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Father Basil Jellicoe - social reformer
Mary Wilson investigates another notable
historical figure with a Storrington
connection

In my delvings into our library at the Museum I
came across a book, Basil Jellicoe, by Kenneth
Ingram, published in 1936. This was an interesting

coincidence. During the summer I had been on several
walks around Storrington and in researching one of
them had come across ‘St. Richard's Housing’ and the
name Father Jellicoe in Miss
Greenf ield's book, Round
About Old Storrington. Miss
Greenf ield obviously had a
great respect for Father
Jellicoe, giving a potted
history of his short life, and
mentioning ‘The Long Row’
at Cootham, which became
St. Richard's Housing. 

Despite living in
Storrington for over f ifty
years I had never walked
round Cootham, and I
assumed that "The Long
Row" at St. Richard's
Housing were the buildings
on the north side of the
A283, but no, on our walk
one member with acute
eyesight read the words "St.
Richard's Housing" on a
plaque on the wall of a

crescent on the south of the A283, so a total revision of
my ideas about Cootham was necessary. It was
interesting that no one on that walk knew anything
about these homes. Of course I read the book and
found a picture of an amazing person.

Basil Jellicoe was born and brought up in the rectory
at Chailley, and was christened John Basil Lee by his
father, the Rev. Theodore Jellicoe, who was a cousin of
Lord Jellicoe of naval fame. Living in a happy, loving
Anglo-Catholic home, Basil developed a deep, hyper-

sensitive love of all natural
things - f ish, birds, running
water, people. 

He accompanied his
mother on her charitable
rounds in the village and
saw the poverty that many
working people
experienced and he
became aware early of pain
and injustice. These feelings
combined with an all-
embracing belief in God,
directed the whole course
of his life. This is not to say
that he was sanctimonious.
His religion was not
academic but instead was
intensely practical. All he
did was because of his
unshakeable belief that
Jesus died for him and that
he should alleviate Christ's
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suffering by helping his fellow men lead a better,
kindlier life.

By the age of sixteen he had a motor bike and an
accordion and entertained in pubs and halls with comic
songs, but he also talked about Christian Socialism,
and people listened to him. He began a Scout group
and a cricket club. In 1917, not quite 18 years old, he
went to Magdalene College, Oxford, but he was "called
up" within the year. He was not a very robust person
and foot problems prevented him from entering the
army. He wanted to serve his country and so he
applied to the navy via Admiral Jellicoe (his father's
cousin), and eventually he went to Malta as a coding
and cyphering off icer and then actually saw battle in
1919 when the "Iron Duke" went into action against the
Soviet Navy at Sebastopol.

He was demobilized in 1920 and returned to
Magdalene College a more mature man with an even
more enhanced sense of duty. In 1921 some boys were
brought to camp in the college grounds and Basil
helped to run the camp, and from this developed his
life's work. The boys had come from Somers Town, a
poor deprived run-down slum area near Euston
Station, where Magdalene College maintained a
permanent mission, providing spiritual and some
everyday help for the people of the area. Basil had not
decided exactly what he wanted to do with his life, he
knew he wanted to be a priest and to work for the
betterment of ordinary people. "Practice not theory"
appealed to him, so when the Missioner resigned, Basil
stepped into his shoes.

At Somers Town in 1921 Basil faced many challenges.
The organisation was in debt, the youth clubs were
riotous. Basil closed it all down and began again.
Slowly people there saw what his aims were and came
round to his way of thinking, but he realised he was
only touching the surface of the problems of slum
living. So he began a Housing Scheme. The idea was
not new. In 1912 the then Missioner said that the
houses ought to be pulled down and replaced with
decent properties, and many others, like Octavia Hill
(1838-1912) had worked to rid London of the disease
ridden slums. It was an ongoing problem. In Somers
Town no water except stand pipes, fleas, lice, beetles,

bugs, and broken windows and railings. A 'family'
home of 8 rooms would house up to eight families.
Basil knew this was a terrible indictment of a
supposedly Christian country. In 1923 the Prince of
Wales, later Edward VIII, visited, because Magdalene
was the college where he had studied after the war,
and he became Patron of the Mission. In 1924 the
campaign began in earnest. It was named The St.
Pancras House Improvement Society Ltd. with £250
capital. Basil worked, wrote, lectured, and talked to
everyone he could, and by 1925 £5,000 in shares had
been collected and eight freehold homes bought.
Another drive brought in £7,000 and was
oversubscribed. Church people, Catholics, Quakers and
Church of England chipped in. The eight houses were
refurbished on Octavia Hill lines and became self-
contained flats and maisonettes, and the old
inhabitants went into the new properties at the same
rent as before.

It was not all plain sailing. Many landlords were
reluctant to sell and more and more money had to be
raised. The owner of Drummond Crescent asked for
£27,000 for his properties, and Basil took on the
challenge. Neville Chamberlain, then Minister of Health,
visited, so did John Galsworthy (his visit is described in
Swan Song). The Prince of Wales paid a second visit.
£41,893 was raised -by the end of the year.

Sadly, Basil's health could not keep up with all this
activity. He was ill, and resigned as Missioner. He went
to Chichester Theological Collage which became a
second home, but he was still chairman of the Housing
Association and he could not rest. His eyes were set on
Sidney Street near Euston Station, a "particularly over-
crowded district". Basil talked to groups in Cheltenham,
Bexhill, Newcastle-on-Tyne, Wycombe Abbey, and
many many more, perpetually jogging people's
consciences. Admiral Jellicoe visited Somers Town and
he and Basil were f ilmed by the Gaumont Film
Company looking at the "ancient and incredibly vicious
buildings" which would be replaced. The f ilm showed
some of the work already completed. The footage went
out across the country as 'news' and was a huge
advertisement for the scheme.

He visited clubs and schools - he had the knack of
talking to young people - and began a magazine. He

Father Basil Jellicoe in Somers Town

Basil Jellicoe - very much a ‘man of the people’



Before Jemima Ventham married James
Brisbane on 17 June 1800 (see Times Past, 58), a
Marriage Settlement was executed. In this,

James covenanted to leave to Mary on his death (and
after her death, to their children) all his property and
persona! estate. In addition, Jemima covenanted that
everything she was due to inherit from her father
would, on her mother's death, be transferred to a
Trust, the income of which she could use, with James
enjoying it if she died f irst and with the Trust passing,
when they were both dead, to their children. The
property transferred to the Trust included £7,794
invested in 3% Consols (this money having been raised
by selling all but one of the properties left by John
Ventham) plus £550 cash and 120 Acres of Marshland
called Drayton Marshes near Portsmouth. This was a
very important document for James and Jemima and
even more so for their children. 

As the document was so important, Jemima's mother
offered to keep it, together with the Title Deeds and
other documents concerning Drayton Marshes, in an
iron chest in her house "for safe custody." Also in the
chest might have been the Title Deeds for land in the
Forest of Bere which Henry Frankland was awarded
under the Act for "Disafforesting the Forest of the
South." It might also have contained the Deeds for
properties in York and New England which Henry
inherited on his Mother's death in 1783 as well as those
for Muntham Court, Findon, Sussex which he inherited
from his Uncle in 1806. 

Documents stored in an iron chest must be as safe as
houses! Their owners could all sleep easily without
worrying about them! But then Disaster struck! ln
March 1809 the Chichester Springs rose unusually high
and water entered the room where the iron chest was
stored. The Franklands didn't move the chest because

How not to store legal documents
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had a van in which he and his 'flying squad' went all
over Britain visiting Anglicans, Baptists, Salvationists,
Jewish groups, Trade Unions - talking to anybody and
everybody who shared his interests. He began a
nursery school at Somers Town, he started a holiday
home by the sea, he set up a chemists shop, and
began an ambulance service. He opened a public
house - 'The Anchor' - which was a bone of contention
but was successful for several years, even having a club
at Christmas. He made sure people's needs were met
on a daily basis. Lord Mark Bretton, Chairman of the
London City Council blew up a slum property in
Somers Town, Sidney Street, and Basil oversaw the
building of 40 more flats. Queen Mary was yet another
visitor to the scheme.

Basil learned to knit and made scarves and bed
covers. Where did he f ind the time? He went to the
pub and entertained with his accordian and comic
songs. He sat with sick people and with the dying.
Needless to say, he became seriously ill. Eventually, to
his intense sadness, in 1933 he was asked to retire from
the Chairmanship of the Housing Association. He never
fully recovered from this event, feeling as though he
was now useless, and had been given the sack.

By this time, Revd and Mrs Jellicoe had moved to
Sullington Warren, a small house off Nightingale Lane.
This house and St Martin in the Fields in London, where
he had become a great friend of Canon Shepherd,
became his headquarters. Rather unfortunately he
went to see the play "Love on the Dole", which
depressed him even more, but still he kept on, for
many organisations asked for his help with their
housing schemes - one in Penzance, one in Newcastle,

another in Henley, and one more interesting to us in
Sussex, the St. Richard's Society, which had begun with
Brighton slums and expanded into other areas,
including Pulborough and Cootham. In Cootham the
"Long Row" was almost derelict and was unf it for
human habitation.

Basil spoke at the opening of a block of flats in
Pulborough, but he appeared to be very tired. He was
not sleeping and his mind was in a whirl, restless and
unhappy. He was persuaded to enter a nursing home
in Uxbridge and died there of pneumonia in June 1935.
Everyone was shocked, he was, after all, only 36 years
old. The radio broadcast the news on the same day as
he died and nearly every newspaper carried an
obituary. His funeral was held at Chailey where he was
buried. The St. Richard's Housing in Cootham replaced
the Long Row in 1936. 

The second of Hilary Langley’s latest series, in which she delves into the Akerman Solictors’
archives, highlights the dangers of storing valuable papers in vulnerable places - and the
problems this can cause, both at the time and for future researchers.

St Richard’s Housing, in Cootham, today
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not only was it f ixed to the floor but also, as it was
iron, it should be waterproof. After the water subsided,
Henry opened the chest and found to his horror that
the Settlement and related documents were "damaged,
defaced and generally illegible" while the Title Deeds
to Drayton Marshes were "wholly destroyed", with
related documents being "so much damaged and
defaced as for the most part to be illegible"! We have
no records about the fate of any other documents in
the chest. The disaster was caused because, in trying
to be extra secure by fastening the chest to the floor,
holes had been drilled in its base for the bolts securing
it. The water then had absolutely no problem entering
the holes despite the bolts! 

The damage to the Marriage Settlement was so
severe that Admiral and Mrs Frankland with Jemima
(James was at sea) sought Counsel's Opinion in 1810.
They were lucky that the Solicitor who prepared the
Settlement (Mr Wilmot) was still alive, that he
possessed the Draft of the Settlement and that he was
willing to swear that it had been properly engrossed
and executed in his presence. Unfortunately, Mr Wilmot
was very old (over seventy!) and the fear was that, if
they waited for James to arrive home before obtaining
Wilmot's evidence, he might have died before then. 

Counsel advised that the three children of the
marriage (Jemima Mary Harriet, Emily Sarah Harriet
and James Stuart) should bring a High Court action
against their Father, Mother and Trustees and, having
done so, should immediately obtain Wilmot's evidence
because he was so old. 

in the High Court, the Master of the Rolls appointed
one of the Masters of the Court (Thomson) to consider
the children's case and the evidence submitted. He did
so and told them to prepare a new Marriage

Settlement based on the Draft
and, on 19/3/1812, he said "l
have settled and do approve
of this lndenture." That docu-
ment was then reviewed by
the High Court who agreed
that the Settlement had been
based on the Draft and could
therefore now be relied on to
the same extent as its
damaged predecessor. By this
time the amount in the 3%
Consols under the Trust had
increased to £8,670 9s 10d
because the £550 Cash had
been invested. 

The legal problems resulting
from the flooded iron chest
were not yet over however.
Having sorted out the
Marriage Settlement, in 1815
and again in 1820, Counsel's
Opinion was sought about the
illegible Title Deeds and other
documents relating to Drayton

Marshes. On each occasion the whole sorry story of
the iron chest and the High Court's Decision about the
Marriage Settlement, which had mentioned the
Marshes, was rehearsed. Luckily a summary of all own-
ers of Drayton Marshes had survived. This showed that
James Andrews had left the property to John Ventham
in his Will. The Summary created a further problem
however as it showed that James Andrews had previ-
ously mortgaged the property and any proof that the
money had been repaid was lost. 

The advice given by both Counsel was that there was
no need for Court action to resolve the problem
because "we must assume that the mortgage... was
discharged and reconveyance to James Andrews was
executed but destroyed" as Mary Frankland had paid
no interest after becoming entitled to the property and
everyone agreed that she had possessed the Title
Deeds before they became waterlogged! Additional
proof of ownership was said to be the replacement
Marriage Settlement between Jemima and James as it
mentioned the Title Deeds and had been agreed by
the High Court and also the fact that the property had
passed successfully under Wills since then. The
conclusion was that the Estate should be sold under
the Trusts in the old and new Settlements and that the
lack of prior Title Deeds had been satisfactorily
accounted for. Any purchaser should therefore be
required to agree "to complete the purchase without
calling for any Title Deeds or other documents
concerning the Estate prior to John Ventham's Will" 

The Drayton Marshes were eventually sold in 1860
using the summary of ownership, the Marriage
Settlement, and subsequent legal documents. 

What a headache a few holes can causel 
(To be continued)

Drayton Marshes today - as far as we can ascertain, part has been built on,
and part has become the Farlington Marshes nature reserve.- Photo by Geni,
https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=15082843
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Coming to Storrington in Wartime

In I939, as the Second World War started, my sister
and I were evacuated from London to Steyning. My
sister was ten years old; I was f ive. We were

shunted between three homes in ten months and then
my father, who was sixty-one and too old for military
service, obtained a job in Storrington and we were able
to re-join our parents. 

This piece comes from a more lengthy attempt to
leave my children and grandchildren with answers to
some of the questions that I now wish I had asked my
father about his past. Many of us are so much more
interesting when dead! With a gap of 50 or more years
before writing this, I can't guarantee it's all accurate,
and I hope I have done no one any great injustice.
Mainly, I hope I have the flavour right and it shows my
affection for the village as it was then. 

On the day we became ‘ex-vaccies’, we arrived in
Storrington in the way that we would most often travel
in and out of the village for most of the next 20 years,
by bus. Our parents had already made one good
contact in the village by virtue (or vice) of being
addicted to nicotine. Half way between The Square
(where all the buses stopped) and our new home was
a small shop, called Gowing's, in West Street. This sold
not only cigarettes and pipe tobacco but, most
importantly, sweets. The place was so small that it was
overcrowded with three customers there, and two had
to huddle tightly together and breathe out while the
third opened the door to leave. On the other side of
the counter, they had even more of a problem, not
only because there was a narrower space to move in
but because the husband and wife who ran the shop
were minor casualties of middle-age spread. The
husband had a considerable
paunch, from whisky rather than
beer, judging from the height at
which he carried it. His wife, on
the other hand, was just uniformly
large all the way down her four
feet ten inches. When they had to
pass each other behind the count-
er, to take down those beautiful
tall glass jars of sweets on the
open shelves, or bend down to
collect the twenty Craven 'A' or an
ounce of St. Bruno from the
shelves under the counter, the
heaving and squashing they had
to do was a spectacle of some
wonder to our young eyes. It was
made even more entertaining by
the presence of a stool which Mrs

Gowing kept there to take the weight off her highly
pressured feet when she was not serving. The Gowings
took a liking to us from that f irst day, mainly because
we were taken there, straight from the bus, in our
f inest, unwashed, unkempt, evacuee condition. "The
f irst thing we'll do now," my mother explained, as we
bought celebration sweets, "Is put them both into a
hot bath and give them a good scrub." That wasn't just
a f igure of speech; she meant it. 

Mrs Gowing, in particular, was good to us in the
years which followed. True, we were loyal customers
and we spent most of our sweet coupons there, but
that was not enough to explain why we were frequently
given a small bar of something without coupons, or
cash. That was the result of her kind heartedness. At
the worst times in the war, the 'freeby' may have been
a tin of Zubes; nonetheless, even cough sweets with a
powdered coating of sugar were welcome. 

I can't say what my f irst impression of the house was
when we arrived there. I remember only my parents'
view that it was not what they were used to in London;
but it was obviously terraced and looked fairly new. It
was one of the middle ones in the f irst of two blocks of
four. The front door was reached by climbing the steps
up a three foot bank, at the top of which was a thick
laurel hedge and a short piece of grass. Those hedges
(the laurel, and the privets which were down the sides,
front and back) played a signif icant part in our early
years in the house, even apart from the house address
being Laurel Bank, North Lane. That is, it was the
address until some bright planning expert decreed
eventually that it must be simply a number in North
Street. 

Inside the house, there were two
main rooms downstairs and two
upstairs, with some other tiny
ones on both levels which were
just large enough for cat-swinging,
but only just. On the right as you
entered the narrow hallway from
the front door was a room about
twelve feet square which my father
insisted on calling the drawing
room. When some neighbours
heard that name they immediately
wrote us off as stuck-up
Londoners, to be persecuted in
small, subtle ways. At the end of
the hall was the door, stained dark
brown like all the others, which led
to a slightly larger room (larger by
the width of the hall) obviously to

An extract from the memories of John Crowhurst, in which he recalls his introduction to
life in Storrington, during WW2 when his parents ‘rescued’ him and his sister from the
‘horrors’ of being evacuated to Steyning. 

Gowings, West Street
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be referred to initially as the dining room! Needless to
say, when it came to terminology those same neigh-
bours had also picked up very smartly that my father
(whose name was Henry) often called my mother
George. I gathered eventually that this was short for
Georgina, although the aforesaid neighbours were
never given that vital piece of information. Whereas my
mother (whose name was Winifred) also called my
father George (which wasn't short for anything.) You
can't wonder that I grew up in a somewhat confused
state and that the neighbours, on one side at least,
stopped speaking civilly to us after a few weeks. It has
to be said in my parents' defence that the couple con-
cerned were an odd pair and as unlikely to mix with my
folk as gravel and water. 

Beyond the dining room was the scullery, correctly
named at four feet by seven feet, with a brick copper
(confused again?) a stoneware sink and the back door.
Attached to the scullery, and of the same brick, were
the coal house and the downstairs lavatory, but these
could be reached only by going outside. I imagine that
those three sections of the house, the scullery, the
coalhouse and the outside loo, have now been
knocked together to form a decent size kitchen, but
you put up with what you were given in those days
rather than spend a fortune on the landlord's property.
Do-it-yourself was, of course, an infant art-form before
about 1960. 

Very occasionally, the landlord could be persuaded
to improve his property and eventually he put in gas,
but for the f irst ten years, the cooking was done either
on a paraff in stove in the scullery or on a metal range
in the living (dining) room. The paraff in stove was a
particularly evil device which smelled foul, in use and
out. When it was being used, it would wait until your
back was tumed and then ?are up dramatically to
cover the scullery with black, greasy deposits. It was the
only advantage of the size of the scullery that it didn't
take long to wash down the walls after those outbursts.

The metal range in the living room was a socially more
mature device, as fumes and mess came out into the
room only when the top was opened to feed it with
coal, and then that was only on a small scale. If there
were times when it was diff icult to see across the room,
it was more likely to be due to the smoke from my
father's pipe and my mother's cigarette. Nobody knew
about the risks of passive smoking in those days and I
grew up regarding those fumes as comforting and
homely, particularly the smell of the pipe. A more
apparent danger came from the use my parents made
of the range as an incinerator. At those times we wait-
ed, holding our breath, while the greasy remains of a
dinner ?ared up and brie?y set light to the chimney, so
that smoke billowed from the chimney pot in vast,
dark, heavy clouds. 

"Shall we call the Fire Brigade?" 
"No, give it another few minutes. I think it's dying

down now." 
In fact, the decision every time was to call in the

sweep the next morning, on the basis that there must
have been a huge amount of soot in the chimney for it
to catch light like that. They seemed to ignore the
probability that all that soot had gone up in smoke.
The other danger to health provided by the metal
stove was that it needed raking through and cleaning
out each morning (you could not shut it down and
keep it alight, like an Aga) and this vast expanse of
metal stove, with oven alongside, also had to be
blackened and then polished at great frequency. Both
of these jobs were done most often by my mother and
the wide cracks in the skin on the top joint of her
?ngers were constant proof of this. Her typing during
the day job didn't help either. 

This stove provided slow, "controlled" heat for the
saucepans placed strategically on top of it and slow,
uneven heat for the joints and pies put in the oven.
The result was that things in the oven were Alfred-black
on one side unless turned at frequent intervals. It was

also our only source of hot water for years and
so it had to be alight for nine or ten months of
the year, to make our morning wash more
bearable. The greatest disadvantage was that it
had to be on at the weekends in the other
months in order to provide bath water,

Lurcocks occupied the western (right hand) part of Commercial House, in the High Street (all illustrations for
this article come from Joan Ham’s ‘Storrington Through the Twentieth Century’)
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however hot the day. I was particularly fond of the oak
table in the living room. My attachment to it was less
from what went on it than what went under it. It was
solid oak, and it certainly did give the appearance of
being strong, so it was natural that it should be our
shelter on those nights in the war years, when the siren
went and we knew that bombers were on their way up
to London, or across to Portsmouth, or over to the
West Midlands or, more likely, just lost. The rich
relatives in St Albans had their (flooded) Anderson
shelter (or was it a Morrison) in the garden almost
from the outbreak of war and soon after that had a
reinforced concrete extension built on to the house.
This was dry, lit, warm and furnished. But we had the
oak table up against the wall of the room and, a few
times when the raids were still a novelty, my mother
made up beds for me, my sister and herself so that we
could sleep the night there. Mainly, though, we used it
when we were called from our beds and my father
judged that they were "getting a bit close". He seldom
used it himself, just sitting there for a few minutes to
reassure us that his observations from the open front
door suggested that enemy planes were now well away
from Storrington. 

On the night we came closest to being casualties of
war we were not under the table. It must have been
about midnight when the bombs began to fall, not
from a concerted, well planned attack on Laurel Bank,
but from a lone raider on the run, chased back from
London by British f ighters and determined not to
return, loaded, to Germany. As usual, my mother
started up the stairs to collect us from bed, but the
noise of the falling bombs froze her when she was half
way up them and she had to call my father for help. As
the pair of them arrived in the room, I heard a loud
whistling noise, followed by an inf initely louder
explosion and, by the hall light, saw the walls wobble

and the ceiling bounce. It was def initely a near miss
and I was def initely impressed. Within a few seconds of
getting down the stairs, there was a knock at the door
and a neighbour announced, "A bomb's just landed in
the bank under your laurel hedge, and I don't think the
bloody thing's gone off! You'd all better get out as fast
as you can." 

Whatever the record was at that time for the forty
yard dash, we came very close to breaking it as we
grabbed a few outdoor clothes and headed for the
comparative safety of the Square. There were plenty of
people about, all trying to assess what had happened
to their little village in this surprise raid, the f irst of
several nasty surprises of that kind for this community
during the war years. We were minor celebrities, of
course, as no one else in the main part of the village
had been quite so close to extinction that night, and
we were soon taken in by the Lurcocks, the local
drapers and out?tters. We were made warm and
welcome in their comparatively plush flat above the
shop. By 4am,we were given permission to return home
as the ARP bomb disposal expert (probably the local
bicycle repair man, Mr Gaydon) had diagnosed that the
bomb had indeed exploded. By the morning we were
able to agree that that would certainly account for the
huge hole in the thick laurel hedge, the turf and soil on
the roof and the cracks in the ceilings of most rooms in
the house. The cracks were still there when we left the
house, more than 25 years later, despite the warnings
that the house itself might not last the f irst signif icant
storm after the raid. That prediction prevented us from
considering seriously the opportunity, in 1965, of
buying the house at a knock-down price for a sitting
tenant. It was one of the worst decisions we made, in
view of the property boom of the following years, and
probably lost my mother £10,000 in the f irst few years
alone after that. 

Museum members’ survey
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Edwin Harris - a forgotten local painter

Please note that all the events below (including
Monday evening talks) are held at the Old School,
School Lane, Storrington. Talks will start promptly
at 7.30 pm. Non-Members welcome. Entrance to
talks £5 (£4 for members) to include tea/coffee
and biscuits.

SATURDAY 29 SEPTEMBER 10am to 4pm
Opening of ‘LET’S GET CREATIVE’ (admission free)
temporary exhibition (runs until 12 December)
MONDAY 1st OCTOBER 7.30pm
‘The History of Chocolate’ Talk by Dawn Shrives,
Salon du Chocolat. 
MONDAY 5th NOVEMBER 7.30pm
‘Gongoozling for Beginners’ Talk by Neil Sadler - 
life on the canals 

SATURDAY 17th and SUNDAY 18th NOVEMBER
ANNUAL PRO-AM ART SHOW AND SALE
10am to 4pm both days. This is the ninth of these
annual events supported by local artists, both
individuals and from the many local groups.
Free admission.

MONDAY 3rd DECEMBER 7.30pm
The Acid Bath Murders Talk by Tim Stanton. 

Please note - if anybody requires transport to any of
these events, please contact the Museum and we will
do our best to arrange a lift.

We are fortunate that our area
has been so popular with artists
over the years, writes Bill

Thomson. They have been attacted by the
landscape, the coast, the hills, the light,
Some, like J.M.W. Turner, worked during
visits to the area, while others, like Arthur
Rackham, made their homes here. 

I am always on the look-out for artworks,
photographs etc relating to Storrington so
was pleased to see, on an online auction
site, a signed watercolour (right) of the
Downs near Storrington by Edwin Harris.
The name sounded familiar, and a quick
look on line came up with Edwin Harris
(1855-1906), one of the Newlyn school.
Harris specialised in portraits, so a
landscape like this didn't quite f it. Neither
did the price - which seemed ridiculously
low for such a recognised artist.

As it transpired, there was another Edwin Harris,
painter, who turned out to at least as interesting to us
as his more famous namesake. This one - Edwin
Lawson James Harris - was born in Littlehampton in
1891, the son of Henry Harris, who had played f irst-
class cricket for Hampshire before moving to Sussex.
Young Edwin studied art, and exhibited at various
galleries, including the Royal Academy, from the age of
19. But he became better known when he followed his
father into the game of cricket. Edwin was a right-
handed batsman, also accomplished as a medium-
pace bowler, and played county cricket for Sussex from
1922-1924. In 1939 he married Mary Edwards, and they
lived in Washington until 1955. Edwin Harris died in
East Preston in 1961.

While at Washington, Edwin Harris produced many
watercolours (and some oils) of local scenes, which
frequently come up for auction. Unfortunately some
salerooms confuse him with Newlyn Edwin Harris, so
auction estimates can be somewhat inflated, but 'our'
Edwin's better works can sell for three-f igure sums.
Local auctioneer Toovey's has sold Harris landscapes
for hammer prices of between £20 and £260. 

There was a third local Edwin Harris, an approximate
contemporary of the other two. This was an
Angmering man, from a humble background, who
became well educated. He served on the local councils,
and despite acquiring some wealth himself, espoused
radical political views which were somewhat ahead of
their time. But that, as they say, is another story.


