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                                        CHAPTER. 4.   The Struggling Years.  [1946-1961]
The train eventually arrived into Brighton Station, and it was all change for the Southdown bus to Chailey. It did feel rather odd travelling home, with my kit bag, steaming bag and suitcase, knowing that I was not going back to the Navy life. The bus eventually pulled up outside of the Horns Lodge pub, and there the front entrance was decorated out in flags and bunting; welcoming me back home. Lots of hugging from Mum and back slapping from Dad, and I eventually settled down to have a look at my new home, as the move from Haywards Heath to here had taken place in February whilst I was away. This move from Haywards Heath to Chailey, was a coming home for Dad, as he was brought up on a farm at the North side of Chailey called Lindfield Farm, and I'm sure that to come back, and take on a pub, was killing two birds with one stone! Dad's Mum and Dad; (my Grandmother and Grandfather) lived just up the road from the pub in a Council house where Granddad had a beautiful garden. More about Granddad and Grandma later.

 Once home indoors, it was lots of chat and news and a good look around the pub to sum everything up. There was a very nice surprise waiting for me when things had settled down a bit. Dad was showing me around the place, which had a stable at the back, and when I had a look inside, there was a motorbike standing there. Dad told me that he had got it from a mate when he worked as a driver on the Southdown Bus Co. It was a two-stroke 125cc. Francis Barnett, and Dad said that he would give me some lessons and then I could have the bike for myself! I was over the moon and just couldn't wait to take the bike out on the road.

Mum and Dad took the pub over from an old couple by the name of Lewry, I never knew the old couple, but apparently they were well known to Dad. When the pub was taken over, Mum and Dad found it to be in a bit of a state, there was much dust and dirt to be got rid of before it was ready to take in a proper flow of customers. The old lady had died and her husband who had tried to carry on with the pub, found that he was in a losing battle, consequently the brewers moved the old chap into a little detached cottage that went with the pub to finish out his retirement. A Croydon brewery owned the pub by the name of Page and Overton. I think the brewery acted quite honourably in relocating the old landlord.

When the pub was being run by the Lewrys, it seemed that the old lady was very particular as to who she wanted to serve, and if she didn`t like the look of you, it wasn't long before she made it clear that she didn`t fancy your custom. Apparently things got so bad that the amount of beer being sold was about a “Pin” a week, a Pin being four and a half gallons! It was obvious that such a situation was unacceptable, hence the take-over. The pub which was quite small, was joined on to two small “Two up and Two down” cottages with a stable at the other end. The first cottage was occupied by a cobbler by the name of Smith, and the second cottage was occupied by a roadman by the name of Taylor, both very friendly tenants. The rent for these properties at the time was 4/3d a week for the detached cottage and 4/0d a week for the other two; and by agreement with the brewery, the rents were payable to and to be kept by Mum and Dad. The whole property was set in a very spacious garden with plenty of parking in front.

By the time I arrived home, the place had been cleaned up beautifully and was turning into a good running concern. Two factors contributed to this, one was that Dad was very well known in the area, and the other was that Dad had some good connections with bus drivers from his previous job. With a bit of conniving with his mates and a few “Pints” being dispensed, quite a few coaches managed to stop at the pub during their evening or day tours! Mum was a brick at this time as she was always busy behind the bar and she always seemed to be making piles of sandwiches. I was getting involved in the dispensation of the good ale and was quite enjoying myself. 

Pubs in those days were proper pubs, and this one was really the social centre for the surrounding cottages and farms, and brought in all sorts of characters. The highlight of the week was Saturday night, when the place would be packed out, and an old chap by the name of Charlie Buckman would get his “Squeeze box” out and all the old songs would be played and sung to. There was one old chap who had served his time in the Navy, who would insist that the Sailors Hornpipe should be played, whilst he cavorted around the bar. All this merriment was carried out aided by the downing of copious pints of mild ale as the Pub was known as a “Beer House” and was only licensed to sell wines and beers—No spirits. At this time in 1946 there was a sort of rationing of beer going on, and occasionally the pub would run short of beer, so it was important that any closure of the pub for a short time, was done in mid-week and not on a Saturday.

Going back to the characters that came into the pub. There was one old chap by the name of Harry, who used to roll up on an old three-wheeled bicycle nearly every dinnertime, and spend a bit of time with a pint of ale. This doesn't sound very unusual, but what was unusual, was that he chewed tobacco and had an ingenious way of dealing with any excess spit that accumulated in his mouth. Now when Dad took over the pub, there were spittoons placed on the floor in front of the bar, and Dad didn`t take too kindly to this arrangement, and removed them. This change upset old Harry a bit and he was forced to change his habits. The dilemma was solved for Harry by keeping a small tin in the inside pocket of his jacket. Harry would dispense his tobacco juice by just opening his jacket and discretely filling the tin! Other characters that used the pub were such people as Freddy Avery who always insisted that he wanted a “Drive around the Park” when he wanted a packet of Park drive cigarettes. It seemed to me that everybody who came into the pub, chewed, rolled or sniffed tobacco. It would be a perfect nightmare today with the ban now on smoking. Dad sold tins and tins of SP Snuff and one character who indulged, was Tommy Tasker. Tommy was a retired roadman and had been gassed in the First World War and I suppose he thought that “snuffing” was a good substitute for smoking. Bill Snelling the son of Arthur who owned the donkey in the stable (more about that later) was also gassed during the First World War, and he kept Tommy company! 

Enough of the characters in the pub; more about them later. My demob leave was nearly ended and I had to think about settling down to civilian life. One of the first priorities was to pass my test on the motorbike, as I would need the bike to get to and from Haywards Heath to take up my work at Central Sussex Electricity. It didn`t take me long to get to grips with motorcycling, and it wasn't long before I was taking my test down at Hove. Tests in those days were quite simple affairs. I met the man who was going to test me outside Hove Town Hall, and after showing him that I could see a number plate from far off, he asked me to drive around the block whilst he stood at the corner to see how I was getting on. I gave all the correct hand signals and off I went, How he was going to see what I was up to, when I was at the opposite side of the block, I`ll never know, as there was no way that he could see me. After going round the block a few times, he stopped me and told me that I had passed. It all seemed a bit too easy to me, but it was good to lose the “L” Plates. 

Petrol was strictly rationed just after the war, and I was allocated coupons that enabled me to get to and from my place of work. When these coupons were allocated, you had to state what route you were going to take, and thereafter if you were caught off the route, your coupons could be withdrawn, so you can see I was a bit restricted in travelling about. However my Uncle Jim came to my aid, as he said I could pop up to his builders yard occasionally and fill my tank up, but I still had to keep to the allocated route. At least I wasn't too restricted as to the number of journeys that I could make to Haywards Heath. That motorbike was a Godsend to me, it was very reliable and did the job admirably. It was a two-stroke, and when it was necessary to top up with petrol, the tank cap had to be inverted to show a little measuring cup, that had to be filled with oil for each gallon of petrol. Gear changing was accomplished by manipulating the three gears with a gear stick on the side of the tank. After filling up with petrol, the bike had to be shaken vigorously, to make sure that the oil and petrol had mixed thoroughly.

Shortly after my arrival back into “Civvy Street” a little parcel arrived by post from the Admiralty, inside was a cheque for £4-10s. with my war medals. The cheque was my share in the prize money that had been awarded for each rating in the Navy. It sounded as if we had been involved in piracy on the high seas! I haven’t a clue as to why or how this figure was arrived at. Also included in the package were my medals, not for bravery I must add, but for being in the right area of conflict at the wrong time! My package contained the Atlantic Star, France and Germany Star, Italy Star, Burma Star, 1939/45 Star which was generally known in the Navy as the “Spam Medal” and the General Service medal. Out of all these medals, I didn`t think that I deserved the Italy Star, as I had only visited Naples and the war ended shortly after that! These medals are still tucked safely away in the original box that they arrived in.

 It didn`t take me too long to settle down at work at the Central Sussex Offices and soon I was completing drawings for the installation of small transformer compounds and Overhead line layouts. It was during this time at work that I met my first girlfriend, her name was Beryl Hobden, and she worked as a Comptometer Operator in the Accounts office below the Drawing Office. I first met Beryl when I was playing football for the village team; she was on the touchline watching her brother Freddie, who was also playing. Beryl lived at North Chailey with her Mother and Father, her Father Jim, ran a business that involved letting out steam engines and threshing machines, a business that doesn't exist anymore. Beryl and I seemed to get along quite well at first and soon started to go out quite regularly, but somehow as the time went by, I started to feel as if I was being pressured too much, as she became very possessive, and became quite jealous if I started to talk to any other girls. This didn`t go down too well for me at the time and eventually the relationship was broken up.

Going back to the football, Chailey seemed to want my services in their team and I played quite regularly at right half or outside right for 4 years. We never had an established pitch, but with the kindness of a local farmer, we played on one of his fields down the road from the pub. There was one big snag to this arrangement. During the week, the farmers cows grazed happily away and consequently left their trademarks all over the playing surface, so Saturday mornings when there was a home game to be played, we had to get out on the field with shovels to remove the cowpats and put the nets up around the goal posts. I wonder how many lads would go to that length to have a game of football now! A couple of incidents come to mind during my footballing days. On one occasion we were playing a cup match for the so called Montgomery Cup, and I found myself in such a position, that to clear a ball that was threatening our goal, it was necessary to use my left foot. Now kicking with that foot was a trial for me, and when I attempted this move, I sliced the ball and it sailed beautifully into my own goal, beating the goalkeeper hands down! I was the most popular player according to the opposing side, as they gathered around and slapped my back with gusto. I was also the most unpopular player on our side, as it was the end of our Cup run. Our changing room was the bar of Dad's pub, so I was able to make some amends.

On another occasion, we had to play an away game at the village of Ringmer just outside Lewes. Incidentally this was the home of James Callaghan who was our Prime Minister a few years ago. It was an awful afternoon, with the rain coming down in sheets, but nothing deterred, we set out to play. Just after half time it was noticed that a stream was beginning to form down the centre of the pitch and the whole shebang was turning into a quagmire: the game had to be abandoned. When we came off the pitch, we looked as if we had been playing with the mudlarks, and worst of all the home side had no facilities to get ourselves cleaned up. Somebody noticed that the guttering of the changing room was overflowing, and we all stripped of in turn and washed down in the gusher! Eat your hearts out Manchester United! On another occasion we were playing Balcombe on their home ground, unfortunately Balcombe is rather a hilly place and their football pitch had a very bad slope on it lengthways. The slope was so bad that if you stood in the goalmouth at one end you could only see the crossbar at the other end! Also the slope on one side of the pitch was so bad that if the ball was kicked over the side- line, the ball kept going until it fell into Balcombe Lake! And Yeovil think that they had problems! We enjoyed our football though.

I was now settling down very nicely into civilian life, and had started to enjoy Saturday nights at 7the local hops around the district. On such an outing, I had been to a dance in Haywards Heath, and was coming home about midnight and had reached a point alongside the Birch Hotel, just outside the town, when the motor bike refused to go any further. It was pitch black and as the bike ran on a magdyno system, I had no lights. Nothing for it, but to push the bike back home. Home was about 6 miles away and I can tell you by the time I reached the Horns Lodge, I was knackered. With much cursing, I put the bike away and decided to look at it in the morning. On inspection the next day it was obvious what the fault was, the HT lead from the Magdyno to the plug, had been rubbing on the external flywheel and was shorting out. If it had been daylight at the time of the fault, I could have wound my handkerchief around the lead and I could have gone on my merry way. I was determined not to push a bike like that again!

Still on the subject of motorbikes. At the drawing office at work, a small James 98cc. Motorbike was available for transport to work that was being carried out locally. Locally was about the only distance that anybody would want to travel on the thing. There was no kick-start. To get the thing going you had to put the bike into one of its two gears, run with the clutch in and then leap into the saddle when the clutch was released. Once the thing was under way, the speed control was carried out by a little Villiers lever; there was no twist grip. Riding it was a bit of an adventure!

My Twenty-first birthday came up in 1947 and Mum and Dad laid on a bit of a do for me in the pub. I think by then that I had settled down to the routine of civilian life, I had a smashing day and a good time was spent with a lot of my mates appreciating the quality of Page and Overton ales. Mum bought me a signet ring, which I wore for many a year, but strangely enough it went missing one day off my finger, and I never found it again. It was early in this year, now that I was getting a penny or two in my pocket, that I decided that I wanted to upgrade my transport. A chap at work had a 1936 250cc Triumph 4stroke motor cycle for sale and it looked very smart indeed. I think I paid £40 for it and sold the Francis Barnett for £30. This was a much more satisfying bike to ride and had a lot more Oomph! Being a 4stroke the machine it had a separate oil pumping system, which was different from the petroil arrangement on the Francis Barnett. I mention this, as it was the cause of my short ownership of the Triumph. Being used to the petroil system, muggins didn`t keep too watchful an eye on the low level pressure button on the petrol tank. I was going to work one day, and suddenly the bike started to sound as if there were a load of loose nuts and bolts inside of it, and I came to an abrupt halt. I had seized the thing up! Dad was a friend of Mr.Dinnage who owned a garage in Haywards Heath and he sorted the mess out for me, with a rebore and new piston rings. That made a hole in my savings!

 It was while I was waiting for my bike to come back from the menders, that I had to get the old pushbike out from the stable at the end of the pub and cycle to work. This came a bit hard, but there was no getting away from it. One morning, ready for work, I went to fetch my bike and when I opened the stable door it was gone. I was sure that I had put it away safely the previous night. There was no doubt about it, my bike had been stolen! I got onto the police and reported the theft, and all that was left to me was to catch the bus to Haywards Heath. Sometime later, my motorbike had been mended and I was mobile again, I had a call from the police a little later saying that my bike had been found; in Bognor of all places. They told me that the bike was being transported to Lewes police station, and that I could pick it up when I liked. When I arrived at the police station to take the bike home, the police told me that the bike had been stolen by a German prisoner of war. Why he went to Bognor, I cannot think, perhaps he felt like King George V when he got there and said “Bugger Bognor” and gave himself up! On inspection of the bike, I found that the saddle was missing and that the 3speed gear was permanently fixed in top. I had to ride the bike in that condition back to Chailey! 

Not long after this incident, I decided that I had fallen out of love with my Triumph motorcycle and sold it for what I had given for it in the first place. Another factor of the sale was that my Chief Draughtsman in the Drawing office assured me that I could offset the cost of a new motorcycle, against a travel allowance that the Company was prepared to give me. This sounded like good news to me, so I took the bull by the horns and treated myself (on the “never never”) to a brandnew. 350cc.Matchless. I'm not sure how much I paid for it but it was in the region of £140. This time I was going to make sure that the oil was going around the engine properly, as it was possible to see it bubbling away when the oil cap was taken off. I bought the bike from “Apex Motorcycles” a well thought after outfit, right opposite the Royal Pavilion in Brighton.

I was now well away for transport and as the Chief Draughtsman had promised, I was sent out to various offices in central Sussex to update their maps. These maps showed the various HV and LV Overhead and Underground supply lines and gave an indication of where the transforming and switching stations existed. Generally all the information was in good order and didn`t need too much work. I think all this updating was the precursor to Nationalisation of Supply and Generation that was just around the corner. I thoroughly enjoyed the work and it was making good inroads into clearing my debt for the bike.

Christmas came around, and I found myself being invited to the firm’s party. This was a revelation to me, as for the first time, all those people who were my bosses let their hair down and became “human” I think one of the highlights of the evening was an old fashioned film show. They were silent films and Arthur Hentschel, my Chief Draughtsman, accompanied the films on his piano, and had everybody in fits with his playing to the antics of Charlie Chaplin, Buster Keaton and Laurel&Hardy. I hadn`t realised, but Arthur had been the resident pianist at the local cinema a few years before the war. Arthur was also a very good poster artist and he introduced me into poster work, as we had to do all the displays in the showroom windows down the road. 

Nationalisation did come along in 1948, and from somewhere, an advertisement appeared wanting a draughtsman at the Headquarters of the South Eastern Electricity Board, situated in the Princes Hotel on the Hove seafront. I thought that I could manage to do this work, and with some encouragement from Arthur Hentschel, I applied for the job. The day came for my interview, and with some trepidation I set off for the Princes Hotel, to try and convince somebody that I was the right person for the job. The Chief Engineer (Mr. Gibbs) and the Chief Draughtsman (Mr. Harries) interviewed me, and I was able to persuade them that I thought I was up to the job of being an Engineering Draughtsman. However they were not over the moon that I had no qualifications, but after a bit of consideration, they said the job was mine, on the understanding that I signed up at the Brighton Technological College to obtain my Ordinary National Certificate in Electrical Engineering. (And possibly my HNC). I was over the moon with this, and assured them that I would do my best to obtain that qualification. I was told that the course for the ONC was over three years and had to be accomplished by going to night school. The fees for each year would have to be paid by myself, but if I passed the examinations for each year, the fees would be refunded. I thought this was all very fair, and left the interview, determined to make a success of it. Little did I appreciate what a grind I had let myself in for.

I said all my cheerios at the offices in Haywards Heath and was quite sad to be leaving. The lads in the office, all six of them, had clubbed around and presented me with a Petersen pipe and a few ounces of tobacco. God bless `em. It was also my first attempt at speech making. 

I think it was about August 1948 that I started work at the HQ of the SouthEastern Electricity Board, (SEEB) and I was welcomed by the other draughtsmen who worked there. Apart from the Chief Draughtsman, there were eight other draughtsmen in the office, with me making the eighth. The team leader in the office was a chap by the name of Edwin Charles, always known as Charlie. Charlie was the brains in the office and he was more than helpful to me when things got a bit tough in the learning department at Tech. I never found Charlie wanting in any explanation of a technical nature all the time I was studying, right up to the Higher National Certificate. His knowledge of mathematics was absolutely brilliant. Charlie was self-taught and mathematics was his hobby. Charlie’s right hand man was Jack Daniel, he was an excellent draughtsman and also been in the Navy during the war and had attained the dizzy height of 1st.Lieutenant on one of his Majesty's Corvettes. He was known as Danny. The remaining “Draffies” were Douglas Muirhead, Jack Jackman, Roy Goodman, Peter Burgess, John Skeates and myself. 

The work that was carried out in the office was much more complicated than what I had been used to, but it wasn't long before I got into the swing of things. As mentioned before the Headquarters of the SEEB was housed in the Princes Hotel, I don't know when it ceased to be a hotel, but all the furnishings and facilities were still in place. Half way through the morning’s work, a coffee break was allowed, and we would all troop off to the restaurant and sit down to enjoy the break, drinking our tea or coffee out of fancy china and seated at individual tables as if we taking tea at the Savoy or Simpson’s! It was all very civilised and enjoyable. During the lunch hour we would sit on the beach opposite or take a stroll along the Prom. In the winter if the weather was a bit unkind, we had a games room where we could unwind with a game of table tennis.

Once having settled into this new environment, it was time to go down to the Brighton Technical College to sign on for my first year of an ONC (Electrical) course. I found myself signing on with Peter Burgess, who had also given the assurance that he would take up studies for the National Certificate. John Skeates was already on the course and was signing on for his second year. For this first year I had to attend the Tech.for three evenings a week to be lectured on Electrics, Mechanics and Technical drawing. As well as this, we were set three evenings homework, which sometimes included writing up Laboratory reports. There was an excellent laboratory in the College, where we carried out experiments related to the course work that we were doing. As you can see I had my work cut out to keep pace with these requirements. Enough of Tech for the moment. It was imperative that I had to have some leisure time to myself or I would turn into “Jack’s dull boy.” 

I was doing my best to help out at the pub pulling a few pints for the customers, and by the time I had finished my week’s homework, which seemed to take the best part of Sundays, I usually found the time to go to the local hops of a Saturday night. There was one occasion on a very nice Saturday, that I had arranged to go down to Brighton with a friend of mine called Tich Edlin, (you might remember it was him that we had to pull into a railway carriage when somebody clicked the door open). The Matchless was got out and off I went to pick Tich up. We had a good day by the sea, and after a spot of tea, we made our way back to go to a dance at Lindfield. Dances in Lindfield were held in the King Edward Hall, and were very popular with all the young folk. When we got there the dance was in full swing and it wasn't long before we were “cavorting.” Sometime during the evening, occurred one of those things that changes your life forever. I was sitting out a dance when I espied this gorgeous young girl across the floor. I was smitten, and it wasn't long before we were sweeping around the floor to the music of the local band. I knew right from the start that this was the lass that I wanted to go out with. Do you know, I can still remember the dress that she was wearing when she walked across the dance floor towards me. It was pale blue, with little tiny roundabouts on it set out in a pattern. As the evening progressed we seemed to get on like a house on fire, and when the “Last waltz” was played I plucked up courage to see her home.

 Rosemary, for that was her name, lived in a little Hamlet by the name of Walstead, which was about a mile away on the Chailey road, so it wasn't very far to do the honours. When the dance was finished, I introduced Mary to my new Matchless and off we set for Walstead. Note here that I called her Mary, as nobody called her Rosemary, which was a bit of a shame. Mary told me later, that the only time she was called Rosemary, was when her Mother became a bit upset when she was naughty, and then the “Rosemary” was spoken out in a slow drawn out fashion. Very quickly we arrived at Walstead and it was time to say goodnight. Now I have never been much of a “Romeo” and I never plucked up enough courage to kiss her goodnight, and after a little chat, when arrangements were made to see her again, I shook hands and roared back off to Chailey! In today’s climate of youngster’s association with girls, this sound very naïve, but that was the way it was. Time was needed to cement the relationship further, and I was determined that it was going to happen.

Mary told me later on, that after I had gone home, she asked her brother Leslie, if he knew a chap by the name of Harry Stevens. To my good fortune he said that he did and supplied me with a good reference. It was quite astonishing that I had not known Mary before that night at the King Edward Hall, as all sorts of coincidences fell into place. Firstly when I got back home and mentioned that I had met a very nice lass from Walstead, it transpired that Mum and Dad both knew Mary`s Mum, as well as all her brothers and sisters. Also a cousin of Mary`s was at the dance by the name of Nellie Baker and she always claimed that she introduced us to each other, which although we had a good chat was untrue, as we had already been dancing together. Now Nellie Baker was the sister of Harriet Baker who was a life long friend of Mum. Another strange thing was that a young lady by the name of Clarice Webb, who I was friendly with (the one that taught me to dance) was also a friend of Mary`s and sat beside her when she was at school. As if that wasn't enough Mary also went to school with Tich Edlin! I still can`t credit that I had not known Mary before that night at the dance.

I really was smitten by now and we became a regular couple, that Matchless was a godsend and it took us all over the place. One of the places we visited was Portsmouth dockyard where “Navy Day” was taking place. It was about Easter time and the weather was perfect. Two things stand out in my memory of that day, one was filling one of Mary’s new sandals up with oil, as the filler cap on the motorbike was not on tight enough, fortunately Mary was very understanding about this! The other was the marvellous feeling I had when I was allowed to park my motorbike on the parade ground at Pompey Barracks, as during my time in the Navy this parade ground was almost Holy! The Matchless took us all over the place and it seemed to have a penchant for haystacks, as somehow or other it always wanted to stop and let us off to explore it! I had an ex-WD-flying suit that I wore when motorcycling, and this suit was the most perfect piece of tailoring that you could wish for, as regards haystacks. It zipped completely open and presented itself like a duvet. Absolutely ideal for a snuggle in the moonlight; sometimes we could hear the mice squeaking away inside the stack. I feel very sorry for the youngsters these days, as haystacks as such are a thing of the past. Saturdays were our main times for seeing each other as Tech was taking up a good chunk of my time. By the way, I passed my examinations for the first year and was bracing myself for the second year. 

 After a Saturday evening at a dance somewhere in the Mid Sussex area, Mary and I would make ourselves comfortable in the front room of Mary`s Mum`s little house, and snuggle down to a bit of courting. Mary`s Mum was very understanding of young people and discretely left us alone. One thing that did not leave us alone however, was Mary`s dog Dusty, a Staffordshire Bull terrier of dubious pedigree, Dusty always decided that the most comfortable place was in between us. I think it goes without saying that Dusty was persuaded to move over!

Mary worked at the telephone exchange in Haywards Heath, right opposite Clarke`s Mid-Sussex Times works. You might remember this was the place that I started out in my working life. Mary worked a shift system that sometimes meant that she would be working on a Saturday or a Sunday during the day. Night work was done by the male members of the staff. We had an arrangement between us that involved me pressing the emergency button in the telephone booth outside the exchange. Pressing this button automatically showed up on the exchange display and this was picked up by one of the girls who would give Mary the nod that I was waiting outside. The reason for this entire clandestine goings on, was to make sure that the supervisor wasn’t about. If it was all clear, I would pop up the fire escape and then take up position next to Mary whilst she carried out her duties. Of course the other girls were on to these antics and gave us full support. If by chance the supervisor did show up I received sufficient warning to disappear down the fire escape again.! Love is a many splendoured thing!

It was 1948 and as the year progressed, with me doing my best at Tech, Christmas came with all the usual celebrations and we moved into the New Year. I must stress that Mary was very supportive of my efforts at trying to get a qualification, and was very understanding that we could not see each other as often as we would have liked. Quite often Mary would come over to the Horn’s Lodge, to keep me company when I was helping out behind the bar. I think she enjoyed an odd Saturday night there, as the place would be packed and very lively with all the music etc. At this time I was still enjoying a game of football on Saturday afternoons, and it was during one of these games that I crocked my knee. That didn`t help very much as far as motorcycling was concerned. During a short time off from work, Mary came over on the bus to visit me, and not knowing the exact layout of the pub, she made a mistake and knocked on the wrong door. This door belonged to the next door cottage that was occupied by a Mr. Smith the cobbler. “Smithy” came to the door and Mary asked him about my whereabouts, and he told her with a wicked leering smile on his face, that I would be waiting next door for her. Mum wasn't all that fond of old “Smithy” as he once remarked that her peach coloured knickers looked quite dandy on the washing line.

Next door to Mr.& Mrs. Smith, lived Mr.& Mrs.Taylor, they were a nice old couple and Mrs. Taylor sometimes helped Mum out with some of the housework. Mrs.Taylor was the village “Midwife” I say that in loose terms, as she was not qualified, but her knowledge came from experience over many years of village life. She was also the person who laid you out, if you were unfortunate enough to “Pop your Clogs.” Her husband was a retired roadman, who had kept the verges of the lanes and roads tidy and clipped all around the village. Next door to the Taylors was the stable where I kept my motorbike, although this wasn't the only occupant. Arrangements had been made to house the donkey belonging to old Arthur Snelling. Arthur was the retired landlord of the Five Bells, which was the next pub down the road towards North Chailey. Arthur had a little trap that was also kept at the rear of our pub, and that was his means of transport around the village. Sometime later a Donkey Derby was organised in the village fete, and “our” Donkey was called “Horns Lodge Beauty.” I think it was one of the first Derbys of this kind that had ever been organised.

Back to my courting days with Mary. Sometime later in the year 1949, (Tech was finished for the holidays and I had passed my exams for the second year), attention was drawn to an advert in one of the National papers, put in by the Government, offering a small wage and free accommodation for help on farms around the country. Apparently there was an acute shortage of labour, and this was a method to fill the gap. I discussed this with Mary and we both thought that this was a good way to get an interesting and cheap holiday as we were not exactly flush with the old “spondulics.” Arrangements were made, and we found ourselves booked up to go down to Wiltshire to a town called Tisbury. Accommodation was to be supplied in a place called Fonthill Abbey. I think it was about August that we set out on the motorbike for Wiltshire, wondering what was in store for us. When we arrived at Fonthill Abbey, we found that it was an Abbey in name only and that the accommodation was in a building much like a German Schloss, and was the surviving part of an earlier building. It was a beautiful area, and we really thought that we had scored. Apparently a certain William Beckford in 1770 had inherited the place, so the building was older than that. Beckford was a famous author, but a bit on the eccentric side, it was said that he built an Abbey in the grounds that was taller than Salisbury Cathedral, Salisbury not being that far away. It appeared that his building techniques were not as good as that of Salisbury’s, as the tower collapsed! Quite a lot of famous people had been entertained at Fonthill Abbey in the past, among them was a certain Lord Nelson, so we would be in good company! It was rather odd, that when I was tapping away at the computer describing Fonthill Abbey, a programme appeared on the TV, which was all about William Beckford. What I didn`t know, was that he was the richest man in England at this time, and all his fortune was made from producing sugar in Jamaica with the aid of slave labour. He also dealt in the supply of slave labour from Africa to Jamaica. What a nice bloke! He was also a homosexual who narrowly missed being convicted for sodomy!

On arrival at Fonthill we were shown our accommodation. I finished up in the converted stables and Mary was located in a Garrett at the top of a tower along with three other ladies who went by the names of Molly, Mary and Moira. Eating arrangements were communal and food was provided in adequate proportions, although it wasn't the Ritz!  I suppose there were about thirty of us budding farmers there and it was quite a happy throng. The allocation of work that was required, seemed to be a bit haphazard, as there were more people available to do the work than there was work available. Most of the people that were staying at Fonthill were students and were keen to get employed, so that empty pockets could be filled. Monday morning, Mary and I found ourselves being sent off to a local farmer to lift his potatoes. It was a very hot day and it seemed to me that the farmer had got his potato picking down to nicety, as by the time that we had lifted our allocated space of spuds, the spinner which threw the spuds out of the ground would be upon us again. After a day of this we began to realise that this wasn't going to be too much of a holiday, and we decided that if it was to be another day of potato lifting, we would give it a miss. The next day turned out to be humping bales of straw after the harvest, and I think that was the time that we said that enough was enough, (the straw that broke the camel’s back). As well as this, poor Mary was getting too much of the sun and was in danger of getting really burnt, I can`t remember how we were paid for our efforts, but we decided that we didn`t want to be paid anymore and thought it would be a good idea to do a bit of holiday- making around the area. One place that we visited was Bath, which was not all that far away, and Mary found a lot of relief from her sunburn by sitting on the nice cool stonework in the Abbey.  We also spent some time exploring the lakes in that area, as it was called “Little Lakeland” I remember the swimming was a bit of alright but I couldn’t get Mary to venture in.

As I have mentioned before, Mary and I had a thing about haystacks, and we noticed outside in the gardens of Fonthill there were a number of haycocks. I suppose each one was about six feet high and about twelve feet round. What an opportunity, it was absolutely ideal, so we made ourselves nice and comfortable. The so-called garden had at one time been magnificent, but time had taken its toll and had overgrown somewhat, but for all that, there we were behind a lovely balustrade, lying comfortable in our haycock. I won’t enlarge on any activities, but one thing that was apparent, was that there was a splendid display of glow worms everywhere, they lit up the bushes and trees beautifully. This situation must have been the catalyst for my future as I popped the question regarding marriage and asked Mary if she would like to spend the rest of her life with me. Kisses said the affirmative, and the haycock continued to work its magic.

I don't think we were all that interested in farming for the rest of the week and couldn’t wait to get home and spread the good news. I remember on our return, we were not far off from home, somewhere near Coolham I think, where we stopped for a bit of refreshment, that it dawned on me that I would have to ask Mary’s Mum for her daughters hand. It sounds a bit Victorian these days, but I wanted to do the job properly. We discussed what I would be saying and off we went on the journey home. When we arrived at “Tichborne Cottages” for that was the name of the dwelling where Mary lived. I was in a bit of a “Two and Eight” as to what the reception would be. I shouldn’t have worried though as, as my prospective new Mum was more than pleased at the news. In fact she said, God help you, you don't know what you have taken on! I took that with a pinch of salt as there was quite a twinkle in her eye. It might sound odd that I wasn't to ask Mary`s Dad for her hand in marriage. I'm afraid that wasn't possible, as Mary had lost her Dad when she was a small child living in Hampshire.

When the news was announced at home, both Mum and Dad were more than pleased, as they both got on like a house on fire with Mary. A little while later when Mary and I were back over Walstead, provisional arrangements were made regarding the date and the venue for the wedding. Lindfield Church was the obvious location for the ceremony to take place, and a date was fixed for the 19th.August 1950, which was the date of Mary’s Father’s birthday, who unfortunately had died when she was about 5 years old. As you can see Mary’s Mum was a widow, and had done a good job of bringing up three children when times were hard during the depression. Mary had two brothers, one was Leslie who I have already chatted about, and the other one was John who was the eldest. John was a dedicated employee of the Gas industry, and was one of those people that could turn his hand to anything, if it involved engineering.

Now that things were beginning to fall into place as regards weddings etc. it became obvious to both of us that (a) we didn`t have a lot of money, and (b) we had nowhere to live! The money part of it was partially solved by us cutting back on as much expenditure as possible, and a decision to take on any extra little job that would put a bit of extra cash in the coffers, like fruit picking etc. As for the accommodation to start off our little love nest, I'm afraid we didn`t have much of a clue. Not very many people in those days bought their own houses and mortgages were a bit of a mystery to us. Anyhow, the first thing to do was to get on the housing list, and as I was working down at Brighton and Hove, that was the obvious place to get started. As well as this, a number of irons were put in the fire by telling all and sundry that we would soon be in need of some housing. It should be remembered at this time, that housing was extremely hard to come by, due to the aftermath of the war, and the waiting lists for Council housing were very long indeed.

The summer turned into winter and Christmas arrived. All presents of course were of the type that would feather our nest, and the bottom drawer was beginning to get filled up. As 1950 got underway, we didn`t seem to be getting any closer to finding any where to live, in fact in one instance, we were being led up the garden path by a promise by one of the customers in the pub, that was never going to materialise. We were told that a house was becoming available to us in Lewes, and that it was only a short time to wait before we could move in. We repeatedly asked about the progress of this offer, and were always fobbed off by some excuse. It turned out that there never was such a house, and that we were being led up the garden path. That customer never came in the pub again, but what a cruel thing to do.

Regarding housing, a while back I mentioned that the cottages that went with the pub and what the rents were. Dad came to the conclusion that the rents were a bit low and contacted the brewery to see if he could up them a bit. The brewery told Dad, that if he supplied the cottages with dustbins, the rents could be increased by 3d.per week, which would make the rents of the three cottages 4/3, 4/3d.and 4/6d.respectively. The dustbins were provided and the rents went up; this was accepted with good grace by the two lower priced cottages, but old Mr.Lewry who lived in the detached cottage, thought this was a bit much and wrote a protesting letter to the brewers. I'm afraid he didn`t very far with his protest and had to accept the rise gracefully. What Mary and I would have given to find accommodation like that and at that price!

As 1950 progressed Mary and I were beginning to fill the money coffers somewhat. We were involved in quite a lot of fruit picking up at North Chailey, on a fruit farm owned by a Jack Parsons who was a good friend of Dad. Jack was a likeable chap and so was his wife, and we all got on together very well, which made the back ache of fruit picking seem to be quite enjoyable. Jack had an artificial leg which didn`t seem to stop him from putting in many hours of work. It rather tickled Mary and I, when he told us that a little while ago, he had had to go down to Lewes to get his leg serviced, as the leg was a bit noisy, and in the process he left his other leg on the bus. Anyway he got his leg back, but he said that it hadn`t cured the noise that his leg made whilst he was working! With our coffers beginning to show a healthy look, Mary and I decided that we ought to buy ourselves a bedroom suite, so off we went to a shop at the top of the Broadway in Haywards Heath, by the name of Millers. At this time furniture wasn't all that easy to obtain and had to conform to Government regulations. However we were lucky, and when we coughed up about £99, arrangements were made to deliver the suite to an address in time for the nuptials! We still have that suite, but not the mattress that accompanied it! It still boldly shows the utility mark on the backs of the wardrobes to this day!

The day was beginning to get close to the time in August, that wedding preparations were to be made. It was about six weeks before the big day that I had a bit of an upset with an ex-WD. Army lorry in Brighton. I was travelling up from Preston Circus towards Ditchling Road, when this lorry shot out from a side turning. I hit the lorry on the driver’s side of the bonnet, and the next thing that I knew was that I was sitting in a chair at the side of the road with people giving me a shot of brandy! Fortunately, I had hit the lorry rather than the lorry had hit me. By the time I had come round, an ambulance had arrived and I found myself speeding away through Brighton with ambulance bells ringing in my ears. Ambulances in those days had bells on their fronts and did not make the howling noise that they make today. I wasn’t feeling too bad by this time and was able to sit up and take notice. I remember the ambulance man was a bit of a joker. When we arrived at the Sussex County Hospital, we were met by one of the nurses, and he said to her that he had a patient aboard who had been run over by a steamroller and did she want him put through the letterbox or fed under the door. What a thing to say! I was soon sorted out at the A&E, and after a bit of a rest and some stitches in my head, I made my way back to where I had started, to see what had happened to my motorbike. I was told that it had been taken down the road to the Fire Station, so off I went to see what state it was in. I could have cried when I saw it, as the entire front end was smashed up. After making arrangements with Apex Motorcycles to fetch it and repair it, I had to catch the bus back to Chailey and relate the sorry story to Mum and Dad, and of course later to Mary. Fortunately the lorry driver accepted liability and it was only a matter of time before all was sorted out. When I got the bike back again, it never felt as if it was the same machine, perhaps it was a psychological thing, but it had to be accepted. 

Whilst I was working down in Hove, I came across an advert in a shop window that offered a part furnished basement flat down in Lewes Road, in Brighton. Mary and I were getting pretty desperate by this time in our search for somewhere to live and this seemed to be a good opportunity for us and so I applied for the flat. A Mr. &Mrs. Ball owned the flat and when I went to see them they seemed to think I was an acceptable applicant. Arrangements were made regarding the rent and when the occupation should take place. All seemed well! 

It was at this time that I decided to get rid of my motorbike, as I would have nowhere to keep it when we moved into Lewes Road. However there would be enough room to keep a little “Corgi” bike, as there was just enough room to keep it in front of the flat, where there was about 3ft. of space. These little Corgis were quite popular at this time, as they used a small amount of petrol and could be stored in a limited space. Corgis were developed from the wartime “Welbike” which were issued to paratroopers for quick transport after they had made their drop. They only had one high gear and this was engaged when the clutch was lifted and the footrest was lowered. Negotiations were carried out with Apex Motorcycles and a swap was made with suitable monies being handed over. It was quite a useful little bike really and I used it for sometime between Chailey and Hove each day, which was a distance of about 25 miles.

Now that the time was getting very close to August 19th, preparations had to be got underway for organising the event. One of the big problems those days was food, as there was strict rationing still going on, in fact it seemed to be worse than during wartime. Fortunately Mum and Dad were members of a little pig club that had been set up. This was an arrangement set up by the government where a part of your bacon ration was removed in exchange for food supplements for the pig. Also when the pig was killed, half of it had to go back to the government. A similar arrangement existed if you kept chickens, as your egg ration was removed (1 egg/week) to provide balancer meal for the chickens! I'm not sure who was looking after the pig, but I have a suspicion it was my Uncle Bill who was into that sort of thing. Anyway with all this “toing and froing” and with help from friends and relatives, arrangements were made for a sit down meal on the big day, in the canteen of the school that Mary went to when she was a little girl. We were also very fortunate in having the services of Mary’s second cousins Harriet and Lulu, who arranged wedding parties along with their friends Tootsie and Queenie as a spare time job, this was kindly given to us as a wedding present.

Another Wedding present that was given to us, was the services of a dance band organised by my Uncle Ren, and of course I mustn’t forget all the drinks and food that was organised and provided by Mum and Dad. The Wedding cake was kindly given to us by Mr. And Mrs. Page who kept the bakers shop at that time in the Hamlet of Walstead, which was Mary`s home. What with all this wonderful expression of kindness and help, it was all arranged for a sit down meal for over a hundred people at the Wedding reception.

On the day before the Wedding, I had a little bachelor’s  “do” at home in the Pub accompanied by my Best Man, Jim Forster. I had been friendly with Jim for a long time and we had both joined the Navy together. We had also spent a lot of time together in the ATC. As for Mary, I heard later that she had had an evening chatting to friends and neighbours with a glass or two of wine. I don't think we had heard of “Hen Parties” in those days. I don't know wether Mary’s bridesmaids were present, but it had been arranged that the lassies who had agreed to do the honours, were my cousin Barbara Weller and Mary’s friend Jill Campbell. Mary also told me that she had a wallow in the good old tin bath that always hung on the wall outside the kitchen. Just so that there is no misunderstanding, the bath was taken inside the kitchen! 

The venue of the wedding was to be at All Saints Church, which is situated at the top of Lindfield High Street. The banns had been read and with the help of the officiating parson, a Rev. Tanner, the order of the service was gone over and the hymns chosen. One of the hymns was “O Love that wilt not let me go” which had been a favourite of Mary`s Dad before he died. I remember these arrangements had been made with the Rev.Tanner (Mary always called him Rev.Sixpence) in an annexe to the Churchyard called the “Tiger” This place, which was used for Church business and used to be a Pub many moons ago, where Church ales were sold.

Came the big day, Saturday August 19th. I had arranged to meet my best man in the Heath Hotel in Haywards Heath for a couple of drinks, before making the vital appointment at All Saints Church in Lindfield. I really meant only a couple of drinks and I stuck to it. When I arrived at the Heath Hotel, I found that a couple of my friends were already supping with Jim Forster my best man, and guess who they were. One was “Spats” Pattenden who you might remember had been lowered down from the roof the Gas Company’s showroom in rather a rough manner and the other friend was Sid Drury whose tank I had had a hand in transporting out to Sumatra during the war. Of course a good deal of reminiscing took place and I was soon anxious to be on my way to keep that appointment at the church. I was going to get a taxi, but I was told in no uncertain manner that Spats would get me there on time. He was true to his word, but what a journey. When we came out of the pub, there was his bread van waiting to transport us. All four of us got in the front seat of the van, with Spats at the wheel. We were so squeezed up together, that while Spats steered, Jim did the gear changing We arrived in good time at the church but I was thankful that the local constabulary had not been around at the time!

Very soon I was in my place at the front of the pews, waiting for Mary to make the grand entrance. The wedding march started to play and Mary appeared on the arm of her brother John, who was giving her away, in place of her Father. I don't seem to remember too much about the wedding service, but what I do remember and Mary remembers it too, was how our backs started to ache towards the end of the service, as the parson kept us on our knees in front of the altar for ages. Nobody came rushing into the church when the parson asked if anybody had any reason to say that we shouldn’t get married, and some minutes later I found out that I was a married man with a wife to support. Feeling more than pleased with ourselves, we processed up the aisle and out into the sunshine for the photographs to be taken. When all the clicking had finished, off we went in the wedding cars down Lindfield High Street to where the reception was to be held. When we looked in the door of the school canteen, it was a sight for sore eyes. Everything was beautifully laid out, and there was food fit for a king. One thing we did notice, was that on the top table, in front of my place was a “po” or a “gozunder” for want of a better name. The “po” contained a quart bottle of light ale with a blue ribbon round its handle. This was the result of me jokingly saying to Aunt Harriet, that a “po” would be a very useful wedding present. 

After all the wedding guests had been welcomed as they came through the door, everybody got seated and the “nosh up” and “speachifying” was got through. I mention this part of the proceedings as my Best Man Jim, after managing to say all the right things, finally succumbed to an excess of liquor and had to be escorted outside, where he spent some time recovering on Lindfield common. This was not quite all Jim’s fault, as when he arrived at the reception Aunt Harriet gave him a small tankard of sherry. I don't think that beer and sherry mixes very well. With everybody topped up with wedding cake and other comestibles, Uncle Ren got into his stride with his band and the dancing got under way. A little later Mary popped off home and got into her going away outfit ready for us to pop off to Brighton for our Honeymoon. It may seem a bit strange to some people these days that we were not more adventurous in our choice of venues, but we were not all that well off and I don't think either of us cared very much as long as we were together.

We said all our goodbyes and Aunt Ethel`s husband Joe Taylor kindly drove us down to Lewes Road in Brighton to our “Love Nest” Of course the car was suitably decorated for the occasion and nobody was in doubt as to the contents of the car. At last we were on our own with the rest of the week before us. No details here but the learning curve was pretty steep! One little detail; when the time came for us to enjoy the delights of the bedchamber, I found that my pyjamas had been tampered with. The flies had been decorated with lace trimming; a certain May Snelling, the daughter of the owner of our resident donkey at the Horns Lodge had done the handiwork, with a neat bit of stitching. I didn`t need my pyjamas anyway! It`s surprising how bawdy people can get when there is a wedding about! One bright spark had suggested that Mary’s nightie should have a strip of fur around the bottom. When asked what the reason for this piece of adornment was for, it was explained that it would keep her neck warm!--- Enough said! 

It was at the end of the Honeymoon and I had returned to work out at Hove, that things started to go a bit pear shaped. The lady that who was our landlord seemed to have a Jekyll and Hyde personality, with the bad bit coming out when I started back to work. For some reason she objected to Mary being at home all day and started to make Mary’s life a misery, such as shouting objectionable things down the basement stairs and throwing newspapers down to indicate that she ought to go out and find a job! I'm sure this Mrs. Ball was really round the twist. It seemed to be a view shared by the local traders as well, as she was well known.along Lewes Road. Her poor husband appeared to go into fright when she was in this mood. There was nothing for it but to make arrangements to move. Before we did move however, Mary found herself having to cope with the rationing that was still going on from the wartime days. It seems incredible now, but our complete set of rations for the week, that is butter, sugar, meat and eggs was bought for a little less than 5/-(25p), in fact the rationing was worse than during the war!  For a short time our meat ration of 10d had to be taken as 2d.worth of corned beef and 8d worth of ordinary meat. Fortunately sausages were not on ration, but the butchers were not allowed to put more than 30% meat in them! Talk about austerity, it was taking a lot of effort to get the country back on its feet. It was at this time that we made our first purchase of a luxury item. A radio was needed, and we bought a Bush push button model. I will always remember buying that radio as it was about the first and the only thing that we ever bought on the “Never-Never” The cost was £20-10s. just a little under three times my weekly wage. I wonder what people would say if they had to pay that amount for a radio today! That hire purchase quite worried us, and we made the effort to pay it off after about four weeks; our tax rebate had arrived for getting married at the right time of the year! 

Now for the move, fortunately my Grandmother Leppard had a spare room, where she lived at 71 Stanmer Park Road, further away in Brighton, and she kindly let us move in with her. It wasn't an ideal situation, as we had to share the kitchen and toilet facilities, but it gave us some leeway to get settled in. I still don't understand why, but for some reason we decided to have a dog, and we took on this little Manchester Terrier. It was a silly thing to do really, but such is the foolishness of youth. We had a lot of fun with that dog and we named her “Bonny” but she wasn't to be with us for all that long as relations at Stanmer Park Road began to sour. I suppose it was inevitable really, but the situation wasn't helped by the attitude of my Aunt Mary, as she made it very plain that she did not like us being there. There was also some animosity between her and my mother, one of those family things that I never really understood. My Mother also never got on very well with her Mother (my Grandmother), which had been going on for some years. So you see the climate was not good. Family skeletons were rattling at full pace! It was at this time that Mary thought that she was pregnant and we began to look forward to the happy event, but it was not to happen. Very early on in the pregnancy a miscarriage occurred, which I am pretty sure wasn't helped by the general atmosphere of living that was tainted by Aunt Mary. 

Things came to a head when we received notice to quit 71, Stanmer Park Road, which was prompted by Aunt Mary. When I mentioned my predicament at work that we had nowhere to lay our heads, the social and welfare side of the Electricity Board came into play, and we were kindly offered the use of the Chairman’s flat, which was next door to the offices. The chairman by the name of Mr. Elliot had a beautiful house on the seafront of Hove and only used the flat for special occasions. This was a boon, as it gave us some leeway to find alternative accommodation. Unfortunately as the flat was fully furnished, we had to make arrangements to get our bedroom suite and other odds and ends stored in some way. Mum and Dad came to the rescue, and they arranged to store the bits and pieces in the spare bedroom at the Horns Lodge. We found a home for Bonny with some friendly people in the next road.

With a frantic search to find some more accommodation, knowing that we couldn't stop at the firms flat for very long, I came upon an advert for a furnished one bedroom flat, a couple of roads away from the office. On application I found out that a French lady owned the flat by the name of Mrs. Leighton, she was a kindly lady and made us welcome. The flat was situated in an old Victorian house that had originally been semi-detached, but had been knocked through to the other semi to form one house. Although the flat was rather small and the rent was a bit high, we settled in quite well. 47, Albany Villas was our new address and we were a stones throw from Hove Town Hall.

 Looking back on these times, I can hardly believe the host of characters that we found ourselves associated with. There were 10 flats in all, with Mrs Leighton occupying one of them. The remaining 9 flats were occupied by a cross section of a type of people that we had never encountered before. Across the hall from us, were a couple that strangely enough were from Haywards Heath, but there the similarity ended, for the husband of this relationship was a bit on the “poofy” side, he was a conductor on the local buses and was always being visited by a gentleman in a very posh car who would take him out for a ride!!! His wife, whose sister went to the same school as Mary, didn`t seem to mind this relationship at all. We were quite bewildered by it. In the flat above us, resided an artist who had succeeded in painting every wall and ceiling of his flat, with brilliant colours that looked like an imitation of one of Gaugins pictures. Mrs Leighton, the landlady who had seemed to have adopted us, took us up there one day when the artist was away, and showed us what he had done. A nice couple, who later on was to give us some assistance when we moved away from Albany Villas, occupied the flat opposite the artist. In the basement below us was a family who didn`t seem to appear at all. One day they up and left, and when Mrs.Leighton called Mary to have a look in their vacated flat, the place was a bit of a tip and there were over 150 empty milk bottles left behind!

At the other side of the house where Mrs.Leighton resided; a brother and sister occupied the flat on the ground floor, and it was generally believed that this was an incestuous relationship that was going on. Where this rumour came from I do not know, but they certainly were a queer couple. Skeletons seem to rattle all over the place in Albany Villas, and we found out later, that Mrs.Leighton`s husband had previously done a bunk and had run off with another man! To top it all, the flat above Mrs.Leighton, was occupied by an eccentric retired actress, who seemed to have an aversion to some types of men. I, somehow, seemed to drop into that category. This lady was no oil painting, she had orange hair and a face that looked as if it had been dipped in a bag of flower; poor thing she had no idea on how to make herself attractive. This business of aversion to some men seemed to materialise whenever she saw me. As soon as she espied me, she would turn away and hold her handbag over her face. This was all rather embarrassing for me, as it made it look as if I was some kind of stalker (far from it). What was worse, this performance would be enacted whenever she saw me out in the street. The lads at the office thought all this was hilarious and I was accused of all sorts of misdeeds regarding this poor lady!   

One day in 1952, Mary coyly looked at me with a twinkle in her eye, and told me that she thought she was waiting for the stork to come. The news soon hit the bush telegraph and all the family were thrilled and the knitting needles came into play. It was Sunday the 1stFebrary in 1953 that Mary was certain that the big event was about to take place. Consequently urgent telephone calls were made and Mary found herself having a ride in the ambulance on her way to the maternity hospital at the top of Elm Grove in Brighton. This hospital was just at the back of Brighton racecourse and in earlier days it had been the local Workhouse, it was a forbidding looking building, but for all that it was a good hospital. On Tuesday 3rd.February, after rather an arduous time in which the baby was reluctant to come into the world, a forceps delivery was carried out, and Mary and I were presented with a fine bouncing boy who weighed in at 8lbs13ozs. Much jubilation all round and plenty of attention from the Grandmothers and Granddad. Things were rather strict in hospitals in those days. Mothers were kept in bed for quite a long time and were not allowed out of the hospital for about a fortnight. Visitors were only allowed at the bedside one at a time, and I remember on one occasion when I visited the hospital with Mum Bourne, the matron in charge would not allow both of us to visit Mary at the same time, and as the visiting time was for only half an hour, we had to have a quarter of an hour each! I wonder what the young people of today would make of those restrictions.

It was time for Mary and the little lad to come home, and it wasn't long before he was nicely tucked away, either in his carrycot or his new (secondhand) “Royale” pram. A colleague of mine who was plodding away at Tech with me had sold the pram to us. Outside of our flat was the hallway to the front door, and this was a very convenient spot to leave the little lad in his pram, by the way the “little lad” was now called Trevor. Being in this hallway, he was constantly being “oohed and ahed” over by all the people that were going in and out. He was a very happy baby and never kept us awake at night, which we were very thankful for.

During this time Mum and Dad would drive down to visit us, usually on a Sunday afternoon. Business was beginning to look up at the pub and Dad had acquired himself a car. What a car! It was a beauty, very old fashioned but in lovely “nick.”  It was a Morris 14, six-cylinder job, box shaped with all leather upholstery. When you sat in the back seats there was loads of room to stretch out. I remember that on one occasion in honour of some anniversary, Dad took us all up to London in the car, to see a show with Frankie Howard and Winifred Atwell at the Prince of Wales theatre. We had lunch at the Cumberland Hotel, which was a Lyons Corner House, and we finished up having a meal in “Dirty Dicks” close to Liverpool Railway Station. Happy memories!

Sometime in 1953, Mary`s brother John decide to marry his girl friend Jean Botting, Jean lived a little way down the road at Walstead, which was only a few doors down the road from Mary`s old home. Of course we were invited to the wedding and preparations were made to celebrate the event. Just before the big day, it was arranged that Mary would go ahead by train with Trevor in her arms, and I would follow on the Friday evening after work. It was arranged that I would bring Mary`s best clothes and other items packed into the carrycot. I remember that I hadn`t a lot of time between getting off work, getting to Albany Villas to pick the carrycot up, and getting to Brighton Station to board the train to Haywards Heath. When I arrived at the station, the train was almost ready to go. In my hurry to get into the coach, I let one handle of the carrycot slip out of my hand, and the contents of the carrycot dropped between the platform and the train and on to the rails below. What a panic, fortunately the accident had been seen by a porter, who managed to put a halt on the train, while he crawled under the train and moved the contents of the carrycot off the rails. Once off the rails, off went the train and the porter was able to get down onto the rails and retrieve my wife’s clothes. I was very apprehensive as to what had happened to Mary`s clothes as the carrycot had turned upside down. Fortunately Mary had put a couple of editions of a magazine called "John Bull" on the top, and these took the brunt of all the gooey mess that is always present on railway tracks. Of course I missed my train and had to be told what a silly arse I was, when I eventually arrived at Walstead! Anyway it all turned out right in the end, and we were thankful that Trevor hadn`t been in the cot. From that time onwards, we always kept the handles of the carrycot strapped together when we were carrying it about. The wedding was a success by the way! 

Although we were very happy whilst we were at Albany Villas, it was very apparent that we were not getting anywhere in the housing stakes. We seemed to be nowhere near to getting to the top of the Council housing list, one of the reasons for this was that assessment was made of my income, and it was deemed a bit too high for us to get many points. We were not getting on very well with saving our money either, as the rent for the flat was a third of my salary. Something had to be done, and we were constantly on the lookout for more suitable accommodation.

 I think I should make it clear at this point, that I had rather old-fashioned views on marriage, with the uppermost thinking., that the man went out into the world and did his best to provide for his wife and family, and that the woman stayed at home and looked after the home affairs that kept both parties fed and comfortable. Also any monies that were earned went into a common pot and were shared equally. This arrangement worked for my Mother and Father, and I am sure that Mary was absolutely in agreement with this principle. I don't think there was an error in this thinking, but I think that an error that we did make, was not getting enough of the old spondulics before we got married and then starting a mortgage off. However that is all in hindsight and water under the bridge.

One day in the office, John Skeates came in very excited, and informed me that his poor old Grandmother had died and that her little house would soon be up for rental. This little house was a Lodge on the end of a Regency Crescent called Hanover Crescent. It appeared that the rental was handled by an Estate agent by the name of Graves Son & Pilcher. Mr.Harries, the Chief draughtsman, insisted that I take myself off to the estate agents as soon as possible, to get myself in the front line for tenancy. I cycled off down to Old Steine in Brighton where the estate agents were in business, (I was pushbiking now that the Corgi had been sold) and presented myself as a possible good tenant for the property. When asked for my name, the chap who was conducting the interview asked me if I was a relative of the owner of the property as he wasn't able to divulge the owner’s name. This immediately made me realise that the owners name was possibly Stevens. I can`t recall how I was made aware that the owner lived somewhere in Dyke Road in the posh part of Brighton, but some how I did.  As I couldn't get any more information out of the estate agents, I returned to the office a bit disappointed. The lads in the office thought I ought to seek out the landlord, and apply the personal touch. Everybody rallied round and suggested that a good look be made in the telephone directory for any likely Stevens` that lived in the area of Dyke Road. One or two Stevens` did live in that area and a short list was made. Off I went on my travels again and called at one or two addresses without much success. One of the addresses I had, turned out to be a rather posh house in Dyke Road.  After walking up the drive and knocking on the front door, a pretty young maid asked my business and let me in the house and directed me upstairs to see the master of the house. I remember it was a beautiful staircase and I was then ushered into this big bedroom where a poor old gentleman was sitting up in a big double bed. This old chap was obviously very deaf, as he had two cardboard ear trumpets strapped to his head which made him look as if he was about to take off! I tried to introduce myself and state my business regarding the tenancy of South Lodge (I had found out what the place was called). From the start it was a hopeless task, as not only could he not hear me, he hadn`t a clue as to what I was talking about. I hastily saw the futility of the visit and made a polite exit! There was a sequel to this visit; shortly after, a notice appeared in the in the local rag (the Evening Argus) that the Treasurer of the Brighton Borough Council who had resided at Dyke Road and was held in high esteem had passed away peacefully in his sleep. One of the lads in the office had seen this little snippet and I was immediately the butt of jokey remarks that I had hastened the poor old chap on his way!

Back to the office again with nothing accomplished, and then fate took a hand; the next morning a letter arrived at Albany Villas, inviting me to meet the landlord of South Lodge, at the property to discuss tenancy. The appointment was duly made and both of us had a look around the property. He told me that it was his intention to install a bathroom in the Lodge, but to leave the decoration to the future tenant. He told me that I looked a suitable tenant and if I agreed to his terms, then the tenancy was mine. Rent was to be 23/0d.per week and I could move in when the bathroom was finished. I could have kissed the man I was so pleased. The owner of this property went by the name of Mr.Bentham Stevens, and it turned out that he was the local magistrate for Lewes;, but here was the strange coincidence, he was the gentleman who approved Dad's application for his spirit licence at the pub. Dad assured me that he knew nothing of these strange occurrences and it was put down to one of those strange twists of fate.

When I got back home to Albany Villas, Mary was also over the moon with the news, and preparations were soon underway for the move to our new home. I always look upon this point in our marriage, where our fortunes appeared to be taking an upward turn. It was the start of the time when we could begin to save a bit of money, as we were pretty nearly broke! As it happened we were to be even more broke before we moved in. I was getting to grips with some of the decorating in the Lodge before we took up residence, and as I was stripping the old wall paper off in the bedroom, the plaster came away with it, exposing the flint and lathes. Disaster- I knew nothing about plastering, but I knew a man who did. You might remember that a nice couple lived in one of the flats at Albany Villas, the husband was a plasterer and on making him acquainted with my problem, he kindly helped me out at a very reasonable price. Problem solved and I think it left us with less than ten pounds in the bank! 

The day arrived for the move, and all the goodbyes were said at Albany Villas, I'm sure Mrs.Leighton was sad to see us go. I think at this point, I should describe the layout of South Lodge. When you stood in front of the Lodge, a massive front door presented itself at the front, with a large column on each side. There was a rather shallow roof, which gave the property the appearance of a small Greek Temple! Once inside the Lodge, there was a small living room, a small bedroom, a bathroom (nice and new) and a small kitchen. There was a very small garden in the front and a slightly bigger one at the side. The rear of the Lodge had another small garden, which was surrounded by a tall flint wall on one side and the wall of the Regency house next door. This made the garden triangular with an outside toilet in the corner. The Lodge was constructed of flint which had a cream rendering, all the properties in the Crescent were painted cream to conform with local regulations and they were all listed buildings. As I mentioned before Hanover Crescent was a Regency Crescent and had been constructed during the reign of GeorgeIV. Our little Lodge was built in 1840.

When we moved in, our bedroom suite was partly retrieved from Mum and Dad, that is the wardrobes and dressing table part of it, but not the double bed, as there was no room for it. We were able to buy (second hand) a very nice cot/playpen for Trevor, which filled the bedroom up quite nicely. I can`t remember us buying it, but somehow we obtained a Put-U-Up which we situated in the living room, so our sleeping arrangements were solved. As you can see we were not exactly well off for space, but it was a King to what we had in Albany Villas, and we were on our own, which was marvellous. One thing I should mention, was that the living room was a cube, i.e., it was 10ft wide by 10ft long by 10ft high and the front door opened straight into it! The door was 4ft wide! It was decided that we would not use the front door and that we would position our oak table that we had purchased at a very reasonable price from my Aunt Min, in front of it. This meant that we could have a good view of all that was going on outside the Lodge whilst we were having our meals, as well as getting our morning post delivered straight on to our breakfast table! Opposite the front door on the other wall, was an open fireplace that must have been installed when the property was first built. That fireplace would fetch a tidy sum in an auction room today. Alongside the fireplace was an old fashioned cupboard built in from floor to ceiling (10ft high) a very useful bit of furniture. The kitchen, once again was on the small side, but perfectly adequate and was joined on to a small glass outhouse which was very useful for storage purposes.

Once all the decorating was done, we were all nice and snug. As far as the decorating was concerned, this was my first attempt at such a thing, and I remember quite vividly my first attempt at hanging wallpaper. I was using a paper that was a bit on the cheap side, and the first piece that I offered up to the wall tore off at the corners and flopped onto my head, much to the amusement of Mary. Wallpaper paste was a much different animal to what it is today, many people were using a simple mixture of plain flour and water, but I did at least use a proprietary paste called “UnionJack” which was little better. Emulsion paint had also not arrived and ceilings had to be painted with a brand called ”Ceilingite.” It really was a very inferior product, as it brushed off white on your hands when it was dry. For all that the finished result was very acceptable.

South Lodge was situated on the main Brighton to Lewes road and was only a few doors away from the Technical College, so I was more than happy that I didn`t have to travel any distance to get there. Incidentally, by this time I had passed my examinations and obtained my ONC in Electrical Engineering. There had been one blip however, as I had failed in one subject in my third year, which meant that I had, had to take the three subjects again in the following year. I always have maintained that it wasn't my entire fault as we had a terrible lecturer for the electrical subjects and virtually all the class failed. Later on the lecturer was given the push.

Right opposite South Lodge was an area called the “Level.” This was a large area, very similar to a park, it was divided into two parts, one half being a playground for children, the other half being for kids games such as football etc. All of this area was surrounded by a double row of magnificent elm trees. In between the elm trees was a carriage way, that in the Regency period would have been the social place to be, and to show off the fine clothes and the carriage and pair. I'm not absolutely sure, but I believe later on in its history, the area became the cricket ground for Sussex, before it was moved to Hove. 

Now that we were firmly established in our new home, it became the regular practice for us to go up to Chailey to see my Mum and Dad. Dad had acquired a new car by this time, a Vauxhall Cresta no less, and he would come down and pick us up to spend the weekend at the pub. The pub was going great guns now and was showing good profits now that a spirit licence had been granted (by Mr. Bentham Stevens). Saturday nights there were a revelation, as during the summer the place would be absolutely packed, and it wasn't much different during the winter. A bit different from the time the Lewrys were there and only sold a pin of mild ale a week. Dad was selling about nine or ten firkins each night! I remember on one occasion, the pub was so full that when I managed to get to the other side of the bar to collect some glasses up, I couldn't get back to the bar. I had to squeeze myself out the bar door and go round to the back door of the pub to get back inside!

Another feature of the pub’s life was the sale of whelks on a Saturday night. Most Fridays, a chap would come into the pub and ask Dad how many whelks he wanted for the following day. It was usually a couple of gallons that were required, and then on Saturday morning the required load of whelks would arrive on the local bus. These whelks were caught down at Newhaven during Friday night and arrived at the pub freshly boiled! The job was then required of removing the whelks from their shells; a chap who was lodging at the pub usually carried out this job, his name was Bill Page. Bill was also employed as a part-time potman and helped Dad out with all the duties that were necessary for running a pub. Bill was a nice lad and became almost a part of the family. During the day Bill worked up at the brickyard making handmade bricks which were a speciality around this district.

A bit about my Granddad and Grandmother Stevens here. Granddad would occasionally come into the pub for a glass of cider, he was no great drinker and I don't think he liked the pub life a great deal. Granddad’s life was wrapped up in his garden. He had a beautiful garden at the back of his house  and he showed a lot of his produce at the local show, so much so, that latterly after he had won the Silver Plate for the third time, he agreed to show his stuff but not compete, (my son Trevor is now the owner of that Plate). A similar thing happened with my Uncle Fred Weller who also showed his produce. I remember once, Granddad came into the pub with one of his prize onions and you would have been hard placed to find a dinner plate big enough to hold it. For some strange reason Granddad had a liking for comics, and he had a regular order from the newsagents for a copy of “Chips” each week. The front page always featured a couple of tramps called “Weary Willie and Tired Tim” and one of the strips inside was about a dog called Homeless Hector. Hector was the name of Granddad`s dog, a rough-haired mongrel terrier.

Granny Stevens was a completely different character, she was very fond of a drop of mild ale, and was usually seen on a Saturday night in the bar, with her half pint of ale along with her packet of “Woodbines.” Gran was always accompanied by a chap by the name of George Beard; we never quite got to grips with the relationship, but he had been a lodger with Granny and Granddad for years. George was a likeable character and nearly always contributed a sample of his Sussex doggerel with songs such as “To be Farmer’s boy” etc. Dad's brother – my Uncle Bill was usually in attendance at the pub of a Saturday night, spending a good deal of his time on the dartboard with his wife Renee keeping the score; “on the chalks” as it was known. Bill was quite a character (and still is). He usually arrived in the pub after he had been busy milking some cows and it sometimes felt as if he had brought a sample of the cows with him! Quite often a ferret would be seen popping its head out of his pocket.  

Life was going along quite nicely now down at South Lodge and for some reason we decided that we would like a cat. Mary was the organiser in this project and she found out that there were some kittens for sale in a street of the top end of Trafalgar Street by the Station. She told me that when she arrived at the house that had these kittens, there were loads to choose from, and they were extremely young. Mary chose the one that she thought was suitable and we became the owners of a lovely cat called Joe. Just to add a bit of interest to this story, I found out that the street that Mary selected the pussy from, was notorious for the occurrence of one of the murders that became to be known as the “Brighton trunk murders.” The reason they were called trunk murders, was that one of the bodies was found in a trunk, that had been left in the left luggage department at Victoria Station in London. Incidentally one of the other murders occurred in a basement of a house opposite our Lodge. Brighton is a very colourful place!

  A little bit more story about Joe. One day, a little later on Joe went missing. A big search was undertaken without any result; Mary decided to pop across to the PDSA to see if a cat had been handed in. The answer was in the affirmative and Mary was shown the missing pussy. “That's the one said Mary” and brought him back to South Lodge. A little later Mary thought she had some doubts as to whether it was the right cat, as it didn`t seem to behave the same way. A little later a sound was heard from our wardrobe in the bedroom and there was Joe curled up inside. We now had two cats, so with great haste and apologies the other puss was taken back to the RSPCA. Joe always had the propensity for hiding himself away in bags and boxes: put a bag on the floor and Joe was in it in no time!

  Living in South Lodge was marvellous for doing the shopping, Mary had only to walk across the Level and all the shops were available in London Road. London Road was reached by going through the Open Market where all the fish meat and vegetables were available. Rather interestingly, there was a shop called Bellmans in London Road that sold most things over the counter, and this shop was the first one that we encountered that turned itself into a self service shop and became the fore runner of a supermarket. I remember this particularly, as when it happened, I found myself round at the shop scrounging some of the shelving that was being thrown out in the process of the conversion. This wood came in very handy to make myself a barrow. (I seem to have penchant for barrows).

There is another little story that concerns a bit of scrounging. One day Billy Smarts circus came to town and set itself up on the level opposite our lodge. All very exciting, as we could sit at our meal table and watch all of the activities taking place. When the weather was hot and the sides of the big top were opened up to let the audience cool off, we could see part of the show. This wasn't the scrounging bit though. Whilst all this activity was going on, it suddenly occurred to me that the circus animals must be producing a fair amount of manure which would benefit our little garden. When a quiet time arrived, I nipped over to the circus and made enquiries as to what happened to the “effluent.” I was told that it was all gathered up into a pile at the corner of the level and was then removed on a Sunday morning. I was also told that if I got over there nice and early, I could help myself to as much as I liked. I should point out that all this occurred before I made my barrow, so when Sunday came around, I found that the only way I could transport the “effluent” was by filling up my old Navy kitbag and then carrying the stuff back to South Lodge. When I arrived over at the dung heap, I found that most of the ingredients came from the elephants; each lump was about the size of a fruitcake and didn`t sit easily on my shovel. Nothing for it but to get my hands dirty! I made about half a dozen journeys back to South Lodge and then spread the contents over our small garden. I found out that I had brought a little too much of the elephant dung and consequently I had to spread it a bit thickly. Feeling very pleased with myself, I set about hosing the kitbag down, and also to give the garden a bit of a watering. The day turned out to be very hot and it wasn't long before we found out that we were beginning to attract most of the flies in Brighton. There was nothing we could do about it, so we left them to it and took ourselves off to the beach for the rest of the day! 

I don't think that the dung scraping incident affected our neighbours, as we had arrived at a good relation ship with them. Mr. and Mrs. Kinghorn were their names and at the time a young lady by the name of Joyce was going out with their son. They got married, but it all ended in tragedy when he was killed in a car accident about three weeks later. Joyce became a good friend and loved to pop round for a chat and to play with the kids. Sometime later she met another lad; John Cook, whom she eventually married. John was a very likeable character and I sometimes accompanied him to see Brighton play football out at the Goldstone ground. One day I happened to mention to Mary that I would love to go to Wembley to see the cup final. “I`ll get you a ticket” she said. I couldn't believe my ears; tickets were like gold dust. “I`ll see Uncle Jack when I go up to Walstead to see Mum” she said, “Uncle Jack acts as a steward when the matches are played at Wembley.” I couldn't really believe that Mary could work magic like that, so I waited for the next visit to Walstead. Mary had her visit and when she arrived back home, she was full of apologies, as she said that she couldn't get a Cup Final ticket, but she could have had a ticket for the Scotland England match, but she didn`t think I was interested in that! After I had climbed down from the ceiling, she informed me that I could have a Cup Final ticket for the next year! As good as her word, next year Mary turned up with 2 tickets to see Manchester United play Aston Villa in the FA Cup Final, and with the promise that I would receive 2 more tickets for the Scotland/England match the year after that. With joy in my heart I popped next door, and asked John if he would like to accompany me to see the match. John couldn't believe his ears and I was more of a friend for life! At that time, the Man.United team were known as the Busby babes, and were favourites to win the cup. They did win the cup, but the game we saw was a bit of a disappointment, as the Aston Villa goalkeeper was crocked and had to leave the field. The Villa then had to play with ten men; no substitutes were allowed in those days. Later in the year the Manchester United team was involved in air crash at Munich in Germany and the cream of the side was killed. Matt Busby, the manager was seriously injured, but eventually recovered. That was the end of the Busby babes.

Just about this time, I noticed that I had a small lump starting to grow at the left side of my eye, and I realised that I would have to do something about it. An appointment was made with the doctor who assured me that the thing was benign, but that I ought to go to the hospital to have the thing removed. A little later I found myself on the operating table at the Royal Sussex County hospital, with a large black surgeon hovering over me with scalpel in hand. The offending lump was removed with the aid of a local anaesthetic and I congratulated our friend from Africa on a job well done.  

Another little highlight in my life here. It was on a Saturday morning and I had an appointment to see the dentist. Having survived the rigours of the dentist’s chair, I was on my way home, and for some reason I had to call into Woolworths. After I had been served and was on my way out of the shop I realised that I had left my tobacco pouch on the counter, whilst searching in my pocket for some change. Off I went back to the shop and then found that my pouch had gone. I had only just filled my pouch with 2ozs of Gold Block tobacco and consequently I felt very peeved. So peeved in fact, I said, “Sod it” I'm not going to buy any more tobacco and I would pack up smoking. I never told Mary what had happened when I arrived back home and kept quiet about my decision. About a fortnight later Mary remarked that she had not seen me smoking lately, and that was when I told her about my trip to the dentist. From that time onwards I never smoked again, except a cigar at one or two Christmases. I think that the moral of this little story is to not tell anyone when you decide to give up the weed, as sure as eggs is eggs, somebody will try and tempt you with another puff. Once you have got a fortnight under your belt, the craving starts to ease off.

Now that I had obtained my Ordinary National Certificate, I was getting to grips with getting my Higher National Certificate and finding it a real up hill task. Mary was very supportive at this time and I believe if she hadn`t been behind me I might have given up. I remember one instance just before exams were due; Mary and I had been out for a walk up on the downs at the back of Brighton, equipped with my revision notes. We had sat ourselves down with the prime object of Mary testing me on my knowledge of trigonometrical formulae, it must have been of use as I managed to pass the first year of my HNC. What a relief when the exams were finished, as it gave us a lot more time together before the next year started off in the September. It was now 1954 and that September had come around and I was on the last leg of my HNC. I found out that when I signed on at the tech, I was in a class of about twelve students, the sole survivors of about sixty who had set out on the National Certificate trail those few years back. Peter Burgess was still struggling along with me, and I think in many ways we bounced off each other when we were doing our homework during the lunch hour at work. John Skeates who was a year in front of us had already passed his HNC and had found himself a new job at the Electricity showrooms in Castle Square, next to the Royal Pavilion.

Life in the drawing office at the Electricity Board was going along very nicely and I was picking up a lot of useful experience. One of the tasks that befell my colleagues and me was to try and design a Logo for the SEEB. We came up with all sorts of weird and wonderful designs, but never seemed to get a proper result. Somebody came up with the idea that an enlarged word from the notes of Sir Michael Faraday, that brilliant scientist and mathematician who unravelled the powers of magnetism, would fill the bill nicely. Contact was made with the Royal Society in London, and a sample of his notes was forwarded. The word “Electricity” in Faraday’s handwriting was picked out, and we set about enlarging it to about 4 or 5 feet long by the method of squaring, (No computers in those days). It was a success and thereafter the word  “Electricity” was seen on all the vans and letterheads of the SEEB.

A lot was made of the social side at the SEEB. I remember on one occasion a Tramps Ball was organised, and we all had to arrive in our best worst clothes, Peter arrived with his wife Sheila, he was dressed up in his oldest clothes along with a filthy flat hat and I did my best with a pair of torn trousers and a pork pie hat with the lid removed. One of the chaps in the office arrived in a shocking state and took the prize for the best-dressed tramp. He spent the most of the evening, sitting in the middle of the dance floor chewing away on what looked like a rancid old kipper. What tickled everybody was that when he tried to get on a bus to get to the Ball, the conductor wouldn’t let him on the bus. We never had cars in those days.

One of the highlights of the social side at the office, was the Chairman’s Christmas cocktail part,y followed by a good nosh-up in the afternoon. This nosh-up always had a theme and every year an office was chosen to be the waiters for the occasion and to be dressed up to suit the theme. One year our office was chosen along with the architects and engineers to be the waiters, and the theme was that we were the Black and White minstrels. We were all blacked up and wore black woolly wigs, and then went about our waiting singing such songs as “The Camptown Races” etc. I suppose this would be seen as politically incorrect these days, but it didn`t seem to matter then.

1955 arrived and it was time to take my exams for the final of the Higher National Certificate. Once again Mary was a big participant in the revisions for the exams and she spent a lot of time firing questions at me that would possibly appear on the exam papers. The big day arrived for the exams, and with trepidation I took my seat in the big hall of the Tech. Things seemed to go pretty well and I was reasonably pleased with myself that I would get a pass. When later on in the year, I went into the Tech to see the results pinned up in the main notice board, I went through those emotions that afflict these youngsters when they see the results of their “A” levels. I had passed! What I found beyond my expectations, was that I had two distinctions and a credit for my three subjects. There was more! I found that I was 2nd. top lad and that I was to be rewarded with a prize at an arranged prize giving. I received some technical books, which strangely enough were presented to me by my old Varndean Maths master, who was now the Principal of Brighton Tech.

 My Peers at work were very pleased with me and I was advised that if I could make and pass another year at Tech taking 6th.year Maths along with “Sound and Optics” I could apply for entry into the Institute of Electrical Engineers, and pop the letters AMIEE after my name. Accepting all this advice; when September 1955 arrived I signed on at Tech for the final push. It was not to turn out as planned though, as you shall see. Rumours were beginning to appear at work, that the Headquarters of the SEEB were to be moved to Guildford, and this wasn't going down very well with all the staff. Also at this time Nuclear Energy was being harnessed for commercial electrical power. With these two items in mind I was thinking it might be time for me to seek pastures new. An advert appeared in the News Chronicle (an excellent paper that was soon to disappear) for a draughtsman at the General Engineering Projects Dept.(GEPD) of "English Electric" This dept was involved in building power stations and was also starting to prepare itself in tendering for the first Nuclear power stations. I felt at the time that this was a good opportunity for me to further my experience, and so I applied for the post. GEPD was situated just outside Victoria Station in London, so was very convenient for travelling to and fro on the train. Feeling that I had nothing to lose, I accepted the appointment for the interview, and at the appointed time presented myself at the offices. The interview went well and I cheekily asked for a salary that was 25% higher than that I was getting at the SEEB. After all I needed extra money to pay for the required season ticket. My request for the salary was accepted and I became a member of “English Electric”

Feeling very pleased with myself, I gave my notice in at the SEEB and with some regret left my colleagues at Hove. At the same time Peter Burgess had applied for a job at the Atomic Energy Authority up in Oxfordshire, so we were both on our way to pastures new.  I was now in a new ball game, and my working day was extended by about two and a half-hours to accommodate the travelling. I quite enjoyed the travelling to and fro on the train as it gave me some time to do a bit of swatting and to catch up on a bit of ordinary reading. However I was finding it a bit wearing as regarding my work at the Tech, Mathematics was now on advanced Calculus and I was not coping very well, in fact I was really struggling. As well a this, I was leaving home about twenty past seven in the morning and not getting back home until after nine o'clock in the evening on Tech nights; on top of this I had my homework and laboratory work to write up. Something had to give, and by Christmas I decided that I had had enough and packed the Tech in. I felt that I had done as much as I could and didn`t feel that I had let anybody down. Once free of the Tech, it felt as if I was on holiday all the time! I'm sure that Mary was delighted with the decision.

Young Trevor had now got beyond the baby time and was becoming much more interesting, I can`t say that I am very taken up with babies. Somebody once said at work, that they thought that they were a biological package of uncontrollable orifices, I think I agree with that thought. Trevor was a very happy lad and seemed to go out of his way to charm the old ladies when he was out in his pram. He would put on a beaming smile and attract all sorts of attention. This happy smile got him into a bit of trouble one-day when he was left alone inside the front of Woolworth’s. It was common in those days for the young wives to leave their prams parked there, whilst they did their shopping around the store. Whilst he was sitting there beaming away at all and sundry, some well meaning lady came along and gave him some chocolate. Disaster—He finished up with more chocolate on the pram than in his tummy! Mary was pleased when she came back and found him!

Trevor had a bit of bother with his legs after he started to walk, and for a short while he had to have splints on his legs during the night. He was a little “knocked kneed” and this treatment was to put him back to normal. We told him that the splints were his football boots and this seemed to make him accept the inconvenience very well. The doctor recommended that a few sessions at a dancing class, which was available at the other end of Hanover Crescent would do him good, so Trevor took up dancing for a short while! A rather strange thing happened in later years. We were watching one of those “Carry On” films and right at the end of the film, Terry Scott appeared seated in a horse and carriage, right outside the house that Trevor used to go for his dancing sessions. Incidentally the house right in the centre of Hanover Crescent, was the home of Rowland Hill, the man who introduced the penny postage to Britain.

We were still travelling up and down at weekends to see either Granny Bourne or Granny and Granddad Stevens, and of course they were over the moon at being Grandparents. The pub at Chailey was going great guns, and we also found ourselves helping out on Sunday afternoons doing teas on the lawn. I really don't know where Mum got all her energy from as she helped in the bar of an evening. It was around about this time that the old couple next door to the pub had passed away, and the brewers decided that they wanted to extend the pub. The adjoining wall to this cottage was knocked down and the downstairs part was made into a Saloon bar. The existing serving bar was moved along and the space was taken up as a small games area. Mum also found herself with a new bedroom upstairs and a much-improved staircase and access to it. A bar billiards table was installed in the games area accompanied by a fruit machine. These two items were real money-spinners, but I did feel that the old character of the pub was disappearing. I suppose it was the start of the change that most pubs have gone through.

I was now getting firmly established at my new job in London, and I found myself laying out all the cabling for a new Power Station out in Turkey. The name of the power station was “Hirfanli” and was a Hydro Station, so a bit of swatting up was required on how hydro stations operated, as this was my first introduction to the world of power stations. There`s nothing like jumping in at the deep end! Hirfanli had the distinction of having the biggest earth dam in the world at that time, and because of its nature, was earthquake proof. The station was split up into sections, so that each individual part of the building rocked independently during an incident. This meant that the entire cabling passing from one section to another had to be looped to take up any movement. During this time I was also involved in tender work for the first two Nuclear power stations to be built at Bradwell and Berkeley. This was my first experience of work on this type of station. When the tender was finished, the boss of “English Electric” invited all members of GEPD to Marconi House in the Strand to thank us for our efforts, “drinkies and bities” accompanied this. After all our efforts, the contracts were awarded to another consortium whose name I forget.  Shame!

Marconi House was the Headquarters of “English Electric” and the big boss was Lord Nelson; not the one that defeated the Spanish Armada, but his great, great, Grandson (I think I have got that right). Lord Nelson was the kingpin of English Electric and had created a grand company. His full name was George Horatio Nelson and his offices covered a complete floor of Marconi House. So that he could get around London as quickly as possible, he had a permanent London type taxi positioned outside the offices with his initials GHN on the top of the cab instead of TAXI. 

Our offices of GEPD were situated almost outside Victoria Station, so it was very handy for travelling to and fro. Funnily enough the offices almost joined the furniture depository of Hudson's, the company that Dad used to work for. When I bought my season ticket for the railway journey, I was advised to get the ticket extended to include a couple of stations on the Underground, which would take me to Temple station, close to Charing Cross Station. The reason for this was that I would be able to take advantage of the meals dished up in the Marconi House restaurant. It was an excellent restaurant and the meals were very cheap for the staff. Most days, during the lunch hour, a small group of us took this journey, which meant that to reach Marconi House, we had to pass the rear entrance to the Savoy Hotel. One day we were walking by, and who should we see, but the Lone Ranger sitting on his horse with Tonto by his side. The cameras were taking plenty of advantage of this little sight! Another time whilst on our lunchtime journey, a midget submarine appeared on the Thames near the embankment! You never knew what you were going to see in London.

Quite often during the lunch hour I would get a sandwich or two and have a walk around the central part of London to take in the sights. Such places as Westminster Abbey, Westminster Cathedral, the Tate Gallery etc. Some times I would walk to Marconi House via Victoria Street, Whitehall and the Strand and take in the sights that way. By the way, at that time you could walk right by 10 Downing Street on the way from Whitehall to St. James’s Park, some thing you can`t do these days. Another place that was full of interest to visit during the lunch hour, was the Army and Navy stores in Victoria Street. Quite close to this emporium was the British Rail lost property store. On occasions, an auction would be held to get rid of all this lost property, and some quite good bargains could be obtained, especially if you wanted an umbrella, as this seemed to be the favourite lost item. One day one of the lads in the office attended the auction to get himself a bargain and by mistake he bid for the wrong article, and finished up by buying a gross of schoolboys hats!

The day that I joined GEPD, another lad joined at the same time by the name of David Boycott. David was a civil engineering draughtsman. David worked a couple of drawing boards down from me and we became quite friendly. Although we went our separate ways when we left GEPD somehow our paths seemed to cross at different contracts. David had the distinction of working on the then new Waterloo Bridge across the Thames.

There was quite a diversion of nationalities in the drawing office of GEPD, which made life interesting. The chap who worked behind me, was an English chap by the name of Fred Stevenson. He had spent all of his life up to the outbreak of the 2nd.World war in Germany and had then been interned as an alien by the Nazis: what he thought about them and the Russians who released him would have filled a book of hate. Across the gangway to my drawing board was a Polish lad by the name of Eddie with a surname that was beyond me. He had managed to get out of Poland before the Germans had arrived and he had a wealth of stories to be told. In front of me was a chap by the name of Tony Blauhorn, he was an Austrian Jew who had managed to escape the clutches of the Nazis. Tony was an excellent musician and had played for the Vienna Philharmonic Orchestra before the war. It was Tony that awakened an interest in serious music for me, although I only really tickled the surface.

GEPD had a system going, that enabled different members of the staff to attend various places of entertainment in London. The tickets were free and were issued out on a rotation basis. I took advantage of this arrangement on a number of occasions and was able to go to the Albert Hall and the Festival Hall on the South Bank. I went with Tony Blauhorn to the Proms on a couple of occasions and he was a great help in making me appreciative of the music. Beethoven became my favourite listening, especially the Pastoral Symphony. On one occasion I went to the Festival Hall to see the Russian Red Army Choir; they were magnificent. As it happened, we were seated in the cheaper seats behind the choir, so most of the evening we only saw their backs. However the choir appreciated that we weren`t seeing their faces, so the leader of the choir had them turned around to face us and we had a marvellous close up presentation! The song they sang was “Kalinka”-- It made my “goosybumples” rise up!

On another occasion I went to the Festival Hall to see a chap called Gerard Hoffnung. I don't suppose this means much to anybody these days, but at that time, he was considered to be the master of stupid incidents and outlandish poetry, he was also an excellent Orchestra conductor, and was a great after dinner speaker. He was in the same mould as Peter Ustinov. Hoffnung was conducting a well-known Symphony Orchestra and the music was the rousing piece in the1812 Overture, (lots of drums and cymbals). Suddenly, from the right back corner of the Festival Hall, a brass band appeared playing rousing stuff like “Colonel Bogey” As if the cacophony wasn't bad enough, another brass band appeared at the left back corner of the hall playing quite a different tune. The noise was terrific and had people standing in their seats. The performance wasn't over; as from both sides of the Hall at the front, two more brass bands appeared playing different tunes. The noise was indescribable and then suddenly ended as all the participants stopped playing at the same time. It was all a typical Hoffnung display.

With the aid of these free tickets I also went to see a performance of “Life with the Lyons”at the BBC. Once again I don't expect too many people remember the show, but it was very popular radio show in the 1950`s, the two main characters were Bebe Daniels and Ben Lyon. I`d never seen a radio show live before, and in some ways it slightly spoilt my listening for other radio shows. When you listen to the radio, your imagination takes over quite a lot, and now the image was slightly marred by seeing the background of microphones and scripts etc.

Another aspect of the interesting free shows that were available in London, was the close proximity of our Offices to the “Posh” exit from Victoria Station. There is a special entrance/exit at the side, which the Queen always uses when she needs to go on her travels Southwards. At odd intervals of time, different notables of the world would appear through this entrance, and make their way to Buckingham Palace as guests of the Queen. Consequently we saw quite a few of the world’s celebrities. I think the most notable ones that I remember were the presidents of the USSR Bulganin and Khruschkev. Another that sticks in my mind was the Shah of Persia along with his glamorous wife. They left Victoria Station in a carriage and pair along with the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh; the Shah was decked out in a pale blue military uniform as if he was in a Ruritainian opera! 

One of the aspects of my job at GEPD, was to go to the EECo Stafford works along with the engineer who was working with me on the Hirfanli project. This was usually an overnight stay at one of the local Hotels. The reason for the trip was to discuss schematic diagrams so that I could produce the appropriate cable connection diagrams for different parts of the station. I usually accompanied a Polish engineer named Stan Pajak or an engineer who had originally came from Stafford by the name of Tim Shorrocks. It was Tim who was instrumental in moving me along in my chosen profession. Stan Pajak was quite a character, he was another of the Poles that had managed to get to England before the Nazis took over. He was built like a brick “dunnikin” Over 6ft. High in his stockinged feet, and a voice to match; he was an ex Paratrooper. Stan introduced me to my first taste of rye bread and Westphalian pork ring; this came about whilst swapping our sandwiches on the LMS Express to Stafford. In those days there were nowhere near the availability of such exotic foods as that are available today. Stan obviously knew his way around the ethnic delicatessens that were appearing in London. By the way the old-fashioned steam locomotives hauled the trains to Stafford in those days.

It was during one of these trips that I saw my last sight of an Express steam train in action. I was waiting on Stafford Station for the train to take me back to London, it was rather a foggy evening and visibility was not all that good. Suddenly in the distance I heard this noise of a train approaching, and then out of the mist, this loco appeared; it thundered by with whistles blowing and the driver leaning out of the cab keeping a watchful eye for any signals ahead, it was a very impressive sight!

Roundabout July in 1956, Mary took me to one side, and with a little smile on her face, told me that I was about to be a Father again. Much jubilation all around, the Grandparents were pleased. Preparations were put into place for the big day, and Trevor was informed that he was about to have a brother. Whilst Mary was in the prime of her pregnancy, round about the end of October`56, we happened to be on a walk down on the seafront enjoying a good gale. It was blowing pretty hard and we were watching the sea breaking over the big groyne alongside the Palace Pier. The next thing that I knew was that Mary was on the ground, having been blown over by the wind. We were at the top of the steps leading down to the groyne and it was fortunate that she didn`t tumble down them. I managed to help her up and fortunately she hadn`t hurt herself, but it gave us a bit of a scare. On the 30th.January 1957 Andrew was born and weighed in at 9lb.3oz. Mary didn`t have such a struggle this time, as she was admitted to the maternity ward at the “Workhouse” at the top of Elm Grove about 8o'clock in the morning, and Andrew arrived in the evening.

It was the same routine for visiting Mary in the hospital as before, when Trevor was born, (half an hour a day and only one visitor). So once again the Mums and I were sharing the visiting time. Towards the end of Mary’s stay in hospital, the time arrived for me to bring Mary’s clothes up to the hospital, so that the pair of them could come home. It was arranged that I should deliver these clothes when I had finished work in the evening. When the time came for me to leave the office in London that evening, I found that on arrival at the forecourt of Victoria Station, that the trains to Brighton were disrupted, as there had been a landslide near Balcombe tunnel and the line was blocked. I made a quick call to the hospital to let them know the situation, and then set about trying to get back home. It seemed that the only way that this could be accomplished was to get a train to Littlehampton, and then catch the Portsmouth train back to Brighton. Of course I wasn't the only passenger wanting to get back to Brighton, so a fair bit of waiting was involved. The journey started off on the Brighton line but didn`t get any further than “Three Bridges.” We were then diverted off to Littlehampton via Chichester and Arundel. I arrived at the hospital about 11o’clock, weary but delighted to be taking them back home. The matron kindly waived the rules about the visiting times.

So it was back to those nappy days again, although I must say that generally I was spared the nappy duties. There`s an interesting occurrence here about nappies, which I think should be taken on board by the modern Mums. Both of the lads were about three weeks old when they were put on the chamberpot, they found themselves on this piece of apparatus when they were being fed. Mum Bourne was highly intrigued with this treatment, as it was an input/output arrangement. Both of the lads performed with “biggies” and consequently we never had many pongy nappies, only wet ones. Another aspect of this treatment was that both lads were more or less dry and nappyless before they were 2 years old! A bit different from these days when you see the adverts for these “Pampers” on TV that contributes to the filling up of the landfill sites.

A little while after Andrew arrived, Trevor found himself going to school. He was enrolled in Pelham Street School, at the back of the Intermediate School along London Road. I think he enjoyed himself there, but Mary was rather concerned that he always arrived back home a bit on the dirty side After a couple of years at that school he was transferred to Fairlight School which was just along the Lewes Road. By this time, young Andrew was running around and enjoying himself. A couple of incidents in his young life come to mind. Mum Bourne was paying her weekly visit to us, and during the visit, the Salvation Army Band was heard to be coming by South Lodge. Mum picked Andrew up to show him the band coming by, and then found that he was getting most upset about the spectacle, so Mum brought him back indoors. All that Andrew could say between his tears was “Dum-Dum Smackhim.” After a bit of thought about this we realised that he was upset that one of the bandsmen was doing his best to knock a tune out of the big drum! On another occasion we had ordered the delivery of a refrigerator (our first) and in the evening there was a knock on the door to say that our refrigerator had arrived. The desired object was brought indoors, all boxed up in a wooden frame. When Andrew saw this, he decided that it was an alien creature and screamed the house down. I can`t imagine what he thought was coming out of the crate, but once the refrigerator was unmasked in all its glory, he was appeased. Incidentally we still have that English Electric refrigerator and it still works silently! Which makes it 46 years old! Not bad value that.

During 1953, the year that Trevor was born, our present Queen Elizabeth came to the throne and this caused a big public interest in the new media of TV. I’m afraid at that time we were not wealthy enough to purchase such an item as a TV set, so this piece of luxury was put on hold. However later on when Trevor was at his first school, he was telling us how all his friends had got a TV set and wasn't it possible for us to have one. Decisions were made and we bought a secondhand one from a shop in Bond Street (not the one in London!) It was a 14” Ferranti. I seem to remember that it cost us £17 so it wasn't the newest of sets; the set was fixed up to its electricity supply and with the aid of an indoor aerial the set was switched on. The picture wasn't perfect and it seemed to need the aerial to be positioned up near the ceiling to get a reasonable result. This was all new to us and we accepted the fact that we couldn't expect miracles. There was no colour television at that time and there was only one programme available but it all seemed to be magical. Blue Peter was the programme that the kids liked to watch and Trevor was entranced. After a few months the picture started to deteriorate, the tube was going “soft” and gradually the picture got darker and darker; so much so that the ship that introduced the programme looked as if it was appearing out of a fog. Off we went back to the shop that we had bought it from and we were informed that our 3 Months warranty had run out and that we would need a new tube, (Cathode ray tubes in those days had a notoriously low operating life). A new tube was purchased and fitted and we were back in business again. Our picture was much improved as a new booster station was erected on top of the Brighton racehill. There was still a snag however, as the powerful signal was liable to bounce between the two valleys that divided Brighton and caused a ghosting effect. Nothing’s perfect is it?  But at least “Blue Peter” was watchable.

It was about this time that a `flu epidemic was creeping across the country, and guess what, the Stevens family partook in the miserable thing. We all got it at the same time, in fact we were pretty poorly and the doctor called in every day to see how we were getting along. I don't think that his visits were all that professional though, as we had a tawny owl that had took residence up the tree at the corner of our garden. I think our doctor must have been a bit of a bird watcher. He was also intrigued regarding a cat that seemed to pay us a regular visit; it was an ugly beast and had no ears. What was rather strange was that it had fathered some kittens to the next door cat and those kittens didn`t have any ears either!

 A little later on, Trevor came home from school feeling a bit miserable and complaining that his neck was hurting; he had picked up mumps from the school. Dr. Whitehouse was called in and confirmed our diagnosis and confined him to bed. He had almost recovered when Andrew and myself started to complain of the same symptoms; of course we had caught Trevor’s mumps. Andrew puffed up nicely and I managed to do the same, but I also had another problem. Mumps or Orchitis as is known, is not very friendly to male adults, and I found that sitting up in bed was a bit painful as the baubles of the family jewels were increasing in size! After suitable medication, the baubles reverted to their usual size and recovery was completed. Andrew was none the worse for wear and I felt OK. However there was a slight doubt in my mind as to whether I was still able to produce those lively little tadpoles, but it didn`t stop Mary and I from carrying on our love life in the usual way, and anyway there might have been a bit of a bonus there!

Some time later, I had another bout of tonsillitis, which cropped up at regular intervals and Dr. Whitehouse, the bird and cat watcher, recommended that my tonsils should be removed. I eventually finished up once again in the Sussex County Hospital, minus the offending tonsils and a very sore throat. Having your tonsils removed when you are over thirty odd years of age is best avoided, but the ice cream was nice! Back to a bit more of the life at the Horns Lodge, the pub was still going at full blast, but we were beginning to notice that Dad was beginning to put on rather a lot of weight and was starting to sample the wares a bit too generously. He was also smoking a lot, so much so that at times he had three fags going at once whilst he was serving customers in different places. Mum was getting a bit worried about it as well. Funnily enough it was this indulgence that was bringing the custom in, Dad was a very generous person and he wasn't slow in pushing the boat out sometimes, which always went down well with the customers. Of course Dad had to join in as well, and the Gin bottle lost a drop or two. I noticed during one of our trips up to the pub during the weekends, that Dad was putting the glass up to the brandy optic before opening time, a sure sign that a slippery path was probably being negotiated.

 On one of our trips up to Chailey, young Trevor was spending sometime with his friend “ Khaki” There were now two caravans on the site and one of these was occupied by Khaki, who spent a lot of his time making harnesses for horses and donkeys. Khaki was a real character and was really a dealer in horses, and was sort of one stage up from being a gypsy. He was a very kindly man and made a fuss of Trevor. On this occasion he was out in the backfield with him, and somehow Trevor got round the wrong side of one of the donkeys. The next thing that Trevor knew was that his backside had made contact with one of the donkey’s hooves. He didn`t receive any lasting damage, but he had a beautiful imprint of a donkey-shoe on his rear end! Khaki, as I said was one of life's characters; he couldn't read or write but he always had a full wallet and I don't think that he had ever been inside a bank. A good deal of his wealth was fixed in gold rings on his fingers! There was another character that had started to come into the pub and that was Eric Thompson, the chap that wrote the “Magic Roundabout” you might recall some of his characters, like Dougal, Zebeedee, and Brian. Poor old Tommy Tasker had passed away by this time and Eric had bought his house. If ever you go to the Horns Lodge in your travels, have a look at the pub sign, as Eric redesigned it! 

At work at the office in London, my contribution to the completion to Hirfanli Hydro Station was almost finished, and Tim Shorrocks had left GEPD to take up a post as Chief of the electrical office at a new Consortium called “Atomic Power Constructions.” Shortly after this I received a phone call from Tim, wanting to know if I was interested in joining the company with a much better salary than I was getting at the moment. It sounded too good to be true and I gave it some thought. I succumbed to the temptation and agreed to move to APC. There was a slight nigger in the woodpile though, as the travelling was made a bit more arduous. It meant that I would now have to travel to London Bridge station and then make my way across London to Grays Inn Road where the APC Offices were located. When I left GEPD I was presented with a nice copy of a World Atlas and the good wishes of all the staff.

APC had already received the contract for a Nuclear Power Station in Wales at Trawsfynydd, so I knew that I was going to get experience working on that type of station. Working conditions were very similar to those at GEPD, and it also made a new centre for my lunchtime expeditions to see the sights around that area. As I said before, the journey to the office was a bit difficult and quite complicated, as I will relate. I had to catch the train at Brighton, which arrived at London Bridge, I then had to transfer to another train at London Bridge which took me on a short journey to Cannon Street Station. On reaching Cannon Street, I had a short walk to the Bank Underground station, where my next journey took me to Chancery Lane. I then had to walk up Old Holborn and then down Grays Inn Road, and then into Roger Street where the office was situated. It wasn't long before I realised I was spending too much time travelling to and fro from work.

APC was a good place to work and they treated their employees very well. They wanted to make sure that all the employees had an interest in the work that they were doing; so much so, that one weekend the whole of the staff were transported to Trawsfynydd and shown around the site to see how the build of the station was progressing. They were very generous at Christmas time as well. We were all invited to a slap up dinner at the “Café Royal” in Regent Street. It was all very impressive. Of course Mary needed to look the part for the occasion, so she bought a nice new dress and topped the outfit up with a pretty fur Cossack type hat! Mary still has that hat, although it got a bit down graded later in the years, and found itself playing the part of a sporran during the first footing at a New Years Eve party!

Once again I spent a lot of my time during the lunch hours exploring that part of London and found myself wandering around such places as Smithfield Meat market and Leather Lane market. Smithfield was usually visited on a Friday as meat was auctioned off very cheaply, and provide us with a good roast for the weekend. I spent time looking around such places as the Law Courts, Charles Dicken`s Old Curiosity shop, the Public Records Office (Home of the Doomsday Book), the Soane museum (home of the Hogarth paintings), and many other places of interest.

I mentioned Roger Street just now. A little way along this street, it turned into Doughty Street and just around the corner was the home of Charles Dickens, so our offices virtually backed on to his old abode. Referring to streets, brings about a rather curious coincidence. Further up the road from the APC Offices towards Kings Cross Station was Frederick Street; the address of the place that I first remembered after entering this big wide world. Also, a little further westwards, was the Royal Hotel that Dad had offered his services as a doorman!

Seeing all these sights in London made me feel that Mary and the lads were missing out in not being able to share some of these experiences with me. At this time there was a system on the railways where a workers tickets could be obtained. For 4/6d return, you could travel to London and back from Brighton as long as you arrived in London before 8o'clock in the morning. Seeing that I already had a season ticket, this was a useful way for all of us to see the sights in London on a Saturday rather cheaply. We were always up and about early in the mornings anyway, so arriving in London at that early hour was no problem for us. It also meant that we would be able to come back from London fairly early so as to be able to miss the rush hour. Mary and I took the kids off now and again on these trips and we took in the usual sights of the Tower of London, Buckingham Palace, Horse Guards Parade etc. One of the places we visited was the Monument in Pudding Lane, where the fire of London was reputed to have started. Of course we had to climb all those steps to reach the top; but we had a problem; somewhere near the top, young Andrew decided that he wasn't all that keen on the experience and started to scream blue murder. It was not the best of places to make such a noise, as it was in the middle of a winding staircase and we had people trying to get to the top of the Monument as well as people trying to get down again. We eventually managed to placate Andrew but I'm sure he wasn't very appreciative of the fact that Pudding Lane was quite famous. When we paid a visit to Buckingham Palace, we managed to get young Trevor to stand by one of the Guardsman to have his photograph taken. It’s something you can`t do these days now, as the Guardsmen are not allowed to stand guard outside the railings. 

Life was going along quite nicely now and Mary and I were managing to put a bit by in the bank. It was also becoming obvious that we were running out of space in South Lodge, now that we had the two boys to look after. It was in 1960, that out of the blue we were offered alternative accommodation. Mum`s Aunt Minnie owned a house in Haywards Heath that had become available for rental. We thought hard about it, and decided to take the offer up. It would give us a lot more room and the journey to London would be made a bit easier. The house was in Haywards Road and was in easy reach of the Station. The day came to move and rather sadly we said goodbye to our little lodge in Brighton.

We had only been in our new abode for about three weeks, when we had a visit from our friends Joyce and John in Brighton. After a bit of a look around and a bit of a chat, Joyce handed us a letter that had been delivered to our old address: What do you think; Brighton Housing Committee had offered us a house to rent out at Coldean on the Lewes Road! We had been on the housing list for ten years and this had to arrive just after we had moved! I don't think that we were all that worried, as Coldean was a bit out of the way at Brighton and wouldn't have helped much as regards travelling. 

It wasn't long before we were getting settled in Haywards Road and we found there was a vast difference in the amount of living room that was available to us. There were a couple of things that caused us a bit of a worry; one was that we had agreed to keep an eye on an old lady who occupied one room in the front of the house, and the other was the state of the decoration. The old lady was quite a nice old dear who at some time in her life had spent some time out in China, she was a spinster by the name of Miss Pierce and didn`t really give us much trouble. The other slightly worrying thing was the amount of decoration that was required. The house had not been decorated for years and every where was painted out in a dark varnish, typical of its day. Before any decoration could be carried out, a good scrub was required to lay the base for new paint. With my travelling to and fro London, not much time was available to get this done, although Mary was doing her best with soap and water. Shortly after we had moved in, the old lady moved on to one of her relatives, so then we had the whole house to ourselves. The front bedroom alone was nearly as big as the Lodge that we had left!

Trevor was now old enough to go to the junior school now, and he was enrolled at St. Wilfred`s school which was not too far away. Andrew was not quite old enough yet to start his challenge with the education system. Joe the cat had settled down nicely in his new home, although he did have a tendency to hide him self away in a box or two if it was left lying about. I mention this as one day he was out in the garden doing what cats do, when he decided to jump in a lady’s shopping trolley as she walked by. The poor lady was quite upset about this and we had to make suitable apologies.

It was about this time that we decided to have our first holiday away from home. Warners were advertising what good value their holiday camps were, so we decided to take the plunge. The holiday camp was at Seaton in Devon, which was a new area to us, and off we went. I remember the journey was very tiring. First we had to get the train down to Brighton to pick up a coach at about 9o'clock down near the seafront. Suitcases had to be lugged about. When the coach set off, we found that we had to change coaches at Bournemouth. There didn`t seem to be the best of organisation at that Bus Station, as we were mucked about in the allocation of the new coach. Eventually we got under way and arrived in Seaton about 4o'clock in the afternoon, the journey had taken the best part of eight hours and we were tired. We got all booked in and were shown to our Chalet. I don't think that Mary was all that impressed. Later we were called to dinner in the evening and we found that our lads were separated from us to have their meal with all the other kids. All this was a bit strange to us and we felt that we had made a bit of a mistake in trying out Holiday Camp life. However by the next day things started to improve and we found ourselves being involved in the in all the activities of the camp. Hair was let down and we joined in the fun. The kids thought it was wonderful, and found their days fully occupied. On the first day a poll was taken amongst the “campers” to chose the Prince for the week and what do you know, Andrew was chosen and was decked out in Royal clothing to be present when any games were being organised. It became apparent that the children on this holiday were more or less separated from their parents to take part in all sorts of kids’ games like treasure hunt etc. This gave the parents a chance to enjoy themselves, without the having to worry what the youngsters were up to. By the end of the week we realised that we had thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. We had managed to have a good look around the area and had enjoyed the social life in the evenings, especially as there was a “Child Watch” organised to make sure the children were safely tucked up in bed. I remember on the day that we had to go back home, the coach was climbing up the hill away from the camp and poor Trevor looked out over the Holiday Camp and cried his eyes out.

A short while after the holiday, Mary and I thought it would be a good idea if she acquired a bike, so a lookout was made in the newspaper adverts. I don't know quite how it came about, but the required transport was found to be in Brighton. I knocked on a door of a house at the back of the “Scratch” cinema, where you might recall I had spent some “thruppences” enjoying the antics of “Laurel and Hardy” and the “Lone Ranger.” A lady showed me the required bike and a deal was done for a smashing Raleigh bike for the sum of £9. Mary now had some good transport. My old bike was getting a bit the worse for wear and I found a person in Haywards Heath who wanted to sell a roadster bike of the same make. A deal was done and we both finished up with good sets of wheels! My old bike was relegated to the scrap heap.

Back to the humdrum way of life. I was on my way to work one day and was in the train reading the News Chronicle (unfortunately now no more), when I came across an advert that required draughtsmen to work on the design for a new Nuclear Power Station at Sizewell in Suffolk. The advert was put in by the “English Electric Co. based at Whetstone in Leicestershire. The thing that interested me more than anything, was that the Company was prepared to help in the purchase of housing with 95% mortgages, something that was unusual in those days. Also the cost of housing up in Leicestershire was significally less than in Sussex. A good deal of thought was given to this when I acquainted Mary with the idea of a move. We decided to give it a go, or at least go for an interview to see if the conditions were all right

Application was made and we received travel vouchers for both of us to go to Whetstone and for me to attend the interview. It was mid 1961 when we arrived at Whetstone and we both felt that the village of Whetstone didn`t impress us very much; so much so, that I said to Mary that if I couldn't get the salary that I wanted, we would give the job a miss. The interview went well and the offered salary was up to scratch. Although I didn`t reckon much of Whetstone village, I was more than impressed by the layout and facilities at Whetstone Works. I was assured that Leicestershire had a lot more to offer than Whetstone village, and that loads of help would be available to find suitable housing, especially as the company hired a fleet of different coaches to take employees to and from work at subsidised rates. The facilities at the offices and works were second to none. There was a canteen which provided cheap lunches and which could be used for social occasions such as dances etc. There was a hairdressers, a company shop, a dental surgery, a medical centre complete with ambulance, sports facilities that include a football pitch and tennis courts, the works even had its own fire engine! Seeing that the Welfare Office would be doing all the hard work of obtaining a suitable mortgage for us, we didn`t see how we could turn down the job. The decision was made to make the move, although we knew that it wouldn't go down very well with the Mums and Dads. However they were understanding and the die was cast. We would be on our way!

                                EXCERPTS FROM THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 
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                                AND INA STEVENS WHO WERE LICENCEES

                                OF THE HORNS LOGE FROM 1944 TO 1972

                                                       (OR THEREABOUTS!)

