Hello Ronnie,


Here’s a little illustrated reminiscing of part of our childhood in India.
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I grew up in Bombay, lived in Mazagon Terrace, and went to Christ Church High School, Byculla. But we also had a beautiful big bungalow out in Trombay, which was then completely unspoilt country about an hour’s drive out of the city. Our bungalow was called Louisville Cottage. It had very extensive grounds with a variety of fruit trees. We had no electricity or modern toilet facilities, though we did at least have running water. Some distance from the house was a deep well, and it was used to irrigate the fruit trees, vegetable garden and the flower garden. In the garden facing the house was what looked like a small well but was actually a small decorative cistern in which there were goldfish. Along the dusty road, which continued on to Mankurd village and Trombay harbour, there was a high wall with two wrought iron gates and a circular drive leading up to the steps to the veranda at the front of the bungalow. The mali and his wife had a small house near the entrance gate. Bounded by the circular drive was the only lawn proper, and bordering the lawn were some very productive Alphonso mango trees. Extending from the side of the bungalow were many different fruit trees which were watered by irrigation ditches from the well, dug into the earth. On the days that the trees were to be watered the mali would hire a couple of bullocks from a nearby village, and would tether them to the rope over a large pulley at the top of the well. The bullocks would have to walk down a ramp and in doing so would haul up from the well a goat skin, I think, and as this reached the top of the well it would empty its content of water. The bullocks would then be made to back up till the goat skin hit the water at the bottom of the deep well, and the process would be repeated. As the water gushed from the goatskin it would run along the irrigation channels dug in the earth, and the mali's wife would  wait till each tree had been watered before she would divert the flow of water to another tree by blocking one channel with earth and opening up the next. As kids we loved those days when the water was being drawn from the well. The "hut, hut" noises made by the mali to encourage the bullocks, the squealing of the old worn wooden pulley and the swish and rush of water out of the goatskin were a music all of its own. But what my sister and I often looked for, running along with the water as it flowed along the channels, were the odd little tiddler that was unfortunate enough to have been scooped up with the water. They never seemed to last long in our fish bowl. The ducks and chickens and guinea fowl liked those days too, and were often in competition with us for those unlucky little fish.


We played a lot of badminton, and even though I was the youngest in the bunch I always got to play my turn. The mali and his wife used to maintain the badminton court, and renewed the chalk lines with “chunam” from an old watering can minus its rose. I seem to recall that the court was actually paved with cow dung (yuck!), but that it was completely dry, and I don’t recall any smell. 
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My eldest sister Alice was a great one for organising all sorts of activities. I hated those moonlight walks along dark, unlit, country roads. The older ones told scary stories, and the jackals sounded far too close for my comfort. It was always a great relief to get back home where the “hamal” had lit the buzzing petromax lantern and hung it in the veranda. You didn’t walk under it because of the bugs of every description that were circling it, and touching it, and dropping dead to the floor. Inside the bungalow the hurricane lanterns were lit, and filled the place with a mellow yellowish light. The mosquito nets had been pulled down and tucked in around the mattresses.                                                                          
I  didn’t think too much of the fancy dress occasions either. Some of the costumes were made from stretchy crepe paper, and all the others had great costumes, but look at me, dressed like the old Hamal, and turban and dhoti, done by the old man himself!

       
I enjoyed the picnics, which invariably meant a long, hot climb up Trombay hill, to the ruins of the old Portuguese fort. From way up there we had a marvelous view of the paddy fields and coconut trees and Mankurd village and the old harbour pier, and also out across the water of Bassein Creek. We were sometimes higher than some of the circling vultures. On those picnics every body had to carry  something. Often the old wind up gramophone complete with its “His Master’s Voice” trumpet was taken along as well, and our poor old dog Flossie had a couple of old Green Label mango chutney bottles filled with water as her burden. When we drank it the water was warm, and tasted of old Green Label Mango chutney! But we didn’t mind, and nor did Flossie. This is a picture of a nostalgic trek up Trombay Hill many years later during the war.


Another interesting evening drive was to the old pier at Trombay Harbour. The place always  smelt of fish, and one could always find dried up little fish and crabs etc, that had fallen from the baskets of the fishermen and women. We used to sit and watch the large Arab dhows that came in, often laden with bricks, and clay tiles, and all sorts of other merchandise. At the end of the pier was an old square, stone lighthouse, partly in ruins. At high tide the water covered half the pier. The pier was made of large rounded stones set in concrete, and down one side were a line of old iron canons taken from the old Portuguese fort up on Trombay hill.

Bryan White.
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Louisville Cottage, Trombay
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My sister Florence sitting on the ornamental goldfish cistern





�





Florence White,  Edith White, Arthur Gibson, Lorna James, Bryan White
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Bryan White, Jack Martin, Edith White,


Alice White, Mark Nelson.


Picnic on Trombay Hill
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On the pier at Trombay Harbour. Watching the Arab dhows in the background.


Capt. E. M. Gilbert-Lodge, Mrs. H. White, Bryan White, Florence White holding my topee
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The light house on Trombay Harbour pier at high tide.





Me & my dog Punch on Mazagon Terrace











