.

Shaun Cooper - to be continued.

Other Sussex Sources:

East Harting witch: Highways and Byways in Sussex by EV, Lucas.

Bury witch: All About Bury by Lilian E. Brown.

Stedham witch: Sussex County Magazine 1939 (p.725) by John Knight.

Barlavington witch: Tales of Old Petworth; by John Osborn Greenfield

Pulborough witch: Sussex County Magazine 1947 (p.34) by AN, Spong.

Henley witch: Fernhurst by Alice Tudor:

Burton witch: A Shepherd's Daughter by Evelyn Pentecost.

Fittleworth, Rudgwick, Kirdford, & Dial Post witches: Sussex Ghosts & Legends by Tony Wales,
Fittleworth witch: The Story of Fittleworth, The Hon, Lady Maxse.

Balls Cross & Gunter's Bridge witches: Petworth Society Magazine.

Inganise Hill, Wisborough Green, & Billingshurst witches: Past and Passing by Rhoda Leigh
Milland witch and fairy legend: Some People of Hogg's Hollow, by Eleanor Boniface.
Dragon, fairy and Devil legends: The Folklore of Sussex, by Jacqueline Simpson.
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Shimmings 1900,
An Upton family photograph.
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Lombard Street a classic Garland view from the |930s.

46 Petworth Society Magazine No. |65

to buy seed for Dad. It might be half an ounce of this, an ounce of that. No
colourful packets but weighed in bulk from a sack, cotton or jute, into the brass
pan of Mr Bowdidge’s small balance scales on the counter, then into a small brown
envelope 4 inches by 1%z . Mr Bowdidge would then write the name of the seed
carefully on the packet. A few pennies, perhaps, but all done with a grace that
perhaps reflected the later importance of the crop in a family’s economy. Seed
potatoes perhaps were rather more tangible than seeds, certified stock gave
greater confidence, blight or some other disease could cost a family dearly.

Then Arch Knight, baker extraordinaire. At the heart of so much in Petworth
and a kind of unofficial mayor. Town crier still, Captain of the town Fire Brigade,
and involved with so much more. His cottage loaf would be the basis of a
workman’s midday meal but for a boy in an ordinary town family the cheaper,
more functional moulded loaf would be standard fare. And the lardy rolls, lardy
cake and fairy cakes. To someone living abroad, as I would in later years, the taste,
looking back seemed hardly of this world at all.

Godwins the wine merchants were next in line, but the shop was hardly the
territory of the working man, although Godwins did sell beer. It seemed a place
for masters rather than men although I sometimes wondered if the former kept
away from the shop lest, being seen there, it might weaken their position when
they berated some hapless employee’s weakness for the bottle.

Lastly the shadowy figure of Colonel Maitland at the Blackbirds Tea Shop —
definitely no place for a boy of ten from a working family.

Down the hill to begin again. Slightly less dense on the left hand side. Weavers
first: newspapers for adults but fairyland for children. A shop for birthdays,
Christmas and Guy Fawkes days. No bought decorations for Christmas but
coloured strips from Weavers to be made into chains, a wonderland created for the
cost of a few bits of coloured paper and a spoonful or two of flour and water.

The bay window of Mr Earle’s shop projected into the street. I'd rarely walk up
Lombard Street and not see him standing there in the shop doorway. Schoolboys
seemed rather beneath his notice. Dark clothes, white apron tucked into his
waistband. No need for us boys to look in the shop window, he knew that well
enough. Just a few pipes and cleaners and postcards in a showcase standing outside
the door.

Then a couple of Leconfield Estate cottages, followed by a peculiar premises
that seemed to alternate as plumber and fish and chip outlet, perhaps one after the
other chronologically. I can't be sure. A few steps up were Boorer and Payne the
butchers. Was the “shop” window put in in a rush, reflecting an impromptu
change from house to shop? The shop itself was a fair size with large carcasses of
meat hanging, sometimes poultry. The slaughter house was at the rear of the
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very different, as was the case with someone in like circumstances, of whom I
heard, who when a man tapped at the cab window, opened it and put his head out
to ask what was the matter, the stranger simply took the gentleman’s hat off his
head and carried it away, knowing no one could possibly see the act of theft. Not
so in my case, the man who called to me was asking where [ wanted to go, and on
learning where, without a word, beyond replying “allright,” took out one of the
cabby’s lamps and going to the horse’s head led the horse all the rest of the way.
Not that this was easy or soon done; we came to many a standstill, many a wrong
turn —and often to one of these great lights in some more open space, where
every driver was asking every body where he was, and which way to go.

Still we did get on, snailpace, and I now had some hope of a dinner, though it
might be a late dinner, and felt thankful to Providence I should not have to sleep
all night in a cab.

On one occasion cabby got off his seat and disappeared while the leading hero
stood by — “He’s gone to ask where we be,” said he in a confidential tone. He was
so long gone that I could not help surmising he had been attracted by some well-
lighted drink shop, where a lively glass might give him a little more internal heat,
for it was very cold and the fog seemed to get inside one, and make one’s eyes
quite sore. Then when cabby did come he took occasion to assure me that “this
ere job was no ordinary one, and he should expect a crown for his pay, and this ere
other chap he would - yes, chimed in the chap “I shall want five shillings.” All I
could say was, “do get on and get me home,” not saying what inwardly felt, it
would be worth my while any how to pay handsomely to get home, and I must
expect to pay. Thus we went on again and | was soon relieved at last to see we
were somewhere in the King's road, where the fog had lifted enough to reveal
shops and houses so that I knew [ was not far from my friend’s house. And glad
enough [ was to find myself sitting down at his table, in a warm room where the
great enemy could not eclipse the lights, nor interfere with enjoyment of a good
repast.

Now to one who lives in the country and seldom visits London, this was quite a
little exciting adventure, and the result of my experience which I add for your
benefit, if you are in such a fog, this is, get into the nearest Underground Railway,
and so have but little street to go through, and pay three pence instead of ten
shillings as I had to do, and yet hardly satisfy my guide and driver - and do in a
quarter of an hour what it took me well nigh an hour and a half to perform.

[Swell mob. Pickpockets who assumed the appearance of wealthy people to avoid

detection. Ed.] :
Mr Halland with his curates 1893,

Photograph by Walter Kews
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Don’t miss these!

You will see from the Activities Sheet that we have an extremely powerful line up
of speakers for autumn. We have raised admission to £5 to cover fees and hall hire
and also to reflect the quality of the speakers. On October 20th we have Kate Felus
with a timely talk on Lancelot Brown and his contemporaries. 2016, of course, is
the tercentenary of his birth. Kate writes:

‘Talking ‘bout my Generation’:
Lancelot Brown and his Contemporaries in the Golden Age of Landscaping

This year —as many will know — is the tercentenary of the birth of Lancelot ‘Capability’ Brown,
arguably the most famous British landscape designer in history. He probably worked at well
over 200 sites across the country, from Devon to Northumberland. It has been calculated
that the combined acreage of all his commissions equates to the size of an average English
country, and he may reasonably be said to have changed the shape of our countryside. His
reputation was partly built on his prolific output and partly on his seeming ability to get on
with men and women of all classes of society. He understood the lot of the humble gardener
and he could converse at ease with the grandest Duchess. Another reason for his success
was his address book. His decade-long stint as Head Gardener for Lord Cobham at Stowe
blessed his with social connections that he was later able to convert into jobs. Here, in the
1740s he was one of a coterie of young men who were something of a golden generation.
They included politician William Pitt and gentleman-architect Sanderson Miller; both of whom
laid out landscapes of taste. While writing her recent book The Secret Life of the Georgian
Garden (1.B.Tauris, 2016), historian Kate Felus was struck with how many of the figures she was
writing about were born In the few years either side of Brown's birth in 1716. Her talk will
discuss these other movers and shakers in landscape design, professionals and gifted amateurs;
describing the men and women and their gardens, as well as touching on how they used them.

In November we have Fred Delius with his “Flying Circus”. I have called this,
“Confessions of a sword-swallower (retired).”

In December Bertie Pearce returns after a three year absence with variations on
a conjuring theme. Did he mention Dickensian characters? I have to say that in
almost forty years of monthly meetings — Bertie's appearance was one of those I
remember most vividly.

We can only put ‘em on - if you miss these, you miss them: it's as simple as
that.

Petworth Fair is on November 19th this year. It is expensive for us to stage -
tombola prizes please to Peter (342562) or Linda (342712). No, I'm serious: we
really do need them.

Peter
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