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On her 96th birthday, standing below a portrait of herself when she was 8 years old.
Picture by “The Observer”
PREFACE
By Phil Lucas, Chairman of the Danehill Parish Historical Society.
When the Danehill Parish Historical Society was formed in 1972, Dame Margery Corbett Ashby, then aged 90, was asked to speak at our first public meeting when she recalled memories of her early life at Woodgate in Danehill.
Following this talk, Dame Margery was asked to become our first President, and with her enthusiasm in the aims of the society she at once accepted.
During the following years Dame Margery attended almost every meeting and social event of the Society, took the chair at annual general meetings and showed a lively interest in the proceedings.
Many of us will remember our President arriving by pony and trap to open the Society's “1898" Exhibition held at Danehill in 1973 commemorating our seventy five years as a separate parish.
The Society celebrated the Queen's Silver Jubilee in 1977 by holding an exhibition at Chelwood Gate. Dame Margery invited the Rt. Hon. Harold Macmillan to perform the opening ceremony, and together they planted a commemorative tree.
In October of the same year Dame Margery gave a second talk to the Society lasting 30 minutes during which she vividly described some aspects of rural life in Victorian times as seen through the eyes of a squire's daughter.
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For a further 50 minutes she answered questions about her education and career. We are fortunate in possessing a tape recording of this remarkable performance by a lady of 95.
As a tribute to Dame Margery we are publishing this special issue of our magazine containing a transcript of her talk and her detailed answers to questions.
Editors note:‑
My thanks are due, on behalf of the Society, to Dr. Michael Ashby for his introduction, to Mrs. N. Milner-Gulland for the copy of the address at Dame Margery's funeral, to Paul Wenham for all the time he put in to help compile the copy.
    Dame Margery being driven to open the Danehill -- 
    --Parish Historical Society “1898” Exhibition, 1973.
INTRODUCTION
By Dr. Michael Ashby F.R.C.P.
I am very pleased and grateful that the Danehill Historical Society is publishing this tribute to my mother and that I have been asked to write an introduction to it, giving readers an insight into her family background and remarkable career, which brought her into contact with many famous international figures.
One of my mother's remarkable talents was her great sensitivity to people's feelings, as individuals, in groups and even at big public meetings. This stemmed from and was the driving force in all her works to help other people.
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Like so many happy marriages, her parents were different from each other in almost every respect, but completely devoted to each other and their talents were complementary, as indeed was the case in Dame Margery's own marriage.
Her father, Charles Corbett, the eldest of five brothers, had considered entering the Church, but could not accept all the 39 Articles. After leaving New College, Oxford in the late 1870's he read law and qualified as a barrister.
Charles Corbett was an exceptionally wise and well read man, and country folk would tramp for miles - no public transport in those days  - to seek his advice, which was always given with unwearied care.
Marie Corbett, much taller than her husband) was an exceptionally strong character with very high standards, especially her fierce sense of the obligation the wealthy gentry had to those less fortunate in life. It was this driving force that led to her pioneering work in fostering workhouse children with local families.
                                                                                                                                   Dame Margery’s parents.
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Both of my remarkable grandparents were ahead of their time in their social attitude and actions. Though very comfortably off in worldly goods, neither of them had any regard for, or wishes to indulge in its luxuries.
When I was a young boy at Woodgate there was no central heating. The house was lit by acetylene gas and the furniture and lack of elegance or comfort in it was a joke among their friends. Her father, for choice, used summer and winter an outdoor earth closet, hidden next to the acetylene plant by the kitchen garden until well
                            WOODGATE IN 1910                                    into old age.
In those days the self righteous but cruel Victorian habit of turning out any servant girl who became pregnant was so far removed from the care given by the Corbett household, that I can well remember a simple minded housemaid actually being taken on at Woodgate as she needed protection from repeated pregnancies. Her lack of skill in saying "No" on her off day brought her into trouble yet again - but she was not turned out.
With such parents it is no surprise that Margery Corbett grew up with a similar alertness for human values and a desire to devote the major part of her energies to improving the lot of women all over the world.
She was educated at home along with her sister and brother, and later each went to Oxford or Cambridge. Classics, history and maths she learned from her father, scripture and the piano from her mother, and French and German from her governess. Courtesy and consideration for the large indoor and outdoor staff did not have to be learned - she knew of no other possible attitude.
My mother was soon making her mark at Newnham College, Cambridge, not at Greek verses, but in heading deputations to ask the College Principal if it was really necessary to serve stewed prunes four times a week.
In 1910 Margery married Brian Ashby, a barrister. My father fell in love with her at first sight, (having first come to Woodgate as a friend of her brother, Adrian, with whom he was studying at New College, Oxford) at one of the great dances held at the house at that time. At his wits end for an excuse to come down and see her again, he deliberately left his gold watch behind, so that he could come back a few days later to collect it. His father was a City stockbroker but neither of his parents had any interests other than horses and the hunting field. It was only when he went to Oxford that Brian Ashby first tasted the joys of music, art and the wider values of this world. In his spare time my father transposed about 150 Bach Cantatas into scores suitable for the piano. He was widely read and deeply interested in philosophy. Given the choice, he would usually remain silent in any particular situation, though he could in fact, make a most witty and entertaining speech if the occasion arose. As Master of the Drapers Company he was asked to address the very large and magnificent Howells Girls School in North Wales. He absolutely delighted the vast audience by defining education as "casting false pearls before real swine". The girls felt they had come out of his quip better than the mistresses.
I remember that in my younger days senses of value and priorities were remarkably different from those of the present time. Whereas nowadays young couples will marry when they have hardly a penny to rub together, in those days it was much more difficult as there was so little scope for a lady to earn any money. As a result of this, my parents remained engaged for five years as they felt they could not afford to marry. When at last they could bear it no longer and did so, they were still able to afford a Cook/housemaid. Even then, one of my mother's elderly relatives was heard to say anxiously "But if you only have one maid, who is to answer the door on her day out?" My parents however, were married for almost 20 years before they felt they could afford a car, and in about 1927 they got a dreadful little 9 horse power Renault. In fact, even then, I believe it was a present from her mother.
You have asked me to add a few details about our own home life. This was entirely harmonious and blissfully happy though after I had gone to boarding school at the age of eight I lived at home very little, always choosing to spend the holidays with my six cousins at Woodgate, rather than in our relatively small London house and garden. My parents were totally unde​manding of each other although absolutely devoted. They were different from each other in almost every way, each recognis​ing the sterling virtues which were complimentary in the other.
Margery's interest in politics began uniquely early. When still in her teens she would help campaign along with many of her family and their friends when her father was standing for Parliament.
After the Liberal landslide in 1906 when Charles Corbett won the East Grinstead seat, she would sit up late at night in their London home until her father came back from the House and listened with rapt attention while he told her of the great debates on the burning issues of the day.
Women had no vote although the Suffrage movement was of course in full swing, but already divided into the militant suf​fragettes who chained themselves to railings and poked burning oil rags into letter boxes, and those suffragists like my mother, who though equally keen and determined, thought that such acts hardly qualified women to take part in the country's government, and that reasoned argument was the better course.
The darkest days of her life, except when my father was an infantry officer in the Flanders trenches, were during the 1932 Disarmament Conference to which she was a U.K. delegate.
Hitler was on the way to seizing power in Germany and Britain had the grave disadvantage of the worst Prime Minister and the worst Foreign Secretary for a century. More unfortunately still, Ramsay MacDonald often acted behind Sir John Simon's back without telling him what he was doing. My mother even heard Simon say at the time that Mussolini was invading Abyssinia. "We must not let Mussolini down". In those days anyone anti Russian was to be supported, and that included fascist dictators. Some indeed still seem to think so today.
My parents were among the first to realise, when it was still far from fashionable to do so, the dreadful implications of Hitler's seizure of power in Germany in 1933. At this period, however, newspapers, and particularly "The Times" were endlessly singing his praises, as they felt he represented the great bulwark against Red Russia.
At the time of Hitler's invasion of Czechoslovakia, my parents rather nobly put into practice the principles for which they had always stood, and I well remember a very charming Jewish doctor being rescued at the last minute by Lord Layton's party and being brought out of Czechoslovakia. Only a day or so later the German troops arrived and, of course, he would have been carried off to his death in a concentration camp, as he had been one of the leading lights in speaking out against the rising tide of Fascism among the Sudetan Germans. He and his wife lived with us in our small house in Putney for the next two years. My parents, I remember, were astonished at one of their affectionate comments when finally they left to go and live in their own flat, "what a family! We have never heard anyone shout!" I need hardly say that until this was pointed out, none of us had consciously realised that from one years end to the other, no voice would ever be raised in anger.
My father and I both fully supported her in political attitudes, although I never approved of her standing for Parliament in so far as the way she set about it. The fearsome trouble, expense and energy expended in an election campaign should, I thought, have been directed to winning a seat.
In this I was mistaken, as it seems that she never really wanted to be an M.P. with all it would entail. She was therefore quite willing to take on some hopeless seat even only for a few weeks before an election. The chances of success for a Liberal between the two world wars was a poor one in any case, but it was always a great opportunity for spreading reforming ideas.
Bury St. Edmunds was a very safe Tory seat, but my mother was horrified to find large numbers of cottages on the estates of wealthy race horse owners with only outdoor sanitation and no running water.
Her scathing condemnations were ill received by the Tory landowners, but nevertheless won her resounding ovations at her election meetings. Doubtless many a cottage got its water and w.c. as a result of the turmoil and press publicity which followed.
In 1924 at the great International Congress in Rome, the American founder retired, and to her astonishment, at the age of 42, Dame Margery was elected President of the International Alliance of Women for Suffrage and Equal Citizenship. For the next half century she continued to strive for betterment of lives of women all over the world.
Perhaps her greatest single triumph is almost unknown.
She had travelled to Turkey to prepare for the International Congress being held there, when, at a party, she was introduced to Kemel.Ataturk, the dictator of Turkey, who had made his name through defeating our armies in the Dardenelles campaign.
In her quiet way she had remarked to him what a splendid gift it would be to half the population of his country if he could give the vote to women in the forthcoming Turkish elections.
The Ataturk muttered some polite non-committal platitude, and ended the conversation passing on to meet other guests.
Nine months later, just before the Congress met in Ankara, an edict was proclaimed, giving all Turkish women equal voting rights with men..
---------------------------------------------------------------
DAME MARGERY CORBETT ASHBY’S RECOLLECTIONS.
The more I think of the world into which I was born, the more astonishingly different it seems from that of today. To many, it must seem like the fairy tale of an extremely fortunate little girl.
The great difference between my childhood, and that of today's young people, is that my world was one of complete stability. This part of England was very different from the Midlands and the North, which had seen the Industrial Revol​ution and with it, tremendous poverty, not to mention great exploitation of one class of people by another. In this part of the country, however, the relationship between people remained much as it had been for at least a couple of hundred years.
It was a world in which you accepted that there should be landowners, tenant farmers and the people who worked on the land. However, there were other people to be found within that stable relationship, which existed throughout agricultural England, and Chelwood Gate and Danehill were no exception.
There were, for instance, people who served the needs of the community. Each village was, of course, very much more self supporting than it would be today. We ourselves had a very famous blacksmith, George Etherton, who not only shod horses - and later wrestled with motor cars - but who was famous even beyond the county of Sussex for his beautiful ironwork.
There was also an extremely good carpenter. Enoch Langridge who made the most beautiful farm wagons, with their heavy wheels. We had our own bakery, our own butcher and two general stores. On one side of the village we had a grocery-cum‑post office and general store, Hoadleys, where everything you wanted could be found.
Then, on the other side, was a shop called Newnham’s, which I think has now disappeared. It was slightly cheaper, and shall we say, a little less fashionable.
I well remember the church, which stood in the centre of the village, which was struck by lightning and damaged, but which was still flourishing in my day, and to which we used to go in procession on Sunday. Father and Mother ahead, then we the children following. (Nanny didn't come because she was deaf: Mam’selle because she was Roman Catholic and French.) Then came the butler and the cook, the parlour maid and the housemaids, the kitchen and the scullery maids and finally the boot boy, who also cleaned the knives, followed on behind.
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Arriving at the church, we would enter through our private side door. The staff stayed in the nave below, but the family went up to their gallery. Opposite us, across the church, sat the Hardys, the family that lived in the big house at the other end of the village, their staff seated in the pews beneath them.
Furthermore, in order that the Almighty might be quite sure who was sitting where, there was a further divide in the nave beneath where each of the local farming families sat in it's own reserved pew, whereas the labourers and their families were seated at the back of the church.
     Holy Trinity Chapel - later Church, where Dame Margery attended.
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These divisions seem frightful today but they had existed since time immemorial. However, they in no way imputed any lack of mutual respect among the various social groups. If, for instance, as a child, I or my brother or sister wished to take anything from the garden, we had to ask permission from the head gardener, Tom Sherlock; if we wanted anything at the pond, we had to approach the bailiff, and if we wished to ride the pony or harness him to the trap, we had to seek the permission of the coachman. Each man was sovereign in his own domain.                                            Mr. Gilbert, the Woodgate coachman
Indeed, it was such a stable social arrangement that talk of class was quite unknown. In fact, I don't think I heard the word used until I was nearing adulthood, because you simply didn't question things you took for granted. Instead you had enormous respect for the capabilities of others and for their value to the community.
In this stable society lived not only the skilled workers, but also what I shall call the oddments who depended enormously upon their personality for the position they held the local community - the vicar, the local doctor - who each fitted into village life and who were held in high regard for their personal qualities.
When I was a small child, our doctor lived at Forest Row. His horse was constantly employed on his daily rounds and hence, if you required his services during the evening or at night you had to saddle up and ride the five miles to Forest Row in order to fetch him and then take him back afterwards.
Later we had a doctor of our own, a Mr. Sydenham, who lived on Chelwood Common. He was very popular and was nick-named "Galloping Dick". I remember him coming to our tennis tournament one day, changing his clothes, playing his match and then driving off on his rounds again.
My childhood was extraordinarily happy. I feel my father and mother's parental attitudes were far ahead of their time. Their motto in bringing up a child was: "Never say No if you can help it - and when you do say No, mean it". As a result, we were brought up in an extremely free way, although of course, we were exceptionally lucky to be so well off and to have such remarkably kind and intelligent parents. I do not think we were ever deliberately disobedient. There were, however, certain rules which we had to obey and we did so as a matter of course. For example, we were forbidden to go near the pond at the bottom of the garden unless accompanied by an adult. We never went near it. It simply never occurred to us to do so, if we were told not to. I think our upbringing gave us a kind of stability which is lacking in so many of today's youth. I am old fashioned enough to believe that discipline is the most important way of instilling in the young both confidence and balance, something they won't really get if left to their own devices.
A notable summer event was always. the village flower show, which held on alternate years at Woodgate,. now known as Cumnor House, and Danehurst, the home of the Hardy family as it then was. The local school children would be loaded up into a wagon and driven in state to the respective venue where prizes would be given out for all the usual vegetables and plants.
Then there was the village school. My mother, whose ideas were far ahead of her time, was horrified to discover that the prize for sewing was given to the girl who could get the most stitches into an inch of material. Mother had the audacity to introduce a prize for the best machine made garment - practically ending the old culture, I think.
My father likewise gave a prize for the largest collection of named wild-flowers which anyone could bring into school. He himself would judge the collections, together with the help of a most marvellous old man, who not only knew the names of all the flowers but their medicinal properties as well - and some of the cures of those days were rather peculiar. I remember a man suffering with a very unpleasant boil on his hand which the modern medicine was apparently unable to heal. However, a friend claimed he knew the answer and so, one day, he took the affected man into the cowshed at Woodgate, just before the cows were due to be milked. The friend then proceeded to give a loud shout - which produced an immediate heated result. This was then dabbed onto the bad finger which was promptly cured.
There were so many ways in which people had to help each other. With no transport a man might have to walk five miles to work and back again as well as working long hours. The same was true of journeys to hospital or even to the work‑ house‑which was alas, the ending for so many hard working lives. To overcome this, my mother would send down to the village to say she was going out. She would then take people with her in the pony and cart whether it was to see their friends or relations in the towns or to the workhouse at Uckfield.
The workhouse, an institution which dated from the time of Queen Elizabeth I, was the only means of welfare which existed when I was a child. When a man who had worked all his life on the farm, whether a shepherd, a stable hand or a cowman, grew too old to work, the cottage where he had lived would have to be vacated for the man who was to take over his job.
But it was not brutality which led to the old being deprived of their cottages, it was harsh economic necessity. If you are going to look after young animals you've got to be near them - it is the same as with children; you've got to be near them when they arrive in the world, when they are young and if they need special care. My father did build cottages, which of course could not possibly solve the problem, but which did, nevertheless help fill the gap.
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Woodgate Cottages, built by Mr. Corbett, an early photograph.
Another difficulty was finding employment for the local people, especially for young girls, for whom at that time there was really only domestic service. At the end of each school year my mother would go down to the school to find out how many girls were leaving. Their mothers would be anxious to get them out of the house which was likely to be overcrowded. Mother would take two girls, as would the Hardy family. The vicarage would engage one girl, as would the local doctor. The idea was to train the girls in a house, from which they could move on to better paid domestic service elsewhere. The boys went on the farms, unless of course, one of the family had made good, and could offer them a job in the town, or if they were fortunate enough to get an apprenticeship to the blacksmith or the carpenter.
But it was very much a home centred life, and the conditions of service in a large local country house, where you were able to go home on your "off" days, was very much different from the working conditions endured by a girl employed as the one little "slavey" in a household in town, where it was very often terribly lonely.
The staff of the house were always remembered at Christmas time, although the presents would in the main consist of gifts like a prettier apron than the one you had been given before. The presents given to the schoolchildren also tended to be of a useful character. I certainly remember one or two occasions when the girls were given bright red cloaks and the boys each received a pair of boots.
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Of course the poverty was very great, but it is very difficult to compare prices of that time with those of today. Labourers cottages at that time were let for 1/6d to 2/- a week. Of course, the cottages had their own gardens, in which vegetables were grown and animals like rabbits and chickens were kept. I recall that not many people in our area could own a pig. The wood for fires was free, provided it was picked up from the ground, and milk was given to the worker's families. It was skimmed milk from which the cream had been taken by hand, hence, a goodly portion of it was left in the milk and the children would come for it daily without charge.
Of course, in those days, the village provided its own entertainment. We ourselves, are trying to demonstrate this spirit, but in those days none of today’s media existed. 
        Some of the Woodgate staff.
You depended for entertainment, therefore, on what you could do for yourself. I remember being put on the stage at the age of four, dressed in my best pinny, to recite poetry. My mother used to sing. There was a dance floor too, which would be soaped to provide a smooth surface, and 1 well remember the wonderfully energetic dances of the young men and women, such as the Lancers, which made these occasions extremely gay.
Danehill was a community in which everyone helped each other to a great extent. If anyone lost a cow, someone would come up to the house to inform my father of the sad event in order that he might head the list of those making gifts for replacing the precious cow. I was quite used to finding people with him in his study. He was not only a landlord - and a very understanding and generous one - but also a lawyer with an office in the city. He could thus be relied upon for a tremendous amount of good advice on a very wide range of subjects.
On the other hand, if there were family troubles, these would be dealt with by my mother. I remember one letter, which she read out to us at breakfast, which went as follows: "Dear Madam, We cannot done anything with our Jane, Yours faithfully, Mrs……Straightaway my mother went to get the pony and cart and see what the matter with "our Jane" that couldn't be sorted out.
That was the kind of relationship both sides expected, one side to ask for help and the other to give it. It was a perfectly natural state of affairs, which did not in the least as far as I can make out, affect one's respect for others. You just did what had always been done. It was really the old feudal system in operation, having survived the years. Of course the hopeless weakness of such a society is that it depends on personality and custom, not on legal liabilities. If you had a good landlord, the system worked perfectly well, but if you didn't then it broke down. It was really the factory age that saw the end of the feudal society, severing it as it did the strong link that bound people together.
I suppose I am one of the few surviving people who saw the old system actually working in the way it was intended to. I am sure that you can hardly believe that it lasted as long as it did, but to have seen both the feudal system and the jet age in one lifetime is really quite something.
Answers To Various Questions From Members Of The Audience
School Canteen 1914/18 war
I am reminded of an incident during the first World War when we had strict food rationing and I ran a canteen for schoolchildren because their mothers found they were unable to provide sufficient sandwiches for both their working husbands and their children at school on the bread ration they were then getting. I ran a canteen from an outbuilding at Woodgate and can remember going down to the village to find the butcher staring miserably at the week's meat ration. Ironically with all the shortages his customers could not afford to buy the meat he had. Consequently it was in danger of going bad. So I bought it all up and used it for school meals. This episode just shows how difficult it is to make rules which do not always work as well as intended. 
Childhood Memories
Once or twice a year we would go and visit my grandmother who lived at Thames Ditton near Hampton Court. That was always a great occasion. If we were due to go just before Christmas we would drive to Forest Row station which had the safest line in the country because it was only a single track and no train could travel on it unless the driver had the so‑called “magic stick" in his hand. We would wait until we heard the train hoot then see the porter dash in and fill the foot warmers under our seats with boiling hot water before putting them under our feet as we settled back in our carriage. If we were travelling in the evening it used to be very exciting to hear the porter running along the roof of the train lighting the lamps in each compartment.
Our journey to Thames Ditton used to be quite an adventure. We used to change at Clapham Junction. On one occasion I remember when there was a party consisting of our adored nanny, much loved French governess, we three children, with a hip bath full of our underwear - and a parrot in a large cage.
But we had too much luggage and the porter was busy telling nanny there was so much to pay. "But I haven't any money" wailed nanny. "Oh never mind, miss" came the reply, "I'll ask Mr. Corbett when next he comes past" and everyone was satisfied.
I also remember getting back to Sheffield Park and seeing the wagonette and the pony and trap as well. A journey then was really quite exciting.
I must say, I'm sure children had a much better time in my day than at present. I think it is much better for a child to be able to go up to the stable and pat a velvety nose. After all, you can't pat a Rolls Royce.
I recall my first experience with a pony. My sister and I were put in panniers on either side of a very round yellow Welsh pony called Taffy, while my brother sat, his legs practically straight out, over the breadth of the pony and we went down to the woods for a picnic. Nanny would tie Taffy up then he would invariably manage to undo the knots and go home without us. As we wearily started for home we were met by the grinning gardener with Taffy. We were fetched back but it was always a question of how soon. I must say that riding and driving gave us children tremendous pleasure.
We also had the most extraordinary pets. The first, I think, was a very small chicken - a bantam. My father was bringing it home to us, riding in a first class carriage full of City gents, when all of a sudden there was a loud crowing noise from the cockerel and everybody burst out laughing because they knew it was only Daddy taking home another present.
Then we had squirrels - oh how lovely they are as pets - and how destructive of furniture. But I think my favourite pet was a pig, which had been rescued by my friends. It would walk down into the woods with us and lay warming its tummy in front of our fire.
We also had a badger - that was a lovely pet which had been rescued from being shot with its mother. I suppose that children still have pets now although they seem to be more interested in mechanical toys.
Cricket at Sheffield Park
I remember the first time the Australians came to this country to play a cricket match which I think had been arranged by the Earl of Sheffield and they were going to stay with him and play their first game on grass which was a new experience for them, before the official test in London, at Lords. Two of my uncles were in the home team which was to play the visitors so, naturally the entire neighbourhood went down to Sheffield Park to watch. But, however, my Nanny was greatly disturbed to hear that we children were going to the match. “But madam it is most unsuitable, considering that their grandmother is so recently deceased” However her qualms were lulled by our wearing black sashes on our white frocks instead of blue or white. With conventions satisfied, we went off to watch the match. I’m afraid I can't tell you how the game was played - I was not very expert at the age of five.
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Digging ponds
One of the other early great pleasures in our life was the making of the ponds at the bottom of the valley which I think are now called lakes, but which were called ponds in my day and they were built by my father and my uncle and their friends who did all the hard work.
The joy for us as children was that mother would call us to finish our lessons and come with her to take lunch to the men who were digging the pond. They had taken the cold beef with them and no doubt liquid refreshment, and we would follow on foot with a huge dough pudding wrapped in cloths and follow mother down as fast as our legs would carry us to where the excavations were going on.
Right: Mr Charles Corbett clearing weeds in the lakes during August 1935.
Workhouse children
My mother was one of the very first women in the country to be elected with only one vote cast against her, I may add, as a Poor Law Guardian, and Rural District Councillor she was completely horrified to find that the local workhouse at Uckfield had the husbands and wives carefully divided into respective quarters, but that the children, mental defectives and old women were put hugga mugga together. She was de​termined that that was no place for children and gradually she emptied the workhouse of children by boarding them with our local families. She ended up by clearing out the local workhouse, one at Eastbourne and one in London. At one time she had 40 children to visit every month. She paid out 7 shillings a month from the governing board for a baby, five shillings to keep a child per week. She had to see them through school and I also remember at a comparatively early age, driving the children to a local dentist to be treated.
She was rather at war (you wouldn't be surprised at that if you knew my mother) with a government inspector, a very able woman who came round to see the homes she had selected were suitable and who said "Mrs. Corbett, I do not approve of Mrs. So and So. Her cottage is most untidy".
My mother only said "So long as she slaps and kisses the children as she slaps and kisses her own. I don't care how untidy she is".
And after her death I received letters from Australia Canada and the Services and they nearly all ended up by saying "she was my best friend and some of them in Canada still write to me. She really was an entirely new effort in social welfare. I'm proud of her.
Egypt - Sir Flinders Petrie
We came into contact with Flinders Petrie, the great Egyptologist, through our German governess, Miss Lena Eckenstein, an extremely able woman, who lectured in the summer at the Crystal Palace and other places in London, and who came down to give us lectures and she did this in order to get enough money to go out with Flinders Petrie and help him with his excavations. And so we became great friends with the man and very interested in his work. My father became treasurer of the fund that helped him with his work, and at the age of 80 taught himself to read hieroglyphics, and he and my mother travelled out there to help decipher the inscriptions on the Egyptian monuments.
Education
On education, there was no school in Danehill, other than the village one and that was not considered suitable for us. So, in our very early days we had a French governess who stayed with us for years and of whom we were very fond, and she was succeeded by a German governess of whom we were not fond. My father was a marvellous natural teacher. He would be in the City for four days a week but on other days he would give us lessons. Mother taught us the Bible and the piano; Mam'selle taught us French and French history (I knew more about the French kings than I did the English) and father took us for mathematics, Greek and Latin - not at a very early age. As the years went on we also spent every summer holiday in Boulogne, mixing exclusively with French children, most of whom were pupils of our governess's sister and we lodged with her mother, so that for a time we became completely French and as the British are supposed to be good organisers and the French are individualists, we three were soon in charge of a gang of about 20 children on the sands. I have a photograph of us three dressed in the then fashionable bathing costume which was considerably different from the kind worn today.
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But these holidays gave us respect for other people and above all, it gave us respect for another way of worshipping God, because to our intense mystification, the governess's other sister was a nun in a teaching convent in Boulogne, and we used to go and visit her which was supposed to be something very unusual and rather mysterious. We were not sure what it all meant.
Politics
At the age of 16 I made my first venture into politics when my brother and I canvassed for my father when he was standing for Parliament. We used to go out 7 days a week and canvass in the area where a meeting was due to be held.
I think it was at Fletching where my father, having ad​dressed the meeting, left with my mother and brother to speak at another village. Later on a speech by one of m
 father's friends was drawing to a close when a companion
                    Election poster 1906
said, to my horror, "You will have to move the vote of thanks, you are the only member of the family left". I said “I can't" and at that moment the wretched man sat down and I was on my feet. That was my first political speech at the age of 16, and if you ask the family, they will say that I haven't stopped since.
Votes for Women
Women suffrage - my mother was very keen. My father was described in the House of Commons as the best friend women had there because he always told the leaders the truth. You see, year after year, we had a bill up before the House, and each time friends would tell us it would be alright but it never was and that is what my father said all along - he was always trusted for his forecasts. (He was M.P. for East Grinstead from 1906 - 1910).
So it was at the age of 19 that I became national secretary of the Constitutional Suffrage movement - not the militant one - when I left college in 1902. That lasted for a year: I wanted to earn some money for the house because I was engaged to be married.
From this time on, I was on the National Committee all through the long years. When the militant suffragettes began, I talked to Mrs. Pankhurst and to her daughter, Sylvia, and I admired their wonderful courage, but when they started hurting other people, I had to decide whether I wanted to go on working with the constitutional movement, or whether I would join the militants. Eventually I decided that although I believed in the equality of men and women, there was one sphere in which there was no comparison and that was in sheer physical strength, so I remained a constitutional.
But I think that people who did not live through that time cannot imagine just how silly some of the arguments against female suffrage really were. I recall years later at a fashionable dinner in Rome, where I was seated next to a nice little Duke, who said "But Mrs. Ashby, don't you think a woman's place is in the home" I thought, my God, what did I say? I cannot remember, it seemed so silly at the time. But in those days people really did believe that if you voted differently from your husband once every five years, the marriage would break up. Home life could not continue after such a frightful breach. Looking back, it does seem so extraordinary the arguments that were used against it. But that kept me busy f or a great many years.
Work for world peace
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In international politics, I was on the Executive of the League of Nations with Lord Cecil and George Murray and all the big people of the peace movement. The League of Nations Union was tremendously active. It really was a thrilling campaign. I went up and down the country speaking at the meetings and we had tremendous hopes that the League of Nations really would keep the peace. I think, of course, we were really optimistic but I think it very nearly came off. I remember packed meetings, but I also remember stones being thrown and rats being let loose. Of course, being a countrywoman, I knew the rats were much more frightened of us, than we were of them, and that all they wanted to do was to scurry from the hall. I remember too some very touching scenes, particularly one instance, where at this one meeting I was addressing, a small girl got up and said (this was after the war) "But Mrs. Ashby, don't you think God could make Hitler good?" to which I replied “Well no he can't, not unless Hitler wants to be good" which I hope was good theology.
It was really wonderful to be in with a movement that elicited such an enormous amount of interest and some of the great demonstrations abroad were very interesting indeed and I went to the League of Nations every year because I was president of the International Organisation. The Scandinavian countries sent women in their delegations long before we did and they were all my colleagues, so we tried hard to keep alive the interest of women engaged in the peace work, especially in the collection of the millions of signatures that were finally handed in on the petition to the Disarmament Conference. It was wonderful to be engaged on it.
If I count our own home countries, that is, Wales and Scotland, I have lectured in 27 different countries over the years - by invitation of course. I would say I have had a very interesting and really exciting life. 
VISCOUNT CECIL OF CHELWOOD
Who worked with Dame Margery in the cause of World Peace and the League of Nations.
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(From Who's Who 1953)
CECIL1st Viscount, created 1923, of East Grinstead.

Edgar Algernon Robert CECIL. PC 1915; QC; MA; DCL Oxford; LL D Cambridge, Edinburgh, Manchester, Liverpool, St Andrews, Aberdeen, Princetown, Colunbia, and Athens.

Chancellor of Birmingham University 1918-1944.                                      Visitor St. Hugh's College Oxon;

Hon. Life Member of United Nations Association.                                      President League of Nations Union 1923-1945;

Born:. 14 Sep 1864; 3rd son of 3rd Marquess of Salisbury;

Married: 1889 Lady Eleanor LAMBTON d. of 2nd Earl of Durham.

Educated; Eton, University College, Oxford.                                                Private Secretary to his father 1886-88.

Called to the Bar (Inner Temple) 1887; QC 1889; KC 1901; QC 1952;

MP (C) East Marylebone , 1906-1910, 

MP (C) East Marylebone , 1906-1910, 

               Viscount Cecil of Chelwood 
Contested Blackburn & North Cambridgeshire, 1910

Chancellor and Vicar-Gen. of York 1915;                                         

Parliamentary Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs 1915-1916, 

Assistant Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, 1918;

Minister of Blockade, 1916-1918;                                                     

Lord Privy Seal, 1923-1924;

Chancellor of Duchy of Lancaster, Nov. 1924-Aug1927;

Bencher of the Inner Temple, 1910;                                                    

Chairman, Herts Quarter Sessions, 1911-20;

Rector of the University of Aberdeen, 1924-1927;

President of National Association of Building Societies, 1928-1936;

Nobel Peace Prize 1937;           (Also lists publications)

Address; Chelwood Gate, Haywards Heath, 16 Eaton Place SW1.
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Lover of the country life, with her geese, at her home in Horsted Keynes.
- picture by the “Evening Argus”
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------
MARGERY CORBETT ASHBY -a Life of Work 'thoroughly finished'
(This is the text of an address delivered at Dame Margery's funeral by Mrs. Milner-Gulland of Cumnor House School, which was originally Woodgate, Home of Dame Margery)
Margery Corbett Ashby died a week ago and the world is simply a different place for us all since it lost her particular and very precious radiance.
My family and I have been very close to her these last years for a number of reasons: a family tie through marriage long ago; our life at Woodgate, where she grew up and which now houses the school to which her grandsons came; and my son's links with her husband through their mutual love of the music of Bach. The reason that it is I who am giving this talk is that so many of her rich achievements were on behalf of women and it seems perhaps right that a woman should pay this inadequate but deeply loving tribute. Michael’s invitation to do so fills me with pride, but also with humility.
Thirty-five years ago Margery came into a room full of people at a small party we were giving and from that moment we were under her spell; her mere presence gave a lift and sparkle to the atmosphere of a party, a meeting, even a casual conversations. A fortnight ago when I last saw her -sitting near a picture of herself painted when she was 8 years old the eyes enquiring, kindly, intelligent, the face instantly recognisable 90 years later - I told her this; she smiled and demurred but I hope she believed it and was pleased.
I knew her during only the last third of her many years, but knowing her enriched my own life immeasurably. Until recently, when she became very frail, she had seemed indestructible and, to the very end, her joy in life, her intense interest in everything and everyone - above all in her greatly-loved family, down to the very newest baby - never flagged. Neither did her remarkable ability to communicate with people of all ages.
Memories of her come to me in a series of vignettes;
Her bicycling to the early service in this church, when I - 30 years her junior - was doing it the easy way, by car.
A call to return a book after luncheon one Sunday, being careful to make no noise so as not to disturb the imagined afternoon rest - only to find both her and Brian digging in the garden.
Her amused response to congratulations on her DBE: 'Well, it's nice to be given an honour so late in life that one isn't expected to do anything to deserve it.
Enjoying a barbecue given by the Danehill Historical Society - sitting under a great magnolia she had known as a child - and going on from there to a concert at Worth, with no idea that a day spent in such a fashion at the age of 98 was in any way remarkable.
The grace and felicity of her speech at the opening of our newly - restored Barn last year.
And on countless musical occasions her listening with rapt attention, loving every moment, especially perhaps when the performers were children.
In an article she wrote in I962 she gave a vivid picture of life at Woodgate at the turn of the century - the fetes, the pony trap, the butter - churning, the tennis parties and the houseful of undergraduate friends and relations who made it all so happy and sociable. But it seems to be a characteristic of truly great human beings not to allow sentiment to cloud their vision and her memories of such carefree times were factual, not nostalgic. Like other outstanding men and women, she moved apparently effortlessly through the course of our horrific century, bringing up-to-date judgement to bear on its complexities and appreciating the ways in which for many people life has changed for the better.
There is no need for me to speak of the extraordinary range of her interests nor of her many achievements. They are widely known and we marvel at them - marvelling also that, though witty, she was never hurtful and, though passionately sincere, never strident. The qualities that made all this possible were also those which illuminated her private life. They included, in huge measure, courage, tenacity, warmth and a consuming interest in all sorts and conditions of people. Her friends came from every continent, every class, every creed. From whatever sources she drew her strength - and they certainly included her strong faith - came also her total inability to feel bitterness or to be sorry for herself. On that same last visit she told me how lucky she was: “I don't believe there's anyone else of my own age who suffers no pain”, she said - not thinking to mention chronic giddiness and near‑blindness. “But”, she added, “I am ready to go at any time.”
And now she has gone.
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Probably because we live within arbitrary time‑scales, we feel a twinge of disappointment that the magic century eluded her. But when I really think about it I cannot feel regret, because her life was so complete, so well‑rounded and so content, right to its end. She just slipped out of it in her gentle, un​demanding way, leaving nothing in our hearts but loving gratitude for what she was, what she did, and for having known her.
In the words of Drake's prayer, which is about to be said - her work was indeed “thoroughly finished”, though it is for the rest of us to carry it on and “true glory” is in no way too great a description of the light she shed as she lived among us.
       __________________________
       Nothing too much for her at the age of 97

                                                                 From the” Daily Telegraph”
From Danehill Parish Historical Society Magazine Vol. 1 No. 6. 
AN INTERESTING HISTORY OF “WOODGATE” NOW KNOWN AS CUMNOR HOUSE, FROM 1565 - 1979. 
Researched and written by Margaret Lakin.
Woodgate, renamed Cumnor House for a flourishing Prep School in 1949, is one of the well known properties in the Parish. It is situated about a quarter of a mile north of the village of Danehill off the London/Lewes Road, A275, and commands a glorious view southwards across low lying country to the South Downs. For about sixty years it was the home of our President, Dame Margery Corbett Ashby's family, and earlier in the 19th century it belonged for some 25 years to Warburton Davies, a brother of Francis J. Davies who built Danehurst and was the architect of that large estate on the south side of Church Hill, which afterwards belonged to the Hardy family, members of which still live in Danehill and Horsted Keynes, although Danehurst itself, the house and some of the surrounding land, is now a Nursing Home called “St. Raphaells.”
The following account attempts to give the facts at present known about Woodgate in some sort of chronological order: The first document we have which mentions the property is the Sheffield Survey of 1565 (1), commissioned by the 4th Duke of Norfolk, who almost certainly was the owner of the Manor of Sheffield at this time. This says that “Stephen Bord holdith certen lands called Woodgates”. Eight other properties are listed as being held by him, and he paid "by yere xxs. viiid” for the lot. Stephen Bord must have been a person of some substance, as he held land in other manors in the area, including that of Horsted Keynes Broadhurst (2). A co-renter of Stephen's in the Manor of Sheffield was Richard Sackville (3), who had Sheffield Place itself and the surrounding woods and farm​lands. He was the father of the more famous Thomas Sackville 1536‑1608, Queen Elizabeth 1st’s Lord High Treasurer, made the 1st  Earl of Dorset in 1604, and who actually bought the Manor of Sheffield from the 4th Duke of Norfolk in 1572 (4), the year of the latter's attainder and execu​tion.
The next holder of Woodgate that we know of was Richard Yeoman in 1590 (5). He died.”scized (possessed) of one tenement called Woodgates and 60ac. of free land, also 16ac. of certen lands called Budds (this was at Splaynes Green and was also free land) (6) and his daughter Margaret is the next heir." Seven years later in 1597 (7) we learn that "John Yeoman holds by deed a tenement and lands Woodgates 60ac. -a croft called Collenford 4ac. Budds 16ac. the stringe 2ac. and New hedged Wood ½ ac. Rent 9s.1d. 2 hens 10 eggs and 2 days work in harvest."
In the 17th century we find Richard Wickersham late reeve of the Manor of Sheffield dying in 1658 "seized of freehold lands called Woodgates, and his son Richard is the next heir" (8) . The owner of the Manor at this time was George Neville, grandson of Sir Christopher Neville, who in 1623 (9) had bought it from Richard Sackville 3rd  Earl of Dorset, grandson of the earlier mentioned Thomas Sackville 1st  Earl of Dorset. And then in 1685 Simon Care of Hartfield and William Care of Withyham take over the mortgage on a property (messuage, barn, and land) called Lees Woodgates, Skeelefield, Skeelefield Grove, Bunning's field, Bowerlyfield, the Hilly Crofts 40ac.(10) Finally, in 1698, thirteen years later, George Warnett, yeoman of Fletching, an ancestor of the present Mr Lucas of Danehill, married Ann Care, daughter of Simon Care of Hartfield (11). Presumably, she became, or was the Woodgate heiress because her son William Warnett 1702-1791 paid land tax on a house and land annually from 1750‑1790 (12) Although the property is not named in the Land Tax Returns, in William’s Will, proved in 1791,(13) he leaves his property "all that my freehold messuage or tenement with the appurtenances belonging thereto, wherein I now dwell, commonly called Woodgates situated and lying in the Parish of Fletching” to his younger son George. From 1791‑1798 George Warnett paid land tax on £14 for a house and land(14). The interesting thing is that from 1750 onwards another property paying land tax on £11 and called variously Lossby's, Losby's, Roffyen and Roffeys is suddenly called Woodgate in 1778 and continues with this name, so that we have in 1798 George Warnett paying, on £14 for Woodgate and also a Mr Hutchinson paying on £11 for Woodgate! More interesting still is the statement that in 1799 Mr Hutchinson pays on £11 for Woodgate and on £7 for Walnut's land (Walnut’s thought to be a scribe's error for Warnett’s), whilst George Warnett pays only on £7 for house and land that year. These payments continue until 1808, and then in 1809 we find Mr Hutchinson paying on £11 for Woodgate and on £14 for Warnett's land! (15). George Warnett appears no more in the Land Tax Returns. It is all a little perplexing, hut it does
 seem to be quite clear that Mr Hutchinson bought in two stages, 1799 and 1809, all the property formerly belonging to George Warnett and left to him by his father's will in 1791.
Mr Hutchinson now had a sizable property c.131acres(16) and probably set about improving and enlarging the house. Possibly he demolished whatever was there and built a new and more imposing residence. Mrs Holt (17) has examined the roof structures at Cumnor House and dates the older part of the house (nearest to the A275) to the last 20 or so years of the 18th century the earliest. What exactly Mr Hutchinson did is not known, but it is known that in 1816, some seven years after becoming the owner of the whole property - in collaboration with a fellow J.P., the newly created Earl of Sheffield, he got plans passed for the alteration of the London Lewes Road, so that instead of passing within a yard or so of his front door (which then faced on to the road), it would, as it does now, pass the building in a gentle curve about 150ft. away at the mid point of the curve. At the same time a lane from Horsted Keynes to Chelworth Common, which passed through the property, was stopped up and a footpath was re-routed to the north of the farm buildings (18) . It is also known that in 1818 Mr Hutchinson was thinking of selling Woodgate(19). This apparently he did not accomplish until 1825/26 as he continued to pay land tax on the pro​perty until 1825.
In 1826 Warburton Davies, mentioned at the beginning of this article, began paying the tax and continued to do so until 1831. There is an interesting passage about him and his family in 'St. Raphaells, Danehurst' by D.M.Forrest which can be borrowed from our library.
The 1841 Census Return lists for‑Woodgate, Warburton Davies, aged 50, his wife Sophia aged 45 and their son James (15), who could have been born at Woodgate, together with eight servants. William Partridge is at Woodgate Farm. The very pleasant Farm House, still lived in by a tenant farmer, Mr Smith who so kindly allowed us to visit the house and farm buildings, has been dated by Mrs Holt to about 1840. There is a very interesting document of 1840 recording the granting of a Faculty to F.J. and W. Davies "for new Galleries, Pews, and Vaults" in Holy Trinity Chapel! (The old Church on the site of the present War Memorial) (20) Various documents between 1827 and 1845 mention W. Davies’s property transactions including the Manor of Sheffield Rental of 1833. He bought up quite a lot more land in the district and the 1840 Tithe Award Schedule gives a separate list of his possessions, the total acreage now amounting to 490ac. He and his son of “Woodgate, Danehill' belonged to the recently founded Sussex Archaeological Society in 1848.(21). But the 1851 Census Return does not mention them. It lists William Partridge and family, John Pankhurst and family and one house uninhabited, which rather suggests that the Davies family left the district at about this time. Warburton's successor was Hugh Hughes from Hertfordshire who was buying up land in the area from 1845 onwards (22) In 1851 W. Davies surrendered to him three different properties in the Manor of Horsted Keynes Broadhurst (23) .
Hugh Hughes, aged 24 and his wife Frances Ann, aged 22, were living in Woodgate by 1854. During this year Mrs Hughes visited Mrs Boyce and her sister Rachel Henning at Danehill Vicarage (now Richard Bartram House) and brought with her some music and a slipper pattern which she lent them. Meanwhile, her husband drove with the Vicar and others to Uckfield to complain about their taxes (24). The 1861 Census Return lists Hugh Hughes, aged 31, his wife aged 29, a visitor and four servants. The 1864 Enclosure Award allotted Nos. 5 and 6, two small plots in the triangu​lar area of land at Chelwood Gate bounded by Sandy Lane, Beaconsfield Road and the A2?5 to Hugh Hughes in respect of 206ac. which he held in the Manor of Horsted Keynes Broad​hurst. In 1866, in a professional deed (25) he is mentioned as “of Woodgate”. When he left Woodgate is not known. It would appear to have been about 1867-70.
This account is now concerned with the last one hundred+ a few years ‑ the earlier years of this period being just outside the memory of some of our oldest residents. It was in the 1870s that Dame Margery's family began to be connected with Woodgate. We have no documentary evidence as to actual dates. The Corbett family home at Thames Ditton, Imber Court, was retained until 1898. In Kelly's Directory for 1870 Danehill Park (as Woodgate was called for a short period) is listed as the seat of William Edward Roydes. The 1871 Census Return records: Danehill Park Richard Longley 71. Farm Bailiff, Mary Ann Longley 68,? Turner, farm labourer, Joseph Steadman, groom, Eliza Steadman, laundress. Evidently there were no Corbetts at the time this Census was taken. A stone plaque outside Danehill Burial Ground says "This land …was presented by Charles Joseph Corbett of Thames Ditton in the County of Surrey and owner of Woodgate in this Parish 1873."  C.J. Corbett died at Imber Court on March 24th 1882. On April 19th 1882 Dame Margery, his grand-daughter, was born.We have an Estate Agent's Sale Particulars of Danehill Park 687ac. dated 1882. There was to be an Auction by "Messrs Cobb at the Mart Token House Yard, London on Friday, 14th July 1882 at two o'clock precisely in ONE LOT, by order of the Trustees under the Will of the late owner." Dame Margery has told me that she came with her parents to live at Woodgate when she was six months old, i.e. Oct. 1882. It remained her father's home until he died in 1935.
Possibly C.J. Corbett rented Woodgate as a rough shoot for his five sons to begin with. We do not know exactly what happened, but it is quite clear that Dame Margery's parents, married in 1881, were living at Woodgate in the 1880s and onwards. We have seen Dame Margery's mother's accounts for the years 1888 -1893. These are very interesting and show a remarkably stable period in our history as regards prices. For five years there is no rise in prices whatsoever - 1 lb. suet in 1888 cost is.1 shilling and 4d: 1 lb. suet in 1893 cost is.1 shilling and 4d! We have some letters written by Dame Margery to her mother in 1923/24 from Woodgate, where she and her husband and son and other visitors were spending Christmas, while her parents were abroad travelling in Egypt. These letters give a glimpse of life in the village at that time., The Memorial Hall had just been built and she speaks of going to see 'Bethlehem' beautifully performed there, and also of dances and badminton going on There is trouble with a Hillman, but it gets repaired, “ although the windscreen has gone completely. Jimmie managed to keep it together by bolting it, but it has now shaken to pieces over these awful roads.” She speaks of paying a bill for her mother to Dr. Martindale, an early woman doctor living at this time at Colin Godmans.
Mr Setford, an old resident, speaks of the popularity of Woodgate among the men and boys of the district, who used to act as beaters during a shoot. There was always a picnic lunch for them, but when the shoot was organised from Wood​gate there would also be a delicious hot supper at the end of the day. This apparently was not provided either at Sheffield Place or Searles.
Mrs Marie Corbett, Dame Margery's mother, was a great promoter of women and a keen welfare worker, particularly among women and children. As soon as women were allowed to do such work, in 1894 she became a member of the Uckfield Board of Guardians and remained with them for 36 years. She also belonged to one of the largest Boarding-Out Committees in the country. These committees were concerned with placing homeless children in families, supporting them financially and visiting them regularly. Mrs Corbett had at one time as many as a hundred children under her care in this way. She was also interested in the New Sussex Hospital for Women and Children, Windlesham Road, Brighton. She founded the W.I. in Danehill and was its President until 1931. She was a member of the Parish Council from the time it began work in 1898, and a County Council manager of the local school.
In 1921 Mr Messel of Danehurst entrusted £1,000, which he had given for a village hall to be built in memory of his late wife, to Mrs Corbett. She at once set about raising further money and donated some herself. The hall was built in 1923 on Corbett land and she served on its management committee until 1928. Eventually Mr Corbett handed over the deeds to the Parish Council.
From 1906 to 1910 Mr Corbett was the Liberal M.P. for the East Grinstead Constituency, and was loyally supported by his wife and family during those years. 
Mrs Corbett died in 1932. Charles Henry, her husband, died on November 20th, 1935 at Woodgate. Their only son, Adrian, took over the management of the estate. He created a model dairy farm, and intended to initiate all sorts of alterations, including the stripping of Round Wood and Stripes Wood. He kept a groom and had both farm and riding horses in the stables. Unfortunately, he was seriously injured in a hunting accident and died as a result of it on December 3rd, 1.936.
Mrs Sales took over the Woodgate Dairy project during 1937, and later that year Mr Macmillan came down for the shooting. He was in the process of buying the Woodgate Estate, which he let to a tenant from 1938-40.
During the war years of 1940-45 the Army was in occupation and the house remained empty from 1945-1949. From 1949 onwards the history of Woodgate, from now on called Cumnor House, has been inimitably told in 'School Story' by L.H. Milner Gulland, its recently retired Headmaster. Its history is, of course, not by any means over yet - and neither did it begin in 1565. There is still a great deal to discover about the past of this beautifully sited country house. Surrounded as it is with magnificent trees and parkland, playing fields, pleasure gardens and the superb crinkle crinkle brick kitchen-garden wall, one of only two known in Sussex, it is one of the Special Places in Danehill.
Sources of Information
(1)
E.S.R.O. The Survey of Sheffield Manor SRL/14/5.  
(2)   S.A.S. Horsted Keynes Broadhurst & Danehill Court Rolls.
(3)
E.S.R.O. The Survey of Sheffield Manor SRL/14/5                          (4) From Deeds belonging to Mrs Radford.
(5)
E.S.R.O. Court Baron of the Manor of Sheffield,  Sept‑18 1590.      (6) From papers belonging to Mrs Radford
(7) 
E.S.R.O. Buckhurst Terrier (Folio 275)                       (8) Court Baron of the  Manor of Sheffield April 29 1658
(9) 
From Deeds belonging to Mrs Radford              (10) E.S.R O Professional deeds Searles Papers ADD MIS 2594
(11)
Marriage Certificate                                            (12) Fletching Land,Tax 1750‑-1831
(13) 
E.S.R.O  Will of William Warnett l79l..             (14) & (15) ESRO Fletching Land Tax 1750‑1831
(16) 
Sale Particulars for. Woodgate 1818. Danehill Parish Historical Society.
(17) 
An expert on the dating of houses, to whom much in the way of thanks is due.
(18) 
E.S.R.O. Woodgate Diversion 1816; see also D.P.H.S. Mag. Vol .I No.2
(19) 
Sale Particulars for Woodgate 1818 D.P.H.S.      (20) From Deeds held by Mrs Hardy
(21) 
S.A.S. founded by Lower in 1846.'Sussex Archaeological Collections Vol. 1 1848.
(22) 
E.S.R.O. Court Barons/Manor of Sheffield.Oct.31.1845 (23)         Horsted Keynes Broadhurst Dec.2nd. 1851
(24) 
The Letters of Rachel Henning:  edit. D. Adams
(25) 
From a professional deed in the possession of Messrs. Lewis Holman& Lawrence of Lewes.
Although not acknowledged at the time, the information on the Warnett family and other information on Woodgate was supplied by Mr. P. G. Lucas.
--------------------------------------------------
From Danehill Parish Historical Society Magazine Vol. 1 No 2 – Sep. 1978
WHY THE DIVERSION ?
By John Kerner
Prior to 1816, the main road from Chelwood Gate to Danehill, which is now the A275 but at that time was a turnpike, ran past the west side of Cumnor House School, known in 1816 as Woodgate House. There was also at this time a lane, which ran from Chelworth Common to Horsted Keynes, which passed between Woodgate House and Woodgate Farm, as shown on the map as old lane.
Peter Morley Hutchinson, who in 1816 was the owner of Woodgate House, applied to the local Justices of the Peace, who were then sitting in the village of Fletching, to have the turnpike road diverted to its present course (now the A275), so that it ran about 150 feet from the house, instead of just a few feet away from the house as it then did.
Also, to have the old lane to Horsted Keynes stopped up, and to be replaced by a footpath, which still exists, passing just north of Woodgate Farm.
As part of the course of the diverted road ran over waste land belonging to the Earl of Sheffield, the Lord of the Manor, it was necessary to obtain the Earl's consent. The rest of the course, and that of the new footpath, was to run over land belonging to Mr. Hutchinson.
On the llth July 1816, at a meeting held in Fletching by the Justices, the Earl of Sheffield and a Richard Young, the plan was approved. Mr. Hutchinson having to bear the costs.
Sketch of plan and information taken from documents obtained from the East Sussex Records Office, Pelham House, Lewes, and permission obtained to publish.
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From Danehill Parish Historical Society Magazine Vol. 1 No. 6-  Jan 1980.
AN INTERESTING FIND
By Leslie Buckland
This short article described how, in the Spring of 1979, the gardener at Woodgate found “two irregular shaped pieces of mosaic paving” when a trench was cut for the water supply to the newly re-erected old barn.
Following Inspection of the site and the find it was concluded that this was part of the hardcore used for the drive and was of 19th century origin.
Mr Buckland consulted our then President, the late Dame Margery Corbett Ashby, whose father Mr C.H. Corbett had extended Woodgate at the end of the nineteenth century with an old farmhouse as the nucleus. Dame Margery had no recollection of any mosaic pavements, but stated - “The house was originally extended with the entrance facing West towards the main road (A.275), but as this meant stepping straight into the drawing room, her mother's objection prevailed and Mr. Corbett had a new entrance made on the North side of the house, where it is still used. The drawing room was then made into a library and study.
----------------------------------------------------
Mrs. MARIE CORBETT AND THE WORKHOUSE
Extract from Danehill Parish Historical Society Magazine Volume 3 No. 5.
Article”The Union or Workhouse System of Poor Relief Post 1834” by Leonie Davenport.
In 1895 a Ladies Visiting Committee was formed at Uckfield, which was to be kept at four members for visiting the female and children’s departments of the workhouse. (4.3.1895). The driving force behind much of this work was Mrs. Marie Corbett. In the same year Mrs. Corbett was also appointed to the School Board of Inspection. (16.4.1895).
She was furthermore a prominent member of the Uckfield Union Boarding Out Committee which was one of the largest formed. These committees took on the task of attempting to place the workhouse children with private families. They then continued to support them financially and regularly visited the homes and reported on the children's welfare and progress. Mrs. Corbett was a tireless worker in this cause and at one time had as many as a hundred of such children under her responsibility.
All the children listed in the Quarterly Report below were personally supervised by Marie Corbett for the Boarding Out Committee: "Alice George and Harry Avis; Arthur Cain; Harry Goldsmith; Frances and George Lancaster; Charles Pankhurst Mayers 'a sharp boy, well forward in schoolwork, very clean and making good progress'; Alice and Edward Piper; Winifred Ovenden; Rupert Smith; Rosina Wood 'cleanly and comfortably dressed, and appears to be quite healthy and happy; she is. a very good and affectionate child and is making much better progress then formerly at school; her nervous​ness is fast disappearing’; Dorothy and Ivy Wren - Signed: Marie Corbett." (1) 
Examples of the work of the Boarding Out Committee exhibit a caring attitude and attention to detail far divorced from the early workhouse days. In April 1896 Mrs. Corbett, on behalf of the Boarding Out Committee, applied to the Guardians for "leave to take from the workhouse a boy George Wood in order that he might be boarded out" and it was resolved that "Mrs. Corbett's application be granted." (1.4.1896).
However. Mrs. Corbett later informed the Guardians that George Wood whom she had intended to place with Mrs. C. Deacon in accordance with the permission given her at the last meeting, was ill and could not at present be removed from the workhouse and that, in consequence, she now applied for leave to place Nellie Earl, who was then in the House, with Mrs. Deacon who was “willing to act as foster mother to her". The Guardians unanimously granted the application. (12.4.1896).
Mrs. Corbett reported George Wood, "in accord​ance with arrangements, had been removed from the Union to Mrs. Sarah Jane Knight's of Chatterton Place, Chelwood Gate, Danehill." Mrs. Corbett also reported that "Nellie Earl had been removed from the Union to Mrs. Caroline Deacon’s of Chelwood Gate" and Mrs. Corbett provided a Doctors Certificate. Acknowledgement of Mrs. Deacon and her undertaking. (27.4.1896).
Regular reports to the Board of Guardians were made by the Boarding Out Committee. "The four children boarded out respectively on November 6, 11 and December 13 1895 have been regularly visited by members of the Uckfield Boarding Out Committee within the prescribed periods. The homes of the foster mothers were found in all respects to be satisfactory, clean and well‑aired and the children's clothes were all in good condition and well‑repaired. The children were clean, neat and well‑nourished. The Doctor was called in to visit Annie Goldsmith, John Goldsmith and Ada Morley, but in neither case was the illness serious or of long duration." The intelligence and capability of the children in each case was said to be much improved and no complaints of any importance had been made either by the parents or the children. It was signed by Marie Corbett (Secretary), Marion Summers (who was the wife of the then Vicar of Danehill) and Charlotte Wood (of North Northlands Farm, Danehill). (13.4.1896).
'”The Committee has pleasure in reporting that during the Quarter the children boarded out under their care are all well, happy, clean and generally well cared for, improving in intelli​gence and capabilities. They seem for the most part much liked in their homes. Only one child causes anxiety. Anne Goldsmith is not making the progress wished in usefulness and self reliance nor seems to be very happy. The Committee is taking steps to alter these conditions. One foster mother was much annoyed by the visit of a woman named Mrs. Alchorne who confessed to be the aunt of Nellie Earl and who had been refused by the foster mother permission to call on the child at any rate for a short time.” It was signed Marie Corbett (Secretary), A. Louisa C. Hardy, Adela G.C. Hardy, Charlotte Wood & Mary J. Cobbam (members of the Committee). (20.7.1896)
Due to the influence of the ladies of Danehill on the Boarding Out Committee, several children were placed with foster homes within the village and such examples may be of interest:
Harold William Goldsmith, aged 1 yr 6 mths, C of E, with Mrs. Fanny Bates, New Cottages, Chelwood Common, Danehill; first boarded out 18.9.1905.
Rupert Smith, 6, with Eliza Head of Sheffield Green since 4.5.1907.
Nelson James Bassett, 14, with Clara Head of Collingford Farm, Danehill since 2.4.1906. 
Alice Vera Newnham, aged 14 yrs, C of E, with Mrs. Alice Pollard (grandmother) of Chelwood Gate, first boarded out 9.3.1914. 
James William Payne, CofE, with Mrs. F .Bates, first boarded out 2.6.1914, deserted aged 2 1/2..
Ethel Georgina, baptised 8 wks old, a foster daughter of Luther Samuel Curd and his wife
Alice (nee Dicker) of Chelwood Common, boarded out from the Union, no parentage given. (2)
(1)  Minutes of the Board of Guardians 23. 11. 1911 Supervision of Uckfield Boarding Out Committee Quarter ended 30 September  1911.
(2) Danehill Parish Baptismal Register, ESRO.
[image: image5.jpg]DANEHILL,

Election of Guardians

4AND

DISTRICT COUNCIL,

March, 1899.

THE POLLING will take place at

THE SCHOOLS,
On MONDAY, MARCH 27th,

Between the hours of 12 noon and 8 p.m.

If you wish for Old Folk to receive Qutdoor
Relief and not be sent to the Workhouse, put a X

ulk)ws
CORBETT .
ol Loot Ahe ollus d.cld
MARSHALL X
: |

Printed and Published by F. Maplesden, Hast Cnr_i_xv:sl.ead‘

Gel Qul




MRS.MARIE CORBETT, nee GRAY
Further to the above article, Mrs. Corbett's grandson, Dr. Michael Ashby, has been kind enough to contribute these most interesting reminiscences. After the success of a modest start the whole operation expanded and I most vividly remember as a small boy of say 7, seeing my Grandmother leaving to go round what must have been 30 or 40 families to see the adopted children and pay the mothers the then 10 shillings a week per adopted child for its food and clothes. The wad of clean 10 shilling notes was over half an inch thick; my eyes bulged! Bearing in mind that wages then were about £2 a week, the grant at a quarter of the family's income was extremely welcome.
All those who had anything to do with the boarding out seemed to regard it as a great success. After Grannie died the family were not only surprised, but deeply touched, by letters that came in from all over the world from people who said that their whole lives had been transformed by the loving start that they had been given in the families to which they had been boarded out by Mrs Corbett.
In brief then, in 1905 the Royal Commission on the Poor Law and the Unemployed was set up. In 1909 the old age pension was introduced and a national network of labour exchanges formed. In 1911 unemployment and health insurance commenced. In 1913 the word workhouse ceased to be used in official documents. World War I dramatically reduced the numbers claiming poor relief. A Ministry of Labour and Health was formed. The Committee on Post War Reconstruction concluded the poor law system had outlived its usefulness. The abolition of the Boards of Guardians and the Unions followed and power was handed over to the county councils and boroughs who would handle each type of case (sick, aged, insane, children, destitute and able‑bodied) through special authorities. on 27th March 1929 the Local Government Bill received Royal Assent. Many workhouse buildings survived as little changed institutions, that at Uckfield becoming the High View Residential Hospital. However, in November 1971 the Secretary of State for Health and Social Security urged local authorities to prepare plans for the demolition and replace​ment of old and out of date buildings. High View House was declared unfit for inhabitation in 1977, given up by the County Council and pulled down shortly after. An era had finally been erased.
References
1. Minute Books of The Board of Guardians for Uckfield Union; E.S.R.O. G11/1a/1 (1836) ‑la/31 (1930). Please note that, unless otherwise stated, all other references and quotations are taken from the Minute Books and will not be itemised. Dates of individual entries where appropriate will be contained within the text.
From Danehill Parish Historical Society Magazine Volume 4 No. 8
TWO DANEHILL HONOURS 
SIR JULIAN CQRBETT AND DAME MARGERY CORBETT ASHBY
By Dr. Michael Corbett Ashby
SIR JULIAN CORBETT
Julian, the next eldest brother to Charles Corbett, was without doubt the most talented member of the whole Corbett family. Born at Imber Court in 1854, he followed Charles to Marlborough, and then went to Trinity College Cambridge, and was then called to the bar, with no need to practise, he devoted himself to the study of British Naval History, publishing many books on the subject, of which "Drake and the Tudor Navy" was the best known.
He lectured on Naval tactics at Greenwich and Portsmouth. Guns and armour had increased, but the basics of war at sea had not. So highly was he regarded that he was asked to join the Committee of Imperial Defence, along no doubt with Kitchener, the Service Chiefs, the Prime Minister and the Minister of War.
On 5th August 1914 he was called urgently to the Admiralty in London, and played a key roll in the strategy of the desperate war at sea. When the U Boat shipping losses became so great that starvation and defeat were threatening, it seems that he played a key part in three great steps.
A talented artist himself, he worked on the techniques of marine camouflage, making it far more difficult to gauge the course and type of target, especially through a periscope. He played a leading part in pressing for, and designing the belated introduction of the convoy system which saved us from defeat.
He also pressed forward with the Q ships. These were battered old tramp ships, harmless and not worth a valuable German torpedo. The U Boat would surface and order the crew to the boats. A specially trained "panic party" would disembark in utter confusion, while the U Boat looked on with contempt as its gun crew came on deck to sink its prey.
As the panic party rowed clear, down crashed the screen, and the 4" gun crew fired at the U Boat's vulnerable hull. Only one hit would make it unable to dive. No longer could U Boats save their torpedoes for more valuable targets.
For these great services, Julian was knighted, and he was also asked to write the Official Naval History of the War. By the time of his early death in 1922 he had only completed the great work up to the Battle of Jut land. He was elected a Fellow of Trinity College Cambridge. ( ? The only Danehill Oxbridge Fellow.)
Sir Julian, his wife, Elisabeth and Richard lived at Forest Farm at the northern end of the Woodgate estate; He was buried in the Danehill All Saints Cemetery. Fate took a strange revenge for all the lives he had saved in our war with Germany. In World War 2 a German bomb, intended for London was dropped by a nervous airman over Danehill. Sadly it scored a direct hit on Sir Julian's grave, not a stone of which survived. There is however a bronze plaque in his memory inside the church. He was a worthy citizen of a great Christian community.
DAME MARGERY CORBETT ASHBY DBE
My Mother was so well known and loved in Danehill that I offer these brief notes for those too young or new to have known her.
The three children of Charles and Marie Corbett
Margery, Adrian and Cicely - were all educated to University standard entirely at home at Woodgate. Charles taught them Maths, Latin, Greek and History, and their Mother taught them Scripture and Music. French, and later German, were taught by Governesses.
Deeply religious, Margery devoted her life to the cause of others. This was mainly directed towards the rights and welfare of Women throughout the world, and in this cause she visited and spoke at meetings and Congresses in about 27 different countries.
In 1924, when only 42, she was elected to be the new President of the International Alliance for Suffrage and Equal Citizenship at a huge international congress in Rome. Mussilini(check spelling) had only come to power the year before and was not yet a villain. Alas, like Hitler was later to be, he was regarded as a national hero and saviour. He was presented with a bouquet of flowers by a little blond English boy whose identity I wish to remain secret.
A crisis arose at the Congress as not a single speech had been made In Italian. Margery sensed the growing anger of national pride and rose to make the concluding speech, nervously facing the rising tumult in the great hall, --   "Signore e Signora”     a deathly hush descended, Italian at last! After only three weeks in Rome, and a good knowledge of Latin and fluent in French, Margery began her thanks and best wishes for the women of Italy. Each time she hesitated for the loss of a word, the excited press sitting below the platform whispered the right one up for her. The day was saved, and the new young President sat down to thunderous applause.
Margery was a co‑founder of the Townswomen's Guilds, and I hope you will forgive her, a Vice President of the Liberal Party.
At the ripe old age of 85, Margery was asked by the Prime Minister if she would accept the honour of a Dame of the British Empire. Margery did indeed accept with surprise, and even greater curiosity, as to which of her many activities it could have been due. It was only as HM the Queen laid the sword upon her that she heard her say *For Services to the Empire"!
Margery had indeed worked hard for the Hundreds of Millions of women in India, Ceylon and all over the World, stressing the need for them to work for peace, and their duty to strive for their civil rights and family welfare.
Many of you may remember that the last honour she received was to be made co‑founder and first President of your Danehill Historical Society. Long may it survive and prosper, as also your flourishing Church community.
Footnote by P. G. Lucas:
At some time in the 1980s I was at Haywards Heath Station forecourt on my way to Victoria when a Reliant Robin parked. Out stepped Dame Margery and her gardener, in whose car she had been driven... She greeted me with her usual warmth adding “Where are you going, Mr. Lucas”. When I told she said to her gardener “I am sure Mr Lucas will see me safely to Victoria”. We chatted about things during the journey. Dame Margery told me she was going to the Albert Hall for a special meeting of The Townswoman’s Guild. On arrival at Victoria she was met by a bevy of well dresses ladies and whisked away.
When we next met I asked her about her visit to the Albert Hall, her reply went as follows
--- “The ladies in whose care you left me took me to a taxi. As we drove along I realised that we were not heading in the direction of the Albert Hall. “Where are we going?” I asked. They explained that they were taking me to a nearby flat until it was time for the meeting. I was getting anxious that we would be late “Do not worry” they said “There is plenty of time.” Eventually we drove to the Albert Hall and I was ushered in and along an unfamiliar corridor. After a few minutes wait I was shown through a door and found myself in the Royal Box. Everyone in the packed Hall rose to their feet and applauded me. I can tell you, that was an experience I will never forget”.
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A charming study of Dame Margery, taken about 1925 





UCKFIELD “WORKHOUSE” (Now demolished)


Mrs Marie Corbett “rescued” many children from a life in here to live with local families.
















