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Old Scholar ERIC JAMES (1941-47) e-mails from Canada to say how much he enjoys our Newsletter and remembers the
time before he emigrated. He goes on to say:
Fair”. As I remember, we didn’t place too highly in the
After coming back from my stint in Europe (army of
festival, but it was a valuable experience.
occupation) I joined ECSOSA and was active in the
This raises other memories of the annual carol sing. We used
Thespians, along with such stalwarts as Ron Rush, Ray and
to go to the local pubs, and with the landlord’s permission we
Jean Tabor, Ralph and Ann Christmas, Jean Martin (Cawley)
sang in the saloon bar and used the piano. Thanks to our
and others. Somewhere in the mid-fifties a choir was formed
gifted accompanist, Ken Wilkinson’s arrangement, we were
and I was given the job of conducting the group (more of that
able to sing the very popular Christmas carols in 4-part
later).
harmony. We collected for the Barnardo Homes and we were
In October 1956 I left England for Canada and my
always very successful, as our donation box proved.
subscription to ECSOSA lapsed until a few years ago when,
We did undertake one ambitious venture somewhere in the
good friends like the Christmases and the Thompsons
Spring/Summer of 1955. We went to the HMV recording
(Frances & Mike) sent me news of the Association, which led
studios in Oxford Street, where we made a recording of the
me to reactivate my subscription. Since that time, 2002, I
school song “Alma Mater” on the ‘A’ side and a lovely
have enjoyed receiving the electronic version of the
anthem ‘Non Nobis Domine” on the ‘B’ side. The individual
Newsletter.
recordings (12) were very expensive (21 shillings). If any of
Two recent editions (September and December 2009) were of
the choir members are interested in receiving a copy of the
particular interest. The September edition opened with a
disc let me know (ejames@rogers.com) and I’ll send a copy
request from Bob Goodman for anyone who remembered a
electronically. A young friend has digitised the old 78 rpm
play “Doria’s Birthday”, directed by Miss Emery and
recording and he even removed the noise of the crack on my
presented in the spring of 1947. I haven’t thought about this
original disc, which is some 54 years old. The result is not
play for decades, but the mention of the line “My father is
great, but it is useful for archival purposes.
dead and I am rich” brought back a flood of memories. At
The members of the choir were, to the best of my
the time I was in the 6th, and because I’d had some
recollection, Maureen Jacques (Forster), Frances & Mike
experience in Miss Emery’s plays since the first form and had
Thompson, Thelma & Frank Martin, Sheila & Darrell
taken her elocution lessons, I was asked to do some one-toGardner, two young ladies, Gillian and Marian (?), Bob
one coaching with the boy (Jack Fraser, if memory serves),
Goodman, Alec Longworth and (?) Borins. My younger
who constantly got the line wrong (My father is rich and I am
brother Alan (since deceased), although not an Old Scholar,
dead). Now Jack Fraser was a very popular boy and a good
was invited to join us as an honorary member as he had a
athlete, more at home on the playing field than on the stage.
very useful tenor voice, which we badly needed.
I worked diligently with Jack, and on the night I remember
Our pianist through all this was Kenny Wilkinson, which
being backstage watching Miss Emery with her script
brings me to the December 2009 Newsletter. It was
clutched to her breast waiting, with bated breath, for the
tremendously gratifying to read the news of Kenny, who now
important line to be delivered. Jack Fraser started to deliver
goes by the name Clayton. Those of us who had the pleasure
the wrong version of the line, but then, quite cleverly,
of working with him when he was in his late teens were
corrected himself and gave the correct version.
convinced he was destined to go on to a brilliant career in
This mention of Doria’s Birthday had another very pleasant
music.
association for me, since it was sent in by Bob Goodman. I
I knew Kenny when he was still taking lessons from a local
remember Bob with considerable pleasure, due to his
music teacher, Ivy Maskell, who every year gave a concert
enthusiastic participation as a valuable tenor in the choir I
performed by her more gifted pupils and Kenny was always
mentioned earlier.
the star at these events. I was invited to act as MC at these
The choir used to meet in what was then the music room. The
concerts, as well as play a violin solo. My ability was
faithful members of the group met every Friday evening,
marginal, but made more bearable by original pieces
when we rehearsed songs that we were going to perform
composed by Kenny. One particular piece I remember was a
locally. In the Summer 2002 Newsletter Maureen Jacques
violin obligato to the Gershwin song “Summertime”, which I
(Forster) remembers us singing at a garden party in Enfield. I
performed with Kenny and a young soprano. I still have a
wonder if she remembers us singing at a music festival in the
portfolio of original manuscripts written by Kenny in those
Methodist Hall in Fore Street, where we sang “Come to the
days. These constitute some very valuable mementoes.

Obituaries
KEITH WALL, husband of RAE WALL (nee HILL),
who lived in Kent, but were regular supporters of our
luncheons and annual dinners died after an unexpected
heart attack on 20th April. We send our condolences to
Rae and hope she will endeavour to continue attending
future lunches once she adjusts to life on her own after
approaching 50 years of marriage.
We were sorry to hear that FLORENCE MARTIN
(nee O’Connor), who was at the School from 1937 to
1940 has recently died, aged 84 years. No other news is
available.

Jack Long’s legacy
Part 2 by Jenny Jones (L6A)
One of the farmers let us bounce round his fields on a haypiled trailer. I’ll never know how it stood all our weight.
Even the farmer’s dog jumped on and enveloped ‘The Sav’,
who was sitting at the front getting splattered with mud from
the wheels.
The meeting in the library was postponed that evening as it
was Top of the Pops, and Mr. Long wanted to see who was
No. 1. A programme about “Good Ol’ Wales” came on next
and Mr. Pross went all patriotic and burst forth into a gusty
rendering of “Land of my Fathers”.
On Good Friday we visited that famous Corfe Castle
(whoever said that they’ve never heard of it can leave
immediately—if not before!). John Reeves and Co. came
down for the day and joined us for an idle saunter through a
few woods about as thick as the Amazon! The general idea at
Corfe was to climb to the top of the ruins, but as it was a little
breezy (!) Lynn and I gave it up as a bad job and wrote
postcards at the bottom. Mrs. Smith strode about trying to
look interested, but only managed to look downright chilly!!
Next day we went to Chesil Bank. After nipping along about
eight miles of beach we were faced by this sort
of straight cliff face. I suddenly observed, with
some shock, that those ahead were going up it!
Horror! There was nothing for it but to follow
them—didn’t really fancy passing the rest of my
youth on Chesil Bank. Linda, Lynn and I got
sort of wedged half way up, and good old Ian came back
down again and yanked us up with his portable crane. If it
wasn’t for him we’d still be dangling from the early bracken
shoots now!
Mr. Long led us to a gash in the ground—a b-i-g quarry. We
found a few fossils lying around (John Lainchbury was
sunbathing at the time). Everyone gave their stones to Mr.
Long, who staggered on, stooped but heroic. (He should

never have taken that big ruc-sack with him). Then we
went to the other end of Chesil Bank and Cathy got
thrown into the sea—just for a change.
Easter Sunday dawned bright and clear. Our last day of
Purbeck fresh air. We did another quick 50 miles round the
coast and then studied a cliff, which we all had a chop at ‘cos
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it contained interesting fossils (or so we
were told). When we left the sea must
have been a few feet further inland! It was
soon evening.
What an anti-climax,
knowing that we were going home the next
day. We lazed around while Paul had a bit of a twang on his
guitar.
It poured with rain the next morning. We did the honours and
presented suitable tokens to the teachers. Mr. Pross looked a
bit crestfallen when he was just given a leek, but another
proper present quickly alerted a Wide Welsh Grin!
Everything was packed. We took one last look at Lesson
House and clambered into the coach. The journey home was
broken by a stop at Winchester Cathedral. We sang (or
attempted to sing) nearly all the way home—and I know that
I wasn’t the only one who felt a bit nostalgic for the Dorset
fields as we drove into noisy old London.
It was a good week. Everyone conveyed their thanks to Mr.
Long, Mr. Prosser (Pross) and Mrs. Smith for making the
holiday (?) possible and for giving us a really good time. We
sincerely thank them.

The 49ers

By Maurice Crewe
I met Pat White at Edmonton County in 1954, but after 55
years I lost my better half in 2009. Part of my rehabilitation
was to take a more active interest in the Old Scholars’
Association, so after browsing near forgotten email
addresses I started contacting a few names I recognised.
That led to the occasional message saying someone had
been in contact with someone else and did I know if so-andso was still around. It struck us that we ought to share what
information we had gleaned, and by luck I happened to
know how to set up an email group address. So I made up a
group and called it 49ers because we all joined the School
in 1949—there’s imagination for you! Finding former
classmates after half a century is probably nearly as difficult
as they found prospecting for gold 161 years ago!
There are now 16 of us on email, plus a rebel who is only
contactable
by
telephone.
We
have now asked
everyone to share
a page of potted
biography with us;
not to compare
fame and fortune
but to hear what
they have been up
to over the past
years and are they content with their lot. If possible we will
also share pictures like the one including some of us.
Happily three of us met at the Plough ‘get together’ in May
2010, but regular meetings may be a problem as we have 2
residents in the USA, 1 in Canada, 1 in Australia, 1 in
France, plus Pembrokeshire, Derbyshire, and who knows
where else. So email wins, and if you arrived at ECS in
1949 please contact maurice.crewe@ntlworld.com. Not all
of our group are current members of the ECSOSA, but they
will be encouraged to join. (“Hear, hear” say the Old
Scholars’ Committee).

ANNUAL LUNCHEON 2010

And from Eileen Page

A very enjoyable Annual Luncheon was attended by 40
members of the Association at the Jolly Farmers on Saturday
20th March. We assembled at 12.30 p.m. for lunch and it
wasn’t long before everyone was busily chatting and catching
up with each other’s news. Many ladies were heard mingling
excitedly with their old classmates and going over old times.

Saturday, March 20th—We gathered at the Jolly Farmers’
Pub in Enfield for the Old Scholars’ Lunch. The meal was
tasty and good value for money. We regulars (Angela, Pat,
Janice, Marion, Valerie, Eileen and I) were pleased to find
that Yvonne (nee Perry) - from our intake 1956-1963—and
Gloria (nee Smith), who was a couple of years younger, and
Cynthia (nee Brown), who was a year older, were seated near
us.

By Peter Francis

We had a good chat about the old times, especially Miss
Staples, Miss Owers and Mr. Long. We discussed what
everyone and their families were doing now. Photographs of
the latest grandchildren were shown.
When you realise it is now nearly 50 years since we were at
Edmonton County School and we were among the youngest
Old Scholars in the room, it makes you feel not so old and
boosts the morale! Why not join us next year?
Lunch soon followed which, for a while, put a stop to some
of the talking! The Chairman stood up and promised us a
short speech, which he duly delivered. He
thanked everyone for attending and
included thanks to the members of the
Committee. A raffle followed, with prizes
duly won.
The afternoon passed all too quickly, and
soon it was time to wish each other a fond goodbye, with the
hope of meeting again at other dates for lunch through the
coming year, and for the future Annual Lunch in 2011.

Patricia Long (1950-55) writes:

From the left of the photo are:
Pat Norris (nee Rust); Janice Cooper (nee Lingard); Angela
Painter (nee Wallder); Yvonne Mills (nee Perry); Eileen
Page; Marion Collins (nee Eva); Valerie Walters (nee
Jefferies); Eileen Irvine (nee French).

With each arrival of the Newsletter I scan its pages eagerly in
anticipation of spotting a name I might recognise. Sadly, not too many appear, but there is always some article that grabs my
attention and interest. One such was in the last issue in December entitled “Your Tiny Hand is Frozen”, and recalls an attempt
made to introduce pupils to the world of Opera by arranging for a group of singers to come to the school. I can’t honestly say
that I remember this particular event, although there were to be many “Musical Afternoons” during my time at school, but I do
recall the staff performing that spoof version of “The Bartered Bride”, renamed “The Battered Bride”, which was also
mentioned in the same article. Could this have been the same production in which there was a love scene and duet between Mr.
Long and Miss Fothergill? How we gasped when Miss Fothergill laid her head tenderly on Mr. Long’s youthful chest, his arm
around her shoulders! Could this be true? Our teachers letting their hair down by performing on stage and displaying such
emotions, even if it was acting?
Yes, overall they were good years at school. As a painfully shy, bespectacled, red-headed first former, who would blush at the
slightest provocation, in the early days I experienced some excruciatingly embarrassing moments which make me cringe when
recalling them, even today. However, I’m sure there are many of you reading this who had similar experiences but now realise
that it was all part of learning to grow up. Thankfully I gained in confidence over the years, and although never top of the class I
hovered somewhere in the middle at worst and above at best.
This photo is of Form V, taken in July 1955. Most of us, including myself, left school soon afterwards, but a select few
continued into the 6th form and academia beyond. Have any subscribers any information concerning the whereabouts and well
being of any of these, all of whom will now be 70 or 71 years of age?
Back row l to r: Alan Jepps, David Ratliffe, John Cooke,
Alan Leftwick, Greg Hare, David Sheppard, Jack Harring,
Colin Batey, David Durant, Ray Powell.
2nd row l to r: Pam Menlove, Jill Sharpe, John Rose, Alan
Flook, Susan Pratt, June Bradshaw, Marjorie Webber, Pat
Rainbird, Geoffrey Heywood, Marion Radford.
Seated: Doreen Oldham, Clive Knights, Joan Page, Miss
Emery (Form Mistress), Peter Tebbit, Pauline Tillbrook,
Roger Simpson, Elaine John,

To be continued
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BRIEFMAILS
Can anyone enlighten me about the origin
of the short Story Competition held at the
school, and whether it is still held? I
believe it was to do with the Lawrence family, kind and
generous neighbours of ours in Dimsdale Drive in Bush Hill
Park. There were two brothers and their wives, who lived in
adjacent houses with adjoining gardens. One couple had a
son. The brothers owned a successful transport company
and each year would treat neighbours, friends and family to
a charabanc outing to Southend to see the lights. The other
couple invited the neighbourhood children into their home to
watch the wedding of the then Princess Elizabeth and Prince
Philip on what was probably the only television on the
street. When they went to Cape Town each winter they
would send beautiful stamps from there and return with
presents for the neighbours’ children. The sponsorship of
the competition by a member of the family did not therefore
surprise me, but I always wondered why they chose this
unusual skill.

Elaine Streeter (Woodgate)
(1948-1953)

French was always my favourite subject, and I was
delighted to be chosen to play the part of a young village
girl named Jacqueline Bernay in a play called La Statue du
Printemps. I think it may have been performed at a Speech
Day in 1940/50. I’m afraid I cannot recall the names of
anyone else who was in the production, but remember
having to pretend to be a statue, clothed from head to toe in
white, with white makeup and talcum powder in my hair, as
the original statue had been broken the day before Monsieur
le Maire was due to present it to Monsieur le Ministre in the
village of Joliprintemps. I hope Mr. Elengorn approved of
my performance as I thoroughly enjoyed myself!

Valerie Mantle (Adams)

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
Wed. 7th July.
Wed. 15th Sept.
Wed. 13th Oct.
“
“ “

Lunch get together. The Plough,
Crews Hill. 12.00 Noon.
Committee Meeting. 7.30 for 7.45 p.m.
Upper School.
Lunch get together. T.B.A.
A.G.M.

President:
Chairman:
Secretary &
)
Membership Secretary)
Treasurer
)
Newsletter Editors
Minutes Secretary:
Website Co-ordinator:
Archivist:
Committee Members:

The item in the September 2009 Newsletter regarding the
speculation about Mr. Hudson’s first name reminded me of
our speculation in earlier times about Mr. Comber (an
excellent and popular Science Teacher). He was always
known at school as “Bill Comber”, though his initials were
L.C. When my friend Dick Platt was at the wartime Harvest
Camp, which was run by Bill Comber, he sent me a card
which ended: “P.S. Mrs. Comber calls her husband Sam!”
Although I was in frequent contact with Bill Comber in later
years (when his letters were signed “L.C.C.” and later “Bill”),
and finally visited him at his home in Kenilworth not long
before he died, I never did resolve the question of his various
aliases.
My brother, Len Costa, has just reminded me of the
cautionary verse that Bill used to quote: “Old Bill Comber’s
gone below / We won’t see his face any more / For what he
thought was H2O / was H2SO4! (Apologies to non-scientific
readers)

Bob Costa (1939-1944)

That previously mentioned visit of a group of opera singers
started for me and my husband (who was then my boyfriend)
a lifelong love of opera and regular visits to them.
I remember only one instance, so it was probably during my
time in the First Year Sixth (1950-51). Yes, they did sing
“Your tiny hand is frozen”, but it was the quite different style
of music from any I had known (my father was a jazz
saxophonist) that attracted me. I remember the compère
saying that you can go into the gods at Sadlers Wells for 1/6d,
but at the cinema the cheapest seat is 1/9d. When I told my
boyfriend Alan about this he wanted to go and see what it
was all about. We did see La Boheme first, and for the only
time as he sat and giggled all the way through it. However,
we worked our way through their repertoires for several
seasons, and yes Charles Mackerras was our hero too!
When I was at the Lycee in South Kensington and later
working in the City we would meet at Sadlers Wells on a
weeknight. Alan worked in Enfield. On a Saturday he would
get up early, travel there and put stools down outside so that
our places in the evening queue were kept—there was no
advance booking for the gods! I think later, when we were
both earning, we did book more comfortable seats!
The opera Company we see most often nowadays is Opera
North, on their visits to the Theatre Royal, Nottingham, and
we saw their Ruddigore this March. Yes, we branched out
into Gilbert & Sullivan and to Musicals, but it all started with
those visitors to ECS.

Janice Patient (nee Baker)
(1945-51)
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