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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus emergency                  No. 3  

_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Thank you for your positive response to the first two editions of Local History Link, and the support of so 
many of you with articles and quizzes. It is very gratifying to know that you are enjoying the features and that 
it helps towards your well-being during these difficult times, when we are all having to self-isolate.  
Thank you for your contributions and we look forward to reading more of your interesting and entertaining 
items. Articles, features, photos, etc., should be emailed to Jim at jsanctuary28@gmail.com or post to 28 
Darlinghurst Grove, Leigh-on-Sea, SS9 3LG. 
In the meantime, enjoy the sunshine and, as usual, keep well and keep safe. We wish you all a Happy Easter 
and look forward to seeing you again in the not-to-distant future.  

Tony, Tricia and Jim 
 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

A DAY TO REMEMBER 
 
Our family returned from evacuation at Shrewsbury in the spring of 1942 and my father soon found me a place 
in the junior school of Leigh Hall College. Now nearly 8, this was my fifth school. The college was situated 
on the corner of Chalkwell Avenue and Imperial Avenue in Westcliff (see photo) and was a very good school. 

Everyone wore smart blazers and it had 
the air of a reputable public school. I got 
a lift each morning from a neighbour 
who still had a car for private use. 
I had been at the school for about a year 
when there was one morning which, 
even now, I still vividly remember. It is 
difficult to describe but as I arrived at 
the school everything seemed different. 
It was very quiet and people were 
speaking in hushed tones. Someone told 
me to get a bus and go straight back to 
my home in Quorn Gardens. There was 
no explanation but later I found out that 
the headmaster and the school bursar 
had been killed.  

Much later, I found out what had happened. At about midnight the previous evening, the headmaster and the 
school bursar were standing in the middle of Chalkwell Avenue chatting to two soldiers. There would have 
been no cars on the road at night because of the war.  
A German reconnaissance plane was flying up the Thames Estuary and a gun emplacement positioned on the 
tip of Canvey Island fired a salvo of shells at the aircraft. The plane was not hit but one of the shells landed in 
Chalkwell Avenue, near where the headmaster and bursar were chatting. As soon as the shell was heard, the 
soldiers jumped to the ground and were unharmed. The headmaster and the bursar started running for the 
shelter of the school building. The shell hit the ground and then went in a ricochet in the direction of the two 
men. They were sadly blown to pieces. 
The school limped on for a few months but could not cope without these important members of staff and sadly 
closed. It was a great loss to our town when the school was lost as it was a very good school. Tony Bullock 
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ANSWERS TO SUE BALKWELL’S FILM STARS OF THE PAST QUIZ 
PUBLISHED IN LOCAL HISTORY LINK NO. 2 

 
            The answers are from left to right starting at top 

 
1) Judy Garland 
2) Frank Sinatra  
3) Clark Gable  
4) Glenn Ford  
5) Lauren Bacall  
6) Bing Crosby  
7) Bette Davis  
8) Errol Flynn  
9) Ingrid Bergman  
10) Gregory Peck  
11) Spencer Tracy  
12) Veronica Lake  
13) Humphrey Bogart  
14) Alan Ladd  
15) Ronald Reagan  
16) Ann Miller   

 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

LEIGH HORTICULTURAL SOCIETY - IN THE BEGINNING 
 

The spring of 1925 had been rather cool, following a mild, wet and windy winter. March 1925 had been dry, 
but April and May saw above-average rainfall and the gardens of Leigh-on-Sea were looking lush and green. 
Gardeners were looking forward to seeing the fruits of their exertions earlier in the year, preparing the ground 
and planting out seedlings. Woolworth’s in The Broadway had just started selling penny packets of flower 
and vegetable seeds and many gardens in the town were about to display the glorious results that could be 
achieved from this inexpensive means of producing plants and filling the flower borders and kitchen garden. 
Gardeners were still influenced by the writings of William Robinson, who spurred the movement that had 
promoted interest in the English cottage garden, and Gertrude Jekyll, the garden designer who had popularised 
the herbaceous border. Their innovative horticultural philosophies had encouraged many gardeners to move 
away from the formal regimentation of the Victorian garden, with its garish bedding schemes, to a more subtle 
colour palette, using perennials and shrubs to attain a softer, more aesthetic ambience to the home garden. 
In the early 1920s, the borders of Leigh-on-Sea were much more contained that today’s sprawling expanse of 
housing and business premises. The town, with its historic Old Town, then not appreciated for its important 
heritage value, was growing rapidly, with new dwellings springing up on land that hitherto had been the 
domain of the farmer. Many of the residents worked in the financial, insurance and commodity markets of the 
City of London, commuting to their places of work by train. In fact, very similar employment to many of 
today’s populace. In 1925, people worked longer hours than today, spent more time travelling to their place 
of employment, and did not have the spare time – or cash – to expend on leisure activities. There were over a 
million allotments in Britain, which included a few plots adjacent to the sports field, where today’s Manchester 
Drive allotments are sited. And for those who had a spare plot of ground, gardening was a popular and 
relatively inexpensive pastime, helping the thrifty householder by providing fresh vegetables and fruit for the 
family dinner-table. 
So, on the warm, summer evening of Thursday, 4th June, 1925, a group of enthusiastic local gardeners, with 
the resolve to establish a gardening society for the people of Leigh, met in Elm Hall, the building now known 
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as the Community Centre, in Elm Road, which was located next door to Morley’s nursery garden (now the 
site of Havengore House). 
That day, the town had enjoyed over 14 hours of sunshine and no doubt many of these garden stalwarts were 
hoping that such a glorious day was to be the precursor to a good summer, as they hurried home from their 
jobs in the City, alighting from the train at Leigh Station, now the home of Leigh Sailing Club, and trudged 
up the steep Church Hill to Elm Road, eager to participate in the inauguration of  the new horticultural society. 
Some may have travelled to Leigh by tram, from Southend or Westcliff, which terminated at St. Clement’s 
Church. And one or two may even have travelled by car to the meeting, perhaps via the new London to 
Southend Arterial Road, opened by Prince Henry in March 1925. 
And so, under the Chairmanship of Mr Cranley Perry, a keen gardener living in Vernon Road, Leigh-on-Sea 
Horticultural Society came into being. The meeting agreed that subscriptions were to be two shillings and 
sixpence per member (12 ½p), or four shillings (20p) for a husband and wife, although, in today’s politically-
correct parlance, it now applies to two people from the same household. It was proposed that two shows would 
be held each year, one in July and a second show in October. 
Those were the days when the skill of the rose, chrysanthemum and sweet pea exhibitors weighed down the 

show benches. Perhaps, the most popular exhibition 
rose of 1925, the hybrid perpetual Frau Karl 
Druschki, had made its appearance on the show 
benches of the first LHS flower show. This rose 
could well have been purchased from the York Road 
market stall of internationally-renowned local rose 
nursery-man, Walter Easlea, who twenty years 
earlier had moved from Waltham Cross to Leigh-on-
Sea setting up his Danecroft Rose Nursery (see 
photo left) off Pickets Road, now Eastwood Road 
North, ‘on some acres of good, clayey loam that 
produced some wonderful plants’, as he was later to 

recall. And, of course, we are all still familiar with the clayey loam of Leigh! Walter’s nursery had supplied 
many of the plants for the Chalkwell Park Rose Garden, which had opened in 1908. Councillor Albert Martin, 
who later became an early member of Leigh Horticultural Society, contributed to its design and planting 
schemes. The Society awards a trophy commemorating his name at the Autumn Shows. 
Over the next decade, membership of the Society increased dramatically, especially following expansion of 
the membership catchment area from five miles of St. Clement’s Church, to ten miles. In 1926, a new 
competition for the best-kept garden was launched and proved its popularity over many years. 
The first President of the Society was Sir Frederick Senier of Salisbury Road, Leigh, knighted in 1924 for 
public and political services. This pillar of local society had been the first chairman of The Leigh Ratepayers 
Association, five times chairman of Leigh Urban Council, and Mayor of Southend between 1918 and 1920. 
He is still remembered by LHS members for the Senier Fruit Cup, awarded to the most successful exhibitor 
in the fruit classes. 
Another of the Society’s founder members was Miss J. E. Smith, a teacher at Chalkwell Hall School. A natural 
history enthusiast, she was the influence behind the wild flower classes, which were a popular feature of the 
summer shows. Miss Smith encouraged her pupils to enter these classes, and was later elected a Life Member 
of the LHS, a worthy reward for her motivation of the young exhibitor. Nowadays, of course, the gathering of 
wild flowers is prohibited, yet in the 1920s, it was an activity to be encouraged. How things have changed! 
In the 1930s, the Society’s summer shows were held in Chalkwell Park, and by all accounts must have been 
most spectacular events, with brass bands, dance displays, sideshows, and special events for local 
schoolchildren. The show benches were set up under canvas, with marquees being hired especially for the 
shows. The heady perfume of the flowers and produce, intensified by the warm atmosphere under the canvas, 
must have been quite overwhelming. 
By the end of the 1930s, Leigh Horticultural Society’s flower shows, always very well-attended, were highly 
rated by the public and highly placed in Southend Council’s programme of major events. However, everything 
was about to dramatically change, with another World War looming on the horizon. But more of this in a 
future edition of Local History Link. Jim Sanctuary 
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MEMORIES OF WW2: A NEAR MISS AT OUR HOME 
 
On the evening of Monday 14th February 1944, a V1 flying bomb or Doodlebug fell 100 yards north of the 
junction of Woodfield Road with Church Road in Hadleigh. 

At that time, with the preparations for D Day well 
advanced, all empty houses in the Southend area had 
been requisitioned to house military personnel. The 
roads were filled with army vehicles and tanks in 
preparation for the invasion of France. 
At the time, we lived at 34 Quorn Gardens. Eight 
soldiers were housed next door - at no 32 - with their 
armoured Bedford truck and ammunition trailer 
parked in the road outside. As there was no furniture 
or heating in this house and the weather was very 
wintry, my parents often invited the soldiers into our 
home on cold evenings. On this particular occasion, at 
between about 8.00 pm and 9.30 pm, four soldiers 
were sitting in our dining-room when we heard the 
drone of a V1 Doodlebug. Its engine suddenly stopped 
and the airman grabbed me, Tony and Rosemary and 
shoved us in to the Morrison shelter in our dining 
room. My parents followed. Fortunately for us, the 
V1’s engine suddenly restarted and it flew on for a 
short while, before petering out for the final time, 
crashing 100 yards north of the junction of Woodfield 
Road with Church Road in Hadleigh.  
The explosion resulted in considerable devastation, 
killing one man and injuring 17 people. The church 
hall and seven properties were totally destroyed and 
eighty people made homeless. Thirty-one properties 
and St. Barnabas’s Church were seriously damaged 
and 386 other properties suffered some damage. 
Two months before D Day, the soldiers and their 

equipment were moved to a large camp near Tilbury. I can recall that at one time, some members of the 
W.A.A.F. (Women’s Auxiliary Air Force) stationed in Quorn Gardens were also invited into our home. 
    
Statistics record that in WW2 the Borough of Southend received: 
 
Air raid warnings: 1236                                Casualties:     
Air Raids: 85                                                  Killed: 62  
                                                                         Injured: 370                                                                                             
Damaged to buildings:                                                                           
Major damaged: 900 
Totally destroyed: 350                                                                          
 
Bombs dropped: 
High explosive: 567                                        V1: 5 
Incendiary: 1254                                              V2: 2 
Landmines: 13                                                  Phosphorus bombs: 22 
Oil bombs: 5 
 
I have a small-scale map showing where these bombs landed in the Southend area should any local history 
group members wish to see it. Malcolm Bullock 
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ANOTHER QUIZ FROM MALCOLM – ANAGRAMS AND CRYPTICS 
Each answer contains a colour 

 
1. Wicked lady 
2. Doris Day wanted to return here 
3. A killer in the 14th century 
4. Edge cutters 
5. A prime reformer 
6. A flamboyant do-gooder 
7. A flighty foreign sailor 
8. A learner 
9. Wow kid drips cable 
10. A naval drink 
11. Befriended by the vertically challenged 
12. Leader of the pack 
13. Not from a good postman 
14. A time for good luck and fortune 
15. A miller’s container 
16. Actors’ backstage hideout 
17. Alcoholic reveries 
18. Lit up in the North 
19. An Italian town 
20. An old man 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

   MY FIRST SCHOOL 
 

Some years ago, Tony suggested that we devoted a meeting for members to relate recollections of their 
first school. This proved to be a most enjoyable afternoon, especially for me when the lady sitting next 
to me revealed that she had also attended the same school as me. This was Julia Richards, then Julia 
Pentelow, and I hadn’t seen her for over sixty years. Of course, we’d hardly changed! 
So today, when we are all self-isolating and looking to fill our time, why don’t you put pen to paper and 
send me your recollections of the first school you attended? Here are some of my memories: 
 

ST. ANDREWS PREPARATORY SCHOOL 
 
I attended St. Andrew’s from September 1951 until July 1958. The school was accommodated in a large, 
rambling, three-storey Edwardian house at 69 Leigh Road, on the corner of Fernleigh Drive, and was also the 
home of the head mistress, Mrs Carney, and her husband. It is now home to the Iveagh Conservative Club.  
I recall that the fees were 14 guineas a term – a much talked-about topic in our household! Compared to local 
authority schools, St. Andrew’s was very small, with less than 40 pupils. My sister had attended the school 
before me, and my cousin was still in attendance when I started. All pupils wore the school uniform: a blue 
and grey blazer, boys wore a grey cap and girls a straw hat. I must admit that my first few weeks at the school 
were miserable as I missed my Mum, but after a time I really started to enjoy being there! 
Following morning assembly - held in the school hall adjacent to the house, when we would always sing a 
hymn - we would walk around the corner to the school annexe in Sandleigh Road, where the kindergarten 
section and second year ‘transition’ pupils were taught. From the third year, lessons were held in the main 
building. Our teacher, Miss Ager, an elderly spinster, was someone you didn’t get on the wrong side of! Other 
teachers whose names I recall were Miss Sims, a very nice lady, liked by all the children, and Mrs Booth, an 
old battle-axe, whose husband ran a gentleman’s outfitters in the Broadway, next door to where the offices of 
Leigh Times are now situated. Another teacher, Mrs Huntley, was married to the curate of St. Michael and All 
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Angels Church, over the road from the school. The sports teacher, Mr. Carrington, was a tall, thin, very weird 
man, who wore a beige raincoat and black beret, in the style of Frank Spencer in Some Mothers Do ‘Ave ‘Em. 
Looking back, I get the distinct impression that he got a lot of pleasure from chastising children, often beating 
them on the bottom with a chair leg. Nowadays, he would never be allowed to work in a school, and would 
probably have ended up behind bars! 
Following the death of her husband, Mrs. Carney retired, and the school was taken over by Mr. Slattery, who 
my mother declared ‘liked the ladies’. I remember him calling at our house and my mother and I lying on the 
floor pretending to be out!  
In my final year at St. Andrew’s, our lessons were held in a large room on the first floor at the front of the 
building, where the six or so of us in the class sat on tall stalls around a covered billiard table. Every 
Wednesday afternoon we had an art lesson and one of us would be dispatched by Mr. Slattery to the 
newsagents and stationers on the corner of Leigh Road and Beach Avenue to buy drawing paper. 
I have many nostalgic memories of my time at St. Andrew’s, such as the daily free milk, consumed in the milk 
room; the boy standing next to me suddenly throwing up; wearing our overcoats to lessons when the heating 
broke down in winter and there was snow on the ground; school dinners, which my memory seems to suggest 
were always minced meat, cabbage and mashed potato; not being allowed to leave the school dining-room 
until I had eaten a bowl of prunes and custard, which at the time I hated; and the clickety-click of the studs on 
our boots as we walked from the school to Chalkwell Park to play football on Friday afternoons, ushered along 
by the creepy Mr Carrington!  
My final memory of St. Andrews was the annual school concert, held at St. Clement’s Hall, Rectory Grove. 
Below is a photograph from about 1952 of myself, Polly Broxup, Julia Penelow and Clive(?) Sutton when we 
acted out the children’s nursery rhyme, ‘Sing a Song of Sixpence’. I was the King, Polly the Queen, Julia the 
Maid, and Clive the Blackbird. Happy days! Jim Sanctuary      
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Please email contributions for Local History Link to jsanctuary28@gmail.com, or post 

to 28 Darlinghurst Grove, Leigh-on-Sea, Essex, SS9 3LG 


