
The Shirley end of the High Street
you could see the lodge behind
which was the mansion which has
gone, only a few bothy buildings
and at the back it is now Bethlem.

We would have our flower shows
there occasionally and we would go
through the gates.  A Mr.Preston
lived there when I was a little girl,
and Mrs.Preston and the daughters
moved to The Warren.

There was once pond in front of
the White Hart and a house called
Pond House which went in the
bombing.  One of my sisters, she
was quite a lot older than me
nearly drowned in the corner of it
and my father have a child six-
pence for pulling her put and six-
pence was a tremendous amount of
money.

When I was quite a little girl my
father used to come home from
church on Sunday and I would be
taken down to the pond from
Sussex Road.

Mrs.Nellie Willshire gave a talk
to the Hartfield Residents’
Association on 26th March
1976.
I went to what is now Greenhayes
School.

You could go to school from where I
lived in Sussex Road and play with a
hoop in the road, play marbles,
cigarette cards, anything you liked.
What was very exciting was when a
brewer’s van came along and play willy-
whipped-at-behind - that was what it
was like when I was a little girl.

My school holidays were very often spent
at Hayes.  We didn’t go very far for our
holidays and I stayed in Baston Road.  My
uncle and I came to stay with my
cousins. Every night my uncle would take
me back to Wickham to see my mother.
I can’t remember the name of the road
that went up to the common (West Com-
mon road).  It was a great day when we
came to Hayes, especially for the May
Queen, and walk up the hill to the
common.

The New Inn was on the Hambross
Estate and it was sold when the house
was sold.

My grandfather was James Killick, the
founder of J&R Killick.  He started life
with his parents at Mayes Farm, which
was somewhere near Layhams Farm at
the back of the Police Dog Training
Place.  He was a farm lad, but he decid-
ed he would go into the decorating
business and he used to walk from there
to Beckenham every day.

My grandmother, I am told, would go to
the windmill at Keston to go round the
fields gleaning the corn, and it was
brought to the windmill to be ground.
It was quite a way down Layhams Road
to the mill to lug your corn to be
ground.

We knew the walk to Shirley Hills and
on to Addington pretty well because as
you can imagine we had no transport
whatever.  The only way we could go to
Croydon was to go to Elmer’s End where
you would change trains, and you went
to Addiscombe and then you went by
tram to Croydon.  That cost money of
course and we usually had to walk, so
we knew this walk pretty well.



I don’t remember this but he told me -
the swans used to come up to the road
to met us because they knew we had
some bread and things to feed them
with.

A Mr.Smith owned a farmhouse and the
cows used to be driven across the road
to the fields where the roman Catholic
Church is.  It was quite a pleasant walk
across the fields by the footpaths.
There were Victoria Cottages, they were
almost opposite the Catholic church but
they had a hit with the bombs.

There was a house called Manor House
and now we have Manor Road and Manor
Park Road.  Mr. Mrs. Bird lived there,
related to the Lennard family.

At the bottom of the High Street was our
Mission church where we used to go on

Sunday afternoons.

I had better tell you about our Sunday
life.  We would go to Sunday School at
what we called the Lecture Hall, now
Sussex Hall at ten,

and when we came out someone would
say “well, what are you going to do
this morning?” And you would say “I
don’t know” but you jolly soon did
know because you would go to the
church on the hill, the Parish Church
as we called it, at eleven, for the
eleven o’clock.

Then when you went home I remember
vividly that lively smell of the roast. It
just sticks in your memory.

The other children would say “it’s
better down at the White Hart” and
you would run down there and back
to the  Wheatsheaf, and up to the
Swan.

On the time we were allowed to go I
got 10p but I wasn’t allowed to keep
it.  My father said it must go in the
church collection, and so in it went.
The only consolation to that was it
was usually only a penny the the
collection, but this time I felt really
wealthy dropping in my pennies one
by one.

The Kismet Cafe was the Post Office
and when I was a little girl it was
run by Mrs. Bishop and Miss Bishop,
and Nelson’s was the grocers and
the drapers. Well, Miss Bishop and
Mrs.Joett were not on the best of
terms.  I used not to go in the drap-
ers very often, just sometimes for
my mother for a reel of forty cotton,
white or black, a skein of darning
wall and a box of little liver pills.
You would go in to Mrs.Joett and she
might be short of halfpennies and
farthing and she would ask me if I
would go across and ask Mrs.Bishop
if I could have some small change.
Well, from that little distance across
the road Mrs.Bishop could see you
and if she knew you had come from
there for change she had not change
of her own - they were not on the
best of terms.

Our butchers was opposite the Post
Office, on the left in picture.

After dinner you weren’t allowed to do
much, you would just sit quietly and
read and then it was Sunday School in
the afternoon at the Mission church
which is now Jehovah’s Witnesses. We
didn’t go to church in the evening but
as we were not allowed out in the
evening, it was quite fun to go out in
the dark even just that short distance
to Sussex Road.

My uncle Mr.J.Killick was part of the
West Wickham Fire Brigade. He carried
on his father’s business, he was the
chief fireman, and I think Mr.Nottle
was also a fireman.  I only remember
one fire, but we did not have the fire
brigade then, only the fire engine and
volunteers.  Anyway, we had this fire
in the Blake Recreation Ground along
the bank by the little wood.  They got
out the fire engine and they attached
the hose  to a house in Kent road, but
by the time the water got to the fire
most of it had squired out all along the
lane.  That was the only time I aw the
fire engine.

Looking down the High Street you
could see Mellin’s Wickham Hall in the
distance.

I must tell you about Derby Day which
used to be a great occasion here
because a lot of traffic went through,
horse and carts, charabancs and pony
traps going to the Derby.  When we
came home from school it was a
delight to most children to ask for
“mouldy coppers”.  My father, with a
bit of persuasion, let us go once.  You
would call out “throw your mouldy
coppers” and you would get some.

It used to be quite a day when they
brought the ice to the butchers - we
only saw ice when it came there
and if a bit dropped off the lorry or
horse and cart, it was great fun to
pick up a bit and have a good old
suck at it.



It was also rather a sad occasion because
they killed the cattle there, the cows and
pigs and things, and there was a terrible
screeching and squealing of them and
quite often they would get away and run
off up the High Street.

When I was a little girl my mother was
determined that one of us should learn
the piano and it fell to me - I suppose she
could afford it by then.  Well, we hadn’t
a piano but my grandmother had two,
one in the front room and one in what we
called the back parlour and I used to
have to come up every day and practise
which I loathed.  I learnt for six years and
I think my mother paid a shilling a lesson
and every time the bill came in she
would say “I could have had a new blouse
with that”, and I truly wished she had a
new blouse and I hadn’t to go.  But I had
to go there every day and I don’t know
what my grandmother and aunts must
have thought because it must have been
a terrible noise and I haven’t learnt to
play now so what it must have been like
then! When they had company or busi-
ness people I had to go into the back par-
lour for my practising on a very tall
piano. I should think it would be quite
valuable if they still had it - it nearly
touched the ceiling with a very narrow
keyboard. So that was my music.

I was bought up in Sussex Road where
practically everything apart from church
happened - Band of Hope, the King’s
Messengers, the dances, the Men’s Club -
I used to think it must be wonderful to go
in there.  My father and two brothers
used to go in there and the things the
boys used to tell me that they did, the
mischief they got up to!  I don’t think
that any female apart from Miss Kemp
who cleaned it ever went in there over
the threshold as it was called then the
Lecture Hall.

Nurse White was our district nurse.  She
was an old die-hard. She and our old
doctor Dr.Blake, were at loggerheads.  If
Nurse White came Dr.Blake didn’t and
vice versa.  But Nurse White used to
come to our house quite often when my
mother used to send for her.

My father worked at Wickham Hall, he
was a gardener there.  I will just tell
you how he came to come to Wickham
all the way from Wiltshire which I used
to think was a tremendous long way.  He
had a brother who came to London - I
don’t know if he was apprenticed to
gardening but he came to London to
work and came down to Wickham Hall.
My father broke his arm and came to
Wickham to recuperate and he didn’t go
back to Wiltshire but he got a job at
Wickham Hall, and he stayed there until
the Mellins, who owned the Hall, moved
away.  So that was how my father came
here.

I understand that Wickham Hall was a
smallish house but when the Mellins
went there they enlarged it. In the
autumn the Hall was gorgeous to see
because it was all covered with Virginia
Creeper and ivy this end, bit it was
absolutely a sight to behold.  Outside, as
you can see, a child could bowl its hoop
along there and play quite merrily with-
out fear of any accidents at all.

Except, I might say, when with the whip
you willie-whipped at the brewer’s cart
or anything because that used to come
out ooh! Round at the back if you yelled
out “willie-whip, mister” that old whip
would be round the back.

The Cohen’s lived in the house called
Springfield which is now St.Nicholas
School for Slightly retarded children.

I bought a picture in Norman Witham’s
antique shop, I saw it there and recog-
nised it immediately at the Lodge at
Wickham Hall and when I told him
where it was he said I was the only one
who had known where it  was.  That is
gone but the gate is where you go into
United Diaries and inside the stable
there is very similar to what it was in
the time the Mellins were there.

I would like to tell you this: like most
children like to have a boast - we
hadn’t a lot to boast about when we
were little, a new hoop perhaps, or a
new bit of rope for a skipping-rope.  My
boast was about this house.  Mr.Long
was the head gardener who lived there.
My uncle was older than my father so
naturally I thought he was superior to
my father in position at the Hall.  Well,
I used to boast to the children that if
only Mr.Long would die and then my
uncle, we should live there. I think the
main reason for thinking that was the
window that used to be piled high with
trays of apples and pears and things for
the winter - and the main reason for
hoping they would both die - but my
father died before the two of them.

You went through the gates and round
the side was where Miss Mellin used to
keep her dogs, quite a lot of big dogs. I
knew round there quite well because
one of my aunts was a dressmaker and
she dress-maked for Mrs.Mellin and her
grandchildren who lived with her.  I
used to have to go in there and I was
terrified because of the dogs but they
were always quite security tide up.  We
used to go up some stairs by a dairy
where they made cream.  The cow-
sheds and the piggeries used to lead
into a lane which would take you to the
Blake Recreation Ground which used to
be called Mellin’s Field and they would
drive their cows down there.

                                                                                                Springfield is now residential flats

Springfield lodge in foreground

Kitchen garden



My father told me that Mr.Mellin was a
German, and he was, I suppose, the
founder of Mellin’s Food - baby food.
Mrs.Mellin would be driven round the
estate in a little carriage.

My father said that below the house in
the cellars they had masses and masses
of statues that never saw the light
of day.

There was a summer house at the Hall.
As children, when we could get out, we
would always ask “where shall we play?”
We had the woods and the fields but it
was quite often “oh, let’s go to the
summer house” which was trespassing, of
course, but that was a detail. I think it
was used only by us and we used to have
a lovely time there.  The bank in the
springtime was a mass of periwinkles and
snowdrops, primroses, the lot.  It really
was a lovely place to be.

We would have to get where Ravenswood
Avenue is, there were some fields there,
and we would have to get over the six-
foot fence,  It was jolly high.  We would
have to have a bunk up to get over -
usually five or six of us would get over.
We were having a lovely time in the
summer house, as usual, when suddenly a
man appeared and he had two dogs.  We
knew it must be one of the Mr.Mellins
and he called us down and lined us up
and asked our names.  I was quite fright-
ened to say mine and one of the boy’s
fathers worked at the Hall but we had to
say it and I thought “crikey, I shall copy
it when we get home - he’s sure to tell
Dad”.  But any rate I didn’t hear anything
from my father so I think either he told
him as a joke or didn’t tell him at all.

Any rate, he said if we weren’t back in
a couple of minutes he’d set the dogs on
us. Not one of us needed a bunk - we
were over that fence - and that was the
very last time  I ever saw the summer-
house.

Mr.Mellin must have done quite a bit of
shooting as he had lots of antlers. I must
tell you here that I have seen the
majority of the rooms because my
father was friendly with the house
keeper and when Mrs.Mellin was away
(Mr.Mellin had died I think when I was
quite small) and we had visitors, she
would allow my father to take them
round the Hall.  Sometime we would go
with them.  I wonder where all these
treasures are.  A lot went under the
hammer of course.

This is the Drawing Room - absolutely
choc-a-bloc.  All that clutter, it was
something to behold.

In the Music Room there were two
pianos. I am glad I wasn’t a Mellin child-
hood - two pianos in your own home!
There was a play room, but I don’t think
I ever went in there.  In the Billiard
Room I understand there was only one
other table like the one they had and
that belonged to Royalty. It was a most
delightful room to be in.  There was
another piano in Mrs.Mellin’s room and
there was the Dining room which I don’t
think was as splendid as the other part
of the house.

There was a part of Ravenswood which
came to the High Street, and there was
a really lovely little spinney there and
there was a little garden gate into it.

Now I wasn’t very pluck but I must have
been to go in there.  Most children love
flowers and I would nip in on the way to
school, and a little child could be in
there quite happy walking over the ivy
on the ground and the flowers and
things.  If I wasn’t copped I could may-
be pick a bunch of flowers if I was lucky
and walk round to the front of the
house which was in Station Road.  You
would take the flowers to school, to
your teacher so you would be in
teacher’s good books.  It was a bit
daring to do, but you could get away
with it as I did a few times.

Vine Cottage is still there opposite
where Sainsbury’s used to be. There
was a newspaper shop and
Mr.Bob Tanner used to live there. I
think he had our first library, a paying
library.

Wickham Hose, where the MacAndrews
lived. They were great benefactors to
West Wickham and did a tremendous
amount before they moved - well, they
had a house first in Woodland Way and
then they moved right away.

I was very fortunate because my mother
asked Miss Amy MacAndrew to be my
god mother which was very nice
because I used to get a very nice
Christmas present which was always a
delight to receive.  And once a year my
younger sister and I went there to tea.
It was the only time we every went in
the front door.  We  used to be taken to
the front door and the butler used to let
us in, all dressed up in our finery to go
to this afternoon tea.  Miss MacAndrew
would great us and take us in to see
Mrs. MacAndrew, a lady I always imaged
to be like Queen victoria.



We would then be taken to have nursery
tea.  It was always after school that we
went and you can image that nursery
tea was soon wolfed away because we
were always jolly hungry and we
weren’t there really very long. I often
think it wasn’t worth my mother
putting on our clean clothes to go up
there really.

When we had had our tea we would be
taken right upstairs to the play room
there but we were never allowed to
have a go on anything, it was there for
some nieces of the MacAndrews who
were roughly about our age.  It was very
similar to the one at Wickham Hall. We
would just walk along this highly
polished floor with all these gorgeous
toys and have a look at them, and then
walk downstairs and out of one of the
doors into the garden to see the
mulberry tree.  As we didn’t see
mulberry trees very often that was quite
an event - you  don’t see them now,
either.

And Miss MacAndrew always had two
tortoise - again you didn’t see them
often.  They were in a pen, quite a large
tortoise.  Then we were taken to the
kitchen garden and the gardener there
would give us a rhubarb leaf full of very,
very luscious  gooseberries and then we
came home. And it must all have been
over in less than half an hour.  And
probably, when we got home we would
be all dribbled down with gooseberry
juice.

The ripe fruit is edible and is widely used in pies, tarts, wines, cordials and tea.

This is Yew Tree Cottage it was just
where the little bit of garden is in front
of the library. It was centuries old and it
is a great pity that it went.  I don’t
know why it needed quite so many
advertisements outside, but a lot of
people used to come by train to go to
the woods to gather flowers or to go to
the cricket fields and this was a place
for refreshment for them.

I told you my aunt was a dressmaker and
I used to love taking a parcel to a house
in the High Street where the
Misses Burnside lived. It was the only
one where we got anything and occa-
sionally it was a sixpence.  Poor souls, I
often felt sorry for them.  They had a
bell on their gate and every child that
went to school would press it and we
would hear it ding-a-ling!

The tree in the middle of the road was
where there was the bake-house baking
bread.  I think we had our bread
delivered, but it was lovely to go in
there through a little entrance with
seats either side.

We always had a joint of beef for our
Christmas dinner, and one year my
mother  bought an aitch-bone and it
weighed about 28 pounds. I should
think it wouldn’t go in our kitchener.
We hadn’t a gas stove then, but the
bakers were baking Christmas joins for
people - you paid them, of course.
Well my father and brother took it up
and fetched it home, and my mother
never got over it because she got the
wrong meat tin in return.  She thought
she knew who had hers but she
couldn’t get it out of her system that
she hadn’t got her proper meat tin.
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