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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus emergency                No. 5 

_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Well, we now know that we have to undergo at least another three weeks in lock-down, so self-isolation 
continues! Hopefully, you will continue to find some solace from reading Local History Link.  
With each edition, a new contributor emerges, so if you’ve yet to put pen to paper - or finger to keyboard - 
send your piece to Jim. We know not everyone is perhaps confident at putting pen to paper, but Jim is keen to 
help you. Look upon him as your personal ‘ghost writer’. After all, the best celebs have them! So, if you’ve 
an idea for an article - it could be about your first school or perhaps your recollections of WW2 - but you 
haven’t the time to prepare a draft (because you’re gardening, baking, knitting a jumper or decluttering!), just 
send Jim an outline of your thoughts. He’ll happily draft the article on your behalf, send it back to you for 
approval, and publish it under your name in a future edition.  
Articles, photos, etc., should be emailed to Jim at jsanctuary28@gmail.com  So, no excuses now - give it a go 
and be amazed! 

Tony, Tricia and Jim 
 

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

MY FIRST SCHOOL 
 

I went to Chalkwell Hall Infant and Junior School. When I was due to start school, there wasn’t actually 
enough room for some of us, being post-war baby boom children.  For the first term or so, we went to school 
in Chalkwell Methodist Church in Kingsway.  Those children who had school dinners were escorted up to the 
main school at lunch time to eat in the canteen with the rest of the school.  My Mum always came to fetch me 
home for lunch because I was a very fussy eater and she didn’t trust me to eat anything if I stayed at school. 
I hated school from the very start.  I was very shy and, being an only child, I’d had very little contact at all 
with any other children   Of course, in those days, there weren’t the multitude of baby and toddler activity 
groups that there are now and very few nurseries.  My Mum told me that she did have my name down for 
nursery but the waiting list was so long, I was already at school before I got to the top of the list. 
My first day, I was paired up with a girl called Susan Bennett, who shared the same birthday as me.  She had 
2 younger sisters and was used to looking after them, so she looked after me.  We became best friends for 
those early school years.   
The other memory I have of those very early days is of Susan Tolley, twin sister of Anne, falling and cutting 
her head open, just above her eye, on the edge of the tin bath sandpit we had in the classroom.  I think we all 
found the sight of so much blood rather traumatic! 
Unfortunately, my settling into school wasn’t helped by missing most of my first year through illness.  I had 
appendicitis and had to have an emergency operation.  No keyhole surgery back then and in fact very unusual 
for the hospital to have to perform that surgery on one so young.  I have a very long scar to prove it.  I was in 
hospital for about 10 days, with my parents only allowed to visit once a day.  You can imagine what a terrifying 
experience my shy-self found that.  My Mum got my old pram out to wheel me about in while recuperating 
and I remember being taken up to school to see some sort of concert my class were performing. 
I still didn’t really like school, even in the Juniors.  I had very little confidence and would get very nervous 
about all sorts of things and my Mum must have had quite a task getting me there at all sometimes.  In spite 
of that, I did have a small group of friends and I worked hard (I was too scared to do anything else!). 
We had double desks and sometimes we weren’t allowed to choose who we shared with. The worst thing was 
being made to sit with a member of the opposite sex!  At one time, I was sharing my desk with a distant cousin, 
Graham Bowler, and he used to blush beetroot red every time I sat down next to him! 
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My favourite teacher was Mr Hewitt.  He persuaded me to take a very small part in the class play, as a “rampart 
walker”, wearing an 
Elizabethan style ruff.  
He was an 

enthusiastic 
astronomer and taught 
us a lot about the night 
sky.  We made 
pinhole telescopes to 
safely look at the sun 
(!?) and had outings to 
the beach to take 
measurements and 
work out angles by 
observing landmarks 
across the river in 
Kent. 
The photo is of Mr 
Hewitt with my class.  
I’m on the far left, at 
the back.  You might 
notice the size of the 

class; it wasn’t at all unusual at that time to have classes of 40 or even 42. Amanda Archard (nee Davis) 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

HENRY’S HALL 
 

Henry’s Hall was situated on the corner of Maple Avenue and 
The Broadway. The original planning application, submitted in 
May 1911 by Mr. Henry Bridge, a local builder and owner of the 
land, was for a shop, furniture repair workshop and living 
accommodation. The following year, Mr. Bridge was given 
approval by the urban council to amend the application to a 
concert hall, skating rink and auction room.  
Named Henry’s Hall, with seating for 600, the opening ceremony 
was performed on the 8th June 1912 by Canon King, Rector of St. 
Clements Church and Chairman of the Town Council along with 
other local digniteries (see photo left). Music hall entertainment 
was provided from 3.00 pm each afternoon and from 8.00 pm in 
the evenings. However, due to the limited seating capacity, the 
venue failed to attract the top music hall stars of the day, and after 
an attempt to present bioscope shows, the hall ceased as an 
entertainment establishment in 1915. 
One reason for Henry’s Hall’s lack of success was most likely due 
to being situated just over the road from Leigh’s first picture 
house, The Empire. Opened in 1910, The Empire had seating for 
650 patrons, and was very popular with local filmgoers, including 
Leigh’s fishermen and their families. It survived until the 1930s, 
but despite installing a sound system with the arrival of the 
‘talkies’, could not compete with the ‘comfort and luxury’ of the 
nearby Corona and Coliseum.  
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In 1923, the building was sold to the Dossett family 
and operated as a bakery (see photo). Midel Cleaning 
Supplies took over the premises in the 1980s, but 
moved their business to Benfleet in the early 2000s. 
The property was boarded up to await redevelopment 
and in 2004 application was made to demolish the 
existing building and erect a block of flats. However, 
this was delayed due to objections by the local 
residents. Despite the objections, planning 
permission was granted and the property finally 
demolished in 2014. Construct work began on 
erecting an apartment block, the work being 
completed in 2016. The planning application 
included commercial space on the ground floor and 
it is now a restaurant and bar. The photo below left 

shows the original building when it was owned by Midel, and the photo on the right shows the new block 
known as Grand View Apartments. Jim Sanctuary 

 
 

 
 

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

 
THE WAR YEARS 1939 – 1945: MY EARLY MEMORIES (PART ONE) 

 
In late 1938, my father bought a newly-built house on the new Marine Estate. It was a three-bedroom semi-
detached and cost £1,100! There was great excitement as Mum and Dad took possession of the new house and 
plans were made for buying furniture, carpets and curtains. Earlier in the year, in June, my brother Malcolm 
had arrived. My father produced elaborate plans for developing the garden. Initially it was just a large patch 
of builder’s debris, but soon Dad had built a rockery and developed flower beds full of red, blue and white 
flowers. 
My parents’ happiness would have been complete except that they, like everyone else, were following the 
news from Europe! Neville Chamberlain our prime minister had been to Munich to meet Adolf Hitler and 
returned saying: “My good friends, for the second time in our history, a British prime minister has returned 
from Germany bringing peace with honour. I believe it will be peace for our time. Go home and get a nice 
quiet sleep.” But their hopes were not to be! 
I still remember going to church – our Lady of Lourdes – in Leigh on the first Sunday of September 1939. To 
this day I still remember Father Gilbert, our parish priest, standing in the pulpit and telling us all that we were 
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now at war, but that we must not worry as he would look after us! On the way home I asked my mother what 
it was like to be at war …. but she gave me no answer! 
In reality, life did not seem to be any different and I still went each morning to the nursery school at the top 
our road. My parents, as much as they could, continued to develop our new home. Around January 1940, my 
father ordered an Anderson Shelter. There must have been talk then of air raids but I do not remember. 
Materials arrived at our local builder, Mr. Parish, and soon he was building the shelter in our back garden. 

I really enjoyed helping my parents equip the shelter 
with sleeping equipment, such as blankets. 
Unfortunately, the drainage of the shelter was bad 
because as soon as it rained it filled with water and 
we were never able to use it. My father then 
purchased a Morrison shelter (se photo), a large steel 
box like structure which replaced the dining room 
table in the living room for the rest of the war. 
As we moved through early 1940, I continued to 
attend my kindergarten every morning, but looking 
back, I think things must have changed as we moved 
into summer. 
I cannot honestly say that I remember my parents 
talking about “Dunkirk”, although in retrospect they 

must have been very worried. But what I do recall was an incident in early July 1940! One afternoon, I was 
walking with my mother up Quorn Gardens to the shops. Suddenly a bright green “Benfleet” bus came along 
London Road and unexpectedly turned into Quorn Gardens and stopped.  
When we reached the bus, we saw that the driver and many of the passengers were crying! When my mother 
enquired, she was told that a woman had run out into the London Road and stopped the bus. She said that 
there had been a German air raid on Southend High Street and that people had been killed, and that we were 
soon going to be invaded!  
My mother and I hurried home and she immediately phoned my father who was working at his office in 
London. He came home as soon as he could. Both my parents were very upset and decided that we must leave 
our home in Leigh as soon as possible. 
Eventually, after several anxious weeks, my father said that he had arranged to rent a small bungalow in Barnet 
to the north of London. He said that he thought that this would be safer than being in Leigh, especially if there 
was an invasion, and he could travel each day to his office in the City of London from Barnet. We left Leigh 
to go to Barnet early in September 1940. 
Dad had travelled up to Barnet the week before in our family car with some of our possessions and also Binkie 
our cat! We left as a family one afternoon and as my father locked the front door, I recall my mother saying 
“I don’t think that we will ever see our lovely house again.”  
Part Two will follow in the next edition of Local History Link. Tony Bullock 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
MORE SCHOOL MEMORIES 

 
I was born in Leigh, grew up in Leigh, and in fact, I have never had an address other than Leigh. I went to St 
Andrews School at 69 Leigh Road when I was 5 years old, during the war. Mrs Carney was the headmistress. 
One of the teachers was Nancy Mount, sister of Peggy Mount, who taught music. One of the nicest teachers 
was Miss Claridge who lived in Sandleigh Road. We had a Miss Batchelor and Miss Casselman who were 
very young teachers. In the photo on the next page, I’m sitting in the second row next to the teacher in the 
striped dress. 
We lived at the bottom of Woodfield Park Drive at the time. One day the air-raid siren sounded and we were 
all sent to the conservatory to sit it out. The all-clear came and we were sent home for lunch. My mother was 
at my Aunt's house at the top of Woodfield Park Drive and saw me running down the road. They called after 
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me, dragged me inside and said we were in the middle of an air raid. Mrs Carney had got the sirens muddled 
up! That was the day Southend was badly bombed.  
Because the school was not big enough, we had lessons over the road in St Michael's Church Hall. One day 
we were coming back to the school and I saw my Dad waiting there. I waved and got told off by Miss Ager, 
a very unpopular teacher. He had come to tell me I had a baby brother. 
I can well remember the shops along the Leigh Road. At the corner of Fernleigh Drive was the florist, Miss 
Beeby, and next door to her was a ladies’ outfitters shop run by two little ladies, the Misses Timms. They 
collected for the PDSA. My mother would ask me to go in there and get clothes from them on approval. Then, 
if she liked them, she'd go in and buy them. Imagine that nowadays! Tricia Thomas 
 
 

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

HERE’S ANOTHER QUIZ FROM DOROTHY RICKARD 
 

 SWEETIE QUESTIONS! 
  

Example: Question: Wobbly infants   Answer: Jelly babies 
1. Wise guys 
2. Father’s painful toe 
3. Where the best people live 
4. Pub for mothers 
5. Payment for the gentry 
6. Fallen fruits 
7. Witches do this 
8. Highland spread 
9. Wogan’s fruit 
10. Christmas from Scrooge 

Answers in the next edition of Local History Link 
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FROM A SECRET HISTORY OF SOUTHEND-ON-SEA BY DEE GORDON 
 

In 1922, Leigh Sailing Club bought a ‘floating’ clubhouse, the ‘Veronica’, which had been originally served 
as a convalescent home for soldiers returning from the Boer War. Beer was conveyed to the vessel from local 
pubs in gallon glass jars. When past her best, ‘Veronica’ was replaced in 1937 by ‘Lady Quirk’, the only 
vessel allowed to remain on the foreshore during the Second World War. Although ‘Lady Quirk’ was sold for 
scrap after the war, the figurehead - the naked torso and head of a female with flowing hair - was saved for a 
new shore-based clubhouse in the original Leigh Railway Station’s booking office.  
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
MEMORIES OF THE 1940’S 

 
I wonder if some of you recall a childhood memory similar to mine? 
In those carefree days after the War, when we were allowed to roam on our own, unlike the children of 
today, my brother Roger, who attended Alleyn Court School, Imperial Avenue, Westcliff,  and I, at Netherfield 
Nursery School, Westminster Drive, Westcliff, used to walk down the pier and descend the steps at the end to 
play on the lowest deck, watching the green, seaweed-covered planks gradually disappear beneath the 
incoming tide. So slippery and exciting … and dangerous! There were no lifeguards or adults around to see 
us. Probably this among many other exploits made us into tough stuff. 
Below is an original Edwardian lithograph we have showing the same deck, now long since closed to the 
public. Margaret Heath  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


