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I am writing this with tomorrow being the Society’s
ﬁnal day of involvement in the 5-week long Ram
Brewery Public Inquiry. Tomorrow will involve a visit to
the two development sites – the Brewery and Capital
Studios site and the Cockpen House site in Buckhold
Road – accompanied by the two planning inspectors
appointed by the Secretary of State and representatives
of the developers Minerva, the Mayor of London and
the Council The visits will be followed by a walkabout
of the town centre and, in the afternoon a minibus tour
of viewpoints outside the town centre.
The Inquiry has involved a group of us working as
a close team to prepare and distil a tight planning
case, organise an expert witness to dispute the
developer’s perspectives of the impact of the proposed
development upon the town centre, and try to groom
me to take the stand as the Society’s presenter of its
evidence – both of the written proof of evidence and
photographic, the latter presented as a slide show to
the Inquiry, and to be cross-examined.
The extraordinary skills, knowledge and persistence of
Tony Taylor, Philip Whyte and Shirley Passmore to help
prepare the Society’s case should be acknowledged by
us all with amazing back-up from many others, including
a patient, long suffering wife who produced the very
lengthy typed scripts. We started detailed preparation
in August and it is now the beginning of December.
This has been the biggest and most challenging issue
tackled by the Society in the last decade or so. I think
we held our own. The outcome of the Inquiry will be
known in about 6 months time we expect.
Meanwhile, of course, the world moves inexorably on as,
for example, Springﬁeld Hospital – a meeting tonight
at which we are represented – roads, open spaces,
planning applications, future London and Borough
development plans, meetings – the Christmas party
next week, vie for our attention and enjoyment.
The New Year – 2010 very nearly! – fast approaches and
the Society must look forward and establish its future
aims and aspirations, build upon its strengths, tackle its
weaknesses, try and get the wider membership – you!!
– to get more involved and assist us in our work to
continue seeking improvements and new goals for the
future of Wandsworth’s built environment, its commons,
rivers, and so forth. We must think too of how to get the
next generation interested in its locality. There is still
much to do.
A very happy Christmas to you all.
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Greetings

I

nvariably cook gets a little
agitated as the winter solstice
approaches, no doubt with good
cause. The seasonal banquet looms
large. Almost certainly fresh ﬁgs,
gold-leafed dragées and the like are
more difﬁcult to ﬁnd, and it is not
difﬁcult to believe that the agencies
are unable to provide reliable
ﬂunkies as once they were.
A certain licence is accepted, we see
ourselves as a reasonable chap, give
and take, but – there was muttering
in the ranks, the words ﬁckle and
demanding were heard. But we
derive no little comfort that it has
been so since time immemorial.

Is it too much to insist on ﬁggy
pudding and a cup of good cheer
once a year?

A

nd good cheer is hard to ﬁnd
here at Newsletter Towers
this year. It seems it may not be
long before we will not be the only
ones to look down on our readers
from a great height. Rumours have
abounded, Newsletter Towers may
soon no longer be the only tower
on the block. But where we are a
ﬁgment these others are not, but
talking of ﬁgs, go slowly to the back
cover, stopping on the way at the
delights within. And be of good
cheer, it may not happen!
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An Ugly Monster
in search of peace

The United Nations Building in New York UN thrives here, feeding on the city’s
may be a bit of a carbuncle but its heart’s deep democratic mulch.
in the right place, as JOHN GIMLETTE
discovers.
Replete with beef and beetroot (‘Red
Flannel Hash’) I tottered down to 1st,
and through the visitors’ gate. The
frontier of UN-land is made up of ﬂags,
t’s strange to think that, amongst
a long alphabetical tail wagging its
the bristling towers of Manhattan,
way from Afghanistan to Zimbabwe.
there exists a tiny, independent
It seemed odd to be leaving cranky
territory. Although it covers only
Manhattan for this slightly ascetic
18 acres and has no inhabitants,
political Utopia. Not only are all
American rules don’t apply here; it has visitors frisked and x-rayed, but every
its own tax system, its own stamps,
item of incoming mail is sterilised.
and its own police force (complete
with dogs and furry blue hats). It even Ironically, this city of peace was once
has its own army, which it borrows
an area of abattoirs. Back in 1946,
from everyone else. It is of course, the not everyone was happy with the site
United Nations.
– or the choice of New York (Britain,
in particular, objected). Alternative
It’s a curious sight, four great slabs
suggestions included the Black Hills of
of concrete and glass: one upright,
Dakota and the middle of the Niagara
one ﬂat, one afterthought, and the
Falls. Perhaps daftest of all was the
largest, sagging like a couch. As
idea that the United Nations should
with everything else at the UN, the
become a ship, and ﬂoat around the
architecture’s the work of a committee world dispensing wisdom and peace.
– although Le Corbusier held sway.
For years, his 1949 masterpiece,
Today, the most striking feature
‘Scheme 23A’, dominated the skyline
of a visit is the artwork. For an
(and even appeared in ﬁlms like
organisation struggling along in
Batman and Live and Let Die). Now,
hundreds of languages, art says it all.
however, it looks rather shrunken
I spotted stained glass (by Chagall),
and pale, like a faithful old computer.
shattered globes, a guitar made
That, I suppose, is the trouble with
from a Kalashnikov, swords bashed
modernism; it can suddenly look
into ploughshares (thanks to the
defunct.
Soviets), a huge knotted gun (courtesy
of Luxembourg) and a gallery of
Along the East River, tour boats pull
secretary-generals woven into carpets.
in close, and mock the slabs. ‘All the
Only the Chinese had misjudged
rooms are identical,’ jeers the guide,
the mood, with a huge frieze of the
‘to stop ‘em arguing whose is better!’
Kunming railway, hacked out of ivory.

I

Meanwhile, other New Yorkers
barely seem to notice this cuckoo in
their nest. Perhaps they’ve enough
cuckoos of their own. Before my
visit, I stopped at the nearby ‘Comfort
Diner’, an old steak-and-eggs joint on
45th and 3rd. The waitress said, ‘We
get loadsa princes and presidents in
here.’ ‘Which Princes?’ I asked, but
she neither knew nor cared. To New
Yorkers, no one matters as much as
themselves. Perhaps that’s why the

Inside, I queued up behind a party of
young German soldiers, and joined a
guided tour. It was a slick operation,
and I discovered that I was roughly
the 37 millionth customer since 1952.
The guides wore blue Mondrian suits,
and were like airhostesses without
aeroplanes. It was said they could
offer tours in over twenty languages,
including Swahili.
Ours was a Columbian, but she spoke

a determined English. ‘My country,’
she declared, ‘has more child-soldiers
than anywhere else in the world.’ Her
vehemence caught us all unaware, a
reminder that – for many millions of
people – the United Nations is all that
stands between them and outright
oppression.

made the world seem even more
fragile than ever. How, I wondered,
do you design the room which might
decide our fate? What do you have
on the wallpaper? I peered at it
closely: wheat and anchors, circa
1970. ‘A gift,’ said the Columbian,
‘from the people of Norway.’
Back in the lobby, I had a sudden,
sentimental urge to take a piece of
the UN home. Most of the souvenirs,
however, had that same, distinctly
retro feel (tea-sets and crystal
skyscrapers). Instead, I settled for
a mug and a giant United Nations
pencil. Sitting here, in front of
me, these now seem rather paltry
momentos of a momentous day. But
it wasn’t quite the end of the story.

It was a sober tour, upwards through
the curves of concrete and carpet.
Around us were constant reminders
of the struggle so far and of the
task ahead. On one wall were the
words of the Universal Declaration
of Human Rights (now 60 years old),
interspersed with the poignant ofﬁcial
photographs of children orphaned
and displaced by war. Elsewhere, we
came across a display of porcelain
melted by the heat of Nagasaki; a
shredded blue ﬂag that had ﬂown
above Baghdad; a cabinet of plastic
mines. ‘They make them look like
toys,’ said the Columbiana, ‘so that
the children bring them home.’

S

Somehow the spirit of the UN seemed
to follow me back, two blocks to my
hotel. Although the Intercontinental
Barclay was built during the giddy,
golden age of railways, it had
always been restrained and discrete.
Diplomats love it, and so do their
presidents. All the great chiefs seem
to have stayed here at some time or
other: Reagan, Mitterand, Chirac,
Musharraf and Nelson Mendela.
There’s even rumoured to be a secret
tunnel, linking it straight to UN.
Meanwhile, at General Assembly time,
it’s like the world in fourteen storeys, a
great multi-layered cake of meetings,
mosques, committees, feasts and
favours.

he led us on, to the great
debating chambers. Perhaps
these were the greatest surprise
of all. Somehow, I’d imagined that
– like all famous places – they’d be
much smaller than they seemed. In
fact, the opposite was true. The
General Assembly felt like some
great extra-terrestrial arena, under a
dome of green and gold. Way below,
I could just make out the delegates,
rucked together in some contest over
international trade.

I liked the idea that history had been
made here, amongst all the Tiffany
and plush. This is where Patrice
Lamumba stayed on the eve of
Congo’s devastating conﬂict (1960)
and where President Ahmadinejad
announced that Iran has no nuclear
programme (2007). No doubt these
rooms will witness plenty more
triumphs and deceits. Staying here
feels like participation in some grand
scheme, or – at the very least – sightseeing in your sleep.

Next door, in the Security Council,
the chamber was smaller but no less
momentous. All my life, every great
clash of arms has been debated
here, and every race for nuclear
weapons. Now, to see it for real, with
its battered desks and worn carpets

John Gimlette is the author of ‘At the
Tomb of the Inﬂatable Pig’, ‘Theatre of
Fish’ and ‘Panther Soup’ (all Arrow £7.99).
For more details, see www.johngimlette.
com
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Goodbye to All That
leaving Jessica Road

R

emoval men (or would that be ‘re-location
operatives’?) – nothing less than a swarm
of locusts, swallowing up everything in
their path into their cardboard guts. I realised the
game was up when on automatic pilot I went to
the cupboard under the sink to retrieve brush and
dustpan – for the sort of job you automatically
need to do as the removed furniture reveals the
sort of dust of which Quentin Crisp would have
been proud. Needless to say, said d&b had already
been packed and thus totally irretrievable. I
resorted to scrumpled newspaper, mentally noting
need to buy new d&b for purpose of ﬁnal rites and
immediately put up a cordon sanitaire around the
toothbrushes and vacuum cleaner. The locusts
chomped on relentlessly, by the end of two days
I was run ragged trying to satisfy their appetite
for ready-to-go boxes. Despite their insect habits
they were, however, nothing if not tactful, polite
and generally totally charming, as well as being
super-efﬁcient and superman-strong. They hardly
blinked an eyelid at my request for all the loose
bricks in the garden and the curious congeries of
wood from skips to come along too.
Starting on the Wednesday morning and with a
not insigniﬁcant pre-invasion contribution from
ourselves in terms of packing and labelling, they
had the remains of our thirty year sturm und
drang, not to mention curatorial inability to throw
anything out, loaded onto two triple-parking-bay
containers (that’s a lorra lorry stuff, as Cilla Black
might have put it). We had of course thrown car
loads of clothes , books and general domestic
clutter at charity shops, Housemans Book Shop (a
truly worthy cause who were touchingly grateful),
and the municipal dump but there was still a
museum’s worth of stuff to take to Devon. Initial
inspections by a number of removal companies
had elicited such oblique remarks as “mmmm... so,
you’ve been here a very long time then?
My husband Mark, who ever since becoming a
member had harboured a not-so-secret desire to
spend the night at his club, decided we should
treat ourselves to respite care at the Athenaeum
on the Friday and Saturday nights when there
was no bed for us at what was still, but only just,
home. In retrospect I think we might have been
more comfortable sleeping on the bedroom ﬂoor
in Jessica Road. It would have been considerably
darker and quieter than a prestigious club in
Pall Mall (even without curtains we could have
taped up newspaper, and could have opened the

window without letting in a roar of trafﬁc and
revellers) but still, it was an intriguing part of the
rich and complex experience that was emerging.

On Saturday morning Mark was off to a conference
(he had also cunningly avoided the battleground
most of Friday by having a crucial lunch date in
town) leaving me to return to what he doubtless
considered a totally unnecessary cleaning/making
good operation – more of the Quentin Crisp dust,
not to mention general grime, dirt, removal of
curtain rail supports and polyﬁller-ing and overpainting of holes left by removed shelving. We
had intended to leave the shelving but our buyers
were more interested in furniture, pictures and
meditative spaces than having industrial quantities
of books lining their walls. I needed therapy after
taking down what had caused me such pain and
labour to put up (all that drilling into brick walls)
but when your buyers are such nice people you
feel duty bound to respect their wishes. They had
also requested to send in a team of cleaners on
the Monday morning before they moved in, so our
own need to clean up was minimal. Nevertheless,
I had lived in Jessica Road for 38 years and felt I
owed the house a little respect. It had given me,
as well as periods of great anxiety, boredom and,
very occasionally, despair, also many times of
great happiness. In addition to some really lovely

neighbours, I had a great house, even if, as in a long
marriage, I had sometimes taken it for granted.
I loved my sunny kitchen, and my quiet, sunny
garden, (Heathrow notwithstanding) even though
the garden was so tiny and , blocked at the end
by a neighbour’s rather problematic shed and
overshadowing cherry tree, about which I could
do nothing. I loved the pale yellow walls and
generous windows of our sitting room, where
our blue and white china had been so proudly
displayed on alcove shelves, and the long white
muslin curtains hung from brass and wood I had
proudly put up myself. Even if the street lacked the
architectural merit of Islington or Clapham, we did
have the most lovely plane trees lining it, giving
welcome shade in the summer and with oxygengenerating leaves for many months of the year.
Compared with the small internal space we were
moving to in Devon, Jessica Road was a palace and
even the regrettable loft conversion almost began
to take on an aura of Versailles-like proportions.

rubber bands retrieved – even though, by 8.00pm
I was still not through and missed the dinner Mark
and a friend had, with characteristic optimism,
arranged in Soho. I eventually gave up and turned
up on the steps of the Athenaeum at around 10.00
weary but unbowed. We still had a few more hours
to wipe a few more smudges from the sepulchre
before driving off to Nirvana on Sunday.

S

unday proved to be equally un-nerving,
but this time because the pressure was on
me to clear up as much as possible without
totally driving Mark to distraction with my petty
bourgeois/ Japanese-style home worship. I got
him out of my hair for forty minutes through
sending him off to the dump, while I hoovered
like mad and picked up the last of the paper clips
( they seemed to appear out of nowhere like so
many dead ﬂies). Playing for time, when he got
back I got him sweeping the sitting room ﬂoor,
thankfully taking him rather longer than it would
have taken me. Finally, as if in some strange dream,
we took the meter readings and locked the door

So I really wanted to leave it all in good order.
The cleaning company would have plenty to do,
however much I did before their arrival. I didn’t
want them to think we were careless and sordid,
but even more, I wanted to say thank you to the
house which had served me so faithfully for over
half my life.
The day of cleaning was unnervingly marred after
phone calls to South West Water revealed that
the truly horrifying leak in our Devon supply pipe
– which traversed a couple of ﬁelds and some
woodland before it got to our cottage! – was still
not properly ﬁxed. Because I had failed to note
down in the right places the right telephone
numbers, and no longer had internet connection,
I was driven to breaking in on Mark’s conference,
getting him to ring the vendors, who were only
accessible in Holland, getting them to ring the
contractors responsible for the repair, who then
had to ring back the vendors, who then had
to ring back to us (shades of A.A. Milne’s Kings
Butter/Marmalade saga ﬂoated unhelpfully to
mind). I found this problem truly distressing, being
the sort of person who never allowed other folk
in the house even so much as to wash a tea cup
because they used too much water. It made water
problems in London seem trivial. Still, I managed
to put it to one side and get on with gathering
and sorting the debris – I could have made a small
fortune on the number of paper clips, pins and

around 2.00pm.
Now, truly in Devon, curiously we don’t miss Jessica
Road at all, except, as Mark puts it, in a really nice
way – which is to say of course that we loved
Jessica Road, but we love Devon too!

Rosie Haworth-Booth
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Arrowheads and an armadillo
The story of a museum

M

y interest in archaeology began when
my father took me to see a Roman villa
that was being excavated in ﬁelds not
far from where we lived in Somerset. I was about
eight years old, and was ﬁred with enthusiasm:
this was a step up from “How Things Began” on
the schools broadcasting programmes of what
was then the BBC Home Service. Even I could tell
that the bellowing of the dinosaurs came from the
sound effects department.
Shortly after that my father announced that
during a very dry summer the remains of a
Roman road could be discerned under the turf
in a nearby ﬁeld. My little friend Isobel and I
immediately set out with our trowels and jamjars (previously used for catching minnows in
the river) and dug up a satisfying collection of
small stones. We weighed these carefully on
her mother’s kitchen scales to make sure that we
had equal shares. The jars were then labelled
“Stones from a Roman Road”, and thus began our
respective museums.

known as Auntie Dickie Bird - on account of her
pointed nose, apparently. Auntie Dickie Bird was
a great traveller too, and having no children of
her own was delighted to ﬁnd that I was a keen
recipient of anything extraordinary that she had
to offer. And the armadillo was certainly the most
breathtakingly wonderful thing. It had a ruched
lining of gold satin – very elegant – and made a
noble centrepiece for my display.
I also had a large collection of fossils. Not only
was the local sandstone abundantly provided with
ammonites and other prehistoric creatures, but
the nearest seaside towns, accessible by bicycle,
were Lyme Regis and Charmouth, whose blue
lias cliffs were equally full of fossils, plenty of
which showed up in the pebbles on the beach.
Lyme Regis also provided another treasure: a tile
from the roof of Jane Austen’s house, snatched
from under the noses of the workmen who were
demolishing it.
Such was by then the scale of the collection that
my parents decided it needed a space of its own,
and that was provided by the loft over the garage.
Furnished with a trestle table, it made the ideal
spot for a collection of such importance.
The museum ﬂourished and was shown off with
pride for a number of years. It was once raided by
village boys, but no-one could hide an armadillo
basket for long without word getting round, so the
treasures were soon recovered.

Her museum was rapidly nipped in the bud, but
my stones very quickly found companions in our
curio-stuffed house. My great-aunt Ellen had
married an explorer (not considered at all out of
the ordinary, surprisingly enough) and over the
years had sent back all kinds of extraordinary
objects, mainly from North America: boxes of
ﬂint arrowheads, carved shells (one with the
whole of the Lord’s Prayer engraved on it), a dried
sea horse, intricate tribal objects and pieces of
beadwork.
But she was not the provider of my prize exhibit:
an armadillo made into a basket, with its tail in its
mouth for the handle. That came from a family
friend of my father’s sisters, an Edinburgh lady
8

Well, what happened to all this stuff, you may ask.
We moved house. And the move took place while
I was away at school, and my valuable collection
was somehow dispersed via, I suspect, the local
jumble sale. Answers to my questions were rather
vague.

T

he armadillo, however, suffered a somewhat
different fate. My parents had taken in
a temporary lodger who was given our
former playroom as a bed sitter. By this time the
museum had been removed from the loft, which
was needed for some other purpose, and put
into a glass fronted bookcase in the playroom.
Understandably our lodger was intrigued by this.
Sufﬁciently intrigued by the armadillo to open
the cupboard to examine it more closely. When
the cupboard was opened a curious smell assailed
his nostrils, and he reported this to my mother.
The smell was traced to none other than our old

friend with the gold satin lining, which, when
removed, showed that the curing process of the
shell had not been entirely satisfactory, and other
little creatures had taken up residence. My mother
did the only thing possible which was to put it out
on the bird table to air. What happened after that
was a mystery. Something or other - a golden eagle,
perhaps? - or some other large predator? - took a
fancy to my precious exhibit and whisked it away to
some great museum in the sky.

Post script
And, rest assured, no armadillos were harmed in the
production of the illustration, and no it is not the
armadillo bag that features in the article. But it is a
bag, and in compensation for pinching the image I
feel obliged to let you know that it can be yours for
only about £20, according to geekalert, but the link to
whatonearth is broken, so if you are desperate for an
armadillo bag - you’re on your own.
Ed

Years later I applied for a job at the Natural History
Museum. On the application form which I was
required to complete, in the space for “additional
information” I pointed out that I had at one time
had my own museum, and that my armadillo was
a much more impressive specimen than the one on
display at the Natural History Museum. It got me
an interview, but not the job.
Prue Raper

Wild in the City
Wild in the City is a collection of photographs
of wildlife in Wimbledon, Putney, Barnes, Bushy
and Richmond. As readers will know, each of
those areas is rich in wild open spaces like
Wimbledon Common, Putney Heath, Barnes
Common, Bushy Park and Richmond Park.
I ﬁrst rode in Wimbledon Common and Richmond
Park from Wimbledon Village Stables in 1980 and
my daughters Emma and Catriona both learned to
ride there and became good equestrians. One of
the joys of seeing the countryside from the back
of one of nature’s great creatures is becoming
part of and being at ease with your surroundings.
The rangers based on Wimbledon Common
can also be seen riding on Putney Heath on
their magniﬁcent horses, all of which seem
to be about 17 hands, and that’s big.

caught on camera and which makes up the most
wonderful album of simply dazzling pictures.
The drama of some shots is quite breathtaking.
Having lived for some 30 years beside
Wandsworth Common, where housing and trafﬁc
is never far away and indeed is visible around
you most of the time, the sense of wilderness
captured by Mr Wilson is an experience Londoners
are truly privileged to be able to enjoy.
I think this book is the perfect Christmas present
so here are the basic details you’ll need if you’re
tempted. The price is £14.95 and its ISBN 978-09549049-7-4. Andrew Wilson can be reached on
020 8487 2199, aw@unity-publishing.co.uk and
at 18 Dungarvan Avenue, London SW15 5QU.

Iain K S Gray
I also ride my bike through most of the areas
photographed by Andrew Wilson for this book
and have seen a good deal though by no means
all of the ﬂora, fauna and so on which he’s
9

ANDREW CATTO ARCHITECTS
incorporating ALS Architects

helping you through all stages of design and construction

Wandsworth SW18. Project architect - John Dawson

The decision to make improvements to your home may appear daunting, but probably less daunting than moving,
and we have the skills to assist you through the whole process or help just when you need us.
Our typical services
Visit site and advise on feasibility, planning and other consents required, stages involved;
Establish brief and consider alternatives to develop scheme;
Deal with applications for necessary consents required;
Apply awareness of sustainable features to the fabric where appropriate;
Mix of fixed fees and hourly rates, tailored to suit you;
CDM Co-ordination and Party Wall Awards as appropriate;
Aftercare with supervision of the defects liability process
see our website at www.andrewcatto.co.uk for some of our other projects
Andrew Catto Architects Ltd.

154 Putney High Street London SW15 1RS

P
@ 2009, Andrew Catto Architects Ltd, all rights reserved.

tel: 020 8785 0077

The Society Soirées

D

uring 2009 there have been ﬁve Society
Soirées at the Ward home in Patten Road.
They have all been very well supported
and we are sorry that we have had to turn down
some late applications for places - so please try to
book early for the soirées in 2010.
On January 8th we were honoured by a visit from
three international players of period instruments:
the well-known violinist Elizabeth (“Libby”)
Wallﬁsch (whose son, Simon, sang and played
cello in a soirée four years ago), the cellist and
conductor from Holland, Jaap ter Linden, and
the Canadian fortepianist, David Breitman, who
heads the Historical Performance Programme at
Oberlin Conservatory of Music in the USA. We
were given a mostly Mozart programme with
two great violin sonatas and his lovely trio in E,
K.542. Added to this was Beethoven’s early but
magniﬁcent cello sonata in G minor, superbly
played by Jaap with David dealing brilliantly
with the very demanding piano part. In fact all
the keyboard parts in this programme had large
numbers of notes. The Emperor Joseph said to
Mozart that one of his operas had “a tremendous
number of notes” to which the composer replied
“Just as many, your majesty, as are necessary.”
The next soirée was on March 15th. It was a
piano and voice recital by Alisdair Kitchen, who
has just completed his post- graduate studies
at the Royal College of Music and the beautiful
Natasha Day, a talented soprano who is currently
an undergraduate at the RCM, studying with
Kathleen Livingstone. Alisdair gave us a Mozart
Fantasy and two Haydn sonatas (he died in 1809),
played with affection and enthusiasm.
Natasha joined him after the interval with a varied
programme beginning with Mozart, an aria
from his German opera “Die Entführing” which
prompted the Emperor’s comment to Mozart
above. It certainly was a brilliant aria both in
terms of its demanding runs and its enormous
range which explored the full possibilities of
Natasha’s impressive voice. We then moved to
Richard Strauss, another virtuoso aria from
Bellini’s version of Romeo and Juliet, and some
witty and entertaining songs by Poulenc, delivered
with wry humour by both performers. The
evening ended with the Gypsy Songs by Dvorak
sung with due warmth and bringing the concert to
a ﬁtting conclusion.
On April 26th we were presented with a Beethoven

recital on the fortepiano given by the Japanese
player, Mariko Koide. She has played for the
Society before but not since 2000 when she was
still a student. She studied with David Ward
at the RCM and later with David Breitman
at Oberlin, and now lives in Aachen. She was
playing the larger of David’s two fortepianos and
her programme included Beethoven’s very ﬁrst
sonata written when he was twelve and his last
sonata, the great work in C minor, opus 111. It
also boasted an entertaining duet with her old
teacher, the delightful and inventive Bagatelles,
opus 33, played most vivaciously, and a magical
performance of the famous “Moonlight” sonata,
with the impressionist ﬁrst movement interpreted
as marked by Beethoven with the sustaining pedal
held unchanged throughout. The ﬁnal sonata
in C minor was played with great power and
imagination, a feat of concentration for both the
player and her audience. The beautiful Arietta,
with its sublime variations, was very moving
and many were deeply touched by this young yet
mature performer.

T

he Summer Soirée was held, suitably
enough, on June 21st, Midsummer’s eve.
It was given by old and dear friends of the
Wards, Dana and David Chivers, a father and
son guitar and violin duo. Dana and David Ward
studied with the great Nadia Boulanger in Paris
in 1967/8, and Dana named his son after David.
David Chivers lived at Patten Road for some time
when he was a student at the Guildhall School,
and he has played in several soirées in the past.
It was a delight to welcome them both to play
some of the unusual repertoire which they have
unearthed or arranged for this rare combination.
The programme began with a serenade by the little
known Czech composer, Matiegka, a charming
piece including a Fandango as one of its three
movements. This was followed by Schubert’s
lovely “Arpeggione” sonata arranged by Dana,
with David playing what used to be David Ward’s
viola. After the supper interval, during which
the heavens smiled, giving us a balmy summer
evening to enjoy our delicious supper in the
garden, the duo were joined by Daniel Cornford,
viola, to play a Serenade by Beethoven, originally
for string trio (with cello) but here arranged by
Matiegka for violin, viola and guitar. This was
perfect after-supper music with a number of
varied movements which brought our 2008/9
season (the 22nd year of these soirées) to a lively
conclusion - and the two Mesdames Chivers, one
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The next time you go out for a drink
with friends or a bite to eat why not
consider somewhere completely
different. The grade II listed high
Gothic splendour of the Royal
Victoria Patriotic Building houses the
discreet, hard to find oasis that is… Le Gothique. This is not a chain or a rolled out
theme pub. Le Gothique is just a quirky bar and French biased restaurant. Perhaps
you should think of us as a BistroPub.
Off street secure free parking is available for those intrepid individuals who make

the effort to go somewhere out of the ordinary. What you will find is a small gothic
bar, mezzanine floor dining room and award-winning garden. Very reasonable bar
and food prices make this charming privately owned venture an ideal location for
affordable private parties and weddings (up to 90 seated).

OPEN:

CONTACT US:
The Royal Victoria Patriotic Building,
John Archer Way, off Windmill Road,
London SW18 3SX
Tel:
0208 870 6567 / 0208 871 0130
e-mail: marklegothique@aol.com
Website: www.legothique.co.uk
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Bar snacks £3.00 – £9.95
Evening meals 3 courses £21.95

R eal Ales from Ballards of Hampshire and Shepherd Neame of Kent. Large selection
of quality wines by the glass and bottle.
Wandsworth in Bloom – overall winner 2009
P lease follow the map and directions.

of them fairly pregnant, joined in on castanets!
That was certainly a very lively conclusion, much
appreciated by the numerous audience.
To open the 2008/9 season we had a memorable
performance of Schubert’s great string quintet in
C, led by Peter Nall and including our daughter
Lucy as second cello. Peter and Lucy are now
engaged and it was they who joined David for
the ﬁrst concert of the current season which was
on November 8th. We called this “An Evening
in Vienna” as it featured the amazing trio of
composers who lived there and knew each other
at the end of the eighteenth and beginning of
the nineteenth centuries - Haydn, Mozart and
Beethoven. The concert began with Mozart’s
Trio in C, K.548, and then Beethoven’s so called
“Spring” sonata for piano and violin. After the
interval there was an unusual piano sonata by
Haydn which almost ended before it began - and
no one knew when to applaud. This was followed
by one of Haydn’s glorious piano trios, beginning
with a serious and sombre movement in the minor
key, going through a serene and beautiful slow
movement in the major and ending with a riotous
Rondo - Haydn at his wittiest and most ebullient.
Over the many years of these soirées the Ward
family has appeared many times in one form or
other. It is heart-warming to welcome Peter as he
joins us as a member of the family.

“You give me the most happy
assurance that I am often the
enviable source from which you and
many other families derive pleasure
and satisfaction … Often when I was
wrestling with obstacles of every
kind, when my physical and mental
strength alike were running low and
it was hard for me to persevere in the
path on which I had set my feet, a
secret feeling within me whispered:
‘There are so few happy and contented
people here below, sorrow and anxiety
pursue them everywhere; perhaps your
work may, some day, become a spring
from which the careworn may draw
a few moment’s rest and refreshment.’
And that was a powerful motive for
pressing onward … ”
Perhaps the same could be said for the Society
Soirées!
David Ward

The concerts planned for 2010 are as follows:

St. Valentine’s Day

February 14th at 7.30.
A programme of Piano Music and Songs
by Robert Schumann, born 1810.
Balder Neergard from Denmark will play
one of David’s fortepianos.

Bank Holiday Monday
May 3rd at 7.30.
Schubert Violin Music
played by Madeleine
fortepiano.

Easton

with

Midsummer Soirée

Sunday June 20th at 6.30
for bubbly in the garden... it seems a long
way away as we settle into Winter! Haydn
Trios played by a young ensemble who are
currently recording the entire canon.
We look forward to welcoming many of you to
Patten Road for these events. Meanwhile here
are some words on Music by the composer the
bicentenary of whose death we celebrate this year,
Joseph Haydn. He is writing to a small group of
music lovers who had banded together to perform
his great oratorio “The Creation”:
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Contact of the interesting kind

O

ne would think that the most memorable
aspects of a circumnavigation of the
globe would be a place or a landscape
rather than people. But this proved not to be
the case on returning in early November from
a voyage that included Tokyo, Melbourne, New
York, Chesapeake Bay.
Tokyo was indeed fascinating, slinky Japanese
girls in tiny hot pants, a gigantic suburban
railway system, shops on all 14 ﬂoors of a
building and accommodation a lot less expensive
than reported!! Melbourne too was a handsome
city all the more enjoyable for my son being
our host whilst he worked on an exotic research
project to design inherently creative software
– intriguing topic way over my head but a town
located not far from beautiful snowy mountains
a couple of hours drive from the city.

The Private Librarian
However it was in New York that we met Kurt.
Eileen had booked a b&b in Harlem over the
internet – not the cheapest by any means and I
thought a touch risky.
But Kurt’s 160th Street Harlem brownstone
accommodation was simply spellbinding and
for those who value culture and history it came
with a bonus – Kurt himself. From the moment
he said “Hi I’m Kurt - well not very” this genial
and immensely knowledgeable academic and
unlikely travellers’ host made us feel at home.
His bookshop, residence and its environs are very
much the heart of Harlem, a fact endorsed by
the big names who had lived ‘on the block’: ‘the
Duke’ (Ellington), Paul Robeson and others, and
the mansion across the street - the oldest house
in Manhattan. Stories of the long gone bad old
days of Harlem, when Oliver North’s ‘dogs of war’
sold drugs on the corner to fund the Contras,
added to the mystique. Even the short and wide
Puerto Ricans were polite and helpful in their ﬂat
peaked baseball hats. And yes, obesity is clearly a
more serious problem than it is in Blighty.
The accommodation behind the bookshop was
decorated with elegant period furniture and
looked out over a charming garden. Walking
through the bookshop with its exotic objets and

handpicked books on art, music, black history
oozed ambience.
We were invited into the equally exotic upstairs
to crack a bottle of wine and listen to some rare
blues records from Kurt’s vast vinyl collection.
With our shared interest in music, ﬁlm and art we
were soon talking in earnest and it turned out
that every big name in jazz that I’d ever seen in
London seemed to be either a friend or a client
of our host whilst his artist friends read like a
Guggenheim catalogue. His position amongst
the cultural cognoscenti became clear when he
mentioned without a hint of pomposity that he
was dining with his old friend David Hockney the
following Tuesday - perhaps to reminisce about
Andy (Warhol). Clearly not your average b&b
proprietor.
Whilst I was trying to recall the jazz and blues
greats that I’d seen thirty years ago all I could
remember unprompted were Dizzy Gillespie and
Gerry Mulligan, the baritone sax player I’d seen at
Fairﬁeld Hall in the ’70s. Kurt replied “Oh Gerry he
was a lovely guy I stayed with him just before he
died – he asked me to write his biography”.
I mentioned I’d seen a recent ‘rock-doc’ on TV
covering the ‘mythology’ that it was white Brit
bands such as the Stones, Cream and Led Zep’
that had introduced the mass of white Americans
to their own black blues men. Fortunately I used
the term ‘mythology’ as Kurt was quite clear that
they where already well into BB King and John
Lee Hooker before Chris Barber arranged the US
blues packet concerts in
London in the ’70s – on reﬂection I suspect Kurt’s
circle of friends were rather ahead of mass US
musical taste.
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In case you are getting the wrong impression
Kurt was no cultural celebrity columnist, he
was in fact a private librarian. He would create
libraries for the wealthy who had no time to
buy books (nor probably to read them) and he
evaluated the libraries of discerning collectors.
(Perhaps an invitation to evaluate Wandsworth’s
new library would be illuminating).
Amongst the various objets d’art that adorned
Kurt’s own studio library upstairs was the poster
with the words: Duchimp / Duchump / Duchamp
/ Duchomp (he knew it
wasn’t Duchamp’s work) and another stating
‘Satan is pleased with your progress’ – a phrase
that turns out to be most useful!
Kurt’s esoteric academic credentials were
underscored by his own anthology of Nigerian
pamphlet writers – I am serious. Apparently to
gain inﬂuence in that dark land you either need
to be rich (usually interpreted as a crook) or
write stories or guides. The near pidgin English
of the Ebo and the topics they cover are at the
same time amusing, charming and occasionally
outrageous i.e. ‘How to treat your Woman’. It is a
most amusing read.
Sadly we left after only two nights, with Kurt
almost being too shy to present us the bill. We
met his charming wife who was a theatrical
costumier who showed us the eccentric ﬂairs she
was making for was it Beyoncé or ....?

K

urt introduced us to the local Dominican
restaurant – as authentic and laid back
as its owners and after dinner St.Nick’s
Pub on St. Nicholas Ave. We lost all inhibitions
about the wild side of Harlem on entering this
establishment. The clientele covered every shade
of the black-white spectrum as well as age and
class. We listened to a ﬁrst rate jazz trio. After
a couple of numbers including an elegantly
executed Chicago blues they played some jazz
standards and one by one a bunch of old(er)
folk at the top table got up and tap danced in
perfect rhythm. They were so good they could
have been the rhythm section on there own. The
apple vodka Martinis (equal measure of vodka,
apple juice and De Kuyper Sour Apple Pucker,
no Martini) that we ordered completed the
experience – unforgettable.
Kurt also recalled for us, in memorially poetic

terms, witnessing the collapse of the twin towers
from across the Hudson River “The cloud spread
across the river like a pixelated explosion - as
it got nearer the pixels just got larger”. Even
this evocative description could not eclipse
our memory of his compassion and immense
knowledge making us feel that we had found a
friend whom we would not forget and certainly
double our motivation to visit NY again.
But for all our discussions Kurt never imposed
himself. We had to seek him out in his upstairs
library and then his easy personality would seep
through the conversation drawing us into his
cultural landscape of New York, Paris or Berlin
and we’d listen in awe. For us Kurt’s apartment
and Kurt were what New York was all about.

The Champ of Chesapeake Bay
Our other hosts in the US were friends Bob
and his wife Amie. They live on the intricately
shredded lace shoreline of Chesapeake Bay near
St. Michael’s, a village with bijou charm even out
of the summer visitor season. Bob’s CV was long
enough to give you the impression that he was
at the heart of American aviation, automotive
and maritime history since the ﬁfties. He had
been a coastguard, at which he was injured in
action twice – he had trouble lifting his dancing
arm above shoulder height, (how he injured it
is classiﬁed under the US ofﬁcial secrets act –
seriously). He had managed the support systems
production line for F14 Tomcats (as in Tom
Cruise’s Top Gun) at Grumman Aircraft. He was
master of a tall ship and a custom car builder. He
also ran the logistics for a bussing company. And
did I mention he was also a biker in the classic
Harley, longhair, bared and bare arms mode?
Well maybe not the bear arms and deﬁnitely not
the German WWll helmet.
Bob reminded me of Ernest Borgnine and could
easily have replaced him in the Dirty Dozen.
Short on height, tall on character and a lot of
lip to go with it, much of it humorous. He and
his wife Amie, worked as gifted creators of
interiors. Although Bob had a huge knowledge
of mechanics, building houses, cars and boats
he had had to study the arts and the crafts
to complement his wife’s artistic ﬁnesse and
stylishly elegant interior designs. They both
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painted their own works and copied classical
paintings when commissioned. If one of the
big corporate names around the bay wanted a
portion of the Sistine Chapel painted above their
bed Amie would paint it. Bob would erect the
projector and the scaffolding and mix their own
formula Italianate-style plaster.
I have to admit that Bob and I brought out
the anorak in each other. On hearing that we
had visited the New York Maritime Museum
contained in the aircraft carrier Intrepid in NY
Harbour he knew exactly which Grumman A6
Intruder was on the deck and had probably ﬁtted
the ejector seat himself. (A recent acquisition

is well illustrated by his complaint that at dance
classes he was not allowed to choose his own
partner.
Being of diminutive height he complained that
(please read with Bob’s already mentioned
accent) “If she’s six foot tall it means my nose
is stuck in her rack and my arm’s around her ass
– and she ain’t gonna like that now - is she?!”
Bob was clearly made of ‘The Right Stuff’ all
right – not only did he know the history of the
aluminium V8 Buick engine that powered the
SD1 Rovers in the UK but he also knew every boat
in the bay and Chesapeake Bay which reaches
about two hundred miles inland with10,000 miles
of lacy coastline as a setting
for the homes of the rich and
famous. He knew the oyster
boats and the crab ﬂeet and
every other boat in the Bay
many of which he had helped
rebuild himself.
These two characters, the
perfect counterpoint to
each other, and their wives,
remain amongst our fondest
memories of a long journey
and we thank them for being
amazing hosts and enriching
our experience.

is a BA Concorde by the way and for the real
supernerds there’s an equally old but even more
amazing A12 Blackbird – it ﬂew about twice as
high and twice as fast as Concorde).
Bob’s inherent character contradictions extended
beyond the anorak into the artistic spectrum. He
and Amie had attended the same evening class
on decorating techniques for about 12 years
– yet they knew more about many techniques
than their mentors. They had even developed
their own closely guarded secret techniques.
Surprisingly for a man that hated hunting he
owned over a dozen guns. Yet, in a vignette
worthy of a TV sitcom, took a loaded riﬂe out
with him when walking the dog one night as a
neighbour’s dog, which had already attacked
their own sweet little terrier, was on the loose.
(This really is America folks).

(Kurt’s b&b contact details available on request
at bsjb@onetel.com).
(Bob & Amie’s names changed to protect privacy
and the innocent).
Bruce St. Julian-Bown

Bob’s gift for describing situations in that backof-the-throat-rasp he used, which sounded like
Hollywood’s idea of the older all-American hero,
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THE
BOLINGBROKE
BOOKSHOP

I

took this photo about twenty-ﬁve years ago (maybe
longer) in Bellevue Road … and a few residents
will probably remember the butcher’s shop, if not this
particular name, which was put up temporarily by a
director with a sense of humour while a commercial was
being ﬁlmed on the premises. The correct name of the
butchers was M. L. Ware (not too sure of the initials) it
was run by two really nice guys called Harry and Jeffery
and the meat they sold was top-class … for goodness sake
get on with the story … well Mr Ware decided to sell the
shop and it became a restaurant … not any restaurant
you understand but a Marco Pierre White establishment,
which he called Harvey’s … soon to become the talk of
Wandsworth, and then to become the Talk of the Town.
Diners were coming from the West End just to sample the
delights of Marco. Children, who in those days had never
seen a cab, pointed in amazement as black cabs were
appearing on the streets of Wandsworth and Battersea for
the ﬁrst time since their inception – as their drivers slowly
came to realise that there were bridges across the Thames,
which in turn led to the gold on Wandsworth Common.

N

ow of course Harvey’s has gone and the restaurant
is now called Chez Bruce … incredibly enough
my wife has just pointed out that as I write AA Gill
is reviewing Chez Bruce in the Sunday Times Style
magazine (it’s a sign). There he is reminiscing about the
times when Marco stalked around his restaurant like
Heathcliff in a butcher’s apron … well well … so was
Marco paying homage to all those butchers that had gone
before and whose spirits were still ingrained in the walls
of his restaurant … ?

147 Northcote Road
London SW11 6QB
020 7223 9344

Will Holland

Edgar Allan Poe’s

Hop-frog and Le Bal Des Ardents
in revenge tragedy, a genre of dramatic works
written between the mid-1580s to the early 1640s,
and, ﬁnally, how Poe adapted the revenge theme
to “Hop-Frog”.

“Hop-frog” (1849)

In November readers of The Times newspaper
received a free book as part of a sales promotion.
From the 26-30 November the theme was
“Chillers”[1], an appropriate choice since the week
ended with Hallowe’en. No selection of such a
theme would be complete without a work by Edgar
Allan Poe (1809-1849), especially as 2009 is the
bicentenary of his birth. Poe was one of the earliest
American writers of the short story, and a master of
the Romantic Gothic genre, a genre which aims, as
Mary Shelley (1797-1851) wrote in the Introduction
to Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus (1818
rev.1831), to make the reader experience the same
fear and terror as the ﬁctional victims, to ‘speak
to the mysterious fears of our nature, and awaken
thrilling horror - ... to make the reader dread to
look round, to curdle the blood, and quicken the
beatings of the heart.’

Hop-Frog is the name of a crippled dwarf, Court
jester to a king with a cruel sense of humour. The
king commands the dwarf to organize a masque
to celebrate some important state occasion. He
not only humiliates Hop-Frog but strikes his
friend and fellow dwarf, a beautiful dancer called
Trippetta. In revenge, they plan a masque in which
the king and his seven ministers are disguised as
orang-outangs. They are ﬁrst dressed in tightﬁtting shirts and drawers, then saturated with
tar to which is stuck a thick coating of strips of
ﬂax, and chained together in a manner used by
chimpanzee-catchers in Borneo. At midnight
they rush into the hall causing a great commotion
among the masqueraders. While they are dancing
a chain with a hook at the end from which a large
chandelier is normally suspended, but that has
been removed because of the ﬁre hazard, begins
slowly to lower, operated by Trippetta. Hop-Frog
attaches the end of the masquers’ chain to the hook.
Immediately the chandelier-chain is raised so that
the hook is out of reach and the masquers are pulled
into a small group, face to face in the centre of the
hall. By this time the masqueraders are enjoying the
joke and laughing at the apes and their antics. HopFrog then seizes a torch and, leaping upon the chain,
pretends to attempt to identify the masquers by the
light of the torch. While everyone is ‘convulsed
with laughter’, the chain suddenly ﬂies up about
thirty feet above the ﬂoor so that the helpless apes

The title of the Poe volume offered by The Times is
The Masque of the Red Death, a collection of short
stories that includes well-known titles such as “The
Fall of the House of Usher” and “The Pit and the
Pendulum”. When I saw that the last story in the
collection is “Hop-Frog”[2] (originally entitled
“Hop-Frog; Or, the Eight Chained Ourangoutangs”
published in 1849), I was reminded of the gruesome
historical event Le Bal des Sauvages, later known
as Le Bal des Ardents (1393) that inspired the tale.
In this article I shall ﬁrst summarize “Hop-Frog”,
and give an account of the Bal des Ardents. I shall
then show how the celebratory masque was used
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Hop-frog and Le Bal Des Ardents

are suspended in mid-air, whereupon Hop-Frog
holds the torch close to the king’s costume, which
instantly bursts into ﬂames and spreads to the
other apes. Hop-Frog escapes through the sky-light
leaving eight blackened corpses swinging from the
chain. His revenge complete, he and Trippetta are
never seen again.

Le Bal des Ardents (1393)

Le Bal des Ardents (The Ball of the Burning Men)
took place during the reign of Charles VI of France
(1369-1422). Charles was ﬁrst known as Charles le
Bien-Aime, (the well-beloved), and later as Charles
le Fol (Charles the Mad), since he began to suffer
from bouts of madness from his twenties. His
ﬁrst known ﬁt occurred in July 1392 at the age of
twenty-three when his friend, Olivier de Clisson,
was the victim of a failed murder attempt. In
January the following year his Queen, Isabeau of

King, they were all tied together. The plan was kept
strictly secret and no-one knew about the masque
apart from the valets who had dressed them. Before
the performance, the King sent an order that no
torch-bearers were to approach the wild men who
were coming to entertain them, but just before
the masque was to take place the King’s brother,
the Duke of Orleans, arrived with four lords and
six torch-bearers, knowing nothing of the ban
on torches. The King and his friends burst into
the ballroom, gesticulating and dancing wildly,
unrecognizable under their costumes. Intrigued by
the dances of these strange wild men, the Duke of
Orleans took a torch to establish their identity, but
he peered too closely and the costumes immediately
caught ﬁre. It was most fortunate for the King that
he was not chained to his friends; he was saved
by the presence of mind of his aunt, the Duchess
of Berry who instantly threw her long coat and
skirts over him and smothered the ﬂames. Ogier of
Nantouillet managed to get free of the chain and
threw himself into a tub full of water used for rinsing
out cups and goblets. But the other four young men,
transformed into living torches, died in agony one
after the other within two days. What had begun
as the climax to a joyous celebration, was turned
in an instant into a ghastly tragedy. Unsurprizingly
the King’s mental health deteriorated rapidly after
experiencing such horrors.

The masque in revenge tragedy

Bavaria, organized a ball at the Hotel Saint-Pol in
Paris to celebrate the marriage of one of her ladiesin-waiting. The day was ﬁlled with parties and
banquets, and the whole court was invited to the
ball in the evening.
Following an idea of Charles and Hugues de Guisay,
the two young men with four of their friends
(Milon, Count of Joigny, Yvain of Foix, Ogier of
Nantouillet and Aymard of Poitiers) decided to
present a masque disguised as sauvages, wild men
or wodewoses. They were sewn into skin-tight
shirts and drawers and covered from head to foot
with pitch and hair-coloured ﬂax. Except for the

For some time it was thought that the Duke of
Orleans had deliberately set ﬁre to the King and
his friends, although there seems to be no proof
that it was not an accident. However, mascarades
or mummeries, as they were sometimes called,
were in fact banned by the Church in France,
since disguises and masks could be a cover for all
kinds of crimes. In England Henry VIII passed a
law in 1512 forbidding unknown masquers from
entering people’s houses. The Puritan moralist,
John Northbrook, declared that dancing not only
‘inﬂames concupiscence with ﬁre of carnal lust’,
but ‘many times mischievous murders are wont
to be done in dauncings’. This is not as wild an
exaggeration as it might appear. It was said that
in 1414 Lollers planned to kill the King during a
mummery at Eltham. Holinshed records how the
supporters of the deposed Richard II planned to
murder Henry IV: ‘...the conspirators meant upon
the sudden to have set upon the King in the castle
of Windsor, under cover of a masque or mummery,
and so to have dispatched him’.
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Open House: Celebrating the Capital’s
Architecture

For a number of years Emanuel School has opened its doors under the
Open House scheme and we welcome an increasing number of people
to the school every year. There is the opportunity to inspect the
archives. Everyone in the local community is welcome to attend .
Emanuel School, which was founded in 1592, moved from Westminster
to Wandsworth in 1883, taking over the buildings of a Crimean war
orphanage. The buildings had cost about £40,000 in 1871 and were for
sale at £30,000 because the Royal Victoria Patriotic Fund had fallen into
difficulties.
Henry Saxon Snell, the architect, had worked as an assistant to Sir
Joseph Paxton and made his reputation as an architect of hospitals,
industrial schools and workhouses. Voysey worked for a time in Snell’s
office.
Within twenty years the school had outgrown its accommodation and
in 1896 a new wing was added. The architect was Mr J Emes. The
wing, which now houses the music department and science
laboratories, has very distinctive windows and a high level of attention
to decorative detail.
The chapel is worth a special mention. The pulpit, lectern and altar
table are from the Old Emanuel Hospital, as are the large prayer boards
on the two chapel staircases. In 1895 and 1896 the first of the chapel’s
stained glass was fitted to the east window. The series of impressive
heraldic stained glass windows (all associated with the Dacre family)
were the result of a collaboration between the eminent historian and
heraldry expert C W Scott-Giles and the Stafford-born designer Moira
Forsyth. The organ was originally installed in 1892 and is used for
daily hymns and anthems.

The Longest Day

Master Class with Timothy West

Timothy West is a veteran of both stage and screen. He has
had many years at the top of
his profession and was kind
enough to come and share
his wisdom with an audience
of drama lovers.
Mr West started by talking
about
the
differences
between stage and screen
acting, giving valuable tips to
our young performers as he
went along.
One of the best pieces of
the
advice
involved
importance of using your eyes when acting - if you don’t
believe what you are doing , and if you don’t believe in your
character, your eyes will give you away.
Mr West then teamed up with Upper Sixth drama student
Zoe Thomas-Webb (pictured), and gave her practical tips
and advice for her Drama school audition pieces. Zoe
performed two speeches involving Shakespearean females.
The master class ended with a question and answer session
during which Mr West was asked about his favourite role;
whether he prefers films, TV or stage acting and whether
he still feels nervous before productions (he claims that he
is fortunate enough to never have experienced nerves as
an actor - lucky man!)
Overall the talk was very entertaining, and we all took a
little something from the wise words of Mr West.

Visiting Emanuel School

Emanuel School is open to the public as part of the
London Open House Scheme. The next Open House is
September 2010. All visitors will be most welcome.
Prospective parents are invited to tour the school by
telephoning reception to make an appointment.
It is possible to view our archives by making an
appointment with our Senior Librarian and Archivist, Tony
Jones.
Emanuel School
Battersea Rise, London SW11 1HS
Telephone 020 8870 4171
e mail enquiries@emanuel.org.uk

More than half of year 9 went on the History department trip to Ypres and the First World
War battlefields The weather was fantastic and we saw a tremendous amount, visiting Hill
60, the trench system at Sanctuary Wood, the German cemetery at Langemarck and the
British cemetery at Tynecote, where Father Hunt led a short memorial service and wreaths
were laid in the names of Emanuel old boys who died in the Ypres salient. We were very
lucky to have two splendid guides, both ex officers in the British army, who made a big
impression. We finished at the reconstructed main square in Ypres, close to the Menin gate.
The guides were particularly impressed by the knowledge and excellent behaviour of the
Emanuel pupils. We got back to Emanuel at 10pm after a long but fascinating and thoughtprovoking day.
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Hop-frog and Le Bal Des Ardents

L

urid tales from Italy, a country associated
by Elizabethans as the source of all moral
depravity, told of abductions under the cover
of disguise for purposes of murder, torture and
rape. Writers of revenge tragedy, a dramatic genre
that ﬂourished in the late Elizabethan and Jacobean
period, quickly saw that the celebratory masque
could be used to powerful dramatic effect as a
means of ironic reversals. In Cyril Tourneur’s The
Revenger’s Tragedy (1607), for example, Antonio
relates how his wife was abducted and raped;
... in the height of all the revels,
when music was heard loudest, courtiers
busiest;
And ladies great with laughter...
and Supervacuo comments:
A mask is treason’s licence, that build
upon;
‘Tis murder’s best face when a vizard’s on.
The play ends with the murder of most of the
remaining characters during a masque. Likewise
in John Marston’s Antonio’s Revenge (Part II of
Antonio and Mellida 1602), Piero’s bloodthirsty
rise to power is celebrated by a masque danced by
Antonio and his friends in which the masquers
suddenly turn upon Piero, unmask themselves and
murder him. The masque becomes a macabre and
sordid dance of death in which torture and murder
are gratuitously celebrated.

Postscript

Poe died penniless at the age of forty in 1849, a few
months after “Hop-Frog” was published. Only a
very few people attended his funeral, which took
only a few minutes, and no public announcement
was made of his death. But this year, the bicentenary
of his birth and one hundred and sixty years after
his death, he was honoured with a second funeral
service in Westminster Hall, Baltimore. Mourners
dressed in Victorian costume paid their respects at
a replica cofﬁn containing a lifesize (and extremely
lifelike) efﬁgy of Poe. This was then taken in
procession to his original buriel place. No doubt Poe
would have warmly approved of the mascarading,
the uncorrupted ‘corpse’, the second burial. And
no doubt he would have incorporated these events
in a truly gruesome and spine-chilling story!
Françoise Carter

Notes

1. I realize that such a topic is not at all suitable
for Christmas bedtime reading, but this paper was
written shortly after Halloween!
2. Cf. Edgar Allan Poe, The Masque of the Red
Death (Penguin 2008, repr. 2009). “Hop-Frog” can
also be read on-line at
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hop-Frog OR
http://www.online-literature.com/poe/2197/

Poe and the revenge theme

Poe, then, drew upon a historical event in which a
celebratory masque turned into a horriﬁc tragedy,
and the literary genre of revenge tragedy in which the
masque is incorporated as a means to unexpected
and macabre revenge. However, the revenge theme
does not end here. It has been suggested that Poe
intended “Hop-Frog” as a form of personal revenge.
Poe had been friendly with Sarah Helen Whitman
and Nancy Richmond, and some members of the
New York City literary circle spread rumours about
improper behaviour on his part. The leader of the
gossip was Elizabeth F.Ellet whose affections Poe
had formerly rejected. In “Hop-Frog” she may be
represented by the King, while his seven councillors
represented the seven other slanderers. But
whatever the truth about Poe’s personal motives, in
“Hop-Frog” he undoubtedly produced a brilliantly
constructed and wonderfully written example of
the “Chiller” type of the short story genre.

List of illustrations

1. Daguerreotype of Edgar Allan Poe (1848) by
William S. Hartshorn.
2. James Ensor, Hop-Frog’s Revenge (1898), handcoloured etching on Japan.
3. Le Bal des Ardents (1393), miniature from Jean
Froissart, Chroniques de France et d’Angleterre, Bk
IV made in the 15th century (British Library).
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Policing in Wandsworth

Wandsworth is the largest inner London
Borough with a population of approximately
284,000. Despite this a recent report by the Audit
Commission describes Wandsworth as the safest
borough in inner London. That said this has been
a challenging year where we have experienced
increases in most crime types including serious
youth violence and gun criminality. We are
committed to making Wandsworth safer and
many of our successes are achieved through
the strong and effective partnerships that exist.
Serious youth violence and gun criminality is
actively being addressed through a variety of
measures and our continued drive to reduce
robbery and burglary offending has been met
with some notable successes.
It is appropriate that I provide some background
as to the policing provision within Wandsworth:
•
The borough has an establishment of
608 police ofﬁcers, 86 police staff and 120 PCSOs.
Our PCSOs support Safer Neighbourhood Teams,
front counters, Victim support and Schools
•
We have recruited 40 volunteers who
support the borough in a variety of rôles, but the
majority (18) support our front counter services.
Additionally we have 58 Special Constables and
25 Voluntary Police Cadets.
•
Police ofﬁcers and police staff operate
from 8 police stations across the borough. All
response teams now operate from Earlsﬁeld police
station and we have two 24 hrs custody centres
at Battersea and Wandsworth. We have 5 police
stations open to the public (Tooting, Battersea,
Lavender Hill, Wandsworth and Putney) with 24 hr
service at Battersea and Wandsworth. In the main
our CID team operate from Wandsworth, with the
Community Safety Unit operating from Bedford
House (Balham)
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•
The borough has 20 Safer Neighbourhood
Teams which are fully up to strength. Those
teams, which operate from various police stations
across the borough are in the main co-terminus
with their wards. The role of the SNTs is to engage
with their ward communities through a variety
of methods – public meetings, street brieﬁngs,
NHW, identify community priorities and then
tackle those priorities through problem-solving,
working with community and partners. To
support problem-solving we have invested in a
Problem-Solving Sergeant who has trained every
member of the SNT and many of our partners
and community members. Currently every ward
has tackling youth antisocial behaviour as one
of their priorities. I believe that it is our effective
engagement, identiﬁcation of community
priorities and our ability to work with community
and partners to tackle these issues that has
signiﬁcantly contributed to our consistent high
level of community conﬁdence, as reported in the
Public Attitude survey.
•
The Borough has also invested heavily
in intelligence resources within the BIU to ensure
that we have good analytical products around
serious youth violence, which we use to good
effect in tackling those people involved in youth
violence and gangs.
•
Again the borough has invested heavily
in Schools Ofﬁcers, which are now aligned to
SNTs where we have 10 constables and 10 PCSOs
dedicated to working with our schools. I also have
a dedicated Youth Inspector and sergeant who
work closely with our partners, Children’s Services
etc. and who professionally advise schools ofﬁcers
regarding best practice.
•
Currently I have a Clapham Junction
Transport Hub team consisting of 1 PS, 1PC and
7 PCSOs and in March/April next year we receive
a Safer Transport Team of 1 Inspector, 3 PSs,
6PCs and 21 PCSOs, all who will tackle crime on
our transport systems, including serious youth
violence.
•
Our strategy of tackling serious Youth
Violence through Engagement, Education and
Enforcement is supported fully by the Local
Authority through a strong Crime and Disorder
Reduction Partnership, supported by a number of
problem-solving groups – Partnership Operations
Group, Youth Crime Panel, Interagency Antisocial
Behaviour Meetings for example, where problems
are tackled jointly.
With so much going on I believe that it is important
to provide clarity on our strategic direction. To do

this I will outline our objectives for this
year:
1.
Make our service more
accessible and improve people’s
experience of their contact with us,
especially victims and witnesses

(We must be intelligence-led and we
are seek the full engagement of all
to contributing to the intelligence
picture)
4.
Reduce serious violence and
protect young people

(We need to ensure that our service
is accessible, fair and suitable to the
needs of the communities we police).

(We must identify vulnerable young
people so that, with our partners, we
can best protect them)

2.
Make our neighbourhoods
safer through local problem-solving
and partnership working to reduce
crime and antisocial behaviour.

5.
Enhance our counter-terrorism
capability and capacity

(Problem-solving is a responsibility for
us all and it is important that we work
with our partners).

(Community cohesion is central to
tackling terrorism and therefore
we must work sensitively with our
communities to maintain their trust
and conﬁdence).

3.
Disrupt
more
criminal
networks and reduce the harm caused
by drugs

6.
Lead and manage our service
to ensure the most efﬁcient, effective
and economic use of our resources

(The current economic downturn
requires that we do more with less).
This is about ‘making Wandsworth
safer’. Maintaining and building upon
public conﬁdence is key.
I remain very proud of the service that
my staff provide to our communities,
but will not allow any room for
complacency and continually strive to
improve.
Stewart Low
Wandsworth Borough Commander

HARRISON ALLEN
in ASSOCIATION with Emanuel School

GCSE, AS & A2 Easter Revision Courses
At Emanuel School, Battersea Rise, SW11 1HS
Open to pupils from all schools.
These courses are designed to ensure that students are confident and prepared
for these crucial exams. They cover the required syllabus and include exam
techniques. University interview practice can also be arranged.
For further information contact Harrison Allen –
Tel: 020 8874 0233 Fax:020 8870 2331 Email: education@harrisonallen.co.uk
www.harrisonallen.co.uk

HARRISON ALLEN
EDUCATION SERVICES LTD
Established
1989

13 Earlsfield Road, London SW18 3DB
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A brief history of a Roehampton Villa
by Dr. Patricia Roberts and Mrs Gilly King

Ignatius Loyola developed his ‘Spiritual Exercises’.

Parkstead (Parksted) House
This beautiful neo-classical Palladian villa, located
in the heart of Roehampton, was originally built
for William, 2nd Earl of Bessborough, by William
Chambers, circa 1762. William Chambers was
among the foremost architects of the Georgian
era. His most famous commissions included
Somerset House in London, the Marino Casino in
Dublin and the Pagoda at Kew.

As the community grew in number, extensive
alterations and additions were made. Work
started with the building of the new Chapel. It was
designed by the architect J.J.Scoles and completed
after his death, in 1864, by his pupil S.I. Nicholl. In
the 1870s Henry Clutton designed the north aisle
which was added to increase the capacity of the
Chapel. Clutton later designed the Long Gallery
connecting the Chapel to the refectory in the new
north wing, which was built in 1880. The sacristy
was added as part of the south wing designed
by F.A.Walters, in 1885. It copied the elevation
of the north wing. With the completion of these
two wings the original stable blocks by Chambers
were lost forever.

The front of the house faces Richmond Park with
a six-column Ionic portico and pediment accessed
via two curving stairways. This leads to the
Hall, with a stairwell behind, with four rooms of
different sizes on the corners. Below the portico is
a door into a vaulted passage decorated in plaster
relief with curling foliage, classical medallions
and arched niches. Originally, set back from the
main house, were stable buildings, kitchens and
servants’ quarters.
An infamous resident of Parkstead was the wife of
the 3rd Earl – Harriet Ponsonby - a Whig hostess,
gambler and notorious lover. Her liaison with the
Earl of Granville produced two illegitimate children.
Her legitimate daughter was Lady Caroline Lamb.
On the death of his wife, in 1821, the 3rd Earl
leased the property to a banker, Abraham Robarts,
who made it his permanent home.

Manresa House

When Robarts died in 1858 the 5th Earl sold
the house and forty-two acres of parkland to
the Conservative Land Society for division into
smallholdings. However, in 1861; they sold it
to the Society of Jesus (Jesuits). The Jesuits
purchased the property to use as their novitiate
due to its proximity to London, the healthy
location, the size and seclusion of the gardens
and its good repair. The house was renamed
Manresa House after the town in Spain where
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Perhaps, the most eminent Jesuit who spent time
at Manresa House was the poet Gerard Manley
Hopkins. He was a novitiate from Sept 1868
until Sept 1870. He moved north to Stonyhurst,
Lancashire but returned to Roehampton for a
year’s teaching in August 1873. Hopkins was
ordained a priest in 1877 and moved around the
country both teaching and being a parish priest.
He undertook a year’s tertianship at Manresa from
August 1881, taking his ﬁnal vows at St. Joseph’s
Church, Roehampton, in August 1882.

In the 1950s the London County Council (LCC) compulsorily purchased
the surrounding land and part of the Jesuit land for housing. On
the land, acquired by the LCC, stood a neo-classical temple rotunda
attributed to William Chambers. In 1862 the Jesuits had inaugurated
the temple as Chapel to St Joseph and in the early 20th Century it
was rededicated to Our Lady of The Immaculate Conception. The
LCC dismantled the Temple and stored the original marble Capitals,
Portland stone blocks and masonry in the cellar of Manresa. (The
dismantled temple was discovered by the current owners and in 2008
reconstruction of the temple was started.)
By 1962, the Jesuits decided that Manresa would no longer be suitable
for a novitiate - especially when the design of the housing estate was
altered to include high rise ﬂats adjacent to their land. They sold the
property to the LCC and the house became part of the Battersea
College of Domestic Science. In October 1966 the College was opened
by the RT. Hon. Shirley Williams who actually also signed the order for
its subsequent closure in 1979!

Whitelands College

Whitelands College is one of the oldest higher education institutions
in England, predating every university except Oxford, Cambridge,
London and Durham. The College was founded in 1841 as a teacher
training college for women by the Church of England’s National Society.
In 1874, the Revd John Pincher Faunthorpe was appointed Principal
of Whitelands College and enlisted the interest of John Ruskin, the
great Victorian art critic and political economist, who gave numerous
gifts of books and pictures to the College. He also introduced to the
College William Morris, leader of the Arts and Crafts Movement, and
Sir Edward Burne-Jones, the eminent Pre-Raphaelite artist. Together
they designed artifacts for the newly erected College Chapel the most
notable being the Burne-Jones’ stained glass windows and William
Morris’ reredos.
Whitelands College is now one of the four constituent Colleges of
Roehampton University. In 2001 the Archbishops Council of the
Church of England purchased Manresa House and Whitelands College
moved to the site, renaming it Whitelands College.
Today, the site is unique; it houses one of the most complete surviving
interiors by Chambers, an exquisite Victorian Jesuit Chapel and
an extensive collection of original works by John Ruskin, G F Watts,
William Morris, Burne-Jones and Kate Greenaway.

Historical Tours
Group tours of the College can be arranged by contacting Gilly King
(Whitelands College Archivist) gilly.king@roehampton.ac.uk Tours
are for a minimum of 15 people and there is a charge.

The Emanuel School Archive

of information ﬁled behind the scenes to answer
those queries we previously used to struggle
with.
Since opening, the Archive has attracted
considerable attention from pupils, visitors, OEs
and researchers. We open to the public for Open
House Day, attract big crowds on Dacre Day
(our Founders Day) and whenever there are OE
functions in the school attract much nostalgia
from our visitors.
A very early school photo, junior forms, circa 1885

Old Boys checking old school records at
the opening of the Archive

I

f you were an Old Emanuel (OE) visiting the
school 3 years ago we wouldn’t have had an
Archive to show you. All our material relating
to the long 400+ year history of Emanuel School,
and Emanuel Hospital (in Westminster) was
stored in boxes, under sinks, in classrooms and
storage cupboards. As a school librarian who
looked after “the Archive” I dreaded the frequent
family history email which often began with “my
Grandfather attended your school.... do you have
any information?” Sadly, we weren’t equipped to
answer many of these questions, and if we did, I
doubt we did a very good job of it.
However, things were soon to change. We began a
hugely ambitious project to reconstruct a central
part of the school into a new library. Incorporated
into the design was a mezzanine ﬂoor which
has since simply been known as “The Archive”. It
celebrates everything Emanuel and I have had
tremendous fun stocking it, rotating displays and
answering research enquiries which were, 3 years
ago, beyond me. It is both a visual history of the
school, and a storage centre, with a huge amount
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Although developing the Archive has had
many highlights, meeting the OE playwright NF
Simpson was the most memorable experience. It
happened by sheer ﬂuke; a BBC researcher who
was working on a radio documentary on Simpson’s
life contacted me, and in turn introduced us. We
struck up a correspondence which resulted in him
inviting me to the premiere reading of his ﬁrst new
play in over 30 years at the Royal Court. He has
since donated a large collection of exceptionally
rare theatre memorabilia related to his work and
life to the Archive. There was a mini-revival of his
work in 2007 and 2008 and some of his TV material
from the early 1970s was showing at the NFT, an
event which “Wally” (as he is known to his friends)
invited me to.
The Old Emanuel Association have been
instrumental in developing our collection. They
have helped spread my message “If you have
something nice connected to the school, it’s
better off being displayed in the Archive than
hiding in your sock drawer!” Highlights include a
1948 army rugby cap, which belonged to Bruce A
Neale who played for the England XV in the 1950s
and a collection of items relating to the Surrey
cricket captain Stuart Surridge. We have also a
large collection of school medals from the 1930s
and various other tankards, medals and glasses
from the 1950s and 60s, many of which are very
rare rowing medals from the years in which the
school was a feared crew on the river.
We’ve also been given a fair share of quirky items
including a full CCF uniform from the 1950s, and a
Boys U19 England rugby jersey. The Scotland and
Lions International Tom Smith also sent us some
signed rugby programs of key ﬁxtures he played
in. It’s important for us to be able to display such
items with pride. It shows the current pupils of
today, who browse the Archive, that those who
have gone before have achieved great things

in their subsequent careers. Taking pride in their school is
something that Emanuel pupils haven’t always been good at
in the past, but we hope the Archive will help change this.

NF Simpson, cult play-wright
who has donated interesting
memorabelia to the Archive

Les Stocker, founder of
TiggyWinkles, the biggest
animal hospital in the World,
making a donation to the
Archive

Charles “Jack” Cuddon posing
as his alter-ego the Whitbread
man

When we have the time we enjoy welcoming OEs back to
the Archive. Les Stocker and John Reader are only a two of a
much larger selection. Les is the founder of St. Tiggywinkles,
the biggest wild-animal hospital in the world, and John is
author of many geography, photography and nature books.
Both kindly donated substantial collections of their books
to the Archive. As you read this Professor David Marquand
(ex Labour MP and Oxford Don) will also have visited, and
given a talk to the school’s History Society. Many other OE
authors have donated books and include Ian Badger, Colin
Sutherland, Professor Denis Noble, Doctor Tim Hand, Ian
Wilson (world expert on the Turin Shroud), Roger George
Clarke, Richard Plant, Don Farr, David Whitehouse, Kevin
Jackson, Steve Gooch, Steve Barker, Tony Judt and the Estate
of OE Historian CW Scott-Giles.

W

e were delighted when West-End Star Rupert Degas
attended one of our library openings. He donated
signed posters of both Stones in his Pockets and
The 39 Steps, in which he starred, and they are now proudly
on display on our archive stairway. When not on stage Rupert
can be found voicing numerous characters on kids TV shows
including Bob the Builder. I have spent considerable time
developing the visual aspect of the stairwell. Most of the
pictures on display relate to the arts side of school history
including posters by Douglas Hickox who directed the classic
Vincent Price horror ﬁlm “Theatre of Blood”; he also directed
ﬁlms featuring John Wayne, James Coburn and Oliver Reed, to
name just three major stars. There is also a BAFTA named after
him for “New Talent”. Richard Marquand, director of “Star Wars:
Return of the Jedi” also attended the school, and we also have
a signed poster of that on display.
I get a massive kick out of “discovering” an interesting (or
otherwise unknown) OE.
Mick Rock was one of these. Mick is one of the World’s leading
music photographers and is often called “the man who shot
the 70s” for his iconic photographs of Queen, Lou Reed, Iggy
Pop and Blondie to name just a few. We hope he will visit the
school sometime soon!
Other fascinating OEs represented in the Archive include Bible
theologian JB Phillips, leading 20th Century Anarchist Vernon
Richards, music hall comedian Leslie Henson, theatre critic
Clive Barnes, composer William Lovelock, gun expert Howard
Blackmore, scientist Denis Noble, TV presenter Michael Aspel,
actor Naveen Andrews, pioneering plastic surgeon Robert Ivy
and politicians Geoffrey Robinson and Peter Hain. We don’t
just live in the past though, and also have material on the
popular rock band “The Maccabees” who recently sold out
the Brixton Academy.
After corresponding for a time with OE poet Clive Wilmer,
who was taught by the famous English Master Charles
Cuddon (who taught at Emanuel for 39 years and died not
long after retiring in 1996) Clive kindly gave us copyright
to use the poem he wrote in tribute to Cuddon when he
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This gun was donated to Emanuel
after the heavy losses it suffered in
the Battle of the Somme, it stood on
the Headmaster’s lawn until it was
melted down for the World War Two
War effor

retired. Cuddon, of course, when we wasn’t teaching, wrote
“A Dictionary of Literary Terms” (which is still in print), as
well as numerous ground-breaking and ahead-of-their-time
travel guides and novels. He also wrote most of the school
magazine, the Portcullis, for years, often with a pen so sharp,
one had to read carefully as to whether a sentence was a
compliment or a criticism! Mr Cuddon, with his rakish good
looks, is widely regarded as one of the best ever teachers at
Emanuel, and can still be spotted on post-cards advertising
“The Whitbread Man”.
Two years ago the New Illustrated History of Emanuel
School was published and that took up considerable research
time. We’re also helping with what might turn out to be a
book on NF Simpson, a Stuart Surridge biography, and OE
Daniel Kirmatzis has just published “An Illustrated History of
Emanuel School Boat Club”, an opus 8 years in the making, but
which was well worth the wait.
I’ve found that talking to one OE often opens a door to
someone else, I call it the “Do you know who was in my class?”
syndrome, and this has helped us “discover” interesting OEs
we might never have heard of otherwise. This syndrome
helped us discover Chris Hughes who was the drummer
of Adam and the Ants, Alan Caddy who was the bassist of
The Tornadoes (they wrote “Telstar” the most successful
instrumental hit-single of all-time) and Bernard Colin-Day
who was one half of the duet “The Allisons” who came second
in the Eurovision Song Contest in 1961. Changing musical
directions completely Paul Slack was the bassist in legendary
London punk band the UK Subs. We also uncovered rugby
player Tony Boddy, who toured South Africa with England in
1971, and is currently General Manager of the premiership
team Worcestershire Warriors.

J

umping from sport to the arts, we uncovered Derek
Davis as an OE. Derek was one of Britain’s best known
Child modelling vintage 1950s CCF
post-war potters, however in his later years he switched to
uniform on display in the Archive
painting, and his work fetches a hefty price. We have a signed
retrospective of his work in the Archive; sadly Derek died in
2009. However, his son contacted us to tell us he wore his
father’s school tie to his funeral! We also uncovered, what
seems to be an annotated school text by Classics Professor
David Stockton, who wrote the classic political biography on
Cicero. It includes various doodles and sketches, showing the
young mind at work, of a soon-to-be Oxford Professor.
We’ve been successful in contacting almost everyone we’re
tried to. One of the few exceptions is Ian Wilson, historian,
BAFTA winner and Turin Shroud expert. Ian emigrated to
Australia a few years ago, and so far we haven’t been able to
ﬁnd him. Funnily enough though, one of his cousins visited
the school on the last Open House Day.

Vintage desk from early 20th century,
pupil in can be seen holding up a
photo with the same desks from
1911
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We’re relied on the generosity of both parents and OEs in
developing the Archive. They have helped us bind (for the
ﬁrst time) all the post-1950 Portcullis (School) magazines
until 2005, completely rebind all the school report cards
(which were in terrible condition with red rust) from around
1910-1930 and professionally frame many of our paintings,
photos and posters. We received a very generous donation

from the estate of CW Scott-Giles, OE Historian and
author of the original School History, which played
an important part in restoring the school reports.
So what does it all cost? Actually, not very much.
I have a small budget to buy items which appear
on the open market. But more often than not OEs
don’t expect payment for giving something back
to the school.
2009 has been an exceptionally exciting year for
us, as the Archive has gone truly digital. An A-Level
pupil has created a Filemaker Pro database so we
can archive, and organise, all our photographs,
posters, clippings, and everything else. This means,
for the ﬁrst time, when we get an enquiry, we can
very quickly identify what (if anything) we have
on a particular subject, event or person. Parent
volunteers have been a tremendous asset here,
with their help we have been able to add extra
layers of detail to the records; for instance, we can
now also search for all names of boys mentioned in
all our photograph albums. This is a far cry from the
old library where the archive material was stored
wherever there was a spare drawer! This year we
have around 100 research enquiries and almost
everyone has had a positive response.

T

he most recent highlight was taking a
display of material to Petersﬁeld for the 70th
Anniversary reunion of the School’s evacuation
from London. Over 55 OEs attended the event,
one gentleman coming all the way from Canada.
It was a privilege to be there and we are currently
sifting through a huge range of photos and other
memorabilia which were donated to the Archive.
Of all the donations we were given the highlight
was a glass decanter which commemorated the 6
years spent in Petersﬁeld and was the prize in the
keenly contested annual Rugby match between
the Emanuel Exiles and Churchers’ College.

Wimbledon Village
Stables

Quality Horse Riding in London
BHS and ABRS Approved

If you have anything you might think be of interest
to the school please contact me on

trj@emanuel.org.uk.
Tony Jones
Emanuel School Archivist

Take a look at our website and
see what makes us special

www.wvstables.com
020 8946 8579
Gary Kasparov challenging 2 Emanuel school boys
in a 1980s Wandsworth Chess Competition

24 a/b High Street, Wimbledon Village,
SW19 5DX
Near Wimbledon Tube and Mainline Station
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The Ghost of Christmas Presents
James Clark

D

o ghosts celebrate Christmas? It may be a
strange question but one of Wandsworth
Borough’s strangest-ever stories suggests
that one ghost – or rather a poltergeist – took to
doing precisely that!
In 1956 the years of post-war gloom were only just
beginning to lift and London was a largely drab and
grey city in which to live. But from one terraced
house in what was an otherwise unremarkable
working class area of Battersea had been emerging
the most extraordinary reports. Approximately
one mile northeast of the busy Clapham Junction
railway station lies Wycliffe Road and standing in a
now-vanished part of that road was No. 63, home
to the Hitchings family.

Mrs Catherine (Kitty) Hitchings outside No. 63
Wycliffe Road, Battersea.
Copyright: Shirley Hitchings

It was by no means a prosperous-looking house
but it was clean and tidy and comfortably
furnished. The ground ﬂoor rooms were home to
underground train driver Walter (Wally) Hitchings,
aged 47, his 51-year-old wife Catherine (Kitty) and
their 15-year-old daughter, Shirley. The upstairs
rooms were occupied by a male relative and Wally’s
73-year-old mother, Ethel. It was already quite a
crowd for the small property but from around the
end of January the ﬁve occupants were apparently
joined by an additional resident, one who was both
uninvited and invisible.
Thumping and tapping sounds started to disturb
both the Hitchings family and their neighbours.
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The noises caused many sleepless nights, not least
because nobody could work out what was causing
them. Then small household objects began to move
and family members felt their bedclothes pulled
down by an unseen force as they desperately tried
to get some sleep. It quickly became apparent that
whatever was happening was centred on Shirley but
the teenager strenuously denied playing tricks and
her parents, despite some initial scepticism, soon
decided she was telling the truth.
As local newspapers picked up on the story in late
February there was a remarkable development:
communication was established with what was by
now presumed to be a poltergeist! Using a simple
code (one tap for “yes”, two for “no” and three for
“don’t know”) the poltergeist was apparently able
to answer simple questions. Over the following
weeks this code evolved into a method whereby
someone would point to letters of the alphabet and
the poltergeist would tap to select a particular letter.
As words were slowly spelled out in this way, details
of the poltergeist’s identity gradually developed.
Although the family had come to refer to their
visitor as “Donald” the story now emerging from
Donald’s tapped messages claimed that “he” was
in fact named Louis. Moreover, he was not just any
spirit but was none other than the long-dead son
of the French king Louis XVI and his queen Marie
Antoinette! (Despite this, the Hitchings family
generally continued to refer to the poltergeist as
Donald and so that is how he shall be referred to
here.)

F

or several months more, the story was followed
with glee by ﬁrst the local and then the national
media. There were reports of worrying outbreaks of
ﬁre at the house and dramatic but failed attempts
at exorcism. Several newspapers were particularly
taken with the idea that some kind of romantic
relationship existed between Shirley and the ghostly
Donald a.k.a. Louis, but Shirley insists to this day
that this was never the case.
In addition to the hordes of journalists drawn to
No. 63 the extraordinary reports attracted countless
spiritualists and psychical researchers, almost all of
whom exasperated the Hitchings family with their
extremes of credulity or cynicism. The only visitor
to truly win their conﬁdence was Harold Chibbett, a
56-year-old civil servant and amateur but dedicated
psychical researcher based in north London. It
is thanks to Chibbett’s tireless documentation of

events that a detailed account of this bizarre story
survives.
After several weeks of communicating, it seemed
that tapping was no longer enough for Donald.
From time to time, beginning in late March,
scraps of paper bearing scribbles and (at ﬁrst only
occasionally) intelligible words were discovered
around the house. Nobody ever actually witnessed
Donald writing these messages but none of
the living occupants of No. 63 would admit
responsibility and the Hitchings family concluded
that the mysterious author had to be Donald.
And after many months of close involvement
Harold Chibbett also accepted that he and the
family appeared to be receiving handwritten
communiqués from a spirit!
(A fuller account of how this story developed is
given in my 2006 book Haunted Wandsworth,
recently reprinted by The History Press. For further
details, please see my website at www.james-clark.
co.uk.)
By December 1956, Donald’s existence was fully
accepted by the family and he had become wholly
integrated into their daily life. In Chibbett’s
opinion, Donald was now “treated almost as a kind
of invisible ‘son’ by the Hitchings”. The poltergeist’s
more dramatic and frightening antics had
temporarily abated and in fact he reportedly spent
much of his time watching television programmes!
(He was a particular fan of The Adventures of
Robin Hood.) But he continued to communicate
– almost entirely in writing now – and notes in
what had become his characteristic style of curved
capital letters, littered with spelling mistakes and
the odd French word, were turning up around the
house increasingly frequently. It was evident from
these that Donald’s thoughts were turning towards
Christmas.

taken over by the poltergeist). In his casebook,
Chibbett described the scene he found there:
“Paper streamers crisscrossed the room in various
directions. Cotton wool in vast quantity was stuck
on every available space, and a small Christmas
tree was already hung with presents from ‘Donald’
– even one for me, tersely entitled: ‘For Chib’. In the
centre of the mirror, decked out in gaily coloured
tissue paper, were the words: ‘JOYEUX NOEL’. I was
assured that all the family had done was to start the
decorations. The rest had been ﬁnished by ‘Donald’
himself, in a remarkably short space of time.”
After spending some time in Donald’s room
questioning Shirley about recent events, Chibbett
asked whether Donald would like a Christmas
present. “Rather rashly, I promised to get him
whatever he wanted!” he wrote afterwards. “In fact,
I suggested that he should state his requirements
in a letter.” A little later, as Chibbett stood in the
passageway preparing to go home, “something
hurtled out of ‘Donald’s’ room, which was in
darkness, and landed with a thud at the foot of
the stairs, just by my feet. [N.B. Chibbett did not
make it clear whether or not anybody was present
in Donald’s room when this happened.] I picked
it up. It was a cardboard box containing some of
Shirley’s paints. On the bottom were scrawled – in
‘Donald’s’ handwriting – the following words:
‘CHIB – I WANT TRAIN!’” Chibbett was as good as
his word and duly bought the poltergeist a toy train
for Christmas.

One note, found on Thursday 6 December, read:
“Renee [Donald often referred to Shirley – whose
middle name is Irene – by the vaguely Frenchsounding name Renee or Renie] … I want you
[and] me to make Christmassy things … wee [oui]
… you get things … Kit [Mrs Hitchings] [will]
give you [a] silver bit … write on list what [to] get
because I cannot go up shop”.
The following Monday, Donald asked for materials
to make Christmas decorations, requesting: “pins to
put up paper … I want red, yellow, blanche paper
please … six cards, pins, paper crepe … I will make
magic lanterns”.

The back of a Christmas card received
by the Hitchings family in December
1956. The message shown was allegedly
written by Donald a.k.a. Louis, the
poltergeist.
Copyright: Shirle Hitchings

When Chibbett visited No. 63 the next day he
found Wally decorating the kitchen and was told
that Donald had already taken it upon himself
to decorate “his room” (a particular downstairs
room that had by this time been essentially

Soon after learning to write, Donald had taken
to writing (and even somehow posting) letters
to numerous people, including the stars of his
favourite television shows. Now, the poltergeist
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started to send Christmas cards as well. Chibbett
was among the ﬁrst to receive one in the post;
it was inscribed: “To Mr Chib from Donald
– Joyeux Noël!” Shirley and her parents received
another, a card showing Westminster Abbey with a
handwritten message on the back reading: “To Kit
Wallie and my Renie... Joyeux Noël” [sic].
With seasonal greetings ﬂying back and forth,
even the local South London Advertiser newspaper
publicly wished Shirley a Merry Christmas that

notes, “‘Donald’’ had acquired the Yuletide habit of
giving and receiving presents – at his host’s expense
of course!” Donald would tell the family what to
buy on his behalf and someone would purchase it
using Wally’s money. On one occasion, for example,
Chibbett (a pipe-smoker) was delighted to receive
“a pair of tastefully-decorated clay ‘churchwarden’
pipes”. On Friday 20 December 1957 the researcher
visited No. 63 with his wife Lily and they asked
the poltergeist what he wanted for his own
Christmas present. This time, the reply came by
tapping: “Seventeenth century toy like I had at
home.” Chibbett asked where such a toy might be
obtained and the taps replied: “In an antique shop
– in Regent Street.” Further tapped information
narrowed down the location. When Chibbett asked
what sort of toy Donald wanted he was told: “Doll...
Mother”, which Chibbett understood to mean a doll
dressed as Marie Antoinette. Donald often claimed
to be able to visit locations in spirit form and was
adamant that the shop he had in mind had dolls
just like this in stock at that moment.

The next day was a miserably rainy Saturday and
Chibbett made the journey into central London
to look for Donald’s doll. That evening he wrote
a letter to Wally relating how the trip had gone: “I
have just returned, rather battered, tired and wet,
from a trip to Regent Street. Forlorn and depressed,
I traipsed up one side of Regent Street and down
the other. Hanover Street was even less inviting
in the rain, and even Maddox Street produced no
results. No signs at all of antique shops, let alone
dolls dressed like Marie Antoinette or even Aunt
Sally. Then I thought to myself, what sort of shop
would ‘Donald’ be likely to visit? Any shop even
Donald the poltergeist claimed that he
remotely associated with France, I guessed.” Just
was really the spirit of Louis, the longthen, Chibbett’s eye had caught an illuminated
dead son of King Louis XVI and Queen
sign above a shop, reading “LIBERTE. EGALITE.
Marie Antoinette of France. (Portrait of
FRATERNITE.” The coincidence between the
Louis in 1792 by Alexander Kucharsky.)
associations of this phrase and Donald’s claim to be
Louis, son of the French king and queen guillotined
during the French Revolution prompted him
year, in gratitude for the many articles she had
immediately to enter that shop. It had several ﬂoors
inspired. In the 20 December 1956 issue, the paper
but Chibbett soon located the toy department
wrote: “Merry Christmas to Shirley Hitchings... and, and “there, on a counter, displayed by the dozen,
for her stocking, a collection of all the Christmas
were dolls dressed in period costume. A cursory
ghost yarns ever written. You’ve got to hand it to
inspection revealed Henry VIII, Anne Boleyn, and
15-year-old Shirley. She held all Britain more ﬁrmly many others. I said to the assistant – ‘I suppose
entranced than Uncle Naser himself – with her
these are mostly of English Royalty in period
romance with a spirit.” (“Uncle Naser” [sic] referred dress?’ She replied – ‘Yes – can I help you?’ I said:
to Egypt’s President Nasser and the Suez Canal
‘I was actually looking for a doll dressed as Marie
Crisis of 1956.)
Antoinette.’ The Assistant gestured towards the very
doll I was looking at. It was – ‘Marie Antoinette’.”
And so 1956 drew to an end with Donald showing
no signs of leaving. Most poltergeists seem to fade
Tempted as he was to see this as evidence for
away after only a few weeks or months but Donald
Donald’s apparently paranormal powers, the
would stay with Shirley and her family for many
researcher remained keen to test the poltergeist’s
years to come and would celebrate several more
claims. In his letter to Wally he did not say which
Christmases with them.
shop he had visited and he requested that Wally
ask Donald to reveal the name of the shop and
“By Xmas time, 1957,” recorded Chibbett in his case the precise ﬂoor on which the toy department
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was located. A couple of days later, Wally visited
Chibbett at the latter’s home, bringing with him a
note written and signed by Donald. It read: “Doll,
Store name Nickalos, Price 10 guineas.”
“All these allegations were incorrect,” admitted a
disappointed Chibbett. “Either coincidence and
wishful thinking directed me to a shop where there
happened to be dolls dressed in period costume, or
else I had missed completely the shop indicated by
‘Donald’.”
Christmas 1958 brought a more impressive
demonstration of Donald’s abilities. Almost since
the ﬁrst instance of banging and tapping nearly two
years before, there had been sceptical suggestions
that Shirley was making the sounds herself, perhaps
by an unusual ability to click the joints in her toes
loudly. The possibility that this was a sufﬁcient
explanation for Donald’s noisemaking was about to
take a blow.
On Saturday 20 December Chibbett and his wife
visited Wycliffe Road to ﬁnd that Donald had
once again put up his own Christmas decorations.
According to Wally, the poltergeist had made a
reasonably good job of it this year, although he
had left the decorations hanging rather too low
down and so Wally had re-fastened them higher
up. Donald had also been sending Christmas cards
to various people again, including his usual TV
favourites.

presents to remain unopened until Christmas Day
for whenever anyone happened to touch one of
the parcels a very indignant tapping sound would
erupt from the ﬂoor or walls. It was Lily Chibbett
who noticed a curious detail. The taps sounded the
instant a parcel was touched, even if it were touched
surreptitiously while Shirley was looking in the
other direction. Lily drew her husband’s attention
to this and he conﬁrmed her observation. This
detail, wrote Chibbett later, indicated “that ‘Donald’
could see [what was happening] even though
Shirley could not. There was no mirror which could
have reﬂected the action, and she could not possibly
have been aware of the exact moment when the
package was touched.”
Whatever Donald was – a supernatural trickster,
the spirit son of Marie Antoinette, some aspect of
young Shirley’s psyche (possibly endowed with
remarkable powers), or something else – he would
celebrate at least another ﬁve Christmases with the
Hitchings family. Over time, however, he began
to fade, making his presence known less and less
often until at long last it was evident that he had
departed. He left behind him a fascinating tale,
numerous letters, Christmas cards and presents,
and – more than anything else – the puzzled
wonder of the Hitchings family and Harold
Chibbett.
I am currently writing a book with Shirley
Hitchings that will for the ﬁrst time tell the full
story of Donald the poltergeist and the events that
took place in No. 63 Wycliffe Road in Battersea.
Interested readers are invited to visit my website at
www.james-clark.co.uk to ﬁnd further details or
to sign up to receive notiﬁcation when this book is
published.

Another Christmas card supposedly sent by the poltergeist.
This one was received by psychical researcher Harold Chibbett
and his wife Lily (year unknown). The message reads: “TO
MONSIEUR CHIBBETT ET MADAME CHIBBETT FROM H.R.H
PRINCE LOUIS PHILLIPPE”.
Copyright: Shirley Hitchings

The Chibbetts had brought with them presents for
each of the Hitchings family, including Donald,
and these were placed on the sideboard as everyone
stood around chatting. They soon realised with
amusement that Donald appeared keen for the
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Coachman’s Corner
Tony Evans

T

he collection at Gunnersbury Park Museum It is noteworthy that in the Wandsworth Tithe
is housed in the early-nineteenth-century Map for 1838, Plot 45 on the East Hill site is
mansion of the Rothschild family, and in described as John Gooding’s ‘Coachmaker’s
that collection there are two beautifully Yard and Shops’.
maintained carriages that once were used
by the Rothschilds themselves. One of the
carriages, a town or travelling chariot, bears
the mark ‘Stamper – East Hill – Wandsworth’
engraved on its axle caps. This presents
a problem for the Wandsworth historian,
since although the coach was built about
1820, William Stamper, coachbuilder, did not
come to East Hill until 1844.1 A writer in a
coaching journal in 1988 expressed doubt
that Stamper was the builder and suggested
that ‘Stampers may have bought it [the coach]
from a “coachmaker to the trade”, painted,
trimmed and ﬁnished it themselves and put The East Hill/North Street/St Anne’s Hill intersection
their name to it. I ﬁnd it surprising that a as it appeared on the Ordnance Survey map of 1865
showing the main Stamper & Son block (marked
family of such importance, living so near to
by an arrow) with access south and west.
London, did not patronise one of the major
well-known carriage builders.’2 Surviving
years of receipts in the Rothschild Archives
include maintenance costs for the Rothschild William Stamper was born in Brompton,
carriages of all kinds, and these conﬁrm that Middlesex, and was probably a newcomer
this work was certainly done by London to Wandsworth when his name ﬁrst appears
coachbuilders such as Alfred Stocken and in the Dunsford Manor records.3 In 1881 the
Barkers. Possibilities remain either that some census record shows that William had died
of the repair work was contracted out by and that the business was in the hands of
these ﬁrms, and that Stamper was involved in his widow, although presumably run by his
this manner, or that repairs were undertaken son, William James Stamper, whose entry as a
in Wandsworth after damage to the coach coachbuilder included the information that he
occurring by accident in this locality. That was employing eighteen men. His residence
parts of the Rothschild town chariot passed was in Lancaster Lodge, a little up the hill
through the Stamper portals at some time for to the east of where his widowed mother
reasons unknown is all that can be claimed still lived at the East Hill works. By 1909 the
with certainty.
carriage trade had started to expand into the
motor-car body business, and this persisted
until some time during World War One when
The site of Stamper’s coachworks was the East Hill works and the Stamper name
originally part of Bridge Field at the corner of disappeared.
Slow or Slough Lane or North Street (Fairﬁeld
Street today) and the foot of East Hill or
London Road (see the map). In the search to Coachmakers’ Company of London
date the establishment of the ﬁrm’s business The name of William Stamper (born 1804)
at that location it emerged that the site does not appear in the surviving records of
had been used by a Wandsworth family of the Coachmakers’ Company at the Guildhall
wheelwrights immediately before Stamper. Library, London. His son, William James
The census returns for 1841 show John Stamper (born 1830), is entered as being
Gooding, wheelwright, in residence at the East granted his Freedom on 2 September 1867
Hill address and his name can also be traced but an entry for him under Apprentice
back in the Land Tax returns for Wandsworth Bindings was not found. This could mean that
(Fourth Quarter) to 1820. His father, Michael his admission to Livery at such a late age was
Gooding, was a wheelwright in Garratt Lane. obtained by purchase.

The complex of buildings that formed Stamper’s coachworks at the corner of East Hill and Fairﬁeld
Street, c.1910. (Wandsworth Heritage Service)

Earlier Use of the Site
Buildings on the Slough Lane corner are
identiﬁed and comprehensively covered in
ﬁre insurance records for the 1700s4 and, with
the manorial records for Dunsford Manor
mentioned above, these uncover earlier
names associated with the history of this part
of Bridge Field.
Originally part of the Peter de la Porte estate
(a name mentioned in a 1719 building ﬁre
policy), buildings at the corner were occupied,
after a period in the hands of a merchant
named William Wynch, by a Wandsworth
calico printer, John Wood, from 1774 to about
1800. It is not clear whether Wood ran his
calico printing business from this site. After
his death part of the property eventually
passed to his son, Nicholas, and the Dunsford
records on 23 November 1844 show it was
from Nicholas Wood that a piece of land 28
ft square fronting the London Road (i.e. East
Hill) was passed to William Stamper.
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Journey’s End
by Simon McNeill-Ritchie

F

or some reason I always associate
Christmas with long, difﬁcult journeys.
Maybe it is because of childhood
memories of school nativity plays
– Mary riding on the donkey, with Joseph
walking alongside her; or the voyage across
the deserts beneath the stars of the Three
Wise Men – and their sense of relief at ﬁnally
reaching the end of their journeys in the
stable at Bethlehem.
Or perhaps it is because as one of many
expatriate Scots living in London I face the
prospect of yet another eight-hour ordeal up
the M6 to my parents’ home in Perthshire. A
fellow Scot once wrote ‘to travel hopefully is
a better thing than to arrive.’ But then Robert
Louis Stevenson never had to drive bumperto-bumper in three lanes of motorway trafﬁc,
‘relieved’ only by crowded service stations
and long queues for petrol. For me, the
journey is made bearable only by the certain
knowledge that waiting for me at the end of
it will be family and friends, a hot meal and
the ﬁrst of several drams of malt whisky.

crafts, such as silk-weaving and calicoprinting. Here, in the centre of Wandsworth,
they also produced a scarlet dye made from
Brazil wood at Middle Mill, which for a while
became known as ‘Brazil’ Mill. Together
with the hat-making skills brought by other
Huguenots from Caudebec in Normandy,
they produced ﬁne quality hats of vibrant
scarlet that were in great demand among the
cardinals in Rome – an irony that probably
was not lost on them. Today, teardrops
feature on the Borough’s coat-of-arms in
acknowledgement of the great hardships
endured along the way by the Huguenots
before their arrival here.

When Robert Louis Stevenson was alive,
Wandsworth provided the deprived and
disadvantaged of Victorian society with
‘homes’ of a different sort. Its close proximity
to the centre of London, yet with plentiful
open spaces, made Wandsworth an attractive
location for many charitable institutions.
In 1851, St Peter’s Hospital, also known as
the Fishmongers’ Almshouse, moved from
the City of London to St John’s Hill, and the
Wandsworth has a long tradition as a place of Freemasons’ Orphanage for Girls was built
rest and refuge at the end of difﬁcult journeys on what is now the site of the Peabody
for waves of immigrants, driven here over
estate, above Clapham Junction. In 1858, a
the centuries by war and persecution. Celts,
Home for Homeless and Destitute Boys was
Romans and Saxons all made their way to this built next to the Wandle, where The Ram
area, and its very place-name is derived from
Brewery now stands, and the following
Wendleswurth meaning ‘Wendel’s settlement’, year the Royal Victoria Patriotic Asylum for
established on the Thames by AD693 by sea- the female orphans of soldiers and sailors
raiders who braved the crossing of the North killed in the Crimean War opened to receive
Sea and navigated the Thames in open boats. 300 girls from all over Britain. Conditions
in these institutions may have been every
One thousand years later, in the largest wave bit as harsh as any described by Charles
of immigration by a single community ever
Dickens, but in the century before the advent
into Britain, an estimated 50,000 Huguenots
of the Welfare State they were often better
and other French Protestants ﬂed to England than the alternative fates that befell other
to escape religious persecution. Many of
unfortunates.
them chose to settle along the Wandle,
whose clear, fast-ﬂowing waters were
The Royal Victoria Patriotic School provided
particularly well-suited to their traditional
a very different sort of refuge during the

Great War (the term ‘Asylum’ was dropped a
few years earlier). The orphans were moved
out to houses in neighbouring Spencer
Park and the building commandeered by
the Territorial Army as the Third London
General Hospital, one of the capital’s ‘Big Four’
war hospitals. At the height of the war, the
hospital housed more than 2,600 patients in
wooden wards that stretched right across the
top of Wandsworth Common in what became
known as ‘Bungalow Town’. The wounded
arrived from Flanders aboard hospital trains
at Clapham Junction, where orderlies carried
them on stretchers to waiting ambulances
outside for the last stage of their terrible
journey up St John’s Hill to the hospital.
Many of the wounded had already travelled
from the furthest parts of the British Empire
to ﬁght with us at Gallipoli and Flanders, and
while many returned home after the war, not
all of them survived – as the Commonwealth
war graves in Wandsworth Cemetery today
bear witness.
WW2 saw Wandsworth become the
destination for every refugee arriving
anywhere in Britain from Occupied Europe.
The sudden collapse of France and the Low
Countries in summer 1940 led to a huge inﬂux
of refugees from the continent, some of whom
it was widely-feared might be enemy agents.
Initially, Immigration Ofﬁcers interviewed
refugees at whichever ports they arrived, but
this made it impossible to check their stories
against information recorded elsewhere. In
October 1940, MI5 prevailed upon the Home
Ofﬁce to create a single, central establishment
for the detention and interrogation of adult
males refugees, and the place they chose
was once again the Royal Victoria Patriotic
School. (Women and children were held at
101, Nightingale Lane under less demanding
conditions.) From January 1941, every foreign
arrival was sent directly under guard to
Wandsworth for interrogation, irrespective
of position or rank - as the future French
President, François Mitterand discovered in
1943 to his great irritation! By the end of the
war an estimated 33,000 foreign nationals
had been detained and interrogated at the
School. In all, six spies were uncovered at the
School, three of whom were later returned to

Wandsworth to be executed at the prison by
the renowned hangman, Albert Pierrepoint.
However, the vast majority of prisoners were
welcomed as innocent refuges and quickly
freed to play their part in the Allied war effort.
WW2 also gave many people in Wandsworth
a taste of what it was like to be refugees. The
Evacuation in September 1939 involved the
single, largest movement of people within
Britain ever. In London alone, 827,000 school
children were evacuated to the country
with 103,000 teachers and helpers, as well
as 524,000 children under the school age
and their mothers. In September this year,
children from Beatrix Potter and Swafﬁeld
Primary Schools reenacted the evacuation
of Wandsworth children to Shamley Green
in Surrey seventy years ago There they met
ﬁve of the original evacuees and learned how
this rural community had become a second
‘home‘ to them. It was just as well they did:
1 million Londoners were made homeless in
the Blitz as 1.4 million homes - one third of
London’s housing stock - were damaged or
destroyed. More bombs fell in Wandsworth
than any other London borough, demolishing
more than 4,000 of our homes and damaging
a further 72,000.

R

obert Louis Stevenson would have
loved these tales from Wandsworth’s
history: many of his own stories
– Treasure Island, Kidnapped – are full of
adventure, adversity and difﬁcult journeys,
at the end of which the hero ﬁnds his way
home safely. An intrepid traveller himself,
Stevenson believed that ‘we are all travellers in
the wilderness of this world, and the best we can
ﬁnd in our travels is an honest friend.’ On this
point, Stevenson and I can agree – especially if
that honest friend is holding out a dram of malt
whisky!
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Gray’s
Eulogy
ALS Architects: Now bigger
and even better thanks to a
merger with Andrew Catto
Architects with our own
John Dawson designing a
2IC Wandsworth.
Archetype Productions:
Computers pose problems
from time to time for
everyone from the novice to
the expert. When problems
occur call the expert’s expert
– Archetype!
Bolingbroke Bookshop:
Everybody knows that
Michael Gibbs is back at the
shop he founded and that
means that everything that
made it your favourite is
still there, including lots of
support for local authors.
Brady’s: Luke’s ﬁsh comes
straight from the coast
which explains why you’re
cramming this famous ﬁsh
’n’ chippy to the door and
now you can have lunch
there too.
Cockburn & York: With
lines like “Who owesya
baby?” and those red boots,
difﬁcult debts suddenly seem
collectable.
Emanuel School: This
centuries-old school proves
it pays to advertise, even if
you’re a leader in your ﬁeld.
An old school but with a new
head since September ‘04.
Finton House School: 169
plus 171 add up to a great
deal. Play hard, work hard
but don’t wish away these
happy schooldays.
Le Gothique: The Royal
Victoria Patriotic Building
is such a romantic name
and the building itself so
wonderful that a visit to
its very own restaurant for
lunch, dinner or perhaps a
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wedding reception – and I’ve
done all three! – is a must for
all our readers.

still pedalling them!) I
wonder if the ‘perfect’ saddle
publicised recently has gone
into production yet.

Harrison Allen: We all have
potential if we did but realise
it. Julie and Sheila do realise
it.

Sullivan Thomas: Gregory
and his team occupy one
of Bellevue Road’s key
sites. Well, key sites is their
business – rent or buy.

IntypeLibra: The Bedside
edition of our newsletter is
proof positive of the very
high quality of IntypeLibra’s
digital printing.

Wimbledon Club: You
all know how beautiful
Capability Brown’s
Wimbledon Park landscape
is. The club there offers golf,
cricket, hockey, tennis and
gym, a restaurant, a bar...
and 5 squash courts.

John Thorogood: Buying
or selling, if it’s a house or a
ﬂat, you want an estate agent
that’s thorough and good.
Tick both boxes.
London Door Co: Door-todoor salesmen are one thing
but a business that sells such
beautiful doors – I’ve been to
the workshop – makes every
entrance and exit a pleasure.

Wimbledon Village Stables:
My riding habits go back a
long way – to a 4-year old in
the Chiltern Hills – but the
29 years at SW19 have really
taught me. Surely the bestrun stables in the land.

MWR Motors: You know
you know where the tréma
comes from but you just
can’t think. Yes, it’s Citroën.
Of course! A special car? You
bet. Your car needs special
care.

Young & Co’s Brewery: Still
getting a quart into a pint
pot and these days many
Young’s pubs are the ideal
places to eat a really good
meal too.

Northcut: Dermot must
be a locksmith, no, a tress
counsellor, well, a magician.
Oh, all right, he’s all three.
Oranges & Lemons: All the
latest in sounds from the
tiniest and subtlest to the
loudest, pounding bass and,
if like me you don’t have the
state of the art, they’ll apply
all the necessary care and
attention.
Richard Cullinan Joinery:
It’s great to see Richard’s
name gracing our pages
again and a timely reminder
to think about ﬁtted
furniture. Deﬁnitely on my
shopping list.

Iain K S Gray
St Luke’s Music Society:
This music society has gone
from strength to strength.
The latest concert (by
the home-grown Festival
Chorus) won loud and
prolonged applause from
a large audience. Were you
there?
Siena: No need to go to
Bond Street for the best
and most elegant fashions.
Ladies, Bellevue Road can be
the centre of the world.
Stratton Cycles: Still
peddling their wares after
all these years (and we’re

St Luke’s Music Society
“this important contribution to the cultural life of
Battersea and South West London”

2009/10 Season
23 January 2010 at 7.30

Jacqui Dankworth

St Luke’s Music Society is thrilled to welcome Jacqui Dankworth for her first
appearance at St Luke’s. Coming from a famous musical heritage, Jacqui has
established her own musical talent as a superb singer of a wide range of jazz and
popular music: “I simply sing beautiful songs with beautiful melodies no matter
which era or genre they come from”, she says.
“Compassionate soulfulness”

The Guardian

20 February 2010 at 7.30

Crispian Steele Perkins (trumpet)
with David Goode (organ)
One of this country’s most popular trumpeters replaces Alison Balsom, who was
booked to appear but is expecting her first child. Crispian is not just a superb
performer, but also an excellent raconteur and advocate of the trumpet, and during
this recital will play a variety of trumpets and a broad range of music. Crispian performs regularly at
the Royal Albert Hall, Barbican and Royal Festival Hall, and will be joined by David Goode, who is
organist at Eton College and featured in the 2009 BBC Proms and will perform a sonata by Naji Hakim
on the recently restored St Luke’s organ.

17 April 2010 at 7.30

Flanders Recorder Quartet
“The players swayed and swooned, combining the breathy timbre of a portative
organ with the expressive interplay of a fine string quartet”
New York Times
The Flanders Recorder Quartet are among the world’s leading exponents of arguably the most popular
musical instrument today. Their programme traces the history of the recorder on many different
instruments – ancient and modern. The music will include by Bach, Vivaldi and Sweelinck alongside
more recent pieces written especially for the quartet. The Quartet’s worldwide performances have built
them a huge reputation among recorder players for their imaginative and enjoyable concerts.

Box Office @ www.slms.org.uk or 07951 791619
All tickets £16 (£12 concessions)

For postal bookings
St Luke’s Concert Series
St Luke’s Community Hall
194 Ramsden Road
London
SW12 8RQ

For personal bookings only
Northcote Music Shop
155c Northcote Road
London
SW11 6QB
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Ornament, memory and the cosmopolitan city
: fashioning diaspora space
Earlier this year I gave a talk to the
Wandsworth Society, of which this is a
digest.

I

1

am an artist researcher in an Arts and
Humanities Research Council funded
project titled ‘Fashioning Diaspora Space’,
based between Royal Holloway, University
of London, and the Victoria and Albert
Museum. The Fashioning Diaspora Space
project is concerned with a re-imagining
of the relations between culture, place
and identity and focuses on pattern and
ornament, looking at South Asian clothing
textiles in British culture in colonial
and post-colonial times, exploring the
processes of material cultural exchange
between Britain and India. It involves
researchers in design history at the
V&A and cultural geographers at Royal
Holloway, University of London, where I
have been based as a practising artist.
My visual research has been in two sites:
the areas of the shops in Green Street,
Newham, E7, (1) and the South Asian
textile collection at the V&A. A kind of
connection ﬂows between nineteenth
and early twentieth century areas such as
suburban Newham and the more centrally
located V&A, the national museum of
design and ornament. How so?
A long history links British colonial
domination of India, the period when the
foundations of the V&A textile collection
were laid, and the post-colonial, postwar surge of South Asian immigration
into Britain, the two phenomena being
directly connected. (There also exists a
relationship between the textile design sold
in contemporary British Asian shops and
that archived and exhibited in the V&A
as a trove of cultural memory in textile
form.)

2
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The city evinces traditions in building,
not least in the ornament which tells us
what a place is. Ornament can act as
bearer of meaning and memory in the
city, all the more powerfully for being so
familiar as to be no longer visible. It works
below the level of our consciousness to
form deeply accustomed, unquestioned

visual backgrounds which nonetheless
work to deﬁne places for us. Ornament
declares cultural identities and can also
offer clues to the diverse ways in which
different cultures imagine space, clues to
cosmologies, to world-views.
The patterns I am interested in may take
a variety of forms, they may appear in
buildings, in textiles, in material objects,
all of them the media through which
meanings are made. Their inherent
mutability is important: attempts to pin
them down, as in the museum or in the
pattern book, never quite succeed, for good
reason.

3

T

he South Asian communities which
have been arriving in the area around
Green Street in the post war period did
not come into a neutral space, not that
space is ever neutral. They arrived into
late nineteenth century suburbs and as
such these streets were already laden in
a particular way. The hinterland around
Green Street, far beyond the old East
End of London, developed in the late
nineteenth century as a collection of
suburbs in low Victorian Gothic-revival
mode. (2, 3) The houses have massproduced stucco and terra-cotta ornament
round the windows and doors which seem
reminiscent of such gothic motifs as the
leaves of Southwell Minster, with some
recognisable ‘English’ ﬂowers among the
generic ones (4, 5). In the nineteenth
century there was a phase of building in
these new suburbs which seems linked
to the construction of English national
identity, by people who wanted to see
themselves as one-time ‘country yeomen’
however industrialised their world might
now be. The ornament suggests that they
were telling themselves that they were
still ‘country-lovers’, evoking a pastoral
identity even though their architectural
mouldings of leafy swags and ﬂowers
were industrially produced. This was a
fantasy mediaevalism, probably ascribable
to anxiety brought on by the Industrial
Revolution, owing much to Ruskin;
certainly the drawings of Augustin
Pugin (the father of A.W.Pugin), of high
gothic details from English Cathedrals,
Oxbridge colleges and ancient public
school buildings seems, ironically, to be
some kind of early nineteenth century
precursor to this mass produced industrial
late nineteenth century low Gothic revival
architectural ornament.(6) The 19th
century Gothic revival was of course also
deeply rooted in Christianity, also a very

4

5

6
45

46

important force in the late 19th century
world of suburban, ornamented building.
This nostalgia mingled with an interest
in classical motifs – the Romans having
built an empire with which the British
also strongly identiﬁed. (7, 8) So these city
suburbs represent a late nineteenth century
construction of ‘Englishness’.

7

How are that environment, and that
notion, changed by the post-war inﬂux
of quite other traditions of ornament
coming in from post-colonial countries,
including South Asia? The British Empire
has come ‘home’ if you like and around
Green Street, with its British South Asian
populations, we see a place where histories
and meanings are intersecting. Each new
addition throws another light on earlier
elements. A woman wearing her salwar
kameez in such a street changes both the
street and the salwar, casting both in a new
light (9). The complexity of the meanings
of ‘Britishness’ in the twenty ﬁrst century
is visible in these images. (10
Helen Scalway,
October 2009.
For more information please see Helen’s blog
on the V&A website at http://www.vam.
ac.uk/vastatic/microsites/1750_scalway/
blog/
Text and images copyright Helen Scalway
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A voyage of a lifetime
a journey on The Trans-Siberian Railway

Stuart Thom lived and worked in Russia for
a number of years, initially as First Secretary
(Commercial) in the British Embassy Moscow
and subsequently set up the ofﬁce of Ernst &
Young in Russia. He is currently Chairman of
the GB Russia Society.
I received an invitation earlier this year from
the well-known tour group GW Travel, to
be their guest lecturer on the Trans-Siberian
Railway. This is not just your normal vodkadrinking, six-in-a-carriage version. This is
your top-of-the-range luxury version, with
en-suite bathrooms and a classy dining car
with bar and resident pianist.
I did not hesitate, and found myself in early
September in Vladivostok some 6000 miles
from Wandsworth. Vladivostok is a major
port with some similarities to San Francisco
in its hills and outlook on the ocean. We
left overnight for Khabarovsk which is an
attractive city situated above the Amur

Local business offering reliable advice and
assistance with your computer-related
problems in the home or office, including:
�
�
�
�
�

Problem solving
What to buy
Hardware and software installation
Broadband and wireless networking
One-to-one training

Workshop 22, Royal Victoria Patriotic Building,
off John Archer Way, London SW18 3SX
T 020 8877 1696 F 020 8877 9971
E sales@archetype-productions.co.uk

river, named after a Siberian adventurer,
but actually founded by one of the great
Russian imperialists, Muraiev-Amursky.
He persuaded the Chinese to let him have
a huge chunk of eastern Siberia by dint
of conquest, so Russia came to possess a
territory the size of Texas bordering on the
Paciﬁc. We journeyed west through the
Siberian tundra, with the monopoly of the
pine trees outside broken only by the guest
lecturer’s talks on Russia and the opening of
Siberia!
The reward for patience was a barbecue in
the autumn sunshine on the shores of Lake
Baikal. This is the largest fresh water lake on
earth with 20% of the world’s fresh water. It
was magniﬁcent, and being where we were,
even more impressive when one considers
the original train line was carved out of rock
between 1902 and 1904 by the lake side with
39 tunnels over 84 kilometres. In fact before
the connection to the other side of the lake
was built, two British-made steamers the
Angara and the Baikal built on the Tyne,
carried passengers and trains across.
The next day we were in Ulan Baator the
capital of Mongolia. It is quite a lively,
active place with shops selling cashmere and
the opportunity for enthusiasts to sample
mare’s milk! We did not spend long in
Mongolia, as most of the exciting part is to
the south with the Gobi desert and trekking
on offer.
We reached Irkutsk a day later. Irkutsk is a
lovely town with both attractive 19th century
wooden and stone buildings right in the city
centre, unlike other Russian cities. It has a
particular heritage in that it was here that
two of the leading “Decembrists” settled.
The “Decembrists” were a group of young,
naïve aristocrats who took part in an illfated rising against the tsar in 1825, and
ﬁve were hanged, with one hundred exiled
to Siberia. The most famous was Prince
Sergei Volkonsky, whose wife Maria, joined
him after a 4000-mile trip by horse-drawn
sledge. She was beautiful and courageous
and pursued by Pushkin among others.
She established the Irkutsk opera house,
a school, did much good works and was
known as the “Princess of Siberia”. For me

the Terrible and several Faberge eggs.
The Novodevichy cemetery has the ornate
tombs of Rostropovich, Kruschev, Chekhov,
Yeltsin and Raisa Gorbacheva. Given that we
had just visited Kazan, it was appropriate we
visited St Basil’s Cathedral on Red Square as
it was built by Ivan the Terrible to celebrate
his conquest. But if you want trafﬁc,
Moscow is the worst. The rise of the new
rich has meant that there are now massive
trafﬁc jams on roads built for 600,000 cars
that now handle 6 million.
there was something spine-tingling sitting
at an evening concert in her elegant wooden
dacha listening to a Russian pianist playing
the very piano she had brought from
Moscow.
From Irkutsk we moved on to the Russian
science city of Novosibirsk which appeared
to have fallen on hard times, as they were
selling semi-precious stones from the
geological museum to boost the revenues.
However the next city Ekaterinburg more
than made up for historical content, given it
was here the last tsar Nicholas and his family
were shot. There is now renewed interest
in the Romanovs in Russia and we were
able to visit a new cathedral built on the
site of the family’s execution. Just outside
Ekaterinburg is a marker for the dividing
line between Europe and Asia. Again, highly
symbolic.
The city of Kazan is the capital of Tatarstan.
It has its own kremlin (or fortress) but is
primarily a Muslim city with a new mosque
that dominates the skyline, rising above the
river Volga. Interestingly there are some
20 million Muslims in Russia of whom the
majority are in Tatarstan. Ivan the Terrible
captured Kazan in 1556 and he would surely
be astounded to learn it has retained its
Muslim heritage so clearly, as well as being
oil-rich.
The last stage of the journey was Moscow.
For anyone who has not visited the city it
is one of the most fascinating in the world.
The Kremlin is well worth seeing with its
cathedrals and its hugely impressive museum
known as the “Arsenal” which has the coach
of Catherine the Great, the throne of Ivan

Such a trip was great fun, very stimulating
and it is just possible my fellow passengers
managed to glean some useful facts about
Russia and Russian politics from their guest
lecturer!
Councillor Stuart Thom

Red

Collectors’ item
Red Kickers (circa 1972?)
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Interesting Wandsworth Plant Records - 2009

Although some botanists feel they need to
travel to more rural areas to pursue their
interests, urban areas can turn up surprises.
This note lists some of the 2009 surprises.
Bloody Crane’s-bill (Geranium
sanguineum)
Covering an old grave, behind toilet
building in Streatham Cemetery, Garratt
Lane, Tooting, SW17, July 2009. One of
Britain’s most attractive wild crane’s-bill,
most usually found in coastal areas in the
north and west, but also grown in gardens.
Presumably the Streatham Cemetery colony
originated from plants planted in the
grave, but it continues to thrive on the now
neglected grave.
Hound’s-tongue (Cynoglossum ofﬁcinale)
Several plants in corner of playﬁeld at
junction of Trinity Road with Burntwood
Lane, Tooting, SW17, June 2009. A native
species, mostly on sand, shingle or limestone,
not seen before by me in Wandsworth or
elsewhere in London. The corner of the
ﬁeld in which it grows has piles of sand on
it; presumably the plants were introduced,
as seed, with the sand.
Kashmir Balsam (Impatiens balfourii)
First noticed in autumn 2007 at the
entrance to a yard between 20b and 24
Chestnut Grove, Balham, SW12, still
surviving 2009. An annual species, native
to the western Himalayas, rather similar to,
but less robust than, the infamous Indian
balsam (I. glandulifera), which aggressively
colonises river banks, including those of the
Wandle, Kashmir balsam was introduced to
Great Britain as an ornamental. It is widely
naturalised in parts of southern France,
but is not common as a wild plant in the
British Isles. When the Balham colony was
discovered in 2007, there were only two
other records from the London area: South
Kensington, where I found it in 2001, and
Teddington in 2003.
Pyramidal orchid (Anacamptis
pyramidalis)
Single plant in clearing in Bedford Wood on
Tooting Common, ﬁrst observed by Peter
White, the Common’s bird-recorder, and
Rodger Evans, in 2008, still there in 2009. A

native species, locally common (for example
in parts of Kent) on chalk and limestone
grassland and calcareous dunes.
Thorn-apple (Datura stramonium)
Four plants in neglected front garden,
41 Rogers Road, Tooting, SW17, October
2009. An annual species which grows on
waste ground, thorn-apple was grown in
the British Isles from late in the sixteenth
century for medicinal uses; amongst other
things it was used to treat asthma. Its seeds
can remain dormant for long periods, or
can be a contaminant of birdseed, so plants
spring up unexpectedly. The native range
of thorn-apple is unknown, with both the
Black Sea region and north America being
suggested as possibilities.
Most of these plants have been observed
during casual wanderings around the
borough. However, over the years I have
compiled an extensive plant list for Tooting
Common, and during the summer members
of the South London Botanical Institute
carried out surveys of the churchyard of St
Nicholas’s Church in Tooting, and Streatham
Cemetery. The SLBI is also carrying out
a long term survey of plants growing in
St Leonard’s churchyard in Streatham. If
anyone would like copies of the any of these
lists, please contact me via info@slbi.org.
uk.
Roy Vickery

Wandsworth Historian

The mystery surrounding an unwanted war memorial found in a back garden in Battersea forms the subject
of the main article in the latest issue of the Wandsworth Historian. There’s also an account of Charles
Haddon Spurgeon, the ﬁery Victorian preacher, who lived for a time in Balham, a reminiscence about the
last trams to run in Wandsworth in 1950, and a disturbing contribution from a survivor of the World War
Two air raids on Putney, in which he challenges the myth that civilian morale never crumbled.
There’s all this and much more in the Autumn 2009 issue of the Wandsworth Historian (ISSN 1751-9225),
the Journal of the Wandsworth Historical Society. Copies cost £3.00 plus £1.00 for postage and packing, and
are available via ngrobson@tiscali.co.uk.
This summer the Wandsworth Historian won the British Association for Local History’s ‘Best short article of
the year’ award for Keith Bailey’s ‘Clapham Junction Swallows a Street’, which was published in the magazine’s
Autumn 2008 issue.
Editor’s note: For further information the website address of the Wandsworth Historical Society is
www.wandsworthhistory.co.uk.

Bad debts

make you see red?
Red

Cockburn & York can trace and collect
your outstanding payments leaving you
to concentrate on building your
business.
We offer tailor-made solutions to a wide
range of debt recovery and credit control
problems.

Studio 8, Royal Victoria Patriotic Building
Fitzhugh Grove, London SW18 3SX
Tel: 020 8870 4567 Fax: 020 8874 4321
Email: iksg@wetraceandcollect.co.uk
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Update from the Director of the new

Wandsworth Museum

More collection donations continue to ﬂood in to the
museum from people across the borough. Recently,
one very special donation was made by our friends at
Youngs Brewery. In October, Torquil Sligo-Young and
Stephen Goodyear, Director and Chief Executive for
Youngs, offered the museum the Youngs Archive for
our collections. The collection will form part of a new
industrial heritage archive to be housed and made
available in the museum. In addition, Youngs have
also offered ﬁnancial support to allow an archivist to
catalogue and transfer the collections to West Hill.
The museum is currently creating a new collections
catalogue to allow detailed research on the collections
and Wandsworth History next year. It is anticipated
that this will also be available online.
Dear Friends and supporters of the new museum
Since our last update in September we have begun
active negotiations with Wandsworth Council for a 20
year lease on the West Hill Library site. Negotiations
have been vigorous and both sides have agreed that
we will conclude for approval in January. The Council
have agreed to support the new museum by allowing
us a grant to cover the lease on the building for the
ﬁrst ﬁve years with potential for further funding going
forward. In advance of the signing of the 20 year
lease the Council have agreed to allow the museum
to move its ofﬁces into West Hill in December so
we may undertake the investigations required for us
to get underway with renovation and decoration in
February 2010. The anticipated ‘soft opening’ for the
new museum is in early May 2010 with a full scale
opening in June.
The 20 year lease agreement with the Council includes
an allowance for the museum to move to other
premises if they prove suitable after the ﬁrst 5 years. It
is still hoped that the ongoing understanding between
the museum and the developer, Minerva, could allow
the museum to move into the historic end of the Ram
Brewery site post-2015 if a favourable deal can be
struck. Minerva is currently taking the RAM Brewery
site through its planning inquiry and the results of this
will be known later next year.
The Council is also negotiating for the transfer of the
collections into the care of the new museum. MLA has
supported both parties and is helping set out the details
for the agreement. MLA is also working with the new
museum to support the process of re-accreditation
of the museum. We anticipate delivering our updated
application for re-accreditation in February so we will
be fully accredited as of the opening in May.
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The museum Education and Outreach Team continue
to do outstanding work. New programmes in Key
Stage 1, 2, 3 and 4 are rolling out across the Borough
and 425 children have participated in programmes
since October. We anticipate twice as many by year
end and an annual total of 3,000 before we open our
doors to the public next year. These programmes are
being run in the schools and are currently free for all
users. During normal operation of the museum we
expect to work with more than 6,000 schoolchildren a
year in our formal learning programmes.
This month we have been successful in our application
for special funding from MLA for our education
work with schools. Funding from the Strategic
Commissioning programme is allowing us to work
closely with St. Ann’s School in Wandsworth Town
in developing a new education programme on the
‘Villages in Wandsworth’.
We will be putting a call out for volunteers from
the Friends and local community to help with our
education programmes in the New Year. Anyone who
would like to register an interest in helping out in our
education work please drop us an email to educator@
wandsworthmuseum.co.uk
Our Education team would also like to send our very
great thanks to Elizabeth Wilkes and Helen Blumer
(both Friends) for creating some wonderful historic
clothing for the children to wear during our education
programmes. Anyone who would like to help out with
sewing items please drop us an email to educator
@wandsworthmuseum.co.uk
The museum has a series of projects we will be
approaching the Friends of the Museum to support

as part of our programming in the early New Year.
The largest of these is the creation of a series of
historic ‘sets’ for our classrooms at West Hill. In
Classroom 2 we hope to create four decorated and
object ﬁlled historic zones for use in our hands-on
Education programmes. These will be ‘Early Britain /
Roman’, ‘Tudor’, ‘Victorian’ and ‘World War 2’. These
accurate recreations will allow children (and adults)
to experience aspects of daily life in each era and
‘learn through doing’. We would like to refer to this
classroom as the ‘Friends Room’. The museum will be
approaching the Friends with a detailed proposal and
costs as soon as they are ﬁnalised. This is expected
to be ready for submission and review in January.

The time we have taken has allowed us to establish
links with old friends and create opportunities with
new organisations. The next six months will be very
busy, but we believe the new museum will be worth
the wait. Again I would like to send personal thanks
to all of you for your ongoing and deeply appreciated
support. I wish you all the best of the holiday season
and look forward to working with you through the
coming year to bring the new museum to life.
With best regards and Seasons Greetings
Andrew

As the year comes to an end the new museum seems
to have come to an important crossroad. The past two
years since the Wandsworth Borough Museum closed
have been both challenging and deeply rewarding.

Andrew Leitch
CEO & Director Wandsworth Museum

Dates for your diary 2010
January
19 January 1.10pm
NATIONAL OPERA STUDIO
Lunchtime song recital
Raquel Luis mezzo-soprano,
Gerard Collett baritone
Bookings: e-mail Katie Jones or
ring her on 020 8874 8811
28 January
Wandsworth Society evening
meeting
STREETSCAPE DESIGNER
COLIN DAVIES:
“Traffic and the public realm. A
wind of change? What this
could mean for Wandsworth”.
28 January
Transition Town Tooting
Energy Specialist Jeremy
Leggett to speak in Tooting
(see http://www.jeremyleggett.
net/) details from

February
date to be confirmed
Society Soirée
Piano recital of Chopin and
Schumann (the bicentenary
anniversaries in 2010)
25th February
Wandsworth Society evening
meeting
WANDSWORTH PRISON & THE
PENAL SYSTEM – Paul Infield
speaks.
March
our AGM
April
date to be confirmed
Society Soirée: A Recital
of Schubert for violin and
fortepiano
Election Forum

May
1 - 23 May
The Wandsworth Arts Festival
Details from arts@wandsworth.
gov.uk 8871 8711 or see WBC
website
June
date to be confirmed
The 20th Summer Soirée
Piano Trios by Haydn

Oh yeah! Oh yeah!

Ye faithful but absent members of
the Wandsworth Society. What
type of events would lure you to
attend our interesting talks? Let
us know! Please contact Diana
by phone 020 8870 5626 or e-mail
DiBGodden@aol.com .

transitiontowntooting@gmail.com
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The South London Botanical Institute

6 October 2009
After following our very efﬁcient travel
directions, a small but select band gathered
at an imposing house in Tulse Hill – the South
London Botanical Institute – to meet Roy
Vickery, our guide and current Chair of the
Institute’s trustees.
Established in 1910 by the keen botanist,
Allan Octavian Hume, the Institute still
provides facilities for the study of plant life
and possesses many unusual, if not unique,
specimens and books. It is housed in a typical
late Victorian townhouse, reminiscent of a
century of research and recording - it even
has the original library room and magniﬁcent
ornamental ﬁreplaces – and is run by a small
permanent staff, some of whom live on site,
and a band of volunteers. They provide regular
access for research and a lively programme of
varied talks, outings and courses. They also
participate actively in the “Open House” and
“Yellow Book” schemes as well as all the local
fairs, including the annual “Potato fair and
Seed Swap”. Roy considers it important to be an
active part of the community and the Institute
is now focusing on educational outreach to
children and has isolated an area for their use
in the garden as well as developing a collection
of insectivorous plants with which to fascinate
them in the conservatory. Recently, staff have
also initiated an ongoing study of the ﬂora
in the churchyard of St Leonard’s, Streatham,
monitoring the lichen indicators of pollution
there.

STRATTON CYCLES
BICYCLES & ACCESSORIES

We were shown round the main rooms,
although we did not visit the microscope
room downstairs. The fascination of the library
was the large collection of regional ﬂora from
discrete areas of the British Isles, amongst
some other learned and very historic tomes.
Despite the rain, we were able to enjoy the
garden – the most cramped botanical garden
was how Roy described it. Nevertheless, it has
been organised well and recently paved with
a small pond which boasted twenty pairs
of mating frogs earlier in the season! Plants
are for sale early in May each year and such
events help to boost the coffers. As with all
such institutions, the South London Botanical
Institute has had a chequered ﬁnancial history
and money is always an issue, particularly as
the Trustees are committed to keeping access
free for anyone who wishes to use its facilities.
The highlight for me, however, was the
herbarium which is contained in custom made
metal containers with the occasional visit to
the freezer to kill off any live pests that may
have crept in! Whilst is contains specimens
from all over the world, pride of place has been
given to the sole collection of ﬂora from the
Northern Isles of Scotland.
We concluded a most interesting and enjoyable
morning with an enormous pot of tea and
some delicious biscuits. Our thanks must go to
Roy who made our visit so memorable.
Lyn Clark
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Now bring us some figgy pudding,
Now bring us some figgy pudding,
Now bring us some figgy pudding
And a cup of good cheer!,**

Ingredients
175g/6oz dried figs
100ml/3?fl oz brandy
50g/2oz self-raising flour
1 tsp freshly grated nutmeg
175g/6oz breadcrumbs
100g/3?oz shredded
vegetarian suet
225g/8oz chopped dates
90g/3?oz golden raisins
1 orange, zest and juice only
5cm/2in piece fresh root
ginger, grated or juiced to
retain only the juice
2 free-range eggs
butter, for greasing
custard, to serve
Method
1. Place the figs into a
bowl and pour over the
brandy. Leave to soak
overnight, then drain
(reserving the brandy)
and roughly chop the
figs.
2. In a bowl, mix together
the flour, nutmeg,
breadcrumbs, suet, dates
and raisins.
3. In a separate bowl,
whisk together the
reserved brandy, orange
zest and juice, ginger
juice and eggs until well
combined.

4. Add the brandy
mixture into the flour
mixture and mix well to
combine, until smooth
and free of lumps. Spoon
the mixture into a 1
litre/2 pint pudding
dish, then cover with
buttered greaseproof
paper followed by cloth
or kitchen foil. Secure
well with kitchen string.
5. Steam in a large pan
of water for four hours,
topping up the water as
necessary throughout,
or until the pudding
is cooked through and
springy to the touch.
6. Unwrap the pudding
basin and serve the
pudding in slices with
custard.
Thank you Simon Rimmer,
Something for the Weekend from the BBC recipe page, they
said the preparation time was
less than 30 minutes, and the
cooking time is over 2 hours

http://www.bbc.co.uk/
food/recipes/database/
figgypudding_90647.shtml

