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Shoreham Fort visit

On aa bbeautiful JJuly dday, a group of Museum
members and friends paid a visit to the
Shoreham Fort. We had been inspired to

make the journey by a talk earlier in the year by
Gary Baines, founder and chairman of the
Friends of Shoreham Fort. Gary has been
campaigning for the fort for 22 years (and he is
still only in his mid-thirties). His knowledge of,
and enthusiasm for, military history, and the fort
in particular, is highly evident.

Shoreham is the second of ‘Palmerston’s Follies’,
a series of forts built to protect the coast from
invasion by the French, under Napoleon. The first
was at Littlehampton, and Shoreham
incorporated lessons learned, becoming the
prototype for many similar structures. 

The fort was designed for six muzzle-loaded
guns, on emplacements about 15 ft (4.6m) above
sea level. The underground magazines each held
126 barrels of gunpowder. Gary took us through

the operation, where teams of well-drilled soldiers
and ‘powder monkeys’ under the command of a
master gunner would load and fire the guns in
quick succession, from their near-impregnable
vantage points. 

Just as interesting was the story of the fort
after the Napoleonic threat had subsided, which
saw the barrack block used as an early film
studio. In fact the whole area is steeped in
military history, giving even more strength to the
campaign to preserve this ancient monument, the
last survivor of its kind. 

Gary took us through his vision for the fort’s
future, in which the plans are for the barrack
block to be reinstated as a multi-use community
facility. There’s a long haul ahead, but what has
been achieved since Friends of Shoreham Fort
was launched in 2010 is impressive and there
seems no reason why dreams should not become
reality. The will is certainly there.

The Museum Society’s visit to
Shoreham Fort, 19 July 2016 -
left: Gary Baines with Ian Ferguson
(left) and Cliff Wilks (right) in the
caponnier chamber (picture by
Hermin Daley); above: general
view of the fort, with gun
emplacements behind the wall



To my great self-satisfaction, we found proof
in Gill's workbooks that not only was the
Tyrrell headstone from the Gill workshop,

but the Arthur Bell ledgerstone was also credited
to Eric Gill, though possibly actually crafted by
Joseph Cribb. The big surprise, however, was to
find that we had another Eric Gill workshop
headstone, this one for Peggy Sutton, about
whom nothing appeared to be known, leaving me
wondering who she was and why she appeared to
be all alone in Storrington while her headstone
placed her "of Chelsea".

My first lead came from one of
our own members. Kate Wise used
her genealogical skills to discover
that Peggy was born Emma Miles
Kitchin in Cumberland in 1885,
married Eric Sutton in 1912 and
died in London in 1923. These
bare facts were soon fleshed out
when I found her grand-daughter,
Emma Tristram, not only living
near Arundel but preparing a
doctorate thesis, An Experimental
Family Memoir, focusing on her
grandfather, Eric Sutton, but with
full details about Peggy and their
family.

As Emma Kitchin, she had both formal and
informal training at art colleges in Paris, and
with individual teachers/artists. She became
expert in the technique of drypoint etching (a
printmaking technique of the intaglio family, in
which an image is incised into a metal plate with
a hard-pointed tool) with delicate pastel
colouring. She specialised in portraits of
fashionable society ladies (Chatsworth displays a
portrait of Diana, Duchess 1919 signed Emma
Miles Kitchin). After her marriage she signed

herself Peggy Sutton. Some of these
portraits illustrated a gushing
article in Pearson's Magazine from
April 1923. 

Eric, after a first at Oxford, had
tried several careers - academic,
diplomat, civil servant - becoming
in later life a recognised translator
of German and French literature,
often along with Vyvyan Holland,
Oscar Wilde's son. 

They had three daughters: 
• Pamela, born and died, aged 
6 months, in 1913. 
• Diana, born in 1915, died aged
11 in 1926, three years after her 
mother.

Grave matters uncovered

2

In the article in the Autumn 2015 edition of Times Past, Ian Ferguson wrote about his
quest to establish the authenticity of the belief that the Father Tyrrell headstone in St
Mary’s church yard, Storrington, was by Eric Gill, but that was not the only Gill
headstone - the story continues.

Three works by Peggy Sutton, as reproduced in ‘Pearson’s Magazine’, April 1923. Left to right: ‘Lady
Lisburne’, ‘Mrs Eller’ and ‘Lady Cromer’. Above: Peggy Sutton’s headstone in St Mary’s churchyard,
Storrington - the inscription is barely legible



• Felicity, born in 1922, who made national
news when she, a Catholic, planned to marry
Henry Fisher, the son of the future Archbishop
of Canterbury. Needless to say, both families
objected. Nevertheless, they finally married and
had four children, Emma Tristram being the
eldest.
So far, so good. I now know a lot more about

'our' Peggy and in particular her life in the
artistic/literary Chelsea set of the early 20th
century.

Now came the bombshell. Peggy is not "all
alone in Storrington" as I worried. She is
surrounded by the family, though in a surprising

way. She was not the first to be buried.
Daughter Pamela's grave in 1913 was
marked by a kerbstone surround, by the
wall under a pine tree, near where her
mother was later buried, in St Mary's
churchyard. Peggy joined her in 1923.
Diana died in 1926 and it may be assumed
that the double loss of his wife and first
daughter drove (or restored) Eric to the
Catholic faith, as she is buried in the
Catholic cemetery in Storrington, where
Eric joined her in 1949. And to make the
full set, some of Felicity's ashes were
scattered on Pamela's grave. Emma
Tristram has erected a plaque in memory
of Felicity (and added her husband) to
mark this.

So that's my first problem solved. Peggy
has a full artistic and family history and

she is far from lonely in Storrington. Er…
Storrington? Why Storrington, when it is
constantly repeated that she and Eric were "of
Chelsea"? That was my second Big Question.
And, would you believe it, Emma Tristram's
doctorate has a whole chapter called The
Storrington Mystery, or, as I put it, "Why
Storrington?"

This needs more research, but there is every
likelihood that this will bring us back to the
opening paragraphs… and our original friends
Father Tyrrell, Arthur Bell and of course Maude
Petre. How or why remains to be seen. But don't
hold your breath!
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Museum opening hours
The museum committee is mindful of the
need to maintain a high local profile for
Storrington and District Museum in the
village and surrounding areas, and is very
well aware that we really do need more
visitors through the doors.
In the past, the museum was open every day
from Tuesday to Sunday, albeit only for
about two hours. We have been considering
the viability of reverting to similar opening
times, in line with other local museums,
rather than the current two and a half days
per week. 
Before we can even think about any changes,
we need to know that we will have sufficient
volunteer stewards to man the office on
opening days. If you would be prepared to
become a steward (training will be given) or
if you are an existing steward who has an
opinion on this matter, please let us know at
the museum. 

Simple fund raising
Keeping the museum going costs
a lot of money. To help cover our

costs, we hold events such as
coffee mornings at the start of

each special exhibition. The
tombola stall is always popular,
and we are always grateful for
the donation of any bottles or

similar prizes. Please bring your
surplus bottles of wines, beers or
spirits, or any saleable items of 

bric-a-brac, to the museum office
on opening days. We thank you

for helping us to continue. 

Times Past editorial team: Bill Thomson, 
Cliff Wilks, Patricia Wilks

Published by Storrington and District
Museum Society 

Website: www.storringtonmuseum.org.uk
Printed by JR Print, Horsham

Two more portraits by Peggy Sutton: left, ‘one of Miss
Sutton’s clients’, right ‘Marie’
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The last issue of Times Past recorded the
sad passing of Roger Colebrook. Trish
Colebrook and Roger's great friend Loz
AlIan have kindly allowed us to include in
this issue the following appreciation
which is taken from Loz's Eulogy given at
Roger's funeral.

Iam pprivileged to have been asked to speak at
this service for Roger. Though I must say it's
a somewhat daunting task - how can you do

justice in a few words to the charismatic nature
of such a man and a dear friend? You will all
know without me telling you what a consummate
professional and perfect gentleman he was.

Roger grew up accustomed to Service life; his
father was a Flight Sergeant - aerial
photographer in the RAF. He left Warwick
Grammar School at 16 with a burning ambition
to become a pilot. He was then too young to join
the RAF so he became a farmhand (and had
stories to tell about his exploits when learning to
drive a tractor) and then joined the RAF at 17½.
He won the Sword of Honour at the end of his
Officer Cadet Course and already showing

exceptional flying skills, he won the Glen Trophy
at Flying Training School as the best overall
pilot. He went on to become a fighter pilot flying
Lightning, and subsequently Phantom, aircraft.

Trish was serving as a WRAF Officer at HQ in
Cyprus when she and Roger met at a party in
1967. Returning to the UK in 1970 they married
and moved to St. Andrews as Roger was then
based at RAF Leuchars. Their son Mark was born
1971 and daughter Heather in 1972.

On leaving the RAF aged 26, Roger ran an Air
Taxi business based in Dundee before becoming
Chief Pilot of Sierra Leone Airways. He quickly
moved from the right seat to the left seat of the
DC-10 in BCAL, being the first of two to gain a
command in this way.

Thereafter he progressed to a training/
examining position. The lightning speed at which
he achieved these transitions was a measure of
the high regard and respect in which he was held.
After BCAL and BA merged, like many of us in a
similar position, Roger moved on to look for fresh
challenges in the world outside BA and had a
spell in the Far East before returning to
Caledonian Airways once again flying the DC10.

Roger retired from flying aged 60 and entered
into his DIY and engineering hobbies with
alacrity, especially in connection with his
classic motorbikes, hence the Triumph
belt. He was a great supporter of
Storrington Museum and Secretary of the
Friends of Warminghurst Church.

Always smartly dressed, Roger never
looked out of place. He always wore his
Lightning Pin with pride, often
accompanied by a Triumph trouser belt.
Some have wondered if he even wore
these items on his pyjamas. I recently
attended a retirement party where
everyone was casually dressed, open
necked shirts and so on, but Roger was
sporting a tie and blazer adorned with his
squadron badge. He didn't look out of
place - if anyone did, it was the rest of us!

He will be missed by all who knew him,
most of all of course Trish and his
children and grandchildren, but I feel his
legacy is the hand of friendship and the
value of loyalty and compassion.

Patricia Wilks

Roger Colebrook

Roger Colebrook, in characteristic pose on a favourite
Norton

Times Past is always pleased to consider articles on the local history of Storrington and the
surrounding areas. Please send copy by email to bill1966@btinternet.com, or by post to 

Storrington Museum, the Old School, School Lane, Storrington RH20 4LL.
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Aged 15, in 1945

It was only last year that life began to change,
much, from that time directly after the war;
the time all the older ones described to us

youngsters as ' back to normal'. At first, returning
to normal meant doing as many things as
possible in our village the way they'd been done
for years; before Adolf Hitler needed dealing with.
The same gardens and allotments were worked
on, the same clubs met for games and play-acting
and women's talk, the same pubs were available
at opening times (and had more room in them
than in wartime) and the same dances were held,
only they say they were a bit more lively after the
Yanks had been in England. But none of these
were things to do on Sunday afternoons, except
for the odd man, here and there, attending to his
flowers.

The war had changed many things forever, of
course; or so we were always being told. "We don't
envy you. It'll never be the same again," they
said. It was things like this: a lot more of my
friends' mothers were in work (my Mum was, for
years before them); then there were many more
cars on the roads (one bike is all my family can
manage, so not much change for us); and worst,
all the American ways young people had picked
up, like chewing gum and trying to speak like
they do in those films.  The only plus we've had
drummed into us is that there are more
opportunities from being at school (particularly
for Butler Boys like me, who could pass the
Eleven-plus) if only we work hard and take them.
Sundays, though, were much the same as pre-
war, and stayed that way for some while.

Because the war was over, and all of us were
feeling safer, the first Sunday change was that
our church congregation dropped slowly away,
almost from VJ Day onwards, and kept dropping.
Myself, I kept going, because I was a choirboy,
until I was thirteen, and threepence for each
Service and choir practice came in very useful.

After my voice broke, though, there was nothing
to do instead of going to church on Sundays, for
me and for almost everyone else. I imagine that,
in those first years after the war, Sundays were
as dull as they had been for centuries in our
village. There even seemed to be an unspoken
rule amongst us lads that we wouldn't meet in
the Rec for a knockabout in summer, or a

kickabout in winter. As for the cinema, only the
totally ungodly went to Brightling for that on a
Sunday, and that's still how I feel about it. A walk
was all we could be seen doing on a Sunday,
without feeling it was a bit disgraceful, although
a few of the older boys and girls did try to bring
some of that to their walks. That is, if the boys'
version of what they got up to can be believed.

But it's paid off for me, to go to church
occasionally. I even go sometimes when there's no
cricket on. I've only been to the early morning
service since I left the choir, and I go only when
Mum feels like going. She's amazing. She's up
every other morning of the week at six-thirty,
working at the office all day (half day on
Saturday), and then in the scullery until eleven
most nights, cooking for the next day, or ironing.
Then she still wants to be at the early
Communion Service on Sundays. Luckily for me,
not every Sunday, and I'm almost sure she does it
only to set me a good example. She knows I
wouldn't be very good at going if she didn't say
she wanted to, and would I go with her. Usually,
she suggests it the week before I have exams at
school, and I suspect that we both then spend
most of the time in church asking for help. I need
that badly enough, heaven knows - as you might
say. 

The reason church has paid off is that the
Cricket Club has at last been very daring and
began to make Sunday fixtures last year.
Immediately, we heard rumours that somebody
was threatening all of us with legal action,

Some further nostalgia from John Crowhurst’s memories. Cricket was something that
figured strongly in his life, and this account is based on his experiences of Storrington
cricket just after WW2; the places and names have been thinly disguised (John’s idea
was maybe to include the stories in a book). He says he can provide the real names,
but doesn’t think that would necessarily improve the piece. More in future issues...

Storrington St Mary’s church choir, c1948, with the
Rector, Revd W. Frostick (museum collection)
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although I don't know exactly what that involved.
We could be dealing with the Lord's Day
Observance Society, they said, and perhaps even
the Bishop, if we went on with this kind of
behaviour; but nothing has come of that yet. Let's
hope the Bishop is as mad on cricket as we are.

Amazingly to us, the person who did most at
the start, to warn-off us youngsters, was the
Curate, Geoffrey. He's here in church with us
now, taking this Communion Service, and singing
it better than when he joins in pop songs with us.

"Almighty God, unto whom all hearts be open,
all desires known, and from whom no secrets are
hid......." So God must know that I'm here to try
to get a game this afternoon. That reminds me; I
must make sure I don't get caught up with
Geoffrey afterwards, when it's the Server I really
need to see then. He's the new Cricket Club
captain.

It was a real surprise to us when Geoffrey was
stroppy about Sunday cricket, and he tried to
make it sound as though we'd let him down,
when we definitely felt it was more the other way
round. We all like him because he's the one
grown-up in the village who has ever given up
time to help us, and he'd always seemed to be on
our side, up till then. We thought he would
understand, more than anyone, how excited we
were about it; apart from the other members of
the club. We needed something like these fixtures
for a good Sunday afternoon.

It was Geoffrey who had worked even harder
than us to set up the Boys' Club in the Village
Hall, to keep us out of mischief on Wednesday
evenings, and he was the one who arranged for us
to use that almost sacred men's billiard room
next door to it, to keep us out of mischief for the
rest of the week; except Sunday. So we thought
he would definitely be on our side about the
cricket, even though he probably thought that
going to church should be the way to keep out of
trouble on a Sunday.

I can't say I've needed all that much keeping
out of trouble in the village during term time,
myself; my homework gives me enough trouble to
keep me well occupied. I go to the club as often as
I can each week, although plenty of others, who
have less difficulty with homework or are at the
Sec. Mod. and don't do homework, go there every
time. It was at the club that we got going the
boys' soccer team, and it was the Curate who
master-minded this as well. He raised the money
to buy us sky-blue shirts and two leather
footballs. He even arranged fixtures with villages
round about, although what that meant was
playing two other villages, about four times each,
in the same season. In the holidays, he comes to
the Rec. to practice soccer with us, although he's
overweight and hopeless at it, so he couldn't be
more keen to help us with our games. You should

see him when he changes into shorts to play
football with us on the Rec. That takes real
courage, although he's unlikely to be seen by any
of the grown-ups who go to church. (I've just
noticed that that surplice, put over his cassock
while he's here in church, does wonders for his
figure, compared with the cassock on its own. It's
one of the sights of the village to see him wearing
that cassock on his old sit-up-and-beg bike, with
the skirt part tucked into his belt, and his ginger
hair all over the place at the speed he goes.)

Where's he got to now? "Ye that do truly and
earnestly repent you of your sins, and are in love
and charity with your neighbours, and intend to
lead a new life..." I will, I will. If only I can be
picked for the team this afternoon and at school
next Saturday, and do well, I will lead a new life.

What's much more of a surprise than having a
Curate setting up a Boys' Club, and being daft at

The museum has plenty of posed team pictures of
early cricket XIs, but surprisingly few of actual
matches. So we hope this drawing, from the
museum collection, of a match played on ice will
suffice. Another document in the archives
describes ‘Cricket on the Ice’ in 1891, at Chantry
Mill Pond, one of the sides being captained by Mr
Crowhurst, the tenant at the Mill, so this might well
depict that match
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football, was that he took us to the cinema in
Brightling when we were younger, and got us in
under-age. So he couldn't be dead against
bending the rules where there's a bit of fun
involved: except when it comes to Sunday cricket.
He just found it too difficult to cope with us
playing proper, organised cricket on a Sunday
afternoon. It isn't as though any of us are still in
the choir, or that we are likely to go to Evensong
if we aren't playing cricket. He must have
thought, if it's wrong enough for the Lord's Day
Observance Society to be interested, then that
meant trouble, for someone.

Since those Sunday games started, the only
ones that have been stopped have been by God,
sending rain, and by the end of that first season
Geoffrey had started coming to the ground on
Sundays, to watch us. Funnily enough, it's almost
always for about an hour around teatime. Then,
he competes with us for the tea, helped by the
women who make the tea; because they feel sorry
for a bachelor curate. Then he buzzes off directly
afterwards to take Evensong. Being worried
about us taking on the Lord's Day Observers as
Sunday opponents certainly hasn't spoilt his
appetite.

"Go out into the world in peace, render unto no
man evil for evil...” Even fast bowlers shouldn't
bounce them back if they get hit by the
opposition, I suppose! But that means the end of
the Service and I must be in the right place, at
the right time.

"Go a bit slower, Mum!" 
I want to be outside the vestry door as he comes

out. That's it. Here he comes.
"Ah, Jim! Just the fellow. Want a game this

afternoon? Jack's dropped out again. Wife
trouble!"

Brilliant!. I'm in.
"Yes, please, Dan. Two-thirty? I'll be there.

Thank you very much."
I know I'm only getting a game because he's

short, and because it's convenient for him to ask
me; but I'm playing, that's the main thing. And I
may learn something from watching Dan bat.
He's so classy. I sometimes think it pays to be a
left-hander if you want to look good. He's not
much taller than me and doesn't look particularly
strong, but the ball whistles off his bat, through
the covers, or to long leg. He played some games
for a county second eleven (not Chalkshire, he's
not from round here) about ten years ago, the
others say, which means he must be older than he
looks. When he's in church, being the Server, with
his black hair plastered back neatly, his long
white robe on, and his hands held together as
though he's praying while he walks, you'd think
he was much too heavenly to be competitive, like
he is. He hates getting out and he hates losing,
and some of his appealing is only just within the

rule about the spirit of the game. Everyone
agrees he's made all the difference to the club, so
I hope he never becomes a vicar; otherwise
behaving perfectly, and Evensong, might ruin his
cricket.

It's been a great day on the cricket field,
though. I scored some runs (anything in double
figures feels good, and I almost reached twenty), I
bowled well enough to take four wickets and I
took three catches. It's strange how the ball
follows me around some days, and I'm on the go
all the time. On other days I wouldn't be missed
if I went home instead of fielding. When I saw the
others who were playing for us, I realised why
Dan was pleased to see me this morning. If I
wasn't tenth reserve then one of the others on the
field certainly was.

The Old Man looked really pleased with life
when we talked about the game, all through
Mum's ham and salad supper, but he had to spoil
it by telling her she had to buy five copies of the
local paper next Thursday, so that he can send
any report of the match to all our relatives. I
curled up inside, but I wouldn't dare to argue
with him. I don't know why he thinks they'll be
impressed, when they don't even like cricket. It
will be my bad luck that there's a full report this
week, when most times it's the total score by each
side, and that wouldn't be worth sending.

I wonder whether I will be given some more
matches for Underdown this season, without
having to go to church. Have I done enough to be
picked at the Monday meeting, so that I know
from the start of the week that I'm playing, or do
I have to go on relying on help from Jack's wife,
or somebody's illness, or a hangover, to get a
game?

Marion BBaker
All of Marion’s friends at the Museum were
shocked when Marion was suddenly taken ill
at the Stewards’ Lunch and deeply saddened
when she passed away later that same day
at Worthing Hospital.

Marion had been a committee member in
the past, and she and Roderick have been
Museum stewards for some years. They were
ideally matched – both quietly spoken and
thoughtful, calm and and good humoured –
and both deeply proud of their family.

Marion hadn’t been in the best of health,
but her fragile appearance and gentle
manner were deceptive. She was never
combative, and we came to value her
objective input.

She will be sadly missed and we send our
sincere condolences to Roderick and their
family.

Patricia Wilks



Please note that all  the events below (including
Monday evening talks), with the exception of the
Red Arrows presentation on 30 November, are
held at the Old School, School Lane, Storrington.
Talks will start promptly at 7.30 pm. 
Non-Members welcome.

Saturday 33 SSeptember 10am to 4pm
Reunion for Ex-Pupils of the Old School.
Tea and cakes available.

Monday 55 SSeptember 7.30pm 
The Life and Times of Charles Dickens,
Talk by Mark Perry Nash, £4.00

Saturday 11 OOctober
Opening Day, Museum Exhibition 10am to 4 pm
Optical Allusions—Eye Glasses through the Ages
Refreshments available, from 10am to 4pm

Monday 33 OOctober 7.30pm 
Going off the Rails Talk by Bill Gage, (Assistant
County Archivist, West Sussex Record Office) £4

Saturday 88 OOctober 7 for 7.30pm
Quiz Evening
with Quizmasters Stephen and Christine Turrell, 
£10.00 to include homemade supper.

Monday 77 NNovember 7.30pm
The Magic of Pantomime, Talk by Ian Gledhill, £4
Saturday 119 // SSunday 220 NNovember 10am to 4pm
Pro-Am Art Show and Sale of Work by local
artists, refreshments available.
Wednesday, 330th NNovember, 7.30pm
at Sullington VVillage HHall. 
The Red Arrows, Special presentation by Phil
Holt, air display director of the Red Arrows. 
£10.00 to include glass of wine/fruit juice and
canapés.
Monday 55 DDecember, 7.30pm.
The Development of Worthing as a Seaside
Resort, Talk by Dr Sally White. £4.00
Monday 99 JJanuary 22017, 7.30pm.
Fryern Dell—A Victorian Pleasure Garden, Talk
by Mick Denness. £4.00
Also iin JJanuary
(date and venue to be announced) 
Members’ Lunch, 12.30 for 1.00pm.
Monday 66 FFebruary 7.30pm.
Campaigning for Women’s Suffrage in the
Worthing Area,
Talk by Frances Stenlake, £4.00

Coming soon - Programme 2016/7
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Probably because we always have to plan so
far ahead, the months seem to fly past and
it’s hard to believe we are now focusing on

our winter programme.
The Spring/Summer talks were enjoyable - the

talk on Knepp Castle in April was particularly
successful, as was Gary Baines’ talk on Shoreham
Fort, which led on to the visit a group of members
made there in July. It was the hottest day of the
year (so far!) and the breeze off the sea was very
welcome. Led by Gary we clambered up and down
around the Fort and again were impressed by the
depth of his knowledge and his total commitment
to revitalising the Fort. Sharon’s lovely cream tea
made a very enjoyable end to our visit.

On 20th August, Stuart Duncan is again under-
taking a sponsored walk and details of this are
given on the enclosed sponsorship form. Do please
support Stuart’s effort. The funds raised by this
event are vital to the Museum. From 3 pm we
will be serving tea and cakes at The Old School to
welcome Stuart at the end of his walk. Do join us.

We have a good programme of talks on a variety
of subjects booked through to April next year. As

usual we will be holding our annual Pro-Am Art
Exhibition and Sale in November. 

Also in November there will be the evening at
Sullington Village Hall with a presentation on
The Red Arrows by their Air Display Director.
Tickets for this event will be available nearer the
time.

The Heritage Lottery Fund History Weekend
will not be held this year. Instead the HLF Group
will have an exhibition on 26th November
commemorating the 1916 Great War Centenary,
which will include Gallipoli, Jutland, Boar’s Head
and the Somme. 

Please note that this exhibition will be for one
day only. An enormous amount of preparation
goes into these exhibitions and it is always sad to
have to dismantle them after such a short time,
but unfortunately that is the nature of Museum
exhibitions.

The funds we raise from the events we hold
throughout the year are vital to our survival as a
functioning Museum, so we do urge you to join us
whenever you can.

Patricia Wilks

Museum Events
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