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The  Good Olde Days in Storrington  
Seasonal Reflections from Stuart Duncan 

Times Past 

Christmas-tide approaches with its frenetic activities 
and bustling roads and many look back to a time (about 
a hundred years ago?) when life was quieter, calmer 
and simpler – but was it? 
 
One of the Storrington activities in the early 1900s was 
the local hunts, with the Rector’s favourite horses and 
hounds, foot hounds ( e.g. Storrington Foot Beagles of 
1909 and Mr. Stocker’s Storrington bloodhounds of 
1905 ), and visits from the Warnham Staghounds Hunt. 
One visit from the Warnham Hunt is recorded in late 
1904 where it went up the High Street then  followed 
the stag past Mulberry House and on through the Mill 
pond (where some of the hounds nearly drowned ) This 
was obviously not the only time such High Street jinks 
took place, as the photo, taken about a quarter of a 
century later,  shows. The numerous parked cars and 
the approaching charabanc add to the congestion, 
making today’s arrangement positively organised.  
 

However if we proceed round the corner we have a 
scene more in keeping with common thought of olde 
world calmness. The old photo of Church Street with 
winter snow, and the view of St. Mary’s (with its St. 
George’s flag ) taken from the vicinity of Storrington 
museum both lower the blood-pressure and also lead 
us to the oasis of Olde World Storrington. 

   
 

 



I was born in May 1934 and my brother Geoffrey born 
in January 1933. We lived with our parents in Dulwich, 
South London and both attended Dulwich Village In-
fants’ School. 
 
What a challenging experience in a 5-6 year old child’s 
life! Until recently I thought the whole school was 
evacuated to Sussex but I know now that some of the 
older children went with their teachers to the Leather-
head and Dorking areas of Surrey and I am trying to 
research if there were other destinations but finding 
no archive material is available. 
 
We were issued with a label on a string, on which our 
parents wrote our names, and a gas mask in a square 
brown cardboard box.  On the day, we left our school 
in a long crocodile two by two, label around the neck, 
gas mask over one shoulder and a packet of sand-
wiches for the journey.   I think we said our goodbyes 
to our families either before we left home or in the 
school playground. 
 
The Headmistress led the way holding aloft a large 
Union Jack. We walked to North Dulwich Station 
where we waited for a train to take us on the start of 
our journey to Pulborough Station; my brother re-
membered that many of the children, including him-
self, ate their sandwiches there and then, before we 
had even started. 
 
We arrived at Pulborough not knowing where we were 
going but motor coaches were waiting for us and they 
then ground their way to Thakeham village and depos-
ited us at the village church.  I recall a great melee of 
children and village people, with our teachers ordering 
us to stand here, stand there, etc.  I did not realise it 
was like a cattle market. 
 
Lady Little arrived and it was obvious she was a very 
important person by the way the local people deferred 
to her.  Eventually, and to my total surprise, she 
pointed to my brother Geoffrey and me.  She had se-
lected us to go to live at ‘Martins’.   The other children 
were all dispersed among the local families and we 
next met when attending the school. 
 
‘Martins’ was owned by the very eminent Admiral Sir 
Charles Little, Second Sea Lord at the Admiralty.   He 

was seldom there and we were looked after by his do-
mestic staff, seldom seeing Lady Little or her daughter 
either and being kept away from the Little family’s 
part of the house. 
 
When we first arrived there must have been ten or 
twelve staff including two gardeners, one of whom 
was also a part-time policeman.  We were given into 
the care of the boot-boy, Robert, who himself could 
only have been about 16 years old, and we shared his 
room.  I recall his burning ambition was to join the 
Royal Navy and he was forever drawing battleships. 
 
We attended the village school, walking down the lane 
and back each day.   Geoffrey eventually went into the 
main school but I remained in the Parish Hall next to 
the playground. The main school was separate and 
had its own entry; our hall had a steep flight of steps 
up from the road which seemed mountainous to me.   
Each afternoon after lunch we rolled out mats and 
slept for about an hour. 
 
Miss Skinner was the headmistress and for some rea-
son, I was always nervous and frightened of her.   For-
tunately, being in the hall I was mainly away from her 
jurisdiction. The local children and the evacuees as I 
recall, did not seem to intermix much. Sometimes, 
lunchtime sandwiches were exchanged. I have no idea 
now what I had but I clearly remember one or two 
local children bringing sauce sandwiches and one boy 
who often brought and sucked on a beef cube.   I tried 
both the sauce sandwiches and a lick on the beef cube 
– but only once! 
 
On one occasion after school had finished I was dared 
to climb the long flight of steep steps from the lane up 
to the White Hart pub which was almost opposite the 
school. Those steps seemed to climb to the sky and 
when I managed to reach the top, I was immediately 
ordered to go away! 
 
(To be continued in future editions of Times Past) 

World War Two and Evacuation 
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remarkable memories 

Greetings of the Season  
to all our members 



I came to the family History Day at Storrington Mu-
seum in October not quite knowing what to expect. 
 
I had travelled from West Yorkshire, aware from cen-
sus returns that the CHALLEN family had a strong asso-
ciation with the village since 1841 or before. An article 
I read in Issue 10 of Times Past from December 2001, 
(which I came across through a Google search for my 
grandfather - `Percy Challen, Storrington`) had led me 
to look at the Museum’s website. That was where I 
learned about plans for the Family History Day. 
 
In preparation I had sent an e-mail to the Museum to 
explain my interest in the family connection, and on 
arrival I was greeted with a genuinely warm welcome. 
What is more, to assist with my research, the trouble 
had been taken to locate ready for me some relevant 
local history books. A box of local photographs had 
also been put out for me to sift through. 
 
Well, what an enjoyable and productive day I had! To 
my great delight, I found a couple of well-preserved 
old photographs of my grandfather’s business prem-
ises in The Square (Saddler, Harness maker, Motor and 
Cycle Depot). There, in front of my very eyes, sat Percy 
Thomas Challen in 1907 in his motor car (reputedly the 
first one in Storrington).  What a find!  But that wasn’t 
the end of it.  Not by a long way.  I was then shown a 
large stoneware beer flagon bearing the name of the 
local business that supplied it – ‘H.T. CHALLEN & Co’.  
Harry Thomas Challen was 
Percy’s uncle.  Wow, I really need 
to own one of these!   
 
I spent several hours at the Mu-
seum, locating snippets of infor-
mation, and talking to very help-
ful volunteers.  I discovered for 
example that Thomas Challen 
(my great-great-great-great 
grandfather) had a hand in build-
ing the tollhouse called Paygate 
at the junction of Clay Lane and 
Amberley Road in about 1822.  I 
was also given help with locating 
details of family baptisms, mar-
riages and funerals – all useful in 
tracing back the family line even 
further. 

 
A splendid watercolour of West Street lives in the Mu-
seum and it shows Rose Cottage in the foreground.  I 
knew from the 1881 census that the aforesaid 
H.T.Challen occupied Rose Cottage, so I had to try and 
find if it was still standing. Walking along West Street I 
happened upon “Stable Antiques”, which I discovered 
is run by Ian and Laura Wadey. I felt I couldn’t just pass 
by without asking inside if they happened to have any-
thing associated with the Challen family. I think my jaw 
must have dropped to the floor when I was told what 
someone had given to Ian and Laura as a wedding pre-
sent! - A stoneware beer flagon with the Challen name 
on it! This was unreal – two in one day! Furthermore, 
the house that they occupy (now Stone House) used to 
be called Rose Cottage!  I had accidentally stumbled 
upon the self-same building as depicted in that water-
colour. And now I come to compare the two, the like-
ness is evident – Whitewashed stone with a course of 
red brickwork at porch-top level. The stables that now 
house the antiques sales area were clearly a later addi-
tion. 
 
Research threads were now coming together. I re-
turned to St Mary’s churchyard to locate family burials 
and an opportunity to take a photograph of the pews 
inside the church. Why should these interest me? 
Quite simply, I had found in West Sussex archives at 
Chichester a summary of work undertaken by Charles 
Challen (my great-great-great grandfather) in respect 
of seating at the church during alterations when Revd 
William Bradford was Rector. The receipted account 
details work progressing from November 19 1842, and 
lists in part payment some private subscriptions by 

Family History Day, 16 October 
Rob Challen describes a fruitful visit 



villagers of the time. The final receipted account (April 
1846) shows a total cost of £280-5s-5d! 
 
While exploring the village, I couldn’t help but admire 
the carved door on Browns Lane.  Does anyone have 
any information about it that they can share with me?  
I was rather hoping that an ancestor of mine might 
have been responsible for this masterpiece. When does 
it date from?  What was it an entrance to? 
 
I have since been put in touch with Roger Colebrook, (a 
contributor to the December 2001 article that drew me 
to the Museum), and it is now clear that we share a 
great grandfather in Charles Gordon Challen (born in 
Storrington in 1853).  We are currently exchanging in-
formation by e-mail, but I really will have to return to 
Storrington so that we can properly introduce our-
selves. Maybe at the 2012 Family History Day?  I have 
of course become a ‘Friend’ of the Museum, and guess 
what…The image used for the cover of the Winter Pro-
gramme 2011/12 was a photograph taken outside 
Percy Challen’s premises! 
 
Rob Challen 
robcee123@hotmail.com 

 
 
 
(I am currently trying to 
piece together a time-line 
of Challen businesses in 
the area, so if anyone has 
any information, I shall be 
delighted to hear from 
them. I do know that 
there have been Challens 
in Storrington involved in 
farming, building, carpen-
try, auctioneering, wine 
and spirit sales and of 
ŎƻǳǊǎŜ tŜǊŎȅΩǎ /ȅŎƭŜ ŀƴŘ 
Motor Depot.) 
 
 
Thanks to Ian & Laura 
Wadey for permission to 
print the photograph of 
their business premises. 
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