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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus pandemic                    No. 36 
_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Welcome to edition No. 36 of Local History Link. Sue recalls a walk along the prom and shows filmed in the 
town. Tony remembers meeting a Prime Minister and Gloria writes about her midwife grandmother. Then we 
have another of David’s delicious recipes, and some more local postcards. 
We thank all our contributors who enable us to publish an edition each week, but we need more items, 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. Keep safe and keep well! Tony, Tricia and Jim 

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

 
PLEASE DON’T ASK! 

 
Whenever I watched shows such as Family Fortunes and in more recent times Pointless, where the answers 
are based on public survey, I often wondered how and where they selected those to be surveyed: well maybe, 
if we’d been a bit brighter, we might have found out. 

One wintry day we were walking along the seafront 
with my niece and her two kids when the lad, who was 
on his skateboard, somehow managed to rip his 
joggers from his hip to his knee.  As we had been 
chatting, we didn’t see how he achieved this (and he 
certainly wasn’t about to say) but as they were literally 
hanging off him, and it wasn’t a good look for the 
restaurant that we’d booked for lunch, my niece 
decided that they had to nip up to the High Street and 
buy another pair.  This left the three of us to stroll the 
rest of the seafront and then wait for them by the lift.                                       
As we stood outside the entrance to Adventure Island 
a man with a microphone and a stopwatch bobbed up 
and asked if we would take part in a little quiz.  Alan 
and I immediately replied ‘Thanks but no thanks’ but 
Amber, then about 13 and game for anything, said she 
would so he said “You have a minute to name as many 

things as you can that you push”:  stopwatch started.  She looked a bit nonplussed but came up with pram and 
pushchair; then a long pause before she added bicycle.  He replied that you didn’t actually have to push a bike 
and to think of something else but unfortunately, she decided to challenge this and told him that you did push 
a bike especially if it had a puncture.  At that point I decided to try to look as though I wasn’t really with her 
and left her to it.  The chap checked his stopwatch and then conceded that she could have that answer and told 
her to carry on. By now though her mind had gone completely blank and she carried on ‘umming and ahhing’ 
until he said that time was up and disappeared back to wherever he had come from.  I can only think that 
maybe he came from Radio Essex, in the Icon building, over Sands restaurant, but as Alan and I were too 
embarrassed to look and she was still going on about how “of course you can push a bike” (she still couldn’t 
see that that was not what she’d been asked) we shall never know why he was asking or, horror of horrors, if 
if it was being broadcast, so it is something that I’ve wondered to this day.   
By the time the other two rejoined us (him wearing new trousers) we were still coming up with all the things                                                                                        
that she could have said (we thought of quite a few after the event) and naturally Luca insisted he would have 
done much better: as we said, he really couldn’t have done any worse!  Perhaps you’d like to see how many 
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more things you could get in a minute than our pathetic offering of two (plus the grudgingly given ½ for the 
bike) but please remember that you probably haven’t got a stroppy teenager beside you or a mike thrust under 
your nose. 
Now, if anyone even looks as if they might ask something I always think ‘Please, don’t ask us’. Sue Balkwell 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

 
‘LIGHTS, CAMERA, ACTION!’ 

 
When Alan and I walked into Southend a while ago, we noticed that a fairly large crowd, of mostly women it 
has to be said, had gathered around the area between the Three Shells Beach and the path to the pier.  A 
cameraman was filming a couple of young girls and a boy running around, with the sound man very much in 
evidence, but as I didn’t recognise anyone, I asked the 
lady next to me what was going on.  She looked at me 
rather pityingly and said they were the cast from East 
Enders and David Essex was coming along shortly.  Well 
as I had only watched this programme years ago when it 
was first aired, and then for only about six months, I 
didn’t have a clue, especially that David Essex was in it, 
but nonetheless decided to wait to see him. However, he 
didn’t appear so in the end I, or rather Alan, gave up.  The 
whole thing was actually proving rather disruptive with 
vehicles, minders, cameras, hangers on and interested 
bystanders spread around and when I thought about it I 
felt a good deal of sympathy for the folks of Port Isaac whose lives must have been turned upside down every 
year when it became the fictional town of Portwenn: the home of T.V’s Doc Martin.                                                                                                  
I thought I’d see how many other shows I could find that had been filmed in Southend and came up with a 

few, some of which might be a surprise.  The first I looked for 
was the very interesting documentary made by Michael Portillo 
(I do so love his train journeys) when he dropped into Rossi’s and 
had a chat with Patricia Volante who married into the Rossi 
family and had written a book about them.  I then went back to 
another that I remembered from years ago: ‘Minder’ with George 
Cole; I suppose that the attraction in this case was once again 
filming on the pier (the 
lack of anyone else 
around suggests that it 
must have been closed 
to the paying public all 

the time filming was in progress!). Being so close to London it 
seemed inevitable that the cast of East Enders had been to Southend 

to film before and sure 
enough there was a photo of 
the ‘Fowler’ family back in 
1985 and it seems that over 
the years they have filmed here on many other occasions including on 
the pier more than once.   Less likely, to me anyway, was that Southend 
airport had been used a couple of times. Once for the 1964 film 
Goldfinger, when James Bond (Sean Connery) drove his Aston Martin 
DB5 into the Airport having tracked Goldfinger’s Rolls Royce there 
(one I would have enjoyed seeing) and then when the ubiquitous Helen 
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Mirren, as the Queen, filmed the scene when Princess Diana’s 
flag-draped coffin arrives back in the UK and when our airport 

stood in for RAF 
Northolt.                                                                                                                        

I found plenty of 
instances of 
‘stars’ at Jamie 
and Jimmy’s at 
the end of the 
Pier: the show, 
of course, has 
had to be axed during these COVID days as, it is said, Southend 
Pier is too small for social distancing!  (As an aside when Alan 
and I walked the pier and back at the end of September we did 
go in there for a cup of chocolate and a teacake; nice enough 
although a bit pricey for what it was!)                                
Going back to where I started ‒ about the disruption that filming 
must cause ‒ when I was watching Liar with Joanne Froggatt 

and Ioan Gruffudd I thought that I recognised the marshes and Marina as being in Tollesbury.  Sure enough, 
I found an article in the East Anglian Daily Times which had the headline ‘Hit TV show Liar sends fans 
flocking to stunning Tollesbury marshland’.  When the Marina director said that they had provided a meal 
at the restaurant for 50 of the cast and crew when production first began (why do they need so many?), and 
since then had had a stream of visitors, I couldn’t help but wonder how thrilled, or maybe not, the villagers 
must have been with the sudden influx of so many people into such a small place. Sue Balkwell 

 
 

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

A PECULIAR KNOCKING NOISE! 
 
For several years Marion and I had a 27’ yacht called Emerald Girl. We were members of the Royal Burnham 
Yacht Club and for several seasons had one of the moorings on the Crouch opposite the clubhouse. 
One year we decided to spend Burnham Week on the boat and perhaps take part in some of the Club activities 
during the week. On our first night on the boat I was awakened at about 6.00am by a peculiar loud knocking 
noise coming from the bottom of the boat. Anxiously I went up on deck to find to my surprise a frogman in a 
black wetsuit swimming along the side of Emerald Girl. I called out to him and he swam over towards me. 
He explained that Ted Heath`s boat Morning Cloud had been brought up the Crouch during the night and was 
on the next mooring to us. He told us he had been given the job of checking the surrounding boats and assured 
me that he had checked Emerald Girl and it was OK. He said that Ted Heath was not on board.  

with Claudia Winkleman from Strictly 
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That evening Marion and I went out for dinner with 
two friends to our favourite restaurant in Burnham 
called The Contented Sole. To our surprise Ted 
Heath was at the next table with a group of young 
men and they were all in great form. I went over to 
Ted Heath and told him that our boat Emerald Girl 
was on the next mooring to Morning Cloud and that 
it had been checked and was quite safe! 
Ted Heath gave a great roar of laughter when I told 
him and we had a little chat about the pleasures of 
sailing on the Crouch. I did not speak to Ted Heath 
again but had several friendly waves from him on 
Morning Cloud during the week. 

Ted Heath was the only Prime Minister who managed to keep actively sailing whilst busy with his ‘Day Job’! 
Tony Bullock 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

NANNY’S MIDWIFERY AND CURIOUS POTIONS 
 

As I have previously written, my grandmother Alice 
Margaret Higham (1891-1965), who we called Nanny, was 
a midwife in Southend in the late 1920s/1930s. She lived 
in Brunswick Road ‒ at least that is what her last letter-
heading said, but I understand that at one time or another 
she lived in the majority of roads off Ambleside Drive. As 
they were completed, she would move to the newly-built 
house. Having discussed this, we are not quite sure whether 
she liked to live in a newly-built house or left the property 
she was living in because she couldn’t pay the rent! 
I’m not very sure about the training of midwives in those 
days but the first Midwives Act of 1902 states that the 
Central Board of England and Wales was responsible for 
the regulation and the examination of midwives. Initially 
the training was three months and midwives were 
encouraged to keep a casebook of all deliveries. 
Nanny had, so I understand, been delivering babies for her 
five sisters and her neighbours for many years and I believe 
that before 1920 women would follow the local midwife to 
her cases, and also learn to attend to the dead which was 
called ‘laying out’. I seem to remember even when I was a 
child the bodies were placed in the ‘front room’ so that 
people could come and pay their respects. 
There was no disinfectant in those days and Nanny kept 
half a lemon by her kitchen sink to clean her hands before 
she went out on a case. She also kept her little fingernail 
cut in a slant so she could break the waters in the event that 
it did not happen naturally. She often had babies named 

after her – Alice or Margaret. There were also very few ‘phones and no quick transport so when the doctor 
was needed someone had to run to his house or find him somewhere. I believe Nanny had a bike with a wicker 
basket on the front. I remember I did when I cycled to school, and also used to take my cat for a ride in the 
basket! 
Here are a few potions that Nanny used, plus a few extras: 
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A splinter will come out during the night if you spread a plaster with honey and place it over the splinter. 
 
If you have a cough, slice an onion and mix it with brown sugar, leave overnight and then drink. (I think that 
would give you more of a cough rather than get rid of it!) 
 
If you have an abscess, boil a parsnip to pulp. Bathe the affected part in water and apply the parsnip pulp as 
hot as can be borne. 
 
Egg white played a big part in treatment for burns and scolds, bedsores, and again for curing coughs. If one 
had a backache vinegar on brown paper and then ironed on the back with a gentle heat seemed to work ‒ 
remember Jack and Jill when they fell down the hill! 
 
These are some of the remedies going back to the 1920s. I won’t go any further back as some are quite 
gruesome. We must be grateful to our doctors, nurses and other clinical staff, and to our new medicines. How 
wonderful it would be if vinegar and brown paper could cure coronavirus, but I suspect there would be no 
vinegar and brown paper in stock in the shops, and lots of rubbish as well as a few burnt backs! Gloria Burwell 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

DAVID WHITE’S INCREDIBLY EASY AND MOIST CARROT CAKE 
 
During lockdown, we had a large number of carrots for some reason that were starting to get past their best.  
Not wanting to see them wasted, I decided to use them by baking a carrot cake; this is the recipe I found and 
used.  It was my first attempt at such a bake but have since made this carrot cake many times plus shared with 
family who have also found it to be an easy recipe producing great results.  I have found the ingredients are 
enough for two cakes using 7 ½” round tins, so I put one cake in the freezer to bring out, finish off with topping 
and filling, to enjoy a week or so after the first one. 
 
Ingredients:                                                                                    

 250 grams plain flour 
 2 teaspoons baking powder 
 1 teaspoon salt 
 1 ½ teaspoons ground cinnamon  
 295 ml vegetable oil 
 200 grams granulated sugar 
 200 grams of lightly packed brown sugar 
 1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
 4 large eggs 
 300 grams grated carrots (around 5 to 6 

carrots) 
 100 grams chopped pecans (optional) 
 65 grams raisins (optional) 

 
Make Batter 
Heat the oven to 180° C.  Grease the cake tins and line the bottom with greaseproof paper, then grease the top 
of the paper.  (Alternatively, grease and flour the bottom and sides of the tin.) 
In one bowl, mix the flour, baking powder, salt and cinnamon until well blended. 
In another bowl, whisk the oil, sugars and vanilla. Whisk in the eggs one at a time until combined.  Change to 
a spatula and scrape around the sides and bottom of the bowl and then add the dry ingredients in three parts, 
gently stirring until they disappear and you have a smooth batter.  Stir in the carrots, nuts and raisins.  (I 
usually leave out the nuts but increase the raisins to around 140 grams instead.)  
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Bake the Cake 
Divide the batter mix into the two tins equally.  Bake until the tops of the cakes are springy and you get a 
clean toothpick when inserted into the middle of the cake, usually around 35 to 45 minutes. 
Let the cakes cool in the tins for 15 minutes before turning out onto your cooling rack, removing the parchment 
paper and allowing to cool fully. 
Finishing the Cake 
Once cool, I usually slice one of the cakes in two, apply icing in the middle (simply icing sugar, water and 
vanilla extract).  I then ice the top, and if you have used nuts decorate with a few pecans to finish it off, and 
enjoy!  You might want to finish it using whipped cream and/or cream cheese along with icing sugar ‒ I’m 
sure you all have your own favourite fillings and toppings. 
We recently bought a carrot cake from Tesco and we both said my home-made carrot cake was far superior, 
but then again, I might be somewhat biased.  
 
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

MORE LOCAL POSTCARDS 
 

These two images show tram tracks 
being laid in the town.  
 
 
The postcard left, ca. 1912, shows a 
second track being laid through Leigh 
between Sandleigh Road and Leigh 
Church ‒ it was originally single 
track working. In the background is 
the Empire Palace Picture House 
which opened in 1910.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
   
 
 
 
 
The second postcard left shows tram 
tracks being laid opposite Nazareth 
House in Leigh Road, now London 
Road, also ca. 1912. The carriageway 
was much narrower than it is today so 
presumably the boundary wall of 
Nazareth House was later demolished 
and rebuilt further north.                             


