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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus emergency                  No. 29 
_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Welcome to edition No. 29 of Local History Link. We have more meetings with Royalty, this time from 
Malcolm, who also recalls his early school days. Kay wonders where her parents met, and Sue writes about 
seeing The Queen, and also reflects on her last year at school, and wearing a mask in the current pandemic. 
Nicole Baddeley of Echo Newspapers tells us about spooky Southend! 
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 

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

 
THE DAY I MET PRINCESS ANNE 

 
I was a volunteer for Southend Victim Support and Southend Witness 
Service for 22 years, but unfortunately, in 2010 owing to personal 
reasons I had to leave the service. Later in the year I was invited to 
attend their annual awards presentations held at the British Museum. 
Much to my delight and surprise, I was presented with the award for the 
Eastern Region by Princess Anne. On receiving the award, I explained 
to the Princess that sadly, I had to leave the service to care for my wife. 
The Princess said she was very sorry to hear the reason for my leaving, 
and wishing me well told me to obtain all the help I could get. 
When the presentation was finished all the award winners were invited 
into another room for a drink and the chance to meet the Princess. I was 
very pleased and surprised when she came up to me and said how sorry 
she was for the reason I needed to leave Victim Support and that I 
should get all the help and support I could. I thanked her very much for 
her kind thoughts. 
The fact that she came to speak to me when there were so many other 
people in the room has remained with me to this day and helped me get 
through the difficult times ahead. 
I have great respect for Princess Anne and agree with many people that 

she quietly works extremely hard in the background, without making any fuss. I can fully understand why she 
is held in such high esteem by so many. Malcolm Bullock 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
HAVE YOU EVER WONDERED WHERE YOUR PARENTS OR GRANDPARENTS MET? 

 
My paternal grandfather was born at Chatham, Kent, as were all his ancestors. His grandfather was a boatswain 
on HMS Kangaroo, which was the sister ship to HMS Beagle on its voyage to New Zealand and Australia in 
the 1830s. Maybe my grandfather didn’t fancy the sea because he was a plumber and wheelwright. He met his 
wife in Cranbrook, Kent, where the family had lived for hundreds of years. 
Why he went to Cranbrook, which is about twenty miles from Chatham (not far these days by car), we will 
never know. I don’t think it could have been for work, as they started married life in Chatham. They married 
at St. Dunstan’s Church, Cranbrook, in 1883. 
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They had eleven children, the first born at Chatham and the next two at Maidstone. The family then decided 
to ‘up sticks’ and move to London, as the next children were born at Hammersmith, Bow and East Ham. The 
youngest two children were born in Leigh. 
Image making the journey, probably loaded down with all their belongings and furniture, on a horse and cart, 
with nine children barely a year apart and my grandmother pregnant! 
Why they came to Leigh I have no idea, but it must have been for work. However, I am very pleased they did, 
as I wouldn’t be living in Leigh now. Kay Woodward 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
WHY DOES IT ALWAYS RAIN ON HM’s PARADE (Part one) 

 
I have always been something of a Monarchist (although right now 
there are some members of the Royal Family that I wouldn’t walk to 
the top of the road to see) so I really enjoyed reading the articles in 
Local History Link from those who had actually met members of the 
Royal family.   I have had to settle for just public events so when, 
after a lovely day at the Southend Air Show on the 3rd June 2002, my 
niece suggested that we go to London the next day to watch the 
Golden Jubilee Procession I didn’t have to think twice about it.  
So that we could get a reasonable vantage point I got up at about 4am, 
caught an early train and met my sister and niece in Trafalgar Square.  
It was humming with people and we stood for what seemed like 
forever (with quick trips to a nearby hotel to use their facilities!) until 
we heard the excitement growing.  The mounted guard were quickly 
followed by the carriages with the Royal family, Zara and Peter 
Phillips, Harry, William and Andrew, Edward and Sophie, then the 
Drum Horses.  I had always thought these horses to be impeccably 
behaved, but as they got near us one decided to prance around (if that 
is an expression that can be used for such a large animal?)  and you 
could only marvel at the horsemanship of the drummer who had to 
control it whilst still drumming in time.  The Gold State Coach with 
the Queen and Prince Phillip went by all too soon and it took a 
moment before we realised that it was Princess Anne and Prince Charles who were riding behind.  
With the whole event being over far too quickly for us, my sister then had the rather daft idea that we should 

walk to St Pauls, where the National 
Service of Thanksgiving was being 
held, to see them all come out.  After 
some indecision and faffing around, 
which caused quite a delay, we then 
set off in a steady drizzle down 
several side streets only to be met by 
the cars returning the minor royals 
back to the Palace.  There were not 
many people about at all and the 
occupants of the cars totally ignored 
their rather bedraggled subjects until 
one, with Andrew and his two 
daughters, came past and Princess 
Beatrice spotted us and waved.  Sad 
though it may be, we were quite 
charmed by that gesture on her part, 

so I won’t hear a word against her! Part two in next edition. Sue Balkwell 

Very poor snap taken on the spur of the moment, but you 
can just about see that it is her. 
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HAPPY SCHOOL DAYS 
 
In 1943, I started school at Beaulah College which at the time was situated in a house at 111 Kiln Road, 
Thundersley. The house is still there. I was in the infants and my classroom was in a single-storey, wooden 
building on the opposite side of the road. It was approached by a short path, possibly leading to Badger Hall. 
At breaktime we played in a small meadow. The headmaster was Francis Slattery, and his brother Anthony 
was one of the teachers.  
In about 1944, the school relocated to Fairview House, Rayleigh, where my classroom was in a converted 
stables block on land adjoining Fairview Playing Field. The classrooms were very cold in winter as they were 
only heated by a small coal fire in the corner of each room. We spent most of our playtimes in Fairview 
Playing Field where there were swings, a roundabout and a switchback. I remember one particular day I was 

on the roundabout when the 
whistle blew for the end of 
playtime. We all jumped off as 
it was still going round and I 
fell into the mud and cut my 
knee. After a lady had cleaned 
me up and covered my wound 
with a plaster I went back to 
my class. No Health and 
Safety in the 1940s, and if it 
happened now some parents 
would probably sue the 
school!  
In those days, when it was 
much safer for children to 
roam on their own, we 
enjoyed far more freedom 
than today. My brother, Tony, 
and I travelled to school on 
our own by bus; other boys 
joined the bus at stops along 

the route. We caught the No. 1 from Thames Drive which travelled to Rayleigh via Kiln Road, or if we missed 
that bus, we caught the No. 22 that went via Dawes Heath. The (half) fare was 5d return to Rayleigh High 
Street and another 1d to the school. 
In the lunch hour we were completely free to leave the school premises and I sometime went with other boys 
to play in a sand-extraction pit at Hambro Hill. We could, of course, stay for school dinners, price 1/1d., or 
take a packed lunch of sandwiches, etc. Sometimes when I took a packed lunch and my friend had dinner 
money, we shared my sandwiches and bought two bags of chips with his dinner money! I recall other 
lunchtimes when I walked along Hockley Road to visit family friends Mr and Mrs Savill, who lived in a 
bungalow with a lot of land on the Rayleigh/Hockley border. In 1988, the bungalow was pulled down and 
three large houses built on the site. Although we didn’t have watches, we always managed to return to school 
on time after the lunch break. Happy times! 
In its day, Fairview House must have been a very pleasant, double-fronted Victorian (?) house. At the back 
was a lawn area, a tennis court and a summer house. A path led down to the stables, situated to the left of a 
small building which we were told was haunted! Nearby was a wood/maze with a pond. 
In 1948 the school moved from Fairview House to Leonard House, 16 Leigh Road, but closed in 1951 and the 
building was taken over by College St, Pierre, now known as St. Pierre School. Mr Slattery later became 
headmaster of St. Andrew’s School at 69 Leigh Road. 
Fairview Playing Field has been a play area for over 70 years and was once the garden and orchard of Fairview 
House. The photo shows Fairview Playing Field today, © Robin Webster. 
When I was at the school, it was a grassed, open space. That there was a swing, roundabout and switchback, 
suggests it was probably open to the general public, but little-used during the week. Malcolm Bullock 
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CARRY ON SMILING 

 
My last year at St Bernard’s Convent was definitely my favourite: not 
just because I would finally finish with rules and regulations (or so I 
naively thought!) but because I had a lovely form mistress who was also 
my English teacher (one of the subjects I did enjoy). When we left 
school it was, of course, years before Prom nights, with the long dresses 
and the stretched limos of today: we had to settle for a class outing to 
Priory Park (still in uniform) for a spot of ‘rounders’!  However 
nonetheless Mrs Greaves did normally try to treat us as young adults 
apart from one memorable English lesson when she set us an essay 
entitled ‘Myself In 40 Years’ Time’ and then read out two, mine and my 
best friends, to an almost disbelieving class, so that they could compare 
and contrast.  Mine was prosaic in the extreme: I had married young to 
…… (name of my then boyfriend), had had four children (neatly 
ordered I expect although I can’t remember - instead of none), whereas 
my friend’s essay was all about how she was catching a shuttle to Mars, 
or the Moon in outrageous outfits.  I only recalled this toe-curling 
episode when I was thinking that, however vivid our imaginations might 
have been back then, we could surely never have come up with anything 
as incredible or surreal as what is happening during this pandemic. 

    I think that of everything we have had to put up with, for me, 
wearing a mask has been the most troublesome as, for a start, 
the minute I put the elastic behind my ears I feel that I can’t 
hear properly and then, when I add my specs., I start to feel 
like the invisible man!   I have always loved Spike Milligan’s 
little verse ‘Smiling is Infectious’ but how on earth does 
anyone in a queue, a shop, the hairdressers, or now, even 
during an indoor bowling session this winter, know if you’re 
smiling when you have to wear a mask!   
To start with I tried to carry on smiling, but then all you can 
see are very wrinkled eyes, so then I tried opening my eyes 
wide, a surprised look maybe but probably not actually much 
like a smile.  One kiddie looked so astonished when I tried it 
on her that I realised that it was clearly not a good idea.  
So, I then looked at on-line photos of women with fans but 
whilst one photo 
showed a girl 
who was 

definitely 
smiling, it was 
hardly in a way 
appropriate for a 

pensioner doing a 
bit of shopping for a 

few groceries!  I had thought that perhaps it might be easier for 
men, who could at least wink occasionally, but there again in 
these politically correct times, and with the woke generation 
taking offence at anything and everything, maybe that wasn’t a good idea either as it would probably get them 
bundled out of the shop or even arrested.  
In the end I’ve had to settle for just the occasional nod. I shall be so glad when I can discard the mask and 
once again carry on smiling. Sue Balkwell 
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SPOOKED IN SOUTHEND – THE MOST HAUNTED PLACES 

Are you a fan of ghostly goings on? In Southend there is an abundance of petrifying paranormal locations to 
visit if you're looking for a good old fright. Here are the spookiest places to visit in Southend: 

Prittlewell Priory 

Prittlewell Priory is 
now one of Southend's 
museums, but the 
historic former monk's 
home is said to still be 
haunted by spooky 
spirits. The Priory was 
built in the 12th 
Century and was 
almost obliterated on 
the orders of King 
Henry VII during the 
Reformation in the 
16th Century. Founded 
in 1110 by Robert Fitz 
Suen (or Sweyn), the 
original ‘Preterwelle 
priory’ of St Mary was 
home to 18 monks, 
who followed the rule 
of St Benedict. 
In the Sixties, an 

archaeological dig is said to have found the skeleton of a monk who had been beheaded and buried face-down 
in the earth – suggesting he was bound for hell. Legend has it that the property is haunted by a monk who can 
be seen gliding up the path leading to the old cloisters and especially by the former minstrel's gallery. 

Palace Theatre 

 

Image - Google Maps 

Located in Westcliff-on-Sea the 
Palace Theatre was opened in 
1912. Actors have reported 
strange tobacco smells and 
theatre-goers sitting with no one 
beside them have also reported 
feeling a cold hand on their 
shoulder. The ghost is thought to 
be the old theatre manager who 
hung himself from the fly floor 
when the theatre got into 
financial difficulties. There have 

also been sightings of a lady in white and the sound of a piano coming from the deserted pit.  
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The Sarah Moore 

The Sarah Moore pub in Leigh is named after an old 
ghostly legend. The 'bent and bitter old witch', 
Sarah Moore, was a fortune teller who made her 
living sitting down by the estuary telling fortunes 
and selling sailors 'a good wind' for a penny. This 
meant she would take a piece of string or ribbon and 
'tie' wind into it, the sailor would buy it and then at 
sea if they needed wind to sail, they would untie the 
ribbon. 
It is said that one day a foreign captain arrived in 
Leigh and after hearing about Moore he forbade his 
crew to go near her or buy any of her spells. When 
Moore heard of his rules she blew into a blind rage 
and summoned The Great Storm of the 
Estuary. She threw her curse onto the ship as 

the captain and crew set sail once more - out on the water the crew tried to take down the sail but it was 
impossible. Fearing death, the captain took an axe and with three almighty blows he chopped the mast 
down. On returning to Belle Wharf the sailors found Sarah Moore's body lying there with three axe wounds 
across her corpse. Nicole Baddeley, Trends and Features Editor, Echo Newspapers  
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

SOUTHEND THEN AND NOW: THE BEACH ‒ 1910 AND 2010! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


