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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus emergency                  No. 25 
_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Welcome to edition No. 25 of Local History Link. We include items on smuggling and witchcraft, more Royal 
stories, memories of Gloria’s aunt, and the history of local rock (the confectionery, not local bands!). 
We need more contributions from you to ensure we can publish an edition each week, so please keep sending 
your articles, photos, etc., by email to Jim at jsanctuary28@gmail.com or post to 28 Darlinghurst Grove, 
Leigh-on-Sea, SS9 3LG. And as usual, keep safe, keep well and keep alert! Tony, Tricia and Jim 

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

SMUGGLING IN ESSEX 
 

The coastal towns and villages of Essex have, over the years, had a notorious reputation for involvement in 
smuggling. With the ability to support their families being mainly reliant on fishing, the local fishermen had 
considerable knowledge of the hundreds of creeks and inlets around the county’s coastline where they could 
land their illicit cargoes away from the prying eyes of customs officers. 
Exactly when smuggling became a lucrative occupation for coastal dwellers is unclear, although it is known 
to date back to at least the 14th century. However, in the 19th century the smugglers were given a great boost 
when France, under Napoleon, increased import and export taxes on various commodities, including tea, wines 
and spirits. Wealthier people did not take kindly to the shortage of so many of their favourite luxuries, and 
rather than go without, they encouraged the smugglers to carry on with their illegal activities. In fact, there 
were few responsible people in Essex who did not connive with the illegal practise, including magistrates and 
clerics, encouraging the smugglers in their unlawful activities. 
Leigh was one of the most notorious Essex villages involved in smuggling. By the start of the 19th century, it 
had lost its importance as a port and was for the most part involved in fishing … and smuggling. Smuggling 

was a serious crime punishable by transportation, or even hanging, 
so the fisherfolk of Leigh involved in the illicit occupation took a 
considerable risk. Contraband was landed under the cover of 
darkness and stored until it could be moved on for distribution, often 
via a pathway that led from the waterside at Leigh to Dawes Heath 
and Eastwood.  
In 1892, when the Peter Boat inn accidentally burnt down a secret 
underground room was discovered with direct access to the 
waterside and evidence found that indicated it had been used by 
smugglers. The flames rapidly spread to the wooden cottages 
alongside the Peter Boat and revealed that they had inter-connecting 
attics, presumably to transfer contraband between the properties to 
outwit customs officers. 
Leigh’s first customs house was built in 1565 on Strand Wharf. The 
customs officers supervised the discharging and loading of ships to 
ensure the correct duties were paid, and were also responsible for 
the storing of seized cargoes confiscated from the smugglers. 
Customs officers were later housed at the coastguard station until a 
new Custom House was built in Leigh High Street in 1815. It is now 

a private residence, see photo. 
The early 19th century saw a reduction in import duties and smuggling became less profitable and gradually 
died out. Jim Sanctuary 
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OUR FAMILY’S ROYAL STORIES 
 
My Parents 
Following my Father’s retirement from a career in London, he and my Mother moved to a village near to 
Glastonbury in Somerset.  Seeing the position of Custodian of Glastonbury Abbey (see photo below) 
advertised in The Church Times, my father applied and was accepted for the job. 

At that time the Abbey, which was founded in the 7th 
century, was little visited. His whole ambition for the 
time he was Custodian was to change this and make 
the Abbey an interesting place for people to visit and 
understand the history. This also improved funding 
for the Abbey and made it possible for those 
improvements to be implemented. 
With his usual energy my Father started to improve 
many things, firstly the very inadequate housing 
conditions of the ground staff and then the area of 
the grounds.  Among many of his achievements he 
organised hand-held individual recorded guides for 
visitors to understand the history of the Abbey, 
information boards were organised and erected in 
the cleaned-out Abbot’s Kitchen, formally used as a 
rubbish area. The grounds were large but there were 
no facilities for families who may like to picnic. So, 
he acquired several bench seats and tables for them 
to enjoy not just the views of the magnificent Abbey, 
but surrounding beautiful grounds and location.   
He commissioned a professional model maker who 
built an amazing model from old documents which 
still survives and is housed in a glass cabinet in the 
Gate House. He also found many stone relics from 
the Abbey which he had cleaned and put on display. 
To increase funds and visitor numbers during his 

time, he organised Passion Plays in the Abbey grounds and increased the profitability of the Abbey by 
advertising it internationally, particularly in America.  This meant the Abbey was included in many tours from 
The States. 
When he first arrived in the job there was a medieval fish pond, originally used by the Monks who fished for 
the carps.  The pond was totally derelict, full of rubbish including a supermarket trolley.  This was another 
part of the Abbey he had renovated during his time there. 
For his work during the fourteen years in the position, he and my Mother were delighted to receive an invite 
to Buckingham Palace for one of The Queen’s famous afternoon garden parties. This was a highlight for them 
both and great recognition of my Father’s work at the Abbey. It was a wonderful day for them both. 
In memory of his stewardship of The Abbey a tree was planted in the grounds for him when he finally retired. 
 
My Daughter Becky 
My daughter Becky works in Banking.  During a period working for one of the major Banks she was 
responsible during several years for organising the Bank’s fund-raising events for The Duke of Edinburgh’s 
Scheme for young people.  
One year The Duke decided to hold a Christmas function at St James Palace for all the ‘back office’ people in 
the various companies involved with his scheme, by inviting them to join him at the Palace. It was obviously 
a great thrill for her. There was lunch with The Duke then a tour of The Palace followed by Christmas Carols.  
Needless to say, she enjoyed the event enormously and it was very nice for her to meet others also raising 
money for the fund. 
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My Own Royal Experience 
Following my retirement, I was asked to join the Southend fund-raising committee for the charity Action 
Medical Research and was the Chairman of the committee for many years. The Duke of Edinburgh was Patron 
of AMR at that time and when the charity reached the 50th anniversary of its foundation, to mark this 
anniversary, the Duke invited the Chairman and Deputy from every fund-raising committee in the country to 
a function at Buckingham Palace. 
We were all introduced individually to the Duke which was a great honour, and then ushered into the 
magnificent Picture Gallery. While being introduced, he noticed I had one foot in bandages and an orthopaedic 
shoe.  He asked me if I had done that playing football, to which I answered: “No Sir, it was all the fashion in 
Paris and Milan”.  He threw his head back with laughter and I then moved on into the Picture Gallery.   
 
 Many of the doctors and scientists who were working with grants from the charity were also invited.  This 
enabled us to meet the people who had benefitted from our fund-raising efforts and to talk to them about their 
work and progress while wine and canapes were served.  During this, the Duke of Edinburgh circulated 
amongst us all, chatting to everyone. 
The interesting thing was how the event came to a close.  There was no bell or polite requests that the event 
had come to an end, but without any of us noticing or realising, a line of what I can only describe as ‘Courtiers’ 
in uniform lined up at one end of the magnificent room. Silently and very slowly they moved forward, step by 
step, not pushing anyone along, but somehow, we all moved on almost unaware that we were being invited to 
leave as the event had finished! It was an enormous honour to be there and I felt very privileged to have been 
invited. Brenda Goodhind 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
MEMORIES OF MY AUNT BY GLORIA BURWELL 

 
My auntie, Mildred Everett, later Raynsford, was born in 1910 at 24 Wakering Avenue, Shoebury. She ran 
The Handy Shop which was then at 72b High Street, Shoebury. She was a very attractive lady and told me 
that when she was young and the soldiers were on the balcony at the Palace Hotel she and her friends used to 
frequently walk past as the soldiers used to wolf-whistle! We don’t hear males wolf-whistling at females 
anymore ‒ they would end up in court. How life changes! My aunt died in 2005 and these are her memories: 
 

In 1914 I was four years old. I remember a 
Zeppelin coming in from the sea which we 
watched from the garden, also the Palace Hotel 
which at the time was a military hospital for 
wounded soldiers. One could see them out on the 
balconies which were there at the time (see 
photo). 
We children were always put in the cupboard 
under the stairs when an air-raid was on at night. 
I had three brothers in the army and one came 
home from France on leave and went into 
Southend when bombs were dropped on Victoria 
Circus, which left a huge crater. 
There was a large gun in the New Ranges (at 

Shoebury Garrison) known as ‘Big Bertha’ and when it was about to be fired the police would come round on 
horseback warning people to open all windows to prevent cracking as it was so loud. 
I remember the troops being led to Shoebury Station with a band as they were leaving for France. 
Down at the New Ranges the ammunition dump caught fire and most of the people in the local area were taken 
away in lorries in case the whole lot blew up. 
Another time the ‘all clear’ had gone and then planes came over the beach and several bombs were dropped 
which we could see but fortunately they dropped on open ground. 
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THE SWEET KINGS OF SOUTHEND 
 
It was November 2011 and I was in Grimsby, a town on the shore of Lake Ontario, Canada.  In the local 
library the 100th birthday celebration of Mabel Hergott, my cousin once removed, was taking place. A tall 
man, whom I had never met before, came up to me and said, ‘You must be one of the Sweet Kings of 
Southend’. I was surprised as I had never heard this phrase before. He continued ‘Every now and then when I 
was a boy during the war, your parents used to send my family a tin full of various sweet. I loved the sweets 
as they were so hard to come by because of the rationing’. The man turned out to be my second cousin, Alan.  
From that moment I realised that there might be a wider interest in my parents’ Southend sweet-making 
business. 
My parents had both died some thirty years earlier.  All I had to start my research was a large envelope 
containing the annual accounts of my parents’ business, J & S King Ltd., and some childhood memories.  
From these documents I established that my father Stanley and his brother James moved from Peckham in 
South London in 1937 to set up a sweet-making factory in Shoe Lane, to the rear of 488 London Road 
Westcliff-on-Sea. (The building is still there albeit in a dilapidated condition).  They made all sorts of boiled 
sweets such as humbugs, pear drops, cough candy, coconut candy and softer coconut ice.  Sweets were 
delivered in glass bottles and generally sold to local wholesalers, such as Marsh’s on the corner of Hamstel 
Road and Southchurch Road, who would then distribute them to the many small sweet shops and tobacconist 
in Southend and the surrounding area. 
The business was just getting on its feet, when war came along in 1939.  By the middle of 1940 trading had 
become very difficult.  Southend was an invasion risk area, and most the business’s best customers, the 
children of the town, had been evacuated to safer parts of the country. Many adults left the town too.  Despite 
this and the rationing of sugar the business managed to survive. 
Stanley had married Doris Cockshull in 1940 and in her found a very capable person to run the administrative 
side of the business.  Stanley had trained as a motor mechanic and when he was called up for army service in 
August 1941 he was selected as a driver/mechanic in the Royal Army Service Corps.  His brother James also 
enlisted, and his draftsmanship training led him to be placed in the Royal Artillery.  With both partners in the 
army, how was the sweet-making venture to continue? The saviours were my grandparents, Samuel and Grace 
King, who had already moved from Peckham to 63 Cotswold Road, Westcliff.  Samuel was able to take over 
the sugar-boiling part of the business, while Doris did the billing and accounting.  However great misfortune 
was soon to strike. 
On the night of 11th February 1942, James King was travelling, it is believed, from the barracks at Shoebury 
towards the Clyde in Scotland to board a troop ship.  As his train, with hundreds of troops aboard, travelled 
through Beighton near Sheffield, it passed next to a goods train that was loaded with heavy metal plates. One 
of these steel plates was overhanging the main railway line and sliced into the oncoming train. The steel plate 
imbedded itself into the side on one of the carriages and fourteen soldiers were killed and many more injured.  
James King was taken to Sheffield Hospital but died the following day. Despite the tragedy Samuel and Doris 
kept the factory running throughout the war in the hope that Stanley would return unscathed from the army 
and resume running the business. 
From the time Stanley enlisted in 1941, his army pay book shows he was sent on many engineering training- 
courses and so by June 1944 he had become an expert mechanic.  He was supporting tank regiments and the 
Royal Engineers.  He was being prepared for D-Day and the invasion of Europe. He landed on Juno Beach on 
the 14th June 1944 and after the breakout from the Normandy Beaches fought with the army through France, 
Belgium, Holland, and into Germany.  Doris had to travel to Woking in Surrey in 1942 to have her first child 
as the maternity facilities in Southend had been taken over to care for military casualties.  Once the war ended, 
Stanley had to wait another ten months before he was sent home from Germany and demobbed from the army.  
As soon as Stanley arrived back in Southend, he set about expanding the sweet business.  He bought a larger 
factory in Ely Road, Southend, in 1946 and took on more staff.  But conditions were difficult, sugar supply 
was controlled by the Government, sweet sales were still rationed, and the new Atlee government introduced 
regulations that restricted trade.  
The JESK brand (named after James and Stanley King) was registered, and the firm was now making sticks 
of rock with the names of the resorts in lettering right through.  1950 onwards was to see a large expansion in 
the seaside rock business.  The Ely Road factory made rock for almost every seaside resort around the coast 
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from Skegness in Lincolnshire, through Cromer, 
Yarmouth, Clacton, Margate, Eastbourne, 
Bournemouth, to the Isle of Wight. By the mid-1950s 
Stanley and Doris were one of the three major rock 
makers in England.  The others were based in 
Torquay and Blackpool and the country was divided 
up by the distance that a delivery lorry could travel 
there and back in a day. The strange thing was that 
despite this success they never made rock for their 
hometown of Southend as all the seafront outlets were 
owned or supplied by other rock makers. 
The 1950s was the decade of the ‘staycation’.  Almost 
everyone holidayed in England and day trips to the 
seaside were hugely popular.  For example, over five 
million people a year visited Southend Pier in the 
early 1950s.  To cope with demand a new factory was 
built next to the old one in Ely Road.  As a young boy 
I remember cementing a time capsule into the wall as 
the new factory was being built.  It had a series of 
angled glass roof panels that faced the north so there 
was good natural light without glare from the sun for 
the staff on the factory floor.  There were modern 

facilities for the thirty or so staff, mainly young women, that hand-made all the sweets. 
Of course, selling seaside rock was a seasonal trade. Something was needed for the quieter winter months.  
Boiled sweets in jars were still selling well, but tastes were changing, so slightly softer ‘Fizz Bars’ were 
introduced in the late 1950s under the ‘JESK’ brand.  As the name suggests they had a slight zing in the taste 
and sold for two old pennies.  They came in a variety of flavours, caramel, spearmint, blackcurrant, lemon, 
pineapple, and a double layered banana split. 
Whatever new sweet innovations that Stanley and Doris introduced they could not cope with the social changes 
that were happening in the early 1960s.  Supermarkets started opening and one of the first in the country was 
Supa-Save in Southend.  Corner sweet shops that sold jars of sweets, began to close as they could not compete 
with the big stores.  Foreign holidays were becoming popular, which meant fewer holidaymakers buying rock 
at the seaside.  Soft chewy sweets, like Opal Fruits and chocolate covered bars, were stealing sales from 
traditional hard-boiled sweets.  Times had changed and after a couple of years of losses, J & S King of 
Southend-on-Sea closed its doors in 1964.  Three generations of the King family had been making sweets 
since 1878, but the ‘Sweet Kings of Southend’ were no more.  
 
This article first appeared in the Essex Family History magazine and we are grateful to the author, 
Stephen King, and to Colleen Devenish, Editor of Essex Family History Journal, for permission to 
reproduce the piece in Local History Link. 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

THE WITCHES OF CANEWDON 
 

In medieval time, when witchcraft was prevalent in England, Essex appears to have had more than its fair 
share of witches, especially around the village of Canewdon, and was known as ‘witch country’. When I was 
in my late teens, on the night of Halloween some of my friends would drive to the village to experience its 
sinister and spooky reputation. It was claimed by believers in witchcraft that if you ran around the church 
anticlockwise on Halloween, the devil would appear and you may be forced to dance with witches! However, 
I don’t recall any of my friends who visited the village on Halloween saying that they had chanced upon this 
unpleasant encounter, although, at the time, I remember a story in the local press reporting that a sheep’s heart 
and a wooden cross had been discovered the next morning on top of a tombstone! 
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Many legends have been woven around witches, but they were most likely to be individuals unfortunately 
suffering from mental health issues. However, in those days they were considered by their neighbours to be 
in league with the devil, casting spells on their fellow citizens and sometimes morphing into animals. 
In local folklore it was said that as long as the steeple of St. Nicholas Church, Canewdon, (see photo) survives 

there will always be six witches in the village, three in silk and three in 
cotton, one being the parson’s wife and one being the butcher’s wife! 
It was also believed that when a witch died a stone would fall out of 
the church wall. Furthermore, it is said that carters avoided driving their 
wagons through the village as they feared the wheels of their carts 
would be bewitched. 
The earliest written accusation of witchcraft appears to be that of Rose 
Pye, a spinster who in 1580 who was said to be living as a witch and 
responsible for bewitching to death in August 1575 Johanna Snow or 
Johanne Snowe, a 12-month-old child from Scaldhurst Farm in 
Canewdon. The case went to court where Rose pleaded not guilty. 
Although acquitted, Rose remained and died in jail a few months after 
her acquittal. Five years later, Cicely Makin was accused of witchcraft 
and was unable to find five people who would swear that she was not 
a witch. She was given five years to mend her ways, but when this was 
declared as being unsuccessful, Cicely was excommunicated from the 
church, a grave act which included banishment and shaming. 
George Pickingill lived in Canewdon in the late 19th century and was 

known as a ‘cunning man’, a person who was actually a magician. In those times, a belief in magic was still a 
part of everyday life for many people.  It was alleged that he had covens of witches scattered across the south-
east, and one of their gathering points was at St. Nicholas’ Church. This is thought to have been when the 
witch folklore surrounding Canewdon began. 
Nowadays, at Halloween the church is cordoned off by police to stop the flocks of scare-seekers who attempt 
to visit the churchyard. So, best to stay at home then! Jim Sanctuary 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

EARLY POSTCARDS OF OUR TOWN 
 

This colourful postcard, 
dating from about 1910, 
depicts the original 
bandstand, which stood 
on the cliff top at 
Clifftown Parade, 
opposite Prittlewell 
Square. 
Typical of late Victorian 
design, it was erected in 
1902 and quickly 
became a much-loved 
attraction for both local 
people and visitors to 
the town.  
Very much English 
institutions, bandstands 
have provided popular 
entertainment by local 

bands and singers. The town’s present bandstand is situated in Priory Park. Jim Sanctuary 


