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COUNTY REVISITED!
He’s dead but he won’t lie down!

Eastend-Archie goes
back to his old School.

Old Scholar Actor Larry Lamb
visited the Edmonton County School
recently to record a backward glance
into his time as a schoolboy. It was part of a series of well-known personalities’ childhood for
the B.B.C. ‘One Show’, which goes out at 7 p.m. every weekday. The segment, which also
featured Miss Burbidge, was recorded in the Science Lab on December 17th last year while the
rest of the school was in session. Larry was also interviewed at the studio about his demise as
Archie in ‘Eastenders’.
In response to Dr. Keith Strange’s request for news of
evacuees in Wales Old Scholar Doc Norri (1938-43)
has sent this report direct to him. We thought that our
readers might like to see it. This report by Miss
Fothergill appears in the Chronicle of the Edmonton
County School, July 1941.

SOUTH WALES
With the collapse of Belgium and France at the beginning of
June 1940 a second evacuation of London schoolchildren
seemed imminent. Registration began at the County School
on Whit Monday. Our list included:
Graham Murdoch, David Stubbs, John Vose, Reginald
Herbert, Dennis Walton, Vera Salter, Lilian Elston, Gerald
Bailey, Edna Marter, Jose Fenwick, Iris Goymer, Ena Smith,
Violet Bouch, Violet Hollis, Peter Downey, Reginald
Awcock, Arthur Tebbitt, Ellen McCabe, Doris Page, Leslie
Walton, Barbara Bouch, Rupert Elston, Edward Hollis,
Norman Tebbitt.
On Monday morning, June 17th, the party, headed by Mr.
Morris, Miss Fothergill and Miss Hadler, left Edmonton for
Paddington Station. After a hearty send-off by parents,
members of the staff and pupils and a pleasant journey
through the English countryside, beautiful in its early summer
dress, we arrived at Cardiff. We had a four-mile bus ride to
Whitchurch, where we received a warm welcome. After
medical inspection we were entertained to tea in the grounds
of a fine modern senior school, then we were quickly billeted.
The following morning, after a discussion with Mr. Richard,
the Headmaster of the Whitchurch Secondary School, our
pupils were satisfactorily fitted into their new school
environment and Mr. North was able to return to London
satisfied about both billeting and educational arrangements.

We soon had many enjoyable walks in the hilly wooded
countryside around Whitchurch and by the River Taff, our
favourite being to the top of the Wenallt, from which there
was a magnificent view of the Bristol Channel. It is said that
one Saturday afternoon the livelier members of the party
picnicked there and afterwards played
‘Cowboys and Indians’ with Mr. Morris as
Sheriff! The more sedate ones visited the
National Museum of Wales in Cardiff. We also
climbed the Garth Mountain (a new experience
for most of the party), passing through the
villages of Taff’s Well and Tongwynlais, Mr.
Morris going deliberately, if unconventionally,
shoes in hand. From the summit northwards we saw the
Rhondda Valley with its cone-like slag heaps; to the south
was Penarth Head (Tennyson’s ‘Haven under the Hill’), the
Bristol Channel and the distant coasts of Somerset and
Devon, while to east and west lay the smiling countryside of
Glamorgan.
Only a few days after our arrival however air raids began and
we had to limit our excursions. However, we did see the
admirable municipal and national buildings of Cardiff. We
visited Llandaff, with its historical grey stone buildings, and
we went to a service in the lovely old cathedral, now sadly
damaged.
But, owing to the increased number of ‘alerts’ in Whitchurch
and their absence in London, and in spite of the kindliness
and generosity of the guardians and the fine educational
opportunities, the boys and girls drifted back. After five
weeks the members of staff were recalled, but the welfare of
the remaining pupils was left in capable hands. The
following were still at Whitchurch at Easter:
Dennis Walton, Leslie Walton, Violet Bouch, Barbara Bouch,
Peter Downery, Reginald Awcock, Arthur Tebbitt, Norman
Tebbitt.

Obituaries
Dee West (nee Doris Page) 1939-44
A wonderful, intelligent, versatile lady sadly copped out on
November 12th in the loving environment of her new home at
Sunrise of Winchester. She mastered many crafts over her 81
years, turning her unique hand to woodcarving, crib, canal
lock opening, tapestry, cryptic crosswords and codewords,
computing, creative cooking, and was an accomplished
diarist, navigator, genealogist, linguist, humorist and
renowned secret imbiber.
Dee was the perfect wife and partner to John for 56 years,
who always thought she was the most capable of his
secretaries—and he had many! Also the most understanding
and supportive mother to Paul and Caroline (and MaryAnn
and Tex) and beloved Nana to her four grandsons (none of
them British.
We were sorry to hear that Stan Aupers’ widow, Hetty, who
lived in Spain, has died.

Valerie Harte (nee Rebill) enjoys our Newsletter
via the website, and e-mails to say:
I was a student at Edmonton County School from 1953-58,
and in fact do remember (and can identify many of the alumni
in the pictures who were upperclassmen). I have resided in
the U.S. for many years and have only recently become
acquainted with the website, and have had fun reading all the
posts/newsletters, etc.
My uncle (mother’s brother) was also a pupil at the school
(and I believe would have entered ECS circa 1931-32). It
would be a stretch to suppose that any classmates from that
era might either still be alive and/or remember him. His
name was William Hill (he grew up in Edmonton N9, and he
would have entered ECS from Raglan). He played cricket for
the school, and mother remembered the names of several of
the teaching staff from his time there that still taught when I
was a student. Sad to say he was a war casualty, having been
killed during the Battle of Crete in May 1941 at the age of 21
when his ship, the HMS Nubian, was sunk (presumably
torpedoed) off the coast there. His memorial is engraved at
the Naval War Memorial in Portsmouth and his information
can be accessed on the War Graves Commission website.

Our Treasurer, Cliff
Wilkins, explains:
Who said the recession was over?
Unless you have spent the past eighteen
months on some uninhabited planet, you
will no doubt be aware that there have been
significant economic problems affecting all major nations and
the business therein. Sadly the OSA have also suffered, and
this past year has been a difficult one financially. Indeed,
whereas in past years we have broken even, or made a modest
surplus, this past year we have seen our surplus move into
negative territory—in other words we have made a loss!
Before you start assuming that, like MPs, the committee
members have been clearing their moats at your expense, let
me assure that NONE of the committee charge expenses for
things like telephone calls or travelling to/from meetings (not
even me, despite the fact that the round trip for me to attend a
committee meeting is over 200 miles!). Were we to do so the
OSA would be in a terrible pickle! Almost all of our
expenditure goes on printing and posting the newsletter,
which is why we have encouraged members to receive theirs
by e-mail—so far 77 have elected this option and we
sincerely hope others will follow suit.
Our annual subscription income is low because most
members have paid a life membership, but there is a hardcore
of about a dozen members who still pay annually—but only
when I spend time and postage reminding them in most
cases! What we have relied upon to make ends meet has
been the interest on our invested capital, and that is what has
cost us dear this year since the Bank of England kicked the
chair out from under the base rate and consequently our
interest payments have plummeted.
Before you all think this is all doom and gloom, we are not
bankrupt as our capital will last us all out. Nor am I asking
for donations (although they would never be refused!) as we
can still more than pay our way. What I am asking is for
more people to convert to e-mail newsletters, and for people
who still pay annually to do so without my having to write to
remind (and with better grace in some cases, but let’s not go
down that road.)

This year’s ANNUAL LUNCHEON will be on SATURDAY 20th MARCH 2010
At THE JOLLY FARMERS, SLADES HILL, ENFIELD. 12.30 for 1.00 p.m.
Three course meal (vegetarian option) followed by coffee £19.50

First Name ……………………... Surname ……………………….….. Nee …………………….
Address …………………………………………………………………………………………………
Years at School: 19……. To 19……. E-mail …………………………………………………
I forward a cheque/postal order for £……………… Made payable to E.C.S.O.S.A.
Together with the full names of your guests.
Please return this form, together with the appropriate payment to Frank M. Wallder,
12 Bray Lodge, High Street Cheshunt, Waltham Cross, Herts. EN8 0DN.

Please confirm availability with Frank (by phone or e-mail) before sending your booking and cheque.
01992 636164 (mob. 07985 013032) E mail: frank @ecsosa.org.uk
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Jack Long’s legacy
Here is an interesting article which comes from Mr. Long’s file of trips organised by him.
Perhaps it might spark off someone’s memory. It was written by Jenny Jones of L6A, and from
pencil notes written on the cutting it may have appeared in the school magazine in about 1969.
The file was marked “Lake District Excursions”, but this trip was to Dorset.

TRIP 3, PART 1.
MEMORY ‘GEOGERS’ FOR THE
PURBECK PARTY
A week of Purbeck cow dung! Seven days in sunny Dorset.
Green fields … no school … long rambles. We couldn’t
believe our luck! But—wait for it—there was a big catch:
We were going there to study g-e-o-g-r-a-p-h-y. Longitudinal
coastlines (and other such rudities), marine erosion (waves
and things). Groan, grunt, sigh. But before Mr. Long
banishes me to Outer (or Inner as the case may be) Mongolia
to study volcanoes, I’d better say that
the holiday was one big laugh.
When I woke up on THE Monday it
was rainy and miserable, and any
hopes of culturing a Purbeck suntan
rapidly diminished. My bag was
bulging with dolly gear for the week,
such as size 7 bovver boots, brown
anorak (just call me irresistible) and
old Levi’s. (Any offers for the lot?)
The coach arrived just after nine and
we all clambered on. It was great
jogging along in the coach instead of
enduring double ‘geogo’ as per usual
on a Monday morning. After a while
you could say that Paul Stewart began to look a little
squeamish, to say the least. Just as he was at his most
desperate we arrived at Leeson House, Langton Maltravers.
Before you are grossly disillusioned, let me hasten to explain
that it, um …. Wasn’t exactly a replica of Butlin’s by the Sea.
We staggered in with our suitcases and were pounced on by
this sort of ogre-like woman, who turned out to be strict …
but nice (dubious after-thought). Once inside she segregated
us and we all stood there like a load of prunes! After
dismissal, teatime was the evening highlight; everyone shot
down ravenous at the sound of the gong. Kathy Brown and I
stuck to our diets religiously and enviously watched the
others gorge (though we joined them the next day). A
meeting was held in the library later, but all I can remember
is sort of sleepily gazing at Mr. Long with only half an ear
open to his doubtless interesting description of the local
landscape. At last came release to bed.
We were woken by a gong at some ridiculous time in the
middle of the night (7.30 actually). After break it took us
about an hour to don our dainty footwear. It was quite funny,
because we got two fields away and everyone was lost. Then
we sort of slid along Priest’s Way—the priest must have had
a muddy time of it—’till we reached the coast; not just the
odd bay or two, but bloomin’ miles of it! I managed to fall in
a gorse bush and GEE are they prickly!! If you don’t believe
me, try it some time. We came to Dancing Ledge and then

proceeded to visit Tilly Whim Caves (an old quarry), then we
trudged along the coast, and more coast, as far as Durlston
Head, where we consoled ourselves with egg sandwiches and,
wait for it, weak lemon squash. Feeling about as revived as
drooping buttercups we carried on to Peverill Point, Mr. Long
and Mr. Prosser occasionally telling us enlightening facts
about the coast.

I think the general idea was to take notes, but you try
writing with two pairs of mittens on and a force eight
gale blowing in your face! You’re inclined to give it up
as a bad job. After walking through Swanage and
catching a brief glimpse of
civilisation we limped back to
“Durlston Globe 1906”
Leeson House in an exhausted
daze.
We were fooled on Wednesday
because we set off in the coach.
“Aha!” thought we. “A nice easy
day”. But all too soon we were
turfed out of the coach to put the
boots on in utter dread of what
exhaustion was to come. Hilary
tied up her laces in great
apprehension, while Philip turned
an unhealthy shade of green at the
thought of more walking, and he clashed painfully with
the fields around. Judy Whiting’s size three hockey
boots looked quite diddy in comparison with Chalky’s
formidable size eleven footwear! All set for the
onslaught, we strode our way along to Stair Hole, which
is a sort of huge hole in some rocks. The more studious
in our midst, such as The Lynch, drew quick diagrams
of Lulworth Cove, which were totally unrecognisable
later. After this came a l-o-n-g, s-t-e-e-p uphill path.
The view downwards was pretty terrifying (to say the
least), especially if one was not too keen on heights
(Linda!). Further and further we went with Martin The
Lynch and Phyl The Mylchreest remarking that “This is
getting silly”, in the Martin-Philip Voice. On the way
both Cathys got thrown in the sea by big Bully Roger
The Savage and Co, and carried on feeling a little damp.
We crossed a few more fields on Friday, and to vary our
usual diet we visited a couple of farms equipped with
the all-pervading odour of you-know-what.
Pat
accidentally pushed Ann into a spring and shamefacedly
fished her out afterwards. Chalky fell in the cow dung
(snigger) and nobody would go near him (surprisingly
enough). Guess who was first in the bath that evening
….?

To be continued
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“Keats, Opera & Fother”
By Elaine Streeter (Woodgate) 1948-53
Professor Nicholas Roe was asking for
information about the house where Keats
lived in Edmonton and I found the following
in the book ‘Middlesex’ by Bruce Stevenson,
published 1972:
Page 27: “The real literary associations of Edmonton are
with John Keats and Charles Lamb. Keats lived with his
grandmother in Church Street, and was apprenticed to
Hammond, an apothecary and surgeon who practised nearby;
his small dwelling was pulled down in 1931, but a plaque
(difficult to find) commemorates this in Keats Parade, Church
Street. And in this street also is found Lamb’s cottage.”
Page 35: “Enfield, with its long history, has many worthies
… Keats and Cowden Clark were at a school near Enfield
town station.”
Page 44: Highgate Village …. The view down the steep
West Hill, looking over Hampstead Heath, is green and
pleasant. Beyond the curve is Millfield Lane, where
Coleridge and Keats met for the first time.
Also David Day’s view of the opera singers brought to the
school in the 1950’s has brought back memories:
I believe the Arts Council were responsible for the visits from
members of various Opera Companies during the 1950’s I,
for one, certainly appreciated the stunning music and singing
that I was hearing virtually for the first time at 13 or 14,
despite the excellent classical music broadcast on the BBC
Home Service Radio programmes of the post-war period,
particularly on Sundays. (I believe they sang excerpts from
La Boheme and from Rigoletto). I then bought second-hand
records of various operas, beginning with ‘Pagliacci’ from a
stall at Enfield Market in the square near the old church,
which led on to my wanting to see and hear the “real” thing at
Sadler’s Wells.
Valerie Adams and I were allowed by our mothers to travel at
night up to Turnpike Lane on the 144 bus
and take the tube to The Angel, Islington,
where the Sadler’s Wells Theatre was
then located. I still marvel that my
mother, who was so protective,
recognised my need (unshared by my
family) to see opera by allowing me to
travel back so late at night from London.
Seats in “the gods” cost about 2/6d, and
over many visits I met and made friends
with other people who frequented the opera as I did. The
company then had the same singers for each opera, and for
those of you who may remember, I was a groupie for the
bass, Owen Brannigan! Because of my love for opera an
uncle then treated my sister and me to, I believe, the last
performance by Bengamino Gigli at The Albert Hall. And all
of this because of the foresight of our school in allowing us to
miss lessons for these performances.”
I have fond memories of the sweet and kind Miss Fothergill
singing ‘Roselein auf der Heide’ at every school concert. She
had a lovely soprano voice and this was obviously her piece
de resistance which she beautifully sang.

Have I been brainwashed?
Your co-editor (1944-49)
Every morning when I get up to prepare our breakfast I
make a special effort to whistle away happily or to sing
a merry song. This confuses the neighbours as usually
they regard me as a miserable old so-and-so!
Sometimes I give them and the birds in the garden a
burst from a popular West End Musical, like ‘Les Mis’
or ‘Phantom’. Mostly though it’s a selection of songs
that I learned at school, songs like Swanee River,
Camptown Races, Banjo on my Knee, John Brown’s
Body and Polly Wolly Doodle. And do you know,
having left the County over seventy years ago, I have
just realised that the songs we were taught were mostly
of American origin?
Were there no good old British songs to
sing apart from Uncle Tom Cobley and
the number one in the Henry the Eighth
pop charts Greensleeves?
Was the
choice of American songs intentional?
Was it because the U.S. had just entered
the war? Was it because of lease-lend?

Was I being brainwashed?
We did have patriotic songs at the time of course.
Songs like “There’ll be blue birds over the white cliffs
of Dover” or “When they sound the last all clear”, but
they did not appear in the school curriculum.
It seems that even at school we couldn't get away from
the great American song book! Once again I ask you,

woz I brainwashed?
Don’t forget, subs were 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 and/or request to receive
the Newsletter via e-mail to Cliff Wilkins
3 The Hawthorns, Allington Gardens, Allington,
Grantham, Lincs. NG32 2FS. (cliff@ecsosa.org.uk)

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
Wed. 17th Mar.

Committee meeting. 7.30 for 7.45 p.m.
Upper School.
Sat. 20th March. Annual Luncheon. Jolly Farmers.
12.30 p.m. for 1.00 p.m.
Wed. 12th May Lunch get together @ The Plough,
Crews Hill. 12.00 Noon.
Wed. 7th July.
Lunch get together. T.B.A.
Wed. 13th Oct.
Lunch get together. T.B.A.

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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