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Welcome to edition No. 32 of Local History Link. Mike recalls the Trad Jazz scene in Southend … and afloat!
Sue writes about Sayers Farm and Roger Shinn recalls a ‘terrible night’ in 1918. Tony remembers Daisy the
fishing smack and Malcolm recalls the fisherman called Gotty. Jack remembers a brush with the law on his
honeymoon and David writes about early mobile phones.
We thank all our contributors who enable us to 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-onSea, SS9 3LG. And as usual, keep safe and keep well! Tony, Tricia and Jim
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
TRADITIONAL JAZZ IN SOUTHEND
In the mid 1950’s a type of jazz based very loosely on the New Orleans music of the early part of the century
emerged from the ‘Skiffle’ music craze (i.e. Lonnie Donegan). This came to be called Traditional Jazz, and it
became very popular in the Southend area. The band was generally composed of five or six musicians playing
trumpet, trombone, clarinet, banjo, double bass and
drums. This could vary when sometimes a guest
musician turned up.
During the following ten or so years live jazz venues
sprung up (and closed) in many of the local pubs and
were frequented by many enthusiasts. The list includes
‘The London’, ‘The Royal’ and ‘The Middleton’, in
Southend High Street. In Leigh we had ‘The Elms’ and
‘The Smack’ and, of course, The Arlington Hall.
At the Arlington there was live Jazz every Sunday
afternoon. However, the jazz played here was both
Trad and Modern playing on alternative Sundays,
which could lead to trouble if the bands booked got
mixed up as the audiences were completely different,
as was the dancing.
So popular was the music that a Floating Festival of
Jazz was held annually throughout the ‘60s with
enthusiasts sailing on Eagle Steamers’ Royal Daffodil
or Royal Sovereign from Tower Pier to Margate and
return (see programme left). As many as sixteen
popular jazz bands of the day entertained the
passengers, and on arrival at Margate they continued to
play on the beach until it was time to return to London.
All the top bands of the time appeared over the years
including Acker Bilk, Kenny Ball, Ken Colyer and
even The Temperance Seven. As like all things, jazz popularity started to wither in the early ‘60s and for a
while was completely overshadowed by the change in musical styles and especially ‘The Beatles’.
The bands were not always great but nevertheless leave me with many happy memories. Personally, I had
trouble initially with my father who thought it wrong that I went out to a jazz club on a Sunday! Mike
Plummer
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SAYERS FARM
On a lovely sunny day in the middle of October a few of us from the Photography Group met up at Hadleigh
Park for a relaxing walk and, (we hoped), the chance to get some good photos followed by a chat and a cuppa
at The Hub.
It seems like only yesterday, although it was
actually 2008, that we heard the exciting news
that the 550 acre stretch of land surrounding the
castle grounds at Hadleigh had been chosen for
the Olympic Mountain Bike event and at that
time Stephen Castle, an Essex County Council
cabinet member for the 2012 Games, said “I am
absolutely delighted Hadleigh Farm is the
chosen venue. …” He further added, “... After
the games we will have a world-class mountain
bike course on our doorstep which will benefit
local people for generations to come.” Certainly,
while we were there, we were able to get a few
snaps of those testing themselves on the course
and it was good to see the Olympic logo was still
visible. When chatting to one of the cyclists he
told us that, even with some donated parts, his bike, which he had made himself, cost £1,000: so not a cheap
sport.
Close to Hadleigh Country Park, and just before the access gate to the Olympic site, lies Sayers Farm House
which, as one of the few remaining old buildings in Hadleigh, is of historical importance. The information,
displayed on a well weathered board tells that ‘There has been a farm here since at least 1491, named after its
owner at that time, William Sayer. Archaeological excavations ahead of the construction of the new Hub,
discovered evidence for a medieval farm that was here when the Castle was begun, in the 13th Century. The
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current farmhouse (which you cannot now
see from the paths) dates from c.1870. As I
didn’t know the history at all I took photos
of the boards.
In earlier times, parts of Sayers Farm were
not good agricultural lands due to the slopes
and the then undrained marshes, but overall
Sayers was of a size to support two
farmsteads and it is suggested that Sayers
may have been the site of a small hamlet.
The Salvation Army bought Sayers farm,
amongst others, in 1891 and as this board
says when the Farm Colony began the land
had been neglected for many years and was
known as the Hadleigh ‘Bad Lands’. This
was put to rights by the Colony’s ready
supply of labour and horses (and, no doubt,
a lot of hard graft by both). An enjoyable
walk and some lovely views over the Estuary. Sue Balkwell
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
A TERRIBLE NIGHT IN THE SKIES OVER NORTH THUNDERSLEY
At midnight on the 17th of March 1918 two single seat fighter aircraft collided over Thundersley and crashed
half a mile apart alongside the A130 near the railway line. They were both sent up, one from Stow Maries the
other from Latchingdon, to intercept a German airship that made landfall at Clacton and was flying over
Thundersley to follow the Thames with the aim of bombing the London Docklands.
It was a very dark night and the two aircraft collided and crashed in the fields below which resulted in both
pilots being killed. PO Kinnock and PO Stroud are buried in Rochford and North Finchley and there are two
memorials in the field that can be visited. If you park in a layby on the Rayleigh to Wickford road there's a
public footpath that crosses the A130 bridge and then travels south alongside the road and towards the rail
line. One memorial is stone with a white propeller and the other half a mile away is also stone with an iron
railing that's been hit by many combines in past years.
Stow Maries airfield (photo left © Denis
Stretton) is a fantastic place to visit, being
a WW1 aerodrome grass runway with
hangers and several old aircraft on show.
There are many buildings and the mess
hall is fantastic containing a piano that
plays itself and a cracking canteen for tea
and cake. Wildlife is everywhere and this
was used by the BBC to film Winter
Watch all about owls. PO Kinnock’s
wooden travel chest is on show in a glass
case.
There was also an aerodrome at Sadler’s
Farm on the flat field where the boot sales
are held, just a grass runway with canvas
hangers. Fighter planes used it to combat
the German airships following the river to London. Just a bit of local history that needs to be remembered for
the future. Roger Shinn (late of Shinn’s the Butchers that used to be in Rectory Grove)
+++++ Members will recall our fascinating visit to Stow Maries Great War Aerodrome in June 2017 +++++
3

DAISY AND THE FLOODS
There was much damage all along the East Coast following the Great Flood of 1953 which hit the coast during
the night of the 31st January. Among the many, many disasters that night was Daisy, an old Whitstable fishing
smack. She was about 34 feet in length and belonged to two friends mine ‒ two brothers, David and Brian. I
had spent much time in the summer of 1952, cruising with them on Daisy.
Daisy was moored on the River Crouch and the Great Flood lifted her from her mooring and deposited her
high up on the sea wall near the Creeksea Ferry Inn. The pub itself was flooded to a depth of about 8 feet.
In the weeks following the Great Flood, Daisy was left perched high and dry on the top of the sea wall as there
were more important and tragic problems that more urgently needed sorting out.
However, in May the brothers decided that it was now time to rescue Daisy from her sea wall perch and the
brothers assembled about a dozen of us; all healthy, fit young men. I remember we had many ropes attached
to Daisy but it was a really hard effort to pull her down from the top of the seawall and into the water.
Eventually we did succeed and Daisy was tugged down and back into the water.
She appeared to have no serious damage, although Daisy did leak a bit after this unfortunate episode, but this
is not unusual in an old wooden boat!
I remember that it was a very hot and sunny day. The pub was now fully dried out and back in business so we
all retreated to this popular hostelry to relax and recover ‒ and to celebrate Daisy and her return to the water.
(Perhaps it was a good thing that there were no breathalysers in 1953!) Tony Bullock
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
HONEYMOON MEMORIES!
Back in the spring of 1956 Anne and I
were married at St. Peter’s in
Eastbourne Grove. We borrowed my
father’s Ford V8 and headed down to
the West Country. On the way we
stopped in Bournemouth to visit Poole
Pottery. In the afternoon, we parked
outside
Beale’s,
a
fashionable
department store, where we had our tea
in the lovely restaurant at the
top. After about an hour we went back
to the car only to find a couple of tickets
under the windscreen wiper instructing
us to report to the local Police Station.
Leaving Anne in the car, I went in to
confront a large, burly Police Sergeant
at the desk and showed him the
tickets. He said that there would be a big fine because of the length of time we had been there. I said that it
was a pity because I was on my honeymoon. “Where’s the bride then?” he asked. “Outside in the car”. “Bring
‘er in then.”
At the car, I explained the situation to Anne and said that she should try to look demure and rather
downcast. This she did to perfection whereupon the burly Sergeant picked up the phone and asked to speak
to ‘Tom’ “when he next came past on his round.” After five minutes or so Tom rang and the Sergeant said
“ ‘allo Tom, you wouldn’t want to spoil someone’s ‘oneymoon would you? No, I didn’t
think you would, (strong West Country accent), so tear out that page from your notebook please”.
He bid us goodbye with a wink and we got back to the car. A few seconds later, he rushed down the
path, Anne wound down her window and he said “Whatever you do, don’t write and thank us!” We went on
to the Isles of Scilly.
So, in spite of Gilbert and Sullivan, a policeman’s lot CAN be a happy one! Jack Rickard
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GOTTY, A LEIGH FISHERMAN
Alfred John Brazier Boyton was a Leigh fisherman, born in 1855. At that time Leigh was a small fishing
village and families inter-married. Nicknames were often used and Alfred was known as Gotty or Ponto. He
was six feet tall, a little eccentric, but had a more endearing side. However, woe betide anyone who quarreled
with him after a night of drinking. Gotty gave as good as he got!
His parents were Alfred Boyton and Mary Ann Shaw and he had eight sisters but no brothers. He lived with
his wife in Alley Dock, Old Leigh, and although she was frightened of him, he adored her. He often walked
in Old Leigh barefoot and usually won the competition to climb the greasy pole or walk the greasy bowsprit,
popular events at the Leigh Regatta.
One day when out fishing with his father he fell overboard. He couldn't
be found and the worst was feared, but twenty minutes later Gotty was
hauled unconscious out of the water in the nets of another boat.
When attending a church wedding-service, he threw a hassock at a
group of fishermen sitting at the other side of the church. It hit Chunky
Brady on his head and a fight broke out. The service was stopped for
several minutes until the fighting finished and everyone had calmed
down.
At a General Election a man stupidly threw some paint over Gotty …
and suffered badly for his unwise action!
He had a wager that in four tides he could load a barge with sand from
the Ray Banks, an activity that usually took two or three men two tides
to do. He won the wager and on his final trip to the Ray he carried his
wife to show her he had done it.
North of Leigh, at Belfairs and Eastwood, there was a big gipsy
encampment, so on the occasions when Gotty walked from Leigh to Chelmsford he always avoided the area
by walking via Rayleigh. He told a friend “talk about rough, they would knock down their own mothers for a
few pennies.” A lake in the area was where the gypsies used to bathe once a week. Locals kept well away
when this took place!
In the early 1900s, two books written by local author Arthur Edward Copping ‒ ‘Gotty and the Guv'Nor' (see
photo) and 'Gotty in Furrin Parts' ‒ were published. The ‘guv'nor’ owned the boat and ‘furrin parts’ were
areas of the Kent and Sussex coast! Malcolm Bullock
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
THE MOBILE PHONE
I expect we can all remember our first landline at home ‒ mobile phones were but a
pipedream in those days. We didn’t have a phone at home until I was into my late
teens and do you recall those early shared lines; it wasn’t uncommon to pick up the
receiver to hear a neighbour on the line and you’d have to wait for them to finish
before you could make your call. Of course, my mum carefully controlled our use
as it was expensive and we always had a box alongside the phone to drop in a few
coins towards the cost if we ever made a call.
Today, we all take a mobile phone for granted but that was not the case only a few
years back. The inaugural mobile phone call in the UK was made by Michael
Harrison (son of the then chairman of Vodaphone) to his father, Sir Ernest Harrison, on 1st January 1985. A
few hours later, in more of a publicity stunt, Ernie Wise then made the “first official” mobile call outside the
Dickens pub in East London wearing a full Dickensian outfit.
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Calls were then restricted to London and prohibitive to all but the wealthy. Since a mobile phone would have
set you back some £1,650 (around £6,000 in today’s terms). Those early mobile phones weighed in at some
4.7kg compared to a modern iPhone at 188g. No surprise then that the first mobile phones had shoulder straps
to help take all that weight. The photo on page 5 is an early Vodaphone VT1 Mobile Phone.
The first mobile phones had a talk time of around 30 minutes and recharging would take some 10 hours. They
operated as a phone only to dial up and make a call and nothing else, so no text messaging, games or apps of
any sort.
The first mobile phone in the world was actually much earlier in 1946 and
comprised a car phone covering a very small area of Missouri, USA, for a very
few customers. America led the way generally in the development of the mobile
phone with the first cellular phone service in America starting in 1983 with the
first portable hand set issued by Motorola being the DynaTAC 8000X, see photo
left, which are now sought after as collector items; you can pick one up for around
£2,000.
The early mobile phones were generally only used by businesses and it wasn’t
until the early 1990s that the first consumer phones became available, again no
screen and few functions other than making phone calls. It was Nokia that introduced a range of phones
through the 90s and took a lead in the market. Their menu system on the phones offered a choice of ring tones
including Grande Valse – now known as the ubiquitous Nokia tune.
The first phone with a colour screen was issued in 1994 and the first phone to incorporate a camera was
released in 2000 but available for use in Japan only. T-Mobile set up the first picture messaging service in
2002, since by then camera phones had reached Europe. 3G handsets started life in the UK in 2003 and it
wasn’t until 2007 that Steve Jobs announced the first Apple iPhone.
What a change in a lifetime with today’s mobile phones having more computing power in your pocket than
the early business computers we might have seen that had to be housed in a completely air-conditioned room.
David White
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
SOUTHEND’S FAMOUS NAMES

6

