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“A hunting we will go!”
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Ellen with her mother and father in the grounds of Northroyd



The Halls of Englefield Green.

In 1861 a 74 year old carpenter called William Hall lived with his wife
Marie in a cottage at the angle of Englefield Green. Next door but one
to them lived their son John and daughter-in-law Elizabeth with two of
their sons. In the cottage next door on the other side, lived John Hall’'s
oldest son, William, aged 23 with his wife Ann Hall (nee Knibbs from
old Windsor). John Hall and the younger William were both
agricultural labourers So there were three generations of the Hall
family living “on the Green” at the same time!

Lady Warwick’s staff. William Hall on far right

The young William Hall (1837-1894) went on to become head
Gardener to Lady Warwick. He and Annie had ten children. Many of
his sons rose to become head gardeners, Jack to Sir Robert Peel, Bill
to Lady de Vesey, Bert to a high court judge and James to Mr
Donner. William died before my mother, Ellen Hall, was born but she
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could just remember her grandmother, Annie, with her parrot, called,
of course, Polly. Their graves are in Englefield Green Churchyard.

William’s second son James was born in 1873. When he was 18 he
was learning his trade as an assistant gardener to Frederick Christian
Charles Augustus, prince of Schlewig Holstein. His address was The
Gardener’s Bothy, Cumberland Lodge. He later joined his brother Bill
at Lady Warwick’s.

Lady Warwick’s indoor & outdoor staff. James Hall on far left

James Hall married Mathilda Scholfield from Rochdale on 12™ April
1906 and their first child, Ellen, was born a year later.

This is her story....



Early childhood and illnesses

Ellen Hall

“I was born on the 19th April 1907 at 28 Middle Hill, between
Englefield Green and Egham. | had one brother, James Leslie, born
on the 6th April, 1912, at the Stables Cottage, "Northroyd",
Bishopsgate. My mother tried hard to get him called Leslie, but with
so many of my Father's family living in the village, she was
outnumbered and all his short life he was known as "Little Jim" and
Jimmy in our immediate circle. He died from meningitis on the 28th
April 1922, just a few days after his 10th birthday.

My mother never really got over the shock of Jimmy's death. Mr
Hancock, headmaster of the boy's school, asked permission to line
the boys up outside the school when the cortege passed. My parents
readily agreed to this, but it added to my mother's deep distress. The
neighbours were very kind. The doctor had asked Mother to darken
Jimmy's bedroom. At that time we had lace curtains and Holland
blinds. Promptly one of our neighbours took down her own dark
bedroom curtains, brought them in, and pinned them up in my
brother's room. Perhaps another neighbour was right when she said
"A little help is worth a lot of sympathy."



Jimmy and Mathilda Hall outside 36 Armstrong Rd
Note the Lace curtains and Holland Blinds

"When | was about six years old my tonsils had to be removed. The
operation was performed at home. Can you imagine it? On the
kitchen table with a huge bath of sawdust at the side. Several years
later | went into the cottage hospital, when they were (I think)
completely removed.

It was fortunate that | had the first operation when | did. A bad
outbreak of diphtheria swept the village and | was one of its victims.
As soon as Dr Nicholson saw me he said, "Thank God that child had
her tonsil operation.” Many of my fellow pupils at Bishopsgate School
died, including Harry Packer, Edith North and Reggie Kane so,
naturally, my parents were very distressed to see me go in the
dreaded "Fever van", a horse drawn ambulance, to the hospital. |
remember arriving in hospital very feverish, and frightened, especially
of a gas lamp popping away over my head. | only knew oil lamps. |
was given milk in a feeding cup, and so have disliked drinking milk on
its own ever since. A week later my mother was admitted into the
hospital (I think the only adult) together with my brother who could
only have been about a year old. In view of the seriousness of the
outbreak nobody wanted to take care of Jimmy except Aunt Ada and
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Uncle Bill. As they had five children of their own, their kind offer
could not be accepted and Jimmy had to go into the "fever hospital”
with my mother.

There were no spare beds so his cot had to be taken on top of the
ambulance. There was much talk in the village about taking a small
child into the hospital but | was too young to understand this. A Mr
Ladbrooke, a councillor, had a lot to say, but did nothing. | was only
too pleased to have my mother and brother with me. My only
grievance was, my mother came in a week after me and went home a
week earlier. We were supposed to keep on our backs. All the
doctors except ours had their patients tied down with flannel
bandages. Dr Nicholson did not believe in this so mother and | were
almost honour bound not to get out of bed .Jimmy, of course, toddled
about the ward, but could not get up if he slipped on the polished
floor. Naturally Mother got out of bed to pick him up.

However we eventually
got over this bad period.

| was allowed home, our
home having been
thoroughly fumigated with
sulphur candles and
redecorated with hideous
wallpaper which we
children pulled off when
we were supposed to be
asleep. A year or two
later when there was
hardly another case
around, Jimmy caught
scarlet fever and went
once again in the fever
van. Fortunately this was
not too serious, except
that he had to spend
Christmas in the isolation
hospital. In those days
children caught a lot of

infectious diseases: Ellen with Mickey the dog



measles, chickenpox, whooping cough, German measles, and the
two already mentioned.

| had the lot except scarlet fever. Not only did the child with the
infection have to stay away from school, but brothers and sisters as
well. | suppose this was the only means of controlling the epidemic,
but it meant a lot of lost schooling.

The Great War

| was seven year old when war was declared against Germany. | was
taken to Egham Station to see the first troop train of local lads pull
out. Although I was so young | sensed the tragedy of it all despite the
cheering and flag waving. At that time everybody was sure the war
would be over by Christmas. Instead it dragged on for four weary
years.

We were all very patriotic, especially Miss Marcham, the
headmistress of Englefield Green Girls School. On one occasion
when a regiment of soldiers were marching from Aldershot to Windsor
they stopped to rest on the village green, and water the horses pulling
the supply carts and gun carriages. Miss Marcham went to an
ambulance and pulled out bandages to bind up the blistered and
bleeding feet of many of the marchers. They were all young men who
had received very little training for long route marches carrying heavy
loads. No young officer was going to tell Miss Marcham what to do
and what not to do.

We girls felt sorry for the

horses. Some of them were

suitable for pulling heavy

guns but many were not. In

the Donners' stable were Mr

Donner's hunter, Robin, Mrs

Donner's riding horse, Revel,

(a beautiful grey), Exmoor

the pony, and the pride of

the stable, Raven and Rook,

a lovely jet black carriage pair. When the officer commandeering
horses came round he took one of the carriage pair. He probably
wanted it for himself, as officers rode, while men marched. Robin
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would have been much more suitable. We all wept, including the
coachman and groom to see such a lovely horse go off to battle.

Princess Christiana's Red Cross Hospital was built on the outskirts of
the village. The ambulances were small trucks with red crosses
painted on the tops. When the first convoy of ambulances drove
through Englefield Green | could not understand why my mother was
crying. Of course | realised later that they were all badly wounded
men in their late teens or early twenties. We were very short of food
at one time, and once a week the hospital sold their surplus dripping,
so we children were sent with basins to get some of this valuable
commodity. A great treat was bread and dripping with a little sugar
sprinkled on it. Our school became involved with the hospital. Miss
Marcham would take two girls on Sunday afternoons to visit the
wards. Of course we tried to collect all the goodies for the wounded
that we could, but this was not an easy task as we were so short of
this sort of thing ourselves, however we did what we could, collecting
eggs, cigarettes, and sweets. One soldier had his 21st birthday in
hospital, so Miss Marcham somehow or other managed a cake and a
few little luxuries for him. | well remember my father saying, "I bet the
rest will be having a 21st birthday now". He was right! You could not
blame them for trying it on, but it became more and more difficult to
get little extras, and finally, impossible.

Another of Miss Marcham's bright ideas was that we should do the
hospital's mending in school. Oh! The clothes baskets full of socks
that we waded through! [ think we all thought that if we did not darn
nicely we would lose the war! One thing we could all do when we left
school was darn. In later life | saw some mending by my old school
friends and we all darned alike. To this day if | try to skimp something
| feel Mrs Marcham looking over my shoulder and saying, "If a job's
worth doing it's worth doing well"!

| remember lying in bed listening to Percy Connolly playing his mouth
organ on his way home along Armstrong Road. | thought the music
beautiful. As soon as he was 18 Percy joined the navy. He was lost
at sea. This was one of the first of many village tragedies. Very soon
many of the young men we knew were joining up, including many of
my cousins. | well remember a recruiting officer standing on the
school lawn one summer evening calling on men to join up. The
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slogan was "Kitchener Needs You". Unfortunately Kitchener was lost
at sea when on HMS Hampshire. We had no radio in those days.
Apart from the daily newspapers news was carried mouth to mouth.
So | raced home to tell my mother that Lord Kitchener had drowned,
not at all realising the serious effect it could have on the war.

My great great uncle
and aunt Knibbs of Old
Windsor had six sons,
all in the navy. They
had a letter of
congratulation from King
George V. | do not
know if they all survived
the war. Two of my first
cousins were killed; Bill
Huggins in the Marines,
(Aunt Betty's oldest
son). He was killed on
HMS Vindictive when
they were blocking
Zebrugge harbour. Her
second son, Bert, was
badly wounded and
lame for the rest of his
life. Uncle Jack's son
Bert was reported
missing believed killed.
| still have a vivid picture
in my mind of Uncle
Jack coming to our door
wearing a black tie and my father instantly saying "Good God, Jack!
Which Boy?" To her dying day Aunt Mary held on to the hope that
Bert would turn up one day. She must have been a great trial to my
poor uncle. If she heard a car at night she would be out of bed to see
if her son was returning home. Uncle Bill's eldest son was also
wounded and his son was killed in the Second World War, flying with
the RAF. His name is on Runnymede War Memorial, (as is Squadron
Leader Leslie Cooper, a friend of mine.) My Father's youngest
brother, who was in the artillery, and his eldest son, Fred, who was in
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the Navy, had charmed lives. When on leave together they stayed
one night with us. Some of their stories were hilarious. Fred referred
to his father's guns as mere peashooters.

We had three lots of soldiers billeted with us, two at a time. Where we
slept them | cannot think as we only had two bedrooms. | remember
the first two best; Jack Travers (a bit of a rough diamond) and Sidney
Young, (one of nature's gentlemen). | believe he was eventually
promoted to officer rank. My mother must have made them too
comfortable. They tried to get us to take their friend Sergeant Stag in.
It was impossible to sleep him, but we used to find him in our front
room doing his paperwork. | don't remember much about the other
boys, except two were mere boys and my mother shed more tears
when they went off to France.

At the top of Armstrong Road was a small hall, afterwards known as
the Drill Hall. This was the training ground for the Royal Corp of
Signals. It was a common sight to see them cycling around the
village carrying their semaphore flags on their backs.

In the early days of the war Boy Scouts would cycle round blowing
whistles as an air raid warning. We did not have any bombs dropped
near us, but | remember being taken to see German planes flying
over the village. Whenever there was a raid, crowds of people would
come out of London. One night we had a family of four standing on
our doorstep asking for refuge; Mr and Mrs Frost, May and Gerald.
They stayed for many weeks, Mr Frost going every day to his London
office. Again | cannot think where we all slept. | remember disliking
the children, chiefly jealousy I'm afraid. They had so many things my
brother and | went without.

At another period in the war my father was asked to look after Hector,
a beautiful black retriever. | think Dad's sister Mary was
housekeeper to a Lady Henderson. Lady Henderson decided that
Hector ought to be out of London during the war, and my father was
recommended as being very suitable to look after him. Hector arrived
with a travelling basket full of blankets, an eiderdown, and all sorts of
shampoos, brushes and combs. We had Hector for a long time. Now
and again my father would take him to see Lady Henderson.
Unfortunately Captain Henderson, the real owner, was killed and at
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one time there was talk of Hector being given to us, however another
brother wanted him so Hector went back to a life of luxury. All the
same | think he was very happy with us in the country.

In those days we all had open fires and during the war, of course, fuel
was scarce, so as soon as we got home from school we would go off
with old prams, trucks, in fact anything on wheels, to Virginia Water.
The Canadian Army Forestry Corps had a light railway round the lake
itself and a saw-mill by the Wheatsheaf Hotel. We would collect the
brush-wood and small branches not needed for the army. Our day
would be made if a kindly soldier gave us some chips of wood when
they axed the bottom of the trees before the saw went in. They were
often kind enough to let the axe slip to our advantage. A picture was
once published in a London newspaper of children and adults
pushing our weird assortment of trolleys empty up one side of the
turnpike to Portsmouth and returning, loaded, down the other side.

School children also got permission to go to the big estates around
Englefield Green to collect horse chestnuts to be used in the making
of charcoal filters for gas masks. We also collected acorns to feed

pigs.

Post Card of Northroyd sent to Pte J Hall, 18 Batt Essex Regiment,
D Company o Squad Great Yarmouth.
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| vividly remember my father being called up with the forty-fives. It
was felt that the war office was really scraping the bottom of the
barrel and we would never win the war having to rely on such old
men, but win we did. Having passed Al physically, Dad was soon in
the Essex regiment being trained for service in France. He spent
most of his army days on the east coast near Yarmouth. Their food
was appalling. On one occasion the magazine "Punch" asked the
question where were the worse fed men in he British Army. The
answer was Great Yarmouth. On Christmas Day there was not
enough food to go round and the colonel gave the troops money from
his own pocket to buy a meal, but there was nowhere to spend it. At
one time my father was sent to guard an isolated beach. He said you
could hear the guard crunching along the shingle for miles. One night
Dad cooked a great supper for the men - rabbit stew. After that he
was taken off guard and made cook. | don't suppose he was asked
where the meat and vegetables to supplement their rations came
from: (pilfered, no doubt). When they got back to barracks he was
recommended for the cook house, but he was soon back to route
marching and bayonet charging.

We children could hardly remember what chocolate was like so you
can imagine our delight when we got a parcel of chocolate bars from
Dad. He had saved up his ration, and sent it packed between Dog
biscuits. Yes! Dog biscuits. They looked, and probably tasted exactly
as big dogs like Hector would have. Army emergency rations.

Dad was on the point of embarkation for France when The Armistice
was signed at 11 o'clock on the 11th November 1918.
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Girl Guides

Once the war was over Girl Guide Companies were being formed all
over the country. The 2nd Englefield Green started in 1919 and we
had grand reunions for the 25th, 50th and 60th anniversaries. | joined
with my special friends Emma Howard and Eileen Bizzell. Our
meetings were held at "Bellfields", Egham Wick, and the home of Mrs
Taylor. Our guide captain, Miss Dorothy, and Lieutenant, Miss
Mildred were her twin grand-

daughters. They were very unlike

each other but both very popular in

their own way.

It was very noble of them to take up
Guiding as they were more used to
"doing the flowers" and had a staff of
servants to look after them. We girls
used to be very amused when the bell
rang giving them warning to dress for
dinner. As soon as they heard the
bell, they would drop everything and
rush to the house. They were really
afraid of their old nanny, who now
acted as their ladies maid.

The Miss Taylors tackled the job of
Guiding with enthusiasm and filled a
long-felt need in the village. We were
enrolled on the same day as Captain,
Lieutenant and Guides.

All being tenderfoots the method of giving seniority was simple. We
began with two patrols, the Robins mostly from Egham Wick and the
Forget-me-nots from Englefield Green. Edie Smee, being the eldest,
was patrol leader, and Emma Howard was Second. | carried the
company colours. In those far off days being colour bearer was quite
an important job and you could not be a patrol leader as well. The
colours had been dedicated in church. We often went to church
parades at Englefield Green or Egham church. On one occasion we
went to Park Chapel, attached to Royal Lodge, Windsor Park. (Many
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of the Guides were daughters of crown employees). When | was
carrying the flag up the aisle | did not dip it sufficiently and got it
caught in the candelabra. Imagine my embarrassment! Miss Mildred
was married in the Park Chapel and we Guides formed a guard of
honour. By that time | had left Englefield Green and was living in
Wiltshire.

We owe a good deal to Miss
Dorothy and Miss Mildred.
They opened up a new world
for us. Our clubhouse at
"Bellfields" was over the
garages (no doubt a coach
house at one time). We had
an outside staircase to get into
the clubroom. On one
occasion we had to climb up
by rope! | was not very good at
that! In the clubroom each
patrol had its own corner. We
also had a vaulting horse,
parallel bars, balancing bar,
dumb bells, clubs, and a rather
old piano. All this apparatus
was a novelty to us village
children, and we loved it. |
Mildred Taylor at Bellefields 1922 was usually asked to play the
piano. Not many of us could
play in those days We often got up a concert downstairs in the coach
house. Admission was by programme which cost 2d. Looking back
these efforts must have been very childish but it was all great fun for
us.

In the summer we spent a lot of time in Windsor Park, which was just
the other side of the lane. Rather than go down to Wick Gate we used
a stile, just a step on each side of the fence. We carried poles, the
same as the scouts and | can remember one day Miss Mildred trying
to make us vault over the fence with the poles - a complete disaster
as far as | was concerned! We used to go tracking around Virginia
Water and through the valley of Queen Mary's Garden.
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Going away for a holiday was unheard of in those days so going to
camp was very exciting. Our first camp was at Ripley, Surrey. We
went on a lorry with planks of wood fixed from side to side for seats.
Most of us had kit bags as our fathers had been in the army. Not
many of us possessed raincoats, and Wellington boots were unheard
of for the likes of us. When it rained plimsolls and no stocking were
the order of the day- less to get wet and dry! Sleeping bags were
also unheard of so we went to camp with white blankets sewn into a
bag. We didn't even have blanket pins. We also took a sheet
stitched up one side, which we filled with straw for a mattress. In
those days we had old army bell tents and we put in a lot of practise
putting them up and taking them down. We were very keen to be
best patrol at tent pitching.
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Pages from Ellen’s photo album

As our officers knew very little about cooking we relied quite a lot on
11 year old Pat O'Hare who eventually became a cookery teacher.
Our second camp was at Shiplake. This was a very popular site right
by the Thames. Here we learnt to row.
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Post card

Some of us had already learnt to swim. We used to go down to
Runnymede. When the Miss Taylors got tired of being in the water,
or too cold, they would walk along the river bank with a scout pole
with a rope attached and would-be swimmer attached with a bowline
at the other end. When we could swim to Magna Carta Island and
back we were allowed to take out First Class Badge. | was very
proud of the fact that | was the first Guide in the company to win this
badge, and we had a supper in the clubroom to celebrate. | was
bitterly disappointed that | had to leave before | got my All-round
Cords, and did not go into the Rangers.

One of my greatest joys with Guiding was that we had a small library.
Apart from school books we were starved of reading matter. Most of
the books in the Guide library were for boys, such as The Three
Midshipmen, Captains and Admirals.

Our uniforms must have looked weird, mostly home made, with
material bought locally. Our tunics would be different shades of blue,
and our skirts would be pleated, gored, or plain. We wore felt hats
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with wide brims. which we pressed with a damp cloth to make them
straight. Our triangular ties had to be exactly the right width, doubled
and tied in a knot. There had to be three fingers breadth above the
belt, and ends were tied at the back under the uniform collar, right
over left, by feel alone. Our belts were three pieces of leather joined
by metal rings. on which we carried knife and compass. Patrol
leaders and seconds also carried a whistle. The belt had to be
polished and the buckle cleaned with metal polish and an old tooth
brush. We also wore long black stockings which itched like mad. Our
enrolment badges were polished with metal polish until the embossed
parts became blurred and finally flat over the years. We had breast
pockets which we hated, and in them we were supposed to keep a
clean handkerchief, a piece of cord with whipped ends, a pencil, a
notebook, a clean envelope (used inside out to cover a wound)
pennies for subscription, phone calls, or to make a pressure pad, a
small needle case and thimble, test card and knotting leaflet, and
finally, a small tin stocked with first aid kit, finger bandage, lint, safety
pin, and iodine pencil!

School Days

"We frequently went to Northroyd, the Donner's country home, to
caretake during the London season, so it was thought better for me to
go to Bishopsgate School. This school was built on the edge of
Windsor Park, chiefly for children whose parents worked for the
crown. Miss Cook was the headmistress, and Miss Bishop was the
assistant. Miss Cook lived in the school house with her sister who
was a dressmaker. These two ladies were very kind to us. If we took
a bottle of cocoa they would stand the bottles in their oven so that we
could have a warm drink. They would cook an egg for us, or warm up
a little saucer pie. Of course we had a fireplace with a fire guard in
front of it. Hanging on the guard would be numerous pairs of slippers
in case we got our feet wet. In those days a paper serviette was
wrapped around "Camp" coffee (a brand of liquid coffee and chicory).
Miss Cook saved these serviettes to be given to us if we went to
school without a handkerchief. The problem was that dyes were not
very good in those days, so if we had a cold we would end up with
faces of all colours!
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Englefield Green Infants class, 1912

On the second half of Friday afternoons we danced the maypole, Sir
Roger de Coverly, and other country dances, and our mothers came
to watch us. Unlike most schools we had a Christmas party, and
Father Christmas (School Inspector Stephens) arrived with a sack full
of presents. | rather think the gifts were from Baroness Schroder and
her daughters. Baron Schroder was a great orchid grower. He had
three head gardeners, one for vegetables, one for lawns and flowers,
and one for his famous orchids. Miss Locke, one of our school
governors, was, at one time, lady in waiting to Queen Mary. She was
looked on as a character because she rode a tricycle. When King
George and Queen Mary were walking in the park the daughters of
crown employees were expected to curtsey, and the boys had to
raise their caps or tug at a lock of their hair, usually hanging down on
their foreheads. The rest of us did not have to curtsey or bow, but we
liked to do it all the same.
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Flower and matchbox sellers and shoe cleaners. Bishopsgate School about
1914. My cousin Ivy 1* on left. Edie North, girl furthest right. Many children
had diphtheria and a number died. After that the school was closed.

There were no shops at Bishopsgate, but the Rising Sun Inn had a
few boxes of sweets in the window. If we had a halfpenny or were
rich and had a penny we asked permission and were allowed to go
and knock on the window to be served.

Miss Bishop lived in Egham, and she walked all the way to
Bishopsgate, up Egham Hill, through Englefield Green, along Bond
Street, and along the lane, picking up children along the way. We
usually came home alone, or sometimes our mothers met us. Half
way down the hill in the lane was a very old oak tree. The boys used
to frighten the girls by saying if we did not throw stone in the side of
the tree a witch would come out and get us. Poor old tree! Its trunk
must have been full of stones!

Bishopsgate School only had one classroom, a class being taught at
either end. There were, of course, outside toilets, which were
eventually thought to be the reason for the bad outbreak of diphtheria,
and caused the school to be closed down. From a teaching point of
view it was thought to be a good school, and | stayed there as long as
| could, even after | went back to live in the village. When pupils from
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the school left to go to Englefield Green Girls School we were put in a
higher class than those from the other infant school.

At first we wrote on slates. The sound of scratching was awful.

When we graduated to pencils we learnt pot hooks and hangers, thin
up strokes and heavy down. When we moved on to ink it was awful
stuff made by ink monitors from dry powder and water. | won a prize
for general progress in 1916, but after that we did not have books, but
we had War Certificates, and so nothing to show we had won a prize
until 1921, when | received a Girls Annual, made of very poor paper.
It must have been one of the first after the war.

Englefield Green School in wartime

By that time | was at Englefield Green Girls School... This was a
Church of England School, so the first part of each day was given to
religious instruction. We were examined periodically and given
certificates by the curate (Mr Beetle? He certainly looked like one!)
The vicar was driven in a horse and carriage by a coachman in
cocked top hat. (Many of the gentry kept carriages so that they could
drive in Windsor Park, particularly to the Park Chapel, although this
practise died out during the war. Dr Gifford had a horse, trap, and
groom, but Doctor Nicholson, his successor, had a car. The village
had a horse drawn fire engine, but this was replaced by a motor given
by Baron Schroder.) We were expected to go to church wearing our
best clothes. However, we were later allowed to go out of a side exit
before the sermon, which was a good thing as the vicar had become
frail and it was only the people in the first few pews who could hear
him. Prior to that we would make crosses out of silver paper, and
bunny rabbits out of our handkerchiefs to pass the time.

Once out of church, we girls were very sentimental about the graves.

I well remember the Broken Column, and the urn covered by a cloak,
by the church door. | thought the column had been broken by a
careless person, and that the urn was a bust with the head knocked
off. We always wondered who "Baby Betty" was. She had quite a
large grave surrounded by marble. | saw it in 1988 and it was still
looked after. Very different to most of the graves in that part of the
churchyard, including my brother's. Some Sundays we would be very
energetic, and go armed with shears, and tidy up the graves, and put
jampots of flowers.
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Englefield Green School had about 100 girls and about the same
number of boys. We had three teachers and Miss Marcham, the
headmistress. Learning was done by rote. One teacher left to get
married. We had nothing to give her except flowers. | think we all
took some and it needed a lot of girls to carry them to her Windsor
house for her. She was very disappointed that they would not keep
until her wedding day, especially a large bunch of lilies of the valley.
Mrs Marcham, Miss Marcham'’s sister in law, took 3rd and 4th year. |
think she was quite a good teacher, but plagued with a not very bright
husband who worked for my father during the war. On top of this she
had a dreadful son who used to give notes to the girls asking his
mother for money. Miss Marcham would intercept these notes if she
could and give her nephew a right telling off. Miss Evans took the
5th and 6th class. We were very fond of her. She often took us out
on little trips. The 7th and 7a classes, which were specially made for
Eileen Bizzell, Emma Howard, and myself, were taken by Miss
Marcham and attached to any class in need of a teacher. Most pupils
in those days left at 14, but we stayed on until we were 15. | did
because | knew we were leaving Englefield Green. All three of us
were rather bitter in later life that it was never suggested that we try
for a scholarship. | am sure that we were as good as the few who
did go to Chertsey Grammar School. | suppose our parents could not
afford the train fare, and uniform, and in my case would have been
thinking of my brother, who showed every sign of being brilliant.

Jimmy’s Class in about 1921
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Mr Hancock, the boys’ headmaster, always wore a glove on one
hand, as he had been wounded in the war. We thought it was so
romantic when he married Miss Fray, one of the boys' teachers.
There was only a glass partition between the room occupied by the
3rd and 4th year girls and the boys. On the whole we did not hear
much of them, unless they were reciting in unison. How well |
remember “Benbow, Collingwood, Raleigh, Drake. Hail to the kings of
the sea!" Their voices rose to a roar at the end. If Miss Marcham had
to leave us we were told to learn the names of the books of the Bible
by heart. | could recite the books of the Old Testament for years, but
never got beyond Matthew, Mark, Luke, John, and the Acts of the
Apostles in the New Testament. Miss Marcham was a great lover of
Tennyson, as | was also. She sometimes told us to learn one of his
poems. Eileen chose "The Brook" | thought this rather weak. |
chose "the Charge of the Light Brigade". | liked standing up and
reciting “Into the jaws of death, into the mouth of hell, rode the six
hundred" using the word hell without being reprimanded! If we made
any noise Miss Marcham would come into the classroom with her
pince-nez on the end of her nose and say "Girls, girls! You will send
me to an early grave! She lived to be in her nineties.

We were certainly taught to sew, and kept whatever we were making
in a bag which we could tie round our waists with tapes. Cookery
was a different matter, and we had to go to Egham once a week to
the Institute. | certainly did not learn much about cooking. | know
there was a war on and it was difficult to buy the ingredients. All | can
actually remember making were dreadfully salty fish cakes and a rice
pudding. We wrote a terrific lot of theory, which did not do me much
good. When we were not writing notes, we were cleaning great black
cookers with black lead. 1think there was one gas cooker, the rest
were coal fired. Even in that age the place was pretty ancient. We did
not like our teacher much. Miss White spent a good part of each
lesson making us pronounce her name correctly. | suppose we called
her Miss "Wite" without an "h".

However, it was coming home with even more fish cakes that we
heard the wonderful news that the Allies and Germany had signed the
Armistice. | don't think our feet touched the ground as we raced up
the hill to tell the good news to our mothers. Peace was celebrated
the following June with sports on Runnymede, and a huge bonfire on
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Englefield Green at night. Of course the effigy on top of the bonfire
was Kaiser Bill. We children were all give peace medals. The girls
wore white dresses and the boys white shirts and trousers. We were
allowed to stand on the lawn in front of the school by the monkey
puzzle tree. This was a great privilege.

Empire day was another day when we were allowed on the grass to
sing patriotic songs and recite poems.  One poem was

“This simple daisy that | wear,

Is an emblem of our Empire fair?

To pluck one petal from a circle so complete,

Would ruin the whole"
All the time we were reciting we would be pulling petals out of the
daisy, which | thought very unkind.

One day when | was about ten years old | was on my way home from
school when | was met by an older girl who informed me that my
mother had a baby. Now | was very naive, and did not know much
about the facts of life, but | certainly did not have much time for the
gooseberry bush theory. | was, therefore, very sure that my mother
had not had a baby and continued to skip the rest of the way home.
Imagine my surprise, when | reached home and went into the sitting
room, to find a baby propped up with cushions on one of the
armchairs! When | had more or less recovered from the shock my
mother told me it was not our baby. The mother of the poor little baby
girl had died. Her father was in the army, and a ne'er-do-well at that,
and baby Nellie and her older brother were sent to live with their
grandmother near us. | remember their grandmother, Mrs Maidment
as being elderly and very lame. My mother had brought the baby to
our home to be looked after until proper arrangements could be
made.

Now in our village during the First World War we were very short of
food until rationing came into force. It was said that the food went to
the troops stationed at Windsor and Aldershot, not to mention the
troops billeted in the village, the Cycling Corps, and the mounted
regiments on Smiths Lawn, Windsor Park. | particularly remember
the weird honey sugar, and the maize, flaky and ground. It was
probably meant for chickens, and certainly did not have the fancy
name of sweet corn. So what were we to feed the baby on? |
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suppose my mother applied to the authorities, for once a week | was
sent to a big house overlooking the Green. | was scared of the
servants, but the lady of the house, Mrs Gifford, was charming, and
she would give me a letter which | assumed contained a permit for
extra milk. This story did not have a particularly happy ending as
both children were eventually sent to children’s home.

Ellen and Jimmy with their mother

What we wore

We wore our hair in
long plaits. Much
rivalry existed as to
whose were the
longest. Emma
usually won as her
mother allowed her to
have her ribbon tied
on the last few hairs.
| had to have my
ribbon tied about 4-
5inches from the
bottom of my hair
which was cut
straight across like a
horse's tail. We put
our hair up when we
were about sixteen
and were called
"flappers”. How I
hated that
expression!
Fortunately bobbed
hair was coming into
fashion so | did not
have mine pinned up
for long. Just

imagine all that hair with a hat on top! We all wore hats - men,
women, girls and boys. For the ladies it was a case of, the larger the
hat, the longer the hat pins. Some of the hat pins were very large and
quite valuable. A stand of hat pins was part of a lady's dressing table
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appointments. Elderly ladies wore bonnets tied under their chins with
ribbons.
The ladies wore heavily boned pink corsets. We girls wore liberty
bodices. There was not much liberty about them. One very cold
winter | remember my mother lining my liberty bodice with brown
paper for extra warmth. To warm our beds we would heat a brick in
the oven, wrap it in a piece of flannel and put it in our beds. We wore
a lot of clothes in winter because homes were very cold, and our
mothers were always afraid we would leave our winter clothes off too
early in the summer. Many people really believed in the proverb “cast
not a clout till May is out". The problem was did it mean the month
of May or the Hawthorne Blossom, May? | can remember begging
my mother to let me take my stockings off. We wore black wool, or
black lisle, and | hated them, especially wool because they were
"itchy". Night-dresses
and sheets were made
from unbleached
calico.

We girls wore a cotton
chemise, a woollen
vest, some form of
liberty bodice, and
fleecy- lined bloomers.
We wore cotton
knickers in the summer
with scratchy crochet
round the legs. All our
clothes were home
made. There were
buttons and button
holes on our drawers,
not elastic. We also
wore a flannel petticoat
with feather stitching
on it. On top of this
was a cotton petticoat
with more crochet. We
wore lace up or button
Jimmy, cousin Gladys from Rochdale and Ellen  shoes. Father would
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mend them when they became worn. As there were no such thing as
Wellingtons we wore calf height, leather boots in the winter. The
higher the boot the prouder the wearer. | remember a boot and shoe
shop in Egham having a closing down sale. Mother bought me a pair
of black lace-up boots for every day, and a pair of brown button boots
for Sundays. | thought we must be rich for me to have two pairs of
boots at the same time.

Little boys wore petticoats and dresses long after
they were running about. Probably until they
were two years or more when they were
"breeched". It was quite an occasion. | cannot
remember my brother ever being in petticoats.
My mother made him an all in one romper suit.

When | first went to school | wore a white pinafore

with an embroidered yoke over my dress and a

handkerchief pinned to it. Ladies wore skirts

sweeping to the ground. Prussian binding was

stitched along the edge of skirts to take the wear o

off the fabric. We used to buy pattern books Jimmy in his romper
for dress making. Weldons was about sixpence and Leaches, four
pence halfpenny. Each magazine would have about three free
patterns, which we used. We would have to send away for anything
different, which would entail getting a postal order.

Street life

One of the mysteries of childhood was who decided what games we
should play, and when was the right season? One day we would be
skipping quite happily and probably had been for several weeks,
singles or doubles, or with a long rope with a child at each end,
turning, when we chanted "salt, mustard, vinegar, and pepper”.
Suddenly next day it might be marbles, and a few weeks later it would
be hoops. The girls would have wooden hoops guided by a stick.
The boys would have iron hoops guided with iron skimmers. Then it
might be tops. | never could spin a top, either the ones you kept
spinning with a whip, or a hummer, round which you wound string
before throwing. It was supposed to keep spinning, but mine never
did. Hopscotch had its season, or sometimes we would race snails
up a fence, but this needed a lot of patience. "Here comes an old
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man from Botany Bay" and lots of other round games were played.
"Here we come gathering nuts in May", and "Oats and beans and
barley" were also popular.

Our street lights were gaslight, and the gaslighter came down on his
bicycle with a long pole over his shoulder. He would push his pole
through a little trap door, and ignite the gas. The boys loved to climb
the lamppost and swing like monkeys from the arms provided for the
lamplighter's ladder. We used to play in our quiet road a fair amount,
but the street lights being lit was a signal for us to go indoors

The onion men came from Brittany every year. They rode bicycles
and had long strings of onions hanging from their handlebars.
Housewives were always pleased to see them. The organ grinder
used to come down our road about once a month. He would play his
organ outside Mrs Steadman's house and she would give him
refreshments. He used to let the children turn the handle. | longed
to have a turn but never plucked up courage to ask permission.
Then we had scissor and knife grinders. My father always sharpened
the carving knife on the back door step, as did other men; "to let the
neighbours know you had a joint" was the joke. | only remember the
fly-catcher coming once. He sold sticky fly papers and wore a top hat
covered in fly papers and coated with dead flies. We sometimes had
a muffin man. He carried his basket on his head, and rang a bell.
Only the French onion man continued coming after the war.

Coal was delivered at £1 per ton. How lovely toast was, made on a
coal fire, and eaten in its glow. We used to pretend we could see
faces in the fire. The fishmonger cum greengrocer came twice a
week. He always called out “mackerel! Fresh mackerel!" whether he
had any on his cart or not. The rag and bone man was a regular
caller. We would get a few pence for a sack of rags, and a windmill
or balloon for jam jars. Jam jars were precious to my mother,
especially 2lb jars, so we were not very popular if we sold them to the
ragman.

It was only the rich who had perfumed soap. My mother used to buy
White Windsor soap for washing clothes, and Brown Windsor for
personal use. This was sold in bars about a foot long, and it was my
job to cut it into pieces. It would then be wrapped in newspaper to
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harden so that it would last longer. How sharp the corners used to
be! We used to bash the edges so they would not be so sharp.
Another task was crushing a block of salt. This was rather fun, and
we would make little carvings out of the salt. Toilet paper was a
luxury so we would cut up any suitable paper and thread it onto
string. We certainly did not waste paper like it is wasted today.
Waxed paper in cereal packets was always preserved and used to
wrap sandwiches, or put on top of jam pots. | think "Force" was the
first breakfast cereal after porridge oats. The slogan was "Force is
made for Sunny Jim; Force is the food that is good for him."

The milkman came twice a day. He had a two wheeled horse drawn
cart with no back, containing a large brass urn with a tap on it. He
would go from door to door with a smaller churn which had a pint and
a half pint measure hooked on the side. We would have our jugs
ready. He wore a striped apron and straw hat. It was quite common
to have groceries delivered, especially if you lived in the country.
When we were at Bowden Hill our bread was delivered three times a
week and our groceries would come at the same time. A
representative would call once a week for orders. Grocers always
gave calendars and almanacs to their regular customers at
Christmas. Rashers of bacon were cut by machines on the counter,
and customers chose the thickness they preferred. Cheese and
butter were stored in large tubs, and tasters were allowed. If enough
fish was purchased, a free straw basket was given. These were
much sought after as shopping baskets. Shops generally had
sawdust on the floor, especially butcher and fish shops. A cottage
loaf was four pence halfpenny. If a loaf was underweight a small
piece of bread would be added. Of course the children loved to eat
this on the way home. We also bought stale cakes for a few pennies.
Biscuits were sold loose from big tins, so children could buy a
pennorth of broken biscuits from the bottom of the tin. Sugar was
sold in bags made of blue paper. Mother thought a joint of beef that
would last the whole family for a week was dear at four shillings and
sixpence. She used to buy two pennorth of fish paste cut from a
large enamel dish. Bread and milk was a staple food, as were onions
stewed in milk. My father grew many of his own vegetables, so we
did not go as hungry as some during the war. He also kept bees.
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Our homes were lit by paraffin lamps, with candles to go to bed with.
Only a very few houses in the village had the luxury of gas. We
bathed in a tin tub before the fire.

On washday we used a scrubbing board, and blue bags to enhance
the white materials. | was often called to help pull the sheets and
starched tablecloths to shape. Most cottages had a long clothes line,
but much of the washing was dried on bushes and hedges, and it
always smelt sweeter. | remember finding a little red "money spider”
in one of my pinafores. | found a sixpenny piece immediately
afterwards so | firmly believed the Old Wives tale that they were
lucky! Ironing was done with a flat iron that had been upended on a
stand attached to the front of the kitchen fire to warm. To test the
heat they were held close to ones face or you spat on them to see if
the spit sizzled. They got cold very quickly so there were usually two
or three in front of the fire. We had a mangle with wooden rollers for
things like sheets and anything that did not need to be too smooth.

Grates had to be black-leaded using blacking sold in little round
packets. You were lucky if you possessed a pair of bellows to blow
the coals into a blaze. If you were testing an oven for whatever you
were cooking Yyou put your hand in to test the heat. When making
mint sauce for Sunday dinner we sprinkled it with sugar to make it
easier to chop with a carving knife. Knives were cleaned by rubbing
up and down in garden soil, or with a Bath brick. Carpets were
cleaned with tea leaves, and the front doorstep whitened.
Housewives had their pet ideas for preserving food in hot weather.
Milk was stood in buckets of cold water with muslin over the top, or
boiled, which made the tea taste awful. Sacks were much treasured
for head gear. Farm labourers used them as capes in wet weather,
and hedgers used them as aprons.

Of course perms were unheard of, so for special occasions girls had
their long hair done up in rags to make it curl. | hated this. It was
most uncomfortable going to bed with all those bits of rag and hard
knots. Hair had to be left in rags for a long time to get any sort of curl.

We had more postal collections and deliveries than now. There was
1d and 1/2 penny post. Plain postcards were used a lot as they went
for 1/2 penny and you could write quite a lot on them. Telegrams
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were delivered quickly for one shilling. Villagers were always nervous
of them, usually anticipating bad news. Telegram boys always waited
for an answer. They rode red bicycles, and usually became postmen
when they were older...

Outings and Holidays

Our outings were normally on foot or bicycle. When we picnicked by
the Thames my mother would send us up the outside staircase at the
"Bells of Ousely" to buy a jug of tea costing fourpence. On Sundays
in summer we would go to Bell Weir Lock to watch the boats and
listen to Egham Brass Band, who took up a collection. My father
would go to the nearby "Angel" for a drink, and my brother and |
would get a glass of lemonade and a biscuit.

Another Sunday
Walk was through
Windsor Park to
Virginia Water, in
my young days
Prince Eddy's yacht
was anchored at
the far end, but not
many people
remember seeing it
there. Another
popular Sunday
walk was to Obelisk
Pond, approached
through the
Rhododendron
Walk. Or we would
go to the Copper
Horse at the end of
the Long Walk.
Windsor Castle
stood at the other
end of the Three
Mile Long Walk.
My Father said you
had to walk three times round the base of the Copper Horse to make
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it three miles. The sculptor is said to have committed suicide
because he forgot the stirrups! A horse drawn bus used to ply
between "The Bells of Ousely" and Windsor. The ambition of every
child was to sit up on the top deck by the driver. The top deck was
open so one got very wet at times despite the waterproof coverings
on the seats. The school or the Band of Hope took us on outings on
coal carts, or steamers up the river to Hampton Court or Cookham. It
was only later, when we moved to Wiltshire that we went on our first
outings by charabanc. Oranges, apples or a few sweets were given
as treats on these occasions.

In addition to outings, the Band of Hope, whose slogan was "Water
pure is safe and sure", offered Magic Lantern shows and stars for
regular attendance. We all "Signed the pledge" having little idea of
what it meant!

Election days were important, and working men would dress up to go
and vote. Other holidays such as May Day and Oak Apple Day also
provided a welcome diversion. The schools had a holiday for the
whole of Ascot Week.

Carriage horses Raven and Rook before one of them was commandeered
by the Army. Staff brake possibly going to Ascot with lunch for the Donner
family. Coachman Charlie Cooper, butler Harry North, cook Jessie Reeve,
kitchen maid, head housemaid and under housemaid.
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We would watch the grand coaches arriving with the footmen and
gentry wearing all their finery. There was a fair for the ordinary
people with stalls selling whelks, sweets and cheap toys.

From 1922 onwards

My brother, Jimmy, died in April 1922. Deep mourning was always
worn after a death in the family and then half mourning (grey, white
and mauve). Even children wore black. This put a great strain on

Jimmy Hall — “Little Jim”

36

most of the villagers'
finances. It was a good
thing when mourning went
out of fashion. There was
a song /recitation about a
man who went to his
friend's funeral in BROWN
boots! | cannot remember
what | wore to my brother's
funeral, but I'm sure it
would have been black.
Not very long after my
brother died, we left
Englefield Green. Mr
Donner, my father's
employer, retired, sold his
houses in Ennismere
Gardens, London, and
Northroyd, Englefield
Green, and bought
Bowden Hill House, near
Lacock, Wiltshire.



Postscript

Other members of the Donner household staff made the move from
Englefield Green at the same time, including the cook, Jessie Reeve,
and the butler, Mr North. My mother maintained a friendship with Mrs
North for the rest of her life. The North’s had a large family. One of
the "boys", George North, eventually came to live in Winchester. By
that time my mother also lived in Winchester with me and my family.
She would visit George in Wyke Mark nursing home before he died.
They loved to share their memories of Englefield Green and Lacock.

One important story from her childhood is omitted from her memaoir.
When she was a small child the family was in the habit of spending
some part of each year at a house belonging to a neighbour of Mr
Donner’s where they lived in rooms over the stables. My grandfather
acted as caretaker while the owner, a Member of Parliament, was
away from home. One night my mother awoke to the sound of
shouting and the smell of smoke. She could hear the horses
whinnying in terror down below. Her father quickly led her to safety
before plunging back into the burning building to rescue the horses.
The house had been set on fire by the suffragettes! The tragic result
for the family was that my grandmother suffered a miscarriage, and
probably also suffered some of the emotional damage that left her
unable to deal with the death of her only son. This event does not
seem to merit a mention in any histories of the suffragettes.

Ellen always kept in touch with her cousin Gladys. Her part of the
family seemed to have run every local pub at one time or another.
One family story | remember was how at the time of the building of
the Royal Holloway College they had to draw the pints of beer in
advance, and lay them out on trestles ready for the builders to come
for breakfast!

Margaret Marklew
2008
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November 1969

Members of the 2" Englefield Green Guide Company 50 years on
at a birthday party at the Social Hall in Englefield Green.

Back Row: Winnie Cheeseman, Annie Cheeseman, Ellen Hall, Emma
Howard Andrews

Front Row: ........... Mildred Taylor, Edie Smee, Miss Cameron
(Brown Owl) Mrs Nellie Gray
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Childhood in Englefield Green

1907 — 1923

Ellen Hall



