
A Stitch
in Time
This school started me off well 
because it was here that I started 
sewing and knitting. This led to me 
becoming a theatrical costumier, 
which involved me working for 
films and stage. I used to dress my 
dolls, making all of the clothes for 
them.  I was interested in anything I 
did with my hands and this actually 
ran in the family as I remember 
my mum, Jennie West, was always 
knitting and crotcheting and my 
dad, Harry Kingsland-West, would 
do complicated lacquer-work. 

My dad worked as a manager 
for Courtaulds so I must have got 
my love of materials through this. 
When I was eleven, I was one of the 
Woodmansterne children who got 

their scholarship. I went to St. Martins and Streatham but 
didn’t like them so eventually I went on to Welham Road 
School which was a County Secondary School. Even then I was 
determined to be a dress-maker and I remember the Head 
teacher expressing her disgust at me not being interested in 
the more academic studies at the College. She said to me, 
“Now I’ve arranged your future.” And I replied “No. I’m going 
to be a dress-maker. I was so keen on this that I even once 
dressed Snooty, my cat, as you can see in the photo.

In the very early days at the school, I was a little school-
phobic because there was a horrible boy who used to wait 
for me inside the gate and try to steal my halfpenny which 
we used to pay for the bottle of milk each morning. When 
we had the milk, we would then lie down on little beds in 
the nursery. 

I used to try to sit at the back of the class because I 
lacked confidence.  This one boy used to tease me and call me ‘fatty four-eyes’ but I suppose 
that’s what boys are like. I had friends and we just carried on and played marbles. I still have 
my bag of marbles – over seventy years later.

I had a friend from Churchmore Road. One was Victor who lived two doors down and I 
remember when I was about nine teaching him how to read. Dad made us a sun house at 
the bottom of the garden and that is where Victor used to say “Please Joan”. And I would say 
“No. You’re not going until you learn.” He came back years later to thank me for what I did 
for him.  



I was delighted when we were 
evacuated in 1940. There was real 
danger. My dad was one of the 
fire wardens for the area and I 
remember one night when he went 
out after a stray bomb had dropped 
nearby. All he was allowed was a 
torch and there were no other lights. 
He actually fell down the crater but 
was uninjured. He then went into 
the damaged house on Churchmore 
Road and realised it was the home of 
a close friend who was at work. The 
friend’s wife and baby daughter had 
been killed but miraculously their 
son had managed to jump out of the 
upstairs window and avoid injury. 
We had an Anderson Shelter in the 
garden of 55. I used to wait for my 
parents to go off to sleep and then 
I would creep out of the shelter and 
slide back into my comfy bed inside 
the house.

Later in the War, a Doodle-bug landed by the Graveney 
near to Woodmansterne Road. When it fell, I was sitting 
by the window at home. You could hear it coming and 
suddenly it stopped. I got hold of my mother, pushed her 
into the cupboard under the stairs and felt the blast hitting 
me and knocking me out under a pile of falling plaster 
from the ceiling. 

When dad got back, my mother was found by the crater. 
He found me out cold under the ceiling in the hall and 
mother wandering around. This happened on the day of 
the French language examination which I was actually not 
very good at. But because of the bombing, they allowed 
me to pass the matriculation. 

Things were different in those days. For example, 
even when the bombing was taking place, they made us 
continue with the examinations in the basement of the 
secondary school. I passed with flying colours.

I’ve lived in the same house all of my life and my 
own two daughters, Jacqueline and Stephanie, came to 
Woodmansterne in the late 1950s. So I have always kept in 
touch with what has been going on. 

Joan Leslie 



The first time I went swimming with the school in Year 3, 
there was a test to sort out which group we were going to 
be in. I was asked if I had been swimming before and I told 
them I had been swimming at Brixton pool. When I went into 
the water,   I jumped up and then began to sink deep into 
the water. This made me feel really embarrassed because 
most people could swim across and I couldn’t. Then I was 
told that I would be in the bottom group. I felt sad. 

Later on, I became the first one to learn how to swim 
in the bottom group. This made me feel very happy. I was 
sent into the middle group and I got better and better. 
When I started in Year 4, the strongest swimmers got to go 
into the deep Olympic pool. We had to jump into the water 
and swim to the side. I jumped in but all of my friends 
were too scared to do it! The thing that got me scared 
was I had to sink down to the bottom and come back up. 
I almost drowned in there – kicking my legs and splashing 
with my hands. Nobody knew I was having problems. 
Luckily, I came back up and felt relieved.

Baggio Smith (Y4)

I almost drowned

I started this school in the nursery. When I came, I felt scared 
because I didn’t know what to do and didn’t have any friends. 
On the first day my mum stayed with me but on the next day 
she left. I wanted to cry, but didn’t. In the nursery I used to 
dress up and I really enjoyed playing with water. Now I am in 
Year 2, I am a peer mediator. When some of the children are 
having an argument or fight, they come to the peer mediators. 
We help them to sort out their problems. I enjoy this role 

because I meet new people. I think I got picked to do this job because I am very sensible. My mum 
went to school in Somalia. She was the cleverest in the class. The other children were jealous of her. 
They told her to do their work for them or they would beat her up. They would scribble in her book. 
When my grandmother looked at her work, she would tell mum that her writing was not nice. This 
made her feel scared and upset. Sometimes an older girl said to her “Let me eat your food with you” 
and then she would eat all of it. One day my mum told her mum about it. She went to school and told 
the teachers. After that, the bad girl didn’t come to school again. My mum thinks that the schools here 
are very different. She likes them because there are lots of teachers here so the children can get on 
well and not get bullied

Hana Iman (Y2)

scared no more



I have two older sisters who attended this school - Gemma who is 20 and Rosanna who is 15. They both 
came to Woodmansterne School when they were my age and they say that they enjoyed it very much. But 
that is not all - my family have more connections with the school because my dad and his sisters (three 
of my aunties), and my mum’s brother were also pupils here! My dad is called Ian and he is the oldest 
and he was here from 1965 - 1970. He remembers lots of things from being here such as playing in goal 
on the football pitches and he was very proud because he was a fan of Chelsea and liked their goalkeeper. 
So for his birthday his dad (my Granddad) bought him a Chelsea goalkeeper kit.  It was all green and the 
goalkeeper was called Peter Bonetti. But dad says the goals were too big so he couldn’t catch the ball!

My aunty Sally is the youngest and she remembers that Mr McCartney gave them pieces of Toblerone 
when they learnt all of their maths times tables. She says they all did it in one week to get the chocolate. 
Maybe all teachers should try this technique! Here is a piece of Aunt Sally’s school work from the 1960s.

My Aunts Sue and Jane and Uncle Mark were in the choir and they sang on a record called, ‘Jonah Man 
Jazz’. It was before CDs were invented and they don’t have it now. I wonder if anyone reading this knows 
of a recording so we can hear them once again after all these years? Also Aunty Sue was the Queen of 
Hearts in the school play and only had one line but she had to shout it lots of times: “Off with his head!” 
Chris Coffin was Aunty Jane’s teacher. He gave all the children little presents when they left school. Aunty 
Jane left in 1974 and he gave her a key ring which she still has.

My Granddad John was a governor of Woodmansterne and my Nanny Margaret helped with the catering 
when Dad was at school. My Nanny Jeanne was a dinner lady when Uncle Mark was at Woodmansterne. 
So all in all the life of our family has been linked in with that of the school for over forty years. I’m now 
in class 4C and have been helping to produce this book about our school’s history. We have kept lots of 
old school books as valuable family mementos.

Natasha Andrews



I worked as a British Railway parcel delivery driver for the SW16 area from 1964 to 1981. At 
times I had parcels to deliver to the school. But there was one thing that attracted my attention 
and this was the Cotswold building adjacent to the school. Cotswold was a centre for disabled 
people but is now part of the main school. Whenever I parked my lorry by the school gate, I 
could not help noticing people in their wheelchairs passing the football to each other to catch 
and to see how happy they were. From that time onwards, whenever I see the marathon race 
on TV, where there are disabled athletes, it reminds me of those days delivering parcels to the 
Woodmansterne School site. 

Years later, I too became a part of Woodmansterne School. The place where I used to deliver 
parcels to is now the place where I work as your Lollipop Man. I have met a team of friendly 
teachers, parents and children.  I have been here for just over a year, but due to the friendliness 
of everybody, I feel as if I have worked here for ten years! The children are wonderful, from the 
smallest to the biggest. I get lots of “thank-yous”, little waves and lovely smiles.

As a Lollypop Man, I would like to say to parents it is my job to help the children across the 
road, and not to let the adults risk dashing out onto the road with their children. I am there D e l i v e r i n g Safety

Leon Stands 
& Delivers



for the safety of the children. They 
need to cross the road from where I 
stand and then I put my hand out to 
tell them when to go. They need to 
cross in front of me and not behind 
me. I am at the school for two hours 
per day: during the morning I stay 
opposite the school gate and there I 
stay from 8 am – 9.15am then 3.00pm 
– 4.00pm, whatever the weather. 

I am very happy with the help I get 
from the parents and the children. I ask 
them not to cross the road without my 
help and they do co-operate. I would 
like to ask parents to avoid parking 
on the school marking sign outside 
the school gate because it causes 
congestion. So, let’s work together to 
make Woodmansterne School one of 
the safest schools in the borough.

 
Leon Forbes – The Lollipop Man
[right] in his previous role [left] Leon 
with Natasha Andrews and her father



I was a pupil at Woodmansterne School as a junior child having moved from Upminster in Essex 
to 57 Fieldend Road when I was about 7 years old in 1948. I left Woodmansterne in 1952 when I 
went to St Martins High School for Girls in Tulse Hill, which was a grammar school at that time. 
In the 1940s, the Woodmansterne School building looked very similar to the way it does now 
although the Nursery building did not exist then. There used to be a building made of wood near 
to the edge of the field possibly near where the nursery is now. I remember climbing up a flight 
of steps to get into that classroom. There was a special school sharing the building then although 
we never mixed with the children.

The Second World War had finished just a few years before this. Children like me had been 
under-nourished during the War as there wasn’t a lot of food available so they gave us cod liver 
oil and malt as well as a third of a pint bottle of milk every day to ‘build us up’. We used to 
queue up in the playground near the field and wait our turn for a large spoonful, which came in 
a huge brown jar. It was a brown, treacly substance which I liked but some children held their 
noses when they had to eat it.

The Dreaded
Friday List

Paying attention to teacher... a Woodmansterne classroom in the 1930’s.



in descending order with the name 
of the child who scored the lowest 
marks last. The headmaster was 
Mr Rowson.

He was a plump man with a 
round red face who used to wear 
tweed suits. Every Friday he would 
lead a whole school assembly. The 
highlight of the assembly came 
when the children who had come 
top of each class in that week’s 
tests would queue on one side at 
the front of the hall to take it in 
turns to hand ‘The List’, as it was 

called, to the headmaster. He used to shake their hand. As soon as he had finished collecting The 
Lists, he would turn to another queue of children on the other side of his table. Each of these 
children waited in turn for their misdemeanours to be read out by Mr Rowson telling everyone 
what they had done wrong. And then he caned them. 

Kathleen Brown (Lowers) 1948-52

I remember the youngest children sleeping on 
beds that resembled camp beds during the day in 
their classroom, which was near the dining hall 
today. We had to eat everything we were given at 
lunchtime. I remember hiding gristly meat in my 
hankie until I could throw it away when no-one 
was looking. We sat in pairs at desks in class. 
They had fixed seats which were very hard and 
they had lift-up lids and inkwells, which the ink 
monitor would fill from a special container with a 
spout like a tea pot. We had to dip our pens into 
the ink and it was hard not to make blots on the 
page. When this happened, we would use blotting 
paper to prevent the next page from smudging.

We had lots of tests every week. All of the 
marks from all of the weekly tests were added 
together and the class teacher would write a list 
of the names of every child in the class. The name 
of the child who had scored the highest marks 
would be written first followed by everyone else 

[Left] Kathleen as a Brownie in the 1940’s

[Left] Kathleen as a teenager 
with her dogs



I started my school life in the Infants at Woodmansterne Road School in September 1930 just a 
month before I was five at the end of October. I do not have much recollection of that time apart 
from one day when the school photographer arrived to take a class photo. Some of the class were 
sat around in a circle on the floor of the Infants Hall holding each other’s hands. I remember 
being very frightened as in those far off days photographs were taken with a large camera and 
the photographer would hold up a photographic plate in his hand and as the picture was taken 
there would be a bright flash and a bang. This was reflected as you can see in the photograph 
we received. I was leaning backwards trying to get away as far as possible from the camera and 
looking decidedly worried – that’s not a smile on my face. In the picture my head is in the middle 
of the four girls kneeling behind the circle.  

Once I played Snow White in a school play in the Juniors Hall, which was attended by all the 
proud Mums. I had to bite into a supposedly poisoned apple and then collapse gracefully on the 
stage. I thought I did a magnificent fall but apparently it caused some mirth in the audience as my 
fall was less than graceful and I hit the stage like a ton of bricks! But I didn’t hurt myself.  

The most dreaded day of the year was when the School Dentist arrived to check on all the 
pupils’ teeth. If he found anything wrong, you were given a card with an appointment on it for the 
School Dental Clinic, which you took home to your mother. The Dental Clinic was in one of the big 
houses in Lewin Road. If I had to have an extraction, I always voted for Gas - not Cocaine. I wanted 

Josephine’s
Memories



In the next photograph, taken in the playground outside the classrooms, I am on the second row 
down and right, at the end of the row on the left as you look at the photograph. Mr Tuddenham, 
our teacher at the time, is at the end of the top row on the right hand side, and was taken in 1936 
as you approach the classrooms from the Stockport Road entrance. My sister, Audrey Elizabeth 
Nicholls, is in the third row down and the 4th from the left as you look at it with Mr Tuddenham on 
the left hand side and Mr Rowson, the Headmaster at the time, on the right. 

In May 2004, my cousin Betty, who now lives in Florida, was over on holiday and one day she 
said she would like to go and see our old houses in Woodmansterne Road, which we did. Then 
afterwards we wandered into the school grounds at 3.30 pm for some more nostalgic memories. 
We went in through one of the doors into the Junior School and bumped into a lady who said “Can 
I help you?” She turned out to be the headmistress and, when we explained that we were old 
pupils from sixty-seven years ago, she was delighted to see us and kindly took us on a tour of the 
school. In our day, the doors out of the classrooms led straight out into the open air though there 
was a roof over the top and, if I remember correctly, the Headmaster’s office was at the end of 
the classrooms.  But now the walkway outside the classroom doors is completely enclosed. 

Whilst talking to the headmistress, I remarked about a bomb that hit the school during the 
London blitz of 1940. She was very interested as she had not heard this before. It happened in the 
December and where it fell it badly damaged my cousin’s house and other houses in the vicinity. 
Our house, which was nearer Stockport Road, shook badly but we had no damage – we thought 
the bomb was near as we had heard it hurtling down before the explosion. It must have fallen 
somewhere near the Senior School.  

Josephine Winter

to be put right out so as I didn’t know anything 
about it until I was woken up again.  Another 
day in the year saw a visit by the School Nurse 
or Doctor when you had a physical examination. 
They always ended up by looking through your 
hair to make sure no unwanted “nits” were 
lurking there!

Every year on the 24th May we celebrated 
Empire Day and a small show was put on. On 
this day we used to take a small Union Jack 

to school to wave in the hall and I believe we always had the afternoon off. In 1900 Great Britain 
controlled nearly a quarter of the world.  

At playtime a favourite pastime was playing marbles or skipping. We cut out little doors in a 
piece of cardboard and wrote numbers from one to four over them. Friends would then try their 
luck at bowling their own marbles through the gaps and, if they were successful, you had to reward 
them with some of your own marbles according to the number that appeared over the gap. Another 
favourite game was conkers. We never damaged ourselves playing conkers but I believe children 
have to wear protective glasses now. In the Summer, the girls played rounders on the school field 
whilst the boys were playing cricket. One day, whilst I was supposed to be fielding, I saw a cricket 
ball that had been hit by one of the batsmen heading straight for me and our game of rounders so 
I bent down to stop it. It must have hit a bump in the grass as it rose up and hit me in the eye. I 
was taken into the school where the teachers rubbed butter all around the eye and I was sent home 
early, much to my delight.  



I was born in 1964 at 27 Guildersfield Road off Streatham High Road, the second of three boys. 
We all went to Woodmansterne, but due to the gap in our ages, we were only all together 
in the primary school for a couple of years. In those days, I don’t think there was a school 
photo taken every year and it was a big event when the photographer came to school with 
his camera and tripod, umbrella, screen and bright lights.  

For our family,  the photographer’s arrival in 1974 was an even bigger event as this would 
be the first and only time all three of us brothers would be available to pose together for the 
school photograph. And there I am, on the left, with my younger brother Dan and older brother 
Ben. The photograph was a great success with my Mum and Dad and copies were bought and 
distributed to doting granny and kept in wallet and purse to show to unsuspecting passers-by. 

The 
Brothers’ 

Grin



As the years went by, the picture began to fade and, as a gangly teenager trying to impress 
mates and girlfriends, I hoped that maybe Mum and Dad would remove the evidence of my 
younger days. It seems so stupid now but I found it embarrassing. Luckily my wish was never 
granted and, through various house moves, from one side of the high road and then back 
again, the photo still enjoys pride of place in their front room in all its faded glory. 

Today, my daughter Grace is in year five at Woodmansterne. The first time I went back for 
my first parents’ evening, after more than twenty-five years, everything had changed yet 
remained the same. The sounds and the smell took me back in time immediately. The hall, the 
classrooms, the playgrounds, even the boys’ toilets seemed the same. Only the dimensions 
had changed, everything was smaller as I had grown bigger. 

This was all too painfully brought home to me as I tried to squeeze into a tiny chair whilst 
meeting a teacher far younger and far more capable than I could dream to be: was I a parent 
or was I still a pupil? In time, the initial shock faded and I’m in no doubt this is Grace’s 
school now and nor is she! There are school photos every year and my next generation of 
Woodmansterne pupil now takes pride of place in my wallet, on my wall, and on my mouse 
mat and all are welcome to have a look! 

Josh de Cruz

This, however, was not enough 
for Dad who had seen advertising 
in the back pages of the Sunday 
papers a company who would 
blow up copies of photographs 
for a very reasonable price, post 
and packaging included, self- 
addressed envelope required. 

Within a matter of weeks, 
our school photograph had been 
transformed into the size of a 
large poster (black and white, 
seventies’ technology only went 
so far), and was framed and 
hung on the wall above the 
mantelpiece in the front room 
for the viewing pleasure of proud 
parents, family and visitors. 

[Left] Josh speaking about 
his times as a pupil at 
Woodmansterne.



So with the fluffy one being a distant 
memory, we were not expecting what 
happened on the last day of term when we 
had the job of re-locating Reception class 
furniture to a new room. With the help of a 
team of teaching assistants, we pulled out all 
of the furniture and stacked it in the corridor 
whilst Mr. Kelly did the same in his room. All 
of a sudden, we were greeted to an almighty 
screech. We all ran back into Mrs. Elgar’s 
room where we found Mrs. Holland shouting 
and yelling and pointing to the large drawer 
that we used to put scrap material in. 

On peering into the drawer, we discovered 
the source of her anxiety. Hami was sitting 
loud and proud in the drawer but about twice 
the size that he had been when we last saw 
him! Needless to say, he was popped straight 
back into his cage and this time was taken to 
Mrs. Elgar’s for good.

Catherine Hales

Mrs. Elgar used to keep a hamster in her 
classroom and the children called it Hami 
but we called it Houdini because it used to 
escape at any given opportunity. Usually, 
after a day or two, we would find it sleeping 
in a cosy, warm place and would gently put 
him back into his cage. 

On one particular occasion, he had gone 
missing for weeks on end and we feared 
that the worst had happened to him. The 
children kept asking where he had gone and 
in the end we had to say that we had taken 
him back to Mrs. Elgar’s house. The children 
would have been too upset had we told them 
we thought he’d got lost in the labyrinth of 
tubes under the classroom floor.

Hami
Houdini



I was born in 1929 just a year after my parents moved into the house in Churchmore Road. I 
was Christened in the church hall which was there even before the actual church was built. 
Where the church is now, there used to be horses and we used to feed them carrots. Nearby, 
there were lovely lavender fields and also a pig farm which we used to visit.

As you entered the school by the Stockport Road entrance, on your right hand side were 
some huts which housed what they called the ‘open air school’. This was for children with 
bronchial illnesses who were brought from the smoky atmosphere of central London so that 
they could spend more time in the open and breathe in the fresh country air. This school was 
kept completely separate from ours at Woodmansterne. I remember some of the children being 
so frail; they were poor little waifs.

I was at this school from 1934 to 1939 which is when the war broke out. Us girls wore navy 
blue gymslip, and a navy blue jumper with an orange stripe in the collar and in the cuffs. There 
was a Miss Herriman who was tall and dark and very severe looking. Another teacher was Mrs. 
Jolliffe who used to leave her shoes outside her office door for one of the children to clean each 
day. She had cropped hair and was the original of the typical stern mistress. She only had to 
look at you and you shook in your shoes.

Billy Harvey

John Harvey

? Pope

Tom Pope

Margorie Sayer

Alan Sayer

Albert French

Joan Reading

Lily Dolling

Peter Sayer

We Shook In  
Our Shoes



a Mr. and Mrs. Lamb. Mrs. Lamb was nice to us 
but her husband seemed to resent having us. I 
didn’t like it there so my father brought me back. 
Mr. Blackman was one of the teachers who came 
down to the south coast with us. When back in 
London, we only spent about half a day a week at 
school and had to do lots of homework instead. 
There weren’t as many teachers as some were 
away with evacuees, others were called up for 
war work and not many were coming into schools 
from the colleges. I will never forget the happy 
times I spent at our school. I wonder if anyone 
reading this book will be able to identify the 
faces and names in the photograph. That’s me 
smiling, in the middle of the back row.

Lily Baker (Dolling)

 

We had good facilities and I think 
ours was a sort of experimental school. 
I know it was the first bungalow 
school. There were playing fields, good 
facilities, lots of space. Most families 
had come to this part of Streatham 
from different parts of London and 
were starting a new life and maybe 
this rubbed off on the school. For most 
families, having a garden was out of 
this world. Once, when I was in our 
garden, I saw the very first dog-fight 
over Croydon Aerodrome between the 
German and R.A.F. planes. I suppose 
from a child’s point of view it was 
almost exciting because we couldn’t 
understand what it really meant.

My time at Woodmansterne was cut 
short because we were evacuated to 
Eastbourne in 1939 where I stayed with 

Woodmansterne evacuees in South 
Wales in the early 1940s.

A notice to advertise the Streatham Vale 
Property Owners’ Association’s Air Raid meeting.



onto a house, causing a major fire. 
To us, as children, it was great 
excitement! We were quite used to 
seeing damaged and demolished 
buildings on our way to school 
and things were so uncertain in 
this part of London that retailers 
would try to have two premises 
from which to do business so that 
if one was bombed they could carry 
on trading from the other one. 

One such shop was Blunt’s, a 
local greengrocers, where we were 
able to buy a penny apple or carrot 
while on our way to school. We 
would rub the mud off the carrot 
on a concrete block that had been 
put on the road to act as a barrier 
in the event of a German tank 
invasion. Sometimes at lunch break 
we would walk up to the local 
shops to buy a bottle of ‘pop’ and 
in those days there was a penny 
back on the bottle.

I was a war-time pupil at Woodmansterne from 1939 through 
to 1946. I remember that the windows to our classroom had 
sticky tape across them to prevent the glass shattering if 
there was a bomb blast nearby. When I started at school, 
everyone had to carry a gas mask, which we carried in a 
cardboard box. When the air raid warning sounded, the whole 
school would go into a large shelter that was built on the 
playground edge. When we sat inside the shelter, we passed 
the time by singing. 

Our headmaster, Mr. Rowson, was seconded to war-time 
duties in London organising something called the British 

Restaurants. These were places where anyone could obtain cheap, healthy food, especially 
those whose lives had been disrupted by bombing. Our school meals cost 5d and then there 
was a sliding scale of charges for each of the next children in the family; 4d, 3d, 2d and so on 
because families did not have that much money in those days. 

During one afternoon break, we saw a damaged German aircraft on fire, flying overhead 
and most of us boys dashed to the top of Helmsdale Road where part of the plane had fallen 

WE SERVE



In the picture on the previous page you can see me in my best clothes, which were bought at 
Gaydon’s Outfitter’s in Streatham Vale. I’m wearing my black and gold school tie – the motto on 
the badge was ‘We Serve’. 

Discipline was quite strict, with some teachers being more so than others. I remember one lad 
who suffered from a stammer being made to stand on a chair in front of everyone in class. He 
found it difficult to say the word ‘rooves’ and would stutter ‘roofs’ instead. So the teacher stood 
him on the chair and hit him on the legs with a large ruler until he said it properly. The same 
teacher would put naughty children under her desk and now and again give them a kick. If you 
were really naughty you were caned in front of the whole school at assembly. 

I was living in Ellison Road and vividly remember sometimes coming to school on the back of 
the bike of my neighbour Donald Hancock under the railway bridge.

We were lucky as the school was hit by a bomb and the senior school hall was actually 
demolished, but no one was hurt. That meant the whole school had to fit into the other end with 
the National Fire Service being based on the site as well. As the playground was damaged, we 
had to play on the field and because the hut where we had school dinners was also ruined, we 
used to walk to the Eardley Road Hall for our meals.

David Aldous-Cook

Crater - total bomb damage

Shell - just exterior walls standing

Structural damage - roof, windows, walls

Severe damage - interior and exterior V Bomb strike

Stretham Vale Bomb Damage Map - Colour Code Key



Feeling Better
When I first came into Reception I 
felt afraid because there were so many 
children. I didn’t know any of the 
children. Miss Hicklin was very kind 
to me and then I felt a bit more better 
at Woodmansterne. Now I think it’s 
brilliant here because I do great work 
and I am very sensible.

Jonnas Oliveira Guerra [Reception]



On May 25, 2007 we visited the London 
Metropolitan Archive which is situated 
in Clerkenwell in the City of London. We 
were shown behind the scenes and met 
someone who had spent the past two 
years repairing nearly three hundred 
volumes of Victorian medical records. 

Maureen, our guide for the day, 
showed us how documents become 
damaged and she explained some ways 
of repairing them. Then we met Dave 
who lives in Streatham. He was in charge 
of the image making at the L.M.A. and 
he took us to see an amazingly powerful 
camera with thirty two million, five 
hundred thousand pixels strength! 

Picturing 
the Past



Dave showed us maps of our area 
and explained the colour coding for 
bomb-damaged areas during the war. 
We saw just how dangerous living in 
the vicinity of the school was during 
the 1940s. We then went upstairs and 
were able to look in detail at original 
class registers from the 1950s. Did 
you know that some classes had 
nearly fifty pupils? 

We then saw a whole range of amazing photographs 
of our school when it first opened in the early 1930s. As 
you can see in some of these wonderful photographs 
on these pages, although our school was thought of 
as really modern in those days, the boys and girls 
followed different subjects. 

When the boys did carpentry and science, the girls 
learned to sew, knit, do the laundry and cook! There 
is a picture of the building before any children had 
passed the gates. One of the builders had painted 
some white cricket stumps onto the brick wall of the 
brand new building. Would you believe that seventy-
six years later, we still use that spot to play cricket. 
The paint marks are still there! 

There was a log book which explained what 
damage was done each time the school was hit by 
a bomb. We counted six separate occasions when 
this happened. No wonder the children had to be 
evacuated. Finding out about the history of our school 
was really interesting and we hope more pupils get 
the chance to visit the London Metropolitan Archives. 
Thanks to Maureen from the L.M.A.for a lovely time.
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