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EARLY DAYS 

~~~~ 

I was brought up living at Keysford in the Village of Horsted Keynes, 5 miles north 
east of Haywards Heath in rural Sussex. 
I am the youngest of three, Claire was born in 1925, Guy in 1927 and me in 1929. 
We were very fortunate to live in a lovely old house with a big garden and my father 
owned an estate of around 1100 acres. 
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We had a governess called Miss Young who taught me until I went to St Ronan’s 
Prep school at the age of 8. 
She was very keen on wild flowers and we used to collect and record what we 
found. Many of the wild flowers of the 1930’s no longer flourish in Sussex. 
 
A Mr Rolfe used to come and teach cricket to us together with a number of other 
boys. I was not very good and did not get much encouragement from him. I never 
did get to like cricket! 
 
 
 
HAY FEVER 
 
This was a big problem for me, I suffered badly and in the mornings could not open 
my eyes until they had been gently sponged open. I sneezed a lot and it was not 
until I was in my mid twenties that I finally stopped having hay fever. 
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SKI HOLS AT LENZERHEIDE 1936/7 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
ST RONAN’S 
 
I started at the school in the summer of 1937 aged 7 ¾,  
joining Guy who was already there. So, of course, I was called Hardy Mi. 
This was a lovely school in West Worthing run by an excellent Headmaster, 
W.B.Harris (Harry to us boys). The maths master was Mr Vintner who was brilliant 
and stood me in good stead in future years when maths was a strong subject. All the 
other teachers were also good. 
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In the summer we had an outing to Arundel Park where we had a sumptuous 
strawberry tea and ran wild throughout the lovely park. 
The playing field was edged with small garden plots about 10’ x 12’ which were 
‘owned’ by boys. Guy and I had one and won a prize for it one year. 
When the war started the school moved down to Bicton House, East Budleigh, 
South Devon. This was a lovely house in a super garden (not that I appreciated it at 
that age!) 
The first night after we moved in bombs were dropped by German planes jettisoning 
their loads on the way back from raiding Bristol! 
One of the attractions was going up to Woodbury Heath and catching a wide range 
of butterflies. 
In the summer of 1942 I took the Common Entrance exam for the Royal Naval 
College at Dartmouth and, somewhat to the surprise of all concerned, won a 
scholarship! 
 

 
 

 

Hardy Ma and Hardy Mi ready for school! 
 
WARTIME 
 
We lived very much on the route of the German bombers to London and during the 
summer of 1940 there seemed to be an almost constant and unmistakeable drone 
of the bombers winging their way north pursued by our Spitfires and Hurricanes. We 
could frequently hear the ‘rat-tat-tat’ of machine guns and occasionally see a plane 
shot down. The only close one was a Dornier which crash- landed near High Wood  
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on the Brook House Estate. I cycled over and collected a few pieces of wreckage as 
a memento. 
We could see the glow of the fires in London at night. 
We had built a shelter in the garden but never stayed in there. Sometimes during a 
raid we would sit on the cellar steps thinking that would be safe. 
The drawing room was strengthened with a wooden frame and our bedrooms 
moved to there. 
Later in the war the Doodlebugs started and on one occasion I witnessed a 
Hurricane come alongside the doodlebug and tip its wing so it flew away from 
London. Another time one foggy night, we were eating in the dining room when we 
heard one coming and went outside. Its engine stopped shortly before it was 
overhead and we quite thought it was going to drop on us; fortunately it carried on 
and hit the ground just beyond the waterworks in Godenwick Wood. The wreck of 
another one lay in Pen Wood for years until it finally rusted away to nothing. 
There was a battery of Bofors 40mm guns in the field where Otye House is now for 
a while, trying to shoot down low flying aircraft. They always shot well behind even 
though they had tracer bullets to show them!  Even at the age of eleven I knew that 
you have to give a pheasant a lead and longed to jump on the guns and give the 
gunners a lesson! 
The big field below Keysford was ‘planted’ with lots of stakes to stop German gliders 
landing. My father was issued with 12 bore cartridges loaded with solid balls. He 
took one out of the cartridge and dropped it down the barrel where it stuck half-way.- 
just as well he never fired it or he would have had a burst barrel and a bad injury. 
Quite a lot of bombs were jettisoned by aircraft returning from London with some of 
their load and the field just below Latchetts was pock marked with three foot 
diameter holes from, I presume about 60lb bombs. Another one hit the Danehill 
Graveyard and blew up grandfather I believe! A huge land mine exploded in Lower 
Otye and left a really big crater. 
Rationing was less of a problem for us than city dwellers as we could shoot and eat 
rabbits, pheasants and duck. We had hens to lay eggs and plenty of veg. 
We had six evacuees landed on us very early on; I don’t remember much about 
them other than they slept in the attic rooms. 
Years later my mother was in London and saw a barrow boy whose face lit up and 
he threw his arms round her. He was one of the evacuees! 
 
HOBBIES 
 

1. Stamps. 
In those early days I started collecting stamps, something I continued to do for years 
until I left the Navy. 
When my eyesight deteriorated and I was trying to declutter I sold the collection for 
£850. Not a lot but no relatives were interested. 

2. Model Trains 
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We had an outside room of about 12 x 16 feet round which we erected a model 
railway with Hornby 00 including an engine powered by methylated spirits which 
made steam. This engine used to go faster and faster until it fell off the rails and 
sometimes burst into flames! 

3. Jig Saw Puzzles. 
I had a fret saw and made several quite complicated jig saw puzzles. 
    4.  Photography 
I started early with a little Kodak box camera and slowly graduated to better ones. 
My old albums contain records of some of those early days. 
 
HOLIDAYS 
 
My main memory is of wonderful holidays at Polzeath on the North Cornwall coast. 
We rented a house right on the front, close to the steps leading down to the beach. 
We took Winnie the cook and Brenda. We had wonderful times surfing with wooden 
boards and getting very cold, as there were no wet suits in those days! 
The tides rose and fell quite a long way and at low tide it was a good 400 yards to 
reach the sea.  
We had long walks out to the Rumps, Com Pit, Lundy Bay and other places enjoying 
the views, birds, including choughs, buzzards, oyster catchers and many other sea 
birds. 
Sandcastles were a frequent building exercise, we would create wonderful 
structures only to see the incoming tide slowly undermining and eventually 
demolishing our heroic efforts! 
Shrimping was another pastime; netting shrimps at low tide in the shallow pools and 
bringing them back to be cooked. 
In rougher weather we used to sit on a rocky point watching the blow hole, every so 
often a bigger wave would cause a spout of water to shoot into the air and, if we 
were too brave, soaking us! 
The only shingle beach contained cowrie shells and we spent hours hunting for 
these elusive shells, vying to see who could find the largest. 
Over the years I collected nearly a full Quality Street tin and ‘bought’ my first wife 
(aged 12) with 18000 shells in good South Sea island tradition! 
When I was still in a pram someone tied a kite to the pram and the brake failed and 
the pram was seen departing rapidly towards the cliff. Fortunately someone ran 
quickly to save me from an early demise. 
One of my happiest memories is arriving at Polzeath in the late afternoon and as we 
breasted the brow of the hill leading down to Polzeath we saw the sea glistening in 
the sunlight – we had arrived!! 
 
SCHOOL HOLIDAYS 
 
The long summers seemed to have better weather than nowadays and we spent 
hours swimming in the lake and enjoying the flat-bottomed boat which we hoisted to  
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the top of a slide and rushed down to hit the water with a big splash and career 
across the lake. 
 

 
 
The story goes that the Canadian troops were  billeted in the brickworks and one 
day Frank Chilman the Keeper said to them try the boat, it works best with five of 
you in it. This was far too heavy a load and the boat sank very quickly. Frank had 
not waited to see what happened! 
When I was 7 or 8 I started spending a lot of time with Frank, initially just carrying a 
.410 shotgun and then firing it. We used to ferret, shoot pigeons from hides and I 
would help him a little with the pheasant-rearing which was done in Avery Field with 
broody hens. 
I also cycled across to Broadhurst Manor to play with Michael Clarke. 
 
 


