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DISCLAIMER: 

Pagham-on-Sea, East Sussex, is not to be confused with Pagham, West Sussex. The folklore of Pagham-on-Sea, not a popular holiday spot despite its accessibility from London, has been patchily collected by local historians and the History Society over the years. 
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Rev. John Darius Allardyce of St Mark’s, Pagham-on-Sea, collected a few local variants of English folktales and some of these are recorded here. Rev. J. D. Allardyce (1832-1920) only published his findings locally in the pamphlets of the local history society, to whom he left the contents of his study. It was in such a state of chaos with no coherent filing system except that which existed solely in Rev. Allardyce’s head, that it took several years before complete collections of his work could be collated and published. Several collections are now available as reprints through the University of Basingstoke Press.
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As a long-standing member of the Pagham-on-Sea History Society, C. M. Rosens has collected some of these together with other snippets from parish and council newsletters and book extracts reprinted with permission. These are for entertainment purposes only and it should not be assumed that there is anything actually arcane or unusual about the long barrows in Barrow Field (which is private property) or the Punch and Judy shop in Hangman’s Walk.
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A Medieval Account of the Meteorite Strike in Roman Times, from c.1189
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CHRONICA MAIORA (by an anonymous monk of Fairwood Abbey, a small Benedictine foundation of 1165, dissolved 1532) trans. and ed. Harold Bishop, (Basingstoke University Press: Basingstoke, 1973)
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IN THE DAYS OF THE Romans, a hairy-tailed star fell from heaven and struck the ground where the ironworks once stood. Their soothsayers claimed this as a bad omen, and with the star came a pestilence among the Roman camp, a punishment from Almighty God for their treatment of the local inhabitants who had lately turned to Most Holy Christ under the teaching of missionaries from Rome. For their commander (dominus) was a cruel man and by the influence of the devil, an enemy of the new faith [Christianity].

And he had taken the missionaries - St Theophilus, St Ambrosius and St Justus - to be flayed and hanged outside the camp, and from the place where the blood of these three gentle martyrs collected in a pool, a holy spring came forth from the ground between the roots of the tree on which they were hanged, and many infirm were healed who drank from it.

After the fall of the comet, the Roman forge was destroyed, and those who disturbed the place where it fell became as beasts, without reason or the power of speech. Just as the great king Nebuchadnezzar was struck down in the day of Daniel, so too were the Romans struck down. Many of the commander's men were heard to howl and snarl as if they were wolves or dogs, and they did slaver and foam at the mouth as though possessed. At night they roamed the woods and lonely countryside in the most polluted places, looking for travellers to waylay and to bite at, until their own fellow-soldiers came with swords and others also with swords and spears and some with sticks to make a swift end of them.

The crater wherein it lay became the cradle of the pestilence that did destroy the Roman camp and its most cruel commander, and thus did the mighty hand of our Lord God strike against [their] wickedness.

To this day, the ground whereon the comet fell is unwholesome and is much avoided. People do not travel there, and will not go that way by night. Yet in the daylight some bold and foolish men have strayed to the place and taken some of the stones from that place, and washed these stones in the holy spring of the Three Martyrs, and thus purified them: and the stones so washed are said to have healing and restorative properties.

But the stones that are unwashed and taken away from the spot are to be placed under the beds of [one's] enemies, for then the stones will effect a curse upon them.
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Jennet, Jenny and Pinnie-Pen
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A folktale from Pagham-on-Sea, recorded by Rev. J. D. Allardyce (1904)

This tale was collected from Richard Pendle in the parish of St Mark’s, Pagham-on-Sea. Richard Pendle’s uncle, Thomas Pendle, was the gamekeeper of Fairwood House. Richard Pendle married Eleanor Hunderby of Barrow Farm in 1873. This is a tale passed down by the Hunderbys of Barrow Farm, although since the disappearance of Eleanor in 1876 there has been great animosity between the two families, resulting in Richard Pendle’s estrangement from his own relations. It was a rare event that I was able to speak with him, for he is a solitary man and greatly dislikes company. Richard Pendle was the last to bear the Pendle name: his three cousins, Beverley, Olive and Eileen, all took married names and bestowed these upon their numerous children, although their husbands are something of a mystery and there is no record of their marriages in the parish records. 

~ Margin note for this tale by J. D. Allardyce
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THERE’S A TALE TOLD of Barrow Field though no folk believe on it now, of the time Old Joss Hunderby went widdershins around the largest of the barrows there after a lamb, and before he knew what was what a door opened in the side and out of it he heard a strange sound like singing. 

Old Joss he crossed hisself and said a prayer and peeped in at the door to see what it was all about, but before he could do any more it all went dark inside and a voice calls out, 

Come horse, come cow, come small brown hen, 
Come Jennet, Jenny and Pinnie-Pen!
Well, Old Joss wondered what this was and thought it was the farisees and their little tricks, but he couldn't move from the spot, it were like his legs were stuck together. He tried and tried and tried again but he couldn't go back, and he couldn't go left, and he couldn't go right, but he could take a step further into the barrow. 'If I can't go back, and I can't go left, and I can't go right, I might as well go forwards,' Old Joss thought, and he took a step inside the door. 

There in the barrow Old Joss saw three figures, all strange-fashioned in the gloom, two with large heads, one with small, and all bundled up in old travelling clothes. He scratched his head and thought to sneak out another way, but the door closed and he was there with no way out, all in the dark tomb of stone with the grass growing tall over it. Well, Old Joss was afeared and he clutched at his smock, but it was no good now for what's done is done and there's no going back from it.

Then he heard the voice again, coming from one of the figures.

"Well Jennet," said the one, "I heard the batfowlers last night in the woods, a-catching fowl. The fowl say beware the false feathers."

"Well Jenny," said another, "I heard the flittermouse last night in the fields, a-catching moths. The moths say beware the false lights."

"Well Pinnie-Pen," said the third, "I heard the kime last night in the hedgerow a-catching meese. The meese say beware the false smiles."

Old Joss could take it no more: "And I heard the mawkin last night in the fields a-catching cold!" He burst out, "And I'll not be a-listening to you no longer!" And with that he groped around the stones until he found the door again, and the three figures took down their hoods and stared at him behind their mummers' masks, one with a horse-head, one with a cow-head, and one with the head of a small brown hen. 

Well, Old Joss lay bethered after that, and for three long weeks he never stirred, until one night his son came in to say he had seen the strangest sight: marching down from the long barrow in Barrow Field at sunset was a troop of little men all scarce four inches high, and all wore fern-fronds in their caps that bobbed like feathers, and they made their way merrily down the road in procession, the lad following them at a distance to see where they might go, until they came to the grounds of the big house, and there they danced around the well in the garden. And the lad hid in the bushes and watched the little men dance, and as they danced strange lights like small dandelion puffs rose out of the well and danced with them, glowing like tiny pearls. And the lad watched and watched until one of the little men stopped dancing and called out, "I twets, do you twet?" and the lad couldn't help but laugh - but laughing gave him away and the little men all scattered. 

"You must beware the little men with their false feathers, false lights and false smiles," Old Joss told his son, remembering the words he'd heard in the barrow. But the lad was curious and although he promised his father, he went back to the big house to hide in the bushes the following night to see if the little men would return. 

Well, this time, the little men came back and danced with the lights around the well - and this time as before one stopped dancing, all out of breath, and cried out, "Puck! I twets, do you twet?" And as before the lad couldn't help but laugh and give himself away.

But this time the leader of the little men came to the lad with a smile as long as a staff, and invited him to dance with them. "You little fluttergrub, hiding there in the dirt," the little man said, "Come away with us, and we will fill your pockets with riches." 

Well, the lad was sorely tempted, and although he had promised his father, he soon found himself dancing with the little men, around and around and around the well, and then when he could dance no more they caught him up, some on his right leg, some on his left, and lifted him like he weighed no more than a sparrow, and they took him off down the road and back to the barrow where they came from, and the lad was heard of no more.

Old Joss got hisself out of bed to find his son, and went widdershins about the barrow again - but no little men did he find, only the darkness of the tomb and the stones, and the three misshapen figures, all dressed up to go travelling. And again he heard that voice saying,

Come horse, come cow, come small brown hen,
Come Jennet, Jenny and Pinnie-Pen!

"I'll give ye Jennet, Jenny and Pinnie-Pen!" Old Joss roared, and set about them with his cane, beside himself for the loss of his boy. "Give to me my child, you little devils!" And he set about to pull at the heads of the figures to see who was playing tricks. But as he pulled at them they fell all in a heap; for what he took to be mummers' masks were no masks at all, and his fingers found the blood-stiff yarn stitches that sewed the heads to their necks. 

And they found Old Joss fitting in Barrow Field and he died that same day, and they never found the boy, not ever, and they say there's still lights in the well of the big house from time to time, and singing too, if
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