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David  Day  

Dear Members, 
 

I have been taken to task over some “ill-judged” comments that I made in the December issue. As my 
eldest daughter said to me “Dad  you are getting old and don’t have filters any longer!”. Point taken!  I 
therefore apologise to those who took exception.  You will read no more such “Thoughts of Chairman 
Dave”. 
 

The Annual Luncheon, 12.30 Saturday 7th May at The Bull’s Head, Turnford, has, so far, not received 
many bookings, so please let me know as soon as possible if you wish to attend.  The Manager has 
intimated that he is happy for guests  to order from the “A La Carte” menu on the day, so I will see that 
copies are sent to those who book. The cost of £25 per head will also cover wine since the “A La Carte” 
prices vary.  Cheques should be made payable to “ECSOSA”, but payment by Bank Transfer is 
acceptable, so let me know your preference  Our bankers HSBC have now started to charge us a monthly 
fee plus an additional charge for each transaction, and Bank Transfers avoid this charge at present. 
 

This is the last edition that will  be edited by Jean and Dennis Patten, who have produced many excellent 
issues over the last 16 years.  Our grateful thanks to them.  THIS POST IS NOW VACANT AND 
VOLUNTEERS TO TAKE OVER THE JOB ARE WELCOME. 
 

The Centenary of the founding of ECSOSA occurs next year, 2023, and to celebrate this we hope to 
organise a Centenary reunion, if possible at the Cambridge Campus.. 

 

 Saturday 7th May, 2022.  12.30 for 1.00 p.m. 
At the BULL’S HEAD, High Road, Turnford, Herts. EN10 6BZ. 

 

                           Cost per head  £25.00 for 3 courses 
 

First Name …………….     Surname …………………………….                   Nee …………. 
 

Address ……………………………………………………………………………………….. 
 

Years at School:  19…… to 19……..     E-Mail ………………………………………. 
 

I forward a cheque for £………..   Made payable to ECSOSA  
 

Together with the full names of my guest/s ………………………………………… 
 

Alternatively you can pay by Bank Transfer:  HSBC Sort Code 40-22-19 Account 81849999 
 

Please return this form, together with the appropriate payment to:  David Day, 11 Coniston 
Green, Aylesbury Bucks. HP20 2AJ.  Tel:  01296 484382.  Mobile 07743 479752 diddy11cg@talktalk.net 

DON’T FORGET TO BOOK FOR OUR ANNUAL LUNCHEON 

A NOTE FROM YOUR CHAIRMAN 
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OBITUARY 

COLIN PARNELL  (1947-52) 

GRAHAM SOUTH  (1947-52) 

Since Bryn Root’s piece (Dec. 2021), a group photo, so desirable 
in a story, has manifested itself, so, with additional backing, it can 
be seen here. 

Group having soup lunch at the National Arboretum 
L to R:  Eve Armitage, Brian Armitage, Graham South, 

Bryn, Helen, Colin Walker (with cap) 

Brian and Eve recently marked their Diamond Wedding 
Anniversary, on the second evening of our reunion, in the 
resplendent dining room. We had a meal of unstinting 
plenteousness. Yes really.  I had taken a special box of 
chocolates for this very occasion, but there was not a single 
spot free on the vast table, no room for even a ladies’ fan.  
Not to be ’full-up’ was impossible.  A room full of laughter, 
drink-a-plenty, too much food, and best of all, one’s friends 
of the very finest, new and old.  I’ll drink to that—and I did! 
 

Bryn suggested that this Reunion will be our final one.  Our 
first was at Ealing in 2007.  Not every year have we joined 
together, due to Covid and another reason now forgotten, but 
we mostly did, what a record!  Any challengers?  Someone, 
whose name I cannot recall, (he of minutus stature perhaps) 
has plans for the lame and halt to meet in 2022. so keep your 
heads down!  You have been warned.  I would not put it past 
him to acquire a war surplus ambulance either.  Shall we add 
to our locker full of memories in 2022? 

 

We recently heard that Colin Parnell passed away in 2010 
after a short illness.  He was the driving force behind his wine 
magazine ‘Decanter’, which he launched in 1975 with Tony 
Lord as Editor.  The two were working at trade magazine 
‘Wines & Spirits’ when they spotted a gap in the market for a 
consumer wine magazine.  His wife Patricia and daughter 
were with him at  the end, which they said was peaceful. 

MARTIN HOLST  (1951-57)  continued 

Latymer in the 1920’s 
 

My mother had a different story as an ‘only child’ of more 
middle class parents who could afford for her to go to 
Latymer.  Without gaining distinction, or any qualification, 
she enjoyed her time and made many friends.  She was also 
taught by Teachers who went on to teach at Edmonton 
County. 
 

Geometry was a subject she found difficult.  Mr. Champion, 
who later became Head of ECGS, came alongside to  help, 
and her compass needle spiked him accidentally.  He took it 
in good part! 
 

It is worth noting that in that era Teachers did not move 
round for promotion, they generally hoped to progress 

either within the school or move to a 
nearby one.  Many Teachers spent 
their whole career in one school and 
were very much part of the local 
community, seeing the children of 
parents they had previously taught 
going through the school. 

 

Whether much of what my mother learned at Latymer was 
of much use I am not sure.  I do not think there was any 
Domestic Science for her time as ‘housewife’,  but she went 
on to Clark’s College in Wood Green to learn secretarial 
skills.  Her first job ‘in the City’ ended because of the crash 
of 1929, and her employer could only 
keep one Secretary.  She soon got a job 
with the accountancy firm Clark Battams, 
who did Sainsbury’s accounts, and also 
specialised in tax avoidance for private 
clients.  As a copy typist she needed 
strong fingers for 4 carbon copies, and no 
correction fluid allowed, so complete 
accuracy was imperative. 
 

Her education prepared her for employment, but not a 
career.  After bringing up ‘the family’ she found part time 
employment as a Secretary, including a long spell with 
Beales, the ‘family catering firm’ at Firs Hall in Winchmore 
Hill. 
 

As a preparation for life, her time at school was worthwhile 
for the times in which she lived, when the expectation that a 
woman’s life was ‘in the home’.  Women Teachers in 
Edmonton were required to resign on marriage, and my 
father knew a Head Teacher who kept her marriage a secret 
to continue in the job—presumably pretending to be ‘living 
in sin’.  I have the feeling that a ‘blind eye’ may have been 
turned in her case. 
 

Radical changes in Education:  The tripartite system: 
 

The depression, and then WWII, changed almost everything 
in education.  The 1944 Education Act, and then a Labour 
Government meant that England was to see schools 
transformed. 
 

A very significant piece of research brought in the tripartite 
system of Grammar, Technical and Secondary Modern 
Schools in order to assign children according to their 
aptitude and ability to appropriate learning situations. The 
system, where in public education establishment divided the 
rich who could pay from the poor, who might hope to win 
scholarships, was ditched. Instead, the 11plus exam divided 
the sheep from the goats. 
 

My father had no craft lessons on his curriculum and so he 
had a fear of ’practical jobs’, and was hopeless when it came 
to DIY and car maintenance.  However, his education did 
equip him to succeed:  I wonder how much better than those 
at the new Central School, the forerunner of ECGS.  Howev-
er, changing times meant that ‘qualifications’ became the 
gateway, and he certainly wanted to help younger people get 
them. 

To be continued 



 

 

Page 3 

Sat. 7th May, 2022.   12.00 Noon.  Annual Luncheon. 
                             Bull’s Head,  Turnford. 

 DATE FOR YOUR DIARY 

THUMB’S UP  (continued) 
By Brian Armitage (1947-52)_ 

Back to our holiday.  Although still on 
the subject of climbing  We spent the 
next two days at Nant Peris, using the 
ropes, ex. Army boats with added cleats for extra grip.  To be 
honest, two days hanging at the end of a rope made me realise 
I was not cut out for serious climbing, plus we had had to 
haul all  this extra gear for just two days of climbing! 
 

Our next destination was Keswick in the Lake District, 
hoping to meet up with the school Geography class on their 
annual seven day trip.  On leaving North Wales I recall going 
through the Mersey Tunnel for my one and only time.  Next 
lift was in an empty coach, and I recall the driver talking non-
stop about his wonderful Rugby League Club, Warrington, 
who had once again won the cup final—all nonsense to us, all 
devoted to football. 
 

We camped that night at Lancaster, and the following 
evening arrived at Keswick, and being the Lake District it 
was teeming with rain.  We booked 
into a camp site and were delighted 
when the owner offered us the use of 
an old caravan, which was at least dry, 
so by this time we had discovered that 
our lightweight tent didn’t exactly stop 
the rain, it just slowed it down. 
 

The following morning it was still pouring with rain when we 
arrived at the Youth Hostel only to find the class had already 
left for the day and were not expected back until late 
afternoon.  By this time we were very wet and low on funds, 
so decided we couldn’t hang around all day  and thought it 
best to start to head home.  Trudging through Keswick,  bent 
double under the weight of our soaking wet rucksacks, Pont 
trod on what he thought was a scrap of paper, but which 
turned out to be a ten shilling note—a magnificent surprise!  
This find enabled us to catch a bus and stay out of the rain for 
a short while.   
 

We arrived at Kendal, which put us on a more major road, 
giving us a better chance of a lift, although people were 
reluctant to pick up two very wet walkers and their wet loads!  
Early evening found us at Scotch Corner on the A1, where an 
HGV stopped and took us as far as Doncaster.   In those days 
the speed limit on heavy goods  vehicles was only 20 miles 
per hour, so we made very low progress, and it was dark and 
still raining by the time we were dropped off.  We were 
unsure of what we should do when we spotted an enclosed 
bus shelter.  We had just settled down on the benches when a 
Policeman approached and asked many questions—he was 
obviously satisfied that we were not villains and told us to get 
into our sleeping bags and settle down for the night.  All was 
well until we were awoken by a  blinding light at about 2 
a.m., only to find it was another Policeman, who had been 
asked to check on us to make sure we were o.k. 
 

The next day we found a transport café, where we had  a 
meagre breakfast.  (Due to rationing these places struggled to 
find supplies, even in the fifties). 
 

Our final lift was a Morris Eight two door convertible, driven 
by a student returning to London University after the  Easter 
break.  His car was already heavily loaded, and he thought 
only one person wanted a lift, but when he realised we were 
together he somehow managed to squeeze us in.   

ARTHUR SPENCER (1945-52)  

After a holiday with my daughter in Devon I realised that the 
proposed route home would go near Cullompton, retirement 
location of my contemporary former fellow pupil of ECS, 
1945-52, and later LSE student 1952-55, John Hulley and his 
wife Sheila.  John later became Headmaster of course of his 
old school! 
 

A quick ’phone call established that they would  be glad to 
see us for a quick coffee as we passed by!  We had an 
interesting chat, talking about our days at ECS and other 
reminiscences!  John still retains his good looks that he had as 
a young man, and is little different from the photograph of the 
oil painting once displayed in the school hall, together with 
other former Headmasters of ECS.  They made us very 
welcome on our short visit and send their greetings and best 
wishes to the School and former pupils, especially  those who 
still remember them.   
 

Both front doors were secured with string—no M.O.T’s in 
those days!  We progressed to Henley’s Corner on the 
North Circular Road at a steady 40 mph, and our last few 
pence we spent on our bus fare to Edmonton. 
 

This journey had taken us over 1,000 miles around the 
country.  We had been away for two weeks with no contact 
from home as neither of our homes were equipped with 
telephones—that’s landlines of course!  We existed on £7 
between us, and that included  the two ten bob notes we 
had been given/found.  Can you imagine 14 & 15 year olds 
doing this today? 

On reading the last Newsletter I remembered Dick Platt, 
whose obituary was mentioned in that issue.   
 

I remember him being in the upper VI when I was in Form 1.  
He was a very slim, tall boy who was opening bat in the first 
XI—in the elegant style of Peter May.  He was one of a 
group of talented Science students in the (for its day) large 
Upper VIth form in 1945-46, most of whom went on to 
University to study sciences.  Not many girls stayed to the 
VIth form in those days.  The Head Boy of the day was Peter 
Bushell, who stood well over 6ft. tall!  He went into the 
Army for his career, but died at an early age. 
 

I don’t recall the name Bill Burkitt or  Carstain?  Peter 
Woodgate was in that same year.  He wore glasses I think … 
was a fast bowler and quite tall!  He used to take a long run 
to the wicket as well.   Frank Martin was in the same group 
who used to be around ECSOSA for some years.  The other 
name and person I recall of  that year was Laurie Wright.  He 
was a sprinter.  He was judged to have run 100 yards on 
grass track (from the school end down hill to the railway), in 
about 10.2 secs!  He used to come to dinners and I believe  
he also wrote a couple of books on jazz . 
 

It’s worth recalling that 1945 was the beginning of not 
having to pay at Grammar Schools, as they were then called.   



 

 

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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NORMAN PALLIN (1953-59) continued 
Geography always interested me, and the Mistress, (can’t 
remember her name) managed to  bump into a fire engine at 
the intersection of the A10 and Church St., and had a big 
bandage round her head for some time.  She lead us to  
believe that when a ship goes down the density of water 
increases, and thus the ship will remain suspended for 
eternity at a depth that suits the mass of the ship.  This gave 
me great reassurance in my seafaring days, but I took the 
information with a pinch of sea salt.  I ended up with an ‘A’ 
level in geography, but that came later.  Also Sociology and 
Photography, there is more to life than Engineering—but not 
much more.  Flicking through my school report, there are so 
many amusing comments relating to my lack of academic 
ability, most notably in the English and French departments.  
Lots of “Tries,  but finds difficulty”. 
 

Of the people I knew, Mike Rose became an Oncologist, 
Terry Franklin and his now wife Maureen, who arrived at the 
school later, and from Australia—both became GP’s.  Roger 
Hill, famous for his participation in the design of the rather 
tight bend that joins the M11 from the A10, that tipped over 
quite a few lorries, Jim and Janet Fuller met each other at 16 
(I think), and remain together still.  Ron Corton and his 
brother Mick.  Ron  became a rather up-market Manager in a 
Toronto Bank, but, sad to say, died after a heart operation, 
and his brother, who was at Southampton University when I 
was in Hampshire, got to be involved in water supply, and 
moved to Camelford in Cornwall.  I also knew Wendy Avery, 
as she then was.  We were chums for a while, and while 
drifting the oceans on the British Victory I wrote her a 
lengthy letter in the South 
Atlantic, received a reply about 
three months later while in the 
Persian Gulf, plodded across the 
Indian Ocean and composed a 
reply, but thought that it would 
not be prudent to post it, so 
popped it in a well stoppered 
beer bottle and lobbed it in the 
South China Sea.  No reply, so 
can only think that she didn’t 
receive it!! 
 

Going back again, ended up with two daughters.  My first 
wife became unwell and died at a rather early age; I remarried 
my second wife who was of  the  teaching trade, who tried to 
educate me, failed, but got fed up with me popping off to 
parts foreign, so decided that she wanted to look around a bit, 
so we did.  My two kids moved to Australia, where most of 
my family lived, so that was one destination, but there were 
many others, Venezuela, Peru, South Africa, Capadochia in 
Turkey, China, Borneo, Thailand and lots more.  She has 
been brilliant at organising the trips, no package deals, all 
sorted out in everything from posh hotels to mud huts, (quite 
a few of those), long boats on the Amazon, and not a single 
cruise liner.  She had retired, then gone back to school and I 
hit 60 and decided that the job I did, much as I loved it, could 
be better done by younger folk with more agile minds.  Of 
course the prospect of change and more relaxed life was 
rather appealing, so where should we go?  Thought about 
Australia, Somerset, South Africa, Norfolk, but France won.  
We both had spent happy short stays there, had a good idea 
about its geography, so sold our acre in Essex with a  nice 
bungalow and bought a great big farm house on over 5 acres 
in Orme. 

JOINT PRESIDENTS 
Susan Tranter (Executive Head Teacher) 

and Cliff Wilkins 
 

YOUR COMMITTEE 

 

Chairman    )  David Day 
Secretary &    )  Email: 
Membership Secretary)  Secretary@ecsosa.org. 
Newsletter Editors   )  Dennis and Jean Patten 
         Email: patten998@btinternet.com 
Website Co-ordinator     Graham Johnson 
                                        Email: webmaster@ecsosa.org.uk 
Committee Members      Carol Coates 
                                        Joan Wilson 
 

In fact two houses, a bakery, pig sty and woodshed and all in 
immaculate condition.  The Mrs got herself a part time 
teaching post in a private school in La Ferté Macy, teaching 
16 year   old Bach students English, and I took to tending 5 
acres of grass, woodland, a quarter acre pond/lake, trout 
stream and three crats and two dogs. 
 

Had a wonderful time exploring bits of France, mixing with 
the teaching trade, finding new chums and learning the 
language.  France is only across a bit of water, but it is so 
different in all aspects; society, politics, rules and regulations, 
and probably cooking.  A new way of life, and we love it.  It 
is still new, even after 18 years. 
 

Three years ago we decided that 5 acres was a bit much, and 
the house a bit big, so we moved to a different region, Pays 
de Loire, Mayenne.  In a town called Lassay les Chateux, 
right on the edge overlooking lovely countryside, a bit like 
Somerset but warmer.  The town is medieval, dates back to 
beyond the 14th century, and is, to say the least, full of 
interest.  Same size as the town we left, just over 2000 
inhabitants, but again on the outskirts, but, the last house was 
built in the mid 1700’s, this one was only 17 years old when 
we moved in.  It is rather large, very modern, very easy to 
maintain, and despite being in a group of about 45 houses, 
very quiet.  The tiny half acre is a lot more easy to handle, 
and we can walk into the centre in 5 minutes, although it 
takes longer because there is so much to look at!  We can 
hardly complain. 
 

The Old School taught me a lot, although I deviated from my 
original course, my interest in things, both zoological and 
botanical, has stuck with me.  And a bit of chemistry as well.  
I became a ‘Jack of all trades’, most certainly ‘Master of 
none! 
 
 

Southend Pier 
L/R:  Roger Hill, Me, Wendy Avery, can’t remember the 
next girl, Maureen ?, Ron Corton, can’t remember, Terry 
Franklin. 


