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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus pandemic                    No. 33 
_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Welcome to edition No. 33 of Local History Link, this time with a maritime theme as David reminisces about 
his boat, Jim recalls ‘Rock across the Channel’, and Joyce remembers Seamist, her family’s boat. Gloria writes 
about her granddad Poppy, Sue revisits St. Bernard’s, and Malcolm recalls happy childhood days. 
Unfortunately, we are now back in lockdown and especially 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-on-Sea, SS9 3LG. And as usual, take care, 
keep safe and keep well! Tony, Tricia and Jim 

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

 
MESSING ABOUT ON THE WATER 

 
I read Malcolm’s article about his ‘Adventures at Sea’ in edition no 31, and whilst I cannot compete with the 
excitement of helping in the rescue of several people from the water, his story did bring back a memory of 
when I owned a boat. 
Along with my brother and a friend, I purchased a small open motor boat around the early 70’s.  Our plan was 
to repair the boat, repaint it and use it as a fishing boat.  We purchased the boat along with a small outboard 
motor that seemed to be in good order and needed no work.  My brother had a tow bar fitted to his car so we 
could haul it around using the boat trolley we had also purchased. 
After a couple of months on supports in my garden (I was living in Shoeburyness at that stage, the first house 
I had bought jointly with my wife), we had completed the work and ready to give it a trial run.  It was a lovely 
warm day and none of our trio of owners had ever done any real boating, so knew little about anything related 
to the water really but did have the good sense to each buy a life jacket.  We had bought it to go fishing so 
loaded up with a day’s worth of food, water and fishing gear we set off.  We launched from a slipway along 
the Thorpe Bay section of the foreshore on an outgoing tide. And off we went on our fishing trip.   
We dropped anchor maybe half a mile or so out from the Mulberry Harbour, photo left, and as the tide receded, 

we noticed a lot of people walking out 
towards the Mulberry.  As you will probably 
know, providing it’s a spring tide then the low 
tide is lower than average and on this 
particular day the low tide was at its lowest 
making it easy to walk from the beach out to 
the Mulberry, and on such a nice warm day 
plenty were taking the opportunity to walk 
out. 
Having had no luck fishing and needing a 
break from sitting on a hard seat all day, we 
decided to motor over to the Mulberry, pull 
the boat onto the sandbank and have a look 
around.  We moored on the seaward side of 
the Mulberry and walked around the sandbank 
to the landside.  We got chatting to a few 
people and one man in particular was 

interested in our little bit of local knowledge of the Mulberry and how it came to be there.  As time marched 
on everyone had left the sandbank except ourselves and this one man. 
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We thought it best to suggest he might want to think about walking back before it got too late and explained 
how the tide can quickly cut you off without warning.  He responded with a “Well I’ll walk back with you 
guys if that’s OK”.  We explained that we had a boat on the other side of the Mulberry and out of view.  With 
that he took off like a thing possessed to get back as quickly as he could.  We read no reports of anyone getting 
into difficultly so guess he made it safely back to the beach. David White 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
‘ROCK ACROSS THE CHANNEL’ 

 
In the last edition of Local History Link, Mike Plummer wrote about the 1960s jazz scene in Southend and the 
Floating Festivals of Jazz which were held on board Eagle Steamers’ Royal Daffodil and Royal Sovereign as 
they sailed between Tower Pier and Margate. 
Acknowledging the younger generation’s change in musical tastes, and recognising they could cash in on the 

phenomenal impact of the pop music revolution, Eagle Steamers 
introduced ‘Rock Across the Channel’ cruises with the popular Royal 
Daffodil between Southend and Boulogne during the 1960s. 
Entertainment was provided by many of the popular rock ‘n’ roll bands 
of the day, including several from the USA. One of the local Southend 
bands to be booked was Micky Law and The Statesmen, who were on 
board in 1962 with The Shadows and Vince Taylor and The Playboys. 
The poster shows the headline act on a June 1963 cruise was the 
American rock pianist Jerry Lee Lewis. The bass player in his backing 
band was 18-year-old Chas Hodges, later to be one half of the 

legendary duo, Chas and Dave. Below left is a photograph of the Hi-Fi’s, the backing band for the American 
rock and roll artist, Gene Vincent, photograph right, who appeared on the bill for a 1962 cruise. Who 
remembers his Top 20 hit record ‘Be-Bop-A-Lula’?  
The cruises were said to be rather wild and drunken affairs as, of course, drinks were duty-free and obviously 
plenty was consumed. Unfortunately, because of the unpleasant behaviour of some of the passengers, Eagle 
Steamers decided to discontinued the Rock ‘n’ Roll cruises at the end of the 1963 season. And sadly, 1966 
was to be the last season of Eagle Steamers’ excursions from Southend Pier; Royal Daffodil and Royal 
Sovereign were scrapped the following year. 
Were you a passenger on any of the jazz or rock and roll cruises? If so, please let me have your recollections 
for inclusion in a future edition of Local History Link. And by the way, we don’t need to know how much 
booze you consumed! Jim Sanctuary 
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ST. BERNARD’S REVISITED  
 

Having read Jim’s footnote to David’s article about the history of St Bernard’s asking for more memories of 
the school, (Local History Link No. 31), I’m afraid that I just couldn’t 
resist the temptation to delve 
into the past again and recall 
some of the more memorable 
pupils and teachers who were 
there at one time or another.                                                                                                                           
Naturally, of the pupils, Helen 
Mirren, is always the one 
everyone mentions as she was, 
and still is, an actress (and now 
a celebrity?) of some note, but 
some in our group may also 
remember a couple of others.  
Anne Stallybrass, a former 
pupil, was often mentioned by the teachers because, following her 

time at St Bernard’s, she had gone on to spend 3 years training at the Royal Academy of Music where she 
won the Drama Gold Medal.  She later had television roles as Jane Seymour in the The Six Wives of Henry 
VIII and as Anne Onedin in The Onedin Line 1971-1972, see photo above right, and she also portrayed Queen 
Elizabeth II in Diana: Her True Story (1993), a made-for- TV miniseries.  Another was Gemma Craven whose 
family moved from Dublin to Britain in 1960 when she too went to St Bernard’s.  This very pretty actress 
appeared as Cinderella in the film The Slipper and the Rose in 1976 opposite Richard Chamberlain before 
taking on many other roles, including that of Bob Hoskins’ wife in Pennies from 
Heaven in 1978.                                                                
The school was extremely lucky to have two excellent drama teachers, one being Miss 
Claire Angel who is very well remembered by any pupil who encountered her because 
she was always extremely glamorous and fragrant.  Unfortunately, as a teacher, my 
memories of her are solely about when she tried to teach our class of then 13/14 year 
olds (some just silly and some rather rebellious) a poem which started something like 
‘Over the stone fell a drip, a shimmering shining slip of water’ and then went on 

‘Yesterday from far away, a ‘will-o-the-
wisp’ came my way, put her lips to mine to 
sip, drip, drop, drip ’ by which time the 
general reaction was ‘What!’ or sniggers.  
She didn’t teach us after that incident, and all I can say is that we 
then knuckled down and worked extremely hard for the next 
couple of years!  If anyone knows this poem (which I can’t find 
on the internet) please remind me of the rest!                                                               
As David mentioned, Madam Mildred was our headmistress and 
a tough nut she was too. She was very strict, and discipline was 
both high on the agenda and enforced. Having one eye that 
remained ‘fixed’, she commanded attention and silence whenever 

she appeared and I particularly remember one occasion when at the end of assembly, she said very sternly 
‘Girls if you so much as get off a bus without paying it is theft and never let anyone tell you any different’.  I 
can only assume that maybe a bus company had made a complaint (our uniform was distinctive), and even 
though I walked to school every day, nonetheless I took that homily very much to heart.                                                                                                                 
In my time our biology teacher was also very much a one-off.  One day having donned her white lab. coat she 
proceeded to dissect a mouse and when she pulled a tube from somewhere in its innards and announced ‘Oh 
look girls she was going to be a mother’ my somewhat violent retching led her to (thankfully) tell me to leave 
the room.  The gym mistresses of the time are also maybe worth a quick mention if only because, in wearing 
above the knee divided skirts with knee socks, they definitely stood out against the other more soberly dressed 

L Reverend Mother R Madam M. Mildred 
 

Gemma with Richard Chamberlain 
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staff, and certainly the nuns, leading to some of the first-year pupils to develop a crush on them year on year.                                                                         
St Bernard’s was certainly remarkable for the way in which for many years it ran two distinct streams; one for 
us pupils who had passed the 11+ (Catholic and non-Catholic) and one for those who had not (Catholic) and 
it must be a tribute to the staff and those who ran the school that it all worked perfectly well.                                                              
Certainly, when Jo Ronan (who co-wrote the book ‘A Child of St Bernard’s Is Known Everywhere’, which 
David mentioned, and which I, as a former student, had bought some while ago) gave a talk about her time at 
the school to a women’s group it surprised none of us who had been there that we were all still able to 
remember the School Song. Sue Balkwell 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

THE BOAT THAT JOHN BUILT 
 
Way back in the 1960s when our daughters were 2 and 4 years old, my husband John decided to build a boat 
for the family. It was clinker-built, 32’ long, with a beam of 11’, and took him about four years to complete. 
John constructed it inside an old barge hull moored in Les Warland’s boat-yard at Leigh Creek. We had to 
carry all the wood across a suspended plank walkway to the build site. This was a feat in itself and definitely 
not to be attempted on a windy day as we didn’t want to fall off the planks into the thick and sticky mud 
below! 
Apparently, Les Warland kept a diary of all our comings and goings. I never saw it but he often quoted from 
it when telling his yarns in the club-house! Les was quite a character himself and wheeled his bike up and 
down Belton Way every day to the boat-yard until his end. 
When the boat was completed, with a new diesel engine, we floated it out early on a calm morning. It was 
thick mist so we named the boat Seamist. She didn’t leak and we sailed to the pier with our dinghy in tow. 
With a heavy anchor and chain, we moored Seamist in the Ray. We kept the dinghy at Two Tree Island and 
with our Seagull outboard, motored to our boat. A couple of times Seamist had to be rescued when she broke 
away from the anchorage in stormy weather. 
We enjoyed many happy years of boating on the Thames, Medway and the Crouch. One weekend, we decided 
to sail Seamist up the Thames to Teddington. We walked across the mud at low tide and climbed on board. 
John and the two girls, then about 10 and 12 years old, stayed on board and I walked back home to later drive 
the car to Teddington with our clothing, bedding and food for the week. I got held up and was much later in 
leaving for the long drive. 
When I reached London Bridge, just by chance I decided to park the car and walk back over the bridge. To 
my amazement, our boat was just sailing towards the bridge. I waved and shouted and John and the girls 
looked up and saw me a few moments before they sailed under London Bridge. People walking over the bridge 
must have thought I’d gone mad! I was very excited and carried on my journey to meet them at the first lock, 
which is Teddington. I should have arrived sooner but had to stop to check the route on the road map and as 
it happened, we all arrived at Teddington at the same time! Joyce Taylor 
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MEMORIES OF ‘THE FEAST OF TONGA’ 
 

I do hope when I go to heaven or ‘down under’ ‒ wherever I am allotted to go ‒ my grandchildren remember 
more about me than I remember about my grandparents. I loved them dearly but realise I do not know a lot 
about their life before I was born. With that in mind, I have written my life story. I can imagine they will say 
“Not another memory from Gran. Do we have to read it?” But as they get older, they hopefully will treasure 
the memories of time spent with them. 
The above is my excuse for knowing very little of the past of my grandparents who lived all the time I was 
young ‘up the road’ in Shoebury and I used to see Granny nearly every day. I just know that Grandad was an 
engine driver on the old steam trains running between Shoebury and Fenchurch Street. How well I remember 
those trains! 
My maternal grandparents I know more about ‒ Nanny and Poppy. Nanny Luck married William Luck in 
1912. He was called up to serve in the Royal Engineers during the First World War, but died near the end of 
hostilities having a tooth extracted. That left Nanny a widow with two small children ‒ my mother Doris and 
her brother George ‒ and also a tobacconist shop to run; this was at Gravesend. 

Two years later, with two young children she remarried ‒ to a 
young boy of 17 years when she was 32! Think what people 
would say today let alone in the 1920s. Anyway, they stayed 
married until 1965, when Nanny died. Victor Higham, or Poppy 
as we called him, was in the Merchant Navy for many years, see 
photo, and I imagine his trade was the ship’s barber (although 
in WW2 he served in the Royal Navy in coastal vessels). 
For some reason, they moved to Brunswick Road, Southend, 
and lived there until the start of WW2, when they moved to 
Weston-super-Mare. While they lived in Brunswick Road, 
Nanny worked as a midwife but I believe I have written about 
that before ‒ but not about her ‘cures for different things’! She 
had many tales to tell about those days. 
Poppy was at sea for most of the time Nanny lived in Southend. 
I remember him telling me about the voyage around the world 
in 1954 with the Queen and Prince Philip on the ss Gothic (sorry 
to name drop again!). Poppy went as Prince Philip’s barber. 
The highlight for Poppy was ‘The Feast of Tonga’ ‒ the 
Friendly Isles ‒ and it certainly sounded as though they were 
friendly! Queen Salote (1918-1965) hosted the feast in honour 
of the Queen; Poppy attended and brought home grass skirts and 
bongos, and also two beautiful shells from the beach. That 
would not be allowed now. 
In 1953 at the Queen’s coronation, Queen Salote rode in an open 

carriage in the rain and smiled all the time. Apparently, she was six feet tall and must have had a very good 
humour. A song was written about her that became very popular: ‘The Queen of Tonga Came Across the 
Ocean from Far Away … on Coronation Day’. Does anyone remember it? 
Upon his retirement, Poppy lived with his daughter and family in a big old house in Weston-super-Mare and 
as he had a beautiful voice used to entertain at the local band-stage. After a few years he remarried, but 
unfortunately died a few years later. Gloria Burwell 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

THE SHEPHERD’S COTTAGE 
 

Frederick Wanstall, his wife Elizabeth, and their six children were the last people to live in the shepherd’s 
cottage which stood on the saddleback just east of Hadleigh Castle. Frederick and his wife were Salvationists 
and originally came from Kent. He played in the Salvation Army band and taught young men the art of 



6 
 

shepherding before they emigrated to work in Canada and Australia. Just before the Second World War, the 
family moved out of the shepherd’s cottage, but still lived in the Salvation Army Colony moving to a house 
in Chapel Lane. The photo below shows Frederick and Elizabeth with their six children in 1941. Frederick 
died in 1958, aged 63, and his wife Elizabeth died in 1965 aged 68.  
During the Second World War, the shepherd’s cottage and surrounding land was requisitioned by the Army, 

ammunition was stored in the cottage and the surrounding land used 
for training. In June 1944, a fire broke out in the cottage and the 
ammunition exploded leaving the cottage a total ruin. 
Just after the end of the war I remember playing with friends in the 
remains of the cottage, which was in a dangerous condition; I can 
recall going up the stairs, which were missing the banisters. We were 
probably seen playing in the ruins, as the remains of the building 
were soon pulled down. However, this didn’t stop us having fun on 
the site and I remember my brother Tony and I crawling in the 
foundations under the floorboards to remove a piece of wood to take 
home to make a toboggan! For many years afterwards rubble from 
the house could still be seen on the site, and although there are no 
signs of the cottage today, I still know exactly where it stood. 
Although we were forbidden to cross the railway line, we took no 
notice of the warning and used to walk to an old barn situated 
between the railway and the seawall. We climbed on top of the bales 
of straw stored inside to look out of a window. 
We had a lot of fun playing on Hadleigh Downs, making secret dens 
and tracking one another. Hardly anyone went there and we more or 
less had the land to ourselves. And although in those days we didn’t 
have watches, we always managed to arrive home at mealtimes. 
Happy days! Malcolm Bullock 

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

SOUTHEND’S FAMOUS NAMES 
 


