
NEWSLETTER 
 
Dear Members, 
 
We are pleased to send you a third Newsletter to keep in touch with all our 
membership. 
 
A letter from the Master, Ms Jyotika Shah: 
 
Dear Cripplegate Ward Club Members,    6 July 2020 
 
Hope this letter finds you all well and happy as the lockdown eases. I am not sure how 
many members would have ventured to the Pubs at the weekend. 
 
The life just carries on and many of us I am sure have learned to live with only what 
is require. 
 
We were able to have our Virtual Wine Tasting Event on 26 June 2020 and those who 
participated had pleasant experience. I have enclosed my report of the event. 
We also hope to do a Wine and Cheese Tasting event later on. 
 
To partly bridge this gap whilst we wait for the return of in events many organisations 
have temporarily moved online. 
 
The City Music Foundation is a charity promoting performance opportunities to 
young people as they set out on their careers after graduation. It was set up by Clare 
Taylor who is married to Alderman Sir Roger Gifford, Lord Mayor in 2012-13. The 
CMF has already organised one online concert and tonight's is the next one, followed 
by a series of 6 in July and August. 
  
If you would be interested to listen in, details of how to access the performances are 
given below, along with a request for donations 
 
Details of all the concerts are here: http://www.citymusicfoundation.org/cmf-presents/ 
 
I also hear that the Gardens in the top of Barbican Centre are now open in very lush 
condition and no doubt many of you in the vicinity would be able to enjoy summer 
stroll in there. 
 
Apart from that, cooking nice foods still carries on. Luckily I have been able to visit 
my sister and her family couple of times in their garden where there is enough room 
to distance and yesterday we also played distanced cricket in the garden. 
 
Wish you all the positivity and courage in these difficult times and am looking 
forward to meeting you at an in-person event soon. 
 
With warm wishes and best regards. 
 

Ms Jyotika Shah BSc, Master, Cripplegate Ward Club  



A report from our President, Alderman David Graves: 
 
23 March is another of the dates that most of us will remember - alongside significant 
personal and friends and family dates.   It sits (for me) with dates like 9/11 and 7/7; 
dates which have enduring significance for people of an age to have lived through the 
events themselves.   For some, 25 July might be another significant date - when gyms 
re-open, but maybe not so much for members of our Club.   I have just decided not to 
bother renewing my gym membership on the basis that light walking is likely to keep 
me as fit as I am ever likely to need.  
 
On the civic side a similar sense of torpor seems to exist.   The serious business of 
civic governance continues (if virtually rather than in person) but it is not the same if 
participation is from home.   As time passes it seems increasingly as though we are all 
just products of our collective imagination.   Put another way, the sooner we can 
gather again in person, the better. 
 
Hopes remain that there will be a Lord Mayor's Show of some kind this November. 
We are intending to re-elect William Russell for a second term, but he will still need 
to renew his "vows" before the Senior Judiciary. 
 
Thought is also being given to how the Silent Ceremony might work on a "socially-
distanced" basis.   For anyone who had been looking forward to the Sheriffs' Ball this 
year, there is bad news, as this has been postponed to 2021. At least the current 
Sheriffs will still be in office next Autumn, so they will not miss out on hosting the 
ball.  
 
Those of you with good memories may remember that I was re-elected (unopposed) 
for a second term in June 2014.  As 6 years have now elapsed, you might wonder why 
there has been no election for the same (or even a new) Alderman.   Covid-19 is the 
answer, as it would be reckless to hold an election now, so I must remain in harness.   
As Aldermen are technically elected for life, I remain in Office until I am replaced 
and it seems likely that my current term will be extended into next year, at least.  
 
This delayed-election issue affects several Aldermen, including Sir David Wootton 
and Sir Alan Yarrow, both of whom will be retiring once it is possible for their 
successors to be elected, based on the convention that Aldermen retire at age 70. 
 
The Common Council elections due in the Spring of 2021 are virtually certain to be 
extended to March 2022 (the City's Policy & Resources Committee is recommending 
this and that is likely to be adopted by the Common Council at its meeting next 
Thursday).  
 
I could tell you all about my prowess at growing tomato plants from seed, but I feel 
you deserve to be spared that.   I hope you are all well and making the most of the 
Summer, despite a poor start to July.   So, until we meet again, this is all from me for 
now.  
 
Best wishes, 
 
David Graves, Alderman for the Ward of Cripplegate. 



From Past Master Judy Tayler-Smith 
 
Are you fully conversant with the new terminology?   Here are a few terms to get 
you up-to-date: 
 
*Coronacoaster* 
The ups and downs of your mood during the pandemic.   You’re loving lockdown one 
minute but suddenly weepy with anxiety the next.   It truly is “an emotional 
coronacoaster”. 
 
*Quarantinis* 
Experimental cocktails mixed from whatever random ingredients you have left in the 
house.   The boozy equivalent of a store cupboard supper.   Southern Comfort and 
Ribena quarantini with a glace cherry garnish, anyone?   These are sipped at “locktail 
hour” i.e. ‘wine o’clock’ during lockdown, which seems to be creeping earlier and 
earlier with each passing week. 
 
*Blue Skype thinking* 
A work brainstorming session which takes place over a videoconferencing app.   Such 
meetings might also be termed a “Zoomposium”.   Naturally, they are to be avoided if 
at all possible. 
 
*Le Creuset wrist* 
It’s the new “avocado hand” - a repetitive strain injury in the arm after taking one’s 
best saucepan outside to bang during the weekly ‘Clap for Carers’.   It might have 
been heavy but you were keen to impress the neighbours with your high-quality 
kitchenware. 
 
*Coronials* 
As opposed to millennials, this refers to the future generation of babies conceived or 
born during coronavirus quarantine.   They might also become known as “Generation 
C” or, more spookily “Children of the Quarn”. 
 
*Furlough Merlot* 
Wine consumed in an attempt to relieve the frustration of not working.   Also known 
as “bored-eaux” or “cabernet tedium”. 
 
*Coronadose* 
 
An overdose of bad news from consuming too much media during a time of crisis.   
Can result in a “panicdemic”. 
 
*The elephant in the Zoom* 
The glaring issue during a videoconferencing call that nobody feels able to mention, 
e.g. one participant has dramatically put on weight, suddenly sprouted terrible facial 
hair or has a worryingly messy house visible in the background. 
 
*Quentin Quarantino* 
An attention-seeker using their time in lockdown to make amateur films which they’re 
convinced are funnier and cleverer than they actually are. 



*Covidiot* 
One who ignores public health advice or behaves with reckless disregard for the 
safety of others can be said to display “covidiocy” or be “covidiotic”.   Also called a 
“lockclown” or even a “Wuhan-ker”. 
 
*Goutbreak* 
The sudden fear that you’ve consumed so much wine, cheese, home-made cake and 
Easter chocolate in lockdown that your ankles are swelling up like a medieval king’s. 
 
*Antisocial distancing* 
Using health precautions as an excuse for snubbing neighbours and generally ignoring 
people you find irritating. 
 
*Coughin’ dodger* 
Someone so alarmed by an innocuous splutter or throat-clear that they back away in 
terror. 
 
*Mask-ara* 
Extra make-up applied to the eyes “to make one’s eyes pop” before venturing out in 
public wearing a face mask which covers up your good looks. 
 
 
CRIPPLEGATE BOYS’ CAMP 
 
In the later 19th and early 20th centuries there was a lot of industry in the Cripplegate 
area consisting of warehouses and many individual shops and traders.   Most of these 
traders lived on their premises and there was a high population.   People worked hard 
and there was very little money in the average family for holidays or entertainment. 
 
A boys’ school had been established on Red Cross Street (now beneath the Barbican 
lake) which used to hold a yearly camp in the country and the boys paid 2d for two  
weeks.   In 1890 a permanent camp was established at Shalford near Guildford and 60 
of the boys were taken for a fortnight’s holiday to build up their strength and give 
them the opportunity of breathing fresh country air. 
 
It was run on military lines and included boating, swimming, fishing, rambling and 
military drill.   To begin with the boys were encouraged to cook their own meals but 
this did not last long as they obviously did not cook at home and had no experience.   
The idea of the camp was to build up their health and strength not starve them so it 
wasn’t long before experienced cooks were engaged to provide nutritious meals. 
 
This was the first camp held in the UK in connection with an elementary school and 
became the model for many others which emulated the Cripplegate example in 
various parts of the country. 
 
The Headmaster Mr. Henry Davis, the founder of the scheme, ran the camp 
accompanied by two colleagues all of whom held War Office certificates.   They gave 
the boys experience in drill and musketry and Martini-Henry ‘rabbit rifles’ were used 
for shooting at targets.   After two weeks practice 75% of the boys scored bulls eyes at 
a range of 60 yards - the average age was 12½ years!   By this time the total cost of 



the camp was 1s 5½d per head which included transport.   The majority of the funding 
came from the residents of Cripplegate Ward, the trustees of the school and a penny 
weekly contribution throughout the year by the boys. 
 
The school closed in April 1904 but arrangements for the camp were taken up by the 
Governors of Cripplegate Foundation under whose control the work continued for 
boys from other Ward and City schools and City workers up to the age of 18. 
 
The camp was discontinued during WW1 but recommenced in 1920 
 
It is not known when the camp finally came to an end but presumably some time after 
WW2 when many schools moved out of central London into the country and the City 
became a business centre rather than residential. 
 
Barbara Allan 
Hon. Sec. 
 
 
One for the road 
 
Two workmen were standing looking at a telegraph pole scratching their heads.   The 
boss had told them he wanted them to measure the height and they wondered how 
they were going to manage it.   Then this gorgeous blonde came sashaying down the 
street. 
 
‘Hi there boys, what’s the problem?’ she asked, and they told her. 
 
‘I think I can help you there’ she said then opened her bag and took out a screwdriver.   
She bent down to the bottom of the pole, unscrewed the hinge and lowered the pole to 
the ground.   Then she took out a tape measure, measured the pole and said ‘there you 
are boys, 30 feet’. 
 
She put the tape measure away, pushed the pole upright again tightened the hinge, put 
the screwdriver away in her bag and sashayed off down the street. 
 
The workmen looked at each other and one said ‘isn’t that just like a woman, you ask 
for the height and she gives you the length’. 
 
 
Finally 
 
We hope you continue to keep well and look forward to the day when we can all meet 
together again. 
 
Barbara Allan 
Hon. Secretary 
For and on behalf of the Master, Wardens and Committee 
Cripplegate Ward Club 
Tel: 01702 201173 
Email:  bjallan@btinternet.com 


