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We believe real estate is an art...

stand head and shoulders 
above the competition99

quickly secured an 
excellent price99

delivered with courtesy, 
integrity & e�ciency 99

managed to �nd buyers when 
other agents couldn’t 99

showed exceptional
patience & understanding99

went the extra mile 99

 john-thorogood.co.uk|020 7228 7474|info@john-thorogood.co.uk|140 Northcote Road SW11 6QZ|           @JTEstateAgents 

At John Thorogood we believe real estate is an art; 
a beautiful and exciting world full of individual opinions, 
priorities and opportunities. Real estate has forever been 
our most prized asset. But for most of us, it’s also our 
home - something we nurture and cherish.
 
And we understand that home is much more than just a 
roof over our heads or a piece of data to be analysed.
It’s where our families and friends come together and grow; 
where we are born and live and die. Our homes are
a reflection of who we are and how we live. 

At John Thorogood, we’ve spent decades learning, 
improving and perfecting our agency’s principles, instilling
them into our team and into our approach to the many 
people we talk to every day.

These are not just words on a page.
This is the art of real estate...
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The Society organises a varied programme of
events. We hold monthly meetings (except in
August), usually on the second Thursday of the
month, with a social event in the summer and a
Christmas party in December. We also arrange
from time to time group walks and/or visits to
places of interest in our area or elsewhere in
London. Next year we shall also be arranging, at
the home of one of our members, a series of
musical evening ‘soirées’. (Our excursions, visits,
social events and soirées are open only to
Society members and their guests.)

Our website www.wandsworthsociety.org.uk will
have up-to-date news of our programme for
2019 from the start of next year, as will our
Newsletter, published several times a year. (The
next Newsletter will be in January.) The
Newsletter in print form is distributed (by a team
of Society volunteers) to members who wish to
receive it. It is also made available on our
website and included with the e-mailed ‘flyers
that we circulate once or twice a month’,
highlighting forthcoming activities, to all Society
members whose e-mail addresses we have. If
you are a member, we strongly recommend that
you ‘sign up’ to receive these flyers. (Your e-mail
address will not be released to others, or used
for any non-Society purpose.) 

Meetings: normally held at West Side Church,
Melody Road, SW18 2QQ (corner with
Allfarthing Lane). Meetings are usually open to
the wider public as well, at no charge – although
we hope that ‘visitors’ will join the Society after
‘sampling’! Refreshments are served before our
meetings (for which a donation is requested).

Wandsworth Society events,
communications and membership 

in 2019

Dates for your diary: Our next meetings, all at
West Side Church, will be on 

� Thursday 10 January, 7.45 for 8.00pm –
Battersea Power Station past, present and
future. Speakers will include Jeanne
Rathbone and Alex Baker. Further details to
be announced.

� Thursday 14 February, 7.45 for 8.00pm –
Loving our Common. Details to be
announced.
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Seasons Greetings from the Chair

Christmas is fast approaching and
another new year will soon be upon
us. In these rather uncertain times it is
worthwhile, I think, to reflect on some
of the positive things around us which
are so easy to take for granted. 

When I moved to Wandsworth just
over 8 years ago, I had long coveted
the neighbourhood with all its green
open spaces, attractive built
environment and heritage. I took
pleasure in knowing that my historical
neighbours were the likes of Lloyd
George and Thomas Hardy and would
appreciate buildings around me that
were often over 150 years old. Even
the short walk across Wandsworth
Common every morning to the railway
station would somehow lift my spirits.
Eight years on it does not feel like such
a treat – it has become the norm – it is
where I live. Nevertheless, I often take
a moment to remind myself how lucky
I am to be living in what is still a
handsome area in one of the greatest
cities of the world.

Of course, the Wandsworth Society
continues its work in trying to preserve
and improve the quality of local life in
central Wandsworth. In planning
terms, probably the most significant
decision for the Society this year was
the approval by the Council, in
January, of the application to
redevelop the B&Q site in Smugglers
Way. The Society objected strongly, but
unfortunately the Council’s decision
was perhaps inevitable after losing
control of the planning process to the

Mayor on the application for
neighbouring Homebase.

As well as striving to hold the Council
to account, the Society also aims to
bring a community of like- minded
people together. During the year we
have organized many talks, walks and
evenings of entertainment such as
parties and musical soirées for our
members. So, if you are not already a
member reading this, and would like
to find out more, please contact us and
if you are a member please tell your
friends to come along to one of our
Thursday meetings. We always extend
a very warm welcome to new
members.

I would also like to make a plea to our
members to help. I am a relative
newcomer, but many of my colleagues
have dedicated many years’ service to
the Society’s work. The issues never go
away and there is always more work
to do. So, if you share the concerns
and aspirations of the Society and have
some time to give, please don’t be shy
to make yourself known. 

Lastly, I would like to thank all the
members of the Executive Committee
and the Sub-Committees and all of the
members involved in keeping the
Society running, for all their hard
work. 

Wishing everyone a very happy
Christmas and a joyful and stress-free
New Year.

Margaret Romanski
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Battersea... Ontario
Stuart Thom

It may not be a surprise to some readers , but it was
certainly a revelation to me, to find on a recent trip to
Canada the charming village of Battersea, a mere twelve
miles from Kingston and not far from London, Ontario. It is
a reminder of the tremendous flows of English, Scots and
Irish who went out to Canada to build the country over the
last 150 years. Battersea itself was founded in 1840 by one,
Henry van Leven, following the development of the
important Rideau Canal from Ottawa to Lake Ontario. It
also saw the recovery of the area following the war of
1812, which I mention below. Battersea is now well-known
by Canadians for fishing, camping and boating – a rather
different heritage from its name sake!

For Elizabeth and myself it was an opportunity to take up a
longstanding invitation from two good friends who live in
the Battersea closer to home. To be more precise Barrie and
Dawn Temple are normally found in Prince of Wales Drive,
but because Dawn is a Canadian and inherited the family
homestead, they now spend much of their time there not
far from a little town of Kirkton, in South West Ontario.
They had been urging us to visit for a little while, so time
to give Canada a try.

No sooner had Elizabeth and I arrived in Montreal and
checked in, than we found ourselves opposite the drill hall
of The Black Watch (Royal Highland Regiment) of Canada. I
just had to go in. We were warmly welcomed and looking
round the regimental museum, it was moving to see the
mementoes and the commitment of the young Canadians
who came over to fight in two world wars to support
Britain and the Empire, with all the sacrifices they made.

Canada is a great place to visit. More laid back than the US,
with a friendly people and an easy- going nature. It has
come to terms with its original inhabitants like the Inuits ,
the Indian tribes such as the Iroquois and Huron by
integrating them all under the
name “First Peoples”. This does solve
one issue but of course
immediately creates another. The
city flag of Montreal was recently
altered to incorporate not just the
rose, thistle and shamrock of the
early settlers, along with the
French fleur-de-lys, but to add a
sheaf of barley as a symbol of the
“First Peoples”. 

While we were in Canada there was
a huge furore over the moving of a
statue of Sir John Macdonald, the

founder of modern Canada. He secured the union of four
of the original provinces, and with his promise of the
Canadian Pacific Railway brought British Columbia on
board – a pretty impressive record, and a Scotsman to
boot! However, he was a Victorian and in his treatment of
the native population was now criticised for the harsh way
he dealt with them and their traditions. The upshot was a
motion by the Mayor of Victoria to remove the statue in
front of the Victoria Town Hall as it apparently upset some
of the indigenous locals, and decision made to
“recontextualise” his rôle.

The other dimension of Canada is distance. Our trip to the
Niagara Falls was a mere 160 miles there and back before
we met up with our hosts. It was worth it not just for the
Falls, but to visit a little town called Niagara-on the-Lake.
This town was originally called Newark and was the capital
of Upper Canada (Ontario) in 1792 for four years, before
the capital was transferred to York, (now Toronto). It is
worth noting that shortly after the American War of
Independence, the Americans made several attempts to
capture Upper Canada to incorporate it into the fledgling
United States. The brunt of the war of 1812 was in
southern Ontario, but the Empire Loyalists repulsed the
attacks though not without seeing towns like Newark
burnt to the ground. The British returned to rebuild Newark
and with its Georgian architecture it is one of the most
attractive and historic towns in Canada.

I mentioned distance. An invitation came for tea. In the UK
how far would you go? Perhaps ten, fifteen miles? We
stormed off across the wide-open spaces for 60 miles. No
other cars on the roads, and just vast fields of corn-on-the
cob or wheat. Though as we approached our destination,
the Amish village of Elmeira, the landscape changed and
we saw vineyards, as this part of Canada is parallel with

northern California, and their
wine-growing capability has gone
from strength to strength. The
town of Guelph is also situated in
Ontario, and it is the home of Dr
John Macrae, the famous Canadian
doctor who composed “Flanders
Fields” and boasts a fine museum
dedicated to him.

We travelled onwards to Calgary,
the Rocky Mountains and
Vancouver, but still carried
thoughts of a Battersea in another
very different country.  �
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These days, some 8,000 Tamils
live in Tooting, mostly
refugees from Sri Lanka’s civil

war. Here, John Gimlette travels
to Jaffna, to explore the city they
left behind.

Jaffna was often seen as somewhere
not quite as great as, once, it nearly
was. I’d spent hours staring into the
map, pondering the peninsula’s
precarious splendour. If Sri Lanka can
be compared to an egg, it looks like
the head of some scraggy ancient
bird, trying to hatch out of the top.
Above it hangs the great backside of
India, mercifully inert and yet
ominously close. For a long time, the
Indians didn’t know what to make of
this freak at their rear, and, in their
mythology, it was dismissed as ‘The
Sand Heap’, or Manatiddal.
But, between the two, ran old

shipping lanes and, in their heyday,
everyone passed this way, especially
the Arabs. During the thirteenth
century, they wrote of ‘meadows of
gold’, and Jabeh, a curious island
king. By 1272, the channel was stiff
with ships, and – according to John
of Montecorvino – every year, some
sixty were wrecked. All this attention
ought to have made the peninsula
rich, which it did for a while, until
the next invasion.
Nowadays, the map’s covered in

conquest, and the names of new
arrivals. They’re all there, from the
Pandyans and Cholas, down to the
Dutch. Under each new regime, this
great slab of coral – about the size
of the Isle of Man – became almost
great. For a while, Jaffnapatam was
a kingdom of it own, and even today
it still has a monarch (although he
now lives in Holland and works in a
bank). 
Crossing the isthmus onto the

Jaffna peninsular, I suddenly found
myself in a landscape brimming with

life. It was as if I’d ended up in an
Asian Brueghel. All around, the
world had flattened out, and was
enthusiastically peopled with doers
and hewers. There was now colour
too; great, green sweeps of glowing
rice, strips of ginger, and brilliant
fringes of brinjals and chillies. I even
spotted churches nosing up out of
the work, and beamy women,
clothed to the ankle and deft with
the scythe. 
But this was no ordinary Belgium.

There were neither clouds nor
shadows, and all the water was
missing. Across the entire peninsula,
there are no natural ponds or bogs,
and not a single river flows.
Everything here centres on wells,
sunk deep in the coral. For three-
quarters of the year, there isn’t even
any rain, and everyone just has to
watch, as the fields turn to stone.
Then in October, the monsoon
comes, and the Jaffna Tamils do
what they’ve done every year, and
after every war; they’re out, picking
up the pieces and starting all over
again. Eventually, their great flat
world begins to flourish again, and
everyone is fleetingly rich. It’s
Flanders alright, but built on a
biscuit.
Further north, mansions appeared.

They were sporadic at first, but

always hopelessly grand. Most had
been abandoned, and stood, chipped
and battered, like the villages all
around. My favourite was Mandri
Manai, or The Minister’s House, built
some time in the fifteenth century. It
was clearly the work of men who’d
sailed the world, and looked like an
enormous stack of souvenirs. There
were cupolas, Greek columns, Gothic
arches, and then, through it all, ran a
stupendous Arabian doorway, in the
shape of a keyhole. These days, the
only occupants were a pack of very
formal dogs, who rose slowly to their
feet, and stood around as if they
were the servants.
Another of these places, Margosa,

had become a hotel, and that’s
where I stayed. This time, it was like
a Roman villa, which had once
housed a vast family of merchants,
living round the pool. It was quieter
now, and exquisitely orange. At
moments, I could even imagine
myself in the twenty-first century
but then there’d be a power cuttee,
and we’d all be re-immersed, deep in
the past. 
There were even more mansions

at the end of the peninsula.
Velvettithurai (or ‘Cotton Harbour’)
may stink of salted fish, but it has a
long parade of miniature palaces.
These great tottering piles of plaster,

Jaffna, Sri Lanka
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wrought iron, Calicut pantiles and
teak, were now turning green and
crumbling away. The men who’d
built them were often born of the
lowest and filthiest case – the
karaiyars, or fishermen – but, over
the years, they’d made their
fortunes, shipping cloth. All went
well until Indian independence, and
the introduction of tariffs.
Eventually, half the population of
‘VVT’ would flee to Tooting and
become my neighbours but – in the
meantime – they’d survived on
smuggling; first, soap and

motorbikes, and then the guns.
‘Can I help you?’
A woman’s face had appeared,

amongst a frieze of peacocks.
My guide, Kutty, explained that

we were visitors, and she invited us
in. Our feet made a crunching sound,
as we edged through the hall. The
house was built in the Chettinar
style, said the woman, and the teak
came from Burma. Her aunt had
long-since gone abroad, and she was
the only one left. It was no longer
safe to live in the house, and so she
slept in a shelter under the mango
tree.
During those few days amongst

the mansions, I was left with an odd
impression of Jaffna society, more a
mosaic than the full panorama.

People described a closed and
secluded world. Only the plasterwork
was rich in peacocks, and out on
display. In VVT, the Lonely Niece had
said that women own everything
here, and that it’s passed around in
dowries. The house would never be
sold, she told me, and she’d rather
have a ruin that an outsider next
door. It was the same at Margosa,
where nearly all the windows faced
inwards. ‘Men never visited each
other at home,’ I was told, ‘And if
you had something to say, you met
in the temple.’ The surgeon too was

rediscovering his cloistered past.
‘We’re like the Scots,’ he said, ‘Thrifty
and careful. A woman’s life revolves
around her husband, and a man’s
around his work.’ He also told me
he’d never been to
the coast before.
‘We were Vellalar
caste, and it was
too horrible, the
idea of running
into fishermen
and wreckers. And
so we never went,
ever.’
One morning

Kutty showed me
a story in the local
paper. A married
woman was being

blackmailed by her former lover,
who’d threatened to go to her
husband. The odd thing about this
tale was that, at the time of the
romance, the woman was a
teenager, and hadn’t even known
her future spouse. I must have
looked surprised but Kutty said that
a good Tamil has no past and little
interaction with the world around.
‘It’s a matter of faith,’ he told me,
‘This life is a prison or a trap. We
must make no connection with it, if
we are ever to escape.’
Jaffna is often referred to as a

mini Calcutta or ‘Bombay Lite’.
There’s the same exhilaration, that

madcap defiance. A vast fort – the
strongest in Asia – blocks off the sea,
and yet from behind it emerges a
great durbar of architectural
dandies: pavilions, spires, domed
kiosks with Bangala roofs, gopurams,
minarets, Mughal cupolas, and a
Victorian clocktower with an onion
top. In the middle is the library, like
an enormous, turbaned head, whilst
all around the streets are flushed
with colour. The main drag, Parangi
Theru (or ‘Foreigner Street’) is
buttercup yellow, and the Hotel
Rolex a throbbing, citric green. Other
streets are named after Stanley and
Victoria, although nobody knows
who they are. Ice-cream parlours rise
up out of the wasteland, and there’s
a bazaar that blazes all night. It’s like
any other market except that
everything’s Indian: the saris, the
movies, and the rolls of silk. But

Toddy seller, Karaitivu
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then, further on, the city seems
suddenly empty, the darkness velvety
and close. It never lasts long, and
soon the bicycles re-appear, or a
torrent of raucous rickshaws. ‘DON’T
FOLLOW ME,’ say the stickers, ‘Find
true Love.’ 
Then, every morning, the old

precincts are purified with
smouldering husks of coconut, and
the new day begins in a sweet
karmic haze. Those who don’t yet
have stalls will work on the kerb, like
the cobblers and typists. One man
sells only planks of salted swordfish,
and the liquor shop looks like a jail.
But, of all these traders, easily the
grandest is the door-handle man.
He’s making huge contraptions, of
Mughal intent. It always struck me
as such a poetic way to rebuild a
city, beginning with the doors.
Only the cars, it seems, have

survived unscratched. But these
weren’t new cars from old moulds,
like India’s ‘Ambassadors’. Much of
Jaffna’s traffic seems to have been
on the road ever since the Fifties:
Hillmans, Austin Cambridges and
Somersets, and those prim little
spinsters, the Morris Oxford and
Minor. Out on the Palali Road, there’s
a whole orchard full of these
antiques, all being lovingly polished
back to life. It’s often said that
Jaffna Tamils love them because
they remind them of an earlier age,

when they were almost independent.
But, true or not, there’d been little
choice, and, for nearly thirty years,
these were the only cars. ‘And almost
all of them,’ said Mr Santham, ‘were
converted to kerosene or cooking oil.
I still have to start the Prefect with a
drop of thinners.’

Everyone, it seemed, was busy
trying to forget the past.
There were no memorials to the

dead, but we never had to go far, to
find their homes, and the rubble.
Around the centre, there was hardly
a building that hadn’t been nibbled.
But it was worse, out on Hospital
Road. There, great chunks had been
bitten from the street, and all the old
villas now lay battered and empty. It
was the same on Main Street, where
the only prominent business was a
funeral parlour. ‘ESON’S,’ said the
sign, ‘DAY AND NIGHT SERVICE.’
The railway too had gone, leaving

only the terminus out in the weeds.
On the old platform, I could see a
woman hanging up her washing,
and behind her the ticket hall, now
open to the sky. Once, express trains
left here, and snaked off to Colombo
in less than eight hours, but – in the
last ten years – there’d been no
trains, and just a snake of gravel. It’s
said that the rails were the first to
go – turned into bunkers – but then
came the cooks and the houseboys,
and hacked up the sleepers.

I never got used to this crumbled
havoc. As a child I’d seen old
bombsites in Liverpool, but they
weren’t like this, so painted and
fresh. Some houses still had gardens,
or curtains in the window, where
everything else been sheared away. If
the owners had survived, they’d
probably fled the city. During almost
thirty years of war, Jaffna had
changed hands three times, ending
up with only 84,000 souls, a fall of
nearly a third. ‘And those who’ve
left,’ said Kutty, ‘may never return.
And nor will they sell, so we could
end up looking like this for many
years... .’
When I eventually left Jaffna, it

was on a long, narrow outrigger,
with two fishermen and a large tin
of chocolate biscuits.
Kutty had never been keen on my

boat idea. No-one ever sailed across
the lagoon anymore, and I’d need
the permission of the regional
commander. If I wanted to go back
to Pooneryn, why not take the bus?
But to his credit, he worked at it, got
the permission, and found me a
captain and a sea-worthy boat. Then
he left, driving off back to Colombo.
It was an odd parting: I’d been with
him for weeks, and yet I hardly knew
him at all. ‘Look out for the dugongs,’
he’d said, and then he was gone. �

John Gimlette is the author of
‘Elephant Complex; Travels in
Sri Lanka’

Derelict mansion, Kayts



From Skiffle to Indie...
Emanuel School Musicians

Tony Jones

Emanuel School has a fascinating
mix of alumni who have had
success in the cut-throat music
business, whilst others never got
beyond a few gigs or dreaming of
stardom from their bedrooms.
This article takes a roughly
chronological look at both the
famous and the dreamers. 

When rock and roll was in its infancy,
skiffle was still a force to be reckoned
with. Andrew Hallinon (OE1951-57)
entered his band into an all-England
skiffle contest, coming second in the
Tooting run-off section, losing out to
a skiffle version of the future rock and
roll classic “Great Balls of Fire”. Tel
Monks (OE1951-60) recalled “We did
at least three gigs..complete with tea-
chest bass and washboard
percussion.” Skiffle is still fondly
remembered but the youth moved on.

Two OEs from the same school era
were to have much more success in
the early 1960s. Firstly, Bernard Colin
Day (OE1953-60) became one half of
The Allisons who were runners up in

the 1961 Eurovision Song Contest
with the UK NME pop chart number
one single, “Are You Sure?”. They never
repeated their early success but
remained a popular revival act. In an
interview the band recalled playing
huge venues such as the
Hammersmith Apollo whilst still
sharing bedrooms with their
siblings! Alan Caddy (OE1951-
55) an ex-Emanuel choir boy,
played lead guitar in Johnny
Kidd and the Pirates and more
successfully The Tornadoes, who
were the first band to score a
number one hit in both the UK
and America with Telstar. Sax
player Elton Dean (OE1956-62)
who performed with cult band
Soft Machine came from the
same school period, also played
with Reggie Dwight in
Bluesology and when Reggie changed
his name he used ‘Elton’ from Elton
Dean in becoming Elton John!

When it comes to Emanuel School
bands, The Thyrds are absolute royalty.
This four piece recorded a solitary
single “Hide and Seek” (1964) which
was reviewed in the legendary music
magazine ‘The NME’. Paul Ellis
(OE1957-64), Johnny Malcombe
(OE1957-62), Mick Teasdale (OE1957-
64) and Michael Hughes (OE1958-63)
had a brief moment of fame when
they qualified through several
televised heats into the final of the TV
music show “Ready Steady Win!”
They played many local gigs but
decided not to pursue careers in music
and instead headed off to university.
Dave Price (OE1958-65) recalled
participating in impromptu jams with
The Thyrds at school and became a
professional guitarist in the States.
Perhaps Michael Hughes got a taste
for potential stardom when he earlier

performed with The Hellcats a band
which featured Graham Nichols
(OE1957-62), Dick Tarlton (OE1957-
64), Rik McDonell and CJ ‘Josh’
Coomber (OE1961-63). 

The 1960s and 1970s saw many other
short-lived bands come and go.

Martin Trent (OE1961-67) played in
The Spirits and gigged regularly in
South London in the late 1960s.
Martin influenced and inspired Tim
Douglas (OE1963-70) to form his own
band. Although they had more than
one name, their longest lasting was
The Quick. Tim and other members
Ray Davis (OE1963-70), Dave Bernez
(OE1963-70) and Michael Harvey
(OE1963-70) were delighted to meet
up at the 1970s Reunion last year.

1968 was the rise of Molten Light
featuring two brothers from
Marlborough House, Martin Rickman

Alan Caddy of the Tornadoes

Thyrds on a London Bridge

Spirits – Martin Trent on the left

10 THE WANDSWORTH SOCIETY
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(OE1961-69), Simon Rickman
(OE1964-72). After failing to win the
1968 House Music Competition where
they diversified into blues and jazz
with Geoff Tipping (OE1965-72), they
played schools, church halls and other
venues. 

In the 1970s the musical landscape
evolved and progressive rock was
eventually superseded by punk.
Teenage terror Paul Slack (OE1968-
75) became the bassist in the
legendary punk band The UK Subs.
School contemporary Andrew Pearce

(OE1967-72) noted “Paul Slack was
always in trouble at school!” but Paul
himself countered “It’s true....however
I was made a sub-prefect in an effort
to curb my waywardness!” The UK
Subs remain one of the true giants of
1970s punk and have gigged the
world for forty years. Paul left the
band in 1981, but re-joined in 2008
for a couple of years. 

Pete Saunders (OE1971-74) relocated
to Birmingham when he was fourteen
and in 1978 joined Dexy’s Midnight
Runners. Although he had left the
band by the time they had their
biggest hits, he has periodically
returned to play keyboards. Down the
years Pete has been involved in many
other bands including, very briefly, The
Damned, and in recent years has
diversified into cabaret and burlesque.

Chris “Merrick” Hughes (OE1971-76)
was a lifelong prog-rock fan but did not
join Adam and the Ants until they had
been playing for a few years in 1980.
After his arrival, this post-punk band
had its most successful period with
huge selling singles in which “Merrick”
played drums, sometimes keyboards and
produced much of the material. In
subsequent years Chris has produced
many bands including the mega selling
1980s band Tears for Fears. In his
school days Chris was a prog-rock fan
who once watched a version of the

prog super-group Egg play the
Hampden Hall in February 1972. 

Whilst some OEs were taking root in
the charts others were content to play
school halls and discos. David Rees
(OE1967-75) and his band featuring
Graham Mantle (OE1968-76) and
Chris Prout (OE1968-75) enjoyed
causing metal mayhem and were even
featured in the Wandsworth Borough
News. In the same period vocalist
Andy Witney’s (OE1970-77) band The
Blue Elephant were gigging around
south London with Steve Elster
(OE1970-77) and Emile Lobo
(OE1970-77) also in the band. 

For longevity you really cannot beat
Easyskanking, a ska band formed in
the late 1970s, which is still going
strong and whose origins lie in playing
school discos. The current incarnation
includes Adrian ‘Squeaky’ Smith
(OE1975-80), Nige Reid (OE1974-79)
and Rob Middlecoat (OE1972-79) and
they still perform their brand of easy-
listening ska regularly. School discos
were the ultimate breeding ground for
bands dreaming of stardom, including
the rather unsavourily named Chuck
McKee (OE1974-81) and The Sweaty
Helmets. The latter played a school
disco with Storm Petrel featuring
Mick Waller (OE1973-80), Dan
Goodwin (OE1973-80) and Richard
Polgrean (OE1973-80). Dan later
drummed for cult indie guitar band
The Kitchens of Distinction who in
their most productive period of 1986-
96 recorded four albums, released
many singles and played big venues
and festivals across the world. They
epitomised very cool 1980s indie
music which deserved to sell way
more records than they probably did. 

In more recent years there have been
many further examples of OEs
working successfully in the music
world. Nick Annand (OE1989-95) is
better known as DJ Deekline and is a
highly successful DJ of dance, break-
beat and garage music with a large
club following. Former School Captain
Rufus Miller (OE1997-03) plays guitar
for Sting, Jamie Graham (OE1995-
2000) has moshed in two heavy metal

Merrick from Adam and the Ants

Paul Slack with the UK Subs
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39 Jews Row, Wandsworth, SW18 1TB

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

Fish and a Pint by the River

Open for dinner from 6.00pm Tuesday to Saturday
last orders 9.30pm

Open for lunch from 12.30pm Friday, Saturday and Sunday
Friday last orders 2.30pm, Saturday last orders 3.30pm, Sunday last orders 3.40pm

Enjoy a pint of Shepherd Neame’s Pale Ale 
with a view of the river by Wandsworth Bridge, 

followed by our delicious fresh fish

Parking discount for 
Brady’s Customers at 
Riverside West Car 
Park (SW18 1DB) 
next to the Virgin Ac ve 
Health Club and opposite 
the Holiday Inn Express – 
50% o  the drive-in rates 
for Brady’s customers, ie:
0-20 mins FREE
0-2 hours £1
2-3 hours £2.50

Route 1: Turn right out of the car park onto Smuggler’s Way. Turn right down Waterside Path. Turn right onto Nichols Walk. 
Turn right at the end of Nichols Walk to arrive at Brady’s.

Route 2: Turn le  out of the car park onto Smuggler’s Way. Turn le  before Map Marke ng. Walk across Riverside West Boulevard. 
Turn right a er Busy Bees Nursery onto Jews Row. Turn le  to arrive at Brady’s.
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bands and now works in the industry
for a record label, Ellie Rose (OE2005-
09) played at Glastonbury and is a
singer songwriter going places, Cole
Salewicz (OE2000-08) has seen some
success as vocalist of indie band
Savage Nomads and Dom Whalley’s
(OE2003-06) dance band Jungle was
nominated for a Mercury Award in
2014. And for something very strange
Azim Keshavjee (OE1981-82) heads
up Comfortably Numb, one of
Canada’s most successful Pink Floyd
tribute acts and has been gigging for
over 25 years. And from the strange to
the totally unique, hats off to
Matthew Raymond-Barker (OE1999-
07) who won the French X-Factor
whilst he was an exchange student!
Finally, let us not forget James
Atashroo (OE2002-07) who plays
trumpet in the Renegade Brass Band.
They might be brass, but they sure
have the rock and roll spirit!

2017 was a big year for The
Maccabees, the highly successful
indie guitar band which featured both
Hugo White (OE1997-02) and Rupert
Jarvis (OE2000-02), who split up at
the peak of their
powers with a
huge farewell
show at Alexandra
Palace last
summer. As they
exited stage left
they passed the
Emanuel musical

torch to Shame, an indie
guitar band which snarls with
attitude and a riotous live act
which promises stardom and
the possibility of crashing and
burning in equal measures.
Featuring Josh Finerty
(OE2008-15), Eddie Green
(OE2007-13) and singer
Charlie Steen (OE2008-13),
the band swaggered across
the 2017 European festival
circuit, including Glastonbury.
We spoke to Josh about the
band when he was still a pupil
and he said “we sound like
early UK Subs”. Little did he
know UK Sub Paul Slack had
attended the same school.

For our encore we give the
final word to Dean Neysmith
(OE1978-84), who along with
Greg Moniak (OE1978-84), Andy
Henderson (OE1978-84) and Andy
Fitzgerald (OE1980-84) who played a
gig to raise money for a rugby tour to
Canada, but as Dean nostalgically
recalled: “Well that was the excuse I

think it was more about the girls from
Putney High and Greycoats.” Now
that’s rock and roll for you. �

Tony is Head Librarian of our supporter
Emanuel School

Pictures, clockwise from left:

Hell Cats playing in a Streatham School
Disco

SHAME NME cover

James Atashroo - Renegade Brass Band

Matthew Raymond Barker French
X–Factor Winner

Pete Saunders - Dexys
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KISSING A WIFE – 1st April 1910
Harry Cridland, aged 50, living in Caistor Road, Balham and his wife
Emily Cridland were charged with behaving in a disorderly manner in
Balham High Road.

PC 898V said: The prisoners were
‘carrying on’ together.
Mr de Grey (the magistrate):
What do you mean? 
Witness: They were kissing each
other and making a great fuss over
it. The husband said he was going
into the country and kissed his wife
before separating.
Mr de Grey said they must be
less demonstrative. He fined
them each 2s 6d.

Plus ça change... 
Ron Elam presents below a number of articles that appeared in the early years in
the 1900s published in the Wandsworth Borough News. He has added relevant
pictures from his wide collection. You are welcome to come to his house to look

though his collection. 

Tel: 020-8874 8544 or email: ron@localyesterdays.demon.co.uk

LUCIFER OR LAMP-POST –
4th August 1900
At the South-Western Police Court on
Wednesday before Mr Rose, Arthur
Osborn, 28, a decorator living at 12
Bellevue Road, Battersea was charged
with wilfully extinguishing two street
lamps in Bellevue Road.
The Defendant said he climbed the
lamp-post to light his cigar, and he
accidently turned the tap the wrong
way.
PC 482V said the man had been
drinking.
Mr Rose: You will find it cheaper next
time to buy a box of matches. You
must pay 3s.
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ADVERTISEMENT FOR
HOUSES IN SOUTHFIELDS –
15th September 1911
DON’T PAY ANY MORE RENT, but
use the money to buy one of these,
well-built and splendidly appointed
HOUSES.

Prices of £280 and £330

And at the end of the term the house is
your very own, the actual cost being
less than £2 per annum. The houses
are situated in the main
WIMBLEDON PARK ROAD and
GATWICK, HAMBLEDON and
WINCANTON roads.

The £330 Houses contain: Pretty Hall,
Dining Room, Drawing Room,
Kitchen, Scullery, 3 Bedrooms,
Bathroom (hot and cold), Long
Garden.

The letting value (based on actual
lettings) of the £330 Houses is £34 per

annum tenant paying all rates and
taxes; and if you purchase by only £30
down, the payments would be as
under:-

Repayments to building society at
£2 8s 0d per month: £28 16s 0d
(15 years & 8 mths)
Ground Rent: £7 0s 0d (per year)
TOTAL: £35 16s 0d

THE PREMIER ELECTRIC THEATRE, EARLSFIELD – 
17th June 1910
Speculation is rife in the district as to what the new theatre, situated at Algarve Road,
Garratt Lane, will be like when it is completed. We feel sure it will be an architectural
embellishment to the neighbourhood, and fully worthy of its prominent place. An army
of workmen of various trades is at present in possession of the building, but from what
we have already seen, the scheme of the internal decorations will be elaborate, elegant
and decidedly artistic.
We certainly believe we shall, as local residents, have reason to congratulate ourselves
on possessing so handsome and well appointed a place of entertainment. The time of the
proposed opening is tomorrow June 18th.

An advertisement elsewhere
in the paper stated:

� Two performances
nightly (at 7 and
9 pm)

� Matinees on Monday,
Wednesday and
Saturday at 3 pm

� Afternoon tea served
free of charge at
matinees

� Prices of admission:
1s, 6d and 3d –
children: 6d, 4d
and 2d

� Change of
programme twice
weekly: Monday and
Thursday
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Iwas brought up with the Greek
Gods. While my mother read
‘Tales of  Troy and Greece’ on

the veranda in the little wooden
house up in the mountains, I
pictured Pegasus galloping over the
pink clouds. I was convinced that
Hecate haunted the strawberry
woods behind our house. When
there was a storm at night, I
watched Zeus rip the sky apart. 

Perhaps, because they were
associated with a lost childhood,

after leaving India I never thought
of  those Gods again. Not, that is,
until my daughter Lizzie took me to
Cyprus for an eightieth birthday
present. I knew very little about the
island, except that the Greeks and
the Turks had been perpetuating an
age old feud for a great deal of  my
life time. I didn’t think they owned
any deity. It was March and I wasn’t
expecting much. With any luck, we
might get some sun and it might be
a few degrees warmer than England.
And, although we got both and a
lemon tree laden with fruit as a
bonus, the village we were staying in
lacked character because it was full
of  second homes – of  which our
Air BnB was one. As I so often do,
I found myself  yearning for a less
complicated, less materialistic, more
beautiful past.

The day after our arrival we
decided to visit Aphrodite’s grotto.
Even though it was so early in the
season the car park was packed and
tourists thronged the square eating
ice creams. We walked up a well
trodden path to the grotto along
with our fellow trippers and I tried
to fake a photo of  Lizzie as
Aphrodite and fell backwards into a
stream, leaving me with a wet and
muddy bottom. It didn’t matter. The
grotto was, miraculously, exactly as

I’d imagined it. A cave hollowed out
of  the stratified rocks with a
shallow pool and weed hanging
decorously down. I could see a Pre-
Raphaelite Aphrodite bathing there
with her handmaidens. Were they
naked and were they intruded upon
by a man, or was that another
Goddess? No matter; those magical
stories were coming back. 

The Goddess of  Love, I’d
discovered, had actually been
created from the foam on the waves

surging onto the beach at Paphos,
where our plane had landed. It was
entirely apposite for love. I’d felt her
birth many times as I lay on my surf
board carried along by the power of
the waves. So, offered a climb up
the mountain to the place where
Aphrodite had made love to Adonis,
the most beautiful mortal ever
created, I couldn’t resist.
Disregarding an arthritic knee, due
to be replaced in a couple of
months, Lizzie and I set gamely off.
It was, after all, only three and a half
kilometres, a mere two miles by my
reckoning, to the top. 

The climb was not exactly a
stroll. A third of  the way up we
came across a youngish woman
sitting disconsolate on a rock. Even
though she had walking sticks she’d
been defeated higher up. ‘There
were these huge boulders’ she said,
making them sound like Scilla and
Charibdis. Undaunted we climbed
on. True there were rocks to
negotiate but every now and again
we would come across a glade with
new, spring-green grass and wild
flowers – miniature irises and tulips
and tiny red poppies – strewn
beside the track. I envisaged
Persephone playing barefoot in
these fields. Or, as one of  my
school friends who was not very

good at Latin grammar, translated:
Persephone playing naked in the
meadows with the foot soldiers. She
was half  right because Persephone
did play naked in the meadows, but
with the beautiful Adonis and not a
foot soldier.

As we climbed on, being passed
by younger, fitter climbers, I
imagined Aphrodite, jealous of
Persephone, skipping youthfully and
without any effort up these
mountains on the way to her

assignation. I soldiered on and, with
a bit of  pushing and hauling by my
daughter, I surmounted the dreaded
boulders and eventually made it to
the top. The meadow was full of
the legendary asphodels – a white,
bluebell- like flower. It was
surrounded by wooded hills and
inhabited by nymphs. There was a
huge and very ancient gnarled oak.
It had to be the great-great-
grandson of  the tree under which
the lovers had embraced.

Having reached our goal,
however, I was faced with the
daunting prospect of  getting down
again. There were two choices; back
the way we’d come, or a seven
kilometre climb down the other side
of  the mountain. We opted for the
latter. Those k’s were made up of  a
path which zig-zagged down a steep
slope. The views were superb and,
although my knees didn’t appreciate
them, I kept faith with the Gods. I
had a walking stick and all I had to
do was concentrate on not falling
down the precipice. I knew that if  I
got stuck Zeus and his chariot, in
the form of  a helicopter, would
pluck me from the mountainside.
As our progress became slower and
slower, Lizzie gazed wistfully at the
beaches far below, where she’d been
hoping to swim. She also started

A Stroll with the Gods
Veronica Cecil
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worrying about the light.

When, at last, we got down to a
road my legs collapsed and I sank
down at the side. There was still
another two kilometres to go and I
told Lizzie she would have to fetch
the car. What I didn’t realise was
that the road was impassable except
in a four by four, which explained
the lack of  traffic. But, drugged by
the Gods, I felt totally
philosophical. Gazing down at the
sea, I thought of  the old tribes’
people who, when they were no
longer able to swim the river, sat
waiting on the edge for death. 

I have no idea how long I it was,
but eventually three passing
myrmidons – members of  the
Thessalian tribe led by Achilles at
the siege of  Troy – stopped and
lifted me into their jeep. We met an
anxious Lizzie back at the square
leading to Aphrodite’s grotto. After
that we drove to an expensive hotel
where we toasted the Gods with

double G and T’s and watched the
orange sun subside into the sea just
as it must have in Aphrodite’s day.

That, however, wasn’t the end of
the story. Instead of  trusting in an
old fashioned map, or even reading
the stars which glittered through the
black sky and could have pinpointed
us in the right direction, Lizzie
chose to listen to Maureen, aka sat-
nav, to get us home. Maureen
turned out to be an electronic
Aerial. Having led us along tiny
roads with Lizzie muttering ‘I don’t
like this. I don’t like it at all’ finally
dumped us in a valley, at the bottom
of  two steep hills, in a deep bog. It
was a situation even the resourceful
Ulysses would have had trouble
getting out of. By this time my legs
had recovered and, still buoyant
from my stroll with the Gods, I
stayed calm and collected logs and
rocks to give the wheels some
traction. They sank like proverbial
stones. My clothes, my shoes, even
my face got covered in mud as the

wheels spun round impotently.
Meanwhile, as it grew icily colder,
Lizzie, who’d hired the car, began to
panic.

I still had faith in Gods but it
was, I have reluctantly, to admit, my
mobile phone which saved the day. I
rang the owner of  our Air BnB and,
having no luck with emergency
services, gave him our location co-
ordinate – found by clever Lizzie on
running-out-of  juice phone.
Eventually, having woken up his
children and taken them round to
his mother’s – his wife had gone for
a girls’ night out leaving him
babysitting – a somewhat portly
Hermes arrived in his own jeep with
a tow rope. Having dragged us out,
he adamantly refused the Euros I
tried to press into his hand. ‘It made
me feel good inside that I was able
to help you’ he protested. 

They don’t make them like that in
the land of  the unbelievers. �

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

B E S P O K E  S T O R A G E

BOOKCASES  WARDROBES  DRESSING ROOMS  BATHROOMS  MEDIA UNITS  STUDIES  LIBRARIES  TABLES  RADIATOR CASES
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In 1746, “the richest schoolboy in
England”, John Spencer, inherited the
500-acre Wimbledon Park from his great
grandmother, the Dowager Duchess of
Marlborough. She had purchased the
park in 1723 and built a new manor
house in 1733, but she found the house
uncomfortable though, in her absence,
her grandchildren had great sport there.

The park was neglected when John
inherited it, but he loved it and, when
still a minor, he added much land to the
north of it and some to the west. By
1764, having finished improvements to
his country seat, Althorp in
Northamptonshire, and to Spencer
house in London, he was ready to spend
on his third best property. 

He commissioned the fashionable
Lancelot Brown to improve the park.
Not long afterwards he was honoured
as the first Earl Spencer.

John added to the park again in the
early 1780s to increase it to 925 acres.
He commissioned Brown once more to
landscape this north-west corner as
“game cover”. Both John and Lancelot
died in 1783 before that work that was
completed. It was finished by their
successors.

The first map shows the completed
landscape of the 1780s. The tricorn-
shaped central lake was held behind a
dam across the shallow valley of two
brooks that were confluent there, before
flowing east to join the Wandle in
Earlsfield. Unusually for Brown, the lake
was not visible from the House, which
had views south and east across rural
Surrey. Views across the lake were to be
had, however, from carriage drives. 

Brown’s landscaping replaced previous
avenues with his typical perimeter
woodland and clumps of trees. Some
previous trees and woods were retained.
Most was managed as pasture,
predominantly for sheep, but the fertile
soils in the east were arable. It was one
of Brown’s largest commissions.

George, the second Earl Spencer grew
up with the park and enjoyed being
Lord of the Manor, with exclusive use of
the park for his family and friends for
some 45 years, but his debts mounted
and he rationalised his property
portfolio in 1827. He became an
absentee landlord and most of the park
was rented out as farmland. Carriage

Wimbledon Park, 
then and now

Dave Dawson is a local environmental scientist who is
working on a history of Lancelot Brown’s Wimbledon

Park. He spoke to a meeting of the Society in the
summer and this is a summary of the talk.

Wimbledon Park in the 1780s
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drives became farm byways and trees
and shrubs were lost. Then, in 1838,
John Charles, the third earl, sold off 117
acres in the north of the park to his
neighbour, the Marquess of Stafford,
who owned Melrose House and grounds
on West Hill. 

By the 1840s, the expansion of London
had forced up land prices and a City
gent., John Augustus Beaumont, began
to acquire land for redevelopment. In
1842 he purchased Stafford’s Melrose
House, and with it the northern 117
acres of Brown’s park. In 1846 he
purchased the rest of the park from
Fredrick, the fourth Earl Spencer, ending
123 years of ownership by the Spencers. 

Beaumont and his daughter, Lady Lane,
took some 60 years to sell off the land
for housing. 

The easiest travel to London was via
Putney Bridge for those wealthy
enough to run stables and carriages.
This led to the development of premium
villas in the high lands of the west of
the park, each set within landscaped
grounds. By 1865 some 75 villas had
been built (horizontal red hatching on
the second map). The lower east of the
park was still farmland with many
woods and trees.

Beaumont constructed further roads in
the south of the park (green hatching)
in the 1870s and promoted the District
Railway which began operation in 1889.
He died in 1886, but it took economic
recovery around the turn of the 20th
century and the shortage of places
nearer to London for the market to pick
up. Most of the remaining land, and
notably the “Grid” (orange hatching)
east of the District Line, was developed
between 1895 and 1910. Divided into
countless residential plots, Brown’s park
seemed doomed. The perimeter
woodlands were all lost and only about
a quarter of the open space remained.

Then, the Wimbledon Cricket Club
purchased its land in 1899 and, in 1915,
the Municipal Borough of Wimbledon
purchased the remaining open space
north of Church Road, half of which
was already leased by the golf club and
the rest of which was developed as a
public park. These open spaces now
support a wide range of sports use:
water sports, golf, courts, sports pitches
and playing fields. Anglers fish the lake.

Children have play areas, explore the
landscape and enjoy organised sport. 

The three owners preserve the essential
core of Brown’s park and, in 1987, this
was listed as a Grade II* Heritage
landscape. It is still dominated by
parkland and water. Some old
woodlands and veteran trees survive,
and there’s a new wooded perimeter.
Classical views across the lake towards
St Mary’s, Wimbledon, remain. Although
only 15% of the eighteenth century
park, the heritage landscape serves the
recreational needs of many more people.
It’s recognised as Metropolitan Open
Land, a Conservation Area and a
Borough Site of Importance for nature
conservation.

Now, however, this fine remnant is
threatened. In 2016, Historic England
put the heritage landscape on their “at
risk” register “due to uncertainty around
the future, the

impacts of divided ownership on
landscape management, obscured
designed views and the deteriorating
condition of the lake.” The All England
Lawn Tennis Club is expected to buy out
the golf club lease this year and the
London Borough of Merton are
developing plans for de-silting the lake
and guarding against flood risk. Neither
organisation has put their cards on the
table and speculation about the future
is rife. Some harm seems inevitable.
Those who value the place will have to
be vigilant. �
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RE: The article Scamming the
Scammers by James Oldfield
(Magazine, August).

My wife and I had been receiving this
rather obvious scam call periodically
for years, until one day I decided to
engage more fully, hoping that some
rare good manners might move them
to stop bothering us. The act of
engaging with them only seemed to
make them more determined.

At one point we were telephoned
near-continuously for three hours.
I was starting to wish I’d just been

rude and hung up the phone. I took
the time to report the behaviour to
the local police, Action Fraud, and BT;
rather unusually the callers left a
return number, albeit probably
fraudulent. 

Again the fairly consistent advice was
to not engage, despite me explaining
that as my wife and I work for the
church, we don’t feel comfortable
being rude to callers, especially as
some people can be in very
vulnerable situations when they
contact us. 

What struck me about all this was a
comparison with say, an unwelcome
caller at the door. If I was to ring the
police explaining that I was being
harassed for three hours by a man at
the door, would their response be “Oh
just don’t engage with them”? I think
not. 

So James Oldfield is correct – the
classic advice is not fit for purpose.
A more proactive approach is needed,
not least for those of us who still
value good manners!

Che R Seabourne

Herewith is my recommended
response to the Windows
Maintenance Teamsters. The text
should be learned so that it can be
delivered without recourse to a script
and without risk of interruption. If
interruption is attempted, continue
speaking... “Congratulations. You
have reached the Dumb Victims
Helpline and will be answered
shortly. Your call has been
acknowledged and is important to
us. You are held in a queue and are
currently seventeenth in line.
Please note that your call is being
monitored for training purposes. In
the meantime, to enable us to deal
with your enquiry, please select
from the following eight options.

To leave your name and address so
that we can call you back at any
time – press 1.

To hear a recording of Vivaldi’s
Four Seasons or other canned
music of your choice – press 2.

To register the fact that we
understand your vehicle to have
been involved in an accident cently
– press 3.

To apply for our tutorial course on
“How to improve your imaginative
mendacity” – press 4.

To enrol in the Miscellaneous
Scoundrels Institute for Further
and Better Education – press 5.

To hear a recitation of

Wordsworth’s Ode On Intimations
of Immortality delivered by Sir Ian
McKellen – press 6.

To receive instruction in the
meaning of the verb “to
acknowledge” – press 7.

To hear these options again –
press 8.

Or to speak to an operator, please
hold...

(The instrument should thereafter be
left out of its cradle until such time
as the line clears itself. Or, in the
event that you hear the sound of a
number being pressed, continue to
Option 8 indefinitely.)

Lance Haward

They’re a pain... so here are my aches
and pains!

I read the article on Scamming the
Scammers (Magazine, August) and I
agree regarding wasting the
fraudsters’ time to stop them calling.
The social nuisance that I hate is the
people that you don’t know coming
to the door or phoning, who say
“how are you today?” Knowing full

well they don’t care!

Being a pensioner with time on my
hands (sometimes), I give them a run
down of my aches and pains – totally
ignoring them when they try and
butt in.

Something like... 

Them: “How are you today?”

Me: “Oh, my leg is a bit better

today, but, oh, my back, I think I
need to see someone about it;
however my finger healed up
nicely, I had the stitches out
yesterday...”

They usually hang up or walk away!
Shamefully I was getting into my
stride and enjoying my ‘chat’. They
did ask after all.

Sue Lambert

Frustrating the fraudsters with politeness...
or not!

Reprinted with the kind permission of Mensa Magazine
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I read with some interest the piece by
James H. Oldfield but have a slightly
different approach. Knowing it’s a
scam I try to keep them online as
long as possible, when I have the
time of course. My idea is that while
they’re talking to me they can’t
contact someone who is, perhaps,
vulnerable to them. Slow timing
them, pressing the wrong keys etc. all
helps; my best time so far is a few
seconds over 35 minutes. The wife
was waiting to go out and came in to
tell me to stop having fun with them

as she wanted to leave. Never heard
such language from a foreign
‘gentleman’... said he knew where I
lived and was going to come around
and sort me out. I told him I was
prepared to stand toe to toe with him
anytime he wanted. That did the trick
– he hung up. Good job it wasn’t a
video call!

My youngest who is in her early
forties does it better; she’s very good
at sounding like a really old woman.
When they asks her what’s on her

screen she says something like ‘it’s a
lovely pot plant my daughter bought
me, she is lovely my daughter, do you
know her?” She then goes on about
her daughter
working/friends/lifestyle/how she
likes sports etc. I should point out her
daughter is ten years old.

I help people that are digitally
challenged, they’re really nice people
and would hate to think someone
could take advantage of them.

Alan Bramley

Re the article on frustrating the
fraudsters. Here are two to try:

Windows Maintenance Team. 

“You have a problem with your
computer and we can help you.”

“Great. What should I do?”

I then follow through all their
instructions and take my time with it,
although my computer is switched
off and in another room. Eventually,
they ask “what does it say on the
screen?”

“It says some lying bastard is
trying to extract money from you.”

The phone usually goes dead.

Insurance claim for whiplash.

This usually starts “we understand
you have had a crash recently and
may have suffered a whiplash
injury?”

“Gosh, yes, to be honest, my neck
still hurts and it happened quite a
while ago. Why have you phoned?”

There then follows numerous
questions about the crash, and as the
investigation proceeds you are likely
to be moved on to other departments
deeper in the organisation. Make sure
you have a good description of
everything to hand or can make it up
as you go along – you’re a Mensan so
the latter approach should be easy!

I was almost caught out, because
they wanted the registration of my
car, so I made one up on the spur of
the moment. They checked it out and
I was lucky, because it was the reg of
a silver Mercedes.

“Gosh, that didn’t take you long! It
was a lovely car and I was so sorry
it was damaged in the crash.”

Eventually, you get to the ‘money’ bit.
At which point you confess you are
not interested in a claim for
compensation. You may go on if you
wish, and tell them you have spent
the last 20 minutes lying to them.
You feel this is justified because the
opening line from them was a lie, so
why not just go along with it. I
usually berate them after that for
two reasons: They have no right to
cold call me and waste my time and
that of many others, so I feel
perfectly free to waste their time.

And more importantly, their shady
operation results in a hike in car
insurance costs which we all have to
bear.

Andrew Morton

STRATTON CYCLES
BICYCLES & ACCESSORIES

101 East Hill, Wandsworth SW18
Tel: 020 8874 1381

YOUR LOCAL BICYCLE SHOP
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Edward Potter, the
well-known local
architect, long-
time advertiser in
The Bedside and
past member of
the Society's
Executive
Committee, has
sent us this
delightful letter.

Readers are invited to answer the following questions:

1. Where was “The Beeches”?
2. Which school could Edwin Wilson be referring to?
3. Which operetta was the writer going to attend?
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I
n 1700, Sir Walter St John, a philanthropist, founded a
school for twenty poor boys of the parish of St Mary’s,
Battersea, which became Sir Walter St John’s Grammar
School. Some time later, Battersea Grammar School was

established as an offshoot and the two schools have the
same motto, which was probably that of the St John
family.

Many years later, in 1918, Samuel Cresswell, a school
teacher and Alderman of Wandsworth, took an option on
the land now known as “Trinity Fields”, but known then as
Heathfields, using his own money, some £300, with the
intention of establishing playing fields for Battersea
Grammar School (BGS) and Sir Walter St John’s (Sinjuns).
London Welsh Rugby, who had used it as a match
venue/training ground, had put it up for sale at a total cost
of c£650. The schools undertook fundraising to raise the
rest of money required to complete the purchase. There
were already cricket squares at the ground – both the
current squares are over 100 years old – as WG Grace
scored a century at “Heathfield” in 1902. This is recorded,
apparently, in Wisden’s “Historical Lives” and in school
history. More recently, Sadiq Khan scored 50 runs on the
main square when he was at school at Ernest Bevin.

Originally there was a fence (replaced by a hedge) which
bisected the Fields marking the schools’ respective playing
fields. The western end was used by BGS and the eastern by
Sinjuns, who acquired the larger share because they raised
more money toward the purchase. Consequently, there are
two sets of buildings, one at each end. In 1932 – 36, as the
plaque inside recalls, the parents of the then Battersea
Grammar School boys built the present cricket Pavilion,
which backs onto Beechcroft Road. The Pavilion for Sinjuns
on Trinity Road was destroyed by fire in 1994 but is
believed to be about the same age as BGS’s.

Cresswell himself is commemorated by a marker stone on
Burntwood Lane, roughly where the boundary fence would
have been. 

The fields were used as school playing fields until 1976
when the grammar schools became comprehensive finally
closing in 1980. The Sinjuns building in Battersea High
Street, which still partly belonged to the Sir Walter St
John’s Educational Charity (SWSJEC) foundation, was sold
by London Residuary Body to become Thomas’s, Battersea
in1990. This provided the seed capital of £1.8 million for

the grant making charity, SWSJEC, which replaced the
foundation.

Immediate History

After the schools closed, the Fields, also owned by SWSJEC,
were used by WBC, maintained poorly and rented by the
Old Boys of the two schools until WBC handed them back
in the 1990s to SWSJEC. They presented something of a
headache for SWSJEC, being a significant overhead and
really only being used by the Old Boys. They charity
proposed selling the Fields. 

A group of Old Boys – mainly old Sinjuns and Grammarians
who played football and cricket at the Fields – heard
rumours about a possible sale and proposed a mirror
charity with the same objectives as SWSJEC should be
established, taking out a lease to allow the Fields to
become an asset for the community at a peppercorn rent.
This was approved by the Charity Commission. Thus, in
1996, Trinity Fields Trust (TFT) was born and granted a 25-
year lease of the Fields until 2017 by SWSJEC at £1 a year. 

The new Trustees had no money, a borrowed tractor and
someone put up the money for the conveyancing. There
was no public money to run the Fields so they were rented
to the various independent schools to provide funds during
the week in term time. This was formalised in an
agreement in 2006 with Thomas’s, Northwood Lodge,
Finton House and Hornsby House who were to pay the
running costs in an agreed proportion while allowing
different community groups to use the Fields on a
subsidised basis. 

Trinity Fields – 
past, present and future 

About a year ago the Trinity Fields Trust, which holds the lease for managing Trinity Fields
playing fields at the top of Burntwood Lane, announced that it had negotiated a new
50–year lease for the future governance of the fields. John Dawson has met one of the
trustees of the Trinity Fields Trust , Sarah Parsons, to find out the history of the playing

fields, discuss their present status and hear of plans for their future. He reports as follows:
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By 2012, the TFT had reordered its priorities around
securing a new lease. It was plain that the “peppercorn
rent” required by its landlord, SWSJEC, would no longer be
an option. Some method by which access to the Fields
could be broadened and made financially sustainable was
also required so that the TFT could invest in its facilities
and fulfil its charitable objectives. This was no small
challenge for a group of volunteer trustees. 

The New Deal

Over the summer of 2013, a strategy was formed by the
TFT. A meeting was held with representatives of Finton
House and Hornsby House who would have been adversely
affected by a sale of the Fields. They agreed to back the TFT
in a more community minded proposal to SWSJEC. A
presentation to the SWSJEC was made in Autumn 2013
introducing the so called “WIN WIN WIN” scenario. This
was as follows:

1 TFT, financially supported by Finton and Hornsby, would
surrender its existing lease and take a long lease of the
Fields at a commercial rent;

2 Finton and Hornsby, acting as “anchor tenants”, would
have long-term agreements over use of the Fields but
this would be capped;

3 TFT would have financial security, money for investment
in the Fields and the Fields would be more available for
state schools, the community, and charitable
beneficiaries. Finton House and Hornsby House schools,
through their support of the Fields, would provide
“public benefit” for the community as they are required
to do under the 2006 Charities Act;

4 SWSJEC would receive a commercial rent for its asset
enabling it to do more of the sterling work it
undertakes in Battersea, Lambeth and Wandsworth 

This proposal was accepted and, in summer 2017, after
four years or so of complex negotiations, the 50-year lease
was signed to the relief of all parties who had been
extremely concerned throughout the lengthy proceedings
about possible counter bids as they had been at their
financial limit. 

The Future

Trinity Fields is currently, and continually, refining its
approach to its charitable objectives. It now has four state
schools using the Fields regularly – for example, the City
Heights Academy comes twice a week from Tulse Hill on
the bus! – and a queue of others is forming. Currently, the
Fields are used mainly for sports days and football matches.
The TFT wants everyone to be able to play on the same high
standard pitches whose playing condition is very high.

Charging is on a differentiated basis according to need and
in line with TFT’s charitable objectives. For example, the

Fields have become a popular corporate cricket venue with
a charge of £250/£300, plus VAT, per game; on the other
hand, the Trust enables groups of kids to play football for
nothing. The TFT intends to expand its offering when the
present consortium agreement dissolves in 2021. 

Finton House and Hornsby House schools are agreed in
principle to provide significant funding for investment on a
matched funded basis enabling the Trust to consider
instructing sports consultants to look at the Field layout
with an open mind whilst remembering that it is a charity
for young people under 25. The Trust is

keen that any proposal should be financially and
environmentally sustainable as well as flexible and
consistent with the environment of the Common. It
believes that it could do something exciting such as to
provide quasi -outside learning classrooms/learning spaces
to broaden the appeal to all genders beyond the current
male dominated sports.  �

Sarah concluded her discussion with John by stressing that
the Trust’s ideas are at a very early stage and that she will
keep our Society posted! 

John is a founder member of the Society.

Collectors’ item
Red Kickers (circa 1972?)

Red
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Judging by the young and
not so young people that
I see heading for work in
the morning with their

coffee fix clenched in the one
hand that’s not being used to
clench the mobile... So I think
Breakfast must be going out of
fashion... The weekend is
different because the breakfast
has now become a Brunch
Meeting place... and the cafés
around my area have become
chock-full of the youngsters...

But I quite like a fry-up on a
Sunday morning... the habit has
for many years been built into
the ancient computer that’s
between my ears... but as these
days tend to merge into one... it
leaves the problem of working
out which day is
actually Sunday. But anyway
there I was cracking a couple of
eggs into a coffee cup... I do it
this way because I find it easier
to keep the eggs whole and
much easier to get in the pan
without breaking them... but
one has to be extremely careful
these days because the shell is so
thin that one wonders what
surface it has to land on when
laid... in my mind it can only be
cotton wool... but having
performed the first feat of
keeping the eggs complete as
two yellow globes and as much
of the slimy stuff that comes
with it... it suddenly occurred to
me that they only filled three
quarters of the coffee cup...
maybe of course they make
coffee cups bigger nowadays
than they used to... so pushing

the tomatoes to one side I
gently poured the eggs into the
frying pan... they didn’t break...
I stood there and looked at
those Little Jaundice eyes
looking up at me... absolutely
pathetic... the box says “Large
eggs” from a named Farm finest
quality... I’ll tell you what... I
bet the large eggs they serve up
for breakfast down on the farm
are five times bigger than
these... in fact the other day I
saw a fraction of a documentary
on TV where they were filming
in a transport café... and the

eggs and bacon they were
cooking there were mind-
boggling... I have not seen eggs
of the size that they were
dropping in the pan since forty
or fifty years gone... so how can
they all have those beautiful
eggs for breakfast in a transport
café... while the best I can get
are these two little Jaundice
eyes... which are advertised on
the box as Large... of course... so
you have to believe it...

While I’m on eggs may I’ll
recount a little story when I
nearly gave up on eggs... I was
working on an egg commercial

as Director of Photography...
and the commercial consisted
of a chick breaking its way out
of the shell full-screen... we had
three days to film this one
sequence... and when it came to
the edit the first take was the
one selected as best... anyway I
digress... In between takes I
strolled around the “Factory”
and came across a conveyer belt
full of dancing chicks... I say
dancing, because having just
fought their way out of their
shells they were put on this
moving conveyer belt and were
finding it very hard to stand
up... hence the dancing... to me
as a first time encounter very
amusing... I followed them
along thinking that this would
be great put to music... Chicks
in 42nd Street... then the
conveyer belt went in between
two seated ladies who were
picking each chick up and I
found out afterwards that they
were sexing them... the females
were put back on the conveyer
and continued their dance
without male partners... while
the males were dropped into a
large bin which was full of gas...
where they died instantly... this
could be termed a very short
life... they must have lived all of
five minutes... I was told that
although the dead males had
been wasted in Al Copone
gangster terms, these were not
to be wasted for no reason...
well not in business terms
anyway... they were sent away
for pig food...

Will Holland

As Sure 
as Eggs 

be Eggs...
(1699)



28 THE WANDSWORTH SOCIETY

Panorama of the Thames
When we embarked on the Panorama
of the Thames project, the objective
was a record of the banks of the
Thames as we see them when we take
a boat trip or walk the Thames Path –
clear and undistorted. It all began in
Richmond, Twickenham and Isleworth
as a couple of local projects, but
whenever we showed the panoramas
to local societies, everyone urged us to
do more!

John was very seriously ill in 2009 and
it is at times like that you take stock.
After he recovered we decided that a
visual record of the Thames through
London, from Tower Bridge to the
Greater London Boundary, would be
something we would indeed like to do.
Although a huge amount of work, it
would be challenging, rewarding and
well worthwhile. So, we set off along
the Thames Path – usually in winter
without leaves on the trees, with the

best light and time of day, and, if
possible, at low tide below Richmond
Lock.

It was while we were working with the
Isleworth Society that we first learned
of the 1829 panorama from
Westminster to Richmond, published
by bookseller Samuel Leigh of Charing
Cross. An archivist at Hounslow had a
photocopy of some of it and we could
immediately see the correlation with
what we were doing. We decided to
find a good, colour copy of the
Georgian panorama and include it.

We had to locate several copies, or
partial copies, in local history centres
and at the British Library to begin the
long process of digital photography
and restoration. The panorama had
suffered over the years – at 60ft long,
with over 40 sheets folded concertina-
fashion into a book, it was fragile. The
copies we found were marked, torn,

discoloured, whole sections missing in
some cases, so the challenge was to
make it all good. The British Library
had separated the sheets and
encapsulated them, so it was no
longer the book. We eventually got a
copy of our own from the US, which
had clearly been less used and
probably not taken out on river trips!

Working with local historians and
using our own research on the
Georgian panorama, and with amenity
societies and interested individuals
contributing to the modern-day one,
thousands of images and pages of
information started to come together
into the website you now see. A book
resulted from the digital restoration of
the 1829 work, published by Thames
and Hudson in October 2015. There is
satisfaction in seeing that Leigh
publication once again in print, but
this time with detail on hundreds of



riverbank buildings and features,
which the original never included.

John, whose background is in movies
and visual effects, has made some
films explaining and illustrating the
project, which we take out to
organisations. It makes for a very good
evening’s viewing. We have several
films: comparisons then and now
along many stretches of the Thames
through London; special films on the
boats of the time and on some
remarkable wildlife of a rare surviving
floodplain meadow; and with plans
for more. We find audiences are
endlessly fascinated by the history of
the London Thames – we are too! 

Meanwhile, the riverscape continues to
change and our benchmark year of
2014 for the contemporary panorama
is already an historical document –
Battersea and Lots Road power stations
have been engulfed by development,
for example. Perhaps it should all be
done again in ten or 20 years... �

Jill Sanders
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Above: Chiswick Church

Below: Isleworth



Craig’s Gigantic Telescope –
a long-forgotten description

In the 1850s, an enormous telescope appeared on Wandsworth Common. 
Neil Robson tells how a little-known article about the structure turned up thousands of miles away.
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When hunting out the details of an area’s past, the power of serendipity can be
startling. Many years ago, in the 1980s, I found an April 1853 issue of the Sydney
Morning Herald in a second-hand bookshop in Australia. It was only by chance that

I recently noticed that the paper contained the following news item.

Monster Telescope on
Wandsworth Common
Astronomical science has been much
advanced lately by the Rev. Mr. Craig,
Vicar of Leamington, who, at his own
cost, has erected on Wandsworth
Common an astromatic telescope, the
largest in the world, and from which
the most important results may be
anticipated. The building was
commenced four months since, and
consists of a plain central tower of
brick, the walls of which are about 18
inches thick, 64 feet high, and 15 feet
in diameter. It is erected upon a solid
bed of concrete, and weighs 220 tons.
The tower is constructed so as to
prevent vibration. By the side of the
tower hangs the telescope, the tube of
which is shaped like a cigar, and is 85
feet long. At one end is the eye piece,
five feet from the ground, and at the
other the dew cap, the object of which is to prevent the
absorption of moisture which occurs during the night.
The exterior is of bright metal, and the interior painted
black to absorb the diverging rays of light. The
instrument has a focal distance varying from 76 to 85
feet, and its greatest circumference is 13 feet, and the
widest portion of the tube being 24 feet from the object
glass; and this particular point was the result of careful
experiment.

The great essential of so large an instrument is that
there should be no vibration, and Mr. W. Gravatt, F.R.S.,
the engineer, has so adjusted the instrument to the

tower that the vibration at one end
neutralizes that of the other. The lower
end of the tube is supported on a
wooden frame work, to which wheels
are attached, and those wheels traverse
a circular iron railway 52 feet from the
base of the tower. The other depends
from an iron chain, which can
sustain a weight of 15 tons, from
the top of the tower, and this
chain, which passes over pullies
through the top to the other side,
can be elevated or depressed by
a windlass, so as to raise or
lower the tube from azimuth
to an angle of 80 degrees of

elevation as easily as an ordinary telescope,
and with greater certainty as to the result. The
slightest pressure applied to the works resting
on the railway, causes the tube to revolve so
that the opposite sides of the horizon may
be viewed in a few minutes. Close to the
observer’s hand are two small wheels, one of
which raises or lowers, while the other
moves it from side to side, within a space of
three feet, sufficient for all ordinary
purposes. The instrument has an object glass
of two feet aperture, and is of marvellous
power, is novel in its details and

Detail from Stanford’s Library Map of
London and its Suburbs (1862) showing the
position of the telescope on Wandsworth
Common relative to the Prison. The precise
location appears on the centre-right,
marked ‘Observatory’.



The lenses were made at Chance’s, near Birmingham,
and are free from striæ or bubbles, – one of flint, the
other of plate glass; the two placed in contact are used
in combination and constitute the astronomatic glass.
The optical arrangements were carried out by Mr. Slater,
Somer’s–place West, Euston–square. The tube when
mounted weighs near four tons. As a measuring
instrument, or for penetrating space, it exceeds all
others. It separates points of light so minutely that it
must be valuable as a discovering telescope. It resolves
the milky way not only into brilliant star–dust, but
subdivides it into regular constellations, showing
counter parts of the Orion, the Great Bear, and other
brilliant galaxies of our system adorned with gorgeous
colours. The lenses are so astronomatic that Saturn
appears of milk–like whiteness, and the interest in this
planet has been increased in consequence of the
assertion of the astronomer Bona, of the Cambridge
Observatory, that he saw a third belt around it. Lord
Ross’s telescope was used in vain to solve this doubt,

but this third belt, of a clear gray colour, is
distinctly seen through the Craig telescope.

Some idea of its power may be formed from
the fact that the light of the moon is
magnified 40,000 times, and in such objects
as the lunal mountains the whole of these
rays may be allowed to pass to the focal
point, as they do not confine it to any
appreciable degree. The moon seen through
this telescope is a most magnificent object,
the whole of its mountain rays being seen
with distinctness, and it is said that if there
were an object of the size of Westminster
Abbey in the moon it could be distinctly
revealed. Soon after its erection its open
penetrating powers were directed to a
minute speck of light on one of the
constellations, which is very seldom seen
by the best instruments, the Craig
telescope discovered it was not a speck
of light but a double star. Mr. Craig
intends to ascertain, as soon as the
instrument is fully adjusted, whether the
planet Venus has a satellite or not. This
discovery would be a great advantage to
science. It has been found that the
instrument is yet deficient in one of the
lenses, it being the five-thousandth part
of an inch too flat. The advances which
this wonderful instrument will confer
upon astronomical science, when fully
perfected in its various details, are
incalculable.

construction, and has been named, by the visitors who
have tested it, the Craig telescope, a compliment due to
the ingenious inventor, and who has followed the
Cambridge precedent where the refracting telescope has
been called after the Duke of Northumberland. This is
the only telescope ever constructed of English materials,
and proves what British skill can achieve, as well as the
equality of English materials and the capability of
English engineers and mathematicians.
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A contemporary
sketch of Craig’s
telescope, based on
a photograph by
Richard Beard.
(Illustrated London
News)
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The article’s source is not acknowledged, but it is
reasonable to assume that it was a direct copy from an
English newspaper. The journey to Australia at the time
took a minimum of ninety days; so it probably first
appeared in Britain no later than in the (northern)
autumn of 1852. I found other articles about Craig’s
telescope in The Times and the Illustrated London News,
and there is a similarity amongst all three of them. Each
of the British papers reported that the two-acre site near
Lyford Road had been ‘liberally presented by Earl Spencer,
in perpetuity, or as long as the telescope shall be
maintained.’ The ILN described the lenses in greater
technical detail, and The Times emphasised the financial
advantages of using components manufactured in
England. Where the Australian article differs is in the last
paragraph. Those hints at deficiency were prescient, for all
was not well. Problems persisted with the optical quality
of the object-lens, the telescope was proclaimed a failure,
and the tube and equipment were removed in early 1856.
By 1871, even the brick tower had been demolished. The
Times had predicted that the enterprise would
demonstrate the ‘perfection to which the mechanical arts
have attained in this country’, but the writer’s clarity of
vision proved to be as sharp as the telescope’s.

Sources

Illustrated London News, 28 Aug. 1852, p. 168.

Sydney Morning Herald, 1 Apr. 1853, pp. 2-3

The Times, 23 Aug. 1852, pp. 8-9.

Wandsworth Borough News, 30 Jan. 2004, pp. 14-15.

Wandsworth Heritage Service: Wandsworth News-letter,
20 Jul. 1912, p. 17, in Wandsworth Notes, vol. III, p. 102.

Editor’s notes

On 28-29 June 2003 the Orpington Astronomical Society
participated in a BBC Time Team ‘Big Dig’ to discover the
structure’s foundations. Nine months later on 26 March
2004, Greg Smye-Rumsby from that Society spoke to
the Wandsworth Historical Society on the subject,
backing up his talk with a number of impressive
illustrations. The address of Smye-Rumsby’s website is
now http://www.craig-telescope.co.uk/.

This article first appeared in 2005 in the Wandsworth
Historian, the journal of the Wandsworth Historical
Society, and it is reprinted with permission. Visit the
WHS website at www.wandsworthhistory.org.uk for
more information about the Society’s activities. �
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In July 2017 I was invited down to North Perrott –
the Somerset village where I was born – to talk to
the local “Ladies’ Lunch Club” about my
memories of the village in wartime. As my
recollections go back very clearly to before my
second birthday, I found this a very easy and
enjoyable thing to do. I hope it may amuse
readers from further afield as well. 

I put pen to paper to report some of those
recollections in last year’s edition of The Bedside
and now I offer you the rest.

The most dramatic event, and the
village’s nearest escape, was on the
night of August 24th 1940, when the
manor house, then occupied by
Feltonfleet School, was bombed by an

aircraft off-loading its bombs on its way home. The
school was on holiday, and the few remaining boys
were down in the cellar with members of staff, and
Bill Grundy and another master were fire-watching
on the veranda. The first bomb hit the coal house
at the rear of the house, and the next fell on the
lawn, just below the fire-watchers. They were
thrown to the ground by the blast, but amazingly
were more or less unscathed. The roof of the
house lost many of its tiles, and the glass was
shattered in windows and in the conservatory.
Luckily there was a spell of good weather
immediately afterwards, which enabled all the
repairs to be done by the estate craftsmen.

Feltonfleet’s presence in the village had one happy
consequence, in that one of the masters, Tony
Wilson, was a well-known writer, the inventor of
“Norman and Henry Bones, the Boy Detectives”, of
Children’s Hour fame. He organised wonderful
socials in the village hall (by now de-
requisitioned), writing sketches, monologues and
new and topical words for well-known songs.
These went a long way to cheering everyone up in
those depressing weeks and months.

It’s high time that I mentioned one of the most
important of the wartime organisations, the Home
Guard. Because the majority of the menfolk in the
village were in reserved occupations, working on

the land; or were, like my father, too old to serve
(he fought in the First World War) the Home Guard
was a strong force, and an important one. They
kept watch at night in fields which had a good
viewpoint, keeping in touch with other posts in
the area and reporting any enemy action.

At one point, they had an unusual task, which was
to disguise a tank trap that had been installed by
the authorities at the top of Grey Abbey hill, at the
entrance to the village. The trap consisted of large
metal spikes sticking out of the hedge on either
side. The solution arrived at was to construct a
large canvas screen, in the manner of a theatre
back-cloth, painted to show the road continuing
behind it, but in another direction. 

This was painted by Bill Grundy with convincing
artistry, and mounted on two tall poles, so that it
could quickly be unrolled and put in place. The

A Somerset Village in World War Two
Prue Raper
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idea was that when the enemy could be heard
approaching, the Home Guard would leap out
from their hiding place, weapons at the ready,
while the tanks’ tracks were pointing in the wrong
direction. Fortunately it was never needed, but
remained, rolled up, balanced on the rafters of the
old carpenters’ shop in the estate yard, for many
years after the war, along with the decaying
remains of a stuffed tiger which had adorned the
manor house, along with other trophies of the
chase. I wonder what happened to these two
relics?

Another place where the Home Guard camped was
in the fields down by the river, where an unusual
incident took place. It happened that a frequent
visitor to the village during the war was a lady
called Mrs Collins, sister of Miss Horsey who lived
in the old Court House. Both ladies were what, in
Somerset parlance, we used to call “Not Exactly” –
a polite term for being decidedly round the bend.
Mrs Collins always dressed perfectly in powder
blue, usually with a large matching picture hat. 

However, one night she decided that she must play
her part in the war effort and consequently made
her way down to the Home Guard camp, dressed
only in her nightie, and announced that she was
Joan of Arc and had come to lead them into battle!
After a swift discussion, it was agreed that whoever
had a car with any petrol in it should take her into
Crewkerne Hospital. This duty fell upon Keith
Leighton, the Feltonfleet headmaster, who had a
horror of anything that he considered to be
“infectious”. Too bad. He had the petrol and
therefore the unwelcome task.

Other matters of an alarming nature also fell into
the Home Guards’ remit. On one occasion there
was a scare because a number of enemy
parachutists had been spotted in the
neighbourhood. Unlikely as it seems, this turned
out to consist of haycocks, which had been lifted
by some kind of whirlwind from their field, and
were now descending on the village. Barrage
balloons which had come loose from their
moorings and were floating about the countryside
also had to be found and dealt with. 

On another occasion the Home Guard were called
upon to deal with a very sinister bomb-like object
that someone had found lying in the grass. Round,
and about eight inches in diameter, it had a “neck”
around which was tied a piece of cord (or was it a
fuse?) with two fin-like pieces below it. Closer
inspection revealed that this was the broken top of

a terra-cotta gate post or garden ornament, so
luckily no heroics were called for. 

It was important that an eye should always be kept
peeled for any strangers seen in the
neighbourhood. Various “enemy aliens” had
already been carted off by the authorities: the ice-
cream man (sob, sob) who rode the Walls
ice-cream tricycle and was probably an Italian,
disappeared, as did the people who kept the
bazaar in Crewkerne. 

Only one stranger came to North Perrott: a
mysterious man called Mr Cohen, who appeared
one day, and took lodgings with Miss Cake and Mr
Plowman, He immediately aroused suspicion. Who
was he? Where had he come from? What business
was he in? No-one could answer these questions,
but he was said to have been seen signalling from
his bedroom window at night with a torch. He
disappeared again as mysteriously as he had come.

Strangers who were welcomed to the village were
servicemen, usually airmen, from the colonies. My
parents belonged to a scheme by which these men,
who had nowhere to go when they were allowed
leave, could come and stay with families. A number
of them came to us and were very welcome. One,
an Australian called Reg French, came back time
and time again and made many friends in the
village. Being tall and handsome, he was very
popular at dances.

One of his sons contacted me, via the internet, a
few years ago. His father was dead by then, but he
was coming to this country to visit some of the
areas where Reg had been during his time here. We
managed to meet during his visit, and it was good
to catch up with the family, and Reg’s life, post war.

One poor chap arrived on an afternoon when our
pet rabbit, Pierre, who had just died, was being
given a funeral with full ceremony in the pets’
graveyard under the laurels by my brother Mitch
and me. The poor Australian was brought out by
my mother to be introduced. When he discovered
that we were holding a funeral service for a rabbit
– not a popular creature in his country – he must
have wondered what madhouse he had been
consigned to.

One exciting, but fleeting visitor, was King George
VI, who we were told at very short notice would be
driving through the village on his way to inspect
some troops stationed a few miles away. Everyone
who could rushed to the Cross Tree to try and
catch a glimpse of him. The large car approached
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much too swiftly for our liking, but we did indeed
see him, and ran after the car for as long as we
could. Having very short legs, I was dragged along
by Mrs Beames and Mrs Culpitt, who in their
excitement failed to notice that I had fallen down,
and dragged me along on my knees. I would like
to say I bore the scars still, but small children’s
knees heal rapidly.

We had one more evacuee before the war ended.
This group came from Kent at the time when they
were being bombarded by the V1s and V2s – a
terrifying time. One boy came with a letter from his
doctor to say that he suffered from haemophilia –
in other words, if he cut himself he might bleed to
death in a short time unless he had urgent medical
attention. As we were one of the few houses with a
telephone, my mother agreed that he should come
to us.

Freddy Figg was a delightful fellow, a few years
older than me, but prepared to join in with my
escapades, which often involved his having to
rescue me from trees that I had climbed without
being able to get down. On one occasion,
however, he fell off the swing in the garden, and
his nose began to bleed. Terrified that he would
bleed to death, he started to scream, and I rushed
to tell my mother.

Somehow he was taken to Crewkerne Hospital
where he was examined and found not to have
haemophilia after all: he simply needed to have a
blood vessel in his nose cauterised. This was done
by our family doctor, and he was pronounced
cured. After this he regarded my mother as his
guardian angel, and he held her in the highest
affection and regard.

For the most part, I had no real fears about the
war, since I knew in my childish way that we were
the good guys and we would win. I do remember
one night when it was clear that something very
frightening was in the offing. Senior members of
the Home Guard came and went into our house
with very serious faces. Next day, things had
calmed down. That was obviously the night when
the whole country believed that invasion was
imminent, and I had sensed it.

Once D Day had happened and things turned our
way, I busied myself by cutting maps out of the
paper and colouring in the red bits to show how
our army was advancing. 

Finally VE Day was announced, celebrated in our
house by my cat’s giving birth to her first litter of

kittens: three of them, to be called (of course)
Monty, Ike and Alex, after the three generals.

That night we went round the village joining in all
the parties, and sampling some of the luxuries that
people had been saving up for that occasion. My
father was impressed by a bottle of wine he was
given to taste, which was labelled “Muscadene –
Very Strong”. 

And so Peace Time began. North Perrott, like so
many small country villages, had played its part in
the war effort and we, its residents, had come
together with a will. We had even discovered new
talents and strengths in ourselves.

As the talk for which this short account was put
together was to be addressed to the ladies of the
village, it was appropriate to finish it with a short
passage from my father’s history of North Perrott:
“The part played by the women must never be
overlooked. Whether in caring for evacuees,
studying First Aid, fire drilling, cooking for the
Home Guard, organizing Salvage Drives or Rest
and Feeding Centres or other activities, the women
of the village rose grandly to the occasion.” �
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Edward Thomas, who is now widely acknowledged as
a major and influential poet, was born in 1878 in
Lansdowne Gardens, South Lambeth, and, last year
was the centenary of his death at age 39, at the
Battle of Arras, during the First World War. For most
of his life he wrote prose, especially nature notes,
material expressing his deep love of the countryside
and nature, and reviewed books. Edward was the
eldest of six sons of Welsh parents, and when
Edward was 2, the family moved to Wakehurst Road
(then called Tremorvah Villas) in the then London
Borough of Battersea.

They moved again, when Edward was 10, to Shelgate
Road, and Edward attended Belleville Road School in
Belleville Road, only a few blocks away from home.
There is a plaque in honour of Edward on the house
in Shelgate Road: “Edward Thomas Essayist and Poet,
1878-1917, lived here”. Edward remembered
Belleville Road School as having lofty rooms and large
windows (as Victorian schools inevitably appear,
especially to small boys and girls). He also
remembered the school as smelling of carbolic soap!
From Belleville School, he went to Battersea
Grammar School, and then to St Paul’s School, which
he disliked (although according to his brother Julian
“Edward disliked all his schools”!).

As a child, and a young man, some of his earliest
work was inspired by observations on Wandsworth
Common – which was not the comparatively
manicured, level green open space it is today, but
consisted of hillocks, bushes, gravel pits and small
ponds. When he was 17 he recorded that swallows,
house martins, and sand martins came to
Wandsworth Common; his early work consisted on
what might be termed natural history jottings –
which inspired him to write his first book: The
Woodland Life. 

He went up to Oxford, Lincoln College, to read
history, and, while still an undergraduate, married
Helen Noble, whose parents lived in Patten Road
(they had previously lived in St Ann’s Hill). Edward
had met Helen through both their families attending

the (then) Unitarian Chapel in East Hill. As part of
their courtship, Edward and Helen had taken long
walks to Merton and Wimbledon.

Edward and Helen’s first child, Merfyn, was born in
Shelgate Road in 1900, and eventually they had three
children. Towards the end of that year, the young
family moved to Atheldene Road, and moved again in
1901 to Nightingale Parade, Nightingale Lane.
(Edward’s parents moved from Shelgate Road to
Rusham Road, just off Nightingale Lane, in 1902.) The
Thomases lived in several rented properties in the
Weald of Kent between 1901 and 1906, and, in 1902,
had their second child, Bronwen. 

In 1906 they moved from Kent to Steep, near
Petersfield, in Hampshire. In contrast to having lived
at a number of addresses in Wandsworth, the move
to Steep was accompanied by a much more settled
existence; they moved only three times during the
decade 1906-1916. Wiltshire was really Edward’s
favourite county, whose countryside inspired him,
but Steep was chosen for: its quick access to London
(and the grandparents); the progressive school of
Bedales close by for Merfyn; and the country in
which Steep was set – delightful woodlands, and far-
reaching picturesque views to the South Downs. The
Thomas’s third child, Myfanwy, was born in Steep.

Edward suffered from melancholy, which would
probably now be diagnosed as depression, and took
off, for periods of time, away from home, where he
found it difficult to work. He had times of financial
hardship, and was an over-worked travel writer,
naturalist, and literary critic (of others’ poems and
writings). He struggled to maintain his family and this
appeared to put their marriage under great pressure. 

In 1912, while Edward was receiving treatment for
his depression, he met Eleanor Farjeon, the writer of
children’s books and poems, when her brother
invited him home for tea. She fell in love with
Edward, but it was not reciprocated, although
Edward entered a warm friendship with her. They
had much in common; she came from a literary
background, and had long been writing poetry, they

Edward Thomas – famous son of Wandsworth
(well Lambeth and Battersea, as well)

Time for a fitting memorial in the place of his formative years?
By John Haskey



went for long walks together. They also embarked on
a lively and frequent correspondence; Edward’s
letters to Eleanor are preserved in Battersea Library
in Lavender Hill. Eleanor suggested that he might try
writing poetry, and he was clearly influenced by her
advice.
In 1913, Edward met Robert Frost, the American

poet, and the two became good friends, with Robert
also encouraging him to write poetry, which he
started to do. He and Robert shared a deep
appreciation of the harmony of the spoken word, as
well as a love of the countryside and its traditions. 
In 1913, Edward wrote a travelogue of a bicycle
journey from London to the West Country, In Pursuit
of Spring. He started out from Rusham Road, his
parents’ house, in March 1913. It was at Rusham
Road that Edward said goodbye to his family before
embarking for France in January 1917. 
It was only in the last few years of his life, 1914 to
1917, that Edward wrote all of his poetry, none of
which were written at the battlefront, as he only
embarked to France in January 1917 and died in April
1917. His last poems had a theme running through
them of loss, both of a way of life, and of those who
had lived it before the war. In all, Edward wrote 144
poems in a comparatively short space of time, and,
sadly, didn’t live to see a single one published under
his own name. Many of his poems strike a chord with
present day pre-occupations: the environment;
existential confusion; and nostalgia for the loss of a
former England.
Perhaps his best known, and loved, poem
is Adlestrop which creates an evocative
image of a stop by a steam train at
Adlestrop, in rural Gloucestershire.
Edward and Helen had set off on a railway
journey in 1914, on their way to visit
Robert Frost, and the train stops at this
country station, but no-one gets on or off.
The poem evokes the atmosphere of the
modest station set in peaceful English
countryside, and has a sense of time and
space which is both precious and
nostalgic. Perhaps the apparent
permanence and serenity of the scene is
all the more valuable with the looming of
the First World War.
There is a memorial stone (see below) to
Edward set into the steep hillside of the
South Downs – known in Hampshire as

the Hangers – in a particular stretch called Shoulder
of Mutton; the memorial is made of sarsen stone
from Avebury and was dedicated in 1937. (The
Thomas’s first home in Steep, Berryfield Cottage, sits
at the foot of Shoulder of Mutton Hill.) Illustriously,
Edward is commemorated in Poets’ Corner within
Westminster Abbey, and also in the memorial
windows in Steep Church. Also, the Petersfield
Museum, founded in 1999, has recently been
enlarged, and now includes an “Edward Thomas
Study Centre” which houses an extensive range of
books about Edward Thomas. In addition, the
Edward Thomas Fellowship works to further
knowledge on Edward Thomas, and to encourage
events and initiatives which accord with his life and
writings. 

In 2012, a walk took place in Battersea and
Wandsworth to visit the houses where Edward and
Helen had lived; the walk was part of a series of
Wandsworth Heritage Festival Events, and members
of both the Wandsworth Society and the Edward
Thomas Fellowship took part. �

See: https://www.edward-thomas-fellowship.org.uk/

Jean Moorcroft Wilson, Edward Thomas: from
Adlestrop to Arras: A Biography, Bloomsbury
Publishing.

Richard Emeny, Edward Thomas, A life in Pictures,
Enitharmon Press (many references to Edward
Thomas’ childhood and shows all the London houses)
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Government statistics can
generally be twisted to prove any
point. Just look at the
Brexit/Remain campaigns and you
will know what I mean. But the
government statistics regarding
the importation and sale of wine
in the UK are firm and guaranteed
accurate figures. That’s because
the UK government charges excise
duty on every single bottle of wine
either made or imported into the
UK. Therefore we know EXACTLY
how much wine was imported and
the price at which it was bought.
What is truly startling is that if you
add up the cost of every bottle of
wine consumed, including port,

sherry and champagne (because
they are all wines), and divided
that cost by the number of bottles,
it gives an average price of just
£5.39. We as UK citizens buy an
awful lot of cheap wine if £5.39 is
just the average. 

I have included a graphic below
which breaks down the cost of a
bottle of wine into its constituent
parts: first, the margin or profit the
supermarket intends to make;
second, the aforementioned excise
duty; third, the dreaded VAT
(please note straightaway that
every bottle is taxed twice); fourth,
an allowance for packaging (the
glass bottle, the label and the cork

or tin screwcap); fifth, the logistics
(that’s delivery to you and me);
and finally, sixth, the cost of the
wine itself, that is to say the money
the winemaker was paid for the
wine actually in the bottle you just
purchased.

For a £5 bottle I am sure you will
be shocked to see that the cost of
the wine itself is only a paltry 37p.
Yes, 37p for a whole year’s work
growing, cultivating, pruning,
picking, squeezing and fermenting
that wonderful grape juice. Surely
that cannot be true? 

Moving to what is the national
average price paid for a bottle of
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How much should you spend on a
bottle of wine?

When you are at the supermarket choosing a bottle of wine for home, do you
ever consider paying more? Paying double? Well maybe, just maybe, after

reading this article, you should.
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wine in the UK – £5.39 – the wine
cost moves only to 60p with many
of the other costs remaining the
same or rising just as a percentage. 

Now jump to £10 a bottle. The
excise duty, the packaging, the
delivery and to a great extent the
VAT all remain roughly static. But
the price paid for the wine ‘jumps’
to a whopping £2.76. Pay £20 for
the wine and you will see this rises
exponentially to £7.09 of wine.

So, you see what is happening as
you pay more, the quality of the
wine you are drinking rises
steeply. Stick with your £5 plonk
and you are drinking wine made
for 37p. Does that sound like a
good idea?

What has happened in the UK is
that New World countries like New
Zealand, Australia, Argentina and,
to a lesser extent, Chile have sold
their soul to gain a foothold into
the lucrative UK export market.
Consequently, we associate these
New World wine makers with
cheap wine well below the price it
sells for in their native territory.
Believe me, there are no £5 bottles
and Sauvignon Blanc in New
Zealand. I know, I have looked
hard. The entry point is more like
10-15 NZ$. The same is true in
Argentina and Chile where there

are no cheapo Malbecs on offer
over the Andes. It’s normal to pay
the equivalent of £10 -£15 a bottle
in these countries for entry level
wines. Sadly, because we have been
brought up on exceptionally cheap
and excellent quality New World
wines we are understandably not
to keen on paying more. That’s
having a devastating affect on the
economies of these wine
producing regions. They are having
a devil of a job trying to persuade
us Brits to pay a bit more. Many
lose money when the exchange
rate moves against them. Or,
indeed, find the only profit is in
favourable foreign exchange
movements as the £ plummets
during continued Brexit
uncertainty.

The price comparisons shown
here are much the same for
European wines. Pay more for a
bottle and the quality rapidly
appreciates. But it is in the New
World that you will find
outstanding quality for another
fiver. Please don’t try paying £5
more for a bottle of Burgundy. You
will just be twice as disappointed.
Next time you are out shopping,
give it a go! Pay the extra. Make a
gaucho happy. Keep a kiwi in
clover. �

Mark Justin is owner of Le Gothique
on Wandsworth Common –
London’s longest-serving licensee at
the same venue.
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Buffet and Bowl Food
Some suggestions for canapés £15 per head

Shredded duck in filo with dipping sauce
Loch Fyne smoked salmon triangles
Mini fish cakes with tartare sauce

Choux pastry cases with prawn cocktail 
served in them with fresh dill and avocado

Roasted red onion and goats cheese
Tempura of prawns with a light dipping sauce

Ricotta and spinach filo
Rolled Parma ham “cigars” with cornichons and herbs

Creamed Roquefort on bellini 
Chicken Satay with peanut dipping sauce

Smoked chicken and mango salad

Coarse rabbit and pork pate with 
toast and home made chutney

Melted goats cheese on crostini with mixed dressed 
walnut and apple salad (V)

Loch Fyne whisky smoked salmon salad with finely 
chopped cucumber and dill

Fresh steamed mussels in white wine, shallots, garlic and 
parsley

Moroccan tagine in filo pastry tart (V)

Fillet salmon, with lemon butter sauce

French imported magret duck breast with orange zest and 
Cointreau sauce

Slow cooked Lamb shank, mash 
and onion gravy

Prime sirloin steak & chips

Traditional Roast Turkey, chipolatas, stuffing, 
cranberry and bread sauce

Strawberry, lemon and mango sorbet 
with raspberry coulis

French upside down apple tart 
with scoop of vanilla ice cream

Liquid centred cup cake with vanilla ice cream

Cheese Board

Three course set menus 
Lunch £19.95   Dinner £24.95

Go somewhere 
different this 

Christmas
and

New Year’s Eve!

Royal Victoria 
Patriotic Building,
John Archer Way, 

Wandsworth Common
London SW18 3SX
020 8870 6567
For New Year’s Eve

menu, go to
legothique.co.uk
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As some readers may recall, my wife Rosie and I
left Wandsworth – after 30 years of married
life in the borough – in autumn 2009. We just

completed our ninth year in North Devon. It is good
to keep in touch with our old friends and neighbours
via the Bedside Edition. Thank you to Prue Raper for
correcting a mistake in my last offering: Haselbury
Mill is in Somerset not Dorset. 

Our house was once two barns on a farm. They
appear on 18th century maps. In the 1980s the barns
became two holiday cottages and in the ’90s they
were joined together to become the present larger
house, Barn Cottage. The building has, like its
occupants, needed repairs this year. We replaced
three of the old double-glazed windows with new
ones which we think will keep the cold winter winds
out. We also put in an efficient new boiler. Previous
owners of the house kept horses and they built a
stock-proof fence between the flower garden and
their riding paddock. The fence’s top rails have rotted
over the past few years. Rosie decided to have them
replaced by ash poles – which she likes because they
aren’t quite straight. They were cut and fitted by a
very able chap who does such jobs for a number of
friends and clients around North Devon. Best of all is
his new gate to the vegetable garden, pictured here. I
love looking at it from the summerhouse in the old
orchard where I read and sometimes write.

The summerhouse too has had a makeover – I gave it
a new dark brown coat of wood preservative and the
doors and picked out the
doors and windows, at
Rosie’s suggestion, in
white. It now looks as if
the once pleasantly faded
building has undergone
assertiveness training – as
I think the photo shows –
but I suppose I am getting
used to it. We also
installed a new mailbox at
our garden gate and,
beside our front steps,

we’ve put a box to receive parcels. We did this
mainly because of our experience delivering flyers for
the North Devon Green Party and walking up so
many long drives to find a letterbox. 

L ike many people of about my age (74), I was
diagnosed with a cataract. I’d been warned by
my optician that this was likely and I’d noticed

that driving at night was becoming difficult –
oncoming headlights flared in my eyes. I often had to
slow down drastically and even dangerously. Our
local district hospital – much-loved, and much
fought-for in the face of threatened cuts – offered to
do the op. after a wait of six months, but possibly
with further delays after that. I felt I had to go private
and had the procedure within a month. Night driving
is simply unavoidable in rural England and I felt I was
becoming a danger on the road. It was thrilling to
feel the boost of acuity in my vision after the
operation: watching a TV programme on Picasso I
saw the lines of his prints with new sharpness and
the colours in his paintings with extraordinary
vividness. However, we did use the cataract op. as an
opportunity to visit our MP – Peter Heaton-Jones,
Con. – in his Barnstaple ‘surgery’ one Saturday
morning. We pointed out that the delays in
operations like this in effect blackmail patients into
using private health care and that this seemed to be
part of the government’s not-so-stealthy
privatization of the NHS. Enough people must have
protested in various ways for the government, during

the course of the summer,
to pretend at least to be
putting more funds into
the NHS.

The late Jeremy
Thorpe MP lived in a
lovely thatched

Devon longhouse at
Chuggaton, less than two
miles from us. We were,
of course, gripped by the
TV series A Very English
Scandal. As I’m sure I’ve

North Devon
Mark Haworth-Booth
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mentioned before, everything is connected in North
Devon, so I was not surprised to find that one of my
friends rode to hounds with Thorpe’s lover, Norman
Scott – she said he always ‘made himself quite
conspicuous’. Another friend (formerly a model)
knew him well and appeared in the credits. One of
our favourite scenes was the chance encounter in
nearby Chittlehampton, when a tractor blocks the
road outside the Bell pub (noted for its restaurant)
thus causing an unavoidable encounter between the
MP in his car and Scott astride a fine horse. For some
reason, the TV director decided that the tractor had
to be yellow to make the scene look interesting.
Another brief moment in the series might have
passed some viewers by: it was an aerial shot of
Codden Hill with a fleeting glimpse of the monument
on its summit. The film didn’t have time to explain
that this was the memorial erected by Thorpe to his
first wife, Caroline, who died in a car crash – possibly
because of sleep-deprivation after she discovered
her husband’s serial betrayals and likely public
disgrace. The fine neo-Georgian monument was
designed by Clough Williams-Ellis, scourge of ribbon-
development (Britain and the Beast, 1937) and
creator of magical Portmeirion. There is a seat
around the base of the monument with marvellous
views south to Dartmoor, north-east to Exmoor,
south-west to Hartland and north-west to Barnstaple
and the spectacular Taw and Torridge estuary. 

Ihave had three terrific walking trips on the South
West Coast Path this year. My friend Andrew and I
set out on the path at Minehead in Somerset in

2010 and now we have got to Weymouth (final
destination Poole in Dorset). At Budleigh Salterton in
July we watched young men and women looking very
dashing on their paddleboards. On my return to
North Devon I bought an inflatable one (which easily
fits into the car boot). I’ve had some fun excursions
on the Taw and the Torridge, and only fallen off once.
However, I’ve now graduated to bodyboarding,
complete with wetsuit. I go out with experienced
bodyboarding friends who live near Westward Ho!
They let me know when the waves are expected to
be worthwhile. It’s a half-hour drive. The exhilaration
of catching a wave, or being caught by one, and shot
20 to 30 yards in seconds is, obviously, addictive. 

It is 20 years since the death of Ted Hughes. Although
he grew up in Yorkshire, he spent most of his life
here in Devon. He lived in North Tawton, half an

hour’s drive south of us. A tribute to his long
residency (1961-98) is inscribed on North Tawton’s
council building, just below the defibrillator. Ted and
his second wife Carol lived in a beautiful thatched
farmhouse in the centre of the town. You can see it,
and its large garden, very well from the churchyard.
Ted’s first wife, Sylvia Plath, wrote memorable poems
about the ancient churchyard wall. I feel I can say
‘Ted’ rather than ‘Hughes’ as I met the poet on quite
a few occasions. I was extremely fortunate in hearing
him give a public reading in my first term at
Cambridge – on Sunday 3 November 1963 to be
precise. Next day I bought his first two books, The
Hawk in the Rain and Lupercal. Later I organised an
exhibition about him at the V&A – Illustrated Books
by Ted Hughes (1979). I’ve written all this up in an
article titled ‘The Tribe of Ted’ in the online Journal
of the Ted Hughes Society (back issues are now
available free to non-members). Like most admirers
of Ted Hughes, I was appalled by the biography
published a couple of years ago by Jonathan Bate, a
fine scholar who unaccountably let himself down
with this book. As an antidote, I recently read
Memories of Ted Hughes, 1952-63 (2010) by his
Cambridge contemporary Daniel Huws. It is
delightful, as is its author, whom I met at the Ted
Hughes Conference held at Greygynog Hall in mid-
Wales in late August. Huws is now 86 but he made
the most compelling contribution to a very lively
conference. He has a noble, round, kindly, face. He
spoke memorably towards the end of a session on
Ted’s final book, Birthday Letters, published to
acclaim in the last year of his life. Most readers think
of the book as Ted’s attempt to free himself of the
immense burden of guilt so long attached to him for
the suicide of Sylvia Plath in February 1963. Daniel
spoke to us of Ted as an ‘Ancient Mariner’ who had,
like Coleridge’s creation, to tell his tale. Daniel feels
that T.S. Eliot (who committed his first wife Valerie to
mental institutions) and David Jones (survivor, unlike
most of his comrades, of the trenches of the First
World War) had both managed to reach safe
harbours by the end of their lives. However, Daniel
said that he felt Ted never reached his own safe
harbour. I shan’t forget that. �

Mark and Rosie were long-standing Society 
members and Mark was an excellent speaker 
at a Society meeting.



BEDSIDE 2018 43

Springfield University Hospital has provided mental
health services from the Glenburnie Road site
since 1840. Commissioned by Surrey County

Magistrates in 1838 and designed by county surveyor
Edward Lapidge, the original building is a grand
symmetrical red brick Tudor-style structure that
encloses a courtyard area in front of the main building.

The existing inpatient mental health facilities were not
designed with today’s needs in mind, meaning many of
these buildings do not provide a supportive
environment for service users and carers and are
expensive to maintain. 

South West London and St George’s Mental Health NHS
Trust (the Trust) has been working with the community,
service users and local stakeholders since 2004 to
transform the site and deliver new modern inpatient
mental health facilities in a sustainable way for the
NHS. In 2012, following extensive public consultation,
the masterplan for the Springfield University Hospital
site was approved.

Alongside the delivery of the new hospital at
Springfield, the approved masterplan features a range
of community benefits, 839 new homes across the site
(including affordable homes), restoration of the Grade II
listed buildings, creation of a new 32-acre Springfield
Park, £5.1m of contributions towards local

infrastructure and land for the creation of a new
primary school.

The redevelopment of the Springfield University
Hospital site forms part of the Trust’s wider Estate
Modernisation Programme (or EMP), which is an
exciting project which will revolutionise the way mental
health services are delivered in South West London
(and UK wide for specialist services) and secure the
multi-million pound investment to deliver two new
hospitals at Springfield and Tolworth.

The first phase of residential development, which
began in 2016, has been completed by Bellway Homes.
Known as St George’s Gate, this mix of 26 terraced
homes is an extension to Hebdon Road in Tooting.

Whilst construction progressed on the first phase, the
Trust has sought to simultaneously progress detailed
proposals for the wider site in order to bring forward
the masterplan. This has included securing planning
approval for the two new hospital buildings at
Springfield, carrying out the first stage of community
consultation to develop the Springfield Park Strategy
and undertaking an evidence-based assessment of
sporting provision in Wandsworth to guide the detailed
proposals for the park.

In September 2017, following a robust public
procurement process, the Trust appointed STEP
(Springfield and Tolworth Estate Partnership) as their
preferred development partner to bring forward the
masterplan. Since this time the Trust and STEP have
been working hard to progress the masterplan for
Springfield University Hospital, which is being referred
to as Springfield Village.

STEP is a 50/50 partnership between Kajima
Partnerships and Sir Robert McAlpine Capital Ventures,
who have a demonstrable record of delivering in
partnership with the public sector and are committed
to ensuring the delivery of first class mental health
facilities.

South West London 
and St George’s 
Mental Health NHS Trust 
Developing world-class mental health facilities
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LONDON DOOR COMPANY
THE EXCEPTIONAL FIRST IMPRESSION

Coinciding with their appointment as the Trust’s
preferred development partner, in January 2018 STEP
carried out a further stage of detailed consultation in
order build on the approved Springfield Park Strategy
and refine the plans for Springfield Park with the
community’s input. This consultation included a
presentation to members of the Wandsworth Society
and the Trinity Fields Trust at Westfield Church in
January 2018. 
Springfield Park will occupy almost half of the overall
site and include a range of public open spaces and
informal sporting areas, alongside a café, playgrounds
to suit a range of age groups and a rose garden on the
southern edge. A total of 697 new trees will be planted
in the park comprising a mix of 27 different varieties,
lining key routes through the park and creating a series
of different areas.

Once opened, it will be the first new public park in
London since the Queen Elizabeth Olympic Park was
completed in 2012.
Initial works are underway to prepare the Springfield
University Hospital site for works to begin, which
includes creating temporary on-site offices for
construction workers and hoarding around certain
areas. Importantly, the first stages of the development
will include the delivery of Springfield Park alongside
the new hospital buildings. These two areas of the site
are closely linked from a construction perspective, with
earth excavated from the hospital site being used to re-
level and landscape the park – thereby reducing the
level of earth which would need to be removed from
the site.
The Trust and STEP are committed to ensuring the local
community is kept up-to-date as the masterplan
progresses and throughout the construction works.
We would like to take this opportunity to thank the
Wandsworth Society for their continued support for the
plans and engagement with the Trust as the masterplan
progresses. We hope there will be further opportunities
to provide updates to members in future.

Sam Wilson

Impression of the Non Forensic hospital building
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Sometimes you have to have a specific challenge
to force you do things. Remember how the words
“I bet you can’t... “ would spur you on as a child?

As an adult you can see it as a form of “target
setting” (a concept familiar to those in work) for your
leisure time. 

I like a challenge and want to set you a choice of 10
different London challenges for the new year – take
your pick on which one appeals. Some may be best
done with a child or grand-child perhaps?

1. Walk the 78 miles Capital Ring which you can do in
roughly 5 mile sections – and join up all those places
you sort of knew existed. Or, if you have already
done that one, try the London LOOP (or London
Outer Orbital Path) – just 152 miles. And there is a
certificate for those who complete them.

2. Visit all the Young’s pubs in the Borough. Some years
ago, when Young’s were brewing in Wandsworth and
had many fewer pubs than today, there used to be a
passport that you could get stamped in every
Young’s pub you drank at. If you visited all of them
there was a small keg of beer as a prize – or am I
dreaming? 

3. See if you can go up enough London buildings to
ascend the height of Everest or 29,029 feet. This may
mean finding your way into some tower blocks and

swish hotels as well as going up the Shard (801 ft)
and the Walkie Talkie (525 ft) and up (and down) the
lift at Hampstead tube station 150 odd times (191
feet)! Or you perhaps could target a lower mountain
like Mont Blanc (15,777 feet).

4. Visit all the places on the Monopoly Board and find
out what they really look like. Which ones would be
the best investments in real life?

5. Travel from one end to the other of every bus route
which passes near your home – you will discover all
sorts of places you hardly knew where they were.

6. Visit every Hawksmoor or Wren church in London. Or
see how many works of a particular artist or sculptor
you can see in London.

7. Walk over all the Thames bridges in London, perhaps
just the 8 in Central London. Or for a bigger
challenge cross all those in London, but not perhaps
in a single day.

8. Dip into all London’s public open-air swimming
places – but wait for a Summer like 2018 before you
do (there are more than you think). 

9. See how many statues of lions you can photograph
in a single day. As a hint there are over 10,000 in
London to choose from... 

10. ... or just sit at home and watch a “box set” from
beginning to end! �

Challenge Yourselves...
Caroline Pook

020 .8870 .7595
020 .8874 .4686
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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.

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

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 fish comes straight
from the coast which explains why
you’re cramming this famous fish ‘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, difficult debts suddenly seem
collectable.

Edward Potter Associates: Yes, Ed
Potter’s back. He’s never really been
away, just very very busy designing
houses and lots more.

Glug: Nestled snugly next to the
famous Ma Goa restaurant, fine
wines, craft beers and artisan cheese.
Nature at its best.

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, a beer
and cider festival or perhaps a
wedding reception – and I’ve done all
four! – is a must for all our readers. 

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

Lavender Framers: Ah, the scent of
the sweet sunny south neatly framed
in Barmouth Road. Picture perfect.

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.

Ma Goa: Indian food is now Britain’s
favourite. If Ma Goa isn’t your
favourite Indian restaurant you
obviously haven’t been there... yet!

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.

Oranges & Lemons: All the latest in
sounds from the tiniest and subtlest
to the loudest, pounding bass and, if
like me you don’t have the state of
the art, they’ll apply all the necessary
care and attention.

Richard Cullinan Joinery: It’s great
to see Richard’s name gracing our
pages again and a timely reminder to
think about fitted furniture.
Definitely on my shopping list.

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?

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. 

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 ideal
places to eat a really good meal too.

Iain K S Gray

Gray’s Eulogy
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Wandsworth Common: 
past, present and possible future
Harvey Heath looks at the tangled history of the Common

Wandsworth Common is rightly
regarded as a precious resource by
the local community; it seems to be
used more intensively than ever. It
offers what can be the conflicting
uses of being a touch of the
countryside in an urban setting and
also a space for sporting activities.

Gravel

The reason for its shape and size are
both geological and historical.
Geologically, its subsurface is of
terrace gravels: the detritus of a
former bed of the Thames when, in
the Ice Ages, sea levels were much
higher than today. This provides a
soil in which ‘the plough could not
go’. It was described in earlier times
as a manorial waste land for
common use of grazing, wood and
gravel.

Wandsworth Common – referred to
as Battersea West Heath or
Wandsworth East Heath – lay on the
land between the Wandle valley and
the valley of the Falcon brook
(today’s Northcote Road).

The reasons for the shape of the
common lie in its history. The 1771
John Roque map shows an area for
Wandsworth Common of 400 acres
(double its present size). Since then
its history has been one of enclosure
and incursions as developers and
land owners took bites out of the
open space, reducing it to today’s
pattern. Much more of the common
might have been lost but for some
determined local residents.

Rapidly increasing urban population
in the 19th century gave landowners
financial incentives to develop open
spaces and on the Common the
advent of the railways curving their

way through the common almost
sealed its fate. From 1763 the Lord
of the manor of Battersea was Earl
Spencer; the fourth earl Frederick
from 1845 until 1857, and the fifth
earl John Poyntz until 191 0. It was
under Frederick that many of the
major land sales and enclosures
occurred and it was John Poyntz
who finally gave up all Spencer
rights to the common. (Passmore)

Earl Spencer sold land for railway
development to the London and
Southampton Railway in 1836 and
the London and Crystal Palace
railway in 1862. All the land south of
Bellevue Road except a small piece
of the common around the new
Wandsworth Common Station was
sold to developers in 1850. The Royal
Victoria Patriotic Commissioners
(RVPC) bought 52 acres in 1857 to
build an orphanage for the children
of Crimean War servicemen.
Magdalen College Oxford owned a
large portion of land on the western
side of the common and chose to
build on it in 1883.

Public meetings

The appearance of the common in
the late 19th century was not at all
attractive and was in a pretty dire
state after years of neglect. The Mid
Surrey Gazette writes of stinking
ponds and disused gravel pits full of
rubbish, no paths, no seats, huge
muddy ditches, much rubbish strewn
about. (Passmore)

Not an area that one would expect
to engender sympathy. However
residents were growing concerned
about the loss of land and the
trigger was the London and Brighton
Railways’ wish to sell some of its

surplus land near St Mary’s cemetery
Bolingbroke Grove. Large public
meetings were held leading to the
founding of a fund-raising defence
committee. After some initial failures
to affect the landowners they were
able eventually to achieve an act of
parliament. The Wandsworth
Common Act 1871 established
conservators of local people to
oversee the common. It provided a
map and the conservators were
charged with improving the
common. They had powers to buy
back land and convert it into
common land.

From 1881 the common was run by
the Metropolitan Board of Control
who ceded control to the London
County Council (LCC) in 1883.

In 1912 RVPC sold 20 acres to the
LCC. In 1924 the LCC opened what
they called the Wandsworth
Common Extension which included
the farm as a tea shop; two tennis
courts and a bowling green were
added.

During the 1939 – 45 war the
common was dug up in places to
provide anti-tank trenches and
housed barrage balloons and anti-
aircraft guns. Pre-fabs were built
along Bolingbroke Grove, Bellevue
Road, and Spencer Park. They were
not removed until 1956 to 1966. 

In 1964 the plans to extend Trinity
Road to Wandsworth Bridge were
brought forward and these were
completed in 1970. This meant that
common land had to be taken to
complete this major road; the
common was compensated by
acquiring the Home Office-owned
land in front of Wandsworth prison.



48 THE WANDSWORTH SOCIETY

The land and buildings of the
Patriotic were bought by the LCC.
They immediately used 10 acres of
this land to build the Fitzhugh
estate, completed in 1952. For a
while the Patriotic building was
allowed to deteriorate but in 1980
the building was rescued by Talex Ltd
on a long lease. It now houses flats,
a theatre school, craft workshops, a
restaurant and offices.

Wandsworth Council became
responsible for the running of the
common in 1974 from the GLC and
took ownership in 1986. In 2016
Enable (a staff mutual of WBC
members) took over the
responsibility of day-to-day
management of all open spaces in
Wandsworth. This will be reviewed in
2020.

For a time the Spencer Park
Comprehensive School occupied four
acres of the RVPC area. This was
demolished in 1992 and in its place
Wandsworth Council approved the

building of 140 flats and 64 houses
with a new bridge over the railway.
An example of where the local
authority showed a conflict of
interest and did not favour the
common over its duty as a housing
authority When we debate the
common’s future it is interesting to
note what plans the LCC once had
for this open space. They planned an
all-weather sports area complete
with floodlights, dressing room
accommodation for 20 teams and a
mess room for 20 people. An
athletics track of five acres was also
mooted. Such concepts could return
If the common has to increase its
income potential. 

Conflict
When in 1887 the residents of
Battersea and Wandsworth handed
control of their common from a
body of conservators to a local
authority they did not realise the
consequences of their action. There
was and there remains a conflict of

interest within a multi-purpose
authority whose duty to protect and
enhance the common is only one of
their many duties. Wimbledon
Common by contrast retains its
conservators to this day and they
only act for the common. The case
of the Fitzhugh estate and the
Spencer Park School are only two
examples of the conflict a multi-
purpose authority can face.

This article is based on research
completed by the late Shirley
Passmore in 2010. I am indebted to
her family for permission to use this.
Sadly, Shirley died in 2017. She was
a member of the Battersea Society
and a founder member of the
Wandsworth Society and her
particular efforts led to the
establishment of the Wandsworth
Common management advisory
committee (MAC) which advises
Wandsworth Council on the
maintenance and enhancement of
the common. �

Help us help you 
As you may know the NHS turned 70 this year.

It was wonderful to see so many people in Wandsworth
taking the time to celebrate the achievements of the NHS
and recognise and thank our extraordinary NHS staff. There
were badges and T-shirts galore, a Westminster Abbey
Service of commemoration and in the Wandsworth Clinical
Commissioning Group offices we celebrated with a seven-
tea party (get it?). There was TV coverage aplenty with
stories of recovery and bravery in the face of trauma and
illness. All heart-warming and I know the people I work
with on a daily basis, the doctors, nurses and support staff,
all felt appreciated and proud to be part of it. 

The anniversary was also a time to reflect on the how the
challenges facing the NHS have changed since it was
established in 1948. Today, people are living longer, but
sometimes they are living in poorer health. Many older
people experience their health deteriorating as they
accumulate a number of long-term conditions. The NHS

has a critical role in treating
illness and in keeping people
well, but to help make the
NHS sustainable for future
generations, people need to
be more proactive about looking after their own health and
wellbeing and making sure they use health services wisely.
Some of the most common conditions and causes of ill
health are heart disease, cancer, diabetes and chronic
obstructive pulmonary disease (COPD), often called
bronchitis. These conditions are all more common in people
who have an unhealthy lifestyle. So, if you smoke, are
overweight, take too little exercise, drink too much alcohol
or eat unhealthily then you are much more likely to
develop one or more of these conditions, and much more
likely to need the NHS.

Winter is a busy time for the NHS because cold and damp
weather, ice, snow and winds can all aggravate existing
health conditions and make us more vulnerable to flu and
other respiratory winter illnesses. This is especially true for

The Doctor will see you now
Dr Nicola Jones MBE is a Wandsworth GP and also 
Chair and Clinical Lead for Wandsworth CCG
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older people and those with conditions such as COPD,
bronchitis, emphysema, asthma, diabetes or heart and
kidney disease.

If you have a winter illness, seek advice from a pharmacist
early on. There are 61 pharmacies in Wandsworth and
pharmacists can often advise you on the best course of
action. 

Get your flu jab if you haven’t already
The flu can be far more serious than people think. It kills an
average of 8,000 people a year. The flu vaccine is free to
people who need it and that includes people aged 65 and
over, those with underlying health conditions, pregnant
women and children aged two to nine. If you are the main
carer or an older or disabled person you may also be
eligible. If you are eligible but haven’t had the free flu jab
yet – please get it now. It’s free because you need it. 

General Practice 
Our GP practices – there are 40 in Wandsworth – have
been gearing up for winter for weeks. Your practice can be
your first port of call when you are ill or need advice. Most
GP practices in Wandsworth offer appointments through
to 8pm on some evenings, and many on a Saturday
morning. There are also appointments available every
evening, at weekends and on bank holidays at 3 locations
in Roehampton, Clapham Junction and Balham. You can
book an appointment through your own GP practice. The
GP you see will have access to your medical records. Since
May 2017, GP practices have offered an extra 43,000 GP
appointments to people in Wandsworth.

If you are struggling emotionally, ask for help sooner
rather than later 

One in four of us will experience mental health problems at
some point in our lives and I consider the mental health
and wellbeing of residents as a priority for the NHS.

Anyone who is stressed, worried or feeling low can get help
for free. In Wandsworth there are two talking therapies
services available -Talk Wandsworth and Big White Wall.
You can speak to someone in person or online, at a time
that works for you. 

Wandsworth also has a recovery café in Tooting for anyone
aged 18 and over who is struggling with their mental
health. The café provides a safe and supportive space and
offers group activities, one-to-one support, a chill out
space and hot meals and drinks. It’s a haven of support and
it’s there when you need it: there’s no need for an
appointment; people can just turn up and be met by a
listening ear, and benefit from companionship and
therapeutic support. You can get more information on the
local service pages on the Wandsworth CCG website
www.wandsworthccg.nhs.uk

NHS staff will be working hard across Wandsworth during
the winter and holiday season to support anyone who
needs help with their physical or mental health. 

Please help us help you by getting your free flu jab; seeking
advice quickly from a pharmacy if you start to feel ill; and
calling 111 if you need urgent but non-life-threatening
help. 

Please also remember to keep in touch with older family,
friends and neighbours and ask if they need any practical
help or are feeling under the weather. 

I hope you all have a peaceful Christmas and healthy New
Year. �
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Forget the Pigs of Perigord – the
French have no monopoly here – for
these are the Pointers of
Acqualagna, the truffle-snufflers of
Le Marche, that lovely tourist-
neglected (and all the better for it)
borderland of eastern Italy where
the Papal States faced up to the
Lombards, where the Iron-Age
Piceni of Ascoli resisted the
Romans. Here in the gentle lower
slopes of Appennini to the west,
Abruzzi to the south, lies a truffle
treasury to rival the Dordogne.
Here, infinitely more elegant than
their porcine competitors of
Perigueux, Luna and Lilli scrabble
with dainty ferocity among the
tangled roots of oak and beech,
sweet chestnut and robinia that
compose the Marchegiano treasure
chest – there where lurks the
gastronomic gold of Italy!

Most olfactory-sensitive of canines,
the pointers are excitedly eager for
the hunt and strain at their leads,
darting forward to follow the scent
when released. But Giorgio, owner
of the licensed woodland and
master of the kennel, is upon them
smartly, ready with practised hands
and short halberd to forestall them
and tease the precious dull grey
powdery lumps, looking for all the
world like worthless stones, from
the stringy roots just below the
surface soil. A gentle-fingered
rubbing follows, with bated breath:
is it a white one or a black one?
Black is good enough, but white is
much much better – richer on the
palate, far far richer in the purse!
The white are to be found only in
late summer, the black all the year
round. Now and again one (black, of
course!) is tossed to Luna or Lilli for
their pains, and for love of them as
is well evident. And Lilli and Luna, of
course, are only after the truffles for
themselves. 

Giorgio, with acolytes Matteo and
Filippo, lovingly cherishes his dogs,
and his woods also, for the quality
of the woodland accounts for the
quality and the quantity of the
truffles. His land is scrupulously,
organically managed, the woods
trimmed and replanted judiciously.
Giorgio does not exactly cultivate
the truffles – he cultivates the
woods appropriately, and the
truffles just happen. Any residue,
any trimmings from them are
soaked in tanks and the water used
to nourish the tree roots and
stimulate the growth of the
precious funghi – no wastage here,
all feeds the treasury! 

The results of this cunning
husbandry are gratifying: Giorgio
has no need to hustle in peddling
his produce – there is an eager
market among Italian restaurants –
and he did confess to a certain
Signor S* B* among his private
customers. He was more expansive
about the Duke of Edinburgh, whom
he has visited at Sandringham with
advice on the management of the
truffle-bearing woods there. One
wonders whether numerous English
woodlands may not be truffle-rich?
Some of our Sussex woods have a

similar ecology and a not too
dissimilar climate. Maybe it’s just
our gastronomic keenness that is
lacking, and the know-how!
After our truffle hunt with Giorgio
we admired, weighed and toasted
(in raised glasses – never on the
grill!) the morning’s excellent haul,
then retired to nearby Osteria
Braceria to share our newly-
acquired truffle expertise and enjoy
generous appropriate platefuls of
shaved (black!) truffle over shaved
fresh parmesan and shaved local
salami, followed by tagliatelle with
sumptuous truffle sauce.
It is all too easy, I have found, to
acquire a nagging taste for the
earthy, concentratedly delectable
truffle – but hard, not to say wildly
costly, to satisfy it, especially this
close to Sandringham. I blame Sr
S*B* for keeping up the price.
Truffle-flavoured oil may now be
easy enough to find on deli
counters, but the flavouring is not
very successful. A whole truffle
preserved in oil, then drained and
shaved would be better. The black
may be cooked, but the white never
– it is too precious and particular in
savour. In Bologna airport shop I
found dried tagliatelle spiked with
black specks of the treasured
fungus, and it was excellent, the
unique pungency coming through
well. But searching for that over
here has so far proved fruitless alas,
though rumour says it may be found
at Camisa in Soho. I will try.
As a child I was aware that truffles
were something special and highly
prized; my mother declared being
fond of them, so much so that one
Christmas time she decided to make
some herself. I was roped in to help
– but oh! they were nothing but a
kind of dreaded marzipan, rolled in
raw cocoa! What disillusionment.
Quite fun to roll, though. �

Snuffling the Truffle!
Wendy Cater
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Mid-life crisis? No, life
always has a crisis, but
by 2013 life was very
stressed, loved ones had
been lost, work had got
in the way of life,
relationship taking a
vertical nose-dive, no
talking, just sleep, work,
sometimes eat a meal
(usually a packet of
biscuits), same old same
old. Familiar story? 

Unless something changed I
could see the same things
happening ten/twenty years
ahead. I was 53 years old.
What do I do? The thought of
moving into a poky little flat
surrounded by the smells and
noises of other poky little flats,
I just couldn’t afford/raise
enough money for anything
else. That made me cringe and
shudder. I felt stuck. A friend
made a passing comment “Have you
thought about a canal boat?”. I
looked at her as though she had just
sprouted another two heads. But
the comment started to nag at me,
so through the summer of ‘14 I
went and looked at some boats,
traditional narrow boats, under 7’
wide, between £30,000 and
£40,000. They were tatty and
unloved but as the price doubled
(30 to 60 thousand) they began to
look less worn out, clean, tidy, well
kept but I vetoed these after
bashing my head, elbow, knee, shin
and or shoulder every time I moved
onto or into any one of them. I
decided it would be like living in a
pencil, with them being pointy at
one end and blunt at the other,
ideal if you are under 5’8”, which
I’m not. Then a sales guy at a

marina said “Have you thought
about a widebeam?” “What’s a
widebeam?” I said. There it was, 50’
long and 10’ wide, at the end of the
jetty, Pendragon was her name. £70
thousand was on the price tag. By
comparison, she was huge, I didn’t
bash anything when I got onto it, I
didn’t bash anything while on
board. “That’s more like it”,
bounced between my ears. This one
was very bare and very unloved (I
have seen it around since and the
new owners are gradually doing
bits). 

By this time I was approaching 55,
raid pension of 25% time, that
helped with the budget. So I started
looking at widebeams. I viewed a
fully-kitted 60’x12’ boat, £112,000,
it was more like a floating bungalow,
ready to move straight into,

everything you might
need, but it wasn’t how
I wanted it and the
company were not
interested in changing
much, because by then I
had some definite ideas
on what I (thought) I
wanted. I struck that
company off my list. The
looking and learning
carried on UNTIL an
inland waterways show
came up on the late

May bank holiday weekend,
2015. I went, there was so
much there, a decision was
made, it had to be a bespoke
boat made to match the ideas
in my head. A design was
discussed with the chosen
company, and a quote was
obtained by the end of June. A
deposit was paid. I had half the
money but as it was going to
take a year before the build

could start, I had a target to reach, I
had a year to find a shed-load of
money. I worked my backside off,
and all through the year the spec’
changed, many times, things added,
and the price went up. 

This pattern continued until at the
end of May 2016 I received an email
with some pictures of a sheet of
steel on a floor telling me that this
was the start of what was to
become my new home, I toyed with
different names, first came
Mysteron, famous killers in a TV
puppet show, because the windows
are round and in pairs, then
there were other now-forgotten
options before Eyeballs in the Sky,
as she is now known, and it just
makes sense to me at least. The
Daily Mirror was my read on the

Eyeballs in the Sky
Mark Trent

Eyeballs in the Sky... 
The Pooliverse, Crabkind... 

Wellington and Boot, a boy and his dog... 
The Perishers, the Daily Mirror, Maurice Dodds... 

Eyeballs in the Sky... 
Widebeam Canal Boat... 

Mark and Buzz, with Miley soon added... 
Grand Union Canal... 
Alternative lifestyle.
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train when I first started work, and
the cartoon page was always the
first thing I looked at. The Perishers
are still my favourite, Wellington
and Boot (a boy and his dog) are the
main characters, and Boot’s
encounter with the Pooliverse once
a year while on holiday is the reason
why Eyeballs in the Sky has her
name and a Crab as her figurehead.
For those who don’t have a clue
what I’m on about, google it and
hopefully have a giggle. 

The next 15 weeks were hectic and

exciting in equal measures, many
emails about more steel work,
phone calls, more changes, trips up
to the builders, she started to look
like a boat after only three weeks,
launch date was to be 15th
September 2016 at Braunston
Marina because, at 30 tonnes, that
was the nearest place that could
take the weight of the crane,
transport lorry and the boat, total
about 75 tonnes. The launch, I
missed it. I was in the cafe buying
bacon rolls and tea and it took
longer to cook the bacon than it did
for the haulage crew to get the boat
off the low loader and onto the
water.

Loaded with full tanks of fuel and
water the first job was to get the
boat 15 miles back to Stockton, in a
week, where a basic training course
was booked to teach me how to
work it, one dent (made by another
boater) and a few scrapes later
(those bridges moved as I got

closer), made it in 3 very fraught
days. The training was with Willow
Wren, really nice people. I found
out that I can move Eyeballs
sideways, very handy for
parking/mooring and a great show-
off party piece when you get those
shaking head, sucking teeth, you
won’t get that in there mate, types
about.

Eyeballs in the Sky, widebeam canal
boat, 60 feet long, 12½ feet wide, 2
foot draft (below the water line),
inside she is has a head height of

6’10”, no head bashing,
the entrance
door/hatch is 3’ wide,
no elbow or knee
bruising, and inside the
space is 47’ long and
12’ wide, a huge space,
for a boat. You might
have noticed, I have
only used proper
measurements, metric
is not “done” on the
canal. Eyeballs is nearly
self-sufficient, just add

water and fuel. 8 solar panels (2.2
kW) and a generator (9.6kw), and
an alternator on the main engine
(1.75kw) supply electricity, the
central heating through 7 radiators
supply hot water and
heating. Additional heating
comes from an 8kw multi-
fuel stove. Cooking in the
12’ square kitchen (with a
breakfast bar) is by
induction hob with a
double oven backed up by a
microwave (that is also an
oven and grill) and the
dishwasher sorts out the
resulting mess. The
bathroom is at the back
(stern) with its full-size
shower, the washing
machine is plumbed in next
to the shower. Living on
Eyeballs is like full-time
glamping but with more
space, and the same
number of spiders. 

In November ‘16 the crew was
increased by one, Miley, my golden
retriever, was added to the crew, so
it’s now A Boy And His Two Dogs,
with an occasional extra pair (Cork
and Odie, two Leonbergers). 

As with any New Build there have
been, and still are, some problems,
and some corners had to be cut to
fit my budget (for instance, a proper
paint job is planned for October
’18). I am now well into my second
year afloat and I wish I had thought
of this many, many years ago. The
final bill? About 3 times what I
started with and about 50% more
than the original quote so, yes, I did
have to work my socks off.

The result, as I do not have, or yet
want, a permanent mooring is that I
am classed as a continuous cruiser
of no fixed abode which means I
have to move Eyeballs every 2
weeks, a total of at least 20 miles in
one direction every year and that
means, new neighbours, new views,
(there are some really beautiful
places in some very unexpected
places), I almost always wake to the
sound of ducks or geese, running
water, kingfisher are a regular sight,
so are little egret, and as I’m writing
this in August, the wild fruit are just
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there for the picking on the way to
work, and a different route to work
every two weeks. If I don’t like
somewhere or somebody, I just
move, no horrible nasty-from-hell
next doors, we have all had them.
Peace and quiet prevail, I don’t have
a telly, very few have my phone
number, just a DAB radio, tuned into
Classic FM or Planet Rock. The noise
starts when I put my boots on, the
dogs get excited and start to bark.
Walkies. The nearest place to work
that Eyeballs has been to is
Cowley near Uxbridge, and the
farthest, apart from the initial trip
from the launch, is Leighton Buzzard
which is a bit of a haul to get to
work. This year, because of the
paint job, I will only get as far north
as Tring, still some very beautiful
surroundings, combined with the
swans, moorhen, kingfisher,
cormorants (yes you read that right)
and too many more to list.
Neighbours worth having. The baby
moorhens, mallard and cygnets,

even the baby geese, are adorable
to watch. Did I mention the
dragonflies and the bats? And the
fish, little diddy things through to
some huge carp and pike. 

Will I ever go back to bricks and
mortar? One day probably, but only

when my knees and my back
completely give out. I will still need
to be dragged away, a house now
feels confined, boxed in. Very odd.�

To discuss barges and bicycles visit
Mark at Stratton Cycles in East Hill.

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

244 Upper Richmond Road SW15 • 020 8780 1767
Opening Hours: Tues - Sun 6.00pm - 10.30pm

magoaputney.co.uk

For over two decades the Kapoor family have strived to achieve a 
sense of family dining at their Indian restaurant in Putney.

In 2017 the Kapoor family did a complete overhaul of their success-
ful eatery. Adding a craft beer tap wall and replacing the white table 
cloths with a rustic, marketplace interior, they have brought Ma Goa 
back to its roots: fuss-free, authentic food straight from the streets 
of India.
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Any medicinal or other uses included in this note are
given as they were received and have not been
evaluated in any way; anyone attempting to try them
does so at their own risk.

Aquick glance at the Botanical Society of Britain
and Ireland’s online distribution maps will
reveal that groundsel (Senecio vulgaris) can be

found throughout these islands, being absent only
from some of our highest mountains. Typically it
occurs as a weed on disturbed ground, and typically
we either eradicate it, if it’s in our garden or allotment,
or ignore it if it’s elsewhere. In Leicestershire in the
1980s it was said to grow ‘where witches had
“urinated” (to be polite)’, presumably a comment on
the supposed abundance of such people in the county.
However, like many other common plants, groundsel
was a valued resource in the past.

In folk medicine groundsel was valued mainly for the
treatment of constipation. Before castor oil was used as
a safe and effective purgative for children; in Ireland it
was the practice to add a sprig or two (according to
age) of groundsel to milk, which was then boiled and
strained, and given to constipated babies. Elsewhere,
the following was received from Thorncombe, west
Dorset, in 1991:

Tuesday we went to see Mr and Mrs Joby House, who
used to be at Hewood. [He told us that] for constipation
you boiled groundsel and lard and take that, and you will
‘shit through the eye of a needle’. His sister had
constipation so bad that when the doctor called in the
morning he said Lucy will be dead by 5 o’clock. Mrs
House went to the gypsies (Mrs Penfold) who lived down
Partway Lane, and she told her how to cure her. The
doctor came late in the day, and Lucy was running
around; there was shit everywhere. The doctor had
brought Lucy’s death certificate... he tore it up and put it
on the fire.

Other medicinal uses included, in Norfolk:
For a bad cut: take ascension, called in towns groundsel,
boil for 10 minutes and apply as a poultice.

In Cornwall:
For ague: put a handful of groundsel into a small linen
bag, pricking the side next to the skin full of holes; wear it
at the pit of the stomach and renew every two hours until
well.

And, during the First World War, in Yorkshire:
My sister had very sore eyes and the only thing that
stopped the ‘matter’ was grunsell [sic.] flowers boiled
then ‘do’ her eyes day and night with the strained liquid.

In London in the 1840s, groundsel was sold for feeding
to cage-birds, those sad creatures trapped in the
countryside and kept in captivity for the remainder of

their short lives, bringing a reminder of the country to
town-dwellers. According to Henry Mayhew’s London
Labour and the London Poor, 1851:

There are no ‘pitches’ or stands for the sale of groundsel
in the streets; but, from the best information I could
acquire, there are now 1,000 itinerants selling groundsel,
each person selling on an average, 18 bunches a day. We
thus have 5,616,000 bunches a year, which at ½ d each
realise 11,700l – about 4s 2d per week per head of sellers
of groundsel.

Local names which refer to this practice include:
birdseed in Yorkshire, canary-seed in Somerset,
canary-weed in Cornwall and Somerset, and
chickenweed, ‘because so much used for feeding
birds’, in Yorkshire. Although fewer people keep cage-
birds today, many remember still collecting groundsel
for them.
There is even one record, from Muchelney, Somerset,
in 2007, of groundsel being used as a salad vegetable:

We ate a few weeds in the War – wild watercress,
stinging nettles (cooked and eaten instead of cabbage),
dandelion leaves, hairy bittercress and young groundsel. I
still put hairy bittercress and groundsel in my salads.

All this demonstrates once again that the ‘folk’ did not
seek out rarities for medicinal and other uses, but
tended to utilise common plants that grew by the
wayside or in their gardens. �

Adapted from Vickery’s Folk Flora to be published 
in April 2019
Please send any comments to: roy@plant-lore.com

Ubiquitous
Groundsel
Roy Vickery
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Inspired by our unfaltering passion for music and enabled by 40 years’ �reless 
innova�on in engineering, we introduce Uni� by Naim – our most advanced 
all-in-one music streaming pla�orm. Combining seamless digital technology 

with a rich analogue soul, you can play, rip and store your en�re music 
collec�ons. Uni� allows you to command all your music in one 

place and play with a deep, immersive sound.

Unit i by Naim

Experience Unit i now in Ba�ersea at your local audio experts

email or call to book a demonstra�on : 0207 924 2040 – Oranges and Lemons Ltd. 61-63 Webbs Road, Ba!ersea, London, SW11 6RX
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