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NEWSLETTER

DORIA’S BIRTHDAY
In the Spring of 1947, almost certainly at Junior Speech
Day, I made my debut as an ‘actor’ in a play called
“Doria’s Birthday”. It is an oriental farce in three acts
and I recall playing a character, Boler by name, who
was the servant of the main character. The plot, such as
it is, revolves around the celebration of the birthday,
where a previous suitor, who is in bad odour with
Doria’s father, organises a kidnap, but mistakenly
kidnaps Aunt Fatima! It all ends happily, as most farces
do.
For years I have remembered this acting debut of mine
and have harboured a desire to read the script once
more. Enquiries of libraries and other literary outlets
yielded a blank until the coming of the Internet. Now,
more than 60 years after treading the boards, I have
secured a coy of the script, courtesy of the Windsor
series of British Plays, the copyright of 3,000 plays now
owned by the Rochester Library of New York. I had to
lay out $15 and give a guarantee that I would not pass
the data to any other source, that I will not promote the
play and only use the material for my own research.
Memory plays tricks and I could only remember a
couple of fragments of the script. I do recall being
disguised as a pedlar and appearing at the home of the
Birthday Girl to check on her movements prior to the
kidnap attempt. Upon reading the script I was reminded
of a line which the central character persistently got
wrong in every rehearsal. The line reads “My father is
dead and I am rich”, but was regularly delivered as “My
father is rich and I am dead”! Fortunately he got it right
on the night.
I wonder whether any Old Scholar remembers this play
and can remind me of who took part. I recall that
Audrey Dye played Doria, but who played Cashbad the
Cadi or the Policeman (Runemin!), or even the four
kidnappers who rejoiced in the names Snatchah,
Grabbah, Hookah and Liftah. We even had the son of
the Cadi, who was called Gaiman, very innocently!
Nonetheless it has been very nostalgic to read this play
once more.

Bob Goodman

September 2009

The Speech Day plays and the Staff Concerts seem to have
fired the imagination of quite a few pupils. Upon leaving
school many have joined amateur Dramatic Societies and
even professional entertainment. Amateurs like Ray Tabor,
Ralph Christmas, Eric James and Jean Cawley spring to
mind, and in the professional field, Basil Hoskins, Doreen
Aris, Ray Winstone, Pat Frost and our Editor, Dennis Patten.
This list is by no means complete and if any readers can supply other names we would like to hear from you.

Now for an email from David Day (DeeDay)
Browsing back through the December 08 issue at the old
faces from 1A, I wonder if, through your columns, you could
ask Graham South a question for me?
Is he the same Graham South who some time around 1954
turned his dad’s car over, with me and his cousin in it,
somewhere in the back streets of Southgate? I think it was a
Morris, and you have never seen three guys exit a car that
was lying on its side with such speed. I think that the word
“Petrol” had something to do with it.
The law administered a roadside admonishing and the debate
then was how to tell dad!!

Graham South (1947-52) replies
Would you wait 55 years to pour derision and scorn on a
fellow scholar’s driving? David Day has sunk this low!.
Yes, I was the driver of a certain Ford Popular, and yes, I did
manage to put it on its side one evening in Southgate, circa
1954, with two others inside, including David. Those of a
technical disposition will recall that this car had but two
suspension springs instead of the conventional four, thus,
being top heavy and narrow, it only took an adverse camber
and you had the ingredients for calamity on a corner. True
we were about two knots above the target speed for this
particular angle, and I mention this in mitigation of my cause.
It was not my father’s car, rather it was the works’ “hack”.
Dad said little about the incident, relying on my discomfort
when the company employees learnt of the affair.
This episode has lain inert untroubled for over half a century,
acquiring and deserving oblivion as its fate. Thanks to
David’s ferret-like recall I am doomed to carry this albatross
in this world and the next. All I can do now is to pont him
towards these words of the Pope: “To err is human, to
forgive is divine.”
P.S. I thought you should know that just a few years later I
passed the Institute of Advanced Motorists’ test (at
Wembley) at the first attempt, and soon after obtained a
Professional Pilots’ qualification (at Elstree). Our teachers
did not toil in vain after all!!

We have only just received news that Ray Beadman
died last October and Gladys Robinson (nee
Venables) has also died. We will miss them,They
were both faithful members of the Old Scholars’
Association.

SCHOOL CAMPS 1947-52

By Brian (Tich) Armitage (1947-52)
Edgar Leonard Kennedy Bruneels (Bruiser), the boys’
P.E. Teacher, decided to run Summer Camps for
approximately 30 boys of all ages who were unlikely to
enjoy a family summer holiday. These camps ran for a
total of 6 years and continued after he left the school.

What price health and safety? Hitch-hiking to distant
towns, many with unpronounceable Welsh names.
1951
Nant Peris: Having visited and climbed
Snowdon for 2 years it was decided to form a climbing
club, which was named ELK after our illustrious leader.
We purchased equipment, produced a badge and
became affiliated to the Mountaineering Club. We had
10 members, but I only recall 3: Bruiser, Malcolm
(Pont) Bridge (1946-53) and myself. The Club soon
folded, with members going to University, work or
National Service.

Having started school in September 1947 I did not
attend that year, but did attend the next five. The 1948
holiday cost £3.00 per head, which included train fares!
Camps were as follows:
1947 Unknown to me.
1948. Fairlight Glen—Hastings.
1949 West Bay—Bridport.
1950 Nant Peris—Snowdon.
1951 Nant Peris—Snowdon.
1952 Betws-y-Coed—North Wales.
Some 60 years later I have certain memories of each
camp:1948 Hastings: Queuing at the single cold water tap to
have a strip wash whilst many other holidaymakers
patiently waited to fill buckets to take away. The camp
was later completely flooded after a very heavy storm.
1949 West Bay: Visiting our very nice, young, Form
and History Teacher, Audrey Booth (ACE to her
friends) at her Topsham home. She left school that year
to marry—much to the disappointment of many 6th
form boys. The photo shows Peter Lansdell, Ken
Wilkinson, John Fenn, me and Miss Booth.

1952 Betws-y-Coed: Bruiser, Alan (Eggy) Lofts,
Robert (Flory) Ford and I, plus all equipment journeyed
to North Wales on Bruiser’s Indian motorbike and
sidecar. The photo (as shown above), taken by Flory,
shows Eggy, me and Bruiser. Our heavily overloaded
transport struggled, so on the return journey it was
decided that Flory and I would hitchhike. Bruiser felt it
necessary to check our progress down the A5, and we
agreed to meet at the first sign announcing Shrewsbury.
The hitchhikers arrived promptly, but we had to wait
several hours for the bike to arrive. The front wheel had
collapsed and had to have new spokes made and fitted.
We camped nearby and completed our journey the
following day. Shortly after this holiday I lost contact
with ELK.
A little history of Bruiser prior to that last camp:
After leaving school he, together with his wife (20 years
his junior) and two children rented a farm cottage at
Stoke Poges, near Slough, and purchased a door-to-door
Greengrocer business. This soon folded and he became
a “horticultural” expert (gardener).

1950 Nant Peris: 30 boys, plus all equipment, transported 10 miles from Caernarvon railway station in a
completely enclosed furniture lorry without windows.
All our drinking, cooking and washing water was
taken directly from a mountain stream.
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As far as I am aware, our Editor, Dennis, was the last to
meet him at the Annual Toy Fair at Harrogate, North
Yorkshire, during 1957. He had moved to Harrogate
and was working as a representative for Trix model
railways.
Although a very strict schoolmaster he was very
generous as a host, and many boys enjoyed his
hospitality at his Stoke Poges home. All in all a great
character.

When Spring was in the air

by Joan Joyce

Tony and I have empty nest syndrome. No, it isn’t children that have left home but our
own little family of blue tits. I bought Tony a bird-cam for his birthday last February and
we installed it in a nesting box. We had to buy a larger box to accommodate the camera,
but the entrance hole was then too big for the little blue tits we hoped to attract, so we cut
the front off the original box and stuck it over the larger hole. No sooner had we nailed it
to the tree than a little female appeared inside and started to come back over and over
again carrying one or two twigs. This long process must have been such hard work for
her, and as is customary apparently, there was no help from a male!
We had no idea how a nest was built and were so surprised to see that when a sufficient
amount had been gathered she lay on her tummy, wings outstretched, and kicked the
material to the side of the box with her feet. This was her method over and over again until the nest had been built up so much
that it nearly reached the entrance. She hollowed out the centre and then gathered soft material to line it. I helped out by
leaving feathers, cotton wool and moss around the patio area, and sure enough she gathered it all up and took it in.
Then came the day when her partner arrived. She sounded as though she was scolding him, but he gave her a titbit of food (I
guess the equivalent of a bunch of flowers) and then they continued with what sounded like a row, but must have been words
of love. This went on for a week or so, and then one morning we switched on the camera to find 10 eggs had been laid. The
female continuously sat on the eggs, only leaving now and again briefly, and the male turned up every day with little gifts of
caterpillars, etc. Sometimes he arrived with his gift to find she had gone out, and you should have heard him complaining!
Anyway, eventually 8 of the eggs hatched and the nest was filled with these little blind, hairless creatures, whose only reaction
was to produce 8 fluorescent mouths as soon as they heard mum or dad approaching. Both parents were tireless in their duty,
and where they found so much food is a mystery. There was an awful drama one day when a large maggot was fed to a very
immature chick and it got stuck halfway in its mouth. Both parents heaved away, trying to pull the maggot out, and it went on
for at least 5 minutes. It was a nail-biting drama to watch. Eventually the little one appeared to either take down the rest of the
maggot or possibly died, because both parents gave up and the male flew away and the female settled down over the rest of
them.
As the little ones grew they became prettier, and their eyes opened and you could see they were little blue tits. The parents
were meticulous in removing any “litter” (polite word for excrement), and the noise the brood made became deafening. As
they all got stronger they often exercised their tiny wings—usually by standing on their brothers and sisters. All of this
became compulsive viewing for our cat, who sat in front of the T.V. set completely puzzled that she could not get at them (see
picture).
Mum and dad fed their brood from dawn to dusk and managed to see that each demanding little mouth got its share. Gradually
they all became more and more curious about the outside world and would peep out of the hole in the nest box to see where
mum or dad had gone. Inevitably the day came when we rose from bed and switched on the camera only to find that five had
already left the nest. The three remaining were constantly looking out, and one even came outside, then decided he didn’t like
it and changed his mind and went back in! Later that day two of them went and that just left one tiny bird, who really did not
look ready to leave the nest—perhaps the last to hatch. He seemed very frightened to be alone and made some pitiful cries, but
the mother was in a nearby tree calling him. Unfortunately we had to go out for the entire day and when we returned the nest
was empty, so I guess he made it in the end.
We have been so privileged to see inside this little world—our very own episode of Springwatch.

WANTED

DID YOU KNOW THIS MAN?
We have received some enquiries about
Headmaster, Mr. Hudson’s first name. His
initials were R. L. Here is the story so far ….

Mick Margetts kicks off: I have just read through the June
newsletter and was particularly interested in Doreen Bayley’s
‘Times Past’ piece. However, I always thought Mr. Hudson’s first
name was Roland, not Robert. Also, I believe he hailed from the
Isle of Man. Can anyone corroborate or otherwise?
Cliff Wilkins responds: We always knew him as Bob (at least
that was the polite name—I won’t go down the road of the others),
so assumed it was Robert. Mr. Hudson was also known as either
Harry (I think there had been someone fairly well-known of that
name and it stuck, but Googling the name has drawn blanks), or
‘Pockets’, because they stuck out from his suit jacket and
contained an almost complete tool kit (as was obvious once when
a film projector went kaput and he emptied his pockets until he
found the necessary tools for the job!), and also his asthma pump,
as he suffered from that. He was a brilliant scientist by training
and almost certainly came to us from Harrow County School,
where he was Senior Science Master and had the nickname
‘Rubber Bung’, but don’t ask why!!
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OLD SCHOLARS’ PROFILES
JOAN BUTTER and BOB HAYCRAFT E.C.S. 1931 to 1937
BOB: He had academic ability, but his real interests lay in
sport, to the detriment of his real academic potential. Played
cricket and football for the school and captained both XI’s,
but his strength was cricket. The Headmaster at the time was
Mr. Jimmy North, a very keen cricketer himself in his earlier
days, and who encouraged him. In mid-school years he
became interested in the school plays in a backstage role, and
it was there that he and Joan began an early and tentative
attraction for each other. On leaving school at age 17 he was
recruited by M.C.C. at Lords, and remained there, training as
a full time professional cricketer, until the War broke out in
1939. He joined the Army and was commissioned in 1943 in
the Royal Artillery and served for nearly 20 years.
Meanwhile he and Joan married in 1942 at Enfield. They had
two boys, Michael and Roland. Although the War ruined his
profession as a cricketer he played much cricket for the
Army, and captained Army representative sides in Hong
Kong, Germany and England. He retired as a Major and went
into business in 1959. He retired for the second time in 1985.

He now lives with his son Michael in Somerset, on the
estuary of the River Parrett.

JOAN: She was a bright scholar from the start and did very
well at most academic subjects. Strengths developed into
speech training and poetry reading, tutored by teacher Miss
Emery, she won many awards. Excelled in amateur dramatics at school and played many Shakespearean roles. Among
her contemporaries in this field were Basil Hoskins and others whose names I forget. Her closest friends included Peggy
Spicer, Madeleine Taylor and Betty Spencer, who married a
tea planter in Ceylon. Betty is still alive and living in
Liphook. Joan left school in 1937 and joined Barclays Bank
in their Head Office. Later on, during the War, she was recruited into the Office of the Chief Naval Engineer in Whitehall. She was very fond of children, and in the 50’s and 60’s
she set up and ran a number of nursery schools. She died
very unexpectedly in 1995 aged 75, having led a very happy
and fulfilled life.

THE INTAKE OF 1959: For the intake of 1959 this year is the 50th Anniversary of us joining the school. To
celebrate this we are holding a reunion at The Royal Chase Hotel, Enfield at 7 p.m. on Saturday 3rd October. Likely
cost of food and drink will be £50. If you are eligible and wish to join us please contact Terry Peffer on 10243
855155, or email terrypeffer@btinternet.com.

BETTY (nee Brooker) and LES KIRBY: Our
daughter, Pip Henderson, who attended Rowantree
School until we moved to Aylesbury, now lives in
Normandy, France, and does bed and breakfast.
Anyone from the old School would be more than
welcome. She can be contacted via her website, which
is www.burcybedandbreakfast.com.

PAUL SMITH: Sent us this photo of the 1965 A
level French group. He says it was an end of course
outing and the French assistant is in the photo. Paul
goes on to say “The tall boy to the right of me is Bruce
Edwards, but that’s all I can remember”. I went into
teaching and was headmaster for 16 years of
comprehensive schools in North London and Coventry.
One of my predecessors as Head of Lyng Hall school in
Coventry was also ex. Edmonton County.

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
Wed. 16th Sept. Committee. Upper School. 7.30 p.m.
Wed. 14th Oct. Lunch. The Plough. 12.00 Noon
Wed. 14th Oct. A.G.M. Upper School. 7.30 p.m.

More and more Old Scholars are
receiving their Newsletter via email —
may we add you to the list?
Just contact Cliff Wilkins now on
01400 281359.
Go on, save us the postage and the
world a tree!!

Don’t forget, subs are due on 1st September.
Annual
£3.00
5 years £12.50
10 years £22.50
Life
£30.00

Joint Annual
£4.00
Joint 5 years
£16.50
Joint 10 years £30.00
Joint Life
£40.00

Please send your payment to Cliff Wilkins,
3 The Hawthorns, Allington Gardens, Allington,
Grantham, Lincs. NG32 2FS.

Published by the Edmonton County School Old Scholars’ Association.
Any opinions expressed in this Newsletter are those of individual contributors and are published in the interests of information and debate. ECSOSA itself holds no collective
opinions.
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