Edmonton County School Old Scholars’ Association
Website: www.ecsosa.org.uk

NEWSLETTER

December 2015

The Association held its AGM at the “Old School” on
Wednesday 7th October 2015. Regretfully only your
Committee was present, although perhaps it was to be
expected on a dark October evening with the usual traffic
chaos on the Cambridge Road.

then print and post fewer copies. Please email me at
diddy11cg@talktalk.net if you are now on-line. We also
have to pay for our ECSOSA.org website. Several
members made ex-gratia donations to our coffers last year,
and these were very gratefully appreciated.

It was with sadness that we remembered our former
Chairman, Frank Wallder, who died on August 1st, and we
felt some trepidation about who could possibly take up his
reins. He was the driving force of our organisation for
many years and will be sorely missed. Donations to the
Inland Waterways Association in his memory
raised over £1000. Our thanks to those
members who contributed.

The main resolution at the AGM was the unanimous
decision to cease collecting subscriptions annually.

Thus, totally ignoring any advice given by old
soldiers, I volunteered to take on the position
of your Chairman. It seems that I now have
all the jobs, i.e. Chairman, Secretary,
Membership Secretary, Treasurer and Minute
Taker, as our Webmaster Graham Johnson
ruefully put it “positions usually held by five
people”. I did comment that there was no
way that I could possibly follow Frank’s lead
and be anywhere near as dynamic as he was.
However, since the Association is not the
same as it was twenty or more years ago there
should not be too great a strain on my
stamina.
Fortunately all our existing Committee Members agreed to
continue, so thanks to Doreen Bayley, Peter Francis, Joan
Wilson, Carol Coates and our dedicated Newsletter Editors,
Dennis and Jean Patten. Also Beryl Cushion our Archivist.

With so few members paying annually it had become
uneconomical to do so, and the minimum renewal period is
now 5 years at £12.50 for individual members, or
£16.50 for couples. This does not represent an
increase in subs, only the period over which it is
collected. Subs have not actually increased in
living memory. Reminders have been sent out and
hopefully all members involved will have renewed
by the time this Newsletter is published.
A second resolution at the AGM, carried by a
majority decision, was to appoint all Committee
Members as Hon. Life Members.
I am pleased to confirm that we shall be holding
another Annual Luncheon at the Robin Hood,
Botany Bay, Enfield on Saturday 12th March
2016. (See the announcement elsewhere in this
Newsletter). We shall hold the cost at £25 per
head. This time we shall occupy an area of the pub
with a little more knee room than last March. Also, a list
of dates for the quarterly lunch at the Plough is noted in the
“Dates for your Diary” section.
I hope that it does not seem that Dave Day has “hijacked”
the Association. Nothing was further from my mind. What
I do hope is that you will continue to support us, and I
would earnestly request that you provide our Newsletter
Editors with stories and anecdotes of your time at the old
school, or indeed any stories about your childhood and local
life. It cannot continue without your contributions!

Our Association is still solvent and we managed to get
through the 2014/2015 financial year without drawing upon
our savings account. The main expense is that of printing
and posting four Newsletters a year, the cost of which is not
covered by income from subscriptions. The more of our
members who are able to receive the Newsletter as an
Sincerely
email attachment the more money we save, since we

Dave Day (Deeday)

(1947-52)

THE EDITORS (Jean and Dennis Patten) would like to send a special greeting to all those members who
have contributed to the Newsletters over the years (some from far-flung countries) . Perhaps you have a
tale to tell about your school days and can help to keep the Newsletter going. We often get letters
telling us how much these stories are enjoyed and appreciated, so your New Year’s resolution will be to
put your pen to paper and send us your offerings. Email: dennis@dennispatten.co.uk

RAY WINSTONE says
“I don't intend to carry
on forever”

Ray has succeeded in living the sort
of life he wants to lead. “I’ve never
wanted to be an A-lister” he says, “Or
go to parties with Brad Pitt, or live in
the Caribbean, or any of that. Nor do I intend to carry on
forever. I see actors who are very wealthy and who never
stop working and I think, why do you do it? I suppose it’s
because they either like it, or because they need to be
somebody. But I’ve never felt the need to be somebody. I
don’t need to be floating about in a Learjet—although that’s
very nice—or be on a red carpet every two minutes. That’s
just not me. I want to go home and see me kids and go on
holiday. In fact, I probably like going on holiday more than
anything else.”
Does he get bored easily? “Yeah, totally” he says. “I get
bored very easily.” What about the booze? Is he a big
drinker? “Once a week. I used to do it a lot more, but it was
starting to bore me funnily enough. Also I can go three or
four months without a drink because I just don’t fancy it.
That does me good because I’m a bit of a binger. When I do
hit it—well it takes a while for me to get over it, put it that
way.”

Winstone has often said that he’s just the guy next door—
except he isn’t. “At least the guy next door to where I live
doesn’t spend weeks rolling around on the floor with
Russell Crowe.”
“Well, perhaps that was kind of a wrong statement.
Perhaps it’s the fact that I would like to be the guy next
door, and I try to live my life like the guy next door. I
mean, I go down the pub, do the shopping, stuff like that.”
Quite a lot of the time though he sits at home throwing
things at the television. “That’s how my anger tends to
come out nowadays. But that’s just what you do when
you’re over 40 isn’t it? It’s just Old Man Syndrome.”
One day, if there’s any justice, Winstone will win an Oscar.
Then he might just find himself bopping about with Brad
Pitt after all. But in the meantime the work keeps rolling
in—and however much he likes staying at home, some
offers are impossible to refuse.
“Although I loved doing ‘Noah’, I got really homesick.
When I was 28 or 29 I’d go out drinking, or whatever, after
a day’s shooting, but not any more. I mean, we had our
moments on this. Russell had a beer with us a few times—
he’s very social, Russell, but on the whole I’d go back to
my apartment after a day being thrown off the Ark and I’d
think what I’d really like is a massage or a sauna. Most of
the time though I didn’t even manage to do that. Most of
the time I just lay on the couch and fell fast asleep.

The above article was extracted from “Menace has served me very well” by John Preston (Telegraph Co. U.K.)

Obituaries
CLIFFORD GEORGE BURRIDGE

Reported by his daughter Sharon D’All
(Nee Burridge (1974-78)

KEITH ‘BUZZ’ WILSON (1954-61)
Following a long struggle with ill health, Keith ‘Buzz’
Wilson died at his home in Bedford on 23rd October. He was
72.

I just wanted to let you know that my father, Cliff Burridge,
who was a member of ECSOSA (as he taught at the
County School a long time ago) sadly died on Tuesday 27th
October after a short illness at the age of 92 years.

Arriving at Edmonton County School from Oakthorpe in
1954, Keith soon became involved in all the usual school
activities and established himself as a steady and reliable left
back in the football teams as he progressed through each
year;

And from HILARY KENNY (White)
(1954-61)

After leaving school Keith worked in sales for a number of
well-known companies, but continued his football career by
turning out regularly for the Old Scholars.

Cliff Burridge taught us biology. I was a bit lively at school,
so imagine my dismay when my mother took me to visit his
mother, as they were friends from the same church. We went
all the way to the South coast—Whitstable I think, and Cliff
was visiting at the same time. He didn’t let on about my
behaviour and I was a model student from then on.

In later years he became part of a small group of friends from
the “Class of ‘54’” who, to this day, still meet two or three
times a year in London.
Despite poor health and suffering the loss of his wife Sheila
two years ago, Keith remained remarkably upbeat and
cheerful, and will be greatly missed by his many friends.
He leaves a son, daughter and two grandchildren.
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Mike Margetts (1954-61)

PENALTY, REF!

By BOBBY GOODMAN (1947-52)
I came upon this photograph when looking for something else in my photographic treasure chest. The
photo shows me scoring from the penalty spot in a 3-0 win against Old Buckwellians whilst playing for the
O.E. Reserves on the King George’s field. The date would be 1957 or thereabouts, and I was lucky that the
late Alec Longworth was present with his camera.
It made me think about other penalty situations
during a ten season career playing for the Old
Edmontonians.
I can remember the first time I took a penalty
kick against OId Barkabbeyeans on their ground.
We hadn’t rehearsed who would take any penalty kicks and everyone
looked the other way, so I stepped up. The result was something like a
sand wedge golf shot, the ball clearing the crossbar by a prodigious
distance, and was last seen flying over Becton Gasworks! We lost by 0
-2 and I thought “Good, someone else can take the next one!”
The “next one” occurred against Old Highburians and allowed me to
complete the only hat trick I ever managed. The kick was appalling; I
tripped as I struck the ball and the goalkeeper must have been in such a state of fear that he
allowed the ball to go through his legs! We won this one 5-1.
The last spot kick I can remember was against Old Camdenians; recalled because it was the
only example of what they call “sledging” in cricketing circles I have ever experienced. Obviously the
Camden lads didn’t agree with the decision and an orchestrated attempt was launched to put me off! I
chipped the ball just inside the post and the goalie grudgingly said “Good Kick!” Don’t know why
Camdenians were so put out by it—they did win 6-2!
I am sure there must have been other awards given to us, but perhaps we can mercifully draw a veil
over them and let them sleep in the sands of time. However, these were the days when soccer was
regarded as a “Man’s Game” - hard tackling and being barged off the ball were normal in the Old Boys’ League of the fifties,
and the referees tended to look upon these instances as “all in the game”!

E-mail from Roy Smith
Sally and I were doing some overdue clearing out and we
came across draw tickets for an ECSOSA Christmas draw in
1965. There are 3 books of unsold tickets so I am not trying
to claim my winnings! I must have received them weeks or
even days before our departure for Canada and did nothing
about them. How come we have kept them for 50 years I
cannot explain, but it might give you an idea of the bulk of
such treasures that lurk in boxes in the attic and the basement.

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
Wed. 10th Feb.

12.00 Noon
7.00 p.m.

Sat. 12th Mar.

12.00 Noon.

Wed. 11th May

12.00 Noon.
7.00 p.m.
Wed. 29th June. 12.00 Noon.
7.00 p.m.
Wed. 5th Oct.
12.00 Noon.
7.00 p.m.

Lunch at the Plough
Committee Meeting
Cambridge Campus.
Annual Luncheon
Robin Hood.
Lunch at the Plough.
Committee Meeting
Lunch at the Plough
Committee Meeting
Lunch at the Plough.
A.G.M. followed by
Committee Meeting

Our ANNUAL LUNCHEON next year will be held on
SATURDAY 12th March 2016
at The ROBIN HOOD, Botany Bay, The Ridgeway, Enfield, EN2 8AP
Three course meal (order vegetarian option on booking) followed by coffee £25.00
First Name ………………………….. Surname ………………………………… Nee …………………………...
Address …………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………..
Years at School: 19…….. To 19…………..
E-mail …………………………………………………………….
I forward a cheque/postal order for £………………….. Made payable to ECSOSA
Together with the full names of my guest/s.
Please return this form, together with the appropriate payment, to David Day, 11 Coniston
Green, Aylesbury, Bucks, Hp20 2AJ. Tel: 01296 484382. E-mail: diddy11cg@talktalk.net
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More Musings from RON ROULIER
(1940-44)

My results in the 1944 School Certificate were good—7
credits– and for French (written and oral) I got the highest
standard “very good”. My parents were very pleased,
naturally enough, and the subject turned to what I was
going to do next. I hadn’t the foggiest idea, except to
maybe stay on in the 6th form, a sort of optional extra year
in preparation for University.
I had some vague idea about studying French and using it to
become a Diplomat or something, but that was the total
extent of it. Beyond that I didn’t have a clue. Career
counselling was completely unheard of at that time, and
when my uncles would ask at family gatherings “What are
you going to do when you grow up and leave school?” I just
felt embarrassed because I couldn’t even fake a plausible
sounding response.
HELP! Reality was about to come crashing in, from a
source I could never have imagined. My father came home
one day, soon after the exam results, and said something
like “I’ve arranged for you to have a job interview next
week”. His Union connections with the company were
what got me the interview. Dad also said “It’s something
you’ll enjoy, because you like chemistry anyway”.
Well I did have a strong interest it’s true, and sometimes I
would spend my pocket money on buying test tubes, glass
tubing, chemicals by the ounce, etc., and doing experiments
up in our bathroom, where it was possible to connect the
Bunsen burner to the pilot light on the water heater for the
bath. Much of my experimenting at that time was also in
trying to make explosives and fireworks. On one occasion I
detonated a powerful mixture with a sledge-hammer, and
the force of the explosion took a 4 inch bite out of our
concrete back step leading down to the garden. The sledgehammer landed at the end of our back
garden, about 10-15 yards away, and
fortunately neither my head or
anything else was in the trajectory
before it landed. (Another example of
my Guardian–Angel or Divine
Providence at work!)
But back to the job interview.
Somewhere in the discussion with my
parents (if you could call it that), I said something about
wanting to go into the 6th form. That was immediately
over-ruled. Mum and dad said “We’ve worked to support
you all the way through high school, and now you have to
go out to work and bring some money into the house.”
What they may also have said was that going into the 6th
form cost money to attend, and they couldn’t afford it. And
even after that the whole idea of University involved
money, the same as it does today. So they decided my
career for me there and then, just like that. Maybe they had
talked about it between themselves, but this was the first
time I’d heard it mentioned.

Next my mother said: “Well, if you’re going
on an interview for a job you need a proper
business suit.”
But instead of making
something, as she normally would do, my
mother dragged me down to the local chain
store tailors, Burtons, and had me fitted out in a
black suit, complete with waistcoat. “Fitted” is
a poor choice of word, because the suit looked
and felt terrible, but that’s what I wound up
with. Welcome to the “world of business”, more reality!
So I went for the interview at the Catalin Corporation, the
other side of Waltham Abbey, Essex, about five miles from
where we lived, and got the job AS AN INDENTURED
APPRENTICE! What I didn’t know until afterwards, when
my father explained it to me, was the kind of deal he had
made on my behalf. To be fair to dad though, I’m sure he
did it with my best interests at heart, but that didn’t change
the predicament I now faced. (There’s an old joke that goes
“Shut up, he explained”). And among the reasons those old
jokes have such resonance in our hearts and minds has to do
with experience like this one that many of us can relate to in
our own lives.
Mum and dad both came from large families in postVictorian England, and few, if any of them, went beyond an
elementary school education. To them therefore, what I had
done in high school was the modern American equivalent
graduating college and not going on to post-graduate
school,
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Good times, good cheer, Merry Christmas
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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