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Seasonal Greetings 
from The High Chair
How time fl ies, another Christmas is close and hopefully you have all 
enjoyed the past year with good health and have done those things 
which you ought to have done and left undone those things that you 
should not have attempted. Decorating and DIY come to mind!

Wandsworth as a place to live continues to thrive but the changes 
which we see with each new completed building seem to bring less 
sky and more crowding on the roads, trains and buses. Thankfully 
we have many green open spaces which have been safeguarded 
from encroachment. Our rivers, the Thames and the Wandle, are 
underappreciated and as far as the Thames is concerned not used 
for navigation nearly as much as is possible. The paths beside each 
are continuing to be enjoyed by many but there are still gaps in the 
walks along the riverbanks.

During the year we have organised many different activities for 
members which we (the Executive Committee) hope that you have 
enjoyed. The attendance for the Thursday evening events has been 
most encouraging and other midweek walks or visits to new places 
of interest have been well supported. 

I must however make a renewed plea for more help from members. 
The Executive Committee, Sub-Committees and lots of other 
stalwarts do a tremendous job with keeping the Society on the 
straight and narrow but we would love to have the assistance of 
those who may be able to take us “off piste” once in a while! We 
are in the process of revising the website which will be launched in 
the New Year but we do need the help of those, possibly younger 
members, who have strengths in computing to help when launched. 
I understand that the post would be called a webmaster or possibly 
webmistress but I will not go further as I might get into deep trouble!

Have a very happy Christmas and I hope a joyful New Year.

Philip Whyte, Chairman
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Country life: 
positively immersed

by Mark Haworth-Booth

A
s some readers may recall, my 
wife and I left Wandsworth – 
after 30 years of married life 
in the borough – in autumn 

2009. We have just completed our 
fourth year in North Devon. Although 
we nip back to the capital every now 
and then, we feel positively immersed 
in our new habitat and community.

One of the main events this year was 
the arrival of four Mallards – a drake 
and three ducks. Unfortunately, they 
saw off the pair of moorhens that 
raised four dusky chicks last year.  
However, the Mallards in their turn 
bred successfully. I‘ve just counted 
eight young drakes, eight females, 
plus the paterfamilias, already in his 
breeding plumage. Although the pond 
is full of insects and water plants, I 
feed them twice a day – their food 
being pellets that fl oat. I can’t give 
them ordinary duck food because 
when I fed them on shore a dozen 
pheasants would join in.  The fi rst time 
I used the fl oating pellets, broadcast 
onto the pond, the pheasants rushed 
to the water’s edge and then looked 
reproachfully at me as if to say: ‘This 
is most unfair – you know perfectly 
well that we can’t swim’. The ducks 
suffered repeated nest failures for 
various reasons. The fi rst brood to 
hatch was on one of the duck rafts 
I made, using a pallet, buoyed by 
milk containers and covered by a 
willow hurdle. Rosebay Willowherb 
and Watermint had colonized the 
raft, giving the sitting duck some 
protection from the summer heat 
wave.  The other nest was in the 

raspberry patch in our old vegetable 
garden, which is netted to exclude 
rabbits and is therefore safe from 
foxes. The mother duck managed to 
shepherd her ducklings, just after 
hatching – when they were small 
enough – through the rabbit wire 
to the safety of the pond. In high 
summer we had a total of 24 assorted 
ducks and ducklings. I’m not sure what 
happened to the lost seven – possibly 
some of the mature ducks left, 
perhaps also some young drakes left 
for territories of their own. Did the fox 
get any? Impossible to say. The ducks 
are a great hit with visitors young and 
old. A charming six-year-old named 
Amélie came to see and feed them 
three times with her grandmother and 
made the spirited drawing illustrated 
here. 

My wife and I treated ourselves to a 
B&B break this Spring at Ash Farm, 
Culbone, on the northern edge of 
Exmoor National Park. This is the 

remote farmhouse where Coleridge is 
reputed to have composed his poem 
‘Kubla Khan’ in 1797. We went so that 
I could write a piece on Coleridge, the 
poem and the place for the Exmoor 
Review. The farm is set beside Culbone 
Combe, a wooded valley which 
descends to the delightful Culbone 
church, set in a hamlet near the 
seashore. The church is the smallest 
one still regularly used for services 
in England. Mr Richards of Ash Farm 
is the churchwarden and his wife is 
the organist. I believe that they are 
often also the congregation. The 
reredos is by Voysey. The church is 
kept in funds by contributions from 
the many walkers on the South West 
Coastal Park (SWCP). This reminds 
me to mention that I have so far 
walked, with a friend who visits 
from London, from the start of the 
SWCP in Minehead (in Somerset) 
to Crackington Haven (in Cornwall) 
– which is between the better-known 
towns of Bude and Boscastle. The 
wonderful summer was great for 
walking, of course, with dazzling 
displays of Honeysuckle, Heather, 
Foxgloves and many other wild 
fl owers. 

Recalling the walk reminds me in turn 
of the recent visit to the southwest 
by Simon Armitage. The poet decided 
to walk the SWCP from Minehead to 
Penzance, fi nishing with a jaunt to the 
Scillies.  He set up the walk troubador-
style, performing at a different local 
venue each evening in return for 
supper, a bed and a sandwich for next 
day – plus whatever his audience 
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cared to put in a sock he passed 
round at the end of each reading.  
I heard Simon twice – once in a 
converted chapel in our village called 
Heavenly House, and the following 
evening at the Plough Arts Centre in 
Great Torrington. The fi rst was most 
memorable as it was so nice having 
this distinguished poet entertaining us 
in a drawing room, with lots of well-
behaved children lying on cushions 
at his feet.  I was impressed that he 
told different jokes and read different 
poems on the second night, to a much 
larger audience. There will be a book, 
to be called Walking Away.   

Long ago, when Rosie and I were 
pondering leaving London for the 
country, our friend Olive Cook – a 
writer who lived in Saffron Walden 
– would encourage us by saying that 
‘the countryside is full of fascinating 
people’.  We’ve found that she’s right 
and the good thing is that, as they 
are more scattered than in big cities, 
such folk may well be easier to meet. 
Here’s a rather spectacular example 
of meeting remarkable people in the 
wilds of Devon. Earlier this year I went 
up to London to see War Horse. I took 
the Czech photographer Markéta 
Luskacová, as her country has a great 
tradition of theatre and puppetry. 
She was entranced and moved by 
the play and in the interval recited 
me the whole of a Czech poem about 
horses and war – ‘Report’ by Frána 
Šrámek, published in 1906. It was so 
extraordinary that I wondered if I 
could somehow get Markéta to recite 
the poem to the author of War Horse, 
Michael Morpurgo. I mentioned it 
to a Devon friend and she brilliantly 
conjured a dinner party at which 
Markéta recited the poem, with 
translation, and Morpurgo and his 
wife Clare were as moved as I knew 
they would be.  

Another splendid person recently 
loomed large – Graham Harvey. 
Archers fans will know his name 
as a sometime agricultural advisor 
and current scriptwriter for the 

programme. Graham came 
over from West Somerset to 
give a lecture in Barnstaple 
in October, launching a 
series on ‘Sustainability’ 
which I helped organize 
for the North Devon Green 
Party. The talk was about the 
tradition of pasture farming, 
with some arable, at which 
Britain excelled, producing 
healthy foods from grass-
fed stock. This tradition 
lasted from 1750 to 1950 
but was ousted in the age 
of oil and subsidies. Now we 
have a perverse agriculture 
of constant inputs which, 
ironically, reduce the 
organic life of the soil and 
the nutritional value of our 
food.  The argument can be 
found in Graham’s books, 
on his website and at www.
pasturepromise.tv/. He 
recommends a return to the 
nutrient-rich and healthy 
foods (with good bacteria 
to help fi ght pathogens) 
derived from grazing rather 
than feeding cattle unnaturally 
and wastefully on corn, soya, etc. 
As it happened, Barnstaple hosted 
a Food Fest the following Sunday. 
We bought organic beef steaks, raw 
– unpasteurized – milk and organic 
cheeses. The rich, delicious milk took 
me back to my childhood and even 
I (not the greatest cook) could not 
ruin the marvellous steaks we ate 
that night. We plan to add beef and 
dairy from grass-fed animals to our 
diet as regular treats. (I was pleased 
to see ‘Heart specialist backs butter 
over margarine’ in The Guardian on 23 
October). This great food is produced 
by local organic farmers. 

We further ‘greened’ our lives this 
year by insulating the summerhouse, 
where I can now work all the year 
round – I’m doing an MA at Exeter 
University – and (thanks to a fi rm 
called CosyHome) adding secondary 

or sometimes tertiary glazing to the 
house. Best of all, we’ve excluded 
draughts from ill-fi tting doors. The 
house feels much snugger. Finally, I’ve 
adapted my Brompton bike so I can 
leave the car at home a lot more. I’ve 
had an electric motor fi tted. Now I 
scale even the most ferocious Devon 
hills – and charge the battery with 
power from our photovoltaic panels. 

Favourite joke of the year: Barnstaple 
has a roundabout on its main 
access road which features a circle 
of large slate blocks arranged by 
an environmental artist. When the 
roundabout was new it caused 
controversy and attracted the 
memorable name ‘Moanhenge’. 

Photos of the ducks and garden 
can be seen in the blog at 
markhaworthbooth.com which 
recorded changes in the garden every 
week during 2013. 
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25 years on...
Shirley Passmore

It is 25 years since the train crash opposite Spencer 
Park happened. Th is is not about the horrifi c 
accident but just a little comment about the visual 
environmental aftermath, then and now.

First of all of course there was the elegant memorial 
stone, in the shape of a train carriage, depicting a 
ladder with hands helping to pull people from the 
wreckage. It is now an interesting feature of the 
landscape.

Th en a memorial garden was planted on the railway 
embankment, seen, I suppose, by train passengers 
but barely visible from the road because an 
inappropriate Portuguese laurel hedge was planted 
along the railings.  

After that the railway decided that the old railings, 
in a pretty sorry state, and looking as though they 
had not been touched since being put there in the 
1800s, needed a coat of paint. Everyone knows that 
if you want to be able to see through railings, in this 
case to the greenery of the railway embankment, 
then they must be painted black. Any other colour, 
including green, merely draws attention to the rails 
and anything beyond becomes invisible. 

Sadly, what we thought was undercoat grey going 
on the rails was to be the fi nal colour. It looked 
awful then and still does today, although some of 
the hastily put on grey is now peeling to reveal the 
black underneath. Th e architect of the memorial 
stone was adamant that the new railings behind his 
monument must be black. So they were repainted 
and became a useful example of the diff erence 
between black and a colour.

But now, because there is to be some sort of 25-
years commemoration ceremony at the site, and it is 
rumoured that an ‘important person’ is coming, the 
railings from Freemasons Bridge to the memorial 
have been replaced (they had been badly mangled by 
a car crash recently) and not with the, now standard, 
galvanised pressed out zinc versions we see 
elsewhere but with elegant old-style rails that are a 
joy to behold and which are painted black. Hooray.

Sadly the replacements only go as far as the 
memorial but maybe the others will at least get a 
coat of black paint sometime soon.

Th e train crash is still called the ‘Clapham’ disaster 
in spite of the site being a good mile from Clapham. 
Even Emanuel School, which ought to know it is in 
Battersea, is proposing that a new bridge to be built 
across the railway from the school to Spencer Park 
should be called the Clapham Memorial Bridge. I 
think the SW11tch Back to Battersea campaigners 
may have something to say about that.

www.intypelibra.co.uk

> Digitally printed books and training manuals 

> Conference documents and financial reports 

> Short run colour digital printing

> 24 hour service

Units 3/4, Elm Grove Industrial Estate,
Elm Grove, Wimbledon, SW19 4HE

TEL: 020 8947 7863
MOB: 07976 223501

E-MAIL: sales@intypelibra.co.uk
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A Visit to the Holy Land
Stuart Thom

At this festive time it is right to think of Bethlehem, the 
birth of Jesus and the events of two thousand years ago. 
It became very real to Elizabeth and myself, when we took 
the chance in October this year to actually visit the Holy 
Land. We did so with our local minister under the auspices 
of McCabe Pilgrimages, who are based in Balham.

Nothing quite prepares one for the sight and sounds 
of Jerusalem.  As Simon Sebag Montefi ore wrote in his 
excellent book on Jerusalem it is the only city that exists 
in heaven and on earth. It has been built, destroyed 
and re-built by a succession of Jews, Persians, Romans, 
Mamelukes, Crusaders and Moslems yet still remains a 
city with an immense visible archaeological and historical 
heritage. Even today with the clash of the Palestinians and 
Israelis, as we know too well, it remains sought-after.

The Old City is surrounded by a magnifi cent Ottoman 
Wall built in the 16th century and only entered through 
one of the city gates such as the Damascus Gate, always 
associated with Jesus’s entry to Jerusalem. All pilgrims wish 
to visit Calvary where they go to the Church of the Holy 
Sepulchre built over the site where Christ was crucifi ed. 
You fi ght your way along the Via Dolorosa, with the 
merchants and souvenir shops, though you can identify 
the “Stations of the Cross”. However the stresses of modern 
life are clearly present where the Roman Catholic, Greek 
Orthodox, Armenian, Coptic and Ethiopian churches all 
fi ght over their rights to the territory. One should recall 
it was one of the causes of the Crimean War where the 
French felt the Russians were getting too assertive over 
their Orthodox claims. Indeed the only people who lose 
out are the pilgrims, who in large numbers jostle to see 
the sacred rock and do so at their own risk. I say that with 
feeling, as I received a long-sleeved blow on the head 
when a Greek Orthodox priest swept me aside to allow a 
procession to come through! 

One of the of the entertaining experiences is to visit the 
Pater Noster Church on the Mount of Olives where you 
can fi nd the Lord’s Prayer not only on the walls in English 
and a variety of European and world languages, but right 
through to Gaelic and Cornish.

It was a relief to get to the comparative peace of the 
Garden of Gethsemane, and even more so when our group 

visited Manger Square in Bethlehem. There we were able 
to visit the Grotto of the Nativity. Particularly enjoyable 
was the drive through the Judean desert to Jericho, to the 
River Jordan with its baptismal tradition. The Jordan is a 
stream at this point, as Israel and Jordan have diverted its 
waters for agriculture, but nevertheless some of our group 
boldly dipped their toes in the water. Needless to say we 
were completely outshone by the Russians who suddenly 
appeared-men and women in bathing trunks and bikinis 
and who then jumped in for total immersion! 

We fi nally reached Tiberias and the Sea of Galilee where 
Jesus carried out his early ministry. Such biblical names of 
Nazareth, Tabor and Capernaum are of course familiar and 
it was hugely rewarding to visit them- quite a contrast 
to end in Tel Aviv, the bustling modern capital of Israel. 
I would say this is a trip to do at least once in one’s life-
hectic, informative and stimulating, but always the modern 
political overtones not far away.

Qualified Teachers 
● Local, private tuition agency – established 1989 – 

seeks Qualified Teachers for all subjects and 
all ages

● Ideal for teachers looking for flexible part–time 
work, perhaps retired or returning to teaching

● Harrison Allen is Local Authority Quality Assured

www.harrisonallen.co.uk
020 8874 0233

Please do call or visit 
our website for more details.

"Harrison Allen... an unpretentious, but top class 
organisation”   The Good Schools Guide
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Rare hybrid oak discovered 
in Wandsworth

by Roy Vickery
The Botanical Society of Britain and Ireland maintains a 
‘Big Database’ of fl owering plant records from the British 
Isles. This contains one record of the hybrid between Turkey 
oak and evergreen (or holm) oak, made in east Dorset some 
years ago. There is also a more recent record of the hybrid 
from east Devon. A third record is from Tooting Common, 
here in Wandsworth.

At about 5 o’clock on New Year’s Day 2013 while walking 
across the Common in the dark I noticed an odd tree, just 
north of the Lake, beside the path which runs from the 
Bedford Hill pedestrian crossing east of the Lake to the 
Lido. When I examined a twig at home it appeared that 
the tree was intermediate between Turkey oak (Quercus 
cerris) and evergreen oak (Q. ilex). Its leaves were similar in 
shape to, and had stipules (appendages at the base of the 
leaf stalks) like, those of Turkey oak, but the leaves were 
evergreen, tough and with greyish white undersurfaces 
like those of evergreen oak. It seemed to be a hybrid 
between the two species, both of which grow and naturally 
regenerate on the Common. Turkey oak, native to southern 
Europe and southwest Asia, has been cultivated in the 
British Isles since the 1730s, but was not recorded in the 
wild until early in the twentieth century. Evergreen oak, 
native to southern Europe, has been cultivated in the 
British Isles since the sixteenth century, and was fi rst 
recorded in the wild in the 1860s.

British fl oras make no mention of the hybrid, and I 
could fi nd nothing about it on the internet. Was my 
identifi cation correct? Some days later I took a sample 
into the Natural History Museum and showed it to Mark 
Spencer and Fred Rumsey, experts on the British fl ora 
who work there. They agreed with me, and Mark asked for 
a specimen to be added to the Museum’s collections; a 
second specimen has been added to the herbarium of the 
South London Botanical Institute.

The tree is about 4m high, bushy and apparently self-
sown. I must have walked past it hundreds of times 
without noticing it. Finding a plant which is not only new 
to the Common but also extremely rare nationally proved 

a great start to 2013; my most interesting record for the 
year was made when the year was less than 24 hours old.

On Sunday 12 January the Friends of Tooting Common 
and the South London Botanical Institute will be holding 
a tree walk on the Common, which will visit the hybrid. All 
are welcome, meet at the junction of Tooting Bec Road 
with Dr Johnson Avenue, at 2 p.m.; collection to be divided 
between the two organisations.

roy@plant-lore.com
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 Hair Cut
Men . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £21.00
Women . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £34.00
Restyling . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £40.00
Children . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . (Under 12)  £16.00
Children . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . (Under 5)  £12.00
Children Wash, Cut & Dry . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £20.00

 Tints
Roots . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £42.00
Whole Head . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £52.00

 Hi-Lites
T Section . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £42.00
Half Head. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £58.00
Full Head . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £72.00
Perms. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . From £49.00
Semi-Permanent . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £32.00
Wash & Blow Dry. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £28.00
Treatments . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £8.00

GOLDWELL & KMS PRODUCTS
FUDGE STOCKIST

127 Northcote Road, Battersea, London SW11 6PS
Tel: 020 7228 4862

www.northcut.co.uk

OPENING TIMES
Monday  9-6pm    Wednesday  9-8pm    Friday  9-7pm

Tuesday  9-6pm    Thursday  9-8pm    Saturday  8.30-5pm    Sunday  11-3pm
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Biodiversity in Wandsworth 
Valerie Selby (Principal Parks Officer – Biodiversity)

Having kindly been asked to talk to the Society 
in the early autumn I have now been asked if 
I would write an article summarising my talk 
for those of you who were unable to come 

along. I will try to give an overview of my role as the 
biodiversity (wildlife) specialist for the LB Wandsworth 
and in doing so will hopefully touch on the variety of 
wildlife we share this area with.

Wandsworth as a borough is home to 24 different 
habitats and over 1,600 different species. The habitats 
range from nationally important heathland on 
Wimbledon Common & Putney Heath through to the 
internationally renowned River Thames; from lakes on 
housing estates to woodlands on the Commons; and 
of course our own gardens. The species also vary from 
common garden birds to Red Data Book1 bees; breeding 
groups of grey herons to individual roosting bats; and a 
range of managed species such as fish and plants.

How do I know that all these things are in the borough 
and where they are? 

We work with Greenspace Information for Greater 
London (GiGL2) the capital’s environmental records 
centre that collates, and manages detailed information 
on London’s wildlife on behalf of a wide partnership 
of organizations, including many of the groups who 
voluntarily record species for their own enjoyment. Each 
record needs to have a date, a place, a person who saw it 
and the thing (animal / plant) that was seen. Currently 
over 40,000 such biological records have been gathered 
for the borough. Having access to this information, 
gathered by both professional, commissioned surveys, 
but mainly by wonderful volunteers, enables me to 
understand what we have, where it is and also enables me 
to deduce which management approaches work best to 
benefit biodiversity.

With this up-to-date information it is my task to protect 
and enhance wildlife, and the places it lives and feeds, 
in a variety of ways. I am involved in policy making; 
land management; planning and development; and 
biodiversity action plans all with the intention of 
protecting and enhancing our biodiversity. 

Policy: 

In order to set effective policies across the working 
areas of the council I need to keep up-to-date with the 
legal framework which governs what we have to do and 
what we are permitted to do. As you will see further on, 
planning frameworks can have as much of an impact as 
wildlife laws. It is also important to understand “best 
practice” both in London and across the UK. My job 
is then to translate this best practice into something 
practical and pragmatic to apply to an inner London 
borough. I work across many departments of the council 
giving them advice on managing land and buildings for 
biodiversity. A particular focus at the moment is ensuring 
we effectively treat invasive non-native species on our sites 
e.g. Japanese knotweed.

Land management: 

I strongly hold the belief that you can’t expect other 
people to care about, and manage for, wildlife, if you 
don’t demonstrate how you do that yourself. I work 
closely with my colleague Kevin Freed to ensure that 
the management of our parks, commons and public 
gardens is done to the standards we set in our ecological 
maintenance contract. This includes how we manage our 
woodlands to make them pleasant places to visit whilst 
keeping enough dense cover for small birds and mammals 
to nest in; managing our lakes to enable angling but 
to retain habitat for amphibians, invertebrates and 
waterfowl; and managing our grasslands to ensure they 
can support invertebrates such as butterflies and moths. 
Increasingly new open spaces in the borough are being 
created and managed by organisations other than the 
council. In these circumstances we can offer professional 
advice on designing and managing for biodiversity based 
on our experience and knowledge.

Planning and development: 

The majority of the wildlife in this borough lives and 
feeds on private land. Whilst we can’t usually tell people 
what they should do or how they should do it on their 
own land, we can influence what happens when new 
developments or improvements are proposed to private 
property through the planning process. When this land 



BEDSIDE 2013 11

is subject to development it is important that we seek 
to protect existing wildlife and its habitats, to provide 
enhancements for them as part of any new proposals and 
if there is no alternative, secure mitigation for loss of 
species or habitats. This is a diverse area of work which 
can range from working on large redevelopments such 
as Battersea Power Station to ensure protected species 
such as birds of prey and bats are properly accounted for; 
through to reminding private householders of their legal 
obligations towards nesting birds or roosting bats when 
simple alterations are proposed to homes. 

Across London the priority sites for wildlife conservation 
have been identified. This series of Sites of Importance 
for Nature Conservation3 (SINC) allows us to protect 
biodiversity through the planning process. Development 
on these protected sites will not be permitted unless 
any damaging impacts can be prevented by appropriate 
mitigation measures or use of conditions. These have 
been decided based upon the same biological records 
managed by GiGL that I referred to earlier and can 
be reviewed as and when we receive new or additional 
information about a site.

When individual applications are received for 
development in the borough on or near sites where 
we have records of protected species, sites or habitats 
I am able to provide comments to colleagues in the 
borough planners’ service on whether the applicant has 
appropriately considered biodiversity in their proposals.

Biodiversity action plans: for habitats of particular 
concern it is often appropriate to draw up specific 
plans to restore or recreate the areas or to improve the 
condition or quality of the habitat. An example of this 
we are currently working on concerns acid grassland 
habitats. 

Lowland Acid Grassland is a UK Biodiversity Action 
Plan habitat and as such is a top priority for wildlife 
conservation nationally. A London-wide exercise 
carried out by the London Biodiversity Partnership has 
identified Tooting Common as a priority site in London 
for acid grassland restoration and quality improvements. 
Whilst we already have 2.3 ha of good quality acid 
grassland we have the overall opportunity to increase this 
by a further 1.1 ha. Acid grassland is a risk on this site as 
the current parcels have suffered from encroaching scrub 
and woodland which causes nutrient accumulation from 
leaf litter. Additionally the habitat parcels are quite small 
and are adversely affected by trampling as a result of 
increasing public use. Having defined how much habitat 
can be recreated and how the condition and quality 
of what currently exists can be improved we are better 
placed to seek funding to pay for the implementation of 
this work. 

What you can do: As an individual you too can report 

wildlife you see to GiGL which will then get added to 
the system and passed across to me in a manageable way. 
Your records can, in due course, be used to influence 
what we do and where and how we do it. Visit the 
“submit records” page of their website and you can 
choose to send it one-off records or to use a spread sheet 
to gather many records together (if for example you 
document what visits your garden bird feeder every day).

Visit and enjoy our parks, commons and open spaces. 
Tooting Common is a site of metropolitan importance 
for nature conservation and is home to a lake, reed 
bed fringes, woodland, acid and neutral grassland, and 
veteran trees. We are also about to undertake a project 
with Froglife to create some amphibian pools in an 
area away from the lake to give them protection from 
predation by fish. 

Wandsworth Common has neutral grassland, woodland 
copses, and a lake with 3 different basins (one for anglers, 
one for general amenity value and one for wildlife). 
It is mentioned in the Bees of Surrey (Surrey Wildlife 
Trust 2008) as hosting 88 different species of aculeate 
hymenoptera4 including 5 Red Data Book species and 7 
nationally scarce species and 56 species of bee.

Even our smaller parks and gardens across the borough 
are home to an extensive range of birds, including at 
this time of year, chattering groups of long-tailed tit in 
the tops of trees, tiny goldcrests in dense shrubbery and 
fieldfare and redwing foraging on the short grass. Away 
from green spaces, street and car park tree planting can 
attract the stunning waxwings that flock to feed on the 
berries at this time of year spending their winters here 
before returning to northern Scandinavia to breed. 

Most of all, I would urge you to stop, look and listen 
when you are out and about (and even through your own 
home windows). What can you see and hear (and indeed 
smell). Relish the breadth of wildlife we are privileged to 
share our space with. And please don’t forget to tell us 
what you see!

More information is available at http://www.
wandsworth.gov.uk/info/745/biodiversity_and_wildlife

Or you can email me with specific queries at 
biodiversity@wandsworth.gov.uk

1 Red Data Book is used to assign conservation status to our flora and 
fauna using the internationally-approved IUCN Red Data Book criteria 
and categories.

2 www.gigl.org.uk

3 A list of sites in Wandsworth protected for their wildlife value can be 
found at:

 http://www.wandsworth.gov.uk/downloads/file/417/sites_with_
designationsprotection_for_biodiversity_in_wandsworth

4 aculeate hymenoptera is the collective name for bees, wasps and ants.
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Our Rivers: 
The Wandle, the Thames, 
and the West London River Group

The Wandle 

In the 1970s, when the Wandsworth Society was formed, 
one of our aims was to get recognition for the River 
Wandle as a river worth saving. It may seem strange for 
those new to Wandsworth, to know that the Wandle 
as it flowed though Wandsworth then was badly 
contaminated, full of rubbish, unloved, and very far from 
safe. Symptomatic of the attitude of authority was that no 
one would care if permission was given to encase some 
250 metres of the river in the centre of the town in order 
to build the Arndale Centre (Southside) over the top. 
Probably few did.

But time brought change. Our efforts and those of others 
began to bring about improvements and, until he left to 
return to the USA, we had the passionate-about-rivers 
Craig MacCraiger who organised clean-ups, canoe trips, 
and generally brought the river to the attention of all. 
There was also The Wandle Delta Network, aiming for 
improvements along the Causeway and at the mouth, 
which brought together Wandle-lovers from far and wide.

Today we have many groups interested in keeping 
the river pollution-free and attractive and there is the 
evolving (WBC supported) Wandle Valley Regional Park 
(WVRP). You will have read Bruce St Julian Bown’s 
report on WVRP progress in a recent Newsletter.

Those who wander on to Causeway Bridge and The 
Spit, after having taken rubbish to the ‘dump’, will have 
noticed that the half-tide weir has gone. Long since 
broken and not working it was finally removed a year or 
so ago, although some of the structure remains. We now 
have a tidal river once again, good for environmental 
reasons but not so good to look at when the tide is out 
and the mud and, sadly, the rubbish is revealed. 

There is however the long, very long, wait for the 
promised riverside walks and some open space on 
Feathers Wharf, at the confluence of the Thames and 
Wandle, promised when the Waste Transfer Station 
was built in 1983. It is a blot on the river landscape and 
an indictment of the council that it has remained an 
industrial site for various ‘temporary uses’ since then.

The Thames

Wandsworth (the borough) has over 4 miles of Thames 
frontage. This is generally looked upon by developers 
and planners alike as just a nice backdrop for all the new 
flats along its banks. On our side of the river only the 
Putney Hards for rowers and sailors is protected from 
development. But the River Thames and its immediate 
environment is a priceless, yet fragile asset, the heritage 
of all Londoners, and constantly at risk from neglect, 
misuse and development, not to mention sewage.

There is a recent and growing trend for developments 
to extend their real estate by building pontoons into 
the water and seeking permission for long lines of 
houseboats. Promise a stop for a river bus and approval 
is always given. They are of course not boats, they don’t 
move, many have two storeys and block river views when 
the tide is in. They are permanent homes on the river 
and some sell for more than £1.5m. 

And there are encroachments into the water. The most 
recent is that proposed by Fulham Football Club, where 
a new stand will entail building the river wall further out 
into the water. Sops such as environmental improvements 
to Chiswick Eyot further up stream persuaded the EA to 
give their blessing and, because it doesn’t intrude into 
the navigation channel, the PLA also approved.

There is at present no overarching body to protect the 
Thames but there are efforts now being made (notably by 
Thamesbank) to get such a body in place. Thamesbank is 
a member of the West London River Group.

The WLRG was set up in 1996, originally called the West 
London River Thames Co-ordinating Group, Its aim was 
to get together all the amenity societies and community 
groups along both banks between Kew and Chelsea to see 
what could be done in a co-ordinated way to protect the 
river. It is history now that it managed to produce, with 
government and EH support, and funding from EH and 
3 boroughs, the Thames Strategy. This is recognised in 
the London Plan as the appraisal for our part of the river 
and is a material consideration for any river proposals in 
the Plan. 
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Today the Strategy has a Steering Committee and 
employs a part time co-ordinator who raises funds 
for environmental projects by local groups along the 
river. The WLRG it is a separate body and although it 
responds to planning applications if alerted by any of its 
members, as a body it has struggled to get people to fill 
positions on its committee needed to do the work. We 
had an AGM recently in which serious consideration was 
given to disbanding the group, or at least putting it in 
mothballs.

However, the realisation that the WLRG was the only 
truly independent body, representing some 30 groups 
along the river with representatives on various other 
important Thames-related organisations, and that we 
could play a part in getting maybe a River Thames 
Regional Park, persuaded the members to keep going. 

We were persuaded too to seek out environmental 
projects along the riverside for which the Strategy co-
ordinator might be successful in getting funds. Recent 
projects that have received funding include: some river 
interpretation panels at Hammersmith Bridge and in 
Bishops Park; a hedge in Furnival Gardens; wall repair, 
steps and planting at Carrara Wharf; repainting of 
railings in Bishops Park; new railings and river plantings 
at Broomhouse drawdock; tree-planting at Chiswick 
boathouse; and the resurfacing of the Barns and 
Mortlake towpath. You will notice that folk on the north 
bank have been much more active than those of us in the 
south!

Which brings me nicely back to the River Wandle and 
Feather’s Wharf. An opportunity perhaps to get the 
promised riverside walks in place now, not waiting for 
goodness knows how many years for the rest of the site to 
be developed. 

The Strategy co-ordinator is prepared to help seek 
funding for the project and we think Cory might be 
prepared to help. We need permission from WBC of 
course, but since it would not cost the borough anything 
and the land is in any case already fenced off, there is no 
valid reason why this should not become a project. Here’s 
hoping.

Shirley Passmore

Collectors’ item
Red Kickers (circa 1972?)

Red

Workshop 22, Royal Victoria Patriotic Building,
off John Archer Way, London SW18 3SX 
T  020 8877 1696   F  020 7183 5791  
E  sales@archetype-productions.co.uk

Workshop 22, Royal Victoria Patriotic Building,
off John Archer Way, London SW18 3SX 
T  020 8877 1696   F  020 7183 5791  
E  sales@archetype-productions.co.uk
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problems in the home or office, including:

❚ Problem solving
❚ What to buy
❚ Hardware and software installation 
❚ Broadband and wireless networking
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A Gem of an Idea
Battersea MP Jane Ellison writes about 
the proposed Diamond Jubilee 
foot and cycle bridge

On 5 June 1924, during the 
Second Reading debate on the 
London County Council Bill, 

the MP for Battersea South, Captain 
Viscount Curzon, told the House of 
Commons “And Honourable Members 
who travel along the river to that...
pleasant spot, Battersea, know that 
one of the things wanted is a bridge 
between Battersea and Fulham”.

Two years later our Queen was born 
and 86 years later she stepped aboard 
her Royal Barge at the head of that 
extraordinary Diamond Jubilee fl otilla 
at the very point on the Thames that 
Viscount Curzon had suggested we 
needed a new bridge. For Battersea 
architect Chris Medland, of One-
World Design, the bridge’s modern 
day champion, it was a moment to 
relish for its symbolism. Chris had 
fi rst approached me not long after 
I had been elected as Battersea’s 
MP to talk about his vision for a 
new Thames crossing from my 
constituency to Fulham on the north 
side and I was enthusiastic about 
his idea from the off. He has also 
had great support from Hotel Rafeal 
and Palace Investments. We went 
to see Transport for London and 
we spoke to Network Rail. Richard 
Tracey, London Assembly Member for 
Wandsworth, another early supporter, 
championed the project in City Hall as 
the Mayor’s River Ambassador. But it 
needed a hook to capture the public 
imagination, and the Diamond Jubilee 

celebrations provided that hook; this 
new bridge would mark the spot 
where the fl otilla set sail and would 
be a lasting legacy of an unforgettable 
royal milestone. The ‘Diamond Jubilee’ 
foot and cycle bridge concept had 
a name and the bridge’s supporters 
had a new spring in their step and 
a renewed sense of urgency as we 
wanted to capture the momentum of 
those 2012 celebrations.

Back in 2003, a feasibility study had 
shown that the location alongside 
the Cremorne Railway Bridge as the 
best location. The railway bridge itself, 
designed by William Baker, chief 
engineer of the London and North 
Western Railway, opened in March 
1863 and was Grade II* listed in 2008. 
Proposing a modern foot and cycle 
way alongside a listed structure was 
always going to have its moments; 
One-World Design worked hard to 
reassure English Heritage about the 
footbridge’s design and impact on 
its venerable neighbour. It cannot 
be attached to the Cremorne Bridge 
and, with land in short supply on both 
sides of the river, there simply was not 
the space for a span-stretch ribbon 
bridge. This proposal fi ts entirely 
within the land set aside in council 
policy as Thames Path and has been 
accepted as such by the owners on 
both sides of the River. The bridge’s 
original fi ve spans were reduced to 
three to allow for better views of 
the Cremorne Bridge from the river 

banks and all fi ve of the river’s current 
navigational channels are maintained; 
a key requirement of the Port of 
London Authority.

But the technical requirements of new 
infrastructure are only ever half the 
story – funding is, of course, always an 
issue but so is winning the battle for 
hearts and minds. On this front, the 
Jubilee Bridge has been a resounding 
success as north Battersea residents 
and businesses have taken up the 
project enthusiastically. In the lead-up 
to Wandsworth’s consideration of the 
planning application, together with 
local Councillors, I surveyed hundreds 
of local residents, distributing, 
amongst other things, a postcard 
that Bridge supporters could fi ll in to 
tell me what difference the Bridge 
would make to their lives. Of the 
475 responses I received, 474 were 
in favour of the project and many 
residents wrote to me of their own 
accord to show support for the Bridge.  
Many residents spoke of the improved 
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access across the river, and of a 
direct link to Imperial Wharf Station 
Overground station for the growing 
number of north Battersea residents. 
Others spoke of a quality of life 
improved by the reduced congestion 
on local roads and the benefi t that 
would bring for pedestrians and 
cyclists (the Borough of Wandsworth 
has the highest proportion of 
people in the 25-39 age group in 
England that is car-less).The National 
Planning Policy Framework (NPPF) 
says that Local Authorities ‘should 
work with neighbouring authorities 
and transport providers to develop 
strategies for the provision of viable 
infrastructure necessary to support 
sustainable development’. This project 
ticks all those boxes and many more 
(as ‘Boris Bikes’ go live in Wandsworth 
soon, think of the extra cycle hire 
connections the Bridge would bring). 

And, of course, a new crossing will 
inevitably improve the local economy 
as it increase the footfall of potential 

customers for businesses on both sides 
of the river and this will in turn attract 
more investment into the area.

As well as residential and business 
support, there is widespread political 
support for the Jubilee Bridge.  
Richard Tracey says “I have always 
thought how inspired the plan for this 
bridge was since I fi rst heard about it. 
Funding is of course required to take 
the whole project forward, so we must 
continue to make the case widely”.

Ah yes, funding. The estimated cost 
of the bridge is £22 million and the 
building of the bridge exceeds the 
Transport for London pass mark 
for cost/benefi t, with the project 
considered to be value for money. 
Indeed, after a period of 15 years, it 
is estimated the Bridge would pay for 
itself, but there are no public funds 
currently allocated to it, the plan 
being to seek private funding, perhaps 
in exchange for naming rights and the 
honour of giving the Queen a lasting 

memento of her Diamond year. 

The Diamond Jubilee Bridge got 
unanimous planning permission from 
Wandsworth Council earlier this 
year, appropriately enough in the 
week we marked 60 years since the 
Coronation. On 20 November, it also 
received planning permission from 
Hammersmith & Fulham Council. With 
planning permission on both sides, it 
is full steam ahead in the search for 
funding. So for anyone reading this 
and looking for a really distinctive 
Christmas gift, the inspirational design 
team at One-World Design awaits 
your call...

There is more information about the 
Diamond Jubilee Footbridge on One-
World Design’s website, here: www.
one-worlddesign.co.uk/2012/05/11/
jubilee-footbridge/
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Bringing Music to the Battersea and South West London Community 

Box Office www.slms.org.uk or 07951 791619 
Obtain a 5% ticket discount when becoming a member of the Society 

See website for details 

 

Postal bookings Personal bookings only 
 Northcote Music Shop 

 155c Northcote Road 
194 Ramsden Road London 
London SW12 8RQ SW11 6QB 

2013/14 Season 
Following our tenth anniversary season in 2012/13 and the triumphant return of The Sixteen to St 

 is once again proud to present 
 

Saturday 25 January 2014 at 7.30pm 
Steven Osborne ~ piano 

Instrumentalist of the Year award, Steven Osborne will perform some of 
the greatest piano works of the early 20th century, including Prokoviev 
Sarcasms, Ravel Miroirs Piano Sonata no. 2, Op. 36. 

There will be a pre-  

 - The Guardian 

Saturday 1 March 2014 at 7.30pm 
 

has enjoyed worldwide success.  We are delighted to welcome her back, 
this time for an evening of chamber music with her piano trio, which has 

also enjoyed great success since its formation. 

There will be a pre-  

Saturday 29 March 2014 at 7.30pm 
Festival Chorus ~ David Fawcett (conductor) 
Bach Cantatas; Liszt Via Crucis 

choral cantatas in the first have, and Via Crucis
crucified in the second half. 

Sponsored by 

Sponsored by 
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St Luke’s Music Society 
10 years on 

Antony Lewis-Crosby

 It is truly amazing that the St Luke’s Music 
Society has reached its 10th birthday and has 
launched into its 11th season in fi ne style. Th e 
actual 10th birthday concert took place in St 
Luke’s on Sunday 20th October 2013 – 10 years 
almost to the day when the London Mozart 

Players gave the fi rst ever concert as part of this 
fl edgling organisation.

Th e 10th birthday concert was given by Harry 
Christophers and Th e Sixteen, who were making their 
third visit to St Luke’s, and they sang the most glorious 
programme of Palestrina, Allegri and James MacMillan 
to a packed church. 

Over those 10 years we have learnt a lot and have 
all the time tried to improve the experience of our 
concerts for the audience, for the performers and for 
the community as a whole. When I say we, I mean the 
hard working committee that plans and organises the 
concerts and all that goes to making them work. We 
realised very early on that the concerts had to be of the 
highest quality and in marketing terms recognisable 
quality. We realised also that our audience was very 
largely from SW4, 11,12,17 and 18 and they needed to 
be cherished through a Friends scheme that continues 
to grow year on year. We realised that there are several 
local businesses that also feel the sense of community 
and have joined us as sponsors and programme 
advertisers and we do our best to look after them too. 
And then there are the performers who will always 
give their best performances when they are looked 
after well and when they know that they will have a 
discerning and engaged audience. Not only will they 
perform well they will off er to come back and delight us 
again.

We are always wanting to learn more, to experiment 
without going too far and to explore a variety of 
musical genres that will appeal to the audience. Th is 
year we have introduced pre-concert interviews 
with the performers for 4 of the 8 concerts. More 
innovation will undoubtedly follow in future years.

And so the 2013/4 season is well under way and by the 
time you read this we will be looking forward to the 
piano recital of Ravel, Prokofi ev and Rachmaninov by 
Steven Osborne (25th January), the return of both 
Nicola Benedetti (1st March), this time with her trio, 
and the Flanders Recorder Quartet (26th April) and 
then marvelling in the clarinet brilliance of Michael 
Collins with his young Irish accompanist Michael 
McHale (17th May).

Do join us! 

A very happy Festive season to all Wandsworth Society 
members.

• SHOES • BAGS •
 • FASHION • 

• ACCESSORIES •
  AND MORE...

Olivier’s Lounge
1 Bellevue Parade, SW17 7EQ

Tel: 020 8767 7294

www.olivierslounge.co.uk

info@olivierslounge.co.uk
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Society Soirées
David Kirk

 Google tells us that the ‘Oxford 
Dictionaries’ defi nition of soirée is ‘an 
evening party or gathering, typically 
in a private house, for conversation or 
music’ – for the Wandsworth Society, 
all of this, plus the opportunity to meet 

other Society members. ‘Soirée’, we are also told, is 
‘usually spelled with an accent on the fi rst e, although 
soiree is also correct’ (reassuring perhaps for weaker 
typists), but our soirée conversations are usually in 
English.

Our performances are more cosmopolitan. We have 
now held two soirées in the ‘new series’ – inaugurated 
after the Wards, the ‘founding fathers’, moved from 
Patten Road, and Stefan and Arjan Byron generously 
invited us to their home (just a few doors away!). We 
have enjoyed two rich, diverse programmes of music 
and words, from medieval to contemporary. Th e Byrons 
and others gave us songs in Yiddish, Hebrew and 
Ladino, as well as French, German and Spanish, not to 
mention English fare from Byrd to Gilbert and Sullivan. 
Works performed on the Steinway Grand included 
Beethoven, Schumann, Chopin, Granados and Debussy. 
A choral group off ered some varied a capella songs. 
Th ere were, too, poetry and prose readings and light-
hearted ‘Recipes’ for descant recorder and piano. 

We are planning a varied programme of soirées for 
2014. We hope to continue to benefi t from the varied 
talents and generosity of Society members and their 

friends, some both ‘professionals’ 
and ‘amateurs’. For some soirées 
we shall, as in the past, ‘hire’ 
professionals, particularly to 
provide opportunities for younger 
or local performers. Th e intention will 
continue to be that soirées should be 
self-fi nancing – but we have at present 
only £11.95 in the ‘soirée kitty’! We shall, 
therefore, revert to earlier ticket price levels, but will 
“guarantee” that the regular price (probably £10 plus 
drinks) will, unlike your gas bill, be frozen for 2014. 

A Google American defi nition of ‘soirée’ – ‘a formal 
party that is usually at night’ – struck me as a little 
odd: wouldn’t a soirée in the afternoon (or morning) be 
a matinee? We are not expecting to organize anything 
before ‘7 for 7.30 pm’ (the slightly earlier Sunday 
starting time now proposed). Tuxedos will not be 
required. Our soirées are happily informal, evenings 
(but scarcely ‘night’ aff airs), off ering, we hope, a wide 
range both of music and the spoken word, and of 
performers, and encouraging ‘newcomers’ to join in 
their enjoyment. 

Watch out for announcements of the 2014 programme, 
and let us have any suggestions for future events. 
Demand for tickets will probably continue to be high. 
We won’t always be able to fi t everyone in: fi rst come 
will be fi rst served. And if you would like to perform 
yourself...

STRATTON CYCLES
BICYCLES & ACCESSORIES

101 East Hill, Wandsworth SW18
Tel: 020 8874 1381

CYCLES FOR ALL
THIS CHRISTMAS!
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I was delighted to be in a city that 
thought of nothing but food. Dijon 
has given us more dishes – hams, 
mustards and cheeses – than almost 
anywhere else in the world. The 
entire city groaned with pleasure. 
Everywhere, there were little fruits 
carved into ancient gateways, and 
drinking-fountains to refresh the 
palate. Almost everything looked 
edible, including our hotel with its 
chocolate beams, walnut furniture and 
salmon-coloured walls. Even the old 
cathedral gargoyles seemed to dangle 
over the street, wondering what 
delight was coming next. In a popular 
poster, the Burgundian is depicted as 
a well-padded monk sating himself 
on meat and pastries whilst being 
straddled by a wench. Clearly, to live à 
la Bourguignonne is to enjoy a life of 
red wine and cream, and to die aged 
forty-two under someone else’s wife. 

It was impossible not to enjoy all this. 
Dijon was everything I love about 
France; discerning, appreciative, 
beautifully detailed and yet always 
faintly reckless. Even that snipey 
Georgian traveller, Tobias Smollett, 
warmed to Dijon, although he said 
it was a ‘venerable old city’. Another 
Georgian, Philip Thicknesse, got a 
harder deal; he was brought here 
to see a public execution (although 
he’d paid to see a coronation in 
Rheims). Before the condemned man 
was hanged, he’d had all his limbs 
shattered with a large blunt cleaver.

That’s typical of Dijon, to be so 
meticulous. Here, there were shops 
that sold only corkscrews or only 
cheese. Vegetables were scrubbed and 
polished and sorted by size. Spices 
too were elaborately sorted, arranged 
in strength from astronomic down 
to zero. Moutarde of course was a 
matter of even subtler distinctions, 
and enjoyed a street to itself. It was all 
there, including mustards made with 
strawberries and others mixed with 
curry.

Nowhere but France could people 
be quite so serious about what they 
put in their mouth. The Dijonais were 
sniffers, tasters and prodders. I got 
the feeling they’d cross town for the 
perfect gougère (a cheese best eaten 
warm, with spoon). As for bread, it had 
to be still smoking, like a gun. The idea 
of eating crusts baked yesterday was 
considered slightly vile. 

At seven, everyone began to drift 
towards the food, and so we followed 
the fl ow. That night, we ate snails 
stewed in Chablis and shallots, 
saddle of hare cooked in red wine, 
veal kidneys, apple tart, and a slab 
of gougère, all washed down with 
several bottles of burgundy and a 
globe or two of brandy. It wasn’t an 
easy night after that, dreams haunted 
by monks and hummocks of pulsing 
cheese. I suppose it was just sleep à la 
Bourguignonne (except without the 
wench).

I don’t know what my American 
companions made of this fastidious 
gluttony. For Jeff food was merely 
fuel, and he often spoke about it as 
if he was on a public relations drive 
for pizza. Flint, on the other hand, 
appeared to enjoy the food, although 
he found the pageantry of French 
cuisine obsessional and vain. He 
was always far more likely to worry 

City of Food
For years, Dijon has been thought of as the capital of mustard and 
the straining girth. Recently, John Gimlette called by with two 
American friends, doing some research on the Second World War.
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about whether there were enough 
beans rather than whether they 
were polished. It’s sometimes said 
that – when it comes to food – the 
French care only about quality, the 
Americans quantity, and the English 
table manners. I’ve an uneasy feeling 
this may be true. Perhaps in matters 
of food, we’re merely the people our 
ancestors were; either cavaliers or 
puritans or something in between. 

Next to our hotel there was an old 
man, living up to his neck in the 
war. Michou sold battlefi eld scrap; 
rusty bayonets, safe-conduct passes, 
German helmets, anything left behind. 
It was surprising how recent the war 
looked in his parchment hands. I 
noticed that Roosevelt’s instructions 
to the Germans, on how to surrender, 
were still bundled up in rubber bands. 

‘I remember the day they left,’ said 
Michou, ‘10 September 1944!’

The next day, the Americans from 
Normandy were united with those 
from the south. The Wehrmacht was 
in poor shape here, said Michou. The 
soldiers were mostly Ukrainian, who 
shot their offi cers and then gave 
themselves up. 

‘So, she saved us again!’ cackled 
Michou, ‘The Black Virgin!’

I remembered her from Dijon 
cathedral: a primitive effi gy, armless 
and charred.

‘She’s been looking after us for a 
thousand years!’ 

‘And then came the Americans?’

‘Bless them, yes, in their beautiful 
trucks.’

He said they camped in the park and 
ate like kings.’

Using some old military maps, we 
made our way to the American camp. 
In the US Army’s version of Dijon, 

there were strange military suburbs 
with names like Reno and Miami. We 
found the park at the end of a long 
row of mansions, near the forgotten 
neighbourhood of Tulsa. It was a 
cool green place, inhabited only 
by Graecian nymphs, coaxed from 
voluptuous marble. Once, an entire 
division had slept here, beneath the 
chestnut trees.

‘Nine thousand men,’ whistled Flint, 
peering into the shadows. But it had 
all gone – bivouacs, kitchens and 
trucks full of doughnuts and cheese. 
Michou, on the other hand, said the 
Dijonais had never forgotten the 

Americans and their life-giving food. 
It was a beautiful tale of cupboard 
love. 

Presumably, it was the other way 
round with the Germans. 

‘How did you all get on?’ I asked, but 
Michou merely laughed.

‘Ventre affamé n’a pas d’oreille.’ A 
hungry stomach has no ears.

John Gimlette is the winner of 
the Dolman Travel Book Prize 
2012, with ‘Wild Coast; Travels on 
South America’s Untamed Edge’ 
(Profi le £8.99).
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Wandsworth’s Clinical 
Commissioning Group 

Dr Nicola Jones

The NHS has barely been out of the news this 
year and in Wandsworth Clinical Commissioning 
Group, we’ve seen major progress too. 

Last year we were in ‘shadow’ – a sort of practice 
year. We had responsibility for commissioning 
but didn’t actually own the budget nor have the 
accountability. In April our Clinical Commissioning 
Group (CCG) was one of the fi rst in the country 
to be formally ‘authorised’, and we fi nally became 
legally responsible for commissioning (buying) 
the majority of health services for Wandsworth 
residents. 

It was an important milestone and is part of a 
new way of doing things in the NHS, 

The CCG brings together all 43 GP practices 
in Wandsworth into one commissioning 
organisation. It means that, for the fi rst time, 
the planning and design of health services in 
Wandsworth is done by local health professionals, 
using insights from local patients.

Since then, our Board continues to meet in public 
with an expanding attendance from people 
and patients of Wandsworth. We have recently 
discussed subjects such as services for people with 
cardiovascular disease, the redesign of community 
services, and diabetes care. I ensure that the Board 
is fully informed about the quality of services that 
our patients receive and we fi nd it helpful to hear 
from members of the public who are attending 
board meetings because they have an interest in 
the topic under discussion.

It continues to be a very challenging time for 
the NHS. People have increasing health-care 
needs and live longer, with more complicated 
conditions. We need to fi nd ways of ensuring the 
NHS can continue to be one of the best systems in 
the world, caring for patients and ensuring people 

are as healthy as they can be.

Yet again, NHS services will come under increased 
pressure over the winter. This is due to colds 
and fl u, falls and fractures and viruses (such as 
norovirus) – issues which affect staff as well as 
patients. We are working very hard to manage 
this increase in demand.

We review our performance constantly during 
the winter, and planning started months ago. 
We monitor a huge range of indicators, ensuring 
that the Accident and Emergency Departments in 
hospitals are coping, that staff are getting their 
fl u jabs, that ambulances are reaching people 
quickly.

As winter approaches, it’s now time for those at 
greatest risk from fl u to protect themselves and 
their families by getting a free fl u jab.

Flu is a highly contagious infection that anyone 
can catch, and it can be a really serious illness for 
some. Those at greater risk from fl u include people 
aged 65 or over, pregnant women, and those with 
health conditions such as asthma, chest or heart 
complaints and diabetes.

If you fall into one of those groups, simply 
contact your GP to arrange a convenient 
appointment and get your jab. It’s quick, safe and 
free for those most at risk from the virus.

There is a new service available this winter, which 
we hope will help people to get health advice 
rapidly. NHS 111 is the service to contact if you 
need health advice, but it’s not an emergency. 
You’ll be able to speak to a GP if necessary, and 
be directed to the right service if you need to be 
seen. 

Stay healthy!
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Dolphin House, Jews Row, off Smugglers Way, Wandsworth, SW18 1DGW

Tel: 020 8877 9599  | www.bradysfish.co.uk
@bradyfish

Starters
Potted Shrimps, Tiger Prawns, Smoked Salmon, Half Pint Prawns, Mackerel Paté, Anchovies and Sweet Herrings

Fresh Today – Grilled Fish
Our fresh fish is... fresh!  It comes up from Martin in Cornwall and Mark in Grimsby, so our fish changes all the time.

Main Courses – Battered Fish
Cod, Haddock, Plaice, Scottish Saithe

Brady’s Famous Fresh Herb Sauces and Sides
Tartare, Dill, Tarragon, Tomato and Basil Sauces, Mushy Peas, Salad, Gherkins

Enjoy a pint of Shepherd Neame’s Spitfire 
or Masterbrew with a view of the river 
by Wandsworth Bridge, followed by 

our delicious fresh fish

Fish and a Pint by the River

Open for dinner Tuesday to Sunday

last orders 10.00pm except Sunday 8.30pm.

Open for lunch Friday, Saturday & Sunday

Friday last orders 2.30pm, Saturday and Sunday open all day

Brady’s is also available for hire, all day Monday and 

during the day on Tuesday, Wednesday and 

Thursday for events, products launches, meetings, 

receptions, photographic shoots etc. For all enquires 

please email amelia@bradysfish.co.uk

See images on our website
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Smarter Mobility, Shared Space... 
Where Next?

Ian McDonald

Smarter Mobility was the title of a debate I attended 
earlier this year, a debate which was sponsored by 
Intelligence Squared and Shell; and Shared Space is 
the title of a note I prepared in September for the 
Society’s Traffi c and Transport Committee. There 
were clear and less clear links between the two.

The debate was distinguished by the high quality 
of the panel speakers who each conveyed serious 
messages in spite of, or perhaps by virtue of, being 
limited to fi ve minutes each. The chair (CE of the 
RSA) was fi rm, fair and amusing. I mention these 
presentational aspects of the debate because we 
often, when considering public policy issues, think 
the righteousness of the issue will be self-evident. 
The speakers at this debate understood that they 
had to convince an unknowing and sceptical 
audience. 

Needless to say, the Shared Space note was not 
distinguished by the high quality of its presentation.

The Debate

Professor Paul Newman of Oxford University 
Department of Engineering Science saw robotic cars 
as the smart salvation of our insatiable appetite 
for mobility. We will soon be able to travel from 
A to B, or C, or D by dint of doing nothing more 
than entering our destination. The car will rely, not 
on external infrastructure as GPS does, but on the 
pooled memory of the entire road network. This 
technology promised major savings of energy and 
road space.

Advances in car sharing were the next topic from 
Robin Chase, founder and CEO of Buzzcar. Buzzcar 
has enabled 7000 privately-owned cars in France to 
be made available to a wider ridership on a rental 
basis – car owners gain an income from their car, 
and renters can use a car without having to own 
one.

Jerry Sanders is CEO of Skytran, a NASA Space Act 
company that is designing an elevated rapid transit 

system for Tel Aviv. Using magnetic levitation for its 
suspension, Skytran is planned to travel throughout 
the city at speeds up to 200 kph. It is designed to 
reduce congestion, its capacity being reportedly 
equivalent to three highway lanes. And it is designed 
to use one third of the energy used by a hybrid car.

The fourth speaker, Ben Hamilton-Baillie, an urban 
designer, spends his life promoting shared space, 
the most conspicuous example of which in London 
is Exhibition Road. Having made the memorable 
comment: “People are not stupid, signs make 
people stupid”, he described the cartoon version 
of Exhibition Road which comprised a road sign 
saying “Do Anything You Like Ahead”. He quoted 
other UK examples such as Poynton in Cheshire, 
where responsibility had been passed back to drivers, 
cyclists and pedestrians to look out for each other. 
It is this aspect of shared space that appeals to me; 
it contrasts with most strategies, which involve 
control and responsibility being passed from the 
citizenry to other parties.

Shared Space 

Shared space is defi ned by the Department for 
Transport (DTp) as “a street or place designed 
to improve pedestrian movement or comfort by 
reducing the dominance of motor vehicles and 
enabling all users to share the space rather than 
follow the clearly defi ned rules implied by more 
conventional designs.” The focus on “design” in this 
defi nition is rather misleading as shared space has 
been the default mode throughout history before 
the separation of vehicles and pedestrians became 
the accepted design approach. A few examples of 
long-established shared space illustrate this point: 
car parks, market places, camp sites, country lanes 
and many parts of the world where streets and 
squares are not signifi cantly engineered e.g. many 
Mediterranean towns and villages. 

The essence of shared space is the ability and 
willingness of pedestrians, facilitated by the 
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sympathetic behaviour of motorists and others, 
to move freely around the street and use parts of 
it that, in a more conventional layout, would be 
largely considered dedicated to vehicular use. (DTp)

An essential feature of shared space is the removal 
of clutter: railings and signs and warnings. 
Their removal is made possible by the shift of 
responsibility from the regulator to the individual: 
the driver can no longer say they were driving safely 
because they were within the speed limit; they 
have to drive safely using their own judgement of 
prevailing conditions.

Some of the indicators of shared space working well 
are: pedestrians crossing the road where and when 
they choose and drivers and cyclists giving way to 
pedestrians and to one another. This must be an 
advance on the light-controlled crossing where the 
green man never appears at the right time. It also 
feels like a more civilised society where people take 
responsibility and where eye contact is established 
between road users.

Shared space is not universally applicable: advice is 
that, when vehicle fl ows exceed 100 per hour, the 
road tends to revert to segregation of pedestrians 
and vehicles. This threshold may vary with local 
circumstances: Seven Dials in Covent Garden is a 
successful shared space; it surely handles more than 
100 vehicles per hour.

Neither is shared space good for all users. People 
with disabilities, who rely on “clutter” to navigate 
the street, are left with few beacons; it may be 
necessary to leave or introduce some landmarks.

Apart from Seven Dials, Poynton and Exhibition 
Road, other examples include Kensington High 
Street (which has recorded a 43% reduction in 
casualties over two years), Poundbury in Dorset, 
New Road, Brighton which passes in front of the 
Pavilion (93% reduction in vehicle trips, 93% 
increase in cyclist usage and 162% increase in 
pedestrian fl ow) and Ashford’s four-lane inner ring 
road. Could this latter pave the way for a civilisation 
of the Wandsworth gyratory?

If the notion that people behave responsibly when 
given responsibility for their behaviour is given 
some support through shared space, then might it 
be extended to other areas of public policy? Have a 
Happy Christmas and think about one or two areas 
in your world in which the approach might work. ■

24 a/b High Street, Wimbledon Village, 
SW19 5DX 

Near Wimbledon Tube and Mainline Station 

www.wvstables.com 
020 8946 8579 

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

Exceptional Horse Riding 
in London 

BHS and ABRS Approved 

Wimbledon Village 
Stables 
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One Working Day
... as observed by Roger Wates, Director at furnishing and 
restoration company E & A Wates 

The day begins with the old 
enemy... woodworm. At 
6.15am, in conversation with 

Terry our cabinet maker we conclude 
that woodworm damage to three 
tacking rails (the framework which 
comprises the seat) within a set of 
six mahogany Georgian dining chairs 
has weakened the strength of the 
timber so much that it is beyond 
treatment. Imagine the interior of 
a Crunchy bar with the addition of 
white powder cascading to the fl oor 
and you will know why we decided to 
replace them with solid beech. If the 
damage had been more superfi cial 
then after treating the woodworm, 
an application of Terry’s special 
concoction, a mixture of glue and 
sawdust, would provide suffi  cient 
resurfacing to enable us to tack new 
webbing straps to the seat without 
splitting the brittle timber. 

Th is early walk around the workshop 
before most craftsmen arrive is a 
chance to look at the progress on 
each bench, assess how near the 
furniture is to completion and plan 
for deliveries to clients. In this visit 
I fi nd that Len has fi nished all the 
stuffi  ng and stitching required for 
a semi-circular sofa which we had 
gutted and rebuilt the loose frame. 
Rob had undertaken deep buttoning 
work to two Ottomans in charcoal-
coloured wool felt and Tony our 
French polisher (although he’s not 
actually French…the description 
relates to a polishing process 
practised in Paris from around 1815) 
had completed work on a bow-
fronted four-drawer George III chest. 

Great... that will be a useful balance 
to collect! If you want to start 
collecting antiques then these chests 
are one of the best investments you 
can make.

Now I’ve opened up the showroom 
and check the message pad…
astonishing, a client who we thought 
had accepted an estimate in 2008 
but never progressed the order and 
for whom we had stored furniture 
for ten years, had contacted us out 
of the blue to accept the restoration 
of his twin pedestal desk and drinks 
cupboard. Th en a message that a 
client was chasing her curtain and 
wallpaper order, a major embassy 
had some new work for us at the 
ambassador’s residence, and a hotel 
in Sloane Square wanted us to do a 
trial bedroom scheme. Th ree other 
enquiries also needed a response. 
In our Fabric department I noticed 
three-metre sample lengths of fabric 
had arrived from Colefax & Fowler 
for display purposes on our stand at 
the forthcoming Decorative Fair at 
Battersea Park (it is on three times 
a year and this fantastic fair is the 
only place where the antiques world 
and Interior Design actually meet). 
Additionally, a long overdue order for 
fabric for a client in Wimbledon had 
at last arrived. For this client we had 
already restored their rocking horse 
and garden swing! 

Next, to my desk and we’re pushing 
7am. Eleven new emails since I left 
at 7 the previous night... a cup of tea 
to start the day and then straight 
into them. A client wanted to know 

what her metal chair looked like 
after shot-blasting, another saying 
how pleased they were after covering 
their William IV sofa and a third 
who sent her beekeeping newsletter 
(a most amusing read), two emails 
from a luxury menswear clothing 
company one sent at 1am requesting 
a roll of velvet that same day to 
decorate their Christmas window 
in Sloane Street. It needed to be the 
same fabric to match the curtains 
we had supplied to their new Regent 
Street store. Th is was a problem as 
our supplier is in Scotland and would 
not be able to deliver that same 
afternoon. I would need to fi nd an 
alternative supplier with peacock 
blue velvet in stock and within reach 
of London (we fi nally found some 
Sanderson fabric that fi tted the bill 
and taxied it down from Milton 
Keynes at the cost of £70). Th e 
second email was chasing delivery for 
work we were undertaking for their 
stores in Colombia, Mexico, Panama 
and Dubai. All were planned for this 
week but dates were being brought 
forward. Felt mildly sick at the 
prospect of not achieving this! Oh 
and by the way, they loved the four-
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fold screen that we had made for 
their Covent Garden Store... phew! 
Th en a couple of Linkedin emails not 
related to the business that proved 
a bit of a distraction. Two friends 
parading their details of new skills 
they had acquired. I bet they weren’t 
at work already. Lastly, like so many 
enquiries we receive, an attachment 
showing a number of images of 
damaged furniture. Th ese showed a 
badly split leather suite after years 
of use in a property let. Th e owners 
actually wanted it patched up, 
favouring durability over aesthetics. 
Sadly we declined this off er. 

Next I perused my appointment 
diary to see that I had three 
commitments that morning: seeing 
a client who was opening a store in 
Webbs Road SW11 who needed oak 
display cabinets restored in order to 
display jewellery. Th ey also required 
new upholstery work for bespoke 
steel chairs that they had made 

and the reupholstery of a Victorian 
chaise. A second appointment was 
for a client who had bought G Plan 
chairs from us 30 years ago and they 
need repairing. Apparently one chair 
had collapsed during a dinner party! 
Th ese dinner party accidents actually 
happen quite often and whilst often 
hilarious at the time can leave a few 
problems. Once a beautiful, elegantly 
carved Chippendale chair snapped 
where the back leg meets the seat. 
We wanted to keep the amazing 
original carving so we carefully 
cut the leg in half lengthways and 
spliced it onto a new leg that we had 
made from old mahogany! We all 
relish the challenges that confront 
us in our work and enjoy creating 
feasible solutions. For the G Plan 
customer we also needed to measure 
for curtains for the lounge bay 
window. My third was a local call to 
view a 17th century wing chair for 
reupholstery and a George I (1725-

ish) walnut secrétaire with damaged 
veneer and brass stays on the fall 
(the fl ap that opens forward to reveal 
the interior). Now this I wanted 
to see – really exciting work and a 
privilege to have been recommended 
to them.

I left the store and really enjoyed 
meeting these clients, viewed some 
lovely furniture and was excited at 
the variety of the potential work. 
Not only that but today all parking 
metres, red lines and traffi  c wardens 
had been successfully outwitted. 
I recall many impossible parking 
scenarios and once I left a client 
in the early evening to fi nd my 
car in mid-air suspended from 
a grabber truck and about to be 
pounded. Th e client joined with me 
in remonstrating and after a hasty 
plastic transaction my car was fi nally 
liberated! It is so hard to predict the 
length of a visit.
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Th e curtain client wanted to update 
their scheme and wondered what 
the current trends were. I advised 
that people are moving away from 
cream coloured neutrals and that 
stronger colours and patterns are 
again popular. Grey is the new cream 
and they loved some of our washable 
brushed cotton and linen ranges 
for their sofa. We also agreed on a 
rather smart padded pelmet board 
for their bay window in a co-ordinate 
to complement their curtains. Th ey 
also wanted advice about headboard 
styles and how we could make 
bedroom curtains blackout as the 
husband was struggling to stay 
asleep in the summer and getting 
rather fractious! We proposed a 
blackout roller blind with a small 
fascia strip to sit behind the curtains. 

After a rushed lunch at my desk I 
was back in our showroom where 

we have four fl oors of new furniture 
and introduced by Lorraine and 
Karen, our reception team, to some 
customers who were selecting a 
sofa and were reluctant to buy on 
line. Th ey wanted to discuss the 
construction of the frame, sit on the 
cushions and select their own choice 
of fabric from our fabric library. 
We narrowed down our huge range 
of 1500 books to a choice of just 
three textured plains. Not bad work 
for half an hour and also with the 
prospect of a carpet sale for their 
stairs! We discussed the collapse of 
Dwell, the contemporary furniture 
chain with one of their shops in 
Balham and whether the John Lewis 
Partnership were a threat to us. Of 
course they are I said but we try 
and provide an all-round service 
that includes interior design, soft 
furnishings, furniture restoration 
and personal attention but I think 

they already knew that!

Finally, I planned an assault on some 
paperwork, several estimates to 
produce with a detailed specifi cation 
and costing, some research required 
on the Georgian secrétaire about 
appropriate drawer handles, some 
invoices to swallow and another 
string of emails to read. Before I 
knew it the time was 7pm again and 
there was far more outstanding than 
at the start of the day...bit of a trend 
there. Just got to the car in time 
to listen to the Archers on my way 
home although I turned the sound 
down when the theme tune was 
playing at the traffi  c lights! Oh well, 
I’m out of the closet now! 

Do come and see us at: 
82-84 Mitcham Lane, Streatham 
SW16 6NR    020 8769 2205
eawates.com sales@eawates.com 
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ANDREW CATTO ARCHITECTS
incorporating ALS Architects

helping you  through all stages of design and construction 

Bude the Castle, Cornwall Servite Church, Fulham

Aston Road, Southwest London Howards Lane, West Putney

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           tel: 020 8785 0077
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Wandsworth Museum – 
a success story

Sheila Allen

I have been on secondment, so to 
speak, to act as Chair of the Friends 
of Wandsworth Museum for over six 
years and during that time the new 
Museum has received unstinting 
and generous support from the 
Wandsworth Society.

I have now stepped down from my 
position but will remain a committee 
member and a member of the 
Board of Trustees which is working 
to steer the Museum through to a 
secure fi nancial position as we have 
no funding and high costs. So the 
dialogue with the Council and the 
fund-raising efforts continue against 
a background of a well-run and 
successful Museum which is reaching 
out to a growing number of residents, 
school children and visitors from 
further afi eld.

As Mark Carney recently said the 
glass is half full and we can take pride 
and feel confi dent in our results. The 
number of visitors has doubled since 
2011 when we had 5,400 visitors, to 
2013 when we had close on 11,000. 
The Museum Trading Company, that 
is the café and shop combined have 
a gross income of £43,000.00 which 
is nudging us ever closer to being 
in profi t. Do remember to call when 
Christmas shopping!

The Learning and Outreach 
department has massively extended 

its reach having achieved an increase 
in numbers of 62% and its output 
is tremendous presenting an ever-
changing programme of workshops 
and formal curriculum-based sessions 
for schools.

FoWM (Friends of Wandsworth 
Museum) have increased their 
donations this year and represent, I 
believe, excellent use of funds. We 
bought a medieval silver brooch and 
an engraving for the collection, paid 
for FoWM membership cards, helped 
to sponsor the current exhibition, 
bought general furnishings and paid 
for education equipment. The total 
sum donated being £12,704.76, some 
of which were Society contributions. 
This is admirable but perhaps more 
signifi cant is the number of volunteers 
we have engaged to support the 
Museum. Our volunteer co-ordinators 
Christina Dawson and Prue Raper 
have responded to the needs and 
sometimes changing requirements 
of the Museum with effi ciency and 
fl exibility. Volunteers man the front 
desk meeting and greeting visitors 
and they also provide effective and 
enthusiastic help with education 
workshops, undertake research, 
work on the collection and generally 
respond to tasks as requested by the 
staff. Regular volunteer numbers 
fl uctuate according to need and 
range from 11 to 22 supplemented 

by interns and others working behind 
the scenes. Our volunteers provide 
an essential element in the running 
of Wandsworth Museum. This is a 
growing sector and one which we will 
continue to develop.

There have been four very well 
received exhibitions in this past year 
– Painting Wandsworth, Modern 
Masters in Print, Home – My Place in 
The World and the current exhibition 
Keep It Clean -a MUST see. It even 
got a mention in Time Out! Modern 
Masters created quite a stir. However 
it was diffi cult and expensive to 
mount and we need to consider if the 
benefi ts outweigh the costs.

As I mentioned earlier the glass is 
half full. The empty perspective is, 
unsurprisingly, lack of funding. Costs 
are being cut quite drastically and 
we still have a rent-free holiday from 
the Council as well as a fi nal tranche 
from the Hintze Foundation which 
will last to our year end in 2015. 
We have a Museum to be proud of 
and one which all supporters, Staff 
and volunteers are working hard to 
sustain.

If you are interested in becoming a 
Friend or volunteer or just want to 
know more contact Neil Couzens 
at The Museum on neil.couzens@
wandsworthmuseum.co.uk or 8870 
6060.
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SQUASH AND TENNIS AT WIMBLEDON!
The Wimbledon Club squash and tennis sections have a few memberships available. 
We have some of the finest facilities in Surrey, in a superb setting opposite the All England 
Lawn Tennis Club, with five squash courts (four glass-backed), and 16 tennis courts 
(including seven grass and three indoors), and a mixed sauna. 
There is also a bar and restaurant for after your game! 
For Squash, club night is on Mondays for all-comers, mix-ins every Sunday afternoon, plus 
monthly internal leagues for all standards. SRA tournaments are played here, and we have 
teams in the Surrey leagues from the first division down, with vets and ladies also well 
represented. 
Coaching is available for all standards. 
For Tennis, club night is Wednesday evening, and we run regular 
American tournaments, plus club summer and winter competitions. 
Coaching is available, with both group and individual sessions. 
Teams are well represented in national and Surrey leagues at all age 
levels.

Just ring 020 8971 8090 for more details or visit 
our website www.wimbledonlakesidesquash.co.uk
Facebook: www.facebook.com/WimbledonLakesideSquashClub
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Mulberry Place at Trinity Hospice
The aim of Mulberry Place is to help patients build their 
confi dence and strength and to support their relatives and 
friends. 

Mulberry Place provides counselling, physiotherapy, 
acupuncture, art therapy and creative activities as well as 
having a hairdresser. There is also a friendly café where the 
patients and their families can enjoy their time together.

It was at one of the therapy sessions that Michael found 
his ability to write poetry. One of the tutors there said of 
him “Michael is a deep-down songwriter. He attended the 
art therapy group at Mulberry Place where he discovered 
his writing talent which lay dormant for such a long time 
and only came to light at Trinity Hospice. His poems come 
from his life and imagination”.

You’re Moving Out!

Your mother didn’t think I was good enough for her only child.

When I met you crazy bitch, you were going nowhere and completely wild.

Three years of my life down the drain, the money in the account

Bent under strain.

Your tongue could do more damage than all the world’s dictators’ train.

So take your slips and your slacks and empty packs and

That thing in the bathroom I don’t like.

Your favourite mug and the two pint milk jug and the cutlery set

You got from your uncle Mike.

You’ve changed a lot – not caring any more.

You feel more for the rabbit with funny ears than me. You’re moving quickly out!

The bathroom cabinet is full of potions and pills, two drawers of false eyelashes and full of make up,

Underwear that doesn’t keep you warm – you’re the reason for this breakup.

Take that big fluffy dog with one ear who takes up half the bed, and the Nurofen pills for your head.

Put them all in a black bag and take them to your mother’s

All of your twenty-seven pairs of shoes and emu boots, if you can’t find, I’ll send the others.

The pencil thin skirt I paid for, the Berlei bra that doesn’t fit and sable,

Your sexy knickers held with string, and special pills (nudge nudge wink wink) from your bedside table.

I will find a new girl to live and whose legs will go up in the air.

The vacuum cleaner you wouldn’t use (get your mother to show you how)

Move out and take with you that panty girdle you claimed was spare!

So good-bye you silly cow, may good luck go with you

May you meet a man and give him hell, women like you are few.

Michael Dobbin
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Memory
Who put the lights on in the morning
As night in heaven turns into day?
Do our loved ones look down on us

And show us daily their heavenly way?
Their epitaph is written in the night sky and stars
Their lives are now angels who in harmony sing.
The celestial clouds are filled with notes of music
As we remember what joy their lives did bring.

We put in song what we think of those we loved.
We say sorrowful words of friends laid to rest.
We go to the ground where they peacefully lie
And shed a tear for the grave that’s blessed.
We think of our lives and journeys travel,
How better to improve this earthly place.

We count ourselves lucky and say thanks
For being part of the Human Race.

Michael Dobbin

My Dad

He would sweep me up in his arms and throw me over his 

broad shoulders.

I would hold on to his head as we walked along the pier.

I was so proud at the big walking crowd,

They were looking at me. “Hey, look at me up here.”

His life and movement are a lot slower now.

My sister and I still love the man we had,

The man we came to know and love,

Sometimes wasn’t easy with our dad.

He wasn’t shown love as a child

It wasn’t demonstrated in the family way

He did his best in the only way he knew

But we still love him every day.

We notice how he slips up to bed after Eastenders.

He says he hates that soap but knows all the actors.

We could almost get away with anything,

Taking into consideration all the factors.

To help him take his food and drink his tea

Help him shave and wash his face,

He gave all his love to my sister and me

And that’s what makes Dads an integral part of the 

human race.

Michael Dobbin

Here are a few of the poems from his 
collection called Here We Go Round the 
Mulberry Bush. I hope you will enjoy them 
as much as I did.

If you would like to fi nd out more about 
the work that Trinity Hospice does and 
support them in any way please visit www.
trinityhospice.org.uk. They are always 
looking for volunteers!

Gill Gray 
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How Neighbourhoods Change: 
The Evolution of the Northcote Road from 1900 – Carol A Rahn

Everything new worth having 
is paid for by the loss of 
something old worth keeping,” 

is an insight attributed to Carl Jung. 
He would have been speaking of 
personality and human development 
but could as easily have been speaking 
of the physical surroundings of our 
neighbourhoods.

We dance uneasily with change. We 
don’t miss what was gone before we 
arrived, but are likely to be critical 
when something familiar to us is 
threatened, while those who arrive 
more recently take the new state of 
affairs completely for granted. Change 
is both inevitable and necessary but 
it brings loss as well as gain. It is for 
each of us to weigh the consequences 
of change and to differentiate futile 
nostalgia from preservation that 
enriches.

Thanks to the Post Offi ce/Kelly’s 
Directories held by the Battersea 
Heritage Service (supplemented by 
Yellow Pages directories held at the 
Guildhall Library for more recent 
years), we are able to re-construct the 
composition of our own Northcote 
Road. Were we to take a stroll down 
the Northcote Road in 1900, what 
would we fi nd? Landmarks then, and 
still there today, we’d discover the 
Northcote Pub, which has been at 
the corner of Battersea Rise since at 
least 1887; the Baptist Church, built 
on the corner of Wakefi eld Road in 
1887 by E W Mountford who was also 
the architect for Battersea Town Hall 
and the Old Bailey; and the butcher 
shop of Henry George Dove, now in 
the hands of Bob Dove, his great-
grandson.

What would look very different to our 
eyes is a street dominated by shops 
offering the provisions from which 
meals would be prepared at home. 
Figure 1 lists each of the 147 shops 
and shows that 50 of them –just over 
one third of all the shops -- were 
butchers, grocers, dairymen, bakers, 
cheesemongers or others selling food 
or drink.

Imagine yourself confronted by a 
choice of 11 butchers and 11 grocers. 
How would you choose? Surely 
there must have been fi erce loyalties 
and prejudices based on very small 
differences. If you didn’t eat at home 
your choices locally were limited to 
Mr. Henry James’s dining rooms, next 
to the Northcote Pub.

Of course this was a world before 
supermarkets, with fewer working 
wives and more families with at least 
one servant. People walked to the 
shops. They shopped often, buying 
only what they needed and what 

they could carry. Little would have 
been wasted, unlike today where the 
Saturday shop predominates and 
we throw out 7.2 million tonnes of 
spoiled food every year. For them, 
walking down to the shops for a small, 
daily purchase was a way to get the 
most from every penny; for those us 
who shop the same way today, it is a 
great luxury to be able to do so.

Looking further at Figure 1 there was 
plenty of choice for kitting yourself 
out. Not ready-to-wear in those days 
– you’d either have to buy the fabric 
and make the clothes yourself or have 
them made for you.

Six builders/contractors and six house 
furnishers along the street refl ected 
the housing boom that was just 
ending. Chemists, doctors, dentists, 
opticians and hairdressers were all 
to be found then, just as they are 
now. Completing the picture were an 
assortment of shops ranging from 
the familiar (stationers, post offi ces, 

Figure 1
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dry cleaners and newsagents among 
them) to the now passé saddler, 
sewing machine depot and cow-
keeper.

What sort of neighbourhood was 
served by the Northcote Road? 
Battersea then had a distinct and 
distinctly left-leaning identity. Our 
famous socialist, John Burns, was well 
into his 1892-1918 tenure as MP. 
Battersea Town Hall (now Battersea 
Arts Centre) had just been built for the 
new Battersea Borough, successor to 
the Battersea Vestry, separated from 
Wandsworth 12 years earlier. 

Of course they did not know it yet, 
but in 1900 Battersea was coming to 
the end of prodigious growth. While 
the population has waxed and waned 
since then and has been growing 
again since 2011, there are perhaps 
120,000 people in Battersea today 
(and 308,000 in the 2011 census for 
Wandsworth), far from the peak of 
the early 1900s. This, combined with 
changes in the way we live, makes 
the area much less crowded than it 
was, although it may not feel that 
way sitting in the typical tailback on 
Battersea Rise or even making our way 
through the Saturday morning pram 
parade on Northcote Road. Families 
were larger; in lean times, families 
shared houses; in good times, there 
were more live-in servants. While the 
1901 census showed an average of 
7.5 people per household in Battersea, 
today the average in Wandsworth is 
only 2.3.

We should remember as well 
that owning a home was not the 
compelling aspiration it is today. In 
1911, for example, only about 10% 
of houses were owner-occupied. 
Even the wealthy preferred to rent, 
particularly “in town” and took 
advantage of the ease with which 
they could move from one property or 
one neighbourhood to another.

Charles Booth’s 1899 update of 

his famous research found 
“...considerable decay in the streets 
between Wandsworth Common and 
Northcote Road,” compared to the 
original observations ten years earlier. 
He noted, “Those who come are 
poorer than those who go, and each 
district in turn grows poorer. Yet... as 
individuals, all are better off; those 
who come are not so badly housed as 
before, while those who go have gone 
to better quarters.”

Moreover, even if the area had 
declined, in Booth’s meticulous 
review the area remained “a wholly 
uninteresting district almost 
exclusively upper and lower middle 
class.” Throughout the ensuing 100+ 
years, although far from the moneyed 
honeypot it is today, the Northcote 
area was never poor and was in 
fact consistently better off than the 
borough as a whole as measured 
by, for example, home ownership or 
occupational status. 

From 1900 up until 1940 or even 
1950, the retail composition of the 
Northcote Road remained much as it 

had been in 1900: dominated by the 
providers of food and drink provisions, 
supplemented by an array of shops to 
meet residents’ day-to-day needs. 

In fact, shops selling food and 
drink provisions remained the 
most common type of shop on the 
Northcote Road up until 1970, despite 
steadily declining from just over 35% 
of the shops in 1900 to 26% in 1970 
and down to 10% by 2011. Alongside 
all these food-oriented shops was the 
market, almost exclusively offering 
fruit and veg, initially six days per 
week. Today, of course, it is only a 
weekend market with only one stall 
still selling produce.

The table in Figure 2 (which accounts 
for about two-thirds of the shops 
on the street, the remainder being 
“one-offs”) illustrates the shift from 
bespoke and handmade apparel to the 
sale or repair of ready-made goods; 
from builders to the sale of items 
used to build or repair, or furnish, a 
home. Unsurprisingly, shops change 
as technology changes: the oilmen 
and coal merchants disappear while 

Figure 2 Number of Shops

1900 1940 1950
Butchers 11 10 10
Grocers/greengrocers 11 11 10
Drapers 9 6 4
Bootmakers 8 1 + 4 boot repair 2 +3 boot repair
Dressmakers/tailors 8 6 + 3 clothes shops 3 clothes shops
Builders/contractors 6 3 + 4 builders’ merchants 4 + 1 builders’ merchant
Confectioners 6 9 7
Dairymen 6 4 3
House furnishers 6 8 7 +2 removers
Stationers 6 3 3
Chemists 5 4 4
Oilmen/coal merchants 6 4 2
Hairdressers 4 3 4
Hosiers/hatters/milliners 4 2 2
Wine/beer/spirit dealers 4 5 5
Bakers 4 5 5
Dyers/cleaners 2 2 + 5 laundries 3 + 6 laundries
Fishmongers 2 3 3
Pawnbrokers 2 1 + 4 banks/bldg. soc. 1 + 4 banks/bldg. soc.
Post offi ces 2 1 2
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motor garages and repair shops, 
bicycle shops, sewing machine repair, 
a typewriting offi ce and more recently 
a video shop, all appeared in their day.

In 1910 there were three builders 
along the Northcote Road. Two 
of them, John West and Frederic 
Chapman, were also undertakers. 
Mr. Chapman, who seems to have 
been particularly enterprising, had a 
shopfront offering house furnishing 
and removing services and even 
bought the tobacco shop across the 
street – an unintended exercise in 
vertical integration perhaps. 1910 
also saw ownership of the umbrella 
manufacturing business pass from 
Lewis to George Juchau, from father 
to son, one likes to think. There was 
an artifi cial teeth maker on the street 
(still there in 1920 but gone by 1930) 
and a perambulator manufacturer.

In 1906, the Fire Brigade station 
opened but was closed only seven 
or eight years later. In 1969 the 
Northcote Library opened on that site. 

Where the Co-op is today was once 
one of the fi rst Tescos in the country 
but it began life as a cinema. Called 
Bolingbroke Cinema in 1920, by 1930 
it was the Globe Cinema and by 1960 
the Century Cinema.

In the 1930s the banks arrived: 
Barclays, Westminster and Midland 
to join a co-operative society and 
the established pawnbrokers. The 
banks remained until sometime in 
the 1990s (although Westminster 
and Midland banks moved locations 
during the 1980s). In 1930 Kingsford 
motorcycle agent was on the street, 
as was Hepplethwaite motor engineer, 
Northcote Motor Company at 145 and 
J Martin motor engineer at 155. 145 
Northcote Road (Question Air today) 
was a garage into the 1980s – you can 
still see the lowered kerb. The narrow 
entrance at 155, today’s Antiques 
Market, conceals the very large space 
behind which were housed at various 

times the builder John West, a tyre 
company, Martin’s garage and, until 
the ’80s, Orkney Sawmill. Long-time 
residents will also remember John 
Milton, the watch repairman severely 
disabled by polio, who carried out his 
trade from one of the tiny shopfronts 
sharing the 155 address.

In the 1970s the British economy 
was scarred by recession, the oil crisis 
and hyperinfl ation, followed by high 
unemployment in the early 80s. The 
Northcote Road was not immune to 
these forces and the street was not 
at its shiniest. Recollections by some 
of those who were here then paint a 
complex picture. Those beginning to 
be lured south of the river by more 
affordable property found themselves 
having to reassure worried parents. 
They felt perfectly safe here, although 
they wouldn’t linger after dark, 
found some of the shops (or their 
owners) rather strange, others hugely 
entertaining and most very practical. 
But, as more than one expressed it, “If 
you wanted to buy a present, you had 
to cross the river.” 

The market, and the fi shmonger, 
stocked the fenugreek, sorrel, okra 
and other vegetables essential to the 
large West Indian community in the 
area. People queued to stock up from 
huge piles of cheap potatoes, onions, 
carrots and other basic provisions. 
Not everyone was completely satisfi ed 
with the quality of what was being 
sold, and at the end of a long, hot day 
the street might be neither pristine 
nor fragrant.

Since then, the Northcote Road has 
come to be the central attraction of 
the ever more affl uent Nappy Valley. 
And what has this meant for the 
retail landscape? Arguably, the most 
signifi cant change to the Northcote 
Road is the explosion in the number 
of restaurants and cafés—22 of them 
now, alongside 9 pubs and bars 
-- and the emergence of an evening 
economy. For most of its history, there 

were only one or two restaurants 
along the Northcote Road (including 
an eel and pie restaurant in 1910) 
and only the Northcote Pub. The 
new trend dates from the ’80s and 
accelerated from the ’90s. 

Other winners in today’s streetscape 
are the gift shops, the estate agents 
and the shops focused on Nappy 
Valley’s younger set, each now 
occupying about 5% of the shops.  
There remain a clutch of goods and 
services which have always been 
present on the street in at least a shop 
or two throughout the past 110+ 
years: bookshop, fl orist, newsagent, 
photographer or photography shop, 
pet shop, music shop, sporting goods 
shop, jeweller, chemist, hairdresser, 
doctor, dentist and optician. They are 
shown in italics in fi gure 3.

Across the UK, high streets are 
struggling: vacancy rates average 
14% and too many shops are fi lled 
by betting shops and charity shops; 
vacancy rates in Wandsworth Town 
Centre were 30% in 2012. By contrast, 
less than 3% of the shops on the 
Northcote Road are empty. Empty or 
full, we all feel that local shopping is 
under threat. Many of the reasons for 
this are well known but it is useful to 
touch on one factor that is frequently 
misconstrued and another that is only 
now beginning to attract attention.

We rightly bemoan the blandness 
of high streets and shopping 
parades made up of the same well-
known names. We want variety and 
personality in our neighbourhoods 
and we tend to characterise the 
lack of it as independent shops 
being pushed out by chain stores. 
When we look at the Northcote 
Road we fi nd that this does not fully 
capture what is happening. First, the 
distinction between independent 
and multiple is not black and white. 
There is a continuum from the single, 
standalone shop to the ubiquitous 
multinational. Along the way are 
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retailers with fi ve or fewer branches 
(which is the modern defi nition 
of an independent), mid-size 
multiples, small groups, perhaps with 
unique branding for each of their 
branches and many other variations. 
Independent retailers may also have 
online or wholesale operations in 
addition to their traditional shop.

It is worth noting that, at least in 
the particular case of the Northcote 
Road, there has been turnover 
among both the independent and 
the multiple shops and there has 
not been a wholesale replacement 
by the multiples. Independent 
or multiple, the character of the 
shops has certainly changed as the 
neighbourhood has become ever more 
expensive.

In 2011, independents comprised 60% 
of the shops on the Northcote Road. 
Surprisingly, this is actually slightly 
lower than the 69% average for 
central London or even the 64% for 
the UK overall. This suggests fi rst of all 
that a street can retain its interest for 
us as consumers and residents, even 
when there is a substantial presence 
of multiples. It also suggests that 
driving a wedge between independent 
and multiple is unhelpful. Local 
business people need to work together 
to strengthen local business and local 
residents need to support the local 
businesses they appreciate, regardless 
of their organizational stripe.

One of the great obstacles facing 
all the retailers in our local streets, 
and that is only now beginning to 
attract attention, is business rates. 
This is a subject on its own, but 
to highlight only the key points: 
1) business rates are based on the 
market rental value of a shop; 2) 
that value (“rateable value”) and 
the business rate multiplier is set by 
central government; 3) local Councils 
collect the business rates but (with 
some small exceptions from April of 
this year) they do not receive any of 

the money, which all goes to central 
government; 4) in practice, Councils 
have very little ability to change 
business rates in order to help local 
businesses and 5) business rates do 
not pay for things such as rubbish 
removal – businesses have to arrange 
and pay for these separately.

Rateable values for shops on the 
Northcote Road increased by 
anywhere from 65% to 143% in 
the most recent revaluation, while 
rates on the King’s Road or even 
neighbouring St. John’s Road, 
increased typically from 23%-30%. 
Rateable values are now typically in 
the range of £30,000 to £60,000 (more 
for double-fronted shops, of course, 
or shops closer to the Battersea Rise 
end of the street), with business rates 
now adding another £11,000-£30,000 
of annual cost for each retailer on the 
Northcote Road. 

Small shops across the country are 
struggling with high business rates 
and one reason that the high street 
is losing out to shopping centres is 
that retailers in large shops pay much 
lower rates per square metre. Business 
rates based on rental value rather 
than turnover systematically serve to 
drive out the neighbourhood shops 
that serve our day-to-day needs but 

cannot generate enough turnover 
per square metre to compensate for 
the huge increases in cost with which 
they are faced. Successful streets like 
the Northcote Road escape the high 
vacancy rates and the blight of betting 
shops but they are at risk of becoming 
one-dimensional and of serving only 
the wealthiest segment of the local 
population.

The world does not stand still. Our 
shops, like our neighbourhoods, must 
change. But if we want our retail 
landscape as well as our community 
to have vitality and variety and to 
serve a broad range of people, we 
as consumers need to make good 
decisions about how we spend our 
money; we as citizens and members 
of groups such as the Wandsworth 
Society need to help fi nd and help 
demand creative adaptations (such as 
the proposed community bookshop to 
be housed in the Northcote Library) 
and sometimes, as in the case of 
business rates, we may need our 
elected offi cials to change some of 
the rules.

Copyright © Carol A. Rahn 2013. Please 
kindly acknowledge copyright if quoting 
from or otherwise using this material.

Figure 3
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A Snake in the Grass
“Make no mistake” David Coulthard, the MP for 
Zimbabwe’s MDC – Movement for Democratic Change 
– tells his rapt audience of thirty or so Zimbabwean 
farmers sitting on plastic chairs under the acacia trees. 
“Th is is an end game.” Th e sky is bruised and beside us the 
river, swollen by recent rains, fl ows dark and implacable. 

Th e meeting is on a neighbouring farm forty miles away 
and, driving along the rutted dirt roads past the familiar 
landscape of dry thorns or mapane trees and the fl atness 
of the veldt broken only by random lumps of giant 
granite, it was hard to think of this as a dangerous place. 
But then only last week my cousin’s labrador was found 
dead less than twenty yards from the house. 

For Chris it was a minor tragedy. When Lizzie didn’t 
turn up for her walk he and I searched the garden and, 
unable to fi nd her, he called in the danger span, the team 
of workers he uses to hack down virgin bush. Th ey spent 
a day cutting through the undergrowth, the riverine 
jungle, which had strayed into the garden, before coming 
across the corpse. Already her black shiny pelt had 
become mangy, her eyes and nostrils gritted with of ants 
and, although Chris didn’t say much, I knew he must be 
thinking why Lizzie, why his favourite, who fl ung herself 
with such daring off  the rocks into the dam while her 
more timid blond sister Bessie dallied at the edge? But 
there was logic to it. Lizzie must have attacked and then 
been bitten by one of the many black mambas which glide 
unseen around the farm. 

Chris and I had arrived to a scene unnervingly 
reminiscent of the fi fties Rhodesia I once lived in. Th e 
men, tough and weatherbeaten in shorts and bush hats, 
stood in a circle outside the thatched farm house talking 
about anything but politics. “Bonding” one of the women 
laying out the food on a trestle table remarked. A group 
of wives sat round a table discussing the impossibility 
of pleasing teenage daughters while a maid, round and 
comfy, in a tomato red dress with matching doek (head 
scarf) handed out tea. Despite the heat – 90 degrees in the 
shade – a huge fi re had been lit. Th is was for the braaivleis 
(barbecue) which would take place after the meeting.

David Coulthard, who turned up in a baccy (truck), was 
late. He had driven a hundred and eighty miles from 
Bulawayo and was due at another meeting on a farm a 
hundred miles away later that afternoon. Both meetings 

had been secretly convened via word of mouth and coded 
telephone conversations. His charisma, his energy, his 
unwavering belief in the triumph of good over evil, 
brought a gust of hope into the oppressive atmosphere. 

David, at pains to bolster his audience, tells them 
that there is light at the end of the tunnel, that the 
Zimbabwean people are fed up and demoralized, that the 
last stage of the end game is the Presidential election, 
which will be decided by a plebiscite. 

“Th is is an end game for Mugabe as well” he reassures 
them. “He’s a desperate man. He’s already got rid of the 
press and done his best to gag the law, his last resort is 
the farmers. But you must stand fi rm” he exhorts “and 
stick to the moral high ground.” 

I think of Martin, a virile seventy-six year old whom I’d 
been talking to earlier. His great-great-great-grandfather, 
a German, had landed in the Cape in 1799 while his 
wife, Martin’s however-many-greats-grandmother, was a 
fugitive from Cromwell’s England. Driven by political and 
economic necessity Martin told me how he’d had to up 
and move all over Southern Africa. “I am a survivor” he’d 
stated cheerfully. “In the war after UDI I was blown up 
by a land mine and Ian Fergusson over there fl ew me to 
Bulawayo. Th ey said I’d never walk again.” 

Nobody has to tell Martin to stand fi rm but, looking 
round, there’s a despondency among some of the younger 
farmers. Th e war and a changing world view of morality 
has knocked the stuffi  ng out of them. Indeed, Martin’s 
son, a middle-aged man with a grown up family, has 
opted for safety and an offi  ce job in South Africa. And 
thinking about the mad currency infl ation, appalling 
petrol shortages and terrifying land invasions, it’s hardly 
surprising that those who haven’t already left have 
started doing deals with the so-called vets.

“But if you give in” David tells his audience “the present 
trickle is going to turn into a hemorrhage.” Th e trickle 
he is referring to isn’t so much the whites, who are 
numerically insignifi cant, but the black intellectuals who 
are already leaving in their thousands. 

“Th e trouble is” and here David Coulthard becomes visibly 
emotional, “there is a snake in the grass.” 

Although there are snakes aplenty, it seems, gliding round 
the Zimbabwean underworld, the one David is targeting 
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in this instance is a man called Nick Swanepoel, a past 
president of the CFU – Commercial Farmers’ Union. 
Trusted by the farmers he has apparently been trying 
to persuade the current president of the union to resign 
and give way to someone more co-operative with the 
government’s planned land reform, thus opening the door 
to legalized land invasion. 

“Quisling” David spits scornfully. “He may argue common 
sense and political expediency but, in fact, all he wants 
is to save his own skin and profi t from business deals. 
When the going gets tough he’ll rat out to South Africa.” 
Overhead the sky is blackening. I can smell the meat 
cooking on the braai. 

Swanepoel isn’t the only white supping with the Devil. 
I have already heard of some of the others. Ruitenbach, 
an Afrikaaner from South Africa, who is reputed to be 
making billions from the black market and diamond 
smuggling from the DCR – Democratic Congo Republic 
– and the head of Barclay’s bank who, a couple of years 
previously, inexplicably called in Chris’s loan which he 
takes out every year to fund the farm until the harvest 
pays it off . 

“Th is end game is going to be very, very dangerous” David 
goes on. “You must keep your heads down. Watch what 
you say on the telephone. Be sensible if you want to 
survive. Heroics can only be counter-productive.” 

I sense a restlessness; a feeling that David is losing his 
audience. A young man gets up to see to the braai. I can’t 
help wondering if the farmers wouldn’t have preferred 
an outright call to arms. It strikes me as hard to ask men 
who wrestle every day with the hard intractable land to 
keep their heads down.

“You realise that David Coulthard is a human rights 
lawyer” my cousin remarks on the way home. We didn’t 
wait for the braai, Chris has no taste for the company. 
Besides we have to cross the river to get back to the farm 
and, with the incipient storm, the water’s bound to rise. 
David, too, has had to dash off  straight after the meeting. 
He has another group of farmers a hundred miles away to 
exhort. 

“A few years ago he would have been attacking most of 
those very farmers who he’s now urging to stick to the 
moral high ground” Chris goes on steering his baccy 
round one of the many pot holes in the dirt road and 
getting into a skid. It’s started raining and the water on 
the dusty surface has produced a slick of mud. 

Th ey found the snake that killed Lizzie. Th omas, one 
of the danger span, identifi ed it from a rustle high in 
the tree under which her body was found. It was a black 
mamba. Surrounded by a clump of admirers he took aim 
through a crack in the tangle of leaves and got it. Having 
poked around with a long stick and shaken it down, 
he proudly held up the now slack piece of cord with its 
sinister black mouth. It was ten foot seven inches long 
and watching it being bundled ignominiously into the fi re 
which heats the water in an outdoor tank I realized that 
the snake, with its innate nobility, still inspired a frisson 
of admiration as well as fear in me. 

Th omas is a crack shot which isn’t surprising considering 
he played a vital part in the war of Independence. He 
disapproves of the farm invasions by his fellow veterans, 
but then that’s hardly surprising either. He’s got a job 
on a decent farm. His long term prospects may not be 
brilliant, tucked away in this seemingly quiet backwater, 
but prospects are a luxury in a country whose people are 
simply hoping to survive. And at least he’s learned to keep 
his head down.

Veronica Cecil

make you see red?

Studio 8, Royal Victoria Patriotic Building

Fitzhugh Grove, London SW18 3SX

Tel: 020 8870 4567  Fax: 020 8874 4321

Email: iksg@wetraceandcollect.co.uk

Bad debts

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. 

Red
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Cabaret Mechanical Theatre 
started life as a slightly odd 
crafts shop called Cabaret 
in Falmouth, Cornwall. It 
was opened in 1979 by 
Sue Jackson and sold Peter 
Markey’s simple wooden 
toys alongside knitwear and 
ceramics.

With the arrival of Paul 
Spooner, it wasn’t long before 
the mechanical pieces started 
displacing the other crafts. 
Sue began collecting and the 
work she kept remained in 
the shop. She could see how 
much pleasure they gave to 
her customers – even though 
they were often told that 
they could turn the handles 
but they couldn’t buy.

When Paul Spooner made a 
large coin-operated skeleton 
(The Last Judgement) for the 

shop window it was clear that 
people would pay to bring 
automata to life and so in 
May 1983, still in Falmouth, 
Cabaret Mechanical Theatre 
began and the customers 
now paid to turn handles and 
press buttons.

The collection was largely 
made up of small hand-
cranked pieces by Peter 
Markey and Paul Spooner. For 
protection most of them were 
encased and motorised so 
that they could be operated 
by push button. Sue also 
commissioned and bought 
larger one-off machines like 
Spooner’s ‘The Dream’. She 
also added work by Ron Fuller 
and Richard Windley.

It was soon realised that in 
order to continue expanding 
the exhibition it would have 
to move from Cornwall. CMT 
opened in Covent Garden, 
London in 1985, with new 
work by Tim Hunkin and a 
little later, Michael Howard.

Over the following decade 
the world of Cabaret 
Mechanical Theatre has 
continued expanding. The 
shop has a large range of 
handmade automata which 
cannot be bought anywhere 
else, it also sells kits, card cut-

outs and videos.

The collection continues to 
grow organically without 
any preconceived idea in 
mind, yet the pieces tend 
to share an eccentricity, a 
wry sense of humour and 
a slightly shrewd way of 
looking at the world. Perhaps 
what ultimately unifi es the 
collection are the personal 
tastes and preferences of Sue 
Jackson, who still owns and 
runs the show.

Sixteen of these wonderful 
pieces have been on show 
throughout November at 
Finton House School, where 
adults, children, craftsmen 
and collectors have been 
enthralled by the fun and 
quirkiness of the automata 
on show, and many new 
to the craft are 
now keen to 
get started on 
their own. There 
are upcoming 
exhibitions in 
‘Greenwich, 
Cumbria and 
Birmingham’. 

Look on the CMT website for 
more details: 

www.cabaret.co.uk

Cabaret Mechanical Theatre
Lucy Wheeler
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RICHARD CULLINAN JOINERY
Custom-made storage solutions

020 8871 0029
www.rcjoinery.co.uk   sales@rcjoinery.co.uk

◆ Bookcases 
◆ Wardrobes 
◆ Dressing Rooms 
◆ Bathrooms
◆ Media Units
◆ Studies and Offices
◆ Libraries 
◆ Kitchens 
◆ Tables
◆ Radiator Cases
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afe above ground, in 
the comfort of daylight, 
it is easy to scoff  at 
tales such as those that 
follow. But late at night, 
when you fi nd yourself 

sitting in an empty train carriage 
or waiting on a deserted platform, 
all alone in the underground gloom, 
that’s when these half-remembered 
tales will seep out of the walls. Th at’s 
when the unexpected sigh of warm, 
dry air, the rustle of paper skittering 
across the track, and the distant 
rattle from deep within the black 
maw of a nearby tunnel, will all too 
easily take on sinister implications. 
Th at’s when you’ll wish you’d paid 
more attention to these stories.

Of course, they are only stories.  If 
they weren’t, it would be a rather 
unsettling experience travelling on 
the London Underground.

You wouldn’t feel very comfortable 
waiting at Elephant and Castle 
station, for example, where persistent 
tales talk of the sound of running 
footsteps that have been heard 
echoing from the tiles late at night. 
Th ey have apparently been heard 
by maintenance and cleaning staff  
long after the station is closed to the 
public.

Th e stories have been around for a 
long time. Forty years ago, in his 
classic 1973 book, Haunted London, 
author Peter Underwood recorded 
that a certain Mrs Watson of Herne 
Hill was on her own at Elephant and 
Castle station late one night, waiting 
for her train home, when a porter 
– making conversation – mentioned 
to her that the station was thought to 

be haunted. He told her that during 
night-duty shifts, while he had been 
in the small porters’ room, he had 
seen the door to that room open of 
its own accord.

You might wonder whether this could 
have been caused by changes in air 
pressure as moving trains compress 
the air in the tunnel system. A 
sensible suggestion, except that the 
porter assured Mrs Watson that the 
door in question was usually kept 
fastened.

Moreover, he added that he had on 
occasion heard a tapping at the door 
and gone to see who was there, only 
to fi nd the platform outside deserted.

A second member of staff  – a night-
duty porter named Mr Sargent 
– claimed that he had heard the 
running footsteps ‘scores of times’, 
only to discover the platform to be 
empty whenever he had looked out. 
He and others had also heard running 
footsteps on the stairs leading from 
the platform up to the booking offi  ce. 
In Mr Sargent’s experience, the 
footsteps were heard most frequently 
on winter evenings.

In his book, Underwood also recorded 
the claims of a third night-duty 
porter who had heard eerie noises in 
Elephant and Castle. Th is man – a Mr 
Horton – stated that he had heard 
footsteps approach the door to the 
porters’ room and stop outside, after 
which there had been two taps on the 
door. Horton opened the door, to fi nd 
that the platform outside was utterly 
deserted. Following this experience, 
Horton – who usually worked at 
Blackfriars – refused further night-

work at Elephant and Castle.

Whoever is responsible for those 
running footsteps is never seen. Or 
is she?

Th ere is another tale from Elephant 
and Castle, which bears a similarity 
to those well-known rumours of 
phantom hitchhikers. According to 
this, a woman is occasionally seen to 
board a train at the station, only to 
vanish between stops.

As somewhat of a counterbalance 
to this vanishing woman tale, 
is the story known as ‘Th e 
Bakerloo Passenger’. Th is uncanny 
phenomenon has reportedly been 
experienced in the vicinity of 
several stations on the Bakerloo 
Line, including Elephant and Castle. 
Apparently, passengers quietly 
minding their own business as 
their carriage rattles and jerks its 
way through the black tunnels have 
happened to look up at just the right 
moment to glimpse, refl ected in the 
window opposite, another passenger 
seated next to them. A heart-
stopping experience when you know 
full well that the seats to either side 
of you are actually empty.

Moving our attention south-west 
from Elephant and Castle, the 
tunnels in the vicinity of Vauxhall 
tube station are said to be the 
haunt of a menacing phantom that 
advanced, arms outstretched, upon 
workmen who encountered it during 
the 1960s. Described as almost 7 feet 
tall and wearing brown overalls and 
a fl at clap this fi gure was reported 
as work was being carried out to 
excavate ground beneath the Th ames 

Down in the Tube
A few tales of South London underground ghosts by James Clark
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to accommodate the Victoria Line. 
Th e apparition has supposedly been 
seen on a number of occasions since.

One popular ‘explanation’ for this 
apparition holds that it is a spirit 
disturbed from its rest when the 
tunnelling work cut through an 
old plague pit. If so then witnesses 
were presumably mistaken in their 
description of the giant spectre’s 
attire, but then they probably had 
other things to worry about at the 
time.

Th e Northern Line has its disquieting 
stories too. In 1984, an Underground 
employee – a trainee manager named 
Paul – was checking the tracks. 
Th is entailed walking through the 
Northern Line tunnels between Oval 
and Stockwell stations late at night 
after the power had been shut off , 
with only his torch to illuminate the 
way. 

Several minutes into his journey he 
reached an area where the tunnel 
widened out. Th ere he was surprised 
to meet what he took to be a fellow 
employee working down there. Th e 
man was older than Paul – perhaps 
in his fi fties – and, unusually, was 
carrying not a modern electric torch 
but rather an old-fashioned paraffi  n-
fuelled Tilley Lamp. Th ese had once 
been in common use on the London 
Underground but by 1984 they were 
all but obsolete.

After a brief conversation, Paul left 
the man to his task and continued 
his lonely trudge through the tunnel 
to Stockwell. When he arrived he 
telephoned the station supervisor 
at Oval to report that the track had 

been in good order, and that he was 
now clear of it. In passing, he also 
asked the supervisor what the other 
man was doing in the tunnel.

Th e supervisor was certain that 
nobody had been booked to work 
down there that night. A check of 
his records confi rmed this and so the 
two men were left with no option but 
to venture back into the tunnel to 
search for the mysterious worker.

Paul set off  from Stockwell, retracing 
his journey north through the 
darkness, while the supervisor 
reluctantly set off  south from Oval. 
After about 20 minutes the two men 
met in around the middle of the 
tunnel. Neither had found any sign of 
the workman with his old-fashioned 
lamp. (For a fuller account of this 
story, see my book, Haunted Lambeth, 
Th e History Press, 2013.)

Th ere are many more chilling tales 
from the London Underground 
– enough to fi ll an entire book, as 
has been proved! – and there is no 
room here to include more than a 
couple. But I cannot resist bringing 
in one fi nal tale from the shadows 
beneath south London – and this 
one is among the best-attested of all 
the Underground’s spooky stories. It 
involves a part of the network that 
members of the public never get to 
see: the Kennington Loop.

According to a 2005 television 
documentary entitled Ghosts on 
the Underground there have been 
more inexplicable incidents around 
here than anywhere else on the 
Underground network. Th e loop 
is a curious but practical feature, 
designed to ensure that the trains 
running along the two southbound 
routes of the Northern Line do not 

e Station at Midnight

Kennington Station 
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cross paths when the lines merge at 
Kennington.

After a southbound train terminates 
at Kennington and the passengers 
disembark, the train is checked to 
ensure that nobody remains aboard. 
Th e doors are shut and the empty 
train continues south into the 
waiting tunnel, taking a route that 
eventually loops back on itself so that 
the train at last re-emerges at the 
northbound Charing Cross platform.

Often, however, the train is not 
permitted to re-emerge straight 
away. Instead, the unfortunate driver 
is held at a signal, where he or she 
might have to endure many long, 
lonely minutes, awaiting permission 
to proceed.

Many drivers dislike the Kennington 
Loop, which is widely reported to 
possess a threatening atmosphere. 
Th ey have probably heard the 
stories: accounts of drivers who have 
found themselves stuck there, in 
the dark, at the head of a train they 
made sure was empty before they 
drove it into the loop. Down there 
it would be impossible for anyone 
to get on (or off ) the train, and yet 
drivers have heard the sound of 
the communicating doors between 
carriages opening and closing, as 
if someone were making their way 
up the train, heading towards the 
driver’s compartment. On at least 

one occasion, the driver searched the 
train afterwards and verifi ed that 
there was nobody else on board but 
that many of the communicating 
doors had indeed been opened. 

Th e story told is that a passenger was 
killed at Kennington trying to board 
the train in between the carriages and 
was dragged along into the sidings 
and killed.

It must be a terrifying experience, to 
be trapped down there, forced to wait 
nervously for the signal to let you 
pass so that you can hurry to safety 
before whatever it is that approaches 
can reach you. Still, unless you 
happen to be a train driver yourself 
you might take some comfort 
from that fact that you, as a mere 
passenger, are safe from the thing 
that lurks within the Kennington 
Loop.

Personally, however, I wonder. You 
see, I worry what would happen if 
the unknown something were ever 
to make it all the way along the train 
and gain entry to the driver’s cab. 
Were that ever to happen then, when 
the next train eventually pulls in at 
the platform, its brakes squealing 
and its doors hissing as they invite 
you inside, who – or what – would 
be driving? And would your fi nal 
destination be the one you were 
expecting?

It’s probably best not to dwell on 
that. So, instead I’ll simply bid you a 
Merry Christmas and a Happy New 
Year, and wish you a safe journey 
next time you descend into that 
unnatural world of subterranean 
shadows. Mind the gap.

About the Author:

James Clark’s most recent book, 
co-authored with Shirley Hitchings, 
tells the remarkable true story of 
‘Donald’, the poltergeist that plagued 
the Hitchings family’s home in 
Wycliff e Road, Battersea beginning in 
1956. Titled Th e Poltergeist Prince of 
London (Th e History Press, 2013), it 
is available from all good book shops 
now. For further details on this and 
other books, see the author’s website 
at www.james-clark.co.uk.

Main Sources:

Brandon, David & Brooke, Alan: 
Haunted London Underground (Th e 
History Press: Stroud, 2008)

Clark, James: Haunted Lambeth (Th e 
History Press: Stroud, 2013)

Ghosts on the Underground (TV 
documentary, a Polar Media 
production for Five, © Channel 5 
Broadcasting Ltd, 2005) [Far better 
than many such programmes this 
documentary is well worth watching 
and contains interviews with two 
members of staff  who claim to have 
personally heard interconnecting 
doors opening and closing as they 
waited, stuck in the darkness, in 
the Kennington loop. At the time 
of writing this documentary can 
be viewed online at: http://binged.
it/1c9lEur.]

Underwood, Peter: Haunted London 
(Fontana: London, 1973)

Vauxhall station 
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Adventures of a Victorian 
Perambulator
Anthea Gaukroger

In 1996 I was having a chat with 
an elderly gentleman, Laurence 
Ansdell, who was a neighbour of 
mine in Hillier Road. He told me 
the following story, which I found 
rather charming, and so I jotted it 
down in my diary.

Many years ago, in the 1950s, 
Laurence visited Old Battersea 
House, a handsome 17th century 
house near the river. It was lived 
in then by an elderly lady, Mrs 
Stirling, who was the younger 
sister of Evelyn De Morgan, the 
pre-Raphaelite painter (1855-
1919). She had a large number of 
Evelyn’s paintings in the house, and 
mentioned it was diffi  cult to get 
anyone to clean the glass. Laurence 
said he would bring some friends 
from the scout movement to do it. 
Th ey did it for about three years 
running and Laurence got to know 
Mrs Stirling, who was a writer. One 

of her books, Victorian 
Sidelights, told the story of 
Jeanie Adams-Acton, an 
illegitimate daughter of the 
Duke of Hamilton, whose 
seat was Brodick Castle on 
the Isle of Arran. Th e Duke 
was very fond of Jeanie 
and she was well educated, 
including being sent to fi nishing 
school in Germany. In London she 
met and married John Adams-
Acton, a well-known sculptor, and 
they had six children*. When the 
youngest boy was only one year old, 
Mrs Adams-Acton decided to take 
the children from London to Arran 
for a holiday, walking all the way. It 
was 500 miles and took seven weeks 
(i.e. about 10 miles per day). Th ey 
had the little boy in a perambulator.

When I re-read the story recently, 
I was prompted to do a little more 
research. I went on to the internet 
and ordered a second-hand copy 
of Mrs Stirling’s book Victorian 
Sidelights. Th is tells the story of 
Jeanie Adams-Acton’s life through 
the many papers which she left 
on her death. As mentioned 
above, Jeanie (born 1846) was the 
daughter of the Duke of Hamilton, 
and her mother was a local Arran 
beauty, Elizabeth Hamilton. At the 
age of four, at the suggestion of the 
Duke, Jeanie was adopted by some 
friends of the Duke of Hamilton, 
George and Catherine Hering, who 

had lost their own little girl at the 
age of six. George Hering was a 
landscape painter of considerable 
talent and a charming personality. 
Th e Duke of Hamilton admired his 
work and had bought several of his 
pictures to hang in Brodick Castle. 
Th e Herings lived in London and 
Jeanie grew up in an artistic milieu. 
She later became a successful writer 
of novels and plays under her 
adopted maiden name of Jeanie 
Hering, and her autobiographical 
writings are a lively account of her 
early years in Arran and her later 
life in London after her marriage. 
Her husband, John Adams-Acton, 
was one of the foremost sculptors 
of the Victorian age and his subjects 
included Gladstone, Queen Victoria, 
Edward VII and the Westminster 
Abbey portrait of John and 
Charles Wesley. Perhaps somewhat 
surprisingly for someone who came 
from a strict Wesleyan background, 
he was also commissioned to 
make busts of Pope Leo XIII and 
the austere Victorian churchman 
Cardinal Manning. Later he created 
the memorial to Cardinal Manning 
in Westminster Cathedral.Old Battersea House
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For many years the Adams-Actons 
lived in St John’s Wood which 
in the late 19th century was still 
almost in the country and consisted 
of large houses surrounded by 
spacious gardens. It was something 
of an artists’ colony and they knew 
many of the well-known artists of 
the day, including for example Sir 
Edwin Landseer, who lived nearby. 
Other famous people were part 
of their circle and Gladstone and 
his wife were personal friends. 
Jeanie was very sociable and 
loved organising parties, dances, 
charades and tableaux vivants, so 
there was a constant stream of 
visitors to the house. Jeanie relates 
how after a party at their house, 
Mrs Gladstone’s mantle could 
not be found. Th e attendant, not 
knowing which was hers, hurried 
forward with two or three of the 
most gorgeous garments thinking 
one of them must be the property 
of the Prime Minister’s wife. Mrs 

Gladstone however disclaimed 
ownership of these, and eventually 
an old black cloak with moth-
eaten fur was produced, into which 
Mrs Gladstone snuggled happily, 
completely unembarrassed by its 
bedraggled appearance. It seems 
she remained to the end a woman 
of very simple tastes. 

Every year the family would go up 
to Jeanie’s beloved Arran for the 
summer holidays, and Jeanie would 
invite her husband’s sitters to visit 
them up there as otherwise Adams-
Acton, who was much in demand 
for his portrait busts, would have 
remained alone working in London. 
One day Jeanie learnt that some 
friends of theirs, going to Dorset on 
holiday, had actually walked there 
from London. Th is was what gave 
her the idea of walking to Arran. In 
vain did her husband point out that 
they had a family of six children, 
including a one-year-old baby, 

and that Arran was much further 
than Dorset – Jeanie’s mind was 
made up. She got out a map and 
drew a line between London and 
Arran. Th en she planned a route 
which followed the line as closely 
as possible. Th ey followed this 
quite successfully and only got lost 
once when they took directions 
from someone else. Unfortunately 
Jeanie twisted her ankle badly just 
before they were due to set off , 

18 Bellevue Road, Wandsworth Com., London SW17 7EG  Tel/Fax: 020 8767 1961
www.sienafashions.com

Jeanie Adams-Acton
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but would not hear of delaying the 
start. Th en on the second day poor 
Ellen, one of the two nursemaids 
in the party, left her travel bag 
behind and had to walk back six 
miles to retrieve it and returned 
exhausted. Th e walk proved to be 
quite a challenge, as the roads were 
poor and the summer turned out 
to be the wettest and coldest on 
record. It was also far from easy 
to fi nd suitable accommodation 
for such a large party as in many 
places the inns were very basic. 
However they enjoyed visiting 
places of interest on the way, such 
as Haddon Hall and the Blue John 
Mine in Derbyshire and Robert 
Burns’s birthplace at Alloway in 

Ayr. Great was their joy when 
they got their fi rst view of Arran. 
Adams-Acton himself only joined 
them for the last part of the 
journey. One can imagine how 
incredible it seemed at the time 
that a woman would set out on 
such an expedition accompanied 
only by a couple of female servants 
and six children. When the story 
of the walk began appearing in 
the newspapers Jeanie discovered 
she had gained an unexpected 
notoriety. Afterwards she wrote a 
book about their experiences, Th e 
Adventures of a Perambulator, which 
became a classic children’s book of 
the Victorian age.

Taking up Laurence’s story again, 
he told me that he went on holiday 
to Arran in 1955, when he would 
have been 47. He saw Brodick 
Castle and the hunting lodge which 
Jeanie and her husband had built 
on land given to them by the Duke. 
(Th e name of the house is Ormidale 
and it is now a hotel.) He asked 
a postman whether the building 
was indeed the hunting lodge. Th e 
postman said Yes, and if you want 
any more information you must go 
and see Mrs Sillars. Th is lady, who 
was then 93 (and looked pretty 
fi t in Laurence’s photo), had been 
one of the nursemaids who had 
done the walk from London with 
Mrs Adams-Acton and had actually 
pushed the pram. Laurence had 
done a delightful little pen drawing 
of the pram in his photo album 

(from a photograph). Th e pram was 
even then, in 1886, a very old-
fashioned model, but it must have 
been quite sturdy as it not only 
carried the baby but was also piled 
high with the family’s luggage.

When Mrs Stirling’s book appeared 
in 1954, Mrs Sillars became quite 
famous in Scotland and was 
besieged by journalists from the 
Scottish newspapers. By then she 
and the former baby were the only 
survivors of the expedition. Later 
Laurence showed his photo album 
to Mrs Stirling, who said she would 
like to borrow it and show it to 
someone. When she returned the 
album, she said “I expect you’d like 
to know who I wanted to show this 
to.” “Yes”, said Laurence. “I wanted 
to show it to the ‘baby’ – now a man 
of 72”!

On her death in 1965, just a few 
days before her one hundredth 
birthday, Mrs Stirling left her 
collection of her sister Evelyn 
De Morgan’s paintings and her 
brother-in-law William De Morgan’s 
ceramics to a trust in perpetuity. 
Th is stunning collection is now on 
view at the De Morgan Centre, at 
38 West Hill, Wandsworth, SW18 
1RX. See www.demorgan.org.uk for 
details. 

*In total the Adams-Actons had 
seven children, one being born after 
the great walk.

John Adams-Acton

Forthcoming Society Events
January:

Thursday 16 January 2014
Councillor James Maddan, Cabinet 
Member for Adult Care and Health 
will talk on Heath and Wellbeing in 
Wandsworth with an opportunity 
for questions afterwards.

February:

Thursday 13 February 2014
Ron Elam will give an illustrated 
talk about his collection of vintage 
postcards of Wandsworth.

March:

Thursday 13 February 2014, 7pm

AGM, followed by a presentation 
and wine tasting by Richard Sharp 
of the Urban Wine Company.
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Andrew Catto Architects: Now 
bigger and even better thanks to a 
merger with ALS 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!

Brady’s: Luke’s fi sh comes straight 
from the coast which explains why 
you’re cramming this famous fi sh 
’n’ chippy to the door. He’s now just 
behind the Ship by Wandsworth 
Bridge and with lots of space for lots 
of hungry people.

Cockburn & York: With lines like 
“Who owesya baby?” and those red 
boots, diffi cult debts suddenly seem 
collectable.

E & A Wates: Founded in 1900 
and found in SW16 this business 
is bang up to date but offers 
all the furniture-maker’s crafts 
and products. Offers tours of its 
showroom and works not to be 
missed.

Emanuel School: This centuries-old 
school proves it pays to advertise, 
even if you’re a leader in your fi eld. 
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 wedding reception – and 
I’ve done all three! – is a must for all 
our readers. 

Harrison Allen: Most of us need 
help to get through exams. Julie and 
Sheila provide that help.

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

John Thorogood: Buying or selling, 
if it’s a house or a fl at, you want an 
estate agent that’s thorough and 
good. Tick both boxes.

London Door Co: Door-to-door 
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.

Marsh & Parsons: Mr Marsh and 
Mrs Parsons may have passed on but 
M & P have grown bigger and even 
better in troubled times.

MWR Motörs: 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.

Northcut: Dermot must be a 
locksmith, no, a tress counsellor, 
well, a magician. Oh, all right, he’s all 
three.

Olivier’s Lounge: Fashion accessories 
make all the difference. Olivier’s 
Lounge is that difference.

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 fi tted furniture. Defi nitely 
on my shopping list.

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

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

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.

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 best-run 
stables in the land.

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.

Iain K S Gray

Gray’s Eulogy
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George Aubrey Lyward and 
Geoffrey Cholerton Smith
by Tony Jones and Daniel Kirmatzis

‘I can hardly write of those times. I lost one friend after 
another’. 1 So George Aubrey Lyward described the First 
World War. The war brought friendships to a sudden halt 
and for many, like George Lyward, they would last see best 
friends leaving for the front, never to return. He wrote, 
‘Then came the fi rst Great War – why does it have to be 
called that? The holidays were on, and I always spent 
days at my old school with friends who had been there 
with me. We played fi ves and sat and talked. One day we 
found ourselves called upon to put on our OTC uniforms 
and guard the railway line against spies. It was not many 
months before most of those I was with then were dead 
and buried – more poppies’. 2 Lyward described the impact 
it had upon him, ‘In other words I lost many of my friends 
within months of those days when we sat together in 
school. I managed to make suitable comments until the 
day when one of the dearest of them was reported killed. 
A common friend came to our front door with the news 
and I burst into sobbing and was comforted by my mother 
who must have wondered how I had managed to weep 
– it may well have been the fi rst and last time for many 
years.’ 3 The impact upon George was strong for he wrote 
two poems about war. From a humble background George 
Lyward became a revolutionary educationalist, gaining a 
choral scholarship to St. John’s College Cambridge. In the 
1930s he founded Finchden Manor, a school for troubled 
teenage boys, which featured in a BBC Radio Four’s Great 
Lives series in 2012. 4 He was awarded the OBE in 1970, 

a short time before his death. Attending Emanuel before 
the war he knew many of those who were killed in action, 
and when Harold Buchanan-Ryley was killed in Palestine, 
Lyward wrote his obituary notice in the Portcullis. 

He went from Emanuel into teaching and then returned to 
Emanuel twice as a master. The Old Emanuel Association 
had suspended its activities in 1914 but with Lyward’s 
assistance as joint secretary the Old Emanuel 1915 
Society was established with OEs attending on leave 
from the Front. Lyward was a member of the Emanuel 
Offi cer Training Corps and continued in the corps at other 
establishments. However he did not serve in the war for as 
he described in his autobiography, ‘Then conscription came. 
I was called up for medical examination at Kingston’s cold, 
dreary public swimming baths. I remember going down on 
my knees and praying for courage – not in the baths, but 
the night before! They rejected me because of the foot I 
had injured in 1912, and they gave me a khaki armlet to 
show that I had attested.’ 5 

The death of one Emanuel friend, Geoffrey Cholerton 
Smith, stirred Lyward to write a poem in his memory titled 
G.C.S.Chapel memorial to G C Smith

Emanuel Prefects 1911-12



BEDSIDE 2013 51

RESTAURANT & BAR

It’s time to try
somewhere different

 Are you beginning to become fed up with identikit pubs 
serving all too familiar beers in evermore standardised 
interiors? Then why not make the effort to try somewhere 
completely different but still on your doorstep.

Le Gothique is situated inside the magnificent high 
Gothic masterpiece that is the Royal Victoria Patriotic 
Building. A totally unique public house serving unusual 
beers from Ballards (Petersfield), Downton (Salisbury) 
and Shepherd Neame (Faversham).

Landlord Mad Mark Justin, manager Elliot Baker and 
resident ghost Charlotte Jane Bennet will be on hand to 
regale stories from the illustrious 150 year history of 
Wandsworth’s most spectacular building.This former 
orphanage, 1st World War hospital, 2nd World War 
detention and interrogation centre and brief home to 
Rudolph Hess and President Mitterrand is a history lesson 
in itself.

Featured in every edition of CAMRA’s Good Pub Food 
Guide, this an ideal fuel stop on your journey through 
the borough. Great value lunches, bar meals from £8.95 
and 2/3-course menu £20/£25. Exceptional large 
cloistered, heated and lit garden plus FREE off-street 
parking!

Cellar and Prison Cell tours by prior arrangement. 
This very popular wedding and party venue is often fully 
booked on Saturdays. Ring 020 8870 6567 to check 
opening hours. Normally 12-12 Monday – Saturday. 
And 12-4pm on summer (May – September) Sundays.

www.legothique.co.uk
Le Gothique

The Royal Victoria Patriotic Building
John Archer Way, Wandsworth Common SW18 3SX 

“Of Such is the Kingdom”

So young he was, yet dare we call him boy

Who himself dared so greatly, yearned to climb,

Higher, to taste all unalloyed the joy,

Of self forgot In faithfulness sublime?

We blamed him, praised him, for that mighty longing

That burning thirst which bade him drink so deep –

Still on his course he kept, and thronging, thronging,

The visions came, he followed, shall we weep?

Because he followed – mourn a faith that shone

Clear and unshaken? He who ne’er could tell,

The half of all he felt, now calls us on,

With no uncertain voice, a man he fell,

And falling rose to heights of fi ner joy,

A leader still and therefore still a boy. 6 

Geoffrey was a keen cricketer at School and from the 
Summer Term Portcullis of 1913 we learn that he was, ‘A 
hard-working Vice-Captain and secretary. As a player his 
strong defence has been invaluable to the side... ’ 7 

Lt. Geoffrey Cholerton Smith obtained his commission in 
the Army Service Corps, before being attached to the Royal 
Flying Corps in which he was an observer. Living at 11 
Magdalene Road, Wandsworth Common, both he and his 
brother attended Emanuel. Geoffrey was a member of the 
Emanuel OTC, entering Sandhurst in 1915. In September 
1915 he made the journey to the Front where being 
attached to the trench mortars of the Second Division he 
saw action in the Battle of the Somme and won a Military 
Cross for gallant conduct at Deville Wood. His citation in 
the London Gazette reads:

For conspicuous gallantry during operations. He assisted 
another offi cer with the guns in a very exposed position, 
until all the ammunition was expended. Together they then 
tended the wounded, and arranged carrying parties under 
very heavy shell fi re. 8 

Geoffrey transferred to 6 Squadron RFC in April 1917. The 
squadron’s motto being, ‘The eyes of the Army’. The motto 
was appropriate for Geoffrey as his role was an observer 
in which capacity he would have had various duties 
dependent on his squadron’s briefi ng. Generally observers 
located the position of German batteries and reported back 
to either headquarters or the artillery in order for them 
to fi re upon these locations. An observer would also have 
had to have taken command of a machine gun, typically 
a Lewis Gun in RE8s, (Reconnaissance Experimental No.8), 
a two-seater aircraft which 6 Squadron were fl ying in the 
summer of 1917. On 31 July 1917, the opening of The 
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Third Battle of Ypres, otherwise known as the fi rst day 
of the Battle of Passchendaele the weather was against 
observation due to low lying cloud and rain but fl ying in an 
RE8, Serial No.A111, twenty year old Geoffrey and his pilot 
H J Snowden, also aged twenty, were fi rst up and having 
to fl y low due to conditions both were wounded when hit 
by ground machine gun fi re over German lines at Messines. 
The Portcullis later reported that, ‘He managed to reach 
headquarters, and give his information, but the severity 
of his injuries overcame him, and he died.’ 9 He died of 
gun shot wounds to the chest in No.3 Canadian Casualty 
Clearing Station and is buried in Lijssenthoek Military 
Cemetery, grave reference XIV-A-10. Geoffrey’s pilot was 
taken back to England for treatment but died eleven days 
later and is buried in Hampstead Cemetery grave reference 
WB. 567. 

Descriptions of the Battle of Passchendaele are similar to 
those of the biblical Hell, and it was an Emanuel boy who 
had a panoramic view of its opening day. A year earlier 
Lyward had been stirred by the Battle of the Somme to 
write an In Memoriam to Emanuel’s fallen. Full of classical 
imagery it tells a story of a war that although modern was 
as old as any confl ict and could easily be taken as referring 
to the battles of ancient Greece and Rome.

1 G. A. Lyward, George Lyward His Autobiography, (2009), p. 54

2 Ibid. pp. 41-42

3 Ibid. p. 35

4 http://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/b01gg7g0

5 Lyward His Autobiography, p. 49

6 The Portcullis, No. 72, Christmas Term, 1917, p. 55

7 The Portcullis, No. 59, Summer Term, 1913, p.42

8 Supplement to the London Gazette, 20 October 1916, 10191.

9 The Portcullis, No. 72, Christmas Term, 1917, pp. 50-51

10 Scott-Giles, History of Emanuel, pp. 214-215

“Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough”
Light of heart they who bounded up the fi eld,

And we who watched them said the pace was killing.
Few they who found it theirs to give – or yield
(Save to a better man, and then not willing).

Men in the making, what had the game to give
To you, that made it ever worth the fi ghting;

Made all the story of those days to live
Though never a note of song, nor word of writing?

Full many a joy there was, but best of all,
A sense of room enough to breathe, to slay

Fear, and to laugh outright and scorn the fall
And rising dash like mad into the fray.

Many of those then with you since have caught
A glimpse of the self-same joy, when from the pages
Whereon were scribed the best of human thought,
They found the power and freedom of the sages

Who came, by trial and frequent bitter strife,
To lofty heights whence, with a vision clear,
And room enough to scan the whole of life,
They might defy the tyrant and hold dear
To truth. These many, one by one, recall

The days when blind obedience was their chance,
‘Ere they had strength to scale the mountain tall,

And looked on life with trembling, all askance.

“No room to breathe, to poor out of our best!”
To call this peace was but to give the lie
To man’s divinest longings, and to rest

Upon the mere material things, and die.
“Life is so cramped,” we heard the millions cry,

Yet we were powerless too – and passed them by.

Man ever strives his chains to burst asunder,
Restless for room enough; his deepest shame,
Falseness to infi nite self; then, Mother wonder
Not that thy sons bear part in this grim game

Of war; for those who thus have sought with duty
Freedom indeed to stand by an ideal

Grieve not, for they it is who know the beauty
Of days without the false, intensely real.

And those our brothers – we shall not forget them
Who sighed for room enough and earned it well;
Free now from all that here so sorely let them,

Still are they thine to love, Emanuel. 10
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Marcus Aurelius and 
life-centred funeral ceremonies

John Valentine

 Since the middle of the last century, the 
processes and rituals associated with dying 
and death have changed radically. Families 
used to be intimately involved with everything 

except the funeral service: now many are involved with 
nothing but the service. Death usually took place at 
home, and the family prepared the body for burial and 
watched over it until the funeral. Perhaps using an 
undertaker to provide coffi  n and transport, they took 
the body to the church or graveside for the service.

For a short while the family then had nothing to do, 
while the ceremony was conducted by a religious 
professional in a standard format. But soon they were 
involved again as they carried the body to the graveside 
and lowered it in. Th ey then backfi lled the grave, and 
visited and maintained it in the years to come.

All this has been reversed. Most people die in hospital 
or hospice, and most families don’t wash and dress 
the body. Th e body doesn’t rest at home and, because 
most of us are cremated, there probably isn’t  a grave 
to look after. Th e physical functions of the funeral 
director have expanded while those of the family have 
diminished. But in contrast the role of the religious 
professional is reducing as families demand more input 
into what is said at the funeral ceremony itself. 

Th e funeral service in the 1662 Book of Common 
Prayer, with its anonymous ‘dear brother/sister 
here departed’ is no longer enough. People want a 
name, a life story. Th ey may no longer want to look 
after their dead physically, but many people are 
increasingly concerned to control how their loved one 
is commemorated.

It seems to me that there are two forces at work 
– whether or not they are connected would be 
an interesting discussion. Th e fi rst is the rise of 
individualism and the increasing emphasis on the 
importance of the self as opposed to, perhaps, society 
as a whole. Th e second is the steep decline in church 

attendance and the associated reduction of faith in 
society. Perhaps scientifi c rationalism is behind the loss 
of faith: is it possible that Christianity’s emphasis on a 
personal relation with God and a personal salvation has 
had a hand in developing society’s ‘me me’ attitude? 
Th e second is easier to measure than the fi rst: 60 or 
70 years ago half the population were regular church 
attenders, in contrast to the million-odd (two per 
cent) now. Th e C of E claims a paid-up membership of 
50,000, about the same as the National Trust. It’s well 
beyond the scope of this piece to consider how and why 
these changes are taking place, but one consequence 
has been the recent increase in life-centred (as opposed 
to faith-based) funerals.

Th ese are led by a lay celebrant and are often broadly 
secular in content. Th ese ceremonies are centred 
around the life of the person who has died, and any 
religious elements that may be included are secondary 
to this biographical emphasis. Th e key diff erence 
between faith-based and life-centred funerals is that 
the latter are not acts of worship but commemorations 
of a life: God does not have a central role.

It all started with the British Humanist Association, 
whose members are atheists. Th ey have conducted 
funerals for their own people since the early 1970s, 
and slowly a team of celebrants (or offi  ciants, as BHA 
prefers to call them) was built up, together with a 
training programme for those who wanted to do the 
work. BHA is a relatively small organisation, and it was 
soon performing more funerals for non-members than 
for members as it off ered its ceremonies to the wider 
secular community.

Th e humanists are reluctant to agree to include any 
religious content in their funerals, but others are less 
strict. Civil Ceremonies Ltd started training celebrants 
in 2002, and they are happy to include words and 
music from the faith traditions for people who may not 
be regular church (or mosque, synagogue or temple) 
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attenders but who nevertheless fi nd comfort in some 
traditional content. Green Fuse, in Devon, is another 
training provider which emphasises spiritual content 
from secular or faith sources. But celebrants from all 
three organisations centre their ceremonies on the life 
of the person who has died.

Th e key diffi  culty for celebrants is that at the service 
they will (usually) be the only person in the chapel who 
never met the person who has died. Th eir job is to talk 
about someone they didn’t know to people who knew 
him or her well. However empathetic and well-trained 
they are, that is a diffi  cult thing to do, and celebrants 
must be expert interviewers, good writers, and 
eff ective at presentation and delivery.

Th ey must also have thought about these matters a 
good deal, and that is one advantage they have over 
their clients, who (like most of the population) have 
probably thought as little as possible about death until 
confronted with a bereavement. But celebrants need 
to know what they think about (for example) God and 
life after death, and be able to understand what their 
clients may think about these things.

Th e church attendance fi gures indicate that matters 
of faith are not important to most of us for most 
of the time, but that can change quickly when a 
death happens. In particular many people fi nd it 
impossible to accept that they will no longer be able 
to communicate or have contact with the person who 
has died. Th ey need to believe that he or she continues 
to exist in some form and will be contactable now or 
sometime in the future. 

Th e secular funeral celebrant needs to fi nd out 
whether their clients believe in some form of life after 
death, and if so what. Do they believe in physical 
resurrection? It is (still) mainstream Christian 
teaching, and every Sunday worshippers say the Creed 
together – ‘I believe in the resurrection of the body 
and the life everlasting.’ Do they believe in the soul, 
in an invisible essence that rises from the body at the 
moment of death to continue an incorporeal existence 
in heaven? If so, do they believe that the souls are kept 
on ever-expanding shelves like books at the British 
Library, awaiting the Day of Judgement when they 
can rejoin their resurrected bodies? Or do they believe 
that the souls are reused in a new existence, that they 
are reincarnated? It has always seemed sad to me that 
reincarnation is not available to Christians, because 
the individual soul has to be available to re-enter the 
individual body – many people might fi nd comfort in 
the idea.

Or perhaps they believe in none of this. Perhaps they 
fi nd some comfort in the thought that our constituent 
molecules will, in time, be incorporated into new 
structures. As Marcus Aurelius, Stoic philosopher and 
the last of the Golden Age emperors, put it: 

‘Death is nothing but a dissolving of the elements of which 
each living being is composed. If the elements themselves 
are not harmed by each continually changing into another, 
why should a man feel any dread at the change and 
dissolution of all his elements? For it is as nature wills, and 
nothing is evil which nature wills.’ 

Similarly the celebrant might be interested in his 
clients’ views on God. Does s/he have roots in the God 
who fi ercely protected the interests of a small Middle 
Eastern tribe, or in the fairly detached creator of the 
Greeks and Romans? Or the sort of combination left 
to us by St Paul and the emperor Constantine? Some 
people look outside their tradition to other faiths, 
while for others there no evidence of, or need for, any 
supernatural being at all.

Many people don’t think much about these matters 
and so, when confronted by a bereavement, don’t have 
a philosophy already worked out. Th ey are confused, 

Service • Repairs • Bodywork

MOTs
All Makes Welcome

Specialists in VW, Audi, 
Citroën and Peugeot

Tel: 020 7924 2477
www.mwrmotors.co.uk

Opening hours: Mon-Fri 8am – 7pm, Sat 9am – 1pm
10 minute walk from Clapham Junction

11–12 The Arches, Latchmere Road
Battersea, London SW11 2DR
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distraught, and can’t cope with the idea that there will 
be no further contact with the person who has died. 
Th ey may take comfort in the old words, the old hopes, 
and perhaps do not look too carefully at what the 
words actually say. But it does take courage to face the 
future and conclude that there is nothing there – just 
as there was nothing there in the past. Marcus again:

‘Th e interval between birth and death is small... Look to 
the immensity of time behind you, and to the time which is 
before you, another boundless space. In this infi nity what 
diff erence is there between one who lives three days and 
one who lives three generations?’

Perhaps all this is refl ected in the way our society 
disposes of its dead. For most of us it’s a choice 
between burial (about 30 per cent) and cremation 
(70 per cent). It’s a choice between granite headstones 
and the nearest we can get to permanence on one hand, 
and almost instantaneous destruction and dispersal 
on the other. Other countries have systems of grave 
re-use. After perhaps 10 or 20 years, when there’s not 
much fl esh left and when people have mostly stopped 
visiting the grave, the bones join those of family and 
neighbours in a communal ossuary, and the grave is 
available for its next occupant. But in England and 
Wales, despite intermittent eff orts in Parliament, this 
option is not available. 

Th ere is no doubt that life-centred funerals are now 
a permanent part of the rituals of death and dying in 
our increasingly secular and egocentric society. Are 
they eff ective? Do they help people through the night 
of bereavement and back into their own continuing 
lives? I guess the answer is – sometimes. Th ey focus 
on commemoration and remembering, and they de-
emphasise God and eternal life, and that suits some 
people. But I don’t know whether they answer Marcus’s 
question:

‘He who feels and overwhelming desire for posthumous 
fame does not consider that all those who remember 
him will also themselves die very soon; they they also 
who succeed them, until the whole remembrance of his is 
extinguished. But even suppose that those who remember 
you are immortal, and that the remembrance will be 
immortal, what then is that to you?

Well, we are still reading him after 2000 years. Does 
that count?  ■
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Richard Steele and Wandsworth
by Peter Thomas

 During its history Wandsworth 
has had many associations with 
literary personalities. Most of 

these personalities have been famous 
authors, but one that seems to have 
escaped a great deal of attention is 
Richard Steele, a writer who lived 
briefl y in Wandsworth during the last 
years of the reign of William III at the 
beginning of the eighteenth century. 
Here is an account of Steele’s early 
achievements and of his connections 
with this part of south London.

The name of Richard Steele (1672-
1729) is always linked with that of the 
essayist, Joseph Addison (1672–1719). 
Together they published a number of 
literary periodicals, the best known 
of which were The Tatler and The 
Spectator, which between them 
included some of the fi nest essays in 
the English language. But both men 
also wrote a number of plays and it 
was at Wandsworth that Steele was to 
write his fi rst drama, which he entitled 
The Funeral; or, Grief à la Mode. He 
was then aged 29, having been born 
in Dublin in March 1672. His father 
was a less than successful Protestant 
lawyer who was to die when his son 
was still a child. Fortunately for young 
Richard kindly relatives were able to 
send him to Charterhouse where he 
met and made friends with Joseph 
Addison, one of the sons of the Dean 
of Lichfi eld.

Steele’s education was to continue 
at Oxford. In1689 he entered Christ 
Church College, two years later 
switching to Merton as a ‘portionista’ 
or endowed scholar. But unlike 
Addison, who became a fellow 
of Magdalen College, Steele was 

destined not to pursue an academic 
career at Oxford. The lure of a more 
adventurous and perhaps more 
profi table life in the army called him 
away from his studies and he left the 
university in 1692 having enlisted 
in the Life Guards as a trooper. He 
joined the Second Troop under the 
command of the Duke of Ormonde 
which was destined to see service in 
Flanders during the War of the League 
of Augsburg – one of King William’s 
several wars against his French rival, 
Louis XIV. In 1695 Steele transferred 
to the Coldstream Guards and in 1697 
he was commissioned as an ensign in 
Lord Cutts’s own company. However, 
the Peace of Rysbeck brought an 
end to continental service and Steele 
was moved to guard duties in and 
around London. Off-duty we fi nd him 
hard drinking in the city’s taverns, 
fi ghting a duel and fathering at 
least one illegitimate child. In a fi t 
of repentance for his riotous living 
Steele wrote a serious manual of piety 
entitled The Christian Hero. Jacob 
Tonson published it in April 1701. 
To the publisher’s delight it proved 
popular with the reading public but 
the author was derided by his fellow 
offi cers – piety and soldiering have 
rarely been compatible pursuits.

So Steele decided that he should 
write a comedy in order to ‘enliven his 
character’ and regain his reputation 
as a pleasant companion. To do so, 
he needed peace and quiet and so 
he set off to the Surrey village of 
Wandsworth. Preserved among his 
correspondence is a letter from Steele 
to Colonel Edmund Revett1 dated 
‘Wandsworth, September 2, 1701’. He 

relates that his landlady taught girls 
‘to read, make bone-lace and a curtsy’, 
but he does not give her name. He 
does confess, however, that ‘some of 
her scholars are a little too tall to be 
looked at with indifference’. Clearly he 
has recovered from his fi t of piety and 
he relates to his correspondent that 
he spends his evenings drinking with 
one of the local millers.

A month later he was back in London 
where he reached an agreement with 
Christopher Rich of the Drury Lane 
Theatre for the production of The 
Funeral. Staged shortly afterwards 
with a fi rst-rate cast including Colley 
Cibber and Anne Oldfi eld, the play 
scored an unexpected success. Daniel 
Purcell, brother of the better known 
Henry Purcell, composed some of the 
incidental music. The plot centres on a 
certain Lord Brumpton who pretends 
to be dead in order to weigh the 

Richard Steele, an engraving c. 1715 
after a portrait by Sir Godfrey 
Kneller. (Wikimedia Commons)
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loyalty of his second wife against that 
of Lord Hardy, his son.

Some seven years later Richard Steele 
again made a journey to Wandsworth, 
this time with his wife Prue, who 
knew not whither they were bound. 
They drove down the Kingston Road 
and at the foot of East Hill pulled 
up at a boarding school for girls. 
The captain and his unquestioning 
wife climbed down from the coach 
and entered the building. Steele 
inquired after a certain pupil and in 
a few moments a young girl made 
her appearance. She was Elizabeth, 
Steele’s natural daughter by Elizabeth 
Tonson, the niece of his publisher. This 
was the fi rst meeting between father, 
daughter and father’s wife. Steele 
embraced Elizabeth so affectionately 
that Prue quickly sensed the truth and 
calmly asked her husband, ‘Is the child 
yours? ’He admitted the truth and the 
good-natured Prue said, ‘I beg she 
may be mine also.’ They took Elizabeth 
home for a visit.

Steele has one other link with 
Wandsworth, though one that was 
rather more indirect. At the 1713 
General Election he was the successful 
Whig candidate for Stockbridge in 
Hampshire. His Tory rival was a certain 
Thomas Brodrick of Wandsworth. Steel 
was knighted for his political activities 
in 1715.

1 Edmund Revett was Lord Cutts’s 
nephew by marriage and was 
commissioned captain in the 
Coldstream Guards in 1696. He met 
his death at the Battle of Malplaquet. 
Steele spoke of him in The Tatler of 8 
September 1709.

 Sources

Willard Connely, Sir Richard Steele 
(Cape, 1934).

Richard Steele (Rae Blanchard, ed.), 
The Correspondence of Richard Steele 
(OUP, 1941).

Richard Steele (Shirley Strum Kenney, 
ed.), The Plays of Richard Steele (OUP, 
1971).

Calhoun Winton, Captain Steele: the 
Early Career of Richard Steele (Johns 
Hopkins Press, 1964).

Note

This is a slightly modifi ed version of 
an article which fi rst appeared in 
1986 in the Wandsworth Historian, 
the journal of the Wandsworth 
Historical Society. It is reprinted with 
permission. Visit the WHS website at 
www.wandsworthhistory.org.uk for 
more information about the Society’s 
activities.

Title-page from a 1735 edition of 
Richard Steele’s The Funeral; or, 
Grief à la Mode.
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Molly and Plum
 – Writer/Director Rupert Raby

In 2008/09, the Shorts Film Fund 
awarded Wandsworth resident Rupert 
Raby a grant to direct his short fi lm 
Molly and Plum, with producer Yaw 
Basoah.

Molly and Plum tells the story of Plum 
who is 16 and at a crossroads, when 
he gets mixed up with some local 
troublemakers, he takes the rap for a 
crime and is given community service 
at a care home as punishment. There 
he encounters Molly, an outspoken 
and feisty resident. Recognising a 
fellow partner in crime, she persuades 
Plum to break her out and the unlikely 
duo take a road trip around London in 
a stolen van. As they start to open up 
to one another, their journey suddenly 
takes an unexpected turn and Plum 
fi nds himself having to deal with more 
than he could have imagined.

Molly and Plum was shortlisted for 
the Best of Borough Film Award in the 
year that it was funded, and it was 

subsequently screened at Branchage 
the Jersey Film Festival, Encounters 
Film Festival, the Northern Lights Film 
Festival in Newcastle, the East End 
Film Festival in London and fi nally, at 
the Kino European Short Film Festival.  

Rupert has over twelve year’s 
production experience and has 
written, directed and produced a 
number of fi lms. He was also accepted 

on to the 2008/09 Guiding Lights 
Mentoring programme and was 
mentored by writer Peter Straughan 
(Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy, The Men 
Who Stare At Goats).

Rupert and Yaw are currently 
collaborating on a feature fi lm 
called Fen Tigers that has just made 
the fi nal four of Screen Yorkshire’s 
Triangle scheme which will provide 

Time has certainly fl own by since I met some of 
you on a cold evening in May at the Wandsworth 
underpass for the Film Locations walk. For the 
Christmas edition, it is a pleasure to tell you more 
about what we do, and I thought I would feature a 
different strand to the work that we do at the Film 
Offi ce and focus on a variety of Short Film Fund 
projects that we have funded.

The Shorts Film Fund is now in its nineteenth year 
and has funded numerous projects and supported 
many local fi lm-makers in their career. The Fund 
is designed to discover, nurture and support the 
borough’s fi lmmaking talents as well as providing 

script development, mentoring and training 
opportunities. 

The Shorts Film Fund is currently run in a 
partnership between the Wandsworth Film Offi ce 
and the Royal Borough of Kensington and Chelsea. 
It is supported by Film London and part of their 
shorts scheme London Calling, which receives 
funding from the British Film Institute (BFI) and 
Creative Skillset and is part of the BFI NET.WORK.

I have selected a few projects to feature in this 
article, in order to provide examples of fi lms that 
we have funded and share the journey that the 
fi lms and awardees have been on since. 

Shorts Film Fund
Maria Horn
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development money and the chance 
to pitch their ideas to key fi gures in 
the industry.

You can watch Molly and Plum 
here http://www.thecellproductions.
com/#!molly-and-plum/cq02

Long Distance Information 
– Producer – Beth Montague

In 2010/11 we funded Beth Montague 
to produce Long Distance Information, 
written and directed by Douglas 
Hart, produced with Ohna Falby 
and starring Peter Mullan, Caroline 
Paterson, Alan Tripney.

Long Distance Information is a black 
comedy that explores the strained 
relationship between a father and a 
son, who has lived away from home 
for several years. They are as distant 
emotionally as they are in miles. The 
fi lm is based on the writer’s experience 
of leaving his home town with his 
friends to start a band, much to the 
dismay of his father. Douglas’ choice 
of career put a further strain on the 
relationship with his Dad, which was 
the starting point for the script, and 
the conversation that’s at the centre 
of the idea, did actually happen.

The international response to the fi lm 
has been beyond their expectations. 
Doug has been busy touring festivals 
around the world, attending 
screenings and giving interviews 
and Q&As. The fi lm has appeared at 
over 60 festivals worldwide including 
Sundance USA, Clermont-Ferrand Film 
Festival France, the 16th Thai Short 
& Video Festival and has won awards 
including best UK Short at the Rushes 
Short Film Festival, and best drama 
at Cabbagetown Short Film & Video 
Festival in Toronto. 

Doug has been so inspired by the 
reaction to Long Distance Information 
he is now working on his next 
drama project. Beth was appointed 

executive producer at HSI London, 
for their Digital Content and Music 
Video divisions. She has produced 
various works including Liz Green’s 
Displacement Song for director Kate 
Anderson, which was awarded Best 
Music Video at the British Animation 
Awards 2012. Ohna has produced 
several fi lms since, including a series 
of 5 short fi lms for Bombay Sapphire 
Gin which were delivered in April 2013 
to premiere at Tribeca in New York 
City. 

SICK
 – Producer Christine Hartland

In 2005/06, Wandsworth funded 
Christine Hartland to produce the 
short fi lm SICK written and directed 
by Mike Rymer. 

The fi lm SICK examines shards of 
the fractured lives of a father and 
daughter, each fi ghting in their own 
way to make sense of the abject 
isolation of grief. The experience of 
depression and alcoholism have left 
Brian’s daughter (Amanda) relying 
on him for her son’s welfare. When 
Brian’s wife dies and he gives the child 
into social care, Amanda’s world falls 
apart and she and her father don’t 
speak for 15 years. That is until she 
gathers the strength to visit him.

The fi lm has received more than 70 
festival selections and 20 International 
awards, it is released on DVD through 
BFI Filmstore, and as part of the 
Film 4 Forgotten Classics Collection 

(represented by Dazzle Films). It has 
also screened at Mental Health events 
from Bosnia to Nova Scotia, and 
used for education across the UK and 
Europe, the fi lm was represented by 
The British High Commission when 
receiving Malta’s prestigious Golden 
Knight. Most recently SICK screened 
at The Freud Museum and Anna Freud 
Centre in London last year. 

In 2004 Christine founded Patchwork 
Productions; a UK-based independent 
fi lm Production Company and in 2008 
she produced her fi rst feature fi lm, 
the political thriller WMD by David 
Holroyd, which had its UK theatrical 
and iTunes release in Autumn 2009. 

Christine then went on to be the 
Executive Producer for two feature 
fi lms; Verity’s Summer directed by 
Palme D’or Nominee Ben Crowe 
and Life Just Is directed by Alex 
Barrett which was nominated for the 
Michael Powell Award at Edinburgh 
Film Festival. She was also part of 
the 2008/09 Guiding Lights,the UK 
Film industry’s leading mentoring 
programme mentored by producer 
Damian Jones (The Iron Lady, The 
History Boys). 

Not only are Christine and Mike again 
working together, (their short fi lm 
Falling is currently being considered 
by public funding scheme iShorts, an 
initiative of Creative England and BFI 
NET.WORK) but she also has several 
feature fi lm and short fi lm projects in 
development
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In many respects, Joan was an ideal neighbour. She 
didn’t make any noise. She swept the pavement in 
front of the house. She kept herself to herself – but 
latterly rather too much. We worried about her, 
because she had decided not to go out any more: she 
had become very lame, but lived in dread of doctors 
and hospitals, and fl atly refused to do anything 
others suggested that might make her life more 
pleasant. Th is was how she wanted things.

Occasionally she would ring me up from next door 
and ask me if I would do a trivial errand for her – 
post a letter or buy something she needed. Th e latter 
did, in fact, turn out not to be trivial as a rule, since 
it usually involved trying to fi nd an exact replica of 
what needed replacing: an electric kettle (they don’t 
make that sort any more); a new telephone (ditto); 
some bed linen (her bed was a very unusual shape 
and size). I did my best to oblige.

We worried about her. And one night earlier this 
year her upstairs neighbour worried about her a 
great deal: Joan always locked the outside house 
door at night. And she always picked up the mail 
from the door mat. Neither of these things had she 
done for the previous thirty-six hours. In the end, 
Gareth rang the police.

He and a large policeman rang my doorbell at 10 
p.m. to ask if they might look through my kitchen 
window to see if there were any clues to Joan’s 
whereabouts. Th e kitchen light was on (this always 
gave me reassurance that she was up and about), 
and a light showed in the bathroom. But no sign 
of life otherwise. In the end the policeman broke 
down her fl at door and found her – too late – on the 
bathroom fl oor.

Th en began the hunt for Joan’s next of kin. I had 
had many long conversations with Joan over the 
years, having been her next door neighbour for 
several decades. I had known her parents, who had 
moved there in 1927, and knew that she certainly 
had relatives, though apparently maintained no 
contact with them. Joan herself had married, been 

Santa’s Blotto
 – Writer/Director Patrick Myles

In 2011/12 we funded Patrick Myles to direct his short 
fi lm Santa’s Blotto starring Brian Blessed. 

This comedy is set on Christmas Eve, where seven year 
old Jonny sent a letter to Santa asking for a quite 
specifi c present. He didn’t get it. This year, Jonny has his 
own little surprise in store for Santa...

Santa’s Blotto premiered at the BFI London Film Festival 
2012, screened at the Brighton Film Festival, London 
Comedy Film Festival, Edinburgh Short Film Festival, 
Galway Film Festival, Portobello Film Festival, Charlie 
Chaplin Film Festival and Smalls Film Festival. 

The fi lm was nominated for Best Comedy at the 
Limelight Film Awards 2013, Best Comedy at the Smalls 
Film Awards and Best Comedy at the Portobello Film 
Festival Awards, secured a distribution deal with Shorts 
International and reached the global number one spot 
on the iTunes short fi lms list, helped by a tweet by 
Stephen Fry, who called it ‘wonderful’.  

The fi lm is available to buy on iTunes – https://itunes.
apple.com/gb/movie/santas-blotto/id577848799

Patrick Myles is currently writing a feature, two sitcoms 
and has just fi nished the London Film Festival talent 
campus ThinkShootDistribute

If you would like any more information regarding the 
Shorts Film Fund or the Film Offi ce then please contact 
me on mhorn@wandsworth.gov.uk or 02088717119. 

A Good Send
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widowed, and come back to live with her parents, 
both of whom died in the 1970s and ’80s. Joan’s 
friend Joe had moved in, though he, too, had died 
during the past decade. 

By chance, Joan had asked me to post three 
Christmas cards for her a few years ago, and 
something told me that it would be a good idea 
to copy down the names and addresses before I 
put them in the box. Th ese, I knew, were friends 
from the old days, not relatives, but at least here 
were some people who knew her. Th ey, however, 
could not help the police with the whereabouts of 
relatives, so the police did what police apparently 
do, and called in the Heir Hunters, well known 
through the fascinating (to me at any rate) TV 
series. Th e few facts I could provide – e.g. Joan’s 
maiden name – provided a clue, and eventually I was 
put in touch with heir-hunter Mr Andrew Fraser, 
who had eventually found a multitude of cousins of 
various generations, none of whom knew of Joan’s 
existence, or only vaguely.

So: what was to happen about the funeral? Poor 
Joan had been kept in the morgue for weeks, and 
other neighbours kept asking me about this. It 
turned out that the mysterious relatives had given 
Mr Fraser the task of organising things. Between 
us we decided that as she evidently had no faith, a 
humanist funeral would be in order, and would take 
place at Lambeth Crematorium. By coincidence, I 
knew that Joan’s parents were both buried in the 
cemetery there, and – another happy choice – it 
was right by the greyhound track where Joan’s late 
husband used to race his dogs.

Mr John Valentine, the humanist celebrant (he who 
gave a talk to the Wandsworth Society in the recent 
past, though I hadn’t been able to attend), rang me 
to discuss the form the proceedings should take. 
We considered what music might be suitable, and, 
Joan’s heyday having been in the ’40s and ’50s, and 
she having been a devotee of Town Hall dances, I 
suggested that perhaps a little Glenn Miller might 

be good. Mr Valentine said he’d have a think about 
it.

Accordingly, on May 24th, a bitterly cold, wet and 
windy day, ten of us gathered at the Lambeth Crem. 
Two of Joan’s old friends (the third was ill), a friend 
of one of them, Gareth and his girlfriend, two other 
neighbours, my lodger, Nicholas, and me, and of 
course Mr Valentine.

We huddled together in the chapel, and Joan’s 
coffi  n, covered in an unlikely profusion of fl owers, 
appeared. Music introduced the proceedings. Mr 
Valentine had done us proud: Anne Shelton singing 
“I’ll be seeing you” struck just the right note. Th en 
a brief account of Joan’s life – her youth, her 
marriage, her love of animals. More music: Judy 
Garland singing “Over the Rainbow”. Th en I read 
a poem about a cat waiting for its owner at the 
“Purrly” Gates. A quiet time for our refl ections. A 
fi nal chat. Th en – the perfect ending – Gracie Fields 
singing “Wish me luck as you wave me goodbye!” 
A splendid and appropriate fi nal fl ourish. We all 
agreed that it was what she would have enjoyed.

Luckily, given the weather, I had put the heating 
on at home before we left, so we all rushed back to 
Jessica Road, drank plenty of wine, ate sausage rolls 
and smoked salmon sandwiches, and exchanged 
our own memories of Joan. Her friend Ernie Cutts 
knew that she would have been 87 at her next 
birthday, because he was the same age. How she had 
lived that long without ever seeing a doctor was a 
mystery.

I still miss her, and look across at her window to see 
if the light’s on. Occasionally I spot in a catalogue 
just the kind of mat that Joan wanted replaced for 
her kitchen – or very nearly: they’re not made any 
more. Just this last weekend, after a great deal of 
renovation, new tenants have moved in. A new era 
will begin in a fl at that had been lived in by the same 
family for 86 years. It won’t be the same.

Prue Raper

-Off   
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