at the house. The rest of the servants would be up with the family in Scotland.

Beech Hill Park was a gorgeous house, you know. We weren’t supposed to go
into the main house, but we did. The front hall was huge and it was all mosaic.
My mother told me they had to wash it with milk. There were four large iron
ornaments in the hall, and then all the doors led off from that hall - the morning
room, the drawing room, the library, the dining room, the billiard room, the
ballroom, and then the conservatory led off from that. There was a balcony
round the hall and when the people had dressed for dinner the servants used to
creep out and look down at all the ladies in their evening dresses.

When I was a little girl I used to go into Mrs. Edwards’ bedroom, open her
wardrobe door and have a look at all her lovely dresses and pearls and things.
(My mother would have been so cross if she’d known !) Mrs. Edwards was a very
tall and stately lady, who walked very upright.

I couldn’t tell you all the servants they had - the butler, the footman, the
housekeeper and three or four housemaids, the cook and the kitchen maids.
There was a special silver room which was always kept locked, and the butler’s
pantry, and the housekeeper had her room too. In those days the lower servants,
like the kitchen maids, had to wait on the top servants, you know. And they had
to getup at 5 o’clock each morning and get the rooms done, black the grates, see
to the candles etc. before the people came down. They had no gas, not until they
got their own gas mains, and no telephone at Beech Hall Park, not in all the years
my parents were there.

There was a beautiful lake in the grounds and I used to get in a boat and row
round it with the gardener’s son. In those days they had skating matches on the
lake. My father was sometimes asked to join in and make up a team. They had a
cricket field too, and a pavilion with a proper scoreboard.

But their attitude put me off the gentry. If you opened a gate for them, they
expected you to curtsy. My mother was used to it; in her time there was nothing
else for a girl to do but go into service. You know they even told the servants how
to vote! Well, I’'m afraid I didn’t want to get into that positionso I gota jobina
factory which really disgusted Mrs. Edwards. She complained to my mother that
factory girls were so low, so rude - they would have been to the likes of her !

The name of Willingale is closely connected with the forest as it was old Tom
Willingale’s action in lopping wood from forest land enclosed by the lord of
the manor in 1865 which was to save that part of the forest from destruction.
It seems appropriate to bring the family into this story too, as Mrs. Punchard
continues :
I met my first husband at a whist drive in Loughton. He was Cyril Willingale,
and I think the lopping Willingale may have been a great-uncle or something.
His father, Harry Willingale, was a plumber who worked for the Wythes on the
Copped Hall estate. After I married, my husband who was a builder, did a lot of
maintenance work for Col. Buxton at Wallsgrove House. Although I didn’t like
the attitude of most of the gentry, I did like the Buxtons. Col. Buxton was a very
nice gentleman indeed, and his wife Sibyl was a lovely lady, so understanding of
people. They didn’t look down on you.
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